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Chapter 1: Ninety Days on Paper

The chime of my own voicemail greeting cut off halfway through the second note. The intake clerk held my phone flat in her palm, thumb on the factory-reset screen, and the little electronic voice died like someone had put a hand over my mouth. She slid the dead phone into a numbered lockbox and turned the key. The latch clicked. Cold metal on my palm when she handed me the claim ticket instead.

I stood in the corridor outside the Nursery door. The air was cooler here than the lobby. Fans hummed behind the walls. My shoes squeaked once on the linoleum and then I stopped moving because the sound was too loud. Through the frosted glass, shapes moved, soft colors, nothing I could name yet. My contract waited on the desk inside. Ninety days on paper. I had read it in the car three times. I still did not know what I was buying.

The door opened before I knocked. Warm air rolled out over my face, thick with powder and something sweet underneath. A junior staffer in pale scrubs nodded me in without smiling. The desk sat dead center. Clipboard. Pen. The residential contract clipped to the top sheet with my name already typed.

I picked up the pen. My hand was steady. That surprised me. I signed where the arrow pointed. Date. Initials in the margin. The clerk took the pen back, uncapped a red stamp, and thumped it down on the last page. The ink bloomed wet and dark.

"Phone," she said.

I gave her the claim ticket.

"Street clothes. Everything in the basket."

I stripped in the alcove beside the desk. Shirt. Belt. Trousers. Socks. I folded them out of habit and she shook her head once, short, and I dropped the neat stack into the plastic basket. Underwear last. The tile under my bare feet was cold enough to sting.

"Bathroom privileges surrender on signature," she said, reading from the sheet without looking at me. "You void on staff schedule only. You do not use a toilet unless directed. Say it."

"I surrender bathroom privileges."

My voice came out flat. The words sat in my mouth like coins. I could still taste the coffee I had drunk in the car. My bladder was quiet for now. I did not trust it to stay that way.

She led me to the scale. Arms out. Chin up. The junior staffer wrote numbers on her clipboard, eyes down. Weight. Height. Chest. Waist. Hip. Thigh. She called each measurement aloud and the pen scratched. The sound was faster than my pulse.

"Turn."

Cold air hit my ass and my balls drew up tight. She noted my cock length flaccid like she was cataloging shelf stock. I wanted to cover myself. I kept my hands at my sides because the contract said I would.

"Changing room."

The communal table was long and padded, vinyl stretched tight over the foam. Overhead lights buzzed. Two other staff moved at the far end, wiping down surfaces, snapping gloves. No one looked embarrassed. That was worse than if they had stared.

"Up."

I climbed onto the table on my back. The vinyl was warm where someone had been there before me. They spread my knees apart with brisk hands. A puff of powder hit my skin, fine and dry, and then more on my ass crack, my balls, the base of my cock. The smell rose sharp and talc-white. Diaper unfolded. Thick. Crinkling plastic on the outside, soft inside. They lifted my hips, slid it under me, taped one side, taped the other. The seal pressed firm over my cock and balls. The waistband bit in. Every shift I made sent a loud crinkle back at me.

"First seal logged," the junior staffer said. "Day one. Resident Neil."

Hearing my name on her tongue in this room made my face hot. I was thirty-three. I had stamped drawings that changed skylines. I was lying on a changing table with my cock packed in diaper and a stranger writing it down.

Matron Ives came through the side door. She was older than the clerks, hair pinned, sleeves rolled. Her hands looked warm. Her chart looked cold. She did not touch me yet. She read the clipboard over the junior's shoulder.

"Discharge is by grade, Neil," she said. "Not by calendar. You will earn your way out or you will not leave. Do you understand?"

I heard reassurance in it. Staff being kind about a long stay. Ninety days and then the door. I nodded because that was what men like me did when someone in authority spoke softly.

"I understand."

She almost smiled. Her eyes stayed flat.

"You will do exactly as I say."

"Yes, Matron."

The junior staffer finished the tape check, two fingers under the leg band, snap test at the waist. The diaper crinkled under her touch. Matron Ives set the chart on the shelf and pulled on gloves. The latex squeaked.

"Intake protocol," she said. "Anal. Step one through six on the board."

On the wall behind her, laminated steps. Position. Cleanse. Lubricate. Insert. Hold. Release. Count. The words were printed in block letters like a fire drill.

They rolled me to my side first, then my stomach, then back to my back with a pillow under my hips so my diapered ass sat higher than my shoulders. The position made my cock twitch against the diaper. Shame hit low in my gut. Dread sat on top of it, heavy. Whatever came next would not be mine to pace.

"Spread."

I grabbed the backs of my knees. The diaper crinkled. Cool gel touched my asshole, clinical at first, then fingers working it in circles until the muscle gave a little. The lube was cold. My hole clenched anyway.

"Breathe out."

I breathed. Something blunt pressed the ring. Not her finger. Smooth, firm, wider than I had allowed anyone in years. Pressure built. My body tried to close. Hands on my cheeks held me open.

"Step four."

The plug went in on one steady push. My asshole stretched and burned thin around the widest part and then the base seated flush against my skin. The tail or flange pressed the diaper from inside. Owned in a place I had never offered in an office or a bed I chose.

"Hold for thirty. Staff counts."

Matron Ives started. One. Two. Three. Her voice was even. The junior joined at ten. Twenty. My thighs shook. The plug sat deep. My cock leaked into the diaper, a slow warm creep I could not stop.

"Twenty-five."

The crinkle of my diaper when I twitched sounded obscene in the buzzing room.

"Thirty. Release pressure on command only."

She palmed the base. Slow twist. My ass sucked at the plug on the way out and the stretch burned worse going than coming. Air hit my wet hole. Gaping and empty, I watched her set the plug in a steel tray like a used tool.

"Cleanse again. Lubricate. Step four repeat."

The second insertion was thicker. I grunted. She did not pause.

"Hold forty."

I bit the inside of my cheek. Dread said run. My body said stay because the contract was signed and the phone was in a box. At thirty-five my cock throbbed so hard the diaper front tented the plastic outward.

"Neil," Matron Ives said. "You do not come without count. You do not hide your cock from me."

"I'm not…"

"You are leaking. That is contact. Hands off the diaper."

I let go of the diaper. The wet spot spread cool then warm against my skin.

"Forty. Remove."

She worked the plug out slow on purpose. My asshole fluttered. I heard it. I hated that I heard it.

"Step six. Intake depth. Cadence is staff, not resident."

She gloved two fingers, then three, slick with lube, and pushed into my ass without asking how I liked it. Depth to the knuckle. Hold. Out to the tip. In again. Matron Ives counted each stroke aloud. One. Two. Three. Four. My prostate jumped on six. Seven. Eight. The junior wrote something. Nine. Ten.

"Open your mouth."

I opened. A ring gag or her thumb, I did not know at first, then the hard shape of a silicone cock slick with lube pushed past my teeth. Gag reflex hit. Drool slid down my chin warm.

"Suck while I fuck your ass. Pace matches."

Her fingers in my hole and the cock in my mouth moved on the same count. In. Out. In. Out. I gagged and slobbered and my ass clenched around her hand like a desperate slut. The words were not spoken yet but my body knew them.

"Say what you are."

She pulled the cock back enough for me to speak.

"A resident."

"What kind."

"Nursery resident."

"What is your ass for."

"Staff use."

The cock shoved back in. I choked. Tears salted the corner of my eyes. The vinyl under my shoulders was damp with sweat cooling fast in the fan air.

"Again."

"Staff use. My ass is for staff use."

"Your cock?"

"Logged. Controlled. Not mine."

She finger-fucked me harder. The wet sounds from my ass were loud enough to compete with the diaper crinkle every time my hips jerked. My balls tightened. Orgasm climbed without permission.

"You come on three or you do not come at all."

She edged me with two rough rubs against my prostate and stopped.

"One."

I moaned around the cock. Shame and heat fused so tight I could not pull them apart.

"Two."

"Please…"

"Please what."

"Please let me cum. Please, Matron, I need to cum in my diaper."

"Filthy little resident. Say it cruder."

"Please let me shoot in my fucking diaper. My cock is yours. My ass is yours."

"Three."

She rammed her fingers deep and twisted. The cock in my throat held me open. I came so hard my vision whited. Cum pumped into the diaper in thick pulses. The diaper sagged warm against my cock. She did not stop moving her hand.

"That's one. You stay hard."

I was still spasming. Oversensitive. My hole tried to push her out. She added a fourth finger at the stretch and I screamed around the gag.

"Two coming. Hold."

She counted breaths. My pulse hammered in my ears louder than the lights. The junior said my heart rate aloud for the log. One-twenty. One-thirty.

"Neil. Look at me."

I looked. Matron Ives held my jaw.

"You will thank me for each one."

"Thank you. Thank you for one."

"Again for two."

Her thumb found the base of my cock through the wet diaper and pressed cruel and circular while her fingers sawed in my ass. Second orgasm ripped out meaner than the first. I sobbed. More cum flooded an already soaked front. The crinkle turned wetter, heavier.

"That's two. One more."

"I can't…"

"You can. You will. Beg like the hole you are."

"Please fuck my ass. Please make me cum again. I'm your whore. I'm your dirty little…"

"Little what."

"Baby. Your dirty baby in a wet diaper."

"Count with me."

She drove up into my prostate on every number. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Seven. My ass was fire and jelly. Eight. Nine. Ten. On eleven I broke. Third orgasm dragged out long, brutal, past too much, cock jerking in empty air under the taped plastic while she milked the last drops with knuckle pressure. I lost track of whether she was still counting or I was. Breath sawed in and out. The junior logged it. Respiration elevated. Pulse one-forty-two. Diaper status: wet, front heavy.

Matron Ives withdrew her hand. She peeled the gloves off with a snap.

"Wipe his face. Fresh tape check."

Cool cloth on my cheeks. Fingers under my leg bands again. The shame of the check was worse than the fucking because it was normal here. Routine. My wet diaper was noted on the chart. Not changed yet. Policy.

She held a printed slip in front of my face. Tomorrow's instructions. Times in a column. Positions in a second column. A third column titled Do Not Ask For.

"Read aloud."

"Zero six hundred. Crib lineup. Knees apart. Diaper check before breakfast."

"Next."

"Zero seven thirty. Feeding. Bib. No utensils unless issued."

"Next."

"Zero nine hundred. Exercise yard if grade permits. Otherwise corner time in wet diaper."

My face burned on that line. Wet diaper. They would leave me in it until they chose otherwise.

"Next."

"Zero twelve hundred. Scheduled void attempt. Staff witness. Log volume."

Scheduled void. Bathroom privileges were truly gone. Every piss and shit would be permitted and recorded. Never private again. Dread sank in colder than the tile had been.

"Column three. First line."

"Do not ask for toilet."

"Second."

"Do not ask for phone."

"Third."

"Do not ask for discharge date."

"Fourth."

"Do not ask for privacy."

She folded the slip and tucked it into the waistband of my diaper where I could feel the paper edge against my skin.

"Memorize by morning. You will be tested."

"Yes, Matron."

Two orderlies helped me sit up. My legs did not work right. The soaked diaper weighed between my thighs. Matron Ives opened the door toward the sleeping wing.

"Off the table. Night quarters. Crib assignment by window per your file."

I slid down. The crinkle announced me. In the hallway a clerk called the next name from the intake list, loud enough for me to hear.

"Resident Caleb. Step forward."

Someone else was crossing the threshold I had crossed. Someone else's voicemail was about to die. Matron Ives's hand settled between my shoulder blades, not gentle, directing.

"Walk. Do not touch your diaper unless told. Tomorrow starts in six hours."

I walked. The wet diaper rubbed my spent cock with every step. Behind me the changing table vinyl creaked under new weight. I did not look back. Eighty-nine days remained on the contract I had signed, and discharge was by grade, not calendar, and my body was already logged wet on day one. The Nursery lights hummed. I went where her hand aimed me, toward the crib by the window I had once negotiated for like it was a prize.


