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Chapter 1: Foundling Intake Bell

Istood at the Hartwell nursery threshold with my chin up and my contract folded in my fist like something I still owned.

The air hit cold after the car. It smelled of bleach and warm plastic and something sweet underneath, like powdered milk left too long on a radiator. Somewhere deeper in the wing a crib rail squeaked once and went still. White cribs stood in rows before anyone spoke, adult-sized, bars high enough to trap a woman who knew better. Changing tables lined the far wall under harsh lights, pads stacked in neat towers, wipes and powder and thick disposable diapers with cartoon tapes that looked obscene at my height.

A ledger sat open on a steel desk beside the door. Two columns ran down the page. One tracked regression. One tracked gestation. My name was already inked at the top in a hand that did not ask permission.

Matron Bell did not greet me like a colleague. She looked me up and down the way you look at freight. She wore starch and keys. Her mouth was a thin line that had heard every excuse a proud woman could invent.

"You will do exactly as I say," she said.

I answered with the pride I had rehearsed in the mirror that morning. "I signed for a year. I know what I am here for."

"Do you." It was not a question. She held out her palm. I gave her the contract. She did not read it. She slid it into a folder labeled with my name and yesterday's date.

Two staff in pale smocks moved without meeting my eyes. They recited intake protocol in flat voices, words I had read in the packet and still hated hearing aloud.

"Foundling intake. Regression baseline. Breeding suite station three. Diaper status pending assessment. Gestation column empty pending first bell."

They took my coat. They took my shoes. They took my jewelry and my watch and the last thing that told me what hour it was. The room stayed cold on my skin where cloth left me. I told myself the shiver was temperature only.

Matron Bell pointed down a corridor that hummed. "Suite. Strip. Position on the table. Do not make them chase you."

I walked. My bare feet found tile that had been mopped too recently. Sound carried in this wing in a way hospitals never admitted to visitors: crinkle of plastic from somewhere behind a door, a soft mechanical sigh like a warmer cycling, a woman's breath caught mid-whimper and then cut off as if a hand had landed on her mouth. I kept my shoulders square. I was thirty-one. I had held a scalpel steady through worse noise than this.

The breeding suite was not hidden. It was lit like an OR and furnished like a nursery someone had misunderstood on purpose. Intake station three was a padded table with stirrups, a tray of instruments, a sink, and a wall clock that ticked loud enough to count my pulse. Staff positioned me before I could decide how to climb up. Hands on my elbows, on my hips, clinical and sure.

"On your back. Knees up. Hold your ankles if you can still reach them."

I could still reach them. I hated that they knew I would check.

They stripped me the rest of the way with the same flat recitation.

"Outer garments removed. Undergarments removed. Skin inspection visual. Hair secured."

My nipples tightened in the cold blast from the vents. My pussy was bare because the packet had demanded it. Their eyes skipped my face and cataloged me like inventory. Shame sat in my chest as a weight I could carry. I had carried worse in residency. I would carry this.

Matron Bell entered without hurry. She washed her hands even though no one had touched anything dirty yet. That detail made my stomach drop more than the stirrups.

"Schedule," she said. "You eat when I say. You sleep in assigned crib. You void and soil only in your diaper after first fitting. You do not touch your cunt for pleasure unless I permit it. You present for breeding bells on the hour I assign."

"Surrender," she continued. "You do not leave the wing without escort. You do not sign orders. You do not speak as staff to staff. You speak when spoken to or when you beg correctly."

My jaw ached from holding it set. "And breeding role."

"You are livestock with a degree." She said it without cruelty, which made it worse. "Your body opens on my calendar. Mouth, cunt, asshole. We measure what stays, what drips, what swells. The ledger does not care about your pride."

I opened my mouth to answer with something sharp and surgical. What came out was thinner than I wanted. "I understand the terms."

"Say them."

I swallowed. The tile under the table was warm where the lamps hit it. My ass cheeks stuck slightly to the paper sheet they had rolled beneath me. "I surrender the year. I present for bells. I breed on your schedule."

"Louder."

"I surrender the year. I present for bells. I breed on your schedule."

She nodded once. "Good. Now we see if your body listened."

First contact was not sex the way I had known sex in secret apartments and hurried showers. It was prep framed as compliance. A gloved finger pressed my lower belly and counted silently. A nurse spread my thighs wider without asking. Cool gel slid between my ass cheeks and over my asshole, then over my pussy lips, the clit touched once with a thermometer probe that made me jerk.

"Baseline temp," the nurse murmured to no one.

Another hand palpated my breasts, rolling each nipple between thumb and forefinger until it peaked hard. "Tissue response noted."

I expected disgust to stay clean in my head. Instead something pulled low in my gut, a tug toward the table, toward the hands, toward the humiliation of being read like a chart. I could not name it. I hated that I could not name it. Dread and heat braided together until I could not tell which thread I was choking on.

Matron Bell watched my face. "You feel it already."

"I feel cold air on my skin."

"Liar." She gestured. A staff member lifted a thick adult diaper from the stack. It crinkled loud in the quiet suite. The sound went straight through me. They unfolded it under my hips, the diaper swollen and obscene between my legs. Tape tabs waited like small bright threats.

"Regression baseline," Matron Bell said. "Foundling Intake Bell. Log it."

Someone wrote. Pen scratched paper. My own breath came too loud.

"Diaper status: fitted dry. Wetting privileges: revoked until first supervised void. Gestation: empty. Next bell pending."

The diaper rose between my thighs and snugged tight. Plastic pressed my pussy and sealed heat over my clit. I had never been wrapped like this as an adult. The crinkle when I shifted my hips was a sound I would hear in my skull for years if they kept me. Shame flared hot across my face. Under it, that pull again, deeper, like a hook set in flesh I had not offered.

"Turn over," Matron Bell said.

They rolled me onto my stomach. My padded ass lifted in the diaper, ridiculous and heavy. They tore the tapes and pulled the rear flat without removing the whole thing, exposing my asshole above the bunched diaper. I gripped the table edge.

"Intake compliance," she said. "Not choice."

Lubricant cold on my asshole. Fingers circling, then pressing in one at a time, stretching me with measured patience worse than violence. I clenched. A slap landed on my thigh.

"Open your hole or I open it with steel."

I forced my muscles to yield. The burn was immediate and intimate in a way my pride could not armor. A plug sat on the tray, black silicone, thick at the middle. Matron Bell worked it in slow increments while the nurse held my cheeks apart.

"Breathe through it. You will wear this when I say. You will thank me when I say."

"I…" My voice cracked. I tried again. "Thank you, Matron."

"Thank you for what."

"Thank you for… fitting me. For the intake."

"For stretching your shitty little asshole so breeding does not tear you." She pushed the plug home. My rim burned around the flare. "Say it."

"Thank you for stretching my asshole for breeding."

The words tasted like soap. My pussy clenched in the diaper I could not see, wetness starting that had nothing to do with the gel they had used. It soaked in, a small traitorous warmth. Someone noted it without comment.

"She's leaking already," a staff voice said.

Matron Bell's fingers found my clit through the diaper, pressing hard. I bucked. "Dry badge is revoked. Mark her damp."

They wrote again. The ledger grew teeth.

She removed the plug with a wet pop and replaced it with something thicker: her gloved fingers first, three of them, fucking my ass in slow strokes while her other hand smacked my padded cunt through the diaper until the crinkle turned frantic.

"You will come on my count," she said. "You will announce each one. You will beg between them. This is Foundling Intake Bell. You do not get to pretend you are still only a surgeon."

I bit the sheet. She angled deeper, finding the spot inside my ass that made my vision white at the edges. A vibrator buzzed against my clit through the wet diaper, relentless.

"One," she said. "Come now."

Orgasm ripped through me ugly and loud. I heard myself sob. Cunt spasming against soaked diaper, asshole clamping on her fingers, humiliation pouring out of me in waves I could not stop. She did not stop moving.

"That's one. You have two more before you are logged compliant."

"Please…"

"Please what. Say it filthy or I start over at zero."

"Please fuck my ass. Please let me cum like a… like a wet little foundling."

"Again."

The vibrator dialed up. Her fingers punched deeper, stretching my asshole around the knuckles. The second orgasm hit harder, longer, tearing a scream out of me that echoed off the crib rails visible through the open doorway. My clit throbbed under plastic. Milk I did not know I could leak beaded on my nipples and smeared the sheet.

"Two," she said calmly. "One more. Hold the edge until I say."

She pulled her fingers out and I whimpered at the emptiness. Something colder, wider, pressed my asshole: a strap rigged to the table, a cock-shaped probe attached to a handle she controlled herself. Not a man. Her. Authority in harness and latex. She worked the head in inch by inch while staff watched and wrote nothing extra because everything was already written in my body.

"Beg for your ass to be used."

"Use my ass. Please. I'm your… your breeding hole. I'm…"

She bottomed out. The stretch burned perfect. She fucked me in steady strokes that shook the table and made the diaper crinkle with every thrust against my soaked pussy. I was nothing but holes and counting.

"Three. Come with my cock in your ass. Say it."

"I'm coming. Three. I'm coming on your cock in my ass…"

The third orgasm lasted until I could not breathe. She kept stroking through it until I was oversensitive, asshole fluttering, begging wordless. Then she forced a fourth by grinding the probe against that spot inside me and crushing the vibrator to my clit.

"That was three. I said one more. You do not get extra credit for losing your mind."

"I can't…"

"You can. Four. Now."

I came again, broken, tears and spit on the sheet, voice gone hoarse. She counted it like inventory.

"Four. Compliant."

She withdrew. My asshole gaped and clenched empty, leaking lube down my thighs inside the torn diaper. They rolled me onto my back and taped me fresh into a new thick diaper that crinkled when I shook. The wet one went into a bio bin without ceremony.

The collapse came at the crib rail they walked me to. My legs would not hold elegant. I gripped the white bar and breathed through the smell of my own cum-scented fear, plastic tight on my swollen pussy, asshole throbbing open and shut. The suite stayed clinical. Clock ticked. Staff moved like the scene was already over for them.

Matron Bell stood at the ledger and closed the pen.

"Tomorrow. Second bell at oh-six-hundred. You wear only the short nursery gown and your diaper. You crawl to suite three if your legs still pretend they are for walking. Your asshole opens first tomorrow. Mouth second. Cunt last and only if you earn it."

She looked at me on the crib rail, hair stuck to my face, pride in shreds I would have to stitch back before sleep.

"Repeat it."

"Oh-six-hundred. Gown and diaper. Crawl if I must. Ass first. Mouth second. Cunt if I earn it."

"You will do exactly as I say."

"I will do exactly as you say."

She handed me a pacifier clipped to a ribbon. "Suck until your breathing slows. Then they take you to crib seven."

I took the rubber nipple between my lips because my body understood orders faster than my mind. I sucked. The crinkle when they lifted me into the crib was the last sound of intake. The pull sat in my pelvis like a bell already rung, waiting for the next hour.

When they escorted me back across the threshold toward the nursery wing proper, it was not leaving. It was placement. I carried tomorrow's instruction in my mouth still sweet with pacifier plastic, asshole sore, diaper damp where I had betrayed myself again, dread sitting heavy and strangely fed by the heat still twitching in my cunt.

The next bell would come whether I was proud or not.

I had already learned what I could not refuse.


Chapter 2: First Bottle

Icould still taste the ink from the roster stamp on my tongue when the intake station hissed shut behind the last clerk. My wrists stayed locked to the rail above the registration tray while two women in pale smocks peeled forms off the glass and wiped smears of my sweat from the counter. The room smelled like warmed vinyl and the sweet rot of the nursery wing’s floor wax. I had signed everything. My name sat in their ledger in a hand that was not mine. That was the aftermath I was standing in, or kneeling in, because my knees had not straightened since Matron Bell pressed my shoulders down over the tray.

