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Chapter 1: Stripped to a Number

The fountain pen clicked against the glossy reception counter and the stack of pastel intake forms slid toward me in one neat fan. The settlement clause was clipped to the top, black type on cream paper, and a small brass hand-bell sat beside it like it already knew my name.

I kept my hand off the pen. Twenty-one days. That was all the arbitrator had given me to prove I could manage my own assets without my ex-wife liquidating the trust. Bright Bough Adult Nursery. Certified regression facility. My lawyer had called it a reputational hit I could absorb. My cock had twitched in the car anyway, and I hated myself for that before I even opened the door.

Director Vale stood behind the counter in a fitted blazer the color of skim milk. Her smile stopped short of her eyes. She tapped the top form with one manicured nail.

"Sign here, Marcus. Initial every page. The bell rings at nine. You're late if you're still dressed like a man who thinks he owns a spreadsheet."

The storefront behind her hummed with low voices and plastic crinkle. Cold air from the AC hit the back of my neck. I could hear it more than I could see the room yet, that dry hiss over tile and rubber mat.

I read the clause again. Failure to complete certification forfeits controlling interest to the opposing party. Low scores read as unmanageable. Quitting reads as unmanageable. The shares I had fought for in court were now a line item on her clipboard.

"You're pricing my breakdown," I said.

"I'm pricing your compliance." She turned the form so the signature box faced me. "Enrollee number fourteen opens after you sign. Your baseline goes on the wall today. Everyone reads it."

My palm went damp. I picked up the pen. The ink flowed too smooth, like the deal had already won.

I signed. I initialed. I initialed again until my wrist ached.

Vale slid a plastic bracelet across the counter. #14 in bold black print.

"Strip in the alcove. Street clothes go in the locker. You return in onesie and diaper only. No underwear. No shoes. No phone."

"This is intake, not sentencing."

"You will do exactly as I say." Her voice stayed flat, almost kind. "Or you walk out, and your ex-wife owns your portfolio by dinner."

The alcove was a narrow box of mirror and hooks, door that did not lock. I peeled off my suit jacket, my tie, my shirt. Each layer left my skin hotter, then colder when the air touched sweat. The bell on the counter waited.

My cock stirred against my boxers when I stepped out of my trousers. No reason. No touch. Just the crinkle from the main room and the number on my wrist.

I stuffed everything into the locker. Vale's knock came before I could talk myself into leaving.

"Onesie on the shelf. Diaper under it. Thick. White. Tape sides. You will not fasten it yourself."

I pulled the onesie over my head, baby blue, short sleeves, snaps at the crotch. The fabric was thin enough that everything underneath would show. The diaper on the shelf was obscene, wide as my spread hands, packed with fluff that squeaked when I lifted it.

I held it against my stomach. The plastic backing was cool. The inner lining warmed fast from my skin.

Footsteps passed the alcove curtain. A man laughed, high and broken. Another voice shushed him. My balls pulled up tight. I was twenty-nine. I ran desks. I did not stand in a storefront holding a diaper like a prop.

I carried it out anyway.

Vale took the diaper from me without thanks. She checked my bracelet, checked the clock, checked my chest like she was reading a ticker.

"Hands on the counter. Feet apart."

I planted my palms on the cold laminate. My nipples hardened against the onesie. Vale's fingers hooked my waistband snaps and ripped them open. Cool air hit my cock and balls. Exposure was a slap I could count in heartbeats.

She unfolded the diaper with a loud crackle. Powder dusted my thighs, chalk-sweet, sudden chill on heated skin.

"Lift."

I lifted my ass. The first tape bite on my hip made me jerk. She pulled the front up between my legs, snug, forcing my cock down into the fluff. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. Second tape. Third. She patted the front twice, clinical, and the pressure punched a leak of precum into the lining.

"Already messy," she said to the room, not to me. "Baseline noted."

Two enrollees watched from a bench by the playroom arch. One wore pink. One wore yellow. Their diapers slumped under onesies. Their eyes stayed on my crotch.

Vale snapped the onesie closed over the diaper. The crinkle when I breathed was louder than my voice would have been.

"Changing station. Now."

The group bench ran the length of the back wall, vinyl pads, stainless rails, a drain in the floor that made my stomach turn. Names and numbers climbed a painted board beside it: the valuation wall. Slots for stars. Slots for demerits. Empty space at the bottom with #14 waiting in fresh ink.

Vale pointed at the pad. "On your back."

I climbed up. The vinyl was cold through the diaper, shocking my ass and the backs of my thighs. Overhead lights buzzed. Somewhere a pacifier clicked against teeth.

She did not change me gently. She spread my knees with a bar that locked into the rail, metal biting my calves through the onesie fabric. The restraint was public. The enrollees moved closer. Pink sat on a stool with a clipboard. Yellow held a stopwatch.

"Morning bell in ninety seconds," Vale said. "We record your first check live. Say your number."

"Fourteen," I ground out.

"Say what you are."

"I'm enrollee fourteen."

"Say what you're wearing."

Heat climbed my throat. My cock throbbed against the diaper, trapped, useless.

"I'm wearing a diaper." The words tasted like copper.

"Louder."

"I'm wearing a fucking diaper."

Pink wrote without looking up. Yellow clicked the stopwatch.

Vale tore the onesie snaps again. She folded the front down and peeled the diaper tape. The cool rush on my skin made my hole clench for no reason I would admit. She held the open diaper up like evidence. The wet spot was small, clear, shamefully bright under the lights.

"Pre-leak arousal. Uncontrolled. Chart it."

Pink's pen scratched. On the wall, a star flickered onto #14. A soft chime from a speaker I could not see.

My chest went tight. A star for leaking in front of strangers.

"Close your legs and open your mouth," Vale said.

I did. She stuffed a pacifier past my lips, rubber thick, strap buckled behind my head. My spit pooled immediate and warm. The gag was childish gear on an adult jaw, and my cock jumped anyway, dribbling again into the open diaper.

She pressed two fingers under my balls, rolling them slow while Pink counted seconds aloud. Thirty. Forty-five. My breathing turned to snorts around the pacifier. The vinyl under me warmed where my ass cheeks spread.

"You will not come on my floor," Vale said. "You will come in the diaper like the sloppy little enrollee you are. Say it."

I tried to shake my head. The strap held.

She pinched my nipple through the onesie and twisted. Pain lit my chest white. My hips bucked against the bar.

"Say it."

"I'm a sloppy enrollee." The pacifier muffled me. Drool slid down my chin, warm on my neck.

"Diaper slut," she corrected. "Say diaper slut."

My brain threw up every deal I had ever closed. None of them had a line for this.

"Diaper slut," I sobbed around the rubber.

Yellow murmured, "Voice break logged."

Vale reached under the changing pad and brought out a wand vibrator, head the size of a golf ball, cord trailing to the wall. She did not ask. She pressed it to the front of my diaper, right over my cock, and turned it on.

The buzz hit like a drill through fluff. Sound filled my ears, high whine, my own moan behind the pacifier. The diaper warmed fast, my precum spreading, the vibration bouncing off plastic and tape back into my shaft.

I arched. The bar held my knees apart. Pink read numbers off the stopwatch like stock prices.

"Sixty seconds to bell."

Vale cranked it harder into the sodden front. The squelch was obscene, wet drag of lining on cockhead, sharp slap of plastic when my hips jerked.

"Don't you dare stain my vinyl. Fill the diaper."

I shook my head, frantic. Pleasure coiled low, heavy, wrong in front of an audience. I was Marcus. I was not this.

I was this. My balls cinched tight. My ass lifted off the cold pad.

The hand-bell rang from the front desk, sharp brass clang that rolled through the playroom. Enrollees cheered like it was a market open.

Vale did not lift the wand. She ground it in circles while the bell echo died.

"Come," she said.

The orgasm tore me open, stupid and loud. My cock pulsed in the diaper, cum pumping in hot jets that spread through the fluff, soaking, heavy, warm. The smell hit my face, salt and powder and piss-sweet heat. I screamed into the pacifier. Spit sprayed my cheek.

Pink said, "First release. Duration twelve seconds. Volume heavy."

Another star chimed onto #14. The board updated with a mechanical whir I would hear in my sleep.

Vale kept the wand on my spent cock until I sobbed and went limp. Then she shut it off and lifted the ruined diaper away. Cum smeared my stomach, my thighs, cooling in the AC while the wet core steamed.

"Wipe him," she told Yellow.

Yellow used thick wipes, alcohol sting on my balls, on my asshole when they spread me to clean. I flinched. The sting burned into my hole. My cock twitched weakly, traitor.

Vale held up a fresh diaper, thicker than the first, pink tape, cartoon print I refused to name out loud.

"Open."

I opened my legs. The bar still held them. She slid it under me, powder, tape, pat. The bulk was heavier, warm from her hands, pressing my sore cock down. She snapped the onesie.

"Stand."

My legs shook. The diaper hung between my thighs, full of my own mess, weight pulling when I moved. Every step crinkled. Every crinkle made my face burn.

Vale walked me to the valuation wall. She pressed a gold star sticker over my printed number, right at heart height on the chart row.

"Baseline established. Arousal documented. Control absent. Investors love transparency."

"I'm not an asset."

"You are enrollee fourteen until you graduate or forfeit." She handed me a clipboard of my own, line items in her neat hand. Dignity: provisional. Continence: failed check. Compliance vocalization: partial. Public response to stimulation: excessive.

I read the list and my stomach dropped further than the diaper sagged.

"Twenty days," she said. "Top of the board keeps your shares. Bottom feeds your ex-wife. You will report to the playroom after intake photos."

The playroom door opened. Cold air met the warm diaper at my groin. Laughter inside. Camera flash from someone I had not met yet.

Vale's hand settled between my shoulder blades, steering me forward.

"You will do exactly as I say," she murmured at my ear, "or that wall will eat you alive."

I stepped over the threshold, crinkle announcing each pace, stars already blinking on the board behind me, and the room turned to watch enrollee fourteen arrive.


Chapter 2: The Insincerity Meter

The morning bell hit again and the laminated board above the playroom door had been flipped to BOTTLE • CHAIR • CHANGE • RANK in block letters that looked like an earnings calendar. Reese's hands were already on my shoulders, steering me toward a row of adult high chairs bolted to the floor, chrome trays locked in place, harness straps dangling like seatbelts on a ride I never bought a ticket for.

"Chair seven, Marcus. Today's block one."

I dropped into the molded seat and the buckle snapped across my chest before I could argue. A second strap cinched my thighs to the chair legs. The thick diaper from yesterday's intake squished under me, warm already, the crinkle loud enough that two enrollees at the low tables turned to look. My numbered snap-crotch romper rode up. My cock stirred against the soaked inner lining before my brain caught up, and my neck went hot because my body had started without permission.

Nineteen days. The arbitrator's packet sat in Vale's office with my signature on it. Quit or tank the board and my ex-wife got the shares. I could do nineteen days of performance. I'd bullshitted through worse quarters.

Reese clicked a timer on the tray. A wide-neck bottle appeared, nipple already wet, the plastic giving off that sweet fake-vanilla stink that coated the back of my throat before it touched my lips.

"Open. Hold. Swallow on the count."

I parted my lips just enough to look obedient. The nipple pushed in. Warm formula flooded my mouth, cloying, chalky-sweet, the taste of defeat if defeat came in a twelve-ounce serving. I let it pool on my tongue, counted to three in my head, swallowed like a man on an earnings call reading scripted gratitude. Reese's eyes stayed on my throat.

"Again."

I worked the rhythm. Sip, pause, swallow. Sip, pause, swallow. My cock hardened in the wet diaper while I drank like a prop. Shame and want twisted until I had to shift in the straps and the chair squeaked. A guy in a blue romper at chair four watched without blinking. His pacifier clip was gold. Mine was still the baseline red from intake, dangling against my chest on a chain that chimed when I breathed.

The timer beeped. Reese wiped my mouth with a cloth that smelled like baby powder and disinfectant, then tapped the screen on the tray.

"Compliance logged. Now accidents are mandated before change block. You know the rule."

"I'll use the toilet if you unbuckle me."

"No toilet for chair babies until rank hour." Reese's voice stayed flat, nursery-flat. "You wet on signal or you eat a penalty star. Director's meter reads intent."

Intent. I filed that word away the way I'd file a footnote in a hostile takeover brief. They had a meter. Fine. I'd give them theater.

Reese pressed a button on a remote clipped to her belt. A low buzz started somewhere inside my diaper, right against my balls, a bullet vibe I hadn't been told was there when they taped me up at dawn. My hole clenched around nothing. My dick jumped.

"Signal in ten."