Chapter 2: The Night Report Card

The bars rolled up and latched, and the sound hit my ribs the same way a blueprint drawer did when it swallowed a finished set of plans. Done. Filed. No more edits. I lay in the crib with that click still ringing in my teeth, intake chafe raw along my inner thighs, the wall clock above the nursery door showing hours I had already burned on the contract. Eighty-eight days left on the paper I signed. Discharge by grade, Matron Ives had said, like the calendar was a joke. I had laughed inside my head because architects laugh at deadlines until the deadline owns the building.

Fresh diaper ballooned between my legs, taped snug from the communal table, powder ghosting my skin when I breathed deep. The locked frame held my shoulders. I could not sit up without the bars cutting my forearms. My cock lay heavy and useless against the crinkling shell, every shift loud enough to betray me. I told myself I would learn the acoustics of this room the way I learned load-bearing walls. Count the noises. Find the weak joint. Escape was not on the chart yet. Curiosity was. I wanted to see how far the system reached before I broke.

Footsteps returned. Not Matron Ives this time. A handler in soft soles, badge clipped low, voice trained flat. "Settle protocol, Neil. Mouth first."

She slid the warmed bottle between the bars. Nipple slick with something sweet and faintly clinical, like cough syrup cut with vanilla. I turned my head at first. She waited without pleading. The nursery did not negotiate. I opened my mouth. Taste flooded my tongue, milk-thin liquid, sugar coating the back of my throat. She tipped it higher. "Suck. Slow. I log volume and pace." I sucked because the alternative was her thumb on my jaw forcing the rhythm. The bottle gurgled. My cheeks ached. Sweetness pooled until I had to swallow or drown. Each swallow was another signature on a document I had not read slowly enough.

When the bottle emptied she wiped my chin with a cloth that smelled of lavender bleach. "Mittens." Padded fabric slid over my fingers, Velcro biting my wrists. I flexed. Useless. No pinch, no grip, no phone I no longer had. "Mask." Elastic pulled. Darkness dropped like a blind over a site window. White-noise rose, nursery pitch, static shaped into womb hum. It ate the clock tick and the distant elevator. It ate my name for a while.

I heard her move away, then a console wake, keys tapping. "Moisture lead on primary tape seam. Baseline dry. Subject Neil, night one, sensor live." A pinch at my hip. Wire threaded under the diaper edge, cold for a second then body-warm. Status light must have been green. I could not see it. The betrayal waited in the circuit anyway. My bladder had always been mine. The last province. Architects pissed in alleyways behind job sites and called it freedom. Here the freedom was a graph.

Behind the mask I clamped down on spite. I will stay dry. I will beat your sensor. I will prove the animal in you wrong. My cock twitched at the vow like it knew I was lying. Heat crawled up my neck. Shame and anger braided tight. I listened for her breath at the bars.

She came back. Cloth rustle. Latex snap. "Hold still. This is for your own good." Her fingers found the tape at my thigh and peeled enough to expose skin, not enough to free me. Cool gel. Then pressure at my hole, slow, deliberate, a plug or cock-shaped trainer mounted for the night, I could not tell which without sight. I bucked once. Bars bit my arm. "You do not get to twist. Sensor reads struggle as settle failure." She pushed deeper. Inch by inch. My ass opened greedy and horrified. Burn spread. My balls drew tight. She worked with contractor patience, seating it until my rim hugged the flare. Tape resealed. The intrusion sat inside me like a structural column I had not specified.

"Breathing," she said. "Four in. Four out." I hated the count but my lungs obeyed. The fill stretched me when I inhaled. "Good baby. Hole already trained from intake. We will improve latency." Lubricant scent mixed with powder and my sweat. She tapped the diaper front. "You stay plugged until morning unless you earn removal. You know how you earn."

I did not answer. She pulled the mittens tighter. "Talk or tap. Protocol requires response."

"Yes," I rasped through the mask. Milk taste sour now on my tongue.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I understand."

"Understand what? Say it."

My face burned in the dark. "I stay plugged. I earn removal."

"By what?"

The white-noise swelled. I swallowed. "By settling. By behaving."

"Beg for the plug to stay if you mean it."

The words stuck. Then my cock leaked, a fat bead soaking into the padding I was vowing to keep dry. Humiliation lit me up. I whispered, filthy and small, "Please keep it in. Please keep my ass full. I need it. I need to be good for you."

Silence. Then her hand on the diaper, pressing the base of the intrusion deeper. "Good slut. Now we finish mounting."

She climbed the step stool. Bars creaked. Gloves off. Skin on skin at my thigh. Her weight settled between my spread legs, mittens pinning my chest through the sleeper. Cock, real and thick, nudged my balls then my shaft, smearing precum through the diaper's inner lining. She had cut a slit or opened the front panel, Air touched my skin where no air should be. "You begged for the plug. Beg for my cock."

"I…" Spite warred with need. "Please. Fuck me. Use my hole. I'm yours."

"Louder. Name who owns this crib."

"Matron Ives owns it. You own me. Please put your cock in me."

"Where?"

"My ass. My mouth. Anywhere. Please."

She laughed once, mean and quiet. "Mouth first. Open." She freed the mask at my mouth only. Rubber or skin, girth sliding past my lips, salt and soap taste. I gagged. She fed it inch by inch until my nose pressed pubic hair. Drool ran down my chin. "Suck like the bottle. Show me latency." I sucked. Head bobbing limited by bars. She fucked my face slow, deliberate, the same pace as the plug in my ass. Twin penetration. My cock throbbed untouched. She pulled out stringing spit. "Now you ask for the other hole."

"Please fuck my ass. Please take the plug out and fuck me. I need your cock inside me. I'm a whore for it. Please."

"Say you piss yourself if you come without permission."

"If I come I'll piss myself. I'll soak the diaper. I'll fail your sensor. Please don't make me fail."

"You will fail anyway. Say it."

"I'll fail. I'm a piss baby. Please fuck me anyway."

She stripped the plug with a wet pop that echoed in the white-noise. Cool air on my gaping rim. Then her cock, hotter and harder, pushed in without mercy. I screamed into the mask edge. She set a cruel slow rhythm, crib rocking, bars rattling. "Hold still. This is for your own good." Every thrust punched breath out of me. Sweat slicked my back. The padding crinkled violent beneath us. She reached under and wrapped fingers around my cock. "You do not come until I hear the full speech."

I choked on sobs and lust. "Please let me come. Please Matron Ives's staff let me come. I'm Neil, I'm your baby, I'm your fucktoy, I want to shoot in this diaper, please count me as good, please let me cum on your cock in my ass, please please please."

"Again. Filthier."

"Please pound my shithole and milk my cock. I'm begging. I'm nothing. I'll say it in the morning report. I'll say I'm a ass slut. Just let me cum."

She drove deep and held. "Come now. Piss if you have to. Show me everything."

Orgasm ripped me. Cock pulsing in her fist, cum stripe after stripe into the diaper lining, thin and then heavier as my bladder let go in the same convulsion. Warm flood spread under my balls while she still fucked me through it. I sobbed aloud, taste of milk and spit and shame. She did not stop until she finished inside me, hot spill in my guts. Then she pulled out, taped me shut, reseated the plug, or a fresh one, I lost track through the aftershocks.

"Settle latency recorded. Fluid event flagged preemptively." She said it like weather. "Sleep now."

Mask back down. Mittens checked. White-noise to ceiling. Her footsteps faded. Console beeped once.

Exhaustion poured in where spite had been. I floated. The sensor arm at my hip counted quiet minutes into a log I would never see until morning. My cock softened in cooling cum. The wet zone spread. I thought I would wake dry if I slept hard enough. Architects believe in will. The nursery believes in wiring.

Deep sleep took me. No dreams I remember. Only pressure building low, unrelated to sex, animal release while my conscious self was off duty. A full uncontrolled flood spiked the moisture channel. I did not feel it happen. Only the aftermath, sagging weight, ammonia tang threading the lavender, heat where powder had been clean.

I surfaced to paper feeding through a printer slot mounted beside the crib. Mechanical tear. The handler's voice, morning-rough or deep night, no way to tell. "Neil. Night report card. Read aloud for chart."

She lifted my mask. Blinking hurt. The clock had not moved as much as I needed. Day two. Eighty-eight days remaining. The printout shook in her fingers. She held it for my eyes.

NIGHT SUBJECT: NEIL VOLUME SCORE: 4/5 (significant secondary flood post-coital) TIMESTAMP: 03:17 SETTLE LATENCY: 22 min (below benchmark) STRUGGLE INDEX: low after penetration GRADE NOTE: unconscious voiding; recommend continued sensor monitoring

I read it twice. My voice cracked. "I didn't… I was asleep."

"You were monitored. Sleep is not off contract." She tapped the soaked front. "You told yourself you'd stay dry. Sensor knew before you woke."

Humiliation crested fresh. My cock stirred against the mess like it hated me. "Please change me. Please unlock the side rail. I can't sit in this."

"Morning protocol decides changes and rails. You may beg now. It is logged."

"Please. I'm soaked in piss and cum. Please change my diaper. Please let me out of the crib to stand. Please."

She folded the report card into my mitted hands. "Deferred. Card stays with you until Matron review." She reset the mask. I heard her at the console. "Baseline reset for day two. Moisture channel active."

I lay in the cooling stink, report card crinkling against my palm inside the mitten, every minute scored. The last unmonitored hours I thought I owned were gone. Sleep had testified against me. I understood the contract floor then, not a finish line but a minimum. Discharge by grade meant the days could stack forever.

A new sound cut the white-noise. Badge chirp at the door. Unfamiliar footsteps, heavier, a different perfume cutting bleach. Someone new crossed the threshold. A voice I did not know, female, crisp. "Handover on Neil? I'll take the crib and the night chart."

The handler answered, "Plugged until review. Flood at oh-three-seventeen. Latency twenty-two. He's awake under mask."

"Good. We add day-two rules after breakfast." The new arrival's shadow fell across the bars. "Neil, I haven't met you yet. You'll learn my name when you earn it. Until then you listen through the mask and you hold still when you're told."

She pulled the report card from my mitted grip. Paper whisked away. Her fingers checked the tape seam, wire still live. "Still wet. Still scored. Still mine to schedule."

The crib night had not ended. The day had already started without my consent. I closed my eyes behind the mask and tasted last night's milk on my tongue while strangers traded my numbers at the foot of the bed.


Chapter 3: Wettest to Driest

The flat electronic bell cut through my skull before my eyes were open, and the wall board across the ward was already alive, columns of numbers blooming in ranked order while I lay pinned in the barred crib with the night report card still curled in my fist. Day five. Eighty-five days left on the contract if the calendar meant anything, and the display said it did not, discharge rode on staff grades, not dates, and my column sat low with a red volume figure I recognized as mine before I found my name. Crib fourteen. Near the wet end. The overhead lights slammed white and every shadow died, handlers moving in score order, keys rattling, the wettest cribs unlocking first while drier numbers waited their turn like they still had dignity left.

My legs shook when they hauled me out. The thick diaper between them had gone cold and heavy overnight, sap soaked into the core, the plastic shell crinkling loud enough that the boy two cribs down turned his head. I had told myself I was not like him. I had designed buildings. I negotiated for window placement. None of that showed on the board. Only milliliters and latency and a settle score that made me want to vomit.

They marched us in a line toward the changing row, wettest first, a lead monitor calling volumes as we walked so the whole ward heard who had failed how badly. Four hundred twelve for crib three. Three eighty for crib seven. My number would come. Everyone would know. Terror of exposure sat in my throat sharper than the smell of bleach and used diaper, and I could not swallow it down.