One of them clicked something cold to my collar. A feeding tag. The metal kissed the hollow of my throat and swung when she let go.

Matron Bell did not look at my face. She read from the tablet clipped to her hip, voice flat like she was calling medications. “Tonight’s first rule. Bottle only. No cup. No straw. Hands stay behind your back. Eyes on the floor marker. You swallow what you’re given. You thank what fills you.” She lifted her gaze then, just enough to catch my chin. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

I wanted to ask what good meant when my ovaries were listed as collateral. Defiant curiosity sat under my fear like a coal. I had cut into living bodies for a decade. I knew how compliance looked from the other side of the drape. I needed to see how far their theater went before my body betrayed me completely.

A handler uncapped the bottle while Matron was still speaking. The cap hit the tray with a plastic tick I had heard on seven other intakes in the waiting footage they made us watch. Warm milk bloomed into the air, vanilla and sterilizer and something fatty underneath, like skin after a long shift. They turned me on the kneeling mat before I could angle my hips away. The bulk between my legs crinkled loud. I had been checked once already at rostering. The bulk was dry still. That would not last. It sat on me like a dare.

They brought the bottle to lip height on the feeder arm, rubber teat bobbing, glossy with a smear of the same warmed fluid. Crib feeder geometry. Grown woman on a mat. Teat at mouth level. My composure was a skill I had sharpened in trauma bays. It slipped when the handler hooked a thumb under my jaw on the count of three and pressed until my lips parted.

“No.”

The word came out surgeon-clean. My jaw tried to clamp.

Matron Bell’s finger tapped the tablet. “Ledger reset on gestation credit. One full cycle off the board. You want to start breeding from zero, Elise?”

I did not. The math in my head was obscene and immediate. Twelve months of autonomy traded for a rank on a nursery chart. Losing a cycle was worse than the strap on my wrists. My jaw yielded the first inch without a safeword. I did not say the word they gave us at orientation. I let the teat sit on my tongue instead.

“Count for me,” the handler said. “You want it past your teeth, you say the number.”

Primary penetration was not cock. It was rubber and warm milk and their patience. The teat pushed when I whispered “one.” Past my teeth. Stretching my mouth the way a gag would. I gagged once and tasted vanilla fat coat the back of my throat. Saliva mixed with the first leak from the nipple. Sweet. Animal. I had not eaten since the car ride.

“Two,” I said when she stalled, inch hovering at my molars. Humiliation and heat twisted together. My pussy clenched on empty air. The diaper sagged when I shifted, a reminder of where this road ended.

She fed it deeper on my count. Three. Four. My lips sealed around the shaft of the teat. Suction pulled milk in a rush I could not control. The handler’s other hand fisted my hair, not pain, just direction, and Matron clicked the lullaby loop on the wall speaker.

Same four bars. Same sway. Swallow on the downbeat or the collar tugged and the ounce counter on the tablet went back to zero.

I missed the first downbeat because I was counting my own heartbeats like sutures. The collar bit. My throat burned. Milk dribbled the wrong way and I coughed vanilla spray onto the mat.

“Zero,” Matron said. “Again.”

They pulled the teat out slow. A string of milk and spit bridged to my lip. Scent flooded me, warm and close, like a face pressed to skin. I hated how my clit throbbed when she wiped my chin with a rough gauze pad and shoved the rubber back in without asking.

“One,” I said. Faster. Curious, in a filthy way. How precisely could I be trained if I cooperated? What would they take next if I gave them this?

Swallow rhythm drilled into me. Downbeat. Gulps. Downbeat. Gulps. The lullaby looped until I heard it in my pulse. Milk filled my belly in measured ounces. The handler watched the tablet and called numbers like vitals.

“Thank the bottle,” Matron said.

Between gulps I mumbled it. “Thank you for filling me.” My voice broke on filling. Shame fused with arousal until I could not tell which wetness was worse, the milk on my chin or the slick when I clenched and the padded bulk rubbed my slit through the leak guard.

The handler logged compliance on the thigh tablet. Each thank-you earned a green tick. Each miss earned the collar and zero. I learned the shape of the ritual the way I learned anatomy: by repetition until my body knew it before my mind did.

Half the bottle down, my jaw ached. My nipples hardened under the thin nursery shirt. Matron Bell walked a slow circle around me, boot heels on wax.

“You’re a surgeon,” she said. “You know how to follow a protocol. Open wider. Take the rest without dribble. You want to be bred, you drink like you mean it.”

“I’m drinking,” I slurred around the teat. Milk bubbled at the corner of my mouth.

“Not like a bitch in heat. Like a good little toy on the mat.”

The words hit my cunt harder than the milk hit my stomach. I swallowed bigger. Downbeat. Downbeat. The last quarter loomed. They had trained the pace so the final swallow was always the longest hold on the lullaby.

The handler eased the flow. Teat buried deep. Milk came slower. My throat worked and worked. Collar sweat stung. I was so full of vanilla warmth I might as well have been pregnant with it, obscene and bloated.

“Please,” I said around rubber. “Let me finish the last swallow without stopping.”

Matron stopped behind me. Hand on my crown. Not kind. Anchoring.

“You don’t get permission for free. Name your regression rank aloud. Full sentence. Then you may finish.”

Begging was the gate. Everything stalled until I said it filthy enough.

I moaned milk foam. “I’m rank three nursery stock. I’m a padded little hole on the breeding ledger. Please let me swallow.”

“Louder.”

“I’m rank three nursery stock!” I cried it. Spit and milk flecked the floor marker my eyes were supposed to track. “I’m a padded little whore for the estate. Please let me finish.”

Matron’s hand tightened. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

“Please,” I begged. “Please, Matron. Let me take the last ounce.”

She nodded once. Release granted late, on her terms. The handler opened the flow. I swallowed the final measure in one continuous pull, downbeat to downbeat, throat clicking audibly. Milk-wet chin trembled. Belly tight. The teat slid out with a pop that sounded indecent in the quiet.

They held my face for the camera stamp. Flash. Protocol signature filled the screen beside my kneeling profile. I remained on the mat, trembling, not dismissed. Knees raw. Mouth tasting vanilla and defeat. The first inch I had yielded was not my jaw. It was the part of me that could refuse. That door had closed when I said rank three aloud without choking on the words.

Matron signed with her thumb while I held pose. “Compliance logged. First bottle complete.”

The suite chime rang. New sound. Fresh arrival at the door. A woman in street clothes hesitated on the threshold, eyes wide at the feeder arm and my milk-wet chin. An usher guided her in, another intake, another year signed away if she stepped forward. Matron Bell did not lower her voice.

“Kneel as you are, Elise. Tonight’s example. Eyes on the marker. Let her see what first obedience looks like.”

I stayed. Milk dried sticky on my throat. The newcomer stared at my collar tag, at the bottle in the handler’s hand, at my thick padded crotch on display. Her face did the same math mine had done hours ago.

The usher began the newcomer’s intake at the adjacent station. Clipboard. Ink. The lullaby loop humming low. Matron touched my shoulder with two fingers.

“Second bottle slot is already queued. You’ll take it when her roster clears. Hands behind your back. You’ll ask for each inch again.”

Forward momentum pulled through me, sick and electric. I had swallowed the first test. Going back would cost a gestation cycle and more than I could calculate. Going on meant the next teat, the next count, the next time I begged to be filled. I tasted vanilla on my tongue and curiosity sharpened into something I could not name except that my pussy was still throbbing and I had not been allowed to cum.

The newcomer’s pen hovered over the ledger. Matron recited the same first rule for her. Bottle only. Hands behind back. Eyes on the floor.

I knelt. Example. Queued. Wet chin held high enough for the camera to love me.

The handler warmed the next bottle while my belly sloshed with the first.


Chapter 3: Padded By Noon

"You amended the roster after lights-out," I said. My voice scraped the edging floor. The strap across my chest bit when I tried to lift my head. "That is not protocol. I read the binder."

Matron Bell stood at the foot of the bench where they had me spread and buckled. Her shoes clicked once. She did not look at my face. She looked at the thick pad between my legs, the crinkling shell already damp from the morning hold they would not let me void in a toilet.

"Noon diaper," she said. "Every resident who failed yesterday's hold logs a midday change whether she asks or not. You failed. The ledger already has you."

"I held until the bell," I said. Heat crawled up my neck anyway. The nursery wing was not empty. Two aides in pale smocks watched from the glass partition. A third woman on a low stool wrote on a tablet. My bare thighs were on display. The spreader bar locked my knees apart so everyone could see the swollen bulk under me and the shine where I had leaked without permission.

"You held until we said stop," Matron Bell said. "That is not the same thing. You do not get to decide that anymore."

The pulse monitor on my wrist beeped steady. A screen on the wall above my head flashed red numbers. EDGE INTERVAL: 4:00. Yesterday it had been six. My stomach dropped.

"You cannot shorten it without counsel," I said. I was still bargaining. I always did when they cornered me. "I am a surgeon. I signed a year, not a sentence to be milked on a schedule like livestock."

Her mouth twitched, not kind. "You signed breeding submission. Livestock is honest about what its hole is for. Strap her wrists."

An aide leaned in. Cold buckle. My arms pinned to the bench rails. The spreader creaked when she tested it. Weight pressed through the pad, dense SAP gel shifting under me, obscene and familiar. I hated how my hips knew that shift already.

The display ticked. 3:58. A second voice came through the speaker, flat and recorded. "Cycle one. Prepare."

"I will comply with noon change if you restore six minutes," I said fast. "That is a fair trade. You want me padded by midday, fine. Put the interval back."

Bell tapped the screen. 3:55. "You bargain like you still run a ward. You run nothing here except what we open on this bench."

The contact arm lowered between my legs. Not flesh. A broad silicone pad, warmed, slick with conductive gel. It settled over the diaper's outer shell and pressed the bulk upward into my cunt. I grunted. The gel transmitted pulse. Rhythmic. Teasing. My clit throbbed against the packed lining already slick from my own sweat and the thin urine they said did not count as a fail.

"Please," I said, and hated the word. "Four minutes is cruelty without data."

"Data is your thighs shaking on camera," the aide with the tablet said without looking up.

The pulse built. Slow waves that made my inner muscles clutch the empty ache. I stared at the ceiling tiles and counted my breaths. Bargain in. Bargain out. If I could ride the wave without cresting, they would log control. Control meant leverage. Leverage meant maybe six minutes tomorrow.

2:40 on the display. The silicone pressed harder on the upstroke. My nipples tightened under the thin nursery gown, useless, exposed to the room's cool air and the eyes behind the glass.

"I can take four," I said through my teeth. "I do not need you to win to prove a point."

"You need us to win," Matron Bell said, "because your pussy is already climbing and you have not earned a single release this week."

Shame hit hot behind my ears. She was right. My hips had started to roll in tiny arcs despite the straps. The diaper crinkled loud enough that the woman on the stool smirked.

The pulse peaked toward the end of the cycle. My vision narrowed. Every nerve in my clit gathered into a single white point. I clamped my thighs against the spreader, muscles locking. Deny. Deny. I would not give them a fault and a flood on the same log entry.

"Hold," the recorded voice said.

They held me on the brink. The silicone did not stop. The pulse stayed brutal at the top of the wave. My thighs trembled so hard the bench rattled. Saliva pooled under my tongue. I could not swallow. Could not breathe right. The room watched me shake apart without finishing.