I could fake a flood. I'd pissed on command in drug tests, in stadium bathrooms when the line was too long. Close my eyes, relax the pelvic floor, let go. Easy.

The vibe kicked harder. The smell of the formula on my breath mixed with the heat rising from my crotch, piss-warm diaper and my own sweat. At zero I stared at the leaderboard across the room, found my slot, Marcus, baseline tier, and let my bladder go.

The release spread fast, shamefully fast. Wet heat bloomed through the diaper, heavy and obscene, sagging the thick pink shell between my legs. The crinkle turned wet-sounding, a squelch when I shifted. Reese nodded like she'd watched a checkbox tick.

"Good volume. Hold still. This is for your own good."

Director Vale's voice came from behind me, cold and close. I hadn't heard her approach. She stood at my shoulder with a tablet and a small handheld device, matte black, with a needle dial and a strip that pulsed green then flickered yellow.

"Reese, unstrap his left wrist only."

Reese freed my hand. Vale caught my wrist, turned it palm-up, and pressed the device to the inside of my forearm. A pinprick, then a hum. The dial swung hard left into a red band labeled INSINCERITY.

"Negative four stars," Vale said, like she was quoting a credit downgrade. "The meter doesn't read volume, Marcus. It reads surrender. You performed wetting. You didn't yield wetting."

My face burned. "It's piss. I did what the schedule said."

"You scheduled your body. That is not the same currency here." She released my wrist and the strap went back on. "Chair babies who game the board lose worse than chair babies who cry. Your ex-wife's counsel built this metric into the trust language. I didn't invent it. I enforce it."

The room narrowed to the red band on the dial, the gold clips on the other chairs, the shares I couldn't see but could taste, metallic, at the back of my tongue next to the formula.

"Change block in eight minutes," Vale said. "You'll learn sincerity with assistance."

She nodded to Reese. Reese wheeled the high chair, bolts and all, toward the group changing station in the center of the playroom. Enrollees drifted closer. The valuation display updated with a soft chime. My name dropped a line. Negative four in red script beside it.

Defiant curiosity hooked me harder than the straps. How did the machine know? What signal was I leaking that I couldn't fake?

At the changing station they didn't lay me on the bench. They locked the chair in a bracket facing the room, tray removed, legs spread by the harness. Vale stood between my knees with scissors for the romper snaps. Cool air hit my chest. Then the diaper tapes.

"Say it," Vale said. "What you are for this block."

"I'm a chair baby on day two of certification."

"Filthier."

My jaw locked. Vale waited, scissors idle.

"I'm a diapered slut who faked his accident for stars."

"Again. Louder. The meter listens to language too."

"I'm a pathetic diaper slut who tried to hack his score."

The enrollees murmured. My dick leaked into the ruined diaper, not piss, precum, slick against the vibe still buzzing on low. Vale cut the tapes. The heavy wet diaper peeled away and the smell hit everyone, ammonia and sweetness and my arousal mixed so thick I gagged on it. Cold air on my soaked balls. My cock stood up, flushed, stupid.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

She wasn't talking to my bladder this time. Reese slid a fresh diaper under me, thick white this time, industrial. Before Vale taped it, she pressed a chrome plug against my asshole, lubed, cold metal tip then a slow push until my ring burned and settled around its waist. The plug seated with a click that hooked to the same remote Reese carried.

"Sincerity training uses contrast," Vale said. "Fake yield costs stars. Real yield earns them. You'll learn the difference on your skin."

The new diaper went on tight, tapes loud. Over it, a clear plastic cover crinkled. Vale clipped a pacifier to my chain, swapped red for orange, mid-tier shame color.

"Rank hour after change. You will take three sincerity orgasms or you forfeit today's bottle block credit entirely."

"Three."

"Count them for the room. Thank me for each. If you perform them, the meter will bury you."

Reese turned the vibe to high. The plug pulsed in sync. My prostate lit up like a switchboard I didn't own. I bucked against the straps and a woman with a silver clip laughed behind her hand.

"One," Vale said. "Start begging for real."

"I can't… I need…"

"Ask like the slut you named."

"Please make me cum in my diaper like a helpless chair baby. Please."

The words scraped my throat raw. The vibe hammered my balls. The plug throbbed deep. Pressure built at the root of my cock, too fast, humiliation feeding it. I came with a full-body spasm, cum pumping into the fresh diaper in hot stripes while the room watched. The smell of sex cut through powder and formula. Squelch when my thighs trembled. Orange clip swinging.

"Thank you," I gasped.

"For what."

"For making me cum in my diaper."

"Director Vale," she corrected.

"Thank you, Director Vale."

The remote dialed up. The plug stretched me on a pattern I couldn't predict. Edge, drop, edge. My oversensitive cock rubbed the plastic cover with every jerk. Second crest built while the first still leaked.

"That's two," someone called from the crowd. A staffer with a clipboard, calm, counting like inventory.

"Say what you are while you come."

"I'm a… diaper… I'm a cum-soaked diaper whore for the board…"

I shattered again, louder, drool on my chin from the pacifier Vale shoved between my lips without asking. Gag reflex, tears, cum still pumping into the diaper until it hung heavy and warm against my asshole around the plug.

"Thank you, Director Vale."

"One more. Hold the edge thirty seconds first."

Reese held the wand from the tray against the outside of the diaper, pinning my swollen head through the bulk. The plug maxed. Thirty seconds became a year. My hole fluttered. My cock screamed. Whimpers around the pacifier, obscene wet sounds every time the vibe hit.

At twenty-eight seconds Vale said, "Now."

I came so hard my vision whited. The third tore through me, brutal, past pleasure into something that hurt and still wouldn't stop, hips jerking in the harness, cum and sweat and spit, the diaper a reeking mess under the clear cover. The insincerity device beeped at my arm. Green. Solid green.

"Sincerity spike," Vale said to the clipboard. "Plus six. Net plus two for the block."

She showed me the tablet. My rank ticked up one line on the leaderboard, still low, still public, still tied to money I couldn't touch if I walked.

"Performance cost you four," she said. "Surrender bought back six. The math is the program, Marcus. Nineteen days left. Your ex-wife only needs you to act tough once more."

Reese cut the vibe. The plug stayed. They wheeled me to the low tables for rank hour, diaper slapping my thighs, orange clip declaring mid-tier failure to everyone who passed.

Vale leaned close, voice for me alone.

"Tonight you sleep in the crib wing. The next board adds witness scoring. Bring strangers into your sincerity or lose double."

She walked toward her office, tablet under her arm, and the morning schedule flipped to the next line on the laminated door.

CHANGE • RANK • CRIB • WITNESS.

I sat at the low table, plastic crinkling under my ass, plug shifting when I breathed, and understood, cold and clear, that my old weapons were worthless here. The only way to keep my shares was to want what they were making me do, out loud, in front of the meter and the wall and whoever they brought in next.

I pressed the pacifier deeper into my mouth and tasted formula and salt and did not know yet if the wanting was already starting without my permission.


Chapter 3: Front Window Exhibit

The dry-erase marker squeaked across the valuation wall at nine sharp, and every number under BRIGHT BOUGH DAILY shifted up a row except mine. I stood in the playroom in last night's thick white diaper and a cropped nursery tee, pacifier chain clipped to my collar in dead last gray, while names above me climbed. Seventeen days left on the certification clock and my row sat empty where a score should have been.

Director Vale did not look at me when she capped the marker. She wrote INSINCERITY beside my slot in red that bled through the laminate. The storefront glass behind her threw the whole wall out to the sidewalk. A woman in office clothes stopped on the curb and read my name next to that word. My cock twitched against the sagging front of the diaper before I could clamp down on it. I had gamed yesterday's bottle and high-chair routine for gold stars. The machine still docked me. Now the whole street could see it.

"Open viewing starts at nine fifteen," the Director said to the room. "Marcus, front window bench. You earned the exhibit slot."

A few enrollees laughed. I counted six adults in footie sleepers and diapers, all ranked higher than me on the board. My shares in the arbitrator's trust were still mine on paper if I graduated top of that wall in twenty-one days. Quitting or tanking the score meant my ex-wife took everything. I had walked in thinking I could perform compliance. Red ink on glass said otherwise.

Reese, broad-shouldered in pink scrubs, wheeled the changing cart toward the front window. The bench there faced outward, bolts in the tile, a privacy screen that did not exist. Passersby could press their faces to Bright Bough's display glass.

"Strip the shirt," Reese said. "Hands on your head. They grade texture and weight today. You wet on command or you forfeit the star."

"I didn't agree to sidewalk theatre."

"You signed the intake. Move."

I peeled the tee off. Cool air hit my nipples. The diaper's plastic tape strips gleamed under the track lights, bulging thick between my thighs from last night's fake-drunk chug. My face burned. A man outside lifted his phone.

Reese tore the tapes. The crinkle was loud enough that two enrollees turned. She folded the front down and the smell hit first, ammonia and the sour heat of my staged piss, then the heavier stink where my skin had stewed all morning. She pressed two fingers into the soaked core and held them up for the window.

"Logged. Scored wetting, zero resistance." She said it like an auctioneer. "Who's watching gets a rating token."

The woman outside tapped her screen. My row on the mirrored leaderboard in the window flickered. EXHIBIT: LIVE. My stomach dropped.

"On the bench. Back flat. Spread."

The vinyl was cold through the open diaper. Reese lifted my ankles to the stirrups bolted to the bench edge, right in the glass line. My asshole clenched when the street took it all in. Director Vale stepped into the frame from the side, in full view of the crowd as the one in charge.

"You wanted stars without feeling," she said. "Today the room prices your feeling. You do not get to decide that anymore."

She nodded at Reese. Reese scooped warm wipes, scrubbed them rough over my balls and the crease where thigh met groin, then slapped a probe on my inner wrist. A number chimed.

"Arousal index climbing," Reese announced to the window. "Recording for afternoon ledger."

I tried to twist off the bench. Stirrups bit my calves. Outside, the phone guy zoomed.

"Stay," the Director said. "Or forfeit day four and trigger unmanageable. Your ex-wife gets the portfolio by dinner."

The threat landed in my chest. I went still. My cock stiffened anyway, stupid and full, lifting off the cold vinyl while they wiped my ass crack in front of God and commuters.

Reese powdered me heavy. Talc puffed into the air. She lifted my hips and slid a fresh diaper under me, white and obscene, triple-thick. The tapes screamed when she pulled them tight. The bulk wedged my legs apart. She patted the front and the weight settled, warm shell pressing my balls up against my shaft.

"Leaderboard lap," the Director said. "Crawl the chalk track. Gold star in your teeth. You place it on your own row when you finish."

Chalk arrows on the tile looped the playroom under the valuation wall. Enrollees sat on mats with tablets, rating. I got on all fours. The new diaper dragged between my knees, heavy and crinkling with every inch. My cock rubbed the inner lining. Shame climbed my throat and my dick leaked anyway.

"Look at the window when you turn the corner," Reese called. "They vote on eye contact."

I crawled. Knees bruised on tile. The pacifier bounced on its chain against my chin. In the glass my face was flushed, mouth open, a grown man in a diaper crawling for a sticker like my life was not worth eight figures. A teenager outside pointed. My hole tightened around nothing. I hated that I was hard inside the piss-proof shell.

At the wall I rose on my knees, star in my teeth. The marker smell mixed with powder on my fingers when I pressed the gold foil onto my row under INSINCERITY. It stuck crooked. The board chimed. EXHIBIT RATING: 4.2, climbing.

"Window bench again," the Director said. "Final compliance check. Open viewing has eleven minutes left."

They marched me back. This time Reese locked wrist cuffs to the bench rails. An enrollee named Tessa leaned against the glass from inside, sipping from a baby bottle, smirking around the nipple.

"They always stiffen on lap two," she told the phone guy outside. "Watch his dick twitch when she opens him."

"Shut up," I said.

Reese spread the diaper tapes again. Cool air on my wet cock. She did not wipe me this time. She held a pink wand vibrator against the underside of my shaft where it met my balls and clicked it on.

The buzz hit like a slap. I bucked against the cuffs. "Off. Off."

"Window wants data," Reese said. "You cum when the index peaks or we mark refusal."

The wand slid slow from root to tip. My hips jerked without permission. Outside, the office woman covered her mouth and kept tapping her screen. EXHIBIT RATING: 4.8.

Director Vale leaned close to my ear, out of the phone frame but not out of my skull. "You will tell them what you are. Out loud. Or I strip your stars and file unmanageable today."

"I am…" My voice cracked. The wand pressed my frenulum. "I'm a… diaper…"

"Louder. Into the glass."

"I'm a diaper slut on display." The words tasted like rot. My cock drooled clear slick onto the vinyl. Enrollees murmured. Tessa counted on her fingers.