The communal tables rose on one synchronized latch, hydraulics sighing, each station bare under the lights, no curtain, no screen, neighbors still on their cribs or already strapped flat watching the parade tighten. Texture hit me first, the vinyl cold through the thin sleeper, the weight of my own mess dragging at each step. A junior monitor with a tablet and a stylus stood at the head of the row, re-reading the ledger aloud, re-ranking cribs wettest to driest while handlers shuffled the line to match. Names ahead of me peeled open in public, tapes ripped, sodden cores weighed on the scale, numbers shouted for the board to update. Crib eleven, five ten. Crib nine, four ninety. Laughter from somewhere drier. A whimper from someone who thought they had hidden it.

I watched their faces while they watched mine approach. That was the stake. Not Matron Ives with her warm hands and cold charts. The men who had been furniture last night were a jury now. I had clung to being different from them. The ledger was stripping that off layer by layer.

Crib fourteen. Neil.

Hands I did not know rolled me onto the open table. The sleeper went up to my chest. Straps bit my wrists without asking. Cold air hit the sodden bulk between my legs, swollen and slack, tape tabs already peeling from the humidity inside. The lead monitor read my night card. "Four sixty-one milliliters. Peak flow oh-three-fourteen. Settle latency twelve minutes. Response grade pending."

The junior monitor leaned in close enough that I smelled mint on her breath. "Eyes forward, Neil. Do not look at the floor. Staff grades involuntary response on a five-point scale. Twitching, vocalization, hip lift, erection onset, leak past the guard." She hooked a thumb under the waistband and dragged the diaper down in one rough peel. The ward saw everything. My cock lay half stiff against my thigh, balls tight, skin tacky where the gel had wicked. Shame flooded me at the weight of it, the heavy sodden mass slapping the scale, four sixty-one announced again for anyone who had missed it the first time.

"Point four vocalization at first touch," she said into the tablet. "Point three hip lift. Erection onset under thirty seconds." She did not touch me there yet. She watched. They all watched. "Say your volume for the row."

I shook my head. A handler pressed my shoulder flat.

"You will say it," the junior monitor said. "Or we log refusal and Matron Ives adds a bench cycle before breakfast."

My voice came out cracked. "Four hundred sixty-one milliliters."

"Louder."

"Four hundred sixty-one milliliters." Heat crawled up my neck. My cock twitched and she noted it. "Point five erection. Involuntary. Logged." She wiped me with cold cloths that scraped, then powder that stung the creases, then a fresh shell, thick and crinkling, taped snug while my balls ached from being seen. "Response aggregate two point nine. Below wing average. Parade holds."

Below average. The words stuck like the powder. Not anonymous anymore. A number in a grading economy, ranked wettest to driest, response scored while peers stared from their own tables waiting their call or savoring their place higher on the column.

They did not return me to the crib. Two handlers marched me straight down the aisle to the edging bench, its leather worn shiny, arm and leg brackets open, a monitor station with a timer and a red lamp already glowing. The next name in the wet parade was being called behind me. Momentum did not break for shame.

"Strap him," the junior monitor said. "Ledger assigns one bench cycle for sub-average response. Matron Ives signed it before lights."

Matron Ives appeared at the edge of my vision, chart in hand, expression warm as a nurse, eyes cold as a ledger. She checked the strap across my chest without looking at my face. "You wanted privacy, Neil. The wing does not offer it. Your nights are public now. Your failures are ranked. You do not get to decide that anymore."

The brackets locked my ankles wide. The fresh shell crinkled every time I breathed. A gloved hand found my cock through the front panel, slit cut for access, and the bench motor hummed. The first cycle started before I could beg.

Timed edges. That was the instrument. Not the crib ritual from last night. Not the bottle and mittens. A machine rhythm layered on top of the humiliation still fresh on my skin, public change, announced volume, graded twitching. The hand stroked slow then fast, thumb crushing the head on the upstroke, pressure building while the timer ticked loud, ten seconds to threshold, nine, eight. My hips jerked against the straps. The red lamp flashed. Touch vanished.

Ruined crest. Spunk kicked up the tube of my cock and spilled in wasted stripes across my belly and the inside of the fresh diaper, not a shot, a leak, while the monitor typed incomplete completion, cycle one.

"Filthy little slut," the junior monitor said flat. "You almost had it and you dribble like a broken toy. Beg for the next edge or we add a cycle."

"Please," I heard myself say, and hated the word leaving my mouth twice in one breath. "Please let me finish. Please touch my cock."

"Say what you are for the log."

"I'm a wet baby. I'm ranked wet. I leak in my sleep and I leak on the bench." Shame fused with arousal until I could not split them. My cock stayed hard, angry, slick at the tip.

Cycle two. Faster hand. Crinkle of the shell each time my ass lifted off the leather. The ward noise faded to a roar behind my ribs. I had designed skylines. I was strapped open while a tablet graded how pathetically my body answered. Seven seconds. Six. Full ache at the root. Lamp. Gone.

Second ruin. Cum oozed out in pulses that never satisfied, pooling warm against the new diaper, smell sharp under the powder. Incomplete completion, cycle two. The timer reset.

Ives leaned down at my ear. "Discharge is not day ninety, Neil. It is when staff say you are trained. Eighty-five days is a floor. You can ride this bench until the chart says otherwise. Perform for the ledger or sink lower."

Resistance had been my spine since intake. Need was replacing it. I needed the hand back. I needed to not be incomplete on the board. I needed them to see me try even if trying was worse than hiding.

"Look at the column when cycle three ends," she said. "You will watch your rank drop if you waste another release."

Cycle three. They used a sleeve this time, wet rubber squealing on my shaft, twist at the crown, brutal pace matching the bell that still chimed somewhere for the changing row. My balls drew up. Breath broke into fragments. Harder. Harder. Red lamp. Withdrawal. I screamed anyway, a short ugly sound, spunk jetting once then dying to a dribble down my sack while the monitor marked ruin three.

The next resident's name echoed for the bench behind me. Footsteps. Another man led past, eyes flicking to my mess, my rank, my straps. Parade momentum unbroken. I sagged in the brackets, cock twitching, diaper heavy with fresh failure on top of four sixty-one milliliters of proof.

"One completion allowed," Matron Ives said, and the junior monitor's grip returned, rough, punishing, no tenderness. "You will cum when I say and not before. You will thank the wing for teaching you. You will say you belong on the wet end of the column."

Her fist worked my cock like she meant to milk punishment out of it, base to tip, spit landing on the head for slick, other hand pinching my nipple through the sleeper until I arched and swore. "Say it."

"I belong on the wet end. I'm the wettest filth in the row. Fuck, I'm your whore, make me cum, I need it, I need to finish for the grade."

"Good hole." She sped up. "Cum now. Full. On my count or it is another ruin logged."

The orgasm tore out of me different from the wasted leaks, whole and violent, spunk shooting thick across my stomach and into the diaper gap, balls emptying in jerks while I sobbed and the monitor typed complete, cycle four, vocalization point five, hip thrust logged. Filthy and degrading and mine, not hidden, not private, scored.

She wiped her hand on my thigh. Straps released. I stood on legs that were not mine, diaper crinkling under the mess, column on the wall updating in peripheral red, crib fourteen sliding among the wet ranks where everyone could see.

Alone in the noise, handlers already peeling the next man at the tables, bell flat and electronic, lights still white, I stopped telling myself I could endure in silence until discharge. Hiding had died on the open table. The ledger owned my nights. I would perform for it, wet rank and ruined edges and all, because exposure had won and the only move left was to chase the grade before the floor became my ceiling.


Chapter 4: Crib by the Window

I was still squirming when the footfall stopped outside the bars.

The ward had gone quiet after lights-out, handlers murmuring down the hall until their boots faded and the overhead strips died to a thin red seam along the floor. I could not hold still. My thick diaper rustled every time I shifted my hips, the plastic shell catching what little glow leaked from the corridor. I had picked at the corner of my onesie until the snap hung open. My fingers worried the waistband tape like it owed me an answer. Seventy-nine days left on the contract if you believed the wall board, day eleven if you believed the ink they made us memorize every dawn. I knew both numbers. I knew which one could move without the calendar moving at all.

Soft shoes. No clipboard knock. No junior monitor voice calling my ledger line for the room to hear.

Matron Ives slipped through the gap in the bars like she owned the dark. She carried a warmed bottle in one hand, steam ghosting off the nipple. Her other hand stayed empty. No chart. No pen. That scared me worse than the wet parade had.

"Neil."

I froze mid-fidget, ass half lifted off the mattress, diaper crinkling loud in the hush.

"Caught you," she said, quiet enough that the sleeping rows would not stir. "Hands on the rail. Show me."

I put my palms on the cold metal. Shame hit hot under my ribs. An architect who used to sell skylines to men in suits, now caught rubbing his padded crotch because the ward went silent and his body would not.

She did not write it down. She set the bottle on the side table and opened the bars. Her arms went under me before I could flatten into the stillness they trained into us after parade. She lifted me out of the assigned slot like I weighed nothing, onesie gaping, tape tabs whispering as my weight settled against her chest.

Rocking started before my feet left the mattress. Slow. Warm. Her palm spread between my shoulder blades while the bottle waited. No score. No grade announced to the ceiling. My throat tightened anyway.

"You climbed," she murmured against my ear. "Ledger line up two ticks since yesterday. Handlers noticed. I noticed."

Her thumb found the chart strip on the inside of my wrist, the place they stamped each morning after the tables. Ink there was always cold. Her skin was not. Cold numbers. Warm hand on my back. The contrast made me stupid.

"I did what they said," I whispered.

"You did more than avoid the stick." Her voice stayed low, almost fond. "You held your volume. You kept your response score from embarrassing me in the open row."

Embarrassing her. Not embarrassing myself in front of the other residents. Her.

Handlers' voices dropped off completely somewhere beyond the wet-end rows. She carried me past dark enclosures, each one a bundled shape breathing slow behind rails. The corridor strip reflected in the nursery glass ahead, my padded ass hanging in her grip, face hot against her collar.

The bay everyone watched sat at the end. City glass. Night air seeping at the seal. Height over the lower tiers where the soggiest scores slept stacked like shame.

A soft chime. The lock released.

She lowered me into the coveted spot by the window.

Cool pane against my knuckles when I braced on the rail. Warm room at my back. Below us the ledger board glowed through the glass, names and ticks lit for morning rank whether we were awake or not. My old assignment was a dark rectangle somewhere in the wet band. This one sat above it, framed in light and skyline.

"Look," she said.

I looked. Reflection first. Grown man in baby print, hair mussed, eyes too bright. Then the board. My line had moved. Not enough to discharge. Enough to hurt with hope.

She reached into her pocket. Not procedure gear. Privilege gear.

A soft teether, silicone dimpled for gums we were not supposed to need. She pressed it into my right hand like a key.

A small remote, matte black, one LED dormant. She curled my left fingers around it.

"Hold your toys, Neil. Tonight they are yours."

Not a threat tone. Worse. Reward tone. Comfort engineered to make my skin hungry for the next tick upward.

She clicked the remote. Low pulse started somewhere inside my diaper, a buried disc humming against my balls through the soaked core I had been hiding since parade. Not enough to finish. Enough to make my cock twitch hard against the front panel.

I gasped. The window threw the sound back thin.

"Easy," she said. "Rock with me."

She sat in the wide chair beside the enclosure, me in her lap, bottle finally lifted to my lips. Warm milk. Vanilla chemical calm. The pulse stayed low while she rocked one unhurried rhythm. Praise stayed in my ear between swallows.

"Good climb. Good hold. Good boy for your matron."

The word landed where she wanted it. Gratitude burned under the shame. I sucked the nipple harder than I meant to.

Her free hand slid down my onesie, not clinical. Slow. Fingers found the tape edge and peeled one tab back enough to reach skin without exposing me to the glass. Warm palm on my lower belly. Cold ink on my wrist again as she pinned my arm to read the number like she still had a chart in her head.

"Two ticks," she whispered. "You want the window again tomorrow, you give me another."

"I want it," I said around the nipple. The pulse bumped once, stronger, then dropped.

"Say what you swore you would not."

My face flamed. I had told myself at intake I would never beg for nursery treats. Never chase grades like a trained pet. Never admit the heat when they praised me.