Then the stimulus died.

I sobbed once, ugly and involuntary. My cunt clenched on nothing. A thin spurt of slick leaked into the pad, not orgasm, just betrayal.

"Fault logged," the aide said. "Denial at crest. Voluntary clamp."

The display blinked. CYCLE TWO. 4:00.

"No," I said. "Reset is not standard after a fault. I want the interval reviewed."

Matron Bell leaned close enough that I smelled starch on her uniform. "You want mercy. Mercy is a word for children. You are a padded slut on a ledger. Beg for the cycle or we add a fifth minute."

My bargaining shifted, slimy and desperate. "Let me off after two clean cycles. I will take noon diaper without fight. I will sign the amendment."

"You will take noon diaper because the amendment is already inked," she said. "Beg for the edge like the hole you are."

The silicone returned. Faster ramp this time. My ruined near-peak left me raw. Every pulse scraped my clit through the wet lining. I bit my lip until I tasted blood.

"Please let me finish," I heard myself say. Permission, not terms. The protest had thinned to plea. My face burned. The glass partition reflected my open mouth, my eyes wet.

Matron Bell watched. "Louder. The ward should hear what a surgeon sounds like when her clit owns her."

"Please," I cried. "Please let me cum. I need it. I need permission."

The recorded voice counted down. Thirty seconds. Twenty. The pulse hammered. My back arched off the bench as far as the chest strap allowed. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, urine and slick wicking into the core.

They killed it again at the top.

I screamed. Not a word. Just sound. My whole body jerked against the buckles. Cum-ish wet spilled out in dribbles, ruined, wasted on the pad while they watched. My clit pulsed in empty air when the silicone lifted half an inch, teasing then gone.

"Second fault," the tablet woman said. "Plea logged. Release denied."

Reset. 4:00 again. My mind frayed. Bargaining was over and something worse slid into its place, needy and blunt.

The third approach started without my consent. The arm descended. I did not argue interval or roster or counsel. My hips lifted to meet the pressure before I could stop them. A full inch off the bench. Seeking the pulse like a dog.

"There," Matron Bell said aloud, for the ledger and the aides and the glass. "Hips rise voluntary. Compliance noted."

I could not take it back. My body had sold me while my mouth still formed no.

"Say it," she said. "The word we want."

I shook my head. Tears slid into my hair. The silicone circled slow, cruel, not enough to finish, enough to keep me open.

"You want the ruin or the reward," she said. "Reward requires language. Say you are our breeding bitch. Say your cunt is for the estate. Say it broken or we edge you through noon without change."

The pulse teased. My bladder pressed against the soaked core. Weight and texture, gel chunk shifting, plastic shell crinkling each time I twitched. Public. Exposed. Named.

"I am your breeding bitch," I whispered.

"Broken," she said. "We cannot hear the ward."

"I am your breeding bitch," I sobbed, voice snapping. "My cunt is for the estate. Please. Please I surrender. I need to cum."

The silicone pressed firm. Peak built. For one heartbeat release opened, a door they would grant.

Then withdrawal. Ruined again. I came apart wrong, orgasm curdled mid-spasm, pleasure spilling out in messy pulses that soaked the diaper front while my clit jerked uselessly against air. I wailed. Drool ran from my lip to my chin. The smell of my own wet filled the plastic gap at my thigh.

"Voluntary compliance," the aide read, typing. "Surrender word logged. Ruin recorded as reinforcement, not punishment."

I stayed silent. I could have revoked it. I could have said coercion. My throat locked. The admission sat in the ledger like a stone.

They unstrapped me. Wrists first. Chest. Spreader. My legs fell open, boneless. I shook so hard my teeth clicked. Bell did not touch me kindly. She pressed two fingers into the waistband and peeled the tape back enough to look.

"Flooded," she said for the room. "Core dark halfway up. Noon change early."

I let her look. Flight flickered in my chest, old surgeon reflex, find exit, find witness, find law. The hollow ache between my legs was worse than shame. Going back would cost the ruin plus the word plus the hips they had on camera. Going on cost only more diaper and whatever came after surrender.

I chose the line I had already crossed.

"When," I said, voice wrecked, "do you pad me for noon."

Not whether. When.

Matron Bell smiled with her eyes only. "Wheels now. Alcove two. You asked correctly."

Orderlies rolled a chair into the bay. The nursery clock above the door showed eleven oh six. I did not stand on my own. I sat in the chair with my ruined diaper cold at the edges and hot at the center, gown stuck to my sweat, thighs still twitching.

They pushed me past the glass. More residents in hall chairs, some padded thick, some in thin training pants, all adults, all watched. My face burned. I kept my gaze on the chair arms because I had no dignity left to spend on ceilings.

Alcove two was open to the corridor on a privacy screen that did not reach the floor. Foot traffic passed. A male orderly's boots slowed once, caught at the edge of my vision. I did not protest. Public exposure was the point now.

Bell had me on the change table. She cut the tapes. The wet pad sagged, weight pulling at my hips, urine and ruined slick pooling in the plastic. She wiped my cunt rough with cold cloth. I flinched. My clit was still swollen, angry.

"You want completion," she said. Not a question.

I nodded before bargaining could return.

"Ask filthy."

"Please fuck me until I cum," I said. "Please use my hole. I am your whore. I need a real orgasm on your hand or I will lose my mind."

She slid two fingers into my pussy without preamble. Curl. Press my clit with her thumb. No tease rhythm. Direct, punishing stroke. I arched. She spat on my clit and rubbed slick into the stroke.

"Take it, slut," she said. "Cum for the ward."

Her fingers pounded my G-spot while her thumb ground my clit. Wet sounds obscene in the alcove. Someone in the hall stopped. Listened. I did not care. The build was instant after hours of ruin. White heat detonated.

I came hard, full completion, cunt clamping on her fingers, gush soaking her palm, orgasm ripping through me in long shuddering waves while I moaned her title like a prayer I hated. "Matron. Matron. Yes."

She did not stop until I sobbed and pushed weak at her wrist. Then she lifted her wet hand for the aide to scan into the log.

"Orgasm granted post-surrender," she said. "Breeding readiness tier up."

Fresh diaper, thick shell, crinkling as she unfolded it. Powder. Cream on my raw skin. Tape snug at my waist. The weight settled, clean and immense, a new prison I had asked for by clock not by choice.

She buckled a pacifier strap behind my head without asking. I opened for the rubber nipple. Sucked once, reflex.

"Eleven eighteen," she said. "Noon is padded. Afternoon roster adds milking hookup. You do not get to decide that anymore."

The orderlies wheeled me toward the nursery common room where the midday feed would start without my signature. I rolled forward because stopping cost more than moving.

I had surrendered the word. I had lifted my hips for them. I had asked when, not if. The ledger owned what I could refuse now, and the only bargain left was how loud I would beg when they bred me on schedule.

The wheels turned. The clock ticked. I stayed on the protocol side of the line and felt my fresh diaper crinkle with every bump, weight pressing my sore clit, already learning the next need before they named it.


Chapter 4: The Ledger Opens

Istill had the stylus in my palm when the alcove door hissed shut behind me.

The plastic was warm from my grip. I had slipped off the noon line for ninety seconds. Just long enough to scratch a note in the margin of my own chart before the wipe cycle hit. Stupid. I knew it was stupid the second the corridor counter chimed.

A red stripe crawled across the wall display outside the supply niche. Breach logged. Location pinned. My name in block letters under the timestamp.

Matron Bell did not pull me out by the arm. She stepped into the alcove and crowded me against the shelving. Her knee drove between mine. One hand closed around my wrist and bent it back until the stylus clattered to the tile.

"Still playing surgeon," she said. Her breath hit my ear, hot. "In my wing."

I tried to twist free. The diaper between my legs crinkled loud in the small space. I had been dry when I left the line. The heat in my cheeks was worse than any wetting.

She held me there. The corridor feed kept updating. Staff could see the alcove camera. They could see me pinned with my chart band flashing noncompliance. Witnessed. Not dragged to intake. Caught where I broke rule.

"You wrote this," she said, and tapped the ledger tablet she carried. My own ink. My own vow from signing day, copied into the margin where breaches get read back to you.

I will never wear the nursery-linked receiver. I will never answer its prompts where staff can hear.

She read it slow. Every word. The alcove felt smaller. Warm air from the vent pushed down on my scalp and did not cool me.

"You swore it," she said. "Say it back."

I shook my head. "I won't wear it. I won't answer in the corridor. Not for them."

"Not for them." She smiled without warmth. "Good. We are not asking for them."

She reached to my collar. The port there had been dormant since intake. It had sat there like a threat and nothing more. Now her thumb found the latch. Click.

The paired receiver slid into place along my throat. Silicone and metal. A band that made my pulse jump when it seated. Before I could finish saying no, she pressed the primary toy home.

Not inside me yet. The external pad first. Curved silicone locked over my diaper, pressing the padding into my cunt through the layers. Cold at first. Then the unit warmed to skin temp in seconds.

I gasped. "Take it off."

"Consent window closed when you left the line." She held up the remote. Matte black. One thumb on the master slider. "Watch the wall."

The alcove had a secondary screen I had missed until now. It woke when the receiver linked. My pulse in green. Beside it, the toy channel. Threshold bars. Override codes listed in plain font. All of it under her one thumb.

Toys. Levels. Duration stacks. Noon sequence queued.

"You want dismissal," she said. "One voluntary unlock phrase. Spoken clear. Staff feed live. Or I run the full noon stack here. No pause. Alcove camera on."

"I won't."

"Look at you." Her eyes dropped to where the pad pulsed a low test rhythm against my clit through the diaper. "You want this more than you will admit."

My pride was a wall. I was Elise. I had cut people open. I had not signed up to cum on a shelf in front of a counter.

"Go to hell."

She did not hit me. She tapped the remote.

Short cascade. First crest slammed up my scale without warning. My knees buckled. She caught my hips and held me upright for the camera. The silicone pad buzzed and rolled in a tight circle over my clit. Heat flooded through the diaper. My cunt seized on nothing. Orgasm ripped out of me ugly and fast.

I bit my lip. Taste of blood. The crest held. Held. My thighs shook. The receiver on my throat vibrated in sync, logging each spike.

She eased the slider down before I could breathe. Not off. Edge. Back up halfway while I was still dripping in my diaper.

"Count your breaths," she said. "Not your peaks. We do that for you."

A second voice came from the tablet. Automated. Tightened interval from the new protocol roster. Numbers I had heard on other girls. Never on me.

"Interval four. Stack enabled."

She adjusted the remote. Second crest stacked into the third with no valley between. My vision whited at the edges. The pad fucked my clit through the wetting I could not stop. Warm spread under me. Shame and heat fused. The crinkle went slick.

I choked on a moan. Staff could hear if audio was live. I did not know. I knew the camera was.

"Stop," I tried. "Matron…"

"You do not get that word clean anymore." She turned the slider a notch. Fourth pulse built on the third before my cunt stopped fluttering.

My mind broke into pieces. Past four. Past counting. Numbers dissolved. Only the pad and the warm flood in my diaper and her hand on my neck.

The phrase I swore I would never speak tore out of me.

"Please unlock me. I answer. I wear it. I am your little breeding slut on the ledger."

Silence in the alcove except my ragged suck of air. The tablet chimed. Recording given. Not taken. Voluntary flag green.

She did not stop the receiver. Aftershocks rode the still-active channel. Smaller waves. Enough to keep my hole clenching. I sank to my knees on the tile. Wet diaper squelched under my weight. Routine rewritten around the new compliance bit. Everyone on the feed had seen me ask for it.