"That's one confession. Keep going."

"I'm a piss-soaked baby who gets hard when strangers stare."

The rating ticked 5.1. The wand sped up. Reese's other hand shoved two lubed fingers into my ass without warning, stretching my hole open while the street watched my face contort.

"Take it," she said. "Beg for the next inch."

"Please… more… in my ass… I need it…"

I could not believe I said it. My body could. The fingers curled and found the spot that made my vision white out at the edges. The first orgasm tore out of me ugly, cock spurting in ropes across my belly and the open diaper while I howled into the playroom. Cum hit the window-side enrollees' mats. Tessa laughed.

"One," she said. "Director wants three before viewing ends."

"No more…"

Reese added a third finger, scissoring my asshole wider. The burn sat sharp and good. She rammed them in time with the wand on my head, still raw from the first load. My toes curled in the stirrups. Strangers outside pressed closer to the glass.

"Thank you for using my hole in the window," the Director made me say, phrase by phrase. "Thank you for watching me cum in my diaper."

I repeated it. Each word pushed me toward the edge again. The squelch of fingers in my ass mixed with the wet slap of the wand on my slick cock. Powder and cum smell rolled toward the sidewalk vents.

The second orgasm was worse. Longer. My ass clamped on Reese's hand. Cum pumped thin and helpless over her wrist while my whole body shook on the bench. EXHIBIT RATING: 6.0. The phone guy gave a thumbs up to his screen.

They did not stop. Reese pulled her fingers out and replaced them with a thick blue plug that spread me until my jaw hung open. The wand never left my cock. Vale held a ring gag and shoved it between my teeth when I tried to bite down on the shame.

"Ride the plug," she said. "Hump the bench if you have to. Window scores effort."

I humped air. The plug rolled inside me, bumping my prostate. The diaper's inner lining rubbed my balls with each jerk. I was a spectacle, gagged, plugged, spurting leftovers while commuters rated my collapse.

Tessa knelt by my head, bottle still in hand. "Say you're their toy."

I garbled around the gag. She pulled it down.

"I'm their toy. I'm the storefront whore."

The third orgasm broke me different. No grace. Just spasms and a raw sound from my chest, cum dribbling out empty onto the diaper tapes while my ass fluttered around the plug. My mind went blank for a count of ten. When it came back I was still hard, still leaking, still on display.

Reese wiped the mess for the cameras, not for dignity. She taped the cum-streaked diaper closed over my twitching cock. The weight of the wet shell ground into my shaft when she pressed the front flat. One more grind and I would have gone again.

"Rating locked at 6.4," the Director said. "Top exhibit of the day. Your insincerity row just became the board's headline."

She turned the portable monitor so I could see the storefront feed. My face at climax, mouth open around the gag, cum on my stomach, was clipped beside INSINCERITY in gold. Comments scrolled from walk-in tokens: greedy little baby, would pay to see again, ship him to arbitration like that.

"Witnesses talk," the Director said. "The rep gets digest clips every Friday. Day four of twenty-one is now on record with your cock out and your ass plugged for strangers."

She uncuffed me. My legs wobbled. The plug rode heavy with each step. I could not hide the tent in the ruined diaper. Every enrollee had seen me cum from humiliation. I had begged for it loud enough for the sidewalk.

"Afternoon block is nap and milking rotation," Reese said, rolling the cart away. "You're on the public log as responsive. That buys you a chair at group feed, not a corner."

I touched the crooked gold star on the wall. My fingers stuck on the foil. The leaderboard had moved my name up one slot, still low, but the EXHIBIT tag pulsed red beside it. Seventeen days. My fortune still tied to that wall. I had just proved on camera that degradation made me shoot like a broken toy.

Director Vale opened the staff door to the back office, portfolio folder in hand. "Walk. We're filing your arousal index against share valuation before lunch. You wanted to game the system. The system priced you this morning."

I followed her off the window tile, diaper crinkling, plug buried, cum drying tacky under the tapes. Behind me the morning bell chimed for the next walk-in gawker queue. My row on the glass glowed TOP RATED EXHIBIT, and I could still taste the words I had said about what I was, loud enough for the street to hear.


Chapter 4: What Bwinnie Heard

The playroom had gone dim. A music box thread of a lullaby drifted between the cribs, thin and sweet enough to turn my stomach. A soft hand smoothed the hair off my wet face. My lashes stuck together. Salt and the sour left from open-viewing hours.

"Shhh, baby. Nap now."

Nurse Winnie. I had seen her at the group station earlier, pink scrubs, a name tag I had not bothered to read until her thumb wiped under my eye and the warmth of her palm stayed on my cheek.

I was in an oversized crib. Bars too high, mattress too wide, a rail digging into my ribs where I had curled after they marched me off the window bench. The thick diaper between my legs held yesterday's flood, heavy and cooling at the edges, warm in the center where my skin had nowhere to go. Crinkle when she shifted me. My cock stirred against the sagging bulk before my brain caught up, and my face went hot because I had come in front of strangers hours ago and my body wanted more anyway.

Sixteen days. Day five. The leaderboard star still burned behind my eyelids, my own hand pressing gold foil while people took pictures through the glass.

Winnie lifted my chin. "You shook all through lunch, Marcus. Open your mouth."

Pacifier on a chain, adult-sized, silicone nipple already slick. She did not wait for permission. It slid past my teeth and filled my mouth, and the shame hit different this time, quieter, because she held me like I might break and the lullaby kept turning.

I bit down on the urge to spit it out. Finance bros do not take pacifiers. I had said that to myself on day one. The words were ash.

She rocked the crib. Slow creak. Her body heat through the scrubs when she leaned close. "Good boy. Just breathe."

Warmth. That was the whole room. Dim gold night-lights along the baseboards, her arms, the piss-heavy diaper steaming faintly against my thighs, the blanket she tucked under my chin even though I was twenty-nine and owned stock that still mattered if I could survive this place.

My resistance flashed sharp: Walk out. Forfeit. Let the ex take it.

My hips rolled once against the wet bulk anyway, chasing friction, and a slick sound leaked from the tapes. Winnie heard it. She always would.

"Poor thing," she murmured. Not mocking. Worse. "You need your nap so you can be sweet for the board tomorrow."

Sweet for the board. I had crawled the lap. I had hung lower than anyone.

She unclipped the pacifier and let it dangle on my chest. "Tell me what hurts."

The question landed wrong. Nobody here asked that.

"My face," I lied.

Her fingers traced the track a tear had left. "That's from crying in front of the window. What else?"

The crib rocked. Creak, creak. My balls ached from the edge they had denied me after the change, cameras still rolling while Director Vale counted stars out loud for the ledger.

"The money," I said before I could cage it.

Winnie went still. Not shocked. Listening the way staff listened when the room had ears.

"I need the shares," I whispered. "The trial. Twenty-one days. If I quit or score low I'm unmanageable and she gets everything. I can't walk out. I can't."

Saying it cracked something open. Grief for the man who used to sneer at weakness, who thought regression was a joke until a court order nailed him to Bright Bough's front door. That man was dead in a crib with a soaked diaper and a pacifier chain cold on his nipple.

Winnie kissed my forehead. Warm lips. Mother smell, clean soap and powder. "There. Honest babies sleep better."

She wrote nothing down in front of me. She did not need to. Cameras in the corners had the glassy half-eye I had learned to hate.

"Roll onto your back for me."

I did. Willingly. The line I had drawn between enduring and wanting blurred and would not redraw.

She peeled the tapes slow. Cool air on my skin, then the slap of the wet diaper folding open. Urine smell and my own stale arousal. The diaper had gone translucent where I had leaked pre-cum into it during the exhibit. She clicked her tongue, not unkind.

"Messy boy. You liked them watching, didn't you?"

"No."

She spread my thighs with one hand. Two fingers pressed my balls up and traced the stripe behind them. "Your dick says otherwise."

My cock jumped, half-hard, ridiculous. She did not laugh. She fetched a wipe, warm from a tabletop steamer, and cleaned me in strokes that made my hole clench. Tenderness as trap. It worked better than the wand had.

"You gonna be docile for me?" she asked.

I nodded. Once.

"The docile ones are happier," she said, like she was quoting scripture. "Happier means better scores. Better scores mean you keep what's yours."

Keep what's yours. She had my confession on tape now.

Winnie lifted my ankles into soft cuffs clipped to the crib rails, spread wide, diaper discarded on the floor in a heavy heap. Exposure without the gallery. Only her and the lenses and the lullaby winding down.

From a drawer she took a bottle of lube and a silicone plug, medium, flared base, already gleaming. "Breathe out."

I did. She worked the tip against my asshole, circling, pushing, breaching. Burn. Stretch. My channel fought then yielded, greedy in a way that made me want to die and beg at once.

"Take it," she said. "Good hole."

The plug seated. My rim stung around the neck. She tapped the base and each jolt shot to my dick.

Next: a wand, head wide, cord trailing to the outlet between cribs. She pressed it to the underside of my shaft where the skin is thin, then dragged it lower, buzzing my balls, then higher to smear vibration through my frenulum.

I arched. Cuffs bit my ankles.

"Stay," she said. "You don't get to cum until you ask nice."

I shook my head. Automatic. Useless.

She turned the wand up and held it on my asshole around the plug. The buzz traveled through silicone into my guts. My cock drooled onto my stomach, clear string snapping when she moved the head.

"Ask."

"Please."

"Please what?"

"Please let me cum." My voice broke on the last word. Pacifier swung against my chest with the motion.

"Tell me what you are right now."

A finance bro would never.

"A diaper slut," I heard myself say. "A pathetic diaper baby who needs his shares."

Winnie's smile was small. "Again."

"I'm a piss-soaked little toy in a crib. I need the money. I need you to make me cum so I can sleep and score for them."

True enough to taste like bile. My hips pumped air. The plug rolled inside me, obscene snug.

She set the wand on my cockhead and pinned it there. Pleasure stacked too fast. I grunted around the pacifier, bit the silicone, drool escaping the corner of my mouth.

"Not yet," she said. "You don't come until I say, and you thank me after."

The denial stretched. She pulled the wand away each time my thighs went rigid, left me shaking, slick asshole clenching the plug, cock purple and leaking. Warm room, warmer shame. Sweat pooled in the hollow of my throat.

When she finally let the vibration sit, she strapped a ring around my balls, tight, and tugged once. Pain braided with the buzz. I sobbed without sound.

"Good boy. Take it."

She lubed her fingers again, worked two alongside the plug, stretching me obscene wide, then three. Burn became ache became a hollow hunger. The wand never left my cock. Squelch when she twisted her wrist. Wet sounds loud in the dim.

"Reese told me you took the window bench like a champ," Winnie said, casual, while she opened me. "Vale wants you softer. I'm the soft part."

Vale. Sixteen days. Shares. The words rattled loose in my skull.

Winnie withdrew her fingers and unbuckled something at her hip I had not seen in the half-light. Harness. Rubber cock, thick, matte black, curved up. She did not announce it. She lined the head to my stretched hole, pulled the plug free with a pop, and pushed in, inch after long inch.

I screamed into the pacifier. Gag reflex from nowhere. Her hands on my hips held me on the crib mattress.

"Shhh. Take your fucking nap cock."

She bottomed out. My ass burned full. She gave me three strokes, slow, each one dragging her rubber dick past the rim that would not close. Slap of harness on my thighs. Squelch. The wand pinned to my shaft again, double assault, my body pinned open and used in the one place meant to be mercy hour.

"Look at you," a voice said from the doorway. Ice and clipboard.

Director Vale stood in the shadow line, starched blouse, her smile nowhere near her eyes. Winnie did not stop pumping. Slow, deep, relentless.

"You want this more than you will admit," Vale said.

My eyes locked on hers. Hate and need collided.

Winnie fucked me harder. Rubber cock stretching my channel, wand frying my nerves. Vale watched, pen poised, documenting obedience while my pride finished bleeding out.

"Tell her," Winnie said, breath warm on my ear. "Tell her why you spread your legs."

"I need the shares," I gasped, spit on my chin. "I can't leave. I'll be good. I'll regress. Please."

Vale made a note. "On record."

Winnie yanked the wand off and wrapped her fist around my dick, stroking rough while she plowed my ass. No mercy rhythm. Long sustained use, one scene, no counting, just friction and stretch and the wet slap of her hips.

"Come for me, baby," she whispered. "Come while she writes it down."

I shattered. The climax tore through me violent, cum spurting over my stomach and her wrist, ass clamping on rubber cock, hole spasming in waves I could not stop. Broken sounds into the pacifier. Winnie kept fucking me through it until my oversensitive rim screamed and pleasure tipped into pain and still my hips chased her.