"I want to please you," I heard myself say. Filthy because it was true. "I want your approval. I want the rank. I want this fucking chair by the glass."

"Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

She turned the remote up one step. The disc pressed my taint and the root of my cock through the gap she had opened. Vibration spread wet heat I had been carrying since the open table at dawn. My balls drew tight. I moaned against the bottle.

"Keep drinking. Rock when I rock."

I did. Gratitude and need tangled until I could not tell them apart. Discharge was not seventy-nine days. Discharge was her line on a board that could stall forever if I slid back down the wet list. For the first time the stick and the carrot were the same hand.

She set the bottle aside when my chin dripped. Shifted me forward across her thighs, belly on her knees, ass raised toward the window. Skyline witnesses. My reflection a man split open by privilege.

"This is rung four, Neil. You swore you would never give me your mouth on command without fight."

I had sworn it in the intake interview when they asked about limits. Mouth was work. Mouth was architecture presentations. Mouth was not a hole for nursery reward.

Her fingers tangled in my hair. Not yanking. Guiding.

"Open."

I opened. Shame fused with the pulse humming in my diaper. I wanted her to see me choose it.

She freed her cock from her uniform slacks, thick and already slick at the head, nothing coy about it. Staff were adults here. Bodies were adult. She did not explain. She put the head on my tongue.

"Taste what good grades buy."

I tasted salt and soap. The pulse in my diaper bumped in time with my heartbeat. I sucked because I wanted the next tick. Because her approval had become something I could lose. Because gratitude had turned traitor against my old pride.

"Take more. No gagging pretty. I want the ugly sound."

I took more. Jaw aching. Spit slicking my chin onto the rail. She rocked the chair slow, one rhythm, remote in her other hand rolling the vibration through my balls and ass while her cock slid deeper toward my throat.

"Say it."

"I'm your good little toy," I slurred around her shaft, drool stringing to the mattress. "Use my mouth. I want the window. I want you."

"Again."

"I'm a whore for grades. Feed me. I'll choke on it."

She pushed. My throat opened greedy when I should have fought. Wet obscene gulping filled the bay, louder than the city hum through the glass. She held depth until my eyes watered, then pulled back so I could breathe snot and spit.

"Don't come yet."

I whimpered. Cock raging against the front of my diaper, leak spreading fresh warmth the disc could feel.

She worked my hair like a handle, fucking my mouth in the same slow stroke as the chair. No counting. No stacked peaks. One long climb. Praise between thrusts.

"Good boy. Sweet hole. You chase my ledger now, not because I beat you. Because you need my warm hand more than the cold chart."

True. Irreversible the second I moaned yes around her cock.

The remote stepped up again. Vibration hammered my prostate through the wet core and the plug channel they had packed at change table without announcing it. I had not even known until now. Remote owned what parade had hidden.

"Beg for finish."

"Please let me cum," I gasped when she let me off her cock for one breath. Only please I could spend tonight. "Please, Ives. I'll be your bitch. I'll hold volume. I'll perform on the table. Just don't take this away."

"Come when I say. One breath. One permission."

She buried herself in my mouth again. Held my head still. Finger on the remote constant now, pulse locked high. My whole body drew into a single held wire, window glass showing a man impaled on cock and vibration, skyline cold, her hand warm on my neck.

"Now."

I came violent into my diaper, cock jumping, cum flooding the front panel hot and thick while I gagged on her thrust. Ass clenched around nothing and the hidden disc. Spit ran from my lips onto the sheet. One crest. One release. No numbers out loud. Just the wet slap of my orgasm soaking what dawn would weigh and her cock pulsing on my tongue while I swallowed what she gave.

She stayed buried through the aftershocks milking my throat. Mean and tender at once.

"Swallow. Every drop for your climb."

I swallowed. Salt flooded my belly with the milk already there. Shame and gratitude made me shake.

She eased out slow. Thumb wiped my chin, then my wet eyes. Pulled my tab back into place with a firm press that seated the ruined core against my spent cock.

"Stay."

She tucked me into the wide mattress by the window, teether between my hands, remote placed within reach on the rail like a promise I could touch but not escape. Bottle empty. Mittens left in her pocket on purpose tonight so my fingers could find buttons.

"Seventy-nine days on the wall," she said softly. "Floor, not ceiling. You discharge when I grade you ready, and I grade you ready when you chase without me chasing you. Lose ticks, lose this view. Lose my approval, lose the hand that stays warm when the ink stays cold."

She kissed my forehead. Staff act. Trap act. I could not tell which and no longer cared to split them.

Footsteps receded. Corridor glow died against her shoulder until only the board beyond the glass lit the room.

I lay in the coveted spot, diaper cooling where cum and piss had mixed, pulse on the remote dormant but the LED glowing small and steady in my left hand. My reflection in the pane held the same LED like a second heart. Beyond it the ledger board already showed tomorrow's empty column waiting for volume and response scores, my name higher than it had been at dawn but not high enough to stop wanting.

A distant flat bell pre-chimed for morning rank, one soft strike testing the speakers down the wet-end rows.

I fingered the remote and did not give it back.


Chapter 5: Blueprints on Her Wall

The summons slip slid under my door before I could finish the malpractice paragraph in my head. I had the words lined up like steel. Negligence dismissal contingent on residential completion. Thirty days logged. One third of ninety. Automatic countersignature on the discharge folder. I read her block print twice. Ives office. One hour. Bring your folder. I taped the crepe on my thigh where the nursery plastic bit and I walked the corridor with the discharge packet already open on my palm so I would not lose my nerve.

Her door stood ajar. The wing smelled like warmed vinyl and bleach under the lullaby speaker someone left on low. I stepped in and stopped with my arm out. The folder lay on her desk exactly where I would have put it. My fingers stayed extended for a countersignature that never met hers. She sat behind the wood with her chart tablet angled away from me and her eyes on my face, not my offer.

"I served thirty days," I said. "That is one third of ninety. The contract says residential completion triggers release. I need your countersignature on the discharge line today."

She did not reach for the pen in the ceramic cup. Silence held the room the way a poured slab holds weight. The lullaby ticked, and the crinkle came when I shifted my hips. The diaper had gone quiet after morning change, but it announced me with every step I took on the linoleum.

"You are counting calendar," she said finally. "Open the grade column."

I turned the folder. My eyes snagged on standing, not dates. Discharge by grade. Ninety days minimum stay, not release at day ninety. The countdown I had kept behind my teeth since intake had never been a door. It was a floor. Sixty days remained on the contract clock and none of them guaranteed exit if my line stayed low.

"Dry streak," she said, tapping the tablet. "Documented resistance. Each fight you staged in the ward shaved points. Stability reads backward here. You performed control. The chart recorded instability."

My mouth went dry. I tasted the grape electrolyte they made us sip after checks, sour on the back of my tongue from breakfast. I had thought fighting kept me a man in the building. The sheet said I was a risk to my own soundness.

She rose. "Turn around."

I pivoted toward the wall behind me. Pinned there, wing construction plans spread wide under glass, title block screaming my old firm's stamp. My stamp. My lines. I had drawn this nursery wing before the collapse on another job ate my name in court. Ives traced the margin with one finger, nail clicking on the laminate.

"Public display," she said, loud enough that the door being open mattered. "This is the structural soundness rubric you litigated into ruin. Load path. Redundancy. Honest reporting when the beam tells the truth. Same headers now. Soundness Chart. It grades you."

Footsteps paused in the hall. A monitor's shadow crossed the strip of light. My face burned. The plans showed crib rows, changing stations, the very window crib I had begged for on a ledger score. The building I designed was grading my regression. The ninety day count in my head had never been filed on any form she kept.

"I authored those blueprints," I said. One beat. One honest admission. "The collapse on the Meridian tower. The malpractice leverage. I drew this wing. I know what soundness means."

She marked her tablet without flinching. "Logged."

The monitor in the hall cleared her throat. Ives did not close the door.

"Only discharge path staff can countersign," she said. "Authenticity we score. Not control you perform. You have none to give yet. That is why your line stays low."

Bargaining cracked in my chest. I had brought leverage. I had brought math. The metric inverted until surrender was the only key and I could not fake my way through her pen. I could lose both the malpractice dismissal and any fixed end date. Graded resident forever if the line never moved.

"Display him," Ives said to the hall.

The junior monitor stepped in with the plastic cart. The sound hit first, wheels chirping, then the rip of tape she pulled from the roll. Public. My romper snaps went loose under her fingers while I stood in front of my own plans. Cool air licked over me. The diaper hung thick between my thighs, warm from hours of holding the streak I thought would free me. She pinched the front panel and the crinkle turned sharp in my ears.

"Read the header aloud," Ives said.

I tasted salt when my lip caught between my teeth. "Soundness Chart. Regression authenticity. Load bearing honesty."

"Louder."

"Soundness Chart. Regression authenticity. Load bearing honesty."

The monitor hooked fingers in the waistband and peeled the diaper down. Exposure stung my ears worse than my skin. Staff could see the dry mesh lining I had clenched through for thirty days. Ives held the tablet up beside the blueprint glass like a twin exhibit.

"He performed dry," she told the hall. "Chart reads performance. Zero wet events logged. Zero release compliance. Mouth shut on begging. That is resistance. Resistance lowers grade."

The monitor's hand spread my cheeks for the wipe. Cold alcohol bite. I jerked and the lullaby kept playing. Someone outside laughed once and cut it off. Shame slammed up my throat and my cock stirred anyway, stupid, heavy against the plastic she held away from me.

"Please," I said before I could swallow the word. "I will comply."

"You will state what you are," Ives said.

"I'm a resident. I need grading fair."

"Filthy true."

"I'm a dry little fraud on your chart." The words scalded. My balls drew tight. "I fought the nursery so I could leave. I want out."

"You want out without giving what the wing measures." She set a fresh diaper on the cart with a slap that cracked through my skull. "Public change. Every monitor on this floor may log it. You will wet this one when told or the grade drops again."

The monitor lifted my balls and tucked the pad under. Powder dusted my crease. The tape went tight, aggressive, front panel mashed over my cock so the outline showed through the printed nursery animals. Ives clicked her pen.

"Malpractice dismissal ties to completion," I said, bargaining sliding into pleading. "If you void the contract I go back to court naked."

"Then give authenticity." She pulled a strap from the cart drawer. Black silicone, matte, harness buckles clinking. "Not words you rehearsed in the corridor."

She buckled it around her hips over her white uniform skirt. The monitor gripped my shoulders and walked me two steps until my nose almost touched the blueprint glass. My firm's stamp blurred through tears I hated. Reflection overlay: me in fresh crinkling bulk, her with the cock jutting from her pelvis like a verdict.

"Hands on the glass," Ives said. "Read load path aloud while she opens you."

I planted my palms on the laminate. Vibration traveled up from the hall traffic. The monitor spat on her fingers and worked my asshole slow while the wing listened. Taste of grape drink and spit flooded my mouth when I opened it to breathe. The rubric column on the plan matched the column on her tablet. I had written those headers in a conference room years ago. Now they measured how deep I could take shame without lying.

"Load path continuous," I choked. "Redundancy documented."

"Spread."

I widened my stance. The diaper bulk forced my thighs apart. The monitor's fingers breached and the wet schlick made the junior in the hall gasp. Ives pressed the head of the strap against my hole.

"You designed this room for obedience," she said. "You will feel what you built."

She drove in one long cruel push. My forehead knocked glass. The strap filled my ass raw, stretching ring muscle that had clenched for thirty days against everything she wanted. Pain lit bright then melted into heat that pooled at my root. I moaned and the lullaby covered it poorly.

"Count nothing," she said. "You do not get rhythm. You get truth."

She fucked me in front of the plans, harness slapping my taped cheeks, each impact a crinkle burst in stereo with her breath. The monitor held my wrists to the glass so my palms squeaked. Visitors in the hall went quiet then whispered. Public display. My whole world shrank to her thrusts and the wing watching me learn the metric.