She stepped back. Straightened her cuff. Like she had checked a chart.

"Hands on your thighs. Eyes forward for the log."

I knelt. Diaper heavy. Clit still twitching against the pad. Throat receiver pulsing the next prompt slot.

She unclipped something from her belt. Not the remote yet. A strap harness from the lower shelf. She had planned the alcove.

"You gave unlock," she said. "You did not give hole. Breach stack is not finished."

My stomach dropped. Pride tried to rally. Useless.

She freed the pad from the diaper front. Cold air on my soaked skin. Then she pushed two fingers into my cunt, no preamble. Stretch. Curl. My head fell back against metal shelving.

"Open."

I opened my mouth. She fed the gag plug between my teeth. Rubber cock shape. Strapped tight. Drool hit my chin immediately.

The harness went around her hips. Thick silicone cock. She lubed it with one swipe from my own slick, wiped on my cheek.

"Staff sees penetration log," she said. "Mouth and cunt. Noon compliance."

She yanked the gag out for one second. "Say you need cock in your breeding hole."

I sobbed. "I need cock in my breeding hole."

Gag back. She lined up and drove into my cunt from behind while I stayed on my knees. One long pound to the hilt. My scream muffled into the plug.

No tenderness. Hip snaps. Slap of skin on wet diaper shell at my knees. She fucked me like equipment. Good little toy. Hole for the ledger.

"Take it," she grunted in my ear. "Whore. You begged unlock. Now you take seed schedule prep deep."

I gagged on drool. Each thrust shoved air out of me. The receiver fired a low buzz on every fourth stroke. Orgasm built again from nowhere. Impossible. I had already lost count.

She reached under and thumbed my clit raw while she pounded. "Cum on my cock. Show the corridor what you are."

I came so hard the alcove went white. Cunt milking the silicone. Squirt slicked her thighs. She did not stop. Rode me through it and into a second peak until my thighs gave out.

She pulled out. Cum string from my hole to her cock. Not real cum. My mess. She turned me by the hair. Fed the real cock on the harness to my lips.

"Suck. Clean it. Tell the camera you are a diaper bitch who cums from protocol."

Gag off. I licked and sucked. Salt and my own taste. Filthy words spilled because she made me repeat them.

"I'm a diaper bitch. I cum from protocol."

She pushed into my throat. Gag reflex. Tears. She fucked my face shallow then deep. Spit on my chin mixed with drool. Wet obscene sounds echoed off the alcove walls.

When she finished my mouth she logged it with a tap. Harness off. Pad clicked back over my clit. Remote in her hand.

"You are on receiver full time now," she said. "Prompts in staff view when I say. Refusal costs double stack."

I could not refuse. The ledger had my phrase. Given.

She snapped the remote onto the registration tray bolted beside the corridor station. My collar tag lay there. Metal tag with my breeding ID. LED on the remote pulsed amber. Next scheduled slot counting down in seconds.

The wall display advanced without her touch. Transport clearance. Deeper wing. My name greenlit. Route map open. Warmer zone. Heavier protocol.

I knelt in the alcove. Diaper cooling in patches where I had flooded. Receiver warm on my throat. Remote LED pulsing on the tray beside my tag like a second heartbeat.

The display held on greenlit transport. Forward. No way back that would not cost more than my ruined pride could pay.


Chapter 5: Crib Logic

The brass chime cut through the holding wing before my name finished echoing off the tile.

I stood. My thighs rubbed the swollen diaper between them, a dull plastic whisper I had learned to hate and hear at the same time. Two tone escorts took my arms without asking. They marched me out of the alcove I had been left in after the last session, through a door I had never passed, into air that smelled like lemon disinfectant and warm milk.

The corridor sloped downward. My booties squeaked. The escorts did not speak. I counted the lights overhead because counting felt like something mine.

We stopped at a wall of glass.

Beyond it, the crib tier spread out in rows, rails gleaming under soft lamps, empty cribs waiting like open mouths. Handlers in gray transit smocks moved along an observation rail on the far side, clipboards in hand, eyes lifting as we arrived.

One of the escorts palmed a panel. A section of the floor in front of the glass irised open. A raised display platform rose under my feet with a hydraulic sigh that vibrated up through the thick sole of my booties and into the packed gel core under my ass.

The platform locked. I was higher than the handlers now. Exhibited.

Matron Bell stepped from the shadow beside the glass, crisp white apron over dark stockings, hair pinned so tight it looked painful. She did not touch me. She looked at me the way she looked at charts.

"Elise. Demonstration gallery. Amended public-compliance terms are in effect. No prep window. No private adjustment."

A handler I did not know clipped a placard at my throat. The laminate smacked my collarbone. PUBLIC COMPLIANCE DRILL, TIER ADVANCE CANDIDATE. The letters were large enough to read across the way.

"I did not agree to…"

"Gallery counter logs dissent at utterance," the lead handler said. His voice was flat, recorded. Somewhere behind the glass a soft tone chimed, the same pitch as the summons that had pulled me here.

I shut my mouth. My pulse hammered in my ears. That chime meant the ledger had already written me before I could take the words back.

Matron Bell lifted a finger. Two attendants crossed the platform. They did not strap me. They pulled the ties of my institutional gown until it hung open from my shoulders, framing my breasts, my belly, the obscene bulk between my legs. The plastic shell of my diaper crinkled loud in the hush. Every handler on the rail could see the printed tape strip, the yellowed edge where I had been left wet after holding because they wanted me humiliated on arrival.

"Rail-bar positioning," Matron Bell said.

They turned me toward the glass. My palms were placed on the cool bar at waist height. My ass was pushed back, diaper squashing, the platform edge biting the fronts of my thighs. Posture exhibit. No bench. No preamble. Just my body offered to the corridor.

"Drill begins. Poses on my count. Eyes on floor markers. Vocal acknowledgment after each position. Full volume. The gallery hears you or the drill does not count."

Her shoe tapped the platform. The sound was sharp as a slap.

"Position one. Display neutral."

I straightened my spine though every nerve screamed to curl inward. The handlers watched. I tasted metal at the back of my tongue, fear and the sweet ghost of the formula they fed us between sessions.

"Acknowledge."

"I am Elise. I present for compliance review."

My voice came out thin. Matron Bell's expression did not change.

"Position two. Kneel."

The platform was hard on my knees even through the padding. The bulk forced my legs apart. The crinkle when I settled was obscene, a long dry rasp that carried through the glass. A handler on the rail leaned in, whispered to another, lips moving.

"Acknowledge."

"I am Elise. I accept placement on the roster."

The words burned. I had spent years ordering residents to accept outcomes they could not change. Now the syllables were syrup I had to swallow in front of strangers.

"Position three. Bent presentation."

Hands on the bar again, ass higher, gown fallen to my elbows. Cool air pebbled my exposed skin except where the diaper cupped me, warm from my own trapped heat. The fullness pressed warm against me. I smelled myself, faint ammonia under the lemon wash.

"Acknowledge."

"I am Elise. My body is available for instruction."

I hated that I said it. I hated more that my nipples tightened against the air, that a thread of wetness unrelated to the diaper slicked the inside of my thigh.

The drill continued. Turn. Spread knees on the marked tape. Hands behind head. Each pose another frame of me in the gallery log. Each acknowledgment a line I could not erase.

Matron Bell walked a slow circle. Her heels clicked. Between clicks came the crib tier below, distant rattles, a muffled cry someone stifled, the suck of a pacifier pulled and replaced.

"Position seven. Vocal recitation. Full compliance cadence."

She held a card at my eye level so I could read and the rail could read over my shoulder.

I recited. Rhythmic, filthy administrative poetry they had written for my mouth.

"I am a padded resident. I wet when I am told. I am checked when I am told. I cum when I am allowed. I breed when the estate assigns."

My face flamed. The handlers did not look away.

"Again. Louder."

"I am a padded resident. I wet when I am told. I am checked when I am told. I cum when I am allowed. I breed when the estate assigns."

On the third repetition my voice cracked. Not from tears. From something pulling in my belly, a hollow that opened when I said cum out loud to an audience.

Matron Bell stopped in front of me. She hooked a finger under the placard at my throat and tugged so the laminate bit my skin.

"You still think this is performance. It is not. Your cunt does not know the difference between private and gallery. Listen to it."

She did not touch me there. She did not need to. The throb answered her.

"Position eight. Open acknowledgment."

I was made to kneel again, knees wide on the marked tape, hands flat on my thighs. The gown slipped to my waist. The diaper dominated the view, a thick adult bulge, ridiculous and functional at once.

"Say what you are."

"I'm…" Rebellion rose one last time, a clean shard. "I'm not yours. I'm a surgeon. I signed a contract, not…"

The gallery counter chimed again. Dissent logged. Matron Bell smiled without warmth.

"Then we will teach your mouth and your hole the same lesson at once. Handler."

The lead handler stepped onto the platform. He was broad, anonymous behind a visor. He unbuckled without ceremony. His cock was already half hard, thick veined skin, the smell of soap and musk hitting my face.

"Open."

I turned my head. "No."

Matron Bell's hand fisted my hair. She did not yank. She held so still my scalp ached.

"You will recite with his cock on your tongue or you will recite after he has painted your face and the drill resets from zero. Choose."

The rail watched. Cameras in the corners winked red.

Craving was not a word I would have used then. I would have said fury. But my lips were already parting, saliva pooling, because the alternative was hours and the ledger and never advancing off this platform while my name stayed a footnote in dissent.

I opened my mouth.

He fed me his cock. Salt skin, the flat press of the head on my tongue, the stretch of my jaw. I gagged once and he did not pull back. He set a pace, shallow then deep, the wet sounds carrying in the gallery hush.

"Recite," Matron Bell said.

I tried. Around the shaft the words mangled. "I am a padded, mmph, resident…"

"Clearer. The gallery cannot log mush."

He pushed deeper. My throat convulsed. Tears sprang. I tasted precum, bitter and slick, mixing with the metal fear taste until they were one flavor.

"I am a padded resident," I gasped when he withdrew a fraction. "I wet when I am told."

"Again."

"I wet when I am told."

Slap of his balls on my chin. The crinkle of plastic as my body rocked forward. Someone on the rail coughed.

"Continue the cadence."

"I am checked when I am told."

His cock hit the back of my throat. I choked, drool stringing from my lip to his shaft, shiny in the lamp light.

"I, checked…"

"Look at me, Elise."

Matron Bell crouched so her face filled my watery vision. "You want to refuse. Your mouth is full of cock and you are still trying to be the woman who amputates and sutures. Say the next line."

He pulled out. Cool air on my slick lips. My voice shook.

"I cum when I am allowed."

"Do you?"

She nodded to the handler. He reached down, not for his cock, for the tape at my hip. Ripped. The sound was louder than anything I had made. The diaper fell away from my front, heavy, revealing my shaved pussy, lips swollen, clit peeking, shamefully wet.

The gallery inhaled as one.

"Touch yourself. Slow. Continue recitation."

My hand trembled. Fingers slid through my slick. The first brush on my clit made a whimper rip out of me.

"I breed when the estate assigns."

"Again."

"I breed when the estate assigns."

Circles on my clit. The handler's cock at my lips again, tapping, waiting. Matron Bell rose.

"You will not cum. You will edge on your fingers and his cock in your mouth until the final line is earned. If you cum early, you drink from the floor mop and the drill resets."

I moaned around his cock. The denial was crueler than the thrusts. My hips wanted to grind into my hand. I held still because I had seen the mop bucket in the corner.