When I went limp, she eased out. Cool air on my gape. Plug back in, larger, locking me open. Wand set aside. She wiped me with warm cloths, taped a fresh thick diaper under me, white, crinkling loud when she pressed the front panel and ground the bulk against my spent cock once, deliberate.

Humiliation aftershock. I whimpered.

Vale stepped closer. Clipboard edge tapped the crib rail. "Winnie files tenderness scores by seven. Your confession is already on my desk."

Morning. The trap dressed as mercy had my name on it in her handwriting.

She leaned in. Voice low for me alone, though the cameras had everything. "Sixteen days, Marcus. You just told us exactly how to keep you."

Winnie slipped the pacifier back between my lips and rocked the crib again. Warm arms. Lullaby reset, new thread of melody.

I sucked without thinking. Body heavy, ass plugged, diaper clean and already warming to skin. Grief for the old self sat heavy in my chest, a stone I could not spit out.

Vale turned to leave. "Sleep. Soon we test how soft you really are."

The door latch clicked. Forward motion, inevitable, my own words chained to the valuation wall before I woke.

I closed my eyes. The crib smelled like powder and cum. I did not pull the pacifier out.

I stayed.


Chapter 5: The Valuation Wall

The binder sat open on Director Vale's desk with my name stamped across the cover in gold foil. MARCUS / VALUATION. No morning bell had rung. No crib, no playroom smell. Just her office, cool air on my bare legs, and three weeks of numbers already turned into dollars.

I stood in front of the chair she had not offered me. The thick diaper from breakfast still rode high between my thighs, tape tabs loud when I shifted. Pink plastic peeked under the nursery shorts they made me wear. My cock had been hard since Reese marched me down the hall without a word.

Director Vale turned a page. Pen scratch. A column of ranks beside share prices that climbed and dropped.

"Day ten," she said. "Eleven days left before the arbitrator's rep sits in our playroom and signs off. Sit."

I sat. The diaper spread under me, warm from my own piss and the bulk I could not hide. Shame hit my face first. Then my dick twitched again, traitor, because she looked at me like I was already filed.

"You told Nurse Winnie you need the shares." Her voice was flat, pleasant. "That lands here."

My throat closed. I had said it in the dark, rocked like a problem child, and meant every word. I had not meant for it to become ink.

She slid the binder toward me. Week one: compliance scores, diaper checks, public regressions on the leaderboard. Each line had a dollar figure beside it. My rank on the valuation wall in the main room was not decoration. It was my equity in the guardianship trust. Every point I lost on that board shaved real money off what I could keep. Every act of pride I had performed since I walked through the door had been a sell order on my own portfolio.

I stared at the numbers until they blurred. Fourth place last Tuesday had cost me six figures. The day I refused to suck my pacifier on camera had a red annotation: UNMANAGEABLE BEHAVIOR, FORFEIT RISK.

"If you quit," Director Vale said, "or if you finish outside the graduate band, the settlement reads you as unmanageable. Everything goes to your ex-wife. Shares, voting rights, the fund you built. Gone."

The room went thin. I had come here to protect that money with my spine. I had fought every humiliation like it was negotiation. The fight was the liquidation.

"Only a certified top-of-board graduate keeps the trust intact." She tapped the last page. A blank line waited for the arbitrator's signature. "Regression is not punishment. It is solvency. Your body on that wall is your balance sheet."

I wanted to stand, to swear, to walk out and sue the world. My legs stayed put. The diaper crinkled when my ass clenched. My cock leaked into the diaper, a slick spot I could taste when I breathed too hard through my mouth. Salt and plastic and fear.

"You engineered this."

"We documented you." She closed the binder. "Your pride has been spending you down since day one. From here, every dignified choice costs cash. Every sincere regression earns it back. Self-interest and surrender are the same act now. You will learn that on your skin."

The door opened. Reese stepped in with a tablet and a neutral face. Witness. Of course. The word was not a metaphor in this place.

"Arbitrator protocol requires a mid-trial stress demonstration," Director Vale said. "Reese records. I grade. You perform."

Reese set the tablet on the side table. The red light blinked on. My stomach dropped.

"Strip to the diaper."

I stood on wooden legs. Nursery shorts hit the floor. My shirt followed. I was pink plastic and tape, cock tenting the front, nipples hard in the cold office air. Reese's eyes stayed on the screen, but her breath caught when Director Vale pulled a length of soft cuff from the drawer.

"Hands on the desk. Spread your legs."

Leather under my palms. The diaper sagged heavy when I widened my stance. Director Vale clicked the cuffs to the desk legs so I could not close my thighs. The stretch pulled the wet crotch tight against my balls and my stiff dick. Obscene squelch. Reese's stylus tapped once, marking time.

"Read the last line aloud," Director Vale said. "The one in red."

My mouth was dry. I read the settlement clause anyway, voice cracking on the legal words. Failure to demonstrate sustained regressive compliance shall be deemed voluntary relinquishment of beneficial interest.

"Again. Slower. Like you mean it."

I did it slower. Each word tasted like copper. My cock jumped against the soaked inner layer. I hated that my body heard profit in my own humiliation.

Director Vale opened the drawer wider. A black plug with a fat silicone head. Lube. A small wand, not the big one from the playroom, buzzed once in her hand and made my hole clench without permission.

"You will take the plug while you thank the trust for owning your regressions. You will not come until I count three separate orgasms after denial. Reese logs each one against today's valuation bump. Fail the count, fail the day, fail the money."

She lubed the plug cold against my asshole. I hissed. One finger first, then two, stretching me open while the camera light burned. Pride screamed to clamp shut. The clause about relinquishment flashed behind my eyes. I let my hole go loose instead.

The plug pushed in. Thick. Burning stretch. My ring gripped the neck and would not let go. Director Vale twisted it until I whined.

"Thank the trust."

"Thank you for owning my regressions." The words scraped out. Filthier than any trading floor talk I had ever used.

"Louder. Say what you are while she films."

"I'm a diapered baby who has to regress to keep my shares." My face burned. My dick dripped. Reese whispered a number into the tablet. Valuation tick.

Director Vale pressed the wand to the front of my diaper, right over my cockhead through the plastic. Buzz. I jerked against the cuffs. The vibration traveled through piss-warm gel and made my teeth click together.

"Hold still. This is edging, not reward."

She moved the wand in slow circles. Squelch, squelch, the wet pad grinding my shaft. Smell of ammonia and my own precum rose between us. I bit my lip until I tasted blood. No coming. Not yet. My balls ached, pulled up tight.

"Beg to stay bankrupt or beg to be a good baby. Pick."

"Beg to be a good baby." I hated how fast I said it. "Please let me regress. Please let me keep my shares. Please."

"Please what?"

"Please fuck my ass with the plug and make me cum in my diaper like a helpless slut."

Director Vale laughed once, quiet. She turned the wand up. My hips bucked. The plug shifted inside me, pressing my prostate until my vision swam and I still could not finish.

"Denial one."

She pulled the wand away. I sobbed. Actual tears on the leather. Reese counted seconds aloud for the file.

"Open your mouth."

She unbuckled and fed me her strap-on, black rubber thick with lube, tasting bitter and chemical on my tongue. I gagged when she hit the back of my throat. Spit ran down my chin. She fucked my face slow while her other hand twisted the plug.

"Suck it like you need the dividend."

I sucked. Drool pooled on the desk. The slap of her hips against my face was wet and loud. My cock leaked steady into the diaper, each pulse another small betrayal documented on video.

She pulled out. String of spit broke between my lip and the rubber cock.

"Turn around. Diaper down to your knees. Ass up."

The cuffs came off my wrists and went to my ankles on the desk edge. I bent over my own portfolio binder, ass exposed, plug still buried. Director Vale stripped the wet diaper half off so my balls hung heavy and my dick swung hard beneath me.

"No touching your cock. Reese, note pre-orgasm leakage."

"Noted," Reese said. Her voice was steady. Professional. That made it worse.

Director Vale replaced the plug with something thicker. A dildo on a handle. She worked it into my ass inch by inch while the wand returned to my taint, buzzing hard. Stretch burned. Pleasure followed, dirty and deep.

"Take it, Marcus. Take every inch like the hole you are."

"I'm your hole." The words fell out before I could stop them. "I'm your diaper whore. Please."

She pounded my ass. The slap of rubber on my cheeks filled the office. Each thrust punched air out of me. The wand on my prostate side made my vision white at the edges. I was close, so close.

"Not yet. Hold it."

I screamed into the desk. Denial two. She slowed but did not stop, cruel rhythm, almost there, pulled back every time my balls tightened.

"Count with me. How many orgasms do you owe the trust today?"

"Three." I was crying and hard and open. "Three."

"Earn the first."

She rammed deep and held the wand dead on my prostate through the thin skin between ass and balls. I broke. Orgasm one slammed through me without anyone touching my cock. Cum shot into the empty diaper still hooked on my knees, hot stripes hitting plastic with audible splatter. My asshole clamped on the dildo. I shook, moaning, broken sounds I did not recognize as my voice.

"One," Reese said. "Timestamped."

Director Vale did not give me breath. She flipped me onto my back on the desk, binder digging into my spine, and shoved the wet diaper under my ass as a pad. My own cum smeared under me, slick and warm.

"Legs up. Hook them on my shoulders."

She entered me again, strap-on this time, longer, hitting deep while two fingers from her other hand worked my slick asshole around the base. The wand pressed my cockhead directly now, through my fingers when I tried to shield myself.

"Move your hands or lose another million."

I moved my hands. She vibed my slit while she fucked me. Overstim. Too much. I begged her to stop and begged for more in the same breath, filthy, incoherent.

"Say you liquidated yourself."

"I liquidated myself." Gasp. "My pride spent my shares."

"Say what you have to become."

"A real baby." Tears ran into my ears. "A top-of-board baby. Yours."

Orgasm two built brutal, longer than the first. She edged me twice more with the wand, grinning when I thrashed. Then she let me go. Cum pumped out of my cock in thick pulses onto my stomach and the binder cover. Some hit the gold foil of my name. I arched off the desk, ass full of rubber cock, mouth open, taste of salt and shame in my mouth.

"Two," Reese said. "Valuation plus four percent pending review."

Director Vale pulled out. Gape. Cool air on my wrecked hole. She stuffed the plug back in without mercy, locking the stretch open.

"One more. You will thank each spurt aloud."

She uncapped a milking sleeve, slick inside, and forced my oversensitive dick into it. Knob tight. Rhythm automatic once she turned the dial. I sobbed. Third orgasm should have been impossible. My body disagreed.

"Thank the trust for orgasm three."

"Thank you." I could barely speak. "Thank you for milking your baby."

The sleeve sucked and released, wet mechanical sound mixing with my whines. Director Vale held the wand to my nipple and twisted the plug in my ass. Triple overload. Orgasm three tore out of me dry at first, then a thin dribble of cum, then pain-pleasure so sharp I went silent, mouth wide, drool on my cheek.

"Three," Reese said. "Demonstration complete."

Director Vale turned the sleeve off. She wiped my stomach with the ruined diaper, taped a fresh one on me from the office supply closet, tight and crinkling loud. She dressed me in shorts again like nothing had happened. My legs would not hold me. She sat me in the chair.

She poured water into a sippy cup and put it in my hands.

"Drink."

I drank. Plastic nipple. Water tasting like defeat and latex.

The binder lay between us, my cum still sticky on the cover. She opened it to today's page and wrote in neat script. Mid-trial stress demonstration: PASSED. Regression sincerity index: rising.

"You understand the wall now," she said. "Every star on your chart is money. Every tantrum is a gift to your ex-wife. You will crawl for those stars because your portfolio demands it. And you will mean it, because your body already does."

I could still taste her strap-on on my tongue. My ass throbbed around the plug. My cock hurt in the fresh diaper, empty and twitching.

"I hate you."

"Good." She stacked the tablet footage into the file. "Hate keeps you awake. Need keeps you compliant. You have both."

Reese left without looking at me. The door shut. Director Vale walked me to the office door that opened onto the nursery hall. Through the glass, the valuation wall waited, my name mid-list, dollar amounts flickering beside the ranks.

"Eleven days," she said. "You will eat, sleep, piss, and cum on schedule. You will ask for changes. You will thank staff. You will climb that board or you will fund her retirement."

She pressed a gold star sticker into my palm.

"Place it where I tell you when you earn the next bump. Tonight you sleep in the crib without protest. Tomorrow the playroom sees you at morning circle, pacifier in, diaper checked aloud. No negotiation left, Marcus. Only performance."

I looked at the star. At the wall. At her calm face.

"We are only just beginning."