"Say what the beam did on Meridian," she demanded.

"It lied on paper." I sobbed the words. "I signed anyway."

"Say what your mouth did here."

"I lied dry. I lied fight."

"Say what your ass does now."

"It takes it. It takes your cock. Please fuck the fraud out."

She yanked my hair back so the room saw my profile, my open mouth, drool stringing to my chin. The strap pistoned harder. My prostate jumped on every grind. Denial had been the whole month and it collapsed into craving so complete I shook. I begged in fragments. Harder. Deeper. Grade me. Mark me. I tasted my own spit and the metallic tang of fear.

She reached around and mashed the front of my diaper. The bulk squashed my shaft trapped inside. Pressure and friction through the diaper made me wail. Cruel. She rubbed in circles while she pounded my hole and the dual assault shredded what was left of my architect voice.

"You will wet on command," she said in my ear. "Sound is part of score. Let them hear."

I cried once and my bladder let go. Hot piss flooded the fresh diaper, hiss loud in the office, steam spreading while she did not stop fucking me. The crinkle turned sloppy. Urine darkened the front panel and dripped at the leg gap onto the tile. Someone in the hall moaned. My shame fused with the heat in my balls until I could not split them.

"That's logging," Ives said flat. "First authentic event in thirty days."

The monitor announced volume for the chart. Milliliters for the wing record. My cheek burned against the glass. Ives bit my shoulder through the romper strap and drove deep, holding there, grinding the base in circles that lit my nerves white.

"Don't you come until you ask like a resident," she said.

"Let me come." I shattered into crude pieces. "I'm your wet slut resident. Grade my hole. I surrender. I surrender."

She snarled approval and snapped her hips brutal. One ordeal. One climb. No stacking. She worked my cock through the soaked diaper with her fist while the strap owned my ass and the office listened to the wet slap of plastic and piss. Edge held me on a knife for endless minutes I could not measure. Hall whispers. Cart wheels. Her breath hot on my neck. My hole spasmed around silicone. My balls pulled up tight.

When she allowed it, orgasm hit like a structural failure, total, degrading, one massive release that pumped cum into the ruined diaper in thick pulses I felt through every grain of the tape. I screamed into the blueprint glass. Spit smeared the laminate under my lips. My ass clenched and milked her strap while I emptied, vision blank, hearing only the obscene squelch and the lullaby and her low laugh.

She held me on the strap until the last drip left me shaking. Then she eased out. Cool air burned my gaping hole. Wet diaper sagged heavy between my legs, warm with piss and cum, tape straining. The monitor photographed the panel for the log. Public record. Authentic event.

Ives wiped her strap with a wipe that smelled like bleach and grape. She did not soften her face. She turned me from the wall with a grip on my chin so the hall saw my wrecked expression and the dark front of my romper.

"Malpractice stays on the table while your grade climbs," she said. "No ninetieth day door. Sixty days remain minimum. You could stay graded resident until you mean the regression."

Bargaining was dead in my mouth. I had nothing left to trade except the truth my body had just filed.

She slid the discharge folder toward me. Blank signature line under grade column still empty. Her pen beside it.

"If you want my countersignature," she said, "the next thirty days on the chart require public compliance, wet logging when ordered, and no performed fight. You will crawl back to the window crib tonight and ask for change with your legs open while monitors watch. You will taste every spoonful they feed you and thank them loud enough for the Soundness header to hear."

My knees buckled. Craving pulsed where defiance had lived an hour ago.

She leaned close so only I caught the last words before the hall did.

"We are only just beginning."

She clicked the tablet. The wing chimed for afternoon round. I walked out crinkling, leaking shame down my thighs, sixty days on the contract and no ceiling in sight, while my blueprints on her wall kept grading every step I took.


Chapter 6: Caught at the Splice

I crouched at the humming night-monitor station with one mitten worked loose, tracing sensor leads by the glow of the Dry Ledger like a man reading his own faulty blueprint. The bay smelled of warm plastic and old copper. My knees burned on the grating. Day thirty-one. Fifty-nine days left on the contract I had been stupid enough to treat like a finish line. The ledger columns scrolled wet scores, sound scores, compliance ticks. My name sat in the middle band, cooperative enough to keep the crib by the window. I had come down here to steal that back with my hands.

The corridor latch clicked. Light swept the station glass and moved on. A handler’s shadow passed without stopping. Boots faded toward the wet wing. Normal night. Interrupted for three seconds. My pulse jumped anyway. I flexed my bare fingers on the moisture line and told myself I was still an architect, not inventory.

I mapped the bay the way I used to map a faulted job site. Moisture sensor here. Sound relay there. Score feed into the wing server. If the ward wanted a wet baby who leaked on schedule, they could script someone else. I would hold dry and forge the number that kept me graded human. Pride sat under my ribs, hot and stupid. Control was the only weapon they had not taken.

Hours passed in the crouch. The ledger ticked. My thighs cramped. The diaper between my legs stayed dry while the board behind me pretended otherwise for other names. I refused the wet-score script. I breathed through the crinkle when I shifted. The clock stripped toward four, then five. Discharge by grade, not date. Ives had said it to my face. Ninety days a floor. My calendar meant nothing. So I would cheat the grade until they caught me or I won.

I slipped a needle probe under the moisture sensor housing on my assigned lead. The relay wanted a closed circuit when skin got damp. I bridged it with a stripped jumper to the sound channel. Dry wire would read as vocalization, fuss, the kind of authentic noise that bumped soundness without a leak. A passing trace. Manufactured. Mine. My cock stirred against the diaper front from sheer defiance, not kindness. I almost laughed. Almost.

The station door sealed. Boots hit the grating hard. Not a passing shadow this time.

“Neil.”

Handler Vera. New voice on the wing. I had seen her chart initials twice and ignored them. She was broad in the shoulders, cap clipped tight, no warmth in her hands when she crossed the bay in three strides.

I kept the jumper live between my fingers.

“Step away from the console.”

I did not step away. Stupid. Proud. My bare hand stayed on the splice.

She pinned my wrists to the console lip. Metal bit my skin. The false trace kept scrolling on the board over my shoulder, sound score climbing while the real moisture line for my sensor stayed flat. Caught mid-splice. Stripped leads. Live forgery. Evidence humming in the wire.

“Unclench.”

I clenched harder. She yanked my mitten off and dropped it in the bin. Second witness in the log. Rung six. Stakes I could not talk my way past.

Vera keyed the alarm mute with her hip. “Matron Ives en route. You do correction here. Oral service. Station rhythm.”

Not comfort. Correction. She shoved my shoulders down until my knees hit cold floor tile. The hum from the monitors vibrated up through the grout into my bones. Weight on my shins. Scent of her uniform starch and the bay’s ozone.

“Open.”

I shook my head once. Defiant. Useless.

She fisted my hair and pulled until my mouth gaped. “You tampered with a graded sensor. You will swallow discipline on beat or I add obstruction.”

The station ticked. One pulse per second. She fed her strap through my lips on the downbeat. Rubber thick, warmed by her skin. I gagged. Spit slicked my chin. She held my head to the console edge and thrust to the relay rhythm, not human rhythm. Mechanical. Hum in my teeth.

“Take it, baby architect. You wanted to fake sound. Make sound.”

I choked. Drool strung to the tile. My jaw ached, immediate and sharp. She pulled out to the tip and slapped my cheek with the wet shaft.

“Beg for the next stroke.”

“Give it.” The words scraped. Shame and heat fused until I could not split them. “Feed me the fucking beat.”

“Filthier.”

“I want your cock down my throat on the tick. Use my mouth like the splice you caught.”

She drove in to the guard. I gagged loud. The real moisture line behind me spiked when my eyes watered, traitor body, and Vera laughed once.

“Look at the board, Neil. Your mouth leaks before your diaper does. Score that.”

She worked me ten ticks, twenty, edging my throat raw. Pulled off when I sucked hard for finish. Denied. My balls drew up tight in the diaper. Cock leaking precum into the dry core. She watched the tent with cold patience.

“Hands behind your back.”

I obeyed because the alternative was wrist cuffs and a worse log entry. She bound my wrists with a cable tie from the tool drawer. Matron Ives entered unhurried. Nursery authority in a cardigan over scrubs, chart tablet in hand, smile absent.

“Day thirty-one,” Ives said. “Fifty-nine remain on the contract floor. You are not negotiating discharge tonight. You are demonstrating why discharge is by grade.”

Vera kept the strap at my lips. “Open for Matron or I seal the obstruction flag.”

I opened. Ives did not touch me. She watched Vera face-fuck me slow while she read the live splice trace.

“Sound score forty-two from dry wire. Moisture flat. Manual bridge on relay seven.” Her voice stayed warm like hands, cold like charts. “Logged resistance. Reclassifying cooperative to unmanageable. Waiting-list clause active. Crib by window forfeited pending review.”

The words hit harder than the tile. Unmanageable. The tier that never discharged at all. I had crossed from graded compliance into logged resistance in one night. Irreversible on the tablet; she tapped confirm before I could speak.

Vera rammed deep on the confirm chime. I gagged, tears salt, spit pooling. Ives stepped closer. Scent of her soap, clean over the bay sweat.

“You built this wing’s rubric, Neil. You tried to forge your own soundness. That is not regression. That is fraud.”

I moaned around the rubber. Vera pulled back to edge me again, lips at the flare, breath on my soaked chin.

“Say what you are.”

“Unmanageable.” I sobbed it. “Fraud baby. Mouth hole for the station.”

“Again.”

“Grade me worthless. I faked the sensor. I deserve your cock choking me.”

Ives set the tablet on the console beside my cheek. The false reading still scrolled. My name flagged red.

“You belong in this room now.”

Not the window crib. This bay. This hum. This tier. Vera pushed me to the crest, throat bulging, eyes streaming, cock twitching in the diaper. Then she yanked out completely. Denied again. I whined, animal, begging.

“Please let me cum. Please, I’ll lick the tile, I’ll stay on the beat forever.”

“Unmanageable residents do not orgasm on correction.” Ives tapped the chart. “Edge recorded. Denial scored.”

Vera spat on my tongue and fed the strap back shallow, teasing my lips, not my throat. Two more crests. Two more yanks away. My balls hurt from weight and need. Jaw screaming. Groin flooded with precum and shame. No release. Ruined nowhere except a thin dribble darkening the front panel without permission, orgasm stolen and incomplete, spasms jerking my hips while they laughed at the puddle.

“Ruined emission,” Vera logged aloud for the tablet mic. “No completion credit.”

Ives signed with her stylus. “Witness Vera on splice interception. Matron on reclass. Waiting list notified.”

New player. New stakes. Exposed and used further until my knees bruised purple.

Vera retightened the mitten over my sore hand, fingers dead again. She yanked the leads from my grip. The jumper fell. The board dropped my forged sound to zero. Body sensation crashed in all at once: jaw ache, soaked groin, monitor hum in my teeth, copper taste, starch on my tongue from her uniform.

Ives unlocked the door. “Drag him to holding nursery. Window crib reassigned. Tomorrow we start authentic soundness drills. No tools. No hands.”

Vera hauled me up by the cable tie. My legs shook. The diaper sagged heavy with insult, not urine. She marched me off the bay toward the next ward beat. The false reading died on the screen behind us. My name stayed flagged live, unmanageable, fifty-nine days that were only a floor, sliding into the tier that never walked out.

The hum followed down the corridor into my skull. My cock throbbed denied and ruined. The scent of the wet wing grew ahead. Forward momentum with no finish, only the ache that would not let go.


Chapter 7: Reclassified

I watched them square the rubric stand to the three chairs while someone smoothed the gown ties and lined the name plaques in order. The observation frame for the empty crib sat at the far wall like a mouth that had learned to wait. Warm air pushed through the vents and the vinyl on the assessment table held a faint tack under my palms when I finally stood where they wanted me. Day forty-five. Forty-five days left on the contract I had signed like a man who still owned his signature. The feed on the wall had started saying discharge followed staff grade, not calendar. The midpoint had made that clear without raising its voice.