Time dissolved into taste and sound. Cock on tongue, salt and spit. Fingers on clit, slick squelch audible over the platform speakers they had switched on so the rail could hear everything. Matron Bell's counts. My garbled recitations. The wet slap when he face-fucked me between lines. My diaper discarded at my knees, plastic rustling when I shook.

"Position nine. Begging acknowledgment."

They turned me to the bar again, belly pressed to metal, ass out. The handler's lubed fingers spread my asshole, not entering, just stretching the rim while his other hand guided his cock back to my mouth.

"Say what you need."

"I need…" Rage and heat collided. "I need this to stop."

"Wrong."

Fingers pressed my clit from behind, rough, two-finger flick that made my knees buckle.

"Say what you need for the estate."

The words they wanted sat behind my teeth like rot. I could not make them beautiful. I could only make them true enough for my body to believe.

"I need to be told when I can cum. I need to be used on the roster. I need, fuck, I need your cock, I need to choke on it, please…"

"Please what."

"Please let me be good. Please let me finish. I'll say it. I'll say anything. I'm your padded whore, I'm…"

Matron Bell touched my ear with her lips. "Final line withheld until earned. You know it."

I did. The phrase on the bottom of the card. The one that made me a different kind of property.

He pounded my mouth. Fingers worked my pussy, three now, curling, stretching, nowhere near enough to tip me over but enough to keep me screaming inside. The ordeal stretched. My thighs shook. The platform recorded every sound.

When she finally nodded, it was almost mercy.

"Final line. Full volume. On his cock."

He buried himself and held. My nose in his hair. My world narrowed to gagging and the beat in my clit.

"I am Elise. I crave compliance. I crave being bred on schedule. I belong on the padded roster."

The last word left my mouth and he pulled free so I could scream the belonging part to the glass.

"Now."

His fingers slammed my clit. His cock drove back into my throat. The orgasm denied past bearing broke loose in one single crest, not a stack of smaller peaks, one enormous wave that tore me open from mouth to cunt. I came so hard I squirted on the platform, fluid hitting the marks, my hole clamping on nothing while I gagged and drooled and shook. Vision whited. Sound became a roar. I made animal noises around his cock while the climax ripped through me in one long degrading pulse that would not end, layer after layer until I was empty and still convulsing.

When it finally let me go I hung on the bar, spit hanging from my chin, pussy dripping, asshole winking from the stretch of his touch. The gallery was silent except for the drip of my release on the platform and my ragged breath through the speakers.

Matron Bell straightened my placard.

"Collapse logged as roster affirmation. Compliant-craving status active for audience record."

A screen flashed green. COMPLIANT, CRAVING. Handlers wrote. Some looked bored. One looked hungry. I could not tell which scared me more.

She taped a fresh diaper tight over my spent, sensitive flesh. The crinkle when she snugged it was almost gentle. She did not wipe the taste from my mouth.

"You refused in public. The ledger counted it. You begged in public. The ledger counted that too. Going back now costs more than going on. You know that in your body."

I did. The orgasm had rewritten the math. Refusal was still a thought, but it was thin, a paper wall behind which craving pressed constantly.

She lifted my chin.

"We are only just beginning."

Dismissal was a tone and the escorts' hands again. They walked me off the platform, through the glass corridor, back toward the crib tier's upper access. My legs hummed from the earned peak, aftershocks twitching in the fresh diaper. Tomorrow's assignment was read aloud behind me for the log, deeper tier, breeding rotation prep, name and time and door.

I did not look back at the gallery. I listened to the crinkle with each step and the echo of her line in my skull, forward momentum I could not slow, only obey.


Chapter 6: The Chosen Sire

Ifinished the last rinse stroke across my collar when the sire-audit chime cut the annex basin dead mid-swipe. Warm water hung on my wrists. Soap slid off the metal tag at my throat and hit the drain with a flat tick. My hands froze. The cycle indicator blinked red once and went still.

Handlers pulled the partition before I could reach for a towel. The rinse room shrank to a strip of tile and my own dripping skin. A man in transit livery stood on the appraisal rail outside the glass without looking at me like a person. He had a breeder witness band on one sleeve and a slate hooked to his belt. His boots were polished. Mine were not allowed.

Matron Bell stepped in from the corridor side. She did not raise her voice. She never needed to.

"Gallery marks are live, Elise. Renwick is here for oral review. You stay where you are until he reads you."

Renwick. The name landed like a stamp. I knew what sire-audit meant on the ledger. I knew what oral review meant in the annex wing. My stomach turned anyway. Terror of exposure sat under my ribs hotter than the rinse water. Anyone on that rail could see my tits, my bare ass, the thick diaper between my legs that I had not earned privacy for in months.

The portable ledger scrolled in Renwick's hand. Compliance ticks marched past. He circled my stance through the partition gap without entering yet. Two fingers hooked my collar from the front and pulled until the metal bit my windpipe. I sucked in a thin breath. He let go and watched the red fade.

"Stance holds," he said to the slate, not to me. "Collar tension acceptable. Diaper profile nominal."

Nominal. The word made me want to spit. The diaper sagged heavy between my thighs, warm from my own piss, an hour old. The stink rose when I bent for the rinse. Everyone on the rail would smell it when they got close.

Matron Bell tapped my shoulder once. "Transit is cancelled for this block. Oral-review dais. Now."

They did not return me to the hallway queue. Handlers opened the low door one rung below the demonstration gallery and walked me down shallow steps into a room built for mouths. The platform hummed under my feet, a low vibration in my teeth. Kneeling bars lined the front edge at throat height. A rail ran behind them for witnesses. Fluorescents were flat and white. No screens. No cloth to hide my face.

Renwick came down from the appraisal rail without introduction. He stood close enough that I caught his scent, clean soap and something metallic from the slate. Matron Bell took position at my left with the amended terms on a thin card.

"Live service under direct sight," she read. "No screen. No blindfold. Witness sets pace. Single cycle. Witness palm on slate ends the count. Elise, you acknowledge amended terms by kneeling when the bar engages."

I opened my mouth to refuse. Nothing useful came out. Going back to the gallery block after a failed audit cost more than whatever happened on this dais. The ledger had already scrolled my name beside sire-candidate review. Refusal would not erase it. It would only add a strike I could not afford.

"I hear the terms," I whispered.

"You belong in this room now," Matron Bell said.

The kneeling bar rose from the platform and caught me under the chin. Cold metal pushed my jaw up until I looked straight at Renwick's belt. My knees hit the padded lip of the dais. A handler recited the single-cycle rule behind me, voice flat.

"One sustained count. No break until witness palm on the slate. Pace is witness property."

Renwick unbuckled without hurry. His cock was already half hard, thick at the root, skin flushed. He did not touch me yet. He watched my mouth and my breath while the auditor at my shoulder started the interval log, pen scratching each time I exhaled.

"Open," Renwick said.

I opened. Shame fused with heat so tight I thought I would split. He was not Matron Bell. He was a stranger with breeding authority on his sleeve and my compliance marks in his slate. If I failed here, the nursery wing would know before I stood up.

He fed me the head first. Salt and skin. My lips stretched around the width. He set a slow count with his hips, one push on one, hold on two, shallow retreat on three. Not fast. Not kind. A pace meant to be watched.

"Show the rail your tongue," Matron Bell said from my left. "They are learning how you take instruction."

I flattened my tongue under his shaft on the next forward stroke. Drool gathered at the corner of my mouth and tracked down my chin. The auditor marked the interval. Scratch. Scratch. My pussy clenched on emptiness inside the soaked diaper. The soaked weight pulled at my hips when I swayed. Crinkle sound. Small. Obscene in the quiet room.

Renwick studied my mouth the whole time. No blindfold meant every tear and every sloppy string of spit was his to catalog. Exposure pulsed with every stroke. I was a surgeon once. Now I was a kneeling hole on a humming platform while corridor staff leaned on the rail behind him.

"Pace halved," Renwick said mid-act.

The movement stretched. One push took twice as long. My jaw ached early. He bottomed against the back of my throat on a count I could not predict and held until my eyes watered. I gagged. Wet sound. He did not pull out. He waited for me to swallow around him or choke.

"Beg for the next stroke," he said.

The words scraped out of me. "Please. Let me take it. I need your cock down my throat."

"Louder. Tell the rail what you are."

"I'm a padded slut for review." My voice broke. "I'm a breeding mouth. Please fuck my throat."

He gave me the next stroke at half pace anyway. Slow enough that every vein dragged over my tongue. Saliva pooled under my jaw and dripped onto the platform. The auditor logged my shudder when he held again. Scratch.

Corridor staff whispered behind me. I heard the word demonstration. I heard my name. Exposure burned worse than the metal bar under my chin. I could not close my eyes. Terms forbade it. I had to watch his belt and his hand resting loose while he used my mouth like a measured pump.

Matron Bell's fingers brushed my hair back from my face. Not tenderness. Positioning. "Keep your lips sealed on the outstroke. No wasteful dripping."

I sealed. My cheeks hollowed on the retreat. Renwick's thumb pressed my chin down to open my throat for the next forward push. I took him deeper. Gag reflex fired and I fought it. He counted under his breath, numbers low and steady, stretching the single cycle into one unbroken movement.

Heat built in my cunt despite everything. Shame made it worse. I was wetting shame and getting wet from shame, the diaper swelling heavier while his cock shuttled slow past my lips. No one counted my orgasms out loud this block. The build was one long draw without a finish line I could see.

"Touch your clit through the diaper," Renwick said. "Witness wants to see you try to cum with your mouth full."

My hand shook when I slid it between my thighs. The outer shell was slick. I found the hard nub through soaked layers and rubbed in small circles matching his half pace. Filth climbed my spine. I moaned around his cock. Vibration made him hiss.

"That's it," he said. "Rub like the whore you are signed to be. Choke on it while you do."

I rubbed faster. The diaper mashed wet against my hand. My throat opened on a deep stroke and stayed open while he fucked it slow. Drool ran down his balls. I tasted sweat and pre-cum mixing at the back of my tongue. The auditor's pen never stopped. Scratch on my gasp. Scratch on my gag.

The rail went quiet. Everyone watched one sustained act. No stacked peaks. No mercy breaks. My jaw trembled. My clit swelled under friction through the ruin of the diaper. Pressure coiled low and would not release until he allowed it.

Renwick set one flat hand on the ledger slate.

The kneeling bar released a fraction under my chin. Not freedom. Enough to breathe without cutting. He did not speed up. He finished the cycle at the same halved pace until his hips stuttered once.

"Cum on my cock," he ordered. "Throat only. Swallow what you're given."

He drove deep and held. Hot cum hit the back of my throat in pulses. I swallowed convulsively. Taste thick and bitter. My clit jumped under my fingers and orgasm ripped through me without permission, ugly and long, rolling in one sustained wave while I milked his shaft with my mouth and leaked more piss into the already dead diaper. I whimpered around the spend. He pulled out slow. A last string of spit and cum bridged my lip to his tip.

Silence held one beat.

Matron Bell nodded to the auditor. "Aftercount."

The bar locked again at my throat. I stayed kneeling. Jaw on fire. Throat raw. Renwick tucked himself away and stepped back to the witness line. The auditor clipped a new tag beside my existing placard at my collar, sire-candidate throat marker, metal cold against my pulse.

"You are logged for forward escort to breeding-prep corridor," Matron Bell said. "You do not return to transit today. Renwick sets follow-on pace for live service blocks until prep completes."

Renwick looked at me one last time. "Next block, you take two counts back to back. No negotiation."