She sent me down the hall toward the playroom and the cameras and the crinkling walk that would either save my fortune or hand it away. My palm sweated around the star. My ass clenched on the plug. I took the first step anyway, because the numbers in the binder had already rewritten what my pride was for, and my cock, still sore and leaking in the clean diaper, had agreed before my mind could catch up.


Chapter 6: Bunny Takes the Star

I dragged the stool until the legs squealed on the tile and sat under the name that owned the top slot. BUNNY. Number one. Adoption pending. The letters were matte gold on the valuation wall, same font as my rank buried six rows down, same cold light that made every name look like money on a screen I used to love.

Nine days left on the clock. I could still do math.

Bunny was not a mystery. I had watched him for a week from the changing benches and the snack table, the way he held his bottle without shame, the way staff touched his shoulder like he already belonged to the building. Tall. Soft around the middle. Pink collar. Thick white padding that sagged when he crawled for stars. He was days from adoption, which meant the board would wipe and everyone would start at zero again. If I was still six rows down when that bell rang, my share price in the trust would read like I had already quit.

I had cornered men in conference rooms for less.

The nursery was empty except for me and the wall. Dawn gray through the front glass. My own diaper was dry for once, taped tight after last night's check, crinkling when I shifted on the stool. The smell of bleach and last night's spilled formula hung in the vents. I pulled out the folded note I had stolen from the intake tray, the one with Bunny's old employer listed, the harassment complaint number at the bottom. Blackmail was ugly. I had used uglier.

Footsteps in the side hall. I slid off the stool and met him at the arch into the playroom.

Bunny stopped. His eyes were wide, lashes still clumped from sleep. "Marcus."

"Walk with me," I said. Finance voice. Quiet. Like we were two analysts on a smoke break. "We need to talk before open."

He hugged his stuffed rabbit to his chest. The padding under his onesie gave a heavy shift, warm weight I could smell from a foot away, piss and powder and skin sweat. My dick twitched against the tape. I hated that my body still did that.

We went to the supply alcove behind the group changing station, out of camera view. I thought. I had checked yesterday.

I showed him the paper. "This goes to the arbitrator's rep if you don't step aside. You forfeit your adoption slot. I take number one for the final week. You can have my spot on the board when it resets."

Bunny blinked. Slow. "You think that's how stars work?"

"I think you're about to be adopted out of the program. I think you don't want your old job finding this."

He laughed. Small sound. Pitiful. "Director Vale already has that file. She helped me write the complaint."

My stomach dropped.

"She told me you'd come," he said. "She said to say yes to a head-to-head. Public trial. Winner takes the star on the wall today. Loser gets marked for the reset at dead last."

Trap. Obvious once he said it. My pulse hammered anyway because part of me still wanted the fight.

"Fine," I said. "When?"

The morning bell rang. Staff keys in the lock. Bunny smiled and waddled past me, rabbit under his arm, diaper crinkling loud enough to shame me for how dry mine still was.

Reese unlocked the front door. Parents and enrollees trickled in. I stood at my usual place and watched Bunny take the center mat. Director Vale came from her office in heels and slate dress, clipboard under her arm, ice in her smile.

"Special trial today," she announced to the room. "Marcus challenged Bunny for today's top star. Head-to-head regression review. Everyone stays. Everyone watches. Arbitrator protocol allows one discretionary contest before adoption closes a cohort."

The playroom filled. Winnie wheeled the star cart. Other padded bodies sat on the perimeter mats, eyes on us. My rank on the wall glowed six from the top. Bunny's name still sat at one.

Director Vale pointed at the two kneeling pads in the center. "Winner receives today's gold star and priority points toward graduation. Loser is listed last on the reset board when Bunny's adoption processes tonight. Nine days remain in the certification window. Loser forfeits position, not just pride."

Jealousy burned my throat. Bunny already had what I needed. He had the star path. He had the staff hands on his hair. I had spreadsheets in my head and a stolen note that meant nothing.

"Kneel," Director Vale said.

I knelt. Bunny knelt beside me, rabbit tucked aside, onesie unzipped to the waist already like he had done this a hundred times. His diaper was swollen, yellow tint at the crotch, the smell sharp when he settled. Weight and stink of a man who had given up control on purpose. My mouth went dry.

Winnie brought the inspection tray. Clamps. Wand. Lubed plug thicker than my thumb. A cock-shaped gag on straps. Vale cupped the wand's remote in her palm.

"Round one," she said. "Comfort display. Show the room who needs changing more."

Bunny lifted his onesie flap and pushed his diaper down without being asked. Wet diaper slapped his thighs. Piss smell rolled out. He spread his knees and showed the room his soft dick, his balls, the rash at the crease where tape had rubbed. He looked at Director Vale and giggled.

"Good pet," she said.

My turn. Blood climbed my neck. I untaped my sides. The dry crinkle of my diaper sounded cheap next to his mess. I pulled the front down. My cock stood half hard, traitor. No wetness in the shell except a dark spot where I had leaked pre cum overnight.

"Lies," Bunny whispered to the room, not to me. "Dry baby pretends he doesn't wet."

Laughter from the mats.

Vale pressed the wand to Bunny's inner thigh first, then his balls, then the head of his dick where it peeked from fat pad. He moaned open and deep, hips rolling into the buzz. Piss dripped from his diaper onto the mat. He came in ten seconds, spurting thin over his own belly, thanking her in a baby voice while the room clapped.

"One," Winnie counted.

Jealousy and want twisted together until I could not tell them apart.

The wand hit my shaft before I was ready. I jerked. Shame flashed white behind my eyes. I lasted longer because I was angry, teeth grit, but when I blew it was onto my own taped leg and everyone saw how little I spilled.

"Round two," Director Vale said. "Obedience under use."

Winnie strapped the gag harness on Bunny first. He took the rubber cock down his throat easy, drool already shining on his chin. She worked the lubed plug into his ass one inch at a time while he sucked. He did not flinch. When the plug seated, she turned it on. Bunny's whole body shook. Muffled screams into the fake dick. He came again around the plug, ass clenching, piss shooting into his dropped diaper with a hiss the whole room heard.

"Two," Winnie said.

They gagged me next. Rubber filled my mouth, taste of silicone and cleaner. Winnie shoved the same plug into my ass fast, no mercy, burn spreading while Director Vale cranked the wand against my taint through the wet shell I had not earned. I gagged and drooled. My balls drew up. I came so hard I saw black, cum pumping into my shell while they laughed at the dry baby who finally made a mess.

"Three for Bunny. Two for Marcus," Director Vale said. "Round three decides. Endurance on the board."

They laid us on the changing tables side by side, legs in stirrups, diapers gone, asses up for the room. Bunny's hole gaped slightly from the plug. Mine clenched like I still had dignity left.

Reese stepped in with a strap-on harness, black rubber cock thick as a fist at the tip. She greased it and sank into Bunny slow. He pushed back and moaned around his gag. Each thrust slapped wet skin. Bunny came a third time without hands, cock dribbling, voice broken.

"Three."

My turn. Reese did not go slow. She speared my ass open and fucked me in front of everyone, strap pounding my prostate while Director Vale held the wand on my dick head. I tried to count days, shares, trust math. My brain snapped. I begged around the gag, filth I could not stop, please fuck the hole please let me cum you win I am a dry pathetic baby.

"Say it louder," Director Vale said. "Name what you are."

I pulled the gag down with spit strings. "Diaper slut. Jealous little whore. I want what he has. Please."

The room went quiet enough to hear the squelch of the strap in my ass.

I came third for me, fourth for the scene, cum splattering my chest while Reese kept railing until my legs shook. Bunny watched from the next table, rabbit between his knees, smile soft like he pitied me.

Vale unstrapped me. "Round four. Voluntary surrender display. Only the one who means it scores."

Bunny crawled to the star cart. He did not ask. He pressed the gold star over his own heart and kissed the foil while staff petted his hair.

I stayed on the table, ass throbbing, diaper balled on the floor.

"Marcus," Director Vale said. "Crawl or forfeit."

Finance instinct screamed to walk out. The trust numbers screamed louder. Nine days. Dead last on reset. Ex wife takes everything if I read unmanageable.

I crawled. Knees on cold tile. Cock still dripping. The smell of Bunny's piss and my own cum mixed in my nose. I hated him for how easy he looked. I hated myself for how hard I was again.

Vale met me at the cart. She did not give me the star. She turned my chin toward the wall where my name would drop to last tonight.

"You belong in this room now," she said. "Not because you lost. Because you came crawling after you tried to steal rank like it was a merger. Earn stars or lose shares. Bunny graduates the cohort. You start the final week beneath him."

Winnie pressed a sticker on my chest. Not gold. Red. LAST / PENDING RESET.

Bunny's adoption bell chimed at noon. The valuation wall flickered. Names scrolled. Mine sank to the bottom slot while his line turned green: ADOPTED / CLOSED.

Reese led me to the afternoon changing line. My ass still open, plug reinserted with a heavier one, remote buzzing while I stood in front of the leaderboard with eight others watching the dead last name blink.

Vale filed the trial record on her tablet. "Final week begins tomorrow. Top graduate keeps the shares. You have nine days to beat breaking."

I pressed my thighs together against the plug and the jealous ache that would not leave. Bunny left through the front with his rabbit and his gold star, free of the contest I still had to survive. The door chimed. Vale locked it for nap time and pointed me to the mat with the red sticker pulsing over my heart.

I lay down. Plug humming. Wall showing me last. Tomorrow the board would still be counting, and the only way up was through whatever breaking meant.

I closed my eyes and listened to the nursery breathe around me, already planning a fight I no longer believed I could buy.


Chapter 7: The Sippy Cup Rider

Two chairs. One table. The tea sat in a lidded sippy cup on my side, warm through the plastic, the spout aimed at me like a joke I had already lost.

Vale had the rider face-up between us. She uncapped the pen I had pushed away on day one. Ink ready. Seven days left on the trial. Fourteen days in. My name on the board sat low enough that my ex would get the portfolio if the arbitrator read the wall tomorrow.

"You wanted a meeting," she said. "Talk."

I wrapped my fingers around the sippy cup. The lid squeaked when I tilted it. Tea hit my tongue, too sweet, nursery sweet, and my jaw locked anyway because I needed her to hear numbers, not baby shit.

"I need points," I said. "Private coaching. Intensive. Whatever you call catch-up. Bunny took my star in front of everyone. I'm not walking out. You know that."

"I know you tried to buy rank off my top enrollee yesterday."

My neck went hot. The playroom trial still lived behind my eyes: Bunny's gold star going to someone else's chest while I stood there in my diaper, crinkling every time I breathed wrong.

"I miscalculated," I said. "Fix the miscalculation. Price it."

She tapped the rider. Clause four, guardianship. Bright Bough Nursery Trust as administrator if I certified. Shares stay mine on paper. Keys stay hers.

"You graduate at one," she said, "and the trust holds every voting right until I release them. You eat. You sleep. You wet when you're told. You take your grade on the wall. I file solvency. Your ex gets nothing."

"And if I don't sign?"

"Then you keep negotiating with Bunny in the playroom while your valuation bleeds. Seven days, Marcus. The arbitrator doesn't care that you're proud."

My dick stirred in the diaper, traitor, because the words were clean and the cage was the same cage I had been in since the settlement. Money on one side. Me on the other. I had structured deals worse than this for clients who deserved it.

"Catch-up coaching," I said. "How many hours. Who watches. What goes on the board."

"Me. My office after close. No audience unless you earn one by failing." She slid the pen across the table. "You sign the rider tonight or you don't get the hours. Those are the terms."

I read clause four again. Administrator. Release at her discretion. Not at graduation. At her discretion.

The old me would have laughed and walked. The old me didn't have a leaderboard rank tied to net worth. I signed. One stroke. Then my name under hers. The paper smelled like toner and lotion from the changing station down the hall.

Vale capped the pen and stood. "Drink your tea. Then come with me."

I sucked tea through the spout until the cup gurgled empty. Shame and relief mixed in my gut, same temperature as the tea. I had closed a deal. The asset was me.

Her office door locked behind us. No playroom. No chalk stars. Just her desk, the valuation printout on the wall, and a changing pad laid over the leather blotter like this was always what desks were for.

"Strip to the diaper," she said.

I peeled off the nursery tee. The diaper sagged heavy from the afternoon, warm at the crotch, urine and something sweeter leaking into the SAP. I had been wet since the trial. Nobody had changed me. That was part of the price for scheming.

She didn't change me yet. She opened the bottom drawer and took out a black plug, silicone, thick at the base, and a bottle of lube that clicked when she set it down.

"Bend over the desk. Hands flat."