They brought me in as the only specimen. Matron Ives took the center chair. Two senior graders flanked her, clipboards flat on their knees, pens already uncapped. The room held the hush of a procedure about to be scored. My thick nursery garment rustled when I shifted. The diaper between my legs was dry for now, taped high, the plastic outer shell catching light in dull creases. I hated how my body knew that texture before my mind caught up.

"Neil," Matron Ives said. "Palms up. Station hold."

I turned my hands over. The junior night-monitor stepped forward from the side door. I knew her face from the rebellion nights. Vera, they called her on the badges. Her promotion ledger was tied to my regression curve. I had tanked her numbers when I spliced the moisture line and got caught at the station. Now she had to run today's assessment while the panel watched her fail or pass through me.

"Triangle lock," Matron Ives said.

Handler at my left. Vera at my right, gloved, tablet angled so the wall feed could mirror her taps. Me in the graded center station with my palms presented for the opening inspection count. Three points. Three people graded at once.

"Checkpoint one," Vera read from the rubric. Her voice tried for flat and landed thin. "Posture compliance. Gown clearance. Diaper integrity."

Her gloved hands moved down the list on my body. Fingers hooked the gown tie at my shoulder and tugged until the fabric gaped. Cool air hit my chest. Then her palm slid to the tape at my hip, pressing, listening for the crinkle, checking the seal like I was cargo. Shame sat in my throat and something hotter sat lower. I had come here to prove I still authored my own want. The room was built to take that proof and file it.

"Integrity sound," she said. "No breach."

Checkpoint two. Oral deferral. She tipped my chin up with two fingers. "Open."

I opened. Her thumb pressed my tongue down. I tasted latex and my own salt. The panel did not help. They watched.

Checkpoint three. Arousal suppression under observation.

Vera's hand dropped to the front of my diaper. Flat palm. Pressure through the shell. My cock stirred before I could clamp down, thickening against the inner lining, trapped, obscene in its own slow honesty.

"Subject shows response," Vera said, and her ears went red.

The wall feed chimed. My rebellion numbers pulled up in block type. Tank confirmed. Witnessed failure entering the record. The splice at the monitor station. The false sound. Every disciplined hour I had spent mapping wires had collapsed into one public line on a chart.

"Continue," Matron Ives said.

Stacked count. First tier passed when I held still through the waist check. Second tier held when Vera peeled the tape tab and folded the shell back enough to expose the padded gusset without tearing the seal. Warmth met her knuckles. The lining was dry, white, quilted. She pressed two fingers into the center and counted aloud for the panel.

"Absorbency margin acceptable. Tier two holds."

Third tier stumbled when her fingers slipped on the scored seam at my inner thigh. The rubric wanted a clean trace along the leak guard. She dragged too hard. The edge caught skin. I hissed. My hips jerked.

"Protocol break," one senior grader said.

My breath broke next. I could not will it back. Genuine arousal rose unbidden, climbing through the shame like it had chosen the Nursery over me. My cock pushed against the lining, full, leaking a slick thread that the diaper drank. Near-regression pulled at my thoughts. Small words. Small needs. I wanted to be checked and I wanted to be punished for wanting it and I could not tell which want was mine.

Vera stared at her tablet. Her own curve for promotion dipped on the mirrored feed. She could not will my body back. The panel stayed still.

"Fourth tier," she said, too late.

Her gloved hand cupped me through the thin inner layer, measuring swell, reading heat. My balls drew tight. I moaned. The sound was wrong for an architect. Right for the specimen.

"Counted fourth tier fails," Matron Ives said. The room kept counting without mercy. "Arousal under inspection. Unsuppressed. Curve dip logged."

Vera's mouth opened. Nothing came out. Her ledger and my flesh had betrayed us in the same minute.

Matron Ives stood. One calm note, pen already moving.

"Reclassified. Tier seven regression track. Crib expectation elevated. Diaper checks every two hours. Station assignment forfeited until further review."

The scratch of her pen was the only mercy and it was not mercy. It was filing.

"Hands remain primary instrument for this subject today," she said to Vera. "Complete the assessment under witness. Palms, lining, shaft root, perineal seal. Document every response."

Vera's gloves creaked. Her hands shook when she laid them on me again. Jealousy tore through me, stupid and sharp. I had hated her on the nights she watched me squirm. Now I hated that her promotion died on my cock's honest twitch. Terror came behind it. If my body sided with them under lights and plaques, I could not trust a single hard-on to be my own again.

"Spread," Matron Ives said.

I spread my legs on the table. The diaper bunched. Vera hooked the inner lining aside. My cock lay exposed, flushed, slick at the tip. Adult length. Adult weight. The graders did not remark on it. They did not need to. The rubric had my name on it.

"Checkpoint four. Manual compliance," Vera read.

Her fingers wrapped my shaft. Slow stroke for the camera. Texture of latex on skin. Warmth of her grip through the thin glove. I bucked.

"Stop," Matron Ives said.

She stopped. My cock throbbed in open air, angry, denied.

"Beg," she said, "and I might let you."

The words hit like a door nailed shut then cracked. I had begged in private. Never under three chairs and a crib frame.

"Please," I heard myself say, and I hated the word because I had used it too many times already in this building. "Please let me finish. Please, Matron."

"No."

Vera's hand stayed off. The panel watched my slit weep.

"You will say what you are."

"I'm your specimen." My voice broke. "I'm a diaper slut on tier seven. I leak when you inspect me."

"Again."

"I'm a horny little regression bitch who can't hide his hard cock from the chart."

Matron Ives nodded once. "Proceed to release count. Witnessed. Loud."

Vera gripped me again. First orgasm ripped up fast, too fast, stolen. I came across her glove in thick stripes, cum hitting the quilted lining, splashing the tape edge. I shouted. The senior grader marked the time.

"One," Matron Ives said. "Hold sensitivity. No wipe."

The second built while I was still spasming. Vera twisted her wrist at the root and dragged slow over the head. Oversensitive flesh screamed into pleasure. I begged between gritted teeth. Filthy things they wanted back at me.

"Say it."

"Ruin me. Use my cock like a handle. I'm your good little toy."

"Come again."

I did. Second orgasm longer, dragged out, balls aching, cum thinner, smearing down her fingers into the diaper that was supposed to stay clean for the rubric. The crinkle turned wet sound when she pressed the shell closed over the mess.

"Two. One more."

They did not give recovery. Matron Ives stepped beside the table. Her hand, bare, not Vera's, closed on my throat. Not enough to choke. Enough to own breath.

"You do not get to choose denial anymore."

Her other hand joined Vera's on my shaft. Two textures. Latex and skin. Warm palm over slick head. She stroked me through the third climax while I gagged on air and shame. I counted aloud because they made me.

"Three."

My vision whited. I sobbed. Cum pooled in the diaper seat, warm against my ass, leaking past the guard because they had broken the seal on purpose. The inspection had become the act. Hands everywhere. Palms on my balls, squeezing, rolling. Finger at my asshole through the gap, pressing, not entering, just enough to make me clench and offer.

"Fourth tier optional," she said. "Subject requested overstimulation per reclassification."

I had not requested anything. My body had. That was the terror. That was the proof.

Vera's slick glove pushed at my lips. "Suck. Clean."

I took her fingers in my mouth. Taste of my cum and rubber. I gagged. Drool ran my chin. She kept stroking me with a merciless steady pace, fourth orgasm building from nothing left, from nerve endings that should have quit.

"Count it."

"Four."

I came dry and violent, hips jumping, cock jerking in her fist, nothing left but spit and a whimper. The panel signed. Witness lines filled.

Matron Ives released my throat. She pressed the tape back down over the ruined diaper, sealing my filth inside with a pat that was almost kind and was not.

"Reclassification complete," she said. "Neil is tier seven. Regression curve accepts staff authorship of arousal response. Subject may no longer self-report desire without counter-signature."

My mind tried to reject it. My cock gave a last useless twitch against the warm wet pack already molding to me.

She leaned close. Quiet for me alone, loud enough for the record.

"Tomorrow. Zero five hundred. Report to nursery intake, east crib row, window side you wanted when you still negotiated. First bell demands a full change on the ledger before breakfast. Vera will watch the tape. I will watch your mouth."

Vera would not meet my eyes. Her promotion was a number bleeding into mine.

Handlers lifted me from the table. The gown fell back. The diaper sagged, heavy, warm between my legs, a texture I would carry through the ward. File still open. Forty-five days on the clock that was only a floor. Forward into the next required beat, reclassified, no longer trusting the first rise of heat in my groin to belong to me at all.


Chapter 8: Mourning the Skylines

The glass went first. One curtain-wall panel at a time the tower I had drawn unthreaded into black, each seam a crib bar, each reflection the corridor beyond the nursery window. I was still inside the building in my head, still walking the setback line I had fought for in a meeting room that smelled like coffee and ego, when the cold rail bit my knuckles and I was only Neil again, thumb already at my mouth, knees pulled up inside the thick diaper that held the night's mess against my skin.

Meal rings had stacked. Score ticks had stacked. The corridor light had gone pale, then amber, then dark, again and again, until the days ran into one long fold with no crease between them. Day sixty-seven sat somewhere in that fold. Twenty-three days lived on the chart by the door, but my chest did not reach for them the way it used to. I had stopped mouthing the number in the mirror above the changing table. Something in me had let the count go slack, like a line I no longer needed to hold.

After the witnessed test, after the junior night-monitor's face when my body answered the panel without permission, the wing had gone quiet around me in a different way. Not punishment quiet. Maintenance quiet. They still logged everything. They still checked the diaper at intervals and wrote the moisture line in ink that did not lie. But no one raised their voice. No handler write-up waited on my tray. Only the ordinary rhythm of the residential wing, worn thin until I could hear my own breath over it.

I caught myself humming once, low in my throat, the setback line from the tower dream set to the glow of the night-monitor strip above the crib rail. A prayer I never meant to learn. My cheeks burned. I stopped. The monitor did not flash. No one came. The hum had been mine alone, regressing in the dark like muscle memory for a life I was supposed to be shedding.

That night I tucked harder. Thumb deep. Knees to chest. The diaper crinkled every time I shifted, loud in the cool air that slid under the blanket when the HVAC clicked. I waited for the alarm tone that meant I had crossed a line. It did not come. Footsteps in the corridor slowed at my door, then paused. The latch did not lift for a write-up. Instead the door opened with the soft pressure of someone who already knew what she would find.

She crossed the room without switching on the overheads. Moonlight and monitor glow painted her uniform pale at the edges. Her hands found the blanket and drew it up, then under my chin. She sat on the edge of the crib, weight settling the mattress, and began to rock. Unhurried. No chart in her lap. No pen. Only the creak of the frame and the steady shift of her body against mine through the bars I used to hate.

I should have stiffened. A flash of defiance rose sharp and hot, the old Neil who had signed contracts and owned a name on a door. I tried to hold it. Tried to make my spine straight inside the babyish curl. Her palm cupped the back of my head, fingers spreading through my hair, and the defiance crumpled like wet paper. Not because she forced it. Because my body leaned into the warmth before my mind could veto, and the veto came too late to matter.

"No fight tonight," she said, voice low, almost amused. "You already gave them their show."

Shame hit, fused with heat that had nowhere honest to go except deeper into the mattress. I kept my thumb in my mouth. I did not pull away from her hand.

She rocked. The room cooled along the walls and warmed where we touched. Sound was everything. The diaper's plastic whisper when my hips settled. Her uniform brushing the rail. My own muffled breathing around my thumb. Somewhere distant a cart wheel ticked past. The wing breathed in its sleep and I breathed with it, smaller than I had been at the start of all this, smaller on purpose now, and the smallness did not feel like defeat for the first time. It felt like a place I could stay.

Grief broke without drama. It rose into my throat and sat there, heavy, while she rocked. I spoke once into the slope of her shoulder, words I had sworn I would not waste on anyone here.