That was the change. Not the orgasm. Not the tag. The word negotiation stripped from my mouth forever in this wing. I had acknowledged amended terms on my knees. I had swallowed a stranger's cum on a witness slate. Going back now meant worse than going on. I could not refuse live service under direct sight. I could not refuse witness pace. I could not refuse Renwick's follow-on counts.

Forward escort tone chimed from the corridor, a soft queue tone that meant movement whether I was ready or not.

Jaw ache settled deep. Throat heat lingered like a brand. Platform hum traveled down my shins into my knees and stayed there when the handlers lifted the bar and told me to rise.

I rose on legs that shook. The diaper's weight swung between my thighs, soaked and reeking, proof the rail had seen everything. Matron Bell turned me toward the breeding-prep arch without wiping my chin.

I walked toward the tone because the ledger said I would, and because refusal had already cost more than my pride could pay.


Chapter 7: Bell's Slow Mercy

Isaid the amended roster line was wrong before the alcove door sealed, my voice still carrying the old bite I used in the gallery audit one rung up.

Matron Bell did not look at me. She ran a thumb along the slate edge and read the new slot back flat. "Elise. Slow mercy bench. First bell tomorrow. Collar prompt armed. Tonight's ledger holds your next rung pending."

The seal hissed. Warm air smelled of oil and clean plastic. My diaper was already thick and taped snug, the crinkle loud when I shifted. I had come to beg. I hated that I had come to beg.

She set the oils on the tray. Three bottles. Counted breaths. "In for four. Hold. Out for six." I did it because the rings were waiting. She took my wrists and placed them in the inspection rings, cold metal closing soft around my skin. My arms pulled forward. I could not cover myself. I could not hide the wet heat that had soaked into the diaper earlier and sat there, shame in the fibers.

"Mercy," I said. "Yesterday you stopped. I need…"

"You need what I give." She poured oil into her palms. Rubbed them together until they shone. "Not what you ask for."

I turned my face away. Grief hit me for the woman who used to cut and close and walk out of an OR without asking permission to piss. That woman was a photograph left in sun. Fading. I still reached for her when I spoke sharp. It did not save me.

"Spread your knees. Heels on the marks."

I did. The vinyl bench was warm under my thighs. The diaper bulk forced my legs apart. She did not open it yet. Her hands started at my wrists, mapping pulse points, counting beats against her watch. Palms down my forearms. Slow. Clinical. My nipples tightened anyway. Traitor skin.

"Compliance," she said. "Not reward. You don't get touched because you want it. You get touched because I'm reading you."

Her fingers traced my ribs. My belly. The swell of the padded front. She pressed there and the wet layer squelched. I flinched. Heat crawled up my neck.

"Still warm," she murmured. "Good little leak. We'll note it."

"Don't call me…"

"Quiet." Her hand slid to my hip and turned me slightly. Nothing where I angled my pelvis up, seeking. She skipped my clit entirely. Mapped the tape seams instead. Checked the leg gathers. Pinch. Release. Pinch. Release.

"You denied me yesterday," I said, voice breaking on the last word. "You had me open on the bench and you took your finger away. I was right there. You logged it and walked out."

She stopped. One finger rested at the upper tape line, not inside, not where I throbbed. "Not yet."

She withdrew that finger. My cunt clenched on nothing. A sound came out of me I did not authorize.

"Please."

"Beg, and I might let you." She said it slow, each word placed like a weight. "Might. Not will."

I bit my lip until I tasted copper and spit. "Please, Matron. I need to cum. I'm sorry I talked back on the roster. I'm sorry. Please touch my clit. Please open me."

"Staff-view nursery oath. Say it."

My stomach turned. Yesterday's witness pressed behind my eyes. Renwick's pen. The ledger. "I…"

"Say it or I leave you in the rings until second bell."

The words scraped out. "I swear service in the nursery wing under staff view. I show my wetting. I show my changes. I show my breeding readiness. I am… I am property on the ledger."

She logged it on the slate. The interval on the display ticked tighter. Not mercy. A shorter leash.

"Good slut. Now we measure."

Her hands returned. No gloves yet. Bare skin on the outside of the diaper first, then she peeled the front tape back slow. Cool air hit my slick pussy. She did not rush. Fingers framed my lips, spread me for inspection, thumbs holding my hood back so my clit stood exposed and shiny.

"Pulse here." Two fingers on my inner thigh. "Here." At my entrance. One finger pushed in to the first knuckle only. Curl. Withdraw. My hips jerked.

"Stay."

I shook in the rings. "I can't. I'm so close. You did that yesterday and…"

"Yesterday was lesson one." She added a second finger, shallow, twisting slow. "Today is counting."

The display above the bench lit. Stack one. Her free hand pinned my lower belly flat so I could not grind. Fingers fucked me slow, cruelly slow, while her thumb hovered a millimeter from my clit and never landed.

"Please please please…"

"Come on my hand and I'll stop at the crest. One."

I shattered. It ripped through me ugly, knees buckling, cunt squeezing her fingers in spasms. The moment the wave peaked she pulled out entirely. Left me clenching on air. Left my clit screaming untouched.

"That's one." Her voice was flat. "Not relief. Data."

I sobbed. "You said…"

"I said you might beg. I didn't say I'd be kind."

She wiped her wet fingers on my inner thigh, marking territory. Spread my lips again. My clit pulsed, oversensitive, angry. She blew on it once. I whined.

"Stack two."

Two fingers back inside. Deeper this time. A third pressed against my asshole, not entering, just pressure. My voice and the counter on the display fell out of sync. She said three when the screen said two. Mercy stayed withheld. She edged me on the climb twice, stopping when my thighs trembled and my hole fluttered.

"Beg for the third like the whore you are."

"I'm your whore. I'm a wet diaper slut. Please make me cum again. I need it. I'll do anything. Breed me. Watch me piss in the diaper. Just don't stop…"

"Third."

She thumbed my clit hard. Circles. Brutal. Fingers pounding my cunt now, no more shallow tease. I came screaming, back arching off the bench until the rings bit my wrists. She did not stop. She drove on, fucking me through the oversensitive convulsions until a fourth rise built before the third had finished.

"That's two. One more."

"No, too much…"

"You'll take what I script." She glanced at the slate. Fourth crest pending. "We go to four."

I was beyond words. Interior voice broke to fragments. clit fire. can't. more. please. hate. cum. The old Elise was a ghost I was pissing on in my own mind. Grief and heat twisted together until I could not tell which was wetter, my eyes or my cunt.

Her hand left my pussy. I almost screamed. Then she slapped my swollen clit once, sharp, and sank three fingers back in while her palm ground down on me.

"Count with me this time. Four."

"Four, I'm…"

"Say it."

"Four. I'm cumming. I'm cumming on your hand like a good little toy…"

The orgasm was longer than the others, dragged out, brutal on flesh that had already given too much. She held me open through it, fingers curled against my front wall, milking spasm after spasm while I begged her to stop and keep going in the same breath. When it finally broke she withdrew to gloves. Snap. Latex. Distance.

Withdrawn mercy broke only on her terms. No praise. No softness. The final count timed to her watch. My climax logged as procedure on the slate. Satisfied / unsatisfied stamp ready.

"Spread for final inspection."

I spread. Trembling. Pussy gaping, slick, used. Clit red. Diaper half open, front sagging, tape hanging. She gloved up and probed anyway. Measured swelling. Checked pulse. Wrote notes. Her fingers were objects now, not pleasure, not punishment. Both at once in my head.

She pressed the stamp. Satisfied.

"Unsatisfied would have meant denial until tomorrow night. You earned procedure complete. Not happiness. Procedure."

Hands withdrew. No aftercare window. No blanket. No water. She retaped the diaper loose enough to chafe, tight enough to remind. The wet core met my skin again. Crinkle when I closed my legs.

"Listen."

I lifted my eyes because she told me to.

"Tomorrow. First bell. Slow mercy bench. Collar prompt armed. You report before breakfast leak check. You will edge for the interval on the display. You will not cum until I script the count. If you touch your clit in the night I will know from the sensor strip."

Renwick's name flickered up from the witness log. More eyes next rung. Going back to sharp roster talk cost more than going on. Refusal had a price now I could feel in my wrists where the rings had left pale marks.

"Repeat the instruction."

"First bell. Slow mercy bench. Collar armed. No touching. Wait for your count."

She unlocked the rings. My arms fell dead. She held my chin once, not kind, not cruel. Placement.

"Sleep in your wet diaper. Grieve your surgeon if you need to. By first bell she belongs to me."

The alcove door unsealed. Corridor cold after the warm oil. I walked toward the nursery dorm with my thighs slick and my diaper heavy, already counting breaths the way she had trained, already knowing tomorrow's edge would start before anyone said my name.


Chapter 8: Last Wall Standing

The inspection rings still burned faint pink on my wrists when transit shoved me onto the deeper roster rung without a breath between tiers. My thighs shook from whatever they had wrung out of me one level up. Cool air hit the damp crotch of my diaper and the plastic shell gave a loud crinkle with every step they made me take. I could taste metal from the gag they had used to hold my mouth open while they counted my spasms and wrote the numbers down like weather.

A handler clipped a fresh tag to my collar. It chimed once against the nursery wing frequency. No corridor grab this time. The summons came through the tag itself, a flat pulse that meant move now. They marched me past gallery audit depth and down the service stairs into the worship annex below. The stone down there held cold that climbed my bare calves. Sound changed too. Upstairs had been fans and distant pumps. Down here my own breath echoed off wet brick and somewhere water dripped at a steady tick I could not place.

They put me on my knees before a low rail painted the same cream as the upper wards. A second handler did not speak. She opened a tablet and pasted my marks from the last tier straight into the worship ledger. Denial. Edge. Forced release on their terms. Each line blinked green as accepted. My stomach turned watching my humiliation become permanent record while my knees ached on the cold floor.

The lead handler stepped into the ring of light above me. She wore white like the others but her boots were heavier and the buckle at her throat caught the bulb. "Last oath wall," she said, voice flat enough to cut. "You swore you would not kneel at this rail. You swore you would not offer service at this depth. That oath dies here or you do not leave this annex on your feet."

She hooked a finger under my collar and yanked until the leather bit my windpipe. "Altar posture. Palms up. Chin on the service line."

I lifted my hands because the choke left no choice. The painted stripe at the edge of the rail was exactly at the height of my throat when I bowed. Transit handlers had paused on the stairs to watch. I hated them for it. I hated the girl in the ledger one rung above me who had already broken and stopped fighting. Jealousy sat hot behind my ribs, mean and useless, because she had gotten the mercy of surrender while I was still pretending I had walls left.

"Measured obeisance," the lead handler said. "Four breaths. Palms flat. Do not move your cunt off the kneel pad."

I counted the breaths she dictated. In for four. Hold. Out for four. The kneel pad was warmed rubber over concrete and the chill beneath seeped into my knees while my diaper cooled against my skin. On the second breath a slow leak spread in the front of my shell, shame and heat mixing until my face burned. I had not been given permission to release. My body did it anyway. The wet spot grew and the crinkle when I shifted sounded obscene in the drip-tick quiet.

Handlers on the stairs whispered. One laughed under her breath. I wanted to scream that I was Elise, that I had held a scalpel, that I had chosen this contract with clear ink. The words would not come. What came was the memory of another resident moaning through her service while attendants praised her obedience. They had called her good. They had called her ready for breeding ledger. I had watched from the gallery with dry diaper and thought I was different.

Third breath. Fourth. The lead handler tapped the rail. "Placement. Mouth at the service opening."