I bent. The diaper bulk pressed the wood. Cool air hit the tape at my hips when she folded the front down without tearing it off. My balls hung exposed. My hole clenched like it had a brain.

"Catch-up starts with occupancy," she said. "How full you are. How open you stay."

Cold lube dripped on my asshole. Two fingers pushed in without warning. I grunted. The stretch burned. A third finger scissored until the burn turned into a dull ache I could not close around.

"You sign guardianship," she said, "and you still think you can think your way up the board. You can't. Your body has to learn regression the way your mouth learned that sippy cup."

She worked the plug in slow. Inch by inch. The widest part made me gasp. Then it seated. My asshole swallowed it and stayed stretched around the base.

"Stay bent."

She left me there. Footsteps. A drawer. The hum came first, then the wand: head wide, cord trailing to the outlet behind her chair.

She didn't put it on my cock. She tucked it under the diaper, pressed the head against my taint, then dragged it forward until it buzzed on my balls and the base of my shaft through the wet diaper.

The vibration carried through piss-warm gel and my legs shook.

"Please," I said before I could stop myself.

"Beg, and I might let you."

I bit the desk edge. "Let me come."

"No."

She turned the wand up. The diaper squelched. Obscene. Wet. The smell rose, ammonia and my own sweat. My cock throbbed against the plastic lining, leaking pre-cum into pulp already ruined.

She pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back. Again. My hole made a slick sound each time. The wand never moved off my balls.

"You want intensive coaching," she said. "Count how many times you ask for mercy. We'll subtract stars."

"Director…"

"That's one."

I clamped my mouth shut. The wand buzzed harder. My vision blurred at the edges. I was close, so close, humping air because the diaper was too thick to grip my dick right.

She stopped the wand.

Silence rang louder than the buzz had.

"Nnnh…"

"Hands stay flat."

I flattened my palms. My whole ass clenched on the plug. She twisted it. Pain sparked up my spine and my cock jumped and leaked.

"You signed away control of the shares," she said, calm as reading a menu. "Say it."

"I signed away control of the shares."

"Even if you top the board."

"Even if I top the board."

"Who holds you now."

"You do."

"Who holds the money."

"You do."

She turned the wand on low. Tease. My thighs quivered. She lubed two fingers again and worked them beside the plug, stretching my asshole wider until the burn made my eyes water.

"Good boy," she said, and I hated how my hips pushed back.

She pulled the plug all the way out. My hole gaped, empty, clenching on nothing. Cold air met the slick rim.

"Don't close."

I tried. I failed. She slid something thicker in. Not the plug. Rubber. Veins. A strap-on harness clicked at her hips when she stepped close.

"Breathe out."

The head pushed my rim open. Slow. Steady. Wider than the plug. My asshole burned and yielded. She bottomed out with a wet slap of harness against my cheeks.

"Fuck," I breathed.

She didn't fuck yet. She held there, buried, while she pressed the wand to my cock, high enough now to catch the shaft where the head bulged the tape.

"You want to come like a diaper slut," she said. "Ask."

"I'm a diaper slut. Please let me come."

"Not yet."

She drew out halfway and drove back in. Hard. The desk jumped. My palms skidded. The strap-on punched my prostate and stars burst behind my eyelids, no poetry, just white shock.

She set a pace. Long strokes. Then short jabs at the end. The wand matched when she wanted. Off when she didn't. My balls pulled up tight. Denied. Denied. My hole gaped and gripped around the rubber dick, sloppy, audible, squelch every thrust.

"Seven days," she said. "You'll take my cock in this office every night you earn. You'll leave wet. You'll leave open. You'll thank me for the grade."

"Thank you."

"Mean it."

"Thank you for the grade."

She rammed deep and held. The wand flat on my cockhead through soaked diaper. Pressure built in my spine, in my teeth, in my ass.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please. Please, I need to cum. I'll do anything. I'm your hole. I'm your…"

"Say the word. Regression."

"I need regression. I need you to make me regress. Please."

She yanked the diaper tape and tore the front open. My cock sprang free, slick, angry red. She wrapped her hand around the base, tight, cruel, while the wand hit my clit, no, my cockhead, same brutal buzz, and the strap-on pounded my ass.

"Come on my desk," she said. "Make a mess. Show me what a signed rider buys."

I came. The orgasm tore out of me like a cramp I couldn't fight. Cum shot across the blotter, stripe after stripe, some hitting the edge of the valuation printout. My asshole clamped on the rubber cock and released and clamped again. I sobbed once, ugly, mouth open on the wood.

She didn't stop.

The wand stayed on. The strap-on kept moving through my spasms, prolonging it until my cock tried to harden again and couldn't and hurt instead.

"Too much…"

"You'll take it."

She fucked me through the overspill, through the aftershocks, until my legs gave and I half collapsed on the desk. Only her grip on my hip kept me bent.

Finally she stilled. The wand clicked off. She pulled out slow. My asshole gaped, leaking lube down my thighs inside the ruined diaper.

"Stay."

I stayed. Cum cooled on the leather. My chest heaved. The room smelled like sex and wet SAP.

She wiped the desk with a nursery wipe, clinical, like erasing a chart. She rediapered me without letting me stand, fresh thick white tape, crinkle loud in the quiet. The new diaper was dry and powder-sweet and obscene against my spent cock.

She helped me up. My legs wobbled. She handed me the sippy cup again, empty now, and filled it from a kettle on the side table.

"Drink," she said.

I drank. Tea. Too sweet. My hands shook less after the third swallow.

She filed the signed rider in a folder labeled TRUST. Metal clasp.

"Catch-up continues tomorrow," she said. "Same time. You'll crawl in if I tell you to."

I looked at the valuation wall. My rank still low. The shares still mine on paper. Hers in fact.

"Yes," I said.

She unlocked the door. The hallway was dark except for the night light over the changing station. Somewhere a clock ticked. Seven days.

I walked back toward the dorm on jelly legs, new diaper crinkling with each step, ass still open, still stretched around the ghost of the strap-on. I had bargained. I had signed. I had come on her desk like proof of solvency.

Each day she would add hours. Each day the board would update. Tonight the rider sat in a folder with my name on it, and I could not win my old life back even if I topped the wall.

The best case was kept and solvent.

I pressed my forehead to the cool nursery window at the end of the hall and watched the street outside, normal people with normal keys, and I stayed inside because the deal was closed and the asset had already been delivered.


Chapter 8: Strapped and Wanting

The straps bit my wrists before the playroom noise hit. Cold metal on the tray. A red timer counting down from four hours. Gold stars in a fan on the far edge, close enough to smell the adhesive, far enough that my fingers cramped reaching.

"You don't get one until you mean it."

Her voice came from behind the high chair, flat, like she was reading a meter. Day seventeen. Four days left before the arbitrator's rep showed up and my shares either stayed mine or went to my ex. I had signed the guardianship rider last night. The money could win and still belong to her nursery forever.

Winnie rolled the endurance cart between the cribs. Teddy chalked numbers on the valuation wall while the morning bell still rang in my ears. Reese stood at the scoring tablet with a stylus, lips moving on a silent count.

"Open hours," the woman in the blazer said. "You stay buckled. Bladder on my command. Mouth on my command. Pride on my command. Denial protocol until you score."

My diaper already sagged from the overnight check. The plug in my ass hummed at idle, a low buzz I could not shut off without her remote. A ring gag waited on the cart beside a milking sleeve, a wand on a gooseneck, and a strap-on harness Reese had oiled already.

I tried to laugh. The sound came out wet around the pacifier chain clipped to my collar.

"Take that out when I tell you to beg," she said. "Not before."

My neck went hot. My dick twitched against the damp front of the diaper before my brain caught up. Four days of stock left. Four days to top that board. Strategy had stalled me at mid-pack for a week. My own cock was traitor enough without her watching the tablet update live.

She tapped the timer. "First edge. Hold."

The plug jumped to high. The wand dipped without touching, close enough that my nipples hardened in the cool draft from the front door. Every crinkle in the playroom went sharp. Winnie sucked her teeth. Teddy whispered a score to Reese.

I clamped down. Muscles locked. The buzz in my hole made my thighs shake against the chair bolts.

"Let go," she said.

Piss flooded warm. The diaper swelled heavy between my legs, spreading my thighs on the vinyl seat. Shame lit my face and my dick throbbed harder for it. Reese clicked the tablet.

"Bladder surrender, partial," Reese said. "He clenched first."

"Again," she said. "No clench."

The wand kissed my shaft through the soaked bulk. Squelch. Obscene and loud. Winnie giggled. I moaned around the pacifier.

"Stars are for babies who mean it, Marcus. Say you want the wet."

I shook my head. Defiance still had teeth yesterday. Today my bladder had already betrayed me on command.

She turned the plug to pulse. "Say it or you sit at zero until lunch."

The playroom went quiet except for the timer tick and the drip of my own arousal into a diaper already warm with piss. My reflection in the wall chart: a man in a bonnet harness, hard in a dripping diaper, plug flashing inside him.

"I want the wet," I slurred around the rubber nipple.

"Louder. Like you mean it."

"I want to piss in my diaper." My voice cracked. "I want you to see it."

The first gold star skated across the tray. She pressed it to my chest herself. Heat of her fingers through the sticker. My number on the wall ticked up one slot while Teddy cheered under his breath.

Craving hit wrong. Not the shares. Not the math. I wanted the star on my skin.

She ripped the pacifier free. "Open."

The ring gag went in. Straps behind my head. My jaw ached wide. Drool slipped down my chin before the milking sleeve slid over my cock, lubed cold, then the pump clicked on.

"Edge one. No cum."

The sleeve sucked. Rhythm tight, merciless. The wand pinned my balls through the diaper while the plug drilled my ass in time. Sound piled up. Slurp of the pump. Wet slap of the wand. My own muffled begging.

I bucked against the wrist straps. Useless. The chair held.

"Hold it, hole."

I counted breaths like old boardroom tricks. Four in. Four out. My balls pulled tight anyway. Cum climbed my shaft.

She killed the pump. The sleeve left me bobbing, angry, slick head flushed dark.

"Thank me for denial."

I gurgled spit. "Thank you for denial."

"Thank you for ruining my diaper like a pathetic baby."

The words scraped my throat on the way out. My dick jumped. Reese wrote faster.

"Good toy. Edge two."

They stacked faster than I could track. The strap-on went into my mouth while the sleeve worked again. Reese fucked my face slow, counting strokes out loud for the board. Ten. Twenty. Thirty. Gag, choke, salt tears. Drool pooled on the tray and mixed with the timer's red glow.

Temperature swung mean. Cool air on my wet chest when Winnie lifted my onesie for clamps. Hot mouth of the sleeve when the pump returned. Cold lube on my asshole when they swapped the plug for a thicker one, then a bead chain dragged out one at a time while I was not allowed to cum.

Orgasm one got stolen from me on purpose. I crested. She yanked the sleeve off and slapped my balls. Pain flashed white. Cum spurted anyway, thin ropes across the soaked diaper front, wasted, scored as failure.

"That's one ruined," Reese said. "Half credit. He leaked like a busted faucet."

"Clean his mess with his own tongue," she ordered.

Winnie smeared the stripe off my diaper onto my lips. Salt and shame. I licked because the wand pressed my clit through the plastic, except I had no clit, only a swollen dickhead screaming for friction.

"Say what you are."

"Diaper slut," I gasped. "Worthless piss baby."

The second orgasm they allowed. Full. Brutal. Sleeve plus wand plus beads ripped out in one pull. I came screaming into the gag, hips jerking, cum pumping into the milking cup while the playroom watched. Spasms kept jolting through me after empty. Legs locked. Toes curled. The smell of sex and wet diaper filled the chair.

"Two," Reese counted. "Full release. Regression spike."

My number jumped three places on the wall. Applause from Teddy. My chest heaved. Relief should have been about shares. It was about the jump. The craving for more jump.

She unbuckled one wrist only. "Flash test. You get thirty seconds of pride. Use it."

Hope stupid and bright. I spat the gag out. "This is bullshit. I'm not your pet. I'm here for the trial, not because I need your stars."

Silence. Her eyes did not change.

"Crush him," she told Reese.

Reese did not smile. She strapped the wrist back down tighter, then fitted the fucking machine arm behind the chair, dildo thick and gleaming, lined up with my ass while the sleeve returned at double speed.

"Defiance costs double denial," she said. "You wanted to be a man. Fine. Take it like one."

The machine punched in. No warm-up. Stretch burned. My hole gaped around silicone, then clenched useless. The wand hammered my frenulum. The sleeve sucked like it meant to pull my soul out through my dick.

I fought. Actually fought. Shoulders wrenched against leather. "Get off me. I revoke consent on the rider. I want a lawyer."