"The skylines," I said, voice wrecked around my thumb. "The drafting table. My name on the firm door."

I left it there. I did not explain. I did not ask her to understand architecture or ego or the man who had walked into this wing believing ninety days was a ceiling he could negotiate. She did not soothe with lies. She did not tell me I would get it back. Her hand kept moving, steady, and the grief pooled in my chest, real as piss in the diaper, real as the scores that had stopped being abstract after the panel.

Beneath it, something else rooted. Slow. Ugly in its honesty. The craving I had fought since the first forced change had stopped feeling like a betrayal and started feeling like hunger. Warmth. Praise. Being held without a price tagged to my obedience. I hated that it registered as want. I hated that the want pulsed in my cock, stiff against the damp inner lining, traitor flesh that had learned the nursery faster than my pride.

She felt it. Of course she felt it. She always felt everything the charts only guessed at.

"Still hard for your matron," she murmured. Not a question. A fact she owned.

I made a sound around my thumb, half denial, half plea I would not voice cleanly.

"Take it out," she said. "Show me what the crib does to a man who used to build cities."

Defiance flickered again, a last wall. I swallowed it. I drew my thumb from my mouth with a wet pop and reached down, fingers clumsy on the tape tabs. The cool air hit my skin when I peeled the front of the diaper aside. My cock lay thick and flushed against my belly, balls tight, leaking at the tip from nothing but her voice and the rocking and the shame of wanting this room.

"Good," she said. "No bargaining. Service only."

Worship started small. I turned my face into her palm when she offered it, nuzzling like the thing they had trained me to be, seeking approval in the stillness of my mouth against her skin. I kissed her lifeline, then the heel of her hand, obedient and quiet. No thrusting yet. No demands. I held my hips still while my cock twitched and leaked onto my stomach, offering the image of control even though control was already gone.

"Eyes on me," she said.

I looked up. Her face was calm in the half-light, the kind of calm that had reclassified me after the test without raising her voice. Warm hands. Cold charts somewhere else. I remembered the waiting list she never mentioned and understood that discharge was not a date on a contract. It was a grade. A floor, not a ceiling. Twenty-three days meant nothing if my body had already chosen the crib.

The realization should have panicked me. It slid under the grief instead and nested there.

"Lick," she said, turning her hand so her fingers pointed at my lips. "Clean your mess attitude off me. You want comfort, you earn it with your tongue."

I licked her skin, salt and lotion, slow strokes from wrist to palm. Service without counting what I got back. Each pass made my cock jerk. She watched it leak and did not touch it yet. Denial as tenderness. The trap closing soft enough I barely heard the latch.

"Tell me what you are in this room," she said.

The old Neil tried to answer with silence. My mouth answered for him, filthy and broken.

"Your… your little slut in diapers," I whispered. "A hole that gets hard when you rock me."

"Louder."

"Your little slut in diapers. A whore for the crib."

She smiled, small and cruel in the kindest way. "Again. Like you mean it."

"I mean it," I said, and the words shook me because they were true enough to taste. "I'm your good toy. I want your hand. I want you to tell me I'm doing well while I leak like a bitch."

"Good boy."

The praise landed in my groin like a stroke. I moaned, forehead back against her palm, and kept licking, worship turning obscene, tongue flat and eager on her skin while my balls ached for release she had not permitted.

She shifted, guiding me onto my back without breaking contact. The diaper sagged open, cool air on my inner thighs, warm air where her body leaned over the rail. She spat once into her hand, deliberate, and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

One slow pump. Then stillness.

"Don't you dare come until I say," she said. "You serve. You hold. You thank me for using you."

"Thank you," I gasped. "Thank you for… for touching your slut."

Another pump. Slow. Her thumb smeared precum over the head, spreading the slick heat. The sound was obscene in the quiet wing, wet skin on skin, my ragged breath, the crinkle when my ass shifted on the damp diaper backing.

I tried to count days to anchor myself. The numbers slid off. Sixty-seven. Twenty-three. Meaningless arithmetic. My head held only her hand, the temperature of her grip, the way praise and degradation braided until I could not tell which one made me harder.

"Skylines," she said, reading the grief I had planted on her shoulder. "Drafting table. Door with your name. Gone either way, Neil. You know that."

"I know," I whimpered.

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

The sentence settled over me heavier than the blanket. I nodded, tears hot, cock jerking in her fist.

"Say it."

"There is no version… I walk out unchanged."

"Again."

"There is no version where I walk out unchanged."

She pumped faster, still not cruel, still measured, a single arc drawn out instead of stacked peaks. Worship in every stroke. Service in every withheld inch. I begged without pride, voice shredded.

"Please let me cum, Matron. Please, I'm your good little toy, I'll lick you clean, I'll stay in the crib, just let me…"

"You beg like a street whore," she said, and her free hand pinched my nipple hard enough to make me arch. "That's what the wing wants. That's what you want under the grief."

"Yes," I sobbed. "Yes, I want it."

"Come for me," she said. "Come while you admit you don't miss him anymore."

The old self. Him. The architect. The name on the door. Grief and craving collided at the base of my spine. I tried to hold onto missing him because missing him was the last honest proof I had been someone else. Her fist tightened. Her thumb rubbed the slit. Heat coiled, unbearable, one long climb instead of a stack of edges.

"I don't…" I choked. "I don't miss him."

"Louder."

"I don't miss him!" The cry ripped out of me, obscene, raw enough to scare me. My cock pulsed. Cum shot across my stomach and chest in thick ropes, splattering the open diaper lining, my hips bucking into her hand while shame and relief fused white-hot behind my eyes.

She milked me through it, slow, relentless, drawing out the aftershocks until I whimpered and went limp. Spit and sweat cooled on my skin. The room smelled like sex and plastic backing and her lotion. I lay wrecked in the crib, cum drying on me, diaper ruined, and the trap settled shut almost without sound.

She wiped me with the front of the diaper I had soiled in more ways than one, efficient, tender, degrading. Tape refastened. Clean enough for the chart. She checked the leg guards with the same calm she used on every inspection, but tonight there was no audience, no junior monitor, no panel. Only maintenance. Only her.

"You did well," she said, and pressed a kiss to my forehead that I would have killed for on day three.

I nuzzled into her palm again, worship after orgasm, smaller, honest. Grief flickered at the edges of my mind, skylines dissolving into bars, but the flicker did not catch. I was too warm. Too emptied. Too held.

Dawn came as a ledger tick somewhere down the corridor, a cart, a voice calling numbers I no longer tried to translate into escape. I did not reach for the old self's language. No contracts. No setback lines. Only the next scheduled calm, breath synced to the wing, thumb resting loose at my lip without shame.

Boot-falls approached the nursery latch, heavier than staff slippers, unfamiliar rhythm on the tile. A voice I did not know, male, tired, speaking to someone outside my door.

The latch clicked. Cold air slipped in ahead of whoever stood there, carrying the smell of outside weather and disinfectant. Forward pull tightened in my chest, not toward exit, toward whatever came next in the crib by the window.

Matron Ives's hand left my hair. She stood, uniform whispering, already turning toward the door and the new arrival the ward had brought us.


Chapter 9: Sound in His Sleep

The chime came through the dark before I had a self to argue with it, soft and certain, the ward monitor posting my number while my mind was still folded under sleep. I did not choose it. I did not brace. The tone landed in my chest like a thumb on a scale and stayed there, warm confirmation without a question attached. Day eighty-four. Six days left on the contract everyone kept calling a countdown, though Matron had stopped pretending discharge rode the calendar alone. Staff grade could keep you past ninety. I knew that now the way you know a door is locked after you have already pushed on it.

Final review sat on the other side of morning like a blade under cloth. The whole Nursery had gone quiet in a way that was not rest. Even the crinkle from the next crib came muted, as if the building were holding its breath for my last rehearsed line of resistance. I had rehearsed it anyway in the grey hours, the old architect voice listing reasons, bay numbers, skylines, the firm door with my name on it. The list frayed without me surrendering on purpose. Threads snapped one by one and left nothing to grip.

Deep under, my body did what the rubric wanted when nobody was performing. No splice. No timed release I could claim as accident. My sleep loosened everything the charts called sound, the pure acoustic signature they built this wing around, and the relay caught it clean. Warmth spread through the thick padding between my legs, slow and total, the kind that soaks fiber and changes weight. I smelled it before I understood it, sharp ammonia cutting through the lotion and plastic, my own piss blooming hot against skin already tender from too many checks. The monitor chimed again, softer, logging the event as un-willed. Top of the board. The number updated while I was still under.

When I surfaced, the fraud felt like somebody else’s life. Splice-forged nights, margin tricks, the careful hunger I used to smuggle past Vera’s eyes, all of it belonged to a stranger who had worn my face. Pride was not wounded. It was gone. Hollow where it had been, and what rushed in to fill the space was simpler and worse.

Craving.

Not dressed up as architecture. Not negotiated at the crib by the window. Total want, unmasked, dripping through me with the same heat that had pooled in the diaper. I did not reach for dryness as a performance. I did not rehearse the bay. My cock stirred against the swollen front of the diaper, heavy and honest, and shame fused straight into the throb so tightly I could not tell which one was steering.

Footsteps. Night staff, margin slot. I knew the protocol before they spoke. Anal focus. Straps already staged at the foot of the crib, lube gleaming under the low ward light like something that had been waiting longer than I had. They rolled me without ceremony, the soaked garment peeled down to expose my ass, cool air on skin painted with my own stale piss. The scent clung to my thighs, bitter and intimate, and when they wiped me the taste of it ghosted my lips where the back of their hand brushed my mouth. I opened without being told.

“Greedy little hole tonight,” the night nurse said. Not Matron yet. Her voice was flat, practiced. “Monitor says you earned it in your sleep. Don’t make us correct a gift.”

I tried to say I did not want correction. What came out was a moan that sounded like begging already. They lubed my asshole with two fingers, stretch burning sweet, and I pushed back onto her fingers like my hips had their own grade to chase. The sleep score still glowed on the board in my periphery. Number one. Sound. Authentic. My name, Neil, felt late arriving in my mouth.

They fitted the plug first, not mercy, preparation. Thick silicone spreading me open while the diaper lay bunched under my knees, its wet weight dragging against my balls. Every shift sent piss smell up again, coating the back of my throat. I sucked air through my teeth and heard myself whisper filth I would have red-penciled off a blueprint.

“Please. I need it. I’m your…”

“You’re ward stock,” she cut in. “Say what you are.”

“Slut,” I gasped, the word tasting like metal and my own waste. “Ward slut. Wet baby. Use my ass.”

She laughed once, not kind. “Matron’s on her rounds. She’ll want you open.”

They strapped my wrists to the crib rails and my ankles wide, the plastic biting skin. The plug came out with an obscene pop and cold lube ran down my crack. I smelled latex next, then the head of the strap cock nudged my rim. No tease stack. She drove in one long shove, breaching me deep, and my vision whited at the stretch. My hole clamped and released around the girth, hungry in a way that terrified the last scrap of old Neil still listening.

“Take it,” she said. “That’s a sleep-wet prize. Ride it or lose points before review.”

I rode. I had no choreography left, only chase. She pounded my ass hard enough to slap sound through the ward, balls swinging against the ruined diaper, cock leaking untouched against the plastic sheet. Each thrust punched breath out of me in short animal bursts. Inner voice broke at the crest: more, deeper, fuck, please, mine-not-mine, can’t, I climbed toward climax fast, stupid with need. My balls pulled up hard. The heat coiled at the root of my cock. Right as the wave crested she pulled the strap all the way out, cold air shocking my gaping asshole while I spasmed over nothing.

“No,” I whined. “Please, let me…”

“Ruined,” she said, clinical as a chart note. “Monitor likes the leak.”

Cum striped my belly thin and wasted, twitching pulses with no hands on me, no friction, just humiliation pumping it out while she watched. The mess smelled like salt and defeat. She pressed a pad to my cock and laughed when I bucked into nothing again, second ruin rolling weaker, dribbling onto the sheet.