The rail had a cutout lined with soft vinyl. Behind it, in shadow, the worship fixture waited, thick silicone mounted on a pivot, glistening with oil. Not a person. A tool. That was what I told myself. My oath had been about not worshipping estate property with my mouth at this depth. My oath had been the last thing I owned.

I leaned forward. My lips touched the oiled tip. Salt and chemical slick. The handlers on the stairs went silent, listening.

The same refusal I had used one tier up rose in my throat, automatic, the last clean blade I had. I pulled back until the collar stopped me. "No."

The word rang off the brick. For one heartbeat I believed it still meant something.

The lead handler did not raise her voice. She stepped behind me, boot between my shoulder blades, and drove my face down onto the fixture. Nose crushed to vinyl. Jaw forced open. The silicone cock pushed past my teeth and filled my throat in one brutal shove.

"Defiance logged," she said near my ear. "Mandatory completion. You do not get to refuse this rung."

Fingers tightened in my hair. My stance was pinned, knees spread wide on the pad, ass up, diaper sodden and heavy between my legs. Another handler knelt beside me and ripped the tape at my hips. Cool air hit my bare skin. She did not remove the shell. She peeled the front down and exposed my pussy, swollen, dripping, the shame of it open to the annex air.

"Worship is service," the lead handler said. "You suck until the wall drops. One rhythm. No rotation. No gallery. No mercy interval."

She set the pace with her hand on the back of my head. Slow. Relentless. Not the frantic face-fucking from upstairs. A single sustained cadence meant to wear me down. In. Hold. Out. Gag. Drool. In again. The silicone was veined and too real. My throat stretched and fluttered around it. Spit ran down my chin and pooled on the rail. Each withdrawal made a wet pop that the handlers heard and judged.

I tried to pull off again. Her boot pressed harder. "You swore you would not do this. You are doing it. Say what you are."

I gagged instead of speaking. She slapped my ass, sharp, then rubbed the sting with her palm like she owned the flesh. "Say it."

The fixture slid deep again. My inner voice fractured. Not a surgeon. Not Elise who signed. Just a hole on a rail.

"I'm a… worship slut," I gasped when she let me breathe. The words tasted like vomit and arousal. "I'm a service hole for the estate."

"Louder. The ledger is listening."

"I'm a worship slut. I suck estate cock on my knees."

The envy twisted, uglier. I had heard another woman say similar things and been sick with contempt. Now I was her. Worse. I was the one they were recording. The tablet chimed as my confession tagged to the breach record.

The lead handler guided my hips back until the fixture drove deeper. My clit throbbed against nothing. A handler beside me slid two fingers into my cunt without preamble, curling upward while I choked on silicone. "She's soaking," the handler reported. "Denied upstairs, leaking down here. Greedy little bitch."

"Do not stop sucking," the lead handler told me. "If you lose rhythm, we start the hour over."

An hour. My mind clamped onto that number. One hour of throat and fingers and slow piston strokes. My jaw ached. My knees went numb then burned then went numb again. Temperature swung from cold brick on my shins to the heat of my own spit on my chest to the fever between my legs where those fingers worked me open, three now, stretching, pumping in time with the cock in my mouth.

I thought of Renwick's name on the breeding roster I had seen in passing. Thought of him mounting a compliant resident while I still had oaths. Jealousy and need knotted together until I could not tell which burned hotter. I wanted to be the one marked ready. I hated myself for wanting it. My hips jerked back onto the fingers without permission.

"Whore," the lead handler murmured, almost approving. "You break faster than you pretend."

She throttled the pace slower. Torture dressed as ritual. My tongue worked the underside of the silicone on the upstroke because she had trained that reflex with pain and reward until my body served before my mind caught up. Drool hung in strings from my lip. The drip-tick water and the wet suck sounds merged into one beat I could not escape.

When she finally let me breathe longer than a gasp, I sobbed once. Not from pain. From the wall inside me cracking. I had sworn on my contract blood that I would never complete worship service at annex depth. My mouth was full again before the sob finished.

"Last wall," she said. "Finish what you swore you would never perform. Swallow the line when I tell you."

The fixture began to deliver something bitter and thin, not cum exactly, estate ritual fluid, warm and chemical down my throat. I gagged and swallowed because boot and hair and collar left no path. Swallow. Suck. Swallow. The ledger on the tablet flashed: OATH WALL BREACHED. COMPLIANCE REGISTERED.

My cunt clenched hard around the handler's fingers. Orgasm built not like the edged spike upstairs but like a slow flood, inevitable, dragging me under. I moaned around the silicone and the sound came out broken, animal. "Please," I tried around the cock. "Please let me…"

"Cum when you finish the line," the lead handler said. "Not before. Whore."

I sucked through the last pulses of the bitter fluid. My whole body shook. The fingers inside me rubbed my front wall steady, merciless, matching the slow thrust in my throat. When the final swallow went down, she said, "Now."

I came. Long. Ugly. One crest that did not stack into counted peaks, just a single rolling wave from cunt to throat to tingling scalp. I screamed around silicone, muffled, spit flying, diaper soaked anew, pussy clenching and releasing on those fingers while the annex recorded every second. The handlers on the stairs applauded once, dry and clinical.

She pulled my head free. I hung on the rail coughing, makeup streaked, chin slick. The lead handler lifted my face by the jaw. "There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

She said it like a weather report. Fact.

My legs trembled. She taped my diaper back up without tenderness, only maintenance. Check between my legs with two fingers, nod at the wetness, wipe me like equipment. "Compliance registered. Annex seals after exit."

The heavy door at the outer wall hissed. A procession chime sounded, bright and nursery-sweet, wrong in this depth. Voices in the corridor, fresh intake cadence or witness party, I could not tell yet. Handlers at the stairs turned toward the sound, posture shifting to receive.

They unclipped me from the rail but did not let me stand long. Arms hooked under mine, they walked me forward off the kneel pad toward the opening door, my thighs still jelly from the single crest, my oath dead on the ledger, jealousy finally quiet because there was no one left above me to envy, only the new arrival ahead and whatever the chain demanded next.

Cold air from the corridor washed over my face. The chime rang again. Boots approached. I was moved into the light toward them, past the last wall, with no way back that would not cost more than going on.


Chapter 9: Marked For Legacy

Iheld the appraisal stance with my knees bent and my thick padded bulk spread wide on the open catwalk, one rung below the worship annex, while the glass wall filled with faces I could not name and would never forget.

My throat burned from the fresh placard they had bolted through the collar ring. A transit breeder ran his thumb along the etched roster code and watched the annex light blink green, then red, then hold on amber while he nodded to the lead handler at my left shoulder.

"Worship ledger, entry four through nine," the handler said, voice flat for the rail. "Subject Elise. Knees on the stone at second bell. Mouth open for Renwick's cock until the count reached forty. Swallowed twice without being told. Pussy plugged and taped for display while the annex chanted her number."

Heat crawled up my neck. I had meant to keep my face still. My lips trembled anyway.

"Entry six," he went on. "She begged to be bred on camera. Entry seven. She cried when the plug came out and still pushed back on the handler's fingers. Entry eight. Defiance noted and crushed. Subject stated she would not sign the deeper roster. Subject signed anyway with cum still drying on her chin."

Someone below the glass laughed, a short bark cut off by a cuff on the shoulder. I tasted copper from where I had bitten my cheek during the night shift. The scent of the annex drifted down, incense and bleach and the sweet rot of used diaper from the demonstration tier they had paused so everyone could watch me.

Hands worked at my back without asking. Clips popped. My rear panel fell loose and hung against my thighs, exposing the wide white shell and the yellow stripe that meant legacy review. Chalk scraped skin through the gap they had cut in the tapes. A handler drew a rectangle low on my ass cheeks, framing the cleft, framing what they intended to take in front of all of them.

"Legacy claim zone," the lead handler announced to the rail. "Stencil live. No partition on this beat."

I kept my display compliance. Hips rolled forward on command. Shoulders back. Chin up so the placard caught the light. Counted breaths left my mouth in ones and twos while another handler poured oil into his palm. The smell hit first, sharp peppermint cut with something animal, musk and heated metal. He spread it over my asshole in slow circles, pressing until my rim yielded and the slick burned cold then hot.

The crowd did not move. Pens scratched on clipboards. A camera whirred. My pussy throbbed inside the sodden diaper, useless and soaked from the morning check I had not been allowed to forget. Shame sat heavy in my gut and still my cunt clenched like it wanted praise for being wet on command.

The handler uncapped a small ampoule. Needle thin. Brand mix, smoke-colored, the label said LEGACY SEAL in block letters I had seen on amended terms slid under my nose an hour ago. Tonight's surrender will not be reversible after seal. I had initialed with a shaking hand because the alternative was the isolation crib and Renwick's belt on my thighs until I could not walk.

"Provisional mark loads now," the lead handler said. "Witness line holds."

Matron Bell stepped into my peripheral vision, white cuffs crisp, mouth set. She had not spoken yet. She did not need to. Her presence pulled my spine straighter and made my asshole pucker around the oil like it already knew her temper.

"Inspection rings," she said.

Metal bands locked around my hips, repurposed from the morning lineup, cold against slick skin. They spread me until the chalk box framed my hole in obscene clarity. Someone below whispered something filthy. I caught the word whore and let it land because it fit the heat pooling under my shame.

"This is the stroke," Matron Bell said, close to my ear. "Not decoration. Claim. You take it where they can see the stencil fill."

Renwick stepped behind me, belt already open, cock thick and flushed, smell of soap and precum cutting through the peppermint oil. I had serviced him in the annex. My throat remembered the shape of him. This was different. This was the ritual mount, anal framed as the mark itself, my body the ledger page they would write on with friction and spit.

"Beg for the legacy hole," the lead handler told the rail. "Let them hear what she is."

I opened my mouth. Words came out broken. "Please mark my ass. Please fuck the legacy zone. I want the seal in my asshole where everyone can see."

Matron Bell's fingers hooked my chin. "Louder, slut. Tell them what you are."

"I'm a legacy bitch. Breed my ass for the stencil. Ruin me on the catwalk. I need cock in my ass to finish the claim."

Approval rippled through the glass. My face burned. My clit pulsed once, sharp, and I hated how grateful I was for her grip, for the mean edge in her voice, for being told exactly how low to sink.

Renwick pressed the head of his cock to my oiled rim. Slow. Cruel. The stretch burned sweet. I gasped. The inspection rings held me open so I could not shy away. He pushed inch by inch while the handler with the ampoule painted the chalk lines with something that stung like nettles.

"Count for the rail," Matron Bell said.

He bottomed out. My asshole clenched around his shaft, full, stuffed, public. He drew back and slammed forward. The sound was wet and obscene, skin on skin, oil squelching. I moaned into the placard metal.

"One," the crowd murmured.

He fucked me in measured strokes, each one a hammer on the claim zone, each one driving the stencil chemistry into my skin through friction heat. Taste flooded my mouth, peppermint rising from sweat on my lip, salt when I licked it. My interior voice fractured. Good little hole. Take the mark cock. Ass owned. Legacy ass. No undo.

"Two. Three."

My pussy dripped into the diaper. The swell of another wetting started and I could not stop it. Warmth spread across the front of the thick shell. Someone noted it on a sheet. I did not break stance. I stayed bent and open while I pissed myself in front of the annex and the demonstration tier and the transit breeder still testing my throat tag.

Matron Bell watched my face. "You leak like property. Good."

Renwick angled deeper, grinding against nerves that made my thighs shake. The ruined pattern started without warning. He fucked me hard, faster, dirty talk spat from the handler at my ear. "Greedy asshole. Clench for your seal, whore."