"You signed," she said, calm. "You stay. You take. You thank."

The machine sped up. Wet slap slap slap. My prostate lit on fire. Fighting made it worse. My body loved the punishment.

"Say please."

"Fuck you."

She nodded at Winnie. Winnie pressed the soaked diaper bulk against my shaft and ground. Squelch squelch squelch. Warm piss heat and friction. My insult died in a moan.

"Please," I heard myself. "Please let me cum. Please fuck my ass. I'm your diaper bitch. I'm sorry. I need it."

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

She said it while the machine drilled me and the sleeve pulled orgasm three out hard, cum splashing the cup, ass clenching on the dildo until my vision pinholed. I came again on the overlap, ruined and full at once, whining like an animal, four days left and none of them far enough away.

They did not stop.

Orgasm four was anal alone. Machine at max while the sleeve stayed off. She made me ask for each inch out loud. Count the beads back in. Thank her for each slap on my thighs. Teddy updated the wall in real time. My rank climbed into the top five for the first time since intake.

The craving was the engine. I could not find the line between performing and needing. When she asked for piss again I gave it instantly, hard, because the star mattered more than dry dignity. When Reese made me beg to suck the strap-on clean after my cum, I begged with my tongue already out.

Midday. Timer still had two hours. My ass gaped when the machine pulled free. Cool air on slick skin. Hot diaper on my front. Sounds blurred into one wet room.

"Last round," she said. "Mouth and bladder together. Mean it or you fall back to six."

I was at four on the board. Top spot was Reese's shadow at two. Shares math said top or close. My body said star star star.

She held the last gold sticker above my heart. "Tell me why you want it."

I opened my mouth. The truth came out broken.

"Because if you don't give it to me I'll break apart. Because I need you to see me wet and used and still choose me. Because I can't tell if that's the trial talking and I don't care anymore."

Her hand stayed steady. "Again. Cruder."

"Because I'm a horny diaper whore who cums when you humiliate me. Because I want the nursery to watch me lose control. Please."

She pressed the star. Warm adhesive over my nipple.

The final edge used everything. Sleeve, wand inside the diaper against my shaft, two fingers in my ass beside the plug, Reese's cock at my lips again. They made me hold piss until my bladder screamed, then release on the word now while I swallowed cum that was not mine, strap-on pulsing in my throat.

Orgasm five ripped out of me so long I lost count of seconds. Cum, piss, spit, all at once. Mess everywhere. The chair dripped. My voice shredded thanking them. "Thank you for five. Thank you for using me. Thank you for the stars."

Reese sealed the tablet. "Top three. Endurance certified for the day."

The straps loosened. My legs would not hold. Winnie caught me under the arms, diaper sagging, thighs slick.

She stood close enough that her perfume cut through the smell of me. "Four days. You climb like that again and the arbitrator sees a graduate. You slip and your ex gets every share."

I should have recalculated. Should have felt victory as liquidity.

I looked at the wall. At my name beside the number three slot. At the stars on my chest.

I asked, hoarse, "Do I get changed or do I stay wet for afternoon block?"

She tucked the remote into my diaper waistband. "You stay wet until you ask for a change like you mean that too."

Winnie wheeled me toward the afternoon mats. Teddy rang the small bell for the next game. My dick stirred again in the cooling wet bulk. Four days. The door could open and I could walk wealthy and empty.

I did not want the door yet.

I wanted the next command before the craving cooled and left me alone with whatever I had become.


Chapter 9: Rain on the Glass

Rain cut the dark storefront glass in long wet lines and the leaderboard hung there on standby, numbers frozen while the playroom stayed empty. One crib lamp burned low. A woman's voice came soft from the doorway.

"Just us tonight."

Winnie crossed the mat in soft shoes, clipboard tucked under her arm, hair in a tight bun that did not move when she knelt at the crib rail. I lay on my back in the thick white diaper they'd taped on me after the endurance round, still humming between my legs from the wand they'd finally let me have in the last hour of scoring. My dick was raw and half hard under the plastic backing. The nursery smelled like lemon wipe and the sour heat trapped in my crotch tape.

"Day twenty," she said. "One left. You climbed four slots today. The board knows."

I turned my face toward the wall so she would not see my eyes burn. Four slots. My name sat third from the top on that frozen wall. Third meant the trust held. Third also meant tomorrow a stranger in a grey suit would watch me crawl for stars like I had learned to want them.

Winnie clicked her pen. "Director Vale closed the front. No intakes. No tours. Rain night protocol." She hooked a finger under the waistband at my hip and tugged. The diaper sagged, heavy with piss and the slick I could not stop leaking after hours in the high chair. "This one's done. Stand or stay. Your call."

My legs shook when I rolled to my knees. The crib bars were cold on my palms. I had stood in boardrooms. I had stood in court. Standing in a crib in a soaked diaper with Winnie watching was a different kind of naked.

She led me to the group changing station at the back, tiles warm under my bare feet, rain drumming the glass. The station lights were dimmed to amber. Rows of adult changing pads waited empty. No Bunny. No Reese. No other padded bodies to hide inside. Just me and the mirror over the sink that showed a man in a onesie top and a diaper that bulged thick between his thighs.

"On the pad," Winnie said.

I climbed up. The paper crackled under my ass. She did not rush. She cut the tapes slow, peeled the front down, and the cool air hit my balls and the crease where my thighs had chafed raw. The used diaper landed in the bin with a wet slap. Piss smell rose sharp, mixed with the salt taste on my tongue from when I'd begged to suck the pacifier during the last edge.

She washed me with warm cloths. Fingers firm between my cheeks, wiping my hole like I was inventory. My dick twitched anyway. Shame climbed my neck and my hips jerked toward her hand before I could stop them.

"Still hungry," she murmured. Not mean. Worse. "Good. Tomorrow you'll need it."

She lifted a fresh diaper from the stack, white and thick, the kind that crinkled loud enough to carry across the playroom. Powder dusted my skin, sweet and chalky on my lips when I breathed hard. She threaded my legs through, pulled it tight, taped me with two sharp pulls that made the bulk swell between my legs. The crinkle when I shifted sounded obscene in the empty room.

"Rocking chair," she said. "Last quiet round before certification."

The chair sat in the corner by the rain streaked window, adult sized, padded arms, a footstool. Winnie sat and patted her lap. I hesitated one breath. The old Marcus would have laughed. The old Marcus was a story I told shareholders.

I laid my head on her shoulder and let her rock me.

Her hand stroked my back over the onesie. Slow. Steady. The diaper warmed against her thigh as she rocked. Rain blurred the leaderboard reflection in the glass. My chest cracked open on a sob I did not plan. Tears ran hot into her collar. I hated that I could not stop. I hated worse that my dick stiffened against the fresh diaper, pressing the bulk into her leg.

"Hush," she said. "Let it out. The board doesn't get this part."

I clung to her onesie fabric. My fingers twisted in it. The rocking continued and my thoughts went thin. No valuation math. No ex-wife's name. Just the creak of the chair and the powder smell and her heartbeat under my ear.

Gratitude hit me like a fist to the sternum.

Thank you.

The words formed inside my skull and I gagged on them. Thank you for the tape. Thank you for the rank. Thank you for the chair that broke my bladder on command this afternoon. My throat closed. I shook harder.

Winnie rocked through it. "There you go. That's the one you've been hiding."

"I'm not," I choked. Lying to her was pointless. Lying to myself was expensive. "I'm here for the shares."

"Sure." Her palm cupped the back of my head. "And you're here because your body learned the stars. Don't spit on it tonight."

The playroom door opened. Heels on tile. I stiffened in Winnie's lap.

Director Vale stepped into the amber light, black dress, hair pinned, face calm as a closing bell. She carried a small case, black leather, the kind that held stamps and seals, not toys. My stomach dropped anyway.

"Marcus," she said. My name in her mouth still did things to my spine. "Rain night claiming. You earned the slot when you stopped bargaining in the high chair."

Winnie kept rocking. "He's loose. Careful."

"I intend to be." Vale set the case on the changing pad beside us. "Get him on his back. Diaper stays on. Mouth available."

Winnie lifted me like I weighed nothing, laid me on the wide pad, onesie rucked up to expose my chest. Vale opened the case. Not a seal. A metal collar, slim, with a gold star charm and a locking clasp. Beside it, a tube of dark ink and a single needle in sterile wrap.

Permanent claiming. My skin went cold under the warm lights.

"Last night before the rep," Vale said. "You can still perform tomorrow and keep your rank. This is separate. This is mine on your skin whether the arbitrator signs or not." She clicked the collar open. "Do you understand."

My mouth was dry. The shares were tomorrow. This was forever on my throat.

"Yes."

"Say what you are for the file."

I swallowed. Pride scraped my throat raw. "Your… registrant. Bright Bough."

Her smile was thin. "Try again with the word you used when you pissed yourself on camera for slot four."

My face burned. "Your diaper slut."

"Good." She fastened the collar around my neck. Cold metal kissed my skin, then clicked. The star hung at my breastbone, heavy as a coin. "Mine. Say it."

The room held still. Rain on glass. My heart slamming against the star.

"Yours."

Vale's hand slid down my chest, over the diaper front, pressing the thick bulk into my balls and my stiff dick. "Winnie, open him."

Winnie hooked the diaper tapes and folded the front down without removing it, leaving the sides taped so the diaper bunched under my ass. She lifted my knees to my chest, everything on show in the mirror. Cool air on my hole. Vale snapped on gloves from the case, lubed her fingers, and pushed one into my ass without preamble.

I grunted. The stretch burned sweet. My dick leaked on my stomach.

"Quiet night," Vale said. "One long use. No counting. You take it until I say you're marked inside and out."

She worked a second finger in, scissoring, opening me while Winnie held my ankles apart. The slick sounds were loud in the empty nursery. My hole clenched and yielded. I bit my lip until I tasted blood.

Third finger. Then her thumb pressed my prostate and my vision whited at the edges.

"Please." The word slipped out. "Fuck."

"Not yet." Vale withdrew, stripped the glove, and lifted a thick silicone plug from the case, black, flared base, wider than anything they'd left in me during the day shift. She coated it, pressed the tip to my rim, and drove it in one steady shove.

I screamed into the onesie sleeve Winnie stuffed in my mouth. The plug seated deep, a brutal fullness that made my thighs tremble. Vale twisted it. Pain and heat rolled through my gut.

"Stay open," she ordered.

Winnie straddled my chest, knees pinning my arms, her scrub top brushing my face. She pulled a wand from the pocket on her hip, the same cruel white head that had owned my afternoon. She turned it on low and held it against my dick through the bunched diaper, vibrating the padding into my shaft.

The sensation was stupid, overwhelming. The plug in my ass and the wand on my dick and the collar on my throat. Owned three ways at once. My hips bucked. The diaper crinkled and squelched where pre leaked into the padding.

Vale watched my face. "You grateful yet or still performing."

The question cut deeper than the plug. Tears came again. I nodded against Winnie's thigh.

"Words."

"I'm grateful," I sobbed. "I'm grateful you broke me. I'm grateful for the collar. I'm grateful I get tomorrow."

Winnie's free hand stroked my hair. Vale's mouth tightened, pleased or disgusted, I could not tell. She did not care which I saw.

"Gratitude is documented," she said. "Open."

She took the needle. Black ink. She pricked a small star just below my navel, beside the tape line of the diaper, a permanent mark matching the charm. I hissed. The burn sat shallow and bright. She wiped blood, pressed a seal sticker over it, clinical.

"Inside next," she said.

She lubed a strap harness from the case, buckled it over her dress, and fitted a fat silicone cock to the ring. Winnie lifted off my chest, shifted to hold my hips down on the pad. Vale pulled the plug out slow. My hole gaped, empty, twitching. Air kissed the open rim.

She lined up and pushed in.

No mercy in the pace. She fucked my ass deep from the first thrust, hips snapping, the slap of her pelvis on my diaper bulk obscene. The onesie rode up. The star on my chest bounced. Each stroke punched breath out of me. My prostate lit up. My dick dragged against the wand Winnie kept pressed to the diaper, vibration relentless.

"Take it," Vale said. "Hole."

"I'm your hole," I gasped. "Your diaper hole. Fuck your hole."

"Louder."

"I'm your whore," I cried. "Use your whore. Please don't stop."

She did not stop. She plowed my ass in long strokes that burned and filled, stretching me around her silicone cock until my legs shook uncontrollably. Winnie turned the wand higher. The diaper squelched, warm padding grinding my clitless ache, my dick trapped and buzzing. Spit ran from my lips. Sweat pooled in the collar.

Vale leaned down, one hand on my throat above the metal, not choking, claiming. "Tomorrow the rep watches you crawl. Tonight I breed the last of the man who thought he could game a nursery."