The monitor chimed. Compliant.

I sobbed once, not from pain. From how badly I still wanted.

Matron Ives arrived on that sound. I smelled her before I saw her, starch and warm soap and the faint iron of the chart cart. She did not look surprised. She looked like a woman collecting something already boxed.

“Neil,” she said, and my name sounded like a label being peeled. “Top of the board on the eve. Un-willed sound. Do you know what that costs?”

I shook my head against the strap, ass still clenching on emptiness.

“It costs the man who thought he could design his way out.” She set her palm on my soaked diaper, pressing the wet front against my stiff cock, and I jerked in the straps. “Open your mouth.”

I opened. She slid two fingers past my lips, tasting of glove powder and something darker, and fed me the flavor of my own night, wiped from my skin, bitter piss and lube salt on my tongue. I sucked her fingers without being asked, eyes watering, craving twisting tighter.

“Say what the monitor heard.”

“Sound,” I whispered around her hand. “Real. I, I wet in my sleep. I didn’t fake it.”

“And what are you now?”

The hollow answered before pride could. “Yours.”

Her eyes cooled. “Not yet.”

She nodded to night staff. They flipped me to my back, diaper stripped fully, my cock standing shameful and slick amid the piss smell rising off my thighs. Matron gloved up, snapped the cuff, and lubed my ass again with slow deliberate circles that made me whine.

“Rung nine,” she said quietly, like she were reading a margin note only I was meant to hear. “Permanent claiming. No restore point after this.”

She pressed a metal plug into me, heavier than silicone, cold band warming fast inside my guts. My hole sucked it home. Then she leaned close, breath on my ear, and pressed her thumb to the base of my cock hard enough to hurt.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours,” I choked. “Matron’s. I’m Matron’s baby. I’m your…”

“Mine,” she repeated, and twisted the plug so stars burst behind my eyes. “Say it plain.”

“Mine,” I sobbed, meaning her ownership, meaning the end of bay, meaning my ass was a socket she could lock. “I’m yours. Claimed. Permanent.”

She worked the plug in slow strokes while her other hand tortured me, edging me to the blade and backing off, ruined pattern deliberate. I begged in fragments, filth spilling out: whore hole, good toy, fuck my ass, mark me, don’t let the old me back. She made me repeat it louder for the monitor, voice breaking, spit on my chin.

When she finally allowed friction, it was brutal and short. She stroked me twice, thumb smearing precum mixed with the last ruined streak, and shoved the plug deep on the third stroke. I came screaming into the ward air, full completion ripping through me, cum pumping over her wrist in thick pulses while my ass clamped the metal like it could keep her inside forever. Not wasted this time. Forced out and owned, every spasm logged in my bones.

The monitor chimed twice.

She did not wipe my face gently. She held my jaw, made me taste cum off her fingers mixed with the ghost of piss, and watched me swallow.

“Six days on the calendar,” she said. “Review tomorrow. Discharge is grade, not date. You know that now.”

I nodded, limp in straps, diaper already being slid under me again, thick crinkling returning to my hips like armor I did not want removed.

“You'll walk into review wet if I say,” she murmured. “You'll walk in open. You'll thank the board for the sound score.”

“Yes, Matron.”

She pinched my nipple once, claiming punctuation, and left the plug locked inside me.

Night staff changed the diaper after, checks efficient, tapes loud in the hush. The fresh garment cupped my spent cock, clean against skin still smelling of what I had done in sleep. They logged the change. Compliant. Authentic. The words meant nothing to old Neil and everything to the thing breathing in his place.

Alone in the after-hum, straps off, crib rail cool under my fingers, I listened to the ward breathe again. Six days could be ninety. Ninety could be forever. The contract was a floor Matron had always known how to sink beneath.

I made the decision without dialogue, without audience. No more bay. No more fraud. No restore. The architect was not coming back, and the worst part, the part that made my fresh diaper warm before I pissed again, was that I would carry this hunger straight into final review and whatever came after, not as surrender but as appetite. I wanted the board. I wanted her thumb on the chart. I wanted the next chime before thought could wake.

I pressed my face into the mattress and inhaled plastic and lotion and the last salt on my lip, and let the craving name the only future left.


Chapter 10: He Asks to Stay

I stood at the intake door when the lockbox clicked open and my phone woke in my palm, screen bright against the corridor tile. Line by line my old voicemail greeting rebuilt itself, the same voice I had recorded before skylines and malpractice and this place. "You've reached Neil. Leave a message." The day-one surrender ran backward through the speaker while a handler held the door frame and watched my thumb hover over delete. I did not delete it. The plastic tag on the box still had my number. Ninety days gone. Zero left on the contract clock. Discharge was never the calendar. Staff grade decided when you left, and the board in the review chamber had held my name alone for weeks.

Graduation morning smelled like bleach and warmed vinyl. The final review chamber had the panel seated in a shallow arc, charts flat on their laps, junior monitors with ledgers ready. My name was the only slip pinned on the graduation board behind them, black ink on white card, the tier nobody else had reached. I wore the thin examination gown they gave discharges, nothing under it except the thick adult diaper they had taped on at dawn, crinkling when I breathed. The weight sat heavy between my legs, clean for the scoring, the real moisture line still dry because last night's sleep accident had already been logged as sound.

I opened my mouth for the last rehearsed objection, something about counsel and countersignatures I had practiced in the mirror. Three handlers closed the triangle before the second word left my tongue. Gown yanked open. Cold air on my chest. My legs set wide on the stirrup bench they rolled under the panel's sightline. Knees locked by straps. Wrists pinned to the bench rails. I was caught at entry, discovered before I could perform the man who still negotiated.

"You will thank me when it is done," Matron Ives said from the center seat. She did not look at my face. She looked between my spread thighs. "Open for measurement."

A gloved finger hooked the tape at my hip and tore it free. The diaper dropped with a wet slap to the tile, already discarded for the act. My balls tightened. My dick stirred against nothing, shame and heat twisting together the way they had trained into my spine. The junior monitor clicked her pen. The panel read compliance off skin, not testimony.

The first penetration was the review instrument, not mercy. Vera from the left flank stepped in with the scored probe they used for depth logging, lubed steel thick as a thumb, pressed to my asshole while the ledger girl marked time. I grunted. The probe pushed past the ring and seated deep, vibration kicking on a preset curve the contract appendix described in sterile language I had memorized on day twelve. My hole clenched anyway. Vera held it there and twisted a quarter turn so the panel could watch my thighs shake.

"Read his leak," Ives said.

Someone cupped my sack and squeezed. A bead of precum slid down my shaft. The monitor ticked once. Compliance: arousal without permission still counted as authentic need when the rubric wanted sound.

They swapped the probe for flesh. One of the handlers I never learned the name of dropped his scrubs and lined his dick up where the steel had been. No preamble. He shoved in to the root in one stroke and my breath tore out of me. The stretch burned sweet. My prostate fired under the pounding. The panel watched my belly jump with each thrust like they were reading a seismograph.

"Say what you are," Ives said.

"I'm your…" I choked on the word they wanted. The handler slapped my thigh hard enough to leave a print. "I'm a wet little slut for the nursery. I'm a hole for grading."

"Louder."

"I'm a fucking hole. Grade me. Use me."

He fucked me rough, hips snapping, balls slapping my taint, sweat dripping onto the bench vinyl. Spit landed on my lips from somewhere above; I opened my mouth and took it, gagging on the taste while my dick leaked untouched. The crinkle of fresh diaper being unfolded behind me was almost comic, except my body braced for what came next. They would tape me back into shame before the verdict posted.

The handler pulled out and another took his place, thicker, slower, grinding my ass open while a nurse wrapped my shaft in a vibrating sleeve locked at the base so I could not finish without a logged release. Overstimulation started as policy. My first orgasm hit without warning, cum spurting in thin ropes across my stomach while my hole got pounded. The monitor ticked. Wave one.

"Again," Ives said.

The sleeve speed spiked. The second man in my ass set a brutal pace, angle aimed at my prostate. Pleasure stacked wrong, too much, my mind trying to count and failing when the second climax ripped through me. Past two. My voice broke into fragments. Please. Too. Can't. Cum again anyway, ass clenching on the dick inside me, milking nothing from him but a grunt of approval.

They rotated. Probe again briefly to calibrate, then a strap harness on Vera, black rubber cock thick and unforgiving. She pegged me while the sleeve never stopped. Third peak blurred into fourth. I stopped knowing numbers. Past four. Past whatever came next. My balls ached empty and still the machine on my dick demanded more. Drool ran off my chin onto the bench. I begged in monosyllables. Stop. More. Hurt. Good.

"Look at the board," Ives said.

I dragged my eyes up. My name card fluttered in the HVAC draft. Vera drove deep and held, grinding, while the sleeve forced a fifth convulsion out of me that felt like punishment. The junior monitor's ledger showed the curve they required, separate ticks merging into a smear of ink. Forced multiple until counting became impossible. My interior voice shattered. Just heat. Just hole. Just peace underneath the filth, terrifying and clean.

When they finally let the sleeve die, I hung in the straps shaking, cum cooling on my skin, ass gaping and twitching. They lifted my hips and slid fresh thick diaper under me, taped tight, the weight familiar as my own bones. A hand checked the front panel for flood. Dry enough to pass. The scored act complete.

The panel conferred in low voices. Charts flipped. Ives stood and took the verdict sheet from the junior monitor.

"Neil," she said, and my whole body flinched at my name in that room. "Graded sound. Malpractice suit dismissed per residential contract clause seven. Dismissal filed with the court this morning. You achieved the goal you walked in for. No appeal window."

The words should have detonated joy. They landed as quiet instead, the peace I had not expected. The thing I came to fix was fixed. The man who designed skylines had his record cleared. I lay there, empty in a different shape than humiliation.

Ives crossed to the graduation board. She unpinned my name card, the first name ever taken off that board, while the room held the hush of a discharge already filed. The empty pin hole looked like a mouth. Handlers freed my wrists. I sat up slow, gown closed around me, diaper crinkling with every breath.

They led me down the corridor I had walked ninety days ago inward. Same intake door. Same threshold light. The woman at the desk handed me my folded suit in dry cleaner plastic, my phone with the restored greeting still on it, my wallet and keys in a small envelope. Legally free. Factually remade. I stepped up to the line painted on the floor that meant outside.

My foot lifted. My foot would not cross.

Freedom sat in my hands, real as the suit and the voicemail. I could walk out and call my old office. I could stand in sun. I could lose everything they had made of me. The craving that had eaten pride last night was still there, total, honest. My dick stirred inside the diaper I had not earned to remove yet.

"I want to negotiate," I said to the desk. To her. To the corridor. "Not the door. The crib by the window. Same wing. I sign myself back in."

Ives appeared at my shoulder, warm hand on my back, cold chart already open to the waiting ledger. "You will thank me when it is done," she said again, softer, like a promise instead of a threat.

I took the pen. My signature looked different than day one, rounder, less fight in the loops. I wrote my name on the residential line beneath a fresh architect intake I did not read. Ownership of my keeping flipped in that stroke, imposed to elected. I was kept now by my own hand. Grateful for it. Peace flooded where panic should have been.

She took the pen back and logged the next architect at intake behind me, clipboard efficient, never mentioning the waiting list I had once thought was rumor. I turned away from the open door. Corridor light lay pale on the tile, empty, offering nothing I wanted.

The crib by the window waited, bars cool when I gripped them, mattress dented where my head would rest. Through the glass, the city skyline sat distant and harmless, buildings I might have drawn in another life. I climbed in and let the diaper's weight settle under me, plastic against my thighs, the texture of surrender I had chosen. Ives dimmed the nursery lamp and left the door ajar on the wing, not on the world.

On the intake desk, my phone blinked once beside the folded suit nobody would collect. The screen showed my old greeting, intact, while the open corridor beyond the door stayed bright and vacant, freedom real and refused, the suit waiting like a skin I would never wear again.
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