I climbed. Peak rushed up, cruel and bright. My clit screamed for touch that never came. At the crest he pulled out to the ring, hands off, cock gone, leaving my asshole gaping and fluttering while orgasm stuttered through me wrong, release spilling from my cunt in wasted pulses, cum-thin slick running down the diaper seam, dripping on the catwalk as everyone watched me shake through a climax that never got to finish.

"Ruined for witness," the lead handler called. "Seal beat holds."

I sobbed once. Humiliation lashed harder than the denied peak. My ass clenched on empty air. I wanted to beg for completion. Matron Bell's palm cracked my cheek, sting blooming, and gratitude flooded me again, sick and pure, because she cared enough to deny me properly.

"Back in," she said to Renwick.

He drove into my ass again. The ampoule needle kissed the center of the chalk box. Fire bit deep. Permanent mark flared, a bloom of heat under skin, legacy stencil fusing to flesh while the ledger screen on the rail updated with a tone like a door locking.

"Legacy claim sealed," the lead handler shouted. "Irreversible line called for witness. Subject Elise, ass marked, roster amended, worship entries absorbed into legacy tier."

The pain wound through the pleasure. I came again from the burn alone, this time allowed to clench, but only in my ass and cunt, no touch on my clit, orgasm rolling through in thick waves while Renwick emptied inside my asshole, hot cum pumping deep in the claim zone, marking me from the inside while the outside brand set.

"Mine," Matron Bell said, fingers digging into my jaw. "Say it."

"Yours," I gasped. "I'm yours. Legacy yours. Ass yours. Cunt yours. I won't refuse the mark."

She held my eyes. "Again."

"Yours, Matron. Marked whore yours. Thank you for sealing me."

The words tasted like submission and relief. Gratitude broke my chest open. I meant them. That terrified me more than the rail.

Handlers pasted the legacy entry over my worship marks on the placard and the skin of my back, layers of adhesive and ink, deeper-roster tag clipped to my collar with a click that sounded final. The demonstration tier below flickered back to life, muted applause, cameras still rolling. I remained displayed, stance held, ass full of cum and brand heat, front of the shell heavy with piss, while transit assigned the next roster beat through the speaker before my thighs stopped trembling.

"Carry line in five," transit said. "Legacy subject to nursery wing cooling pad, then Renwick follow-up breed slot oh-three-hundred."

Display locks released. I stood marked and shaking on the catwalk as the rings fell away. Cool air licked my gaping asshole and leaked cum. I did not cover myself. Compliance was gratitude now. I had asked to be sealed. I had thanked her for ruining me. The cost of going back had become impossible math, contract ink in my skin and cum in my guts and her name in my mouth.

They marched me to the carry line. Other padded women looked away or looked hungry. I was no longer beside them on the roster. I was legacy tier, a walking claim zone, stencil burned into my ass and ledger screaming my number in amber.

Alone between two handlers, noise fading, I stopped fighting the mark in my mind. I could not refuse what had been written in flesh and rail witness. I chose forward instead, not because I was brave, because the gratitude would not let me retreat. Legacy accepted. The next beat was already pulling me deeper, nursery cooling pad then Renwick's follow-up breed, my sealed ass and my dripping diaper and the taste of peppermint oil still on my tongue, and I walked toward it without asking to be unmade.


Chapter 10: Hartwell's Grateful Child

Istill wore Hartwell’s sub-annex on my skin, that worship-annex hush that made every breath feel borrowed. The collar ticked idle against my throat. No one spoke. My knees stayed where the floor had put them after the legacy seal, and the marks from the ritual still burned dull under the thick diaper wedged between my thighs. The weight of it settled, the crinkle when I shifted a fraction, the warm slack where I had already gone soft once and let it happen without fighting. Peace sat in my chest like a drug I had not earned yet. I almost believed I could stay here and never move again.

The grate-chime cut through the hush, not a summons scroll, just metal teeth and a single order tone that meant move now. The alcove lamp above me had not finished cooling; The faint orange filament still hung in the glass, dying. My name was not spoken. The chime was enough. Gratitude rail. Before the light went dead.

I rose on legs that remembered kneeling better than standing. The diaper dragged between my thighs, heavy, damp at the core from the annex stillness. I crossed to the transit grate at the lip of the corridor. I had one hand on the frame to pull myself through.

The carry brackets from the legacy catwalk snapped shut across my shoulders and hips before I could straighten. Cold steel bit through the thin shift. I was pinned at the grate lip, half in, half out, face toward the drop where Hartwell’s observers had stacked one tier deeper than the annex glass. No appraisal preamble. Just eyes.

The lead handler’s boots stopped in my sight line. He did not touch me yet. He read from a slate, voice flat, roster-clean.

“Elise. Breeding ledger active. Annex worship tier satisfied. Permanent claiming marks logged at the legacy seal, irreversible. Transit bracket detainee until gratitude completion.”

Murmurs behind the glass. Not sympathy. Inventory.

Hands took my collar from the back and walked me forward while the brackets stayed locked. My toes scraped grating. They brought me to the penetration rail facing Hartwell’s ledger wall, the big painted columns of names and dates and stroke tallies that made my old life look like a typo. Someone had already unsealed my back panel during transit; cool air hit the tape line above the diaper, and the whole thick garment sagged a little, ready.

Matron Bell stood at the rail’s end, white cuffs sharp against the dark wood. She watched me arrive the way she watched vitals on a screen. Renwick flanked the ledger with a portable tally unit, stylus poised. Other handlers held my wrists to the rail cuffs at collar height first, then walked my placement down until my knees hit the padded lip and my chest met the angled board. Collar to knee. Open. Displayed. The crinkling bulk between my legs pressed to the rail’s cutout where they wanted access without removing the shell they still owned.

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

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out yet except breath.

They did not ask permission. The lead handler, his tag said Voss, mapped the annex and legacy marks into the gratitude ledger with a grease pencil while two others held my thighs apart. Ink lines on my hip matched ink lines on the wall. Each stroke of the pencil was a file closing. Surgeon. Autonomy. Refusal. They wrote over all of it in the same hand, converting scar and ritual into Hartwell property lines. The last unused corner of no went slack and dropped. There was nowhere left to put it.

Voss read aloud as he worked. “No unclaimed refusal on record after this rail. Gratitude entry closes the strip.”

My face burned. My cunt fisted on empty air, already ashamed and already wetter inside the diaper, heat pooling where the liner had gone slick from the annex.

“Say what you are,” Matron Bell said.

“Hartwell’s kept,” I whispered.

“Louder. Filthy. Like you mean it.”

“I’m Hartwell’s kept little bitch. I’m on the ledger to get bred. I’m grateful you didn’t throw me out after I signed.”

The observers behind glass shifted. Someone laughed once, cut off.

Voss finished the map and stepped back. Hartwell’s designate took position behind me, belt already open, cock thick and blunt in the harsh light. Not inspection-framed. Roster-timed. The rail locks engaged at hip and knee with a thunk that went through my bones.

“Single entry,” Matron Bell said. “Deep. Hold her open.”

He did not tease. One shove and he was buried to the root in my pussy, stretching me around girth I had taken before but never like this, not with the ledger in my face and the marks fresh and the brackets still biting my shoulders from the grate catch. I grunted. The sound was ugly. He pulled almost out and drove again, setting a pace that belonged to the tally clock, not to me.

“Take it,” he said. “You’re not a surgeon here. You’re a hole on Hartwell’s schedule.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck me on the schedule. Use the hole.”

Renwick clicked the portable ledger. Stroke count. I heard the numbers in my skin.

The designate pounded me against the rail, balls slapping the cutout edge of my diaper, the wet shell squelching every time he bottomed out. My clit ground on the board’s bevel despite the bulk, friction sparking mean and bright. Shame and heat fused until I could not tell which was which, only that peace wanted me to stop fighting it.

“Beg for the first one,” Matron Bell said.

“Please make me cum on your cock,” I said, voice breaking. “Please log it. I’m Hartwell’s grateful slut. I need it ripped out of me.”

He hooked a hand in my collar and yanked my head back. “You’ll cum when the roster says.”

He fucked harder. The rail bit my ribs. Past three strokes I lost the thread of counting his thrusts. Past four my mind smeared. He ground deep and held, twisted, and the orgasm tore through me with no pause for mercy, clenching and gushing around him while I sobbed into the wood. Renwick’s stylus scratched. Crest one. Logged.

I had not finished shaking when they repositioned me at bracket height, arms lifted, back arched, ass presented higher through the rail cutout. The designate withdrew slick and slammed back in one stroke that punched air from my lungs.

“Second crest,” Voss said. “No recovery interval.”

“Oh god,” I moaned. “I can’t…”

“You can,” Matron Bell said. “You will thank me when it is done.”

He did not slow. My oversensitive walls fluttered and still he drilled me, cruel steady friction on the spot that made my thighs tremble. Drool ran from my lip onto the ledger paint. I made whore sounds, open and wet, each thrust a loud slap. The diaper packed between my thighs shamed me now, warm heaviness I had added to without asking, the texture gone mushy under the shell while he fucked me like that did not matter.

I tried to angle away. Hands on my hips forced me flat to the rail again.

“Stay,” the designate growled. “Take the second one like the kept bitch you are.”

“Make me,” I cried. “Rip it out again. I’m yours. Hartwell’s. Thankful. Please.”

The second orgasm hit harder than the first, a violent clench that sawed my breath to pieces. I came and came, vision white at the edges, past the number that should have come next, the count useless. Crest two ripped through before breath recovery. I stopped angling away. There was no away.

They did not release the rail.

The designate kept fucking, slower now, meaner, dragging the head over my swollen rim on every outstroke. Matron Bell’s fingers tapped the wood beside my cheek.

“Third crest. Voice breaks here. Mouth the gratitude. Kept. Claimed. Thankful. While he does not stop.”

I was sobbing and still so fucking aroused it hurt. Peace and degradation had merged into one thing I could not refuse because refusal was already filed closed on the wall.

“Thank you,” I babbled. “Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for the marks. Thank you for the rail. I’m claimed. I’m grateful. I’m Hartwell’s child. Breed me. Log me. I don’t want the old me back.”

“Say you’re wet for it,” Renwick said, stylus hovering.

“I’m wet for it,” I screamed. “I pissed my diaper like a good kept slut and I’m still wet for your cock. Thank you. Thank you.”

The designate drove deep and held, grinding, two fingers finding my slick nub above the ruined liner and pinching cruel. Forced overstimulation stacked on the two crests already breaking me. The third orgasm rolled me under, orgasm after orgasm until counting became impossible, past four, past any number I could hold, only friction and spasm and the ledger wall swimming in tears.

When he finally spent inside me, hot pulse filling my cunt, I was limp on the rail, mouthing thank you with no sound left.

Matron Bell unhooked the rail locks herself. Handlers lifted me enough to reseal the back panel, tape smooth over the sagging warmth I could not hide. Voss clipped Hartwell’s gratitude placard to my collar beside the wet tally strip Renwick had pulled from the portable unit, paper dark at the edge where my shame had been measured. The camera held the frame: two tags touching, metal and damp paper, my throat between them, collar live, placard shining with the words they had stamped for me.

The transit bell for the next annex tier sounded mid-clip, not waiting for the camera to cut.

They walked me off-frame still collared, placard live, wet strip fluttering when my legs moved, toward whatever depth followed Hartwell down the corridor where the grate-chime had started and nothing of the old self remained unclaimed. I went grateful. I went kept. The weight between my legs and the weight on my throat were the same weight now, and I carried them forward because going back would cost more than going on, and for the first time the math felt like peace.


THE END
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