"I'm not," I tried. The old line died in my throat. "I'm yours. I'm yours. Mark me."

She reached between us, yanked the wand away, shoved her gloved fingers under the diaper front, wrapped them around my dick, and jerked me rough while she fucked my ass.

The dual rhythm broke me. Ass stuffed full, dick stroked raw, collar locked, ink star bleeding under the sticker. I climbed and climbed, no edges this time, no denial protocol, one long brutal ride to the top.

"Come," Vale said. "On my hand. Thank me."

"Thank you," I screamed. "Thank you, Mommy. Thank you for my collar. Thank you for my rank. Thank you for taking my ass."

The orgasm tore out of me. Cum shot over her wrist and splashed the lining, hot stripes on white. My ass clamped down on her cock. She drove in hard and held, grinding my prostate until my vision blurred and another pulse of jizz leaked from my dick onto her fingers.

I sobbed through it. Aftershocks rolled. She stayed inside me, cock buried, letting my hole flutter around her.

Winnie wiped my face with a cloth. Salt and lemon. My taste.

Vale eased out. My asshole gaped open, slick and used, air cold on the rim. She replaced the plug, larger now, a weighted one from the case that locked inside me with a soft click at the base.

"Weighted plug stays until morning bell," she said. "You'll feel every step to certification."

She retaped my diaper over the mess, cum and powder and piss smell sealed in. The collar stayed. The ink star throbbed under the sticker.

Winnie helped me sit. My ass was full, my dick spent, my chest hollow and full at once.

Director Vale closed the case. "Sleep in the crib. One day left. The rep arrives at nine. You will top that wall or you will gift your ex everything."

I should have flinched at the threat. My body only leaned toward her voice.

"Yes, Director."

She paused at the door, rain silver on her shoulders from the vestibule. "When you earn tomorrow, you choose whether you walk out wealthy or stay. The collar does not come off either way. Remember that."

She left. The lock clicked. Winnie rocked me once more in the crib, slower now, my weighted plug shifting inside me with each sway.

I stared at the leaderboard glow through the glass. Third place. One day. The star on my chest and the star under my navel and the gratitude I could not kill.

Tomorrow the arbitrator would watch. Tonight I had already said mine.

Winnie kissed my forehead, powder and latex on her lips. "Rest, Marcus. You stopped fighting. That's the grade they can't fake."

She turned off the crib lamp. Rain kept time on the window. I curled on my side, diaper heavy, plug deep, collar cold against my jaw, and waited for morning like a man who had already signed what the rep would only witness.


Chapter 10: Star Over His Heart

The grey suit came through the front door before the morning bell, clipboard tucked under one arm, shoes dry from last night's rain. Every crinkle in the playroom stopped. I stood at the changing rail in my overnight diaper, thick white plastic biting my hips, and my dick twitched against the sagging crotch like it had its own vote.

"You will thank me when it is done," Vale said from the office doorway. She did not look at me. She looked at the man in grey. "Representative Glenn. Day twenty-one. Zero days left on the trial clock."

Glenn nodded once. Pen clicked. "I observe. I do not participate. The trust language is clear."

My name was still Marcus on his sheet. That word hit harder than any paddle.

Winnie rolled the public changing cart into the center of the playroom. The valuation wall glowed behind her, names and numbers stacked like a stock ticker. Mine sat near the top from yesterday's grind. One bad hour today and Reese's lawyers got everything.

"Strip to the diaper for inspection," Vale told me. Her voice carried like a gavel in her fist.

I peeled the nursery tee off. Nipples already tight from the cold draft off the glass door. The diaper hung heavy between my thighs, warm from my piss and the night, weight pulling my balls forward. Glenn wrote without blinking.

"State your purpose for the record," Vale said.

"I am here to certify regression and retain my shares in the guardianship trust." The script tasted like copper.

"Louder. For Representative Glenn."

"I am here to certify regression and retain my shares." My face burned. My cock swelled anyway, pressing the wet inner lining until the plastic crinkled loud enough for the whole room to hear.

Glenn's pen scratched. "Documented."

Vale snapped her fingers. Winnie spread the cart's wings. Velcro on my hips. The diaper dropped in one hot slap to the tile, ammonia and stale sweat rising off it. I was bare except the collar and the pacifier chain between my pecs.

"Spread. Hands on the rail."

I bent over the changing rail, ass up, balls hanging, hole already greased from the night's plug routine. Winnie did not ask. She pressed two lubed fingers into my asshole and opened me while Glenn counted breaths under his breath.

"Relaxation score," Vale said. "Live."

The fingers crooked. My knees bucked. Shame knotted at the base of my skull and my dick leaked a string of precum onto the rail.

"Marcus leaks when he's opened," Winnie reported, clinical as a nurse.

"Note it," Glenn said.

Vale stepped behind me. Something cold and wide nudged my rim. The certification plug, black silicone, flared base, bigger than anything I had worn in week one. She worked it in inch by inch while the playroom watched. Stretch burned. My hole clenched and lost.

"Thank you for opening me," I gasped. They had trained that line into my throat.

"You will say what you are," Vale said.

"A diaper slut on certification day." The words ripped out of me. "A piss-soaked baby who needs his hole stuffed to graduate."

Glenn wrote faster.

The plug seated with a wet pop. Vale twisted it. Pleasure spiked straight to my balls. I moaned before I could swallow it.

"One," Glenn said flatly. "Involuntary vocalization counts toward sincerity."

Sincerity. That was the word that could cost me millions.

They diapered me fresh, thick pink this time, tape loud, powder sharp in my nose. The new bulk shoved my thighs apart. Vale threaded a remote wand through the leg gap and taped it to my inner thigh so the head pressed my taint and the underside of my shaft through the plastic.

"Walk the obedience loop," she ordered.

I waddled the painted path around the playroom, past the cribs, past the leaderboard, past Teddy on his knees polishing blocks like the room did not exist. Every step ground the wand against me. The plug shifted inside my ass. Crinkle. Squelch from the clean diaper already darkening at the front where my dick would not quit leaking.

"Stop at station four," Vale said.

Station four was the oral bench. Reese had watched me choke there in week two. Today Glenn watched.

Winnie buckled my wrists to the bench arms. Vale stood in front of me, skirt hitched, no panties, shaved cunt glistening. She grabbed my hair.

"Demonstrate gratitude for correction."

I opened my mouth. She fed me her strap, thick black rubber cock, already slick. I gagged on the first thrust, drool running down my chin onto the fresh diaper. She fucked my face slow then hard, balls of the harness slapping my nose.

"Say it while you choke."

"I am a broke little baby mouth." The strap muffled me. I said it again louder, spit stringing to her thighs. "I am a broke little baby mouth for Director Vale."

Glenn: "Obedience phrasing acceptable."

She pulled out. I gasped. She slapped my cheek with the wet rubber.

"Station five. Mount."

Station five was the review saddle, padded vinyl, stirrups wide. They lifted me, diaper rustling, plug pressing deep as they laid me back. Stirrups locked my ankles. Winnie pulled the wand out and replaced it with a second toy, a vibrating prostate arm that locked into the saddle and nudged the plug from inside.

Vale hit the switch.

The arm hammered my prostate through the silicone. My back arched off the vinyl. Cum shot into the diaper in a hot rush I could not stop, soaking the pink core, the wet slap of it loud in the silent room.

"Two," Glenn counted. "Release without permission."

"I had permission," I panted, lying because pride died in this building weeks ago.

"You did not ask," Vale said. She cranked the arm higher. "Ask now."

"Please let your diaper baby cum on the saddle." My voice broke. "Please grade me while I mess myself."

She did not turn it off. She turned it up. The plug and the arm worked my ass in opposite rhythms. My toes curled in the stirrups. A second orgasm wrung me out harder than the first, prostate milking thin cum into the already flooded diaper until warmth spread down my ass crack under the tape.

"Three," Glenn said. No emotion. Just tally.

Winnie wiped my face with a cold cloth while I twitched. Vale held the remote like a detonator.

"Valuation event," she announced. "Public change. Soaked garment. Live scoring."

They cut the diaper away mid-aftershock. My dick stood red and slick, still dribbling. The mess on my thighs smelled sharp. Winnie hosed me with warm water from the station spigot, fingers scrubbing my asshole around the plug while Glenn stood three feet away and recorded.

"Spread your cheeks for the representative," Vale said.

I reached back and pulled myself open around the plug. Humiliation locked my jaw. My hole winked, greedy, trained.

Glenn crouched, glasses sliding down his nose. "Dilation within certified range. Skin integrity good. Arousal persistent." He stood. "Continue."

They powdered me, taped a white diaper even thicker than the pink, and marched me to the valuation wall. My score slot blinked. Vale entered numbers from her tablet while Winnie held my leash.

"Regression index," Vale read. "Ninety-one. Obedience composite. Ninety-four. Public exposure tolerance. Ninety-six."

My slot climbed. Past Teddy. Past the week-three intake named Cole. To the top line.

"Marcus leads the board," Glenn said. "Preliminary."

Preliminary meant nothing until the final act.

Vale led me to the graduation mat in front of the glass door. The bell rope hung to the left. The door lock showed green for the first time in twenty-one days.

"Final surrender demonstration," Vale said. "You will ride until you thank me. Representative Glenn verifies affect."

Winnie helped me straddle the floor-mounted dildo rig, diaper shoved aside, plug removed with a greasy sound. I sank down on the silicone cock, ass stretching wide, while Vale pressed the wand to my clit through the diaper front, buzzing my shaft root and my balls at once.

"Move."

I bounced on the rig. Thighs burning. Diaper crinkling with every drop. The wand chewed my nerves. Glenn watched my face.

"Thank you," I grunted. "Thank you for breaking me."

"Specific," Vale said. She twisted the wand. "Try again."

"Thank you for making me a top-of-board diaper whore who keeps his shares by cumming in front of strangers."

Glenn's pen stopped. "Sincerity flag. Hold."

My whole body shook on the cock. Edge hovered. Vale pulled the wand away.

"Not yet. You will thank me when it is done."

I sobbed once. Then I rode faster, ass slapping the base, hole gaped and clutching, drool on my chin from when I had bitten my lip. The denial hurt worse than the plug ever had. My balls hauled up hard.

"Please," I begged. "Please let me finish so I can graduate."

"Say what you give up."

"The man who walked in with a suit and a fight." The words came quiet. True. "I give him up. I keep the trust. I keep this."

Vale set the wand back. Full power.

I came so hard the room bleached white, cum pumping into the diaper in thick pulses, ass clamping the rig cock while squelch and crinkle filled the storefront. Glenn stepped closer.

"Four. Peak affect congruent with stated surrender."

Vale let me collapse forward onto the mat, diaper a sodden weight dragging at my hips. Winnie unbuckled me. Vale helped me stand on legs that did not belong to me anymore.

Glenn opened his portfolio case. Papers inside, trust language, arbitrator seals. Vale signed. Winnie signed as witness. Glenn turned the clipboard to me.

"Sign, Marcus. Shares transfer to guardianship upon certification. Your ex-spouse's contingent claim voids at my counter-signature."

My hand shook. I signed. The pen line was the last thing I owned that looked like the old life.

Glenn counter-signed. "Certified solvent. Regression protocol complete. You are free to exit."

He walked to the door. Turned the latch. Sunlight hit the wet sidewalk outside. Real air. Real city. Money safe in Vale's trust, portfolio closed, twenty-one days done.

Vale put a gold star sticker in my palm. Warm from her pocket. Heavy paper, cheap foil, more weight than it should have.

"Place it," she said.

I peeled the backing. Pressed the star over my heart, on the nursery tee Winnie had dressed me in after the rig. Foil stuck to cotton over the thud of my pulse.

Glenn looked at the door. Looked at me. "Exit is available."

I did not move toward the light.

"I re-enroll," I said. "By choice. Same terms. I stay."

Glenn's eyebrow lifted one millimeter. He nodded as if he had expected worse. "Filed as voluntary continuation. Good day."

He left. The bell did not ring for him.

Vale took the completed portfolio to the office. Filed it in the drawer that held my fortune and my new name on the same page. She came back. Rolled her shoulders once.

"Morning intake in ten," she told Winnie.

Winnie rang the bell.

The sound rolled through Bright Bough, loud and ordinary. I stood by the mat with a gold star on my chest and a ruined diaper between my legs, wealthy on paper, empty of the man who would have run. Vale caught my leash when I swayed.

"Changing station two," she said. "You earned the top slot. You keep it by showing up."

I waddled where she pointed. The crinkle was mine now. The mess was mine. The door stayed open behind me, and I did not look back.
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