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The Regression Trilogy, Book 1

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

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

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: Nothing Admissible

Irehearsed the first line of my report while rain slapped the windscreen. Thistledown presents as a closed system with unverifiable claims. The wipers dragged. The gate came out of the grey like a mouth that already knew my name.

I parked under the covered bay and cut the engine. My case sat on the passenger seat, thick with blank templates and a letter from the Board. Twenty-one days. One accreditation report. Then out.

I was twenty-seven and I had never failed a file.

The intercom clicked. A woman’s voice, even and dry. “State your business.”

“Imogen. Compliance audit. Board commission.”

The gate buzzed. I walked through with my coat open and my heels clicking too loud on wet concrete. Heat hit me at the inner door, thick and close, like a body pressed against my face. Somewhere deep inside a machine hummed. A diaper crinkled. That sound was data. I wrote it down that way.

A woman waited in the foyer. Tall. Grey streak at one temple. Fifty, going by the lines at her mouth. A plain dark dress and a badge that only said VALE.

“Matron Vale,” she said. “You will do exactly as I say.”

My spine locked. “I need a visitor badge and access to the floor plan. Observation gallery. Resident files. Staff schedules.”

She did not take the folder I held out. “Thistledown’s method is non-observable from outside the protocol. An auditor who has not been intaked has nothing admissible to report. Your visitor book entry is already void.”

“That is obstruction.”

“That is method,” she said. “You may leave. Or you may enter as a resident for the duration of the audit. Twenty-one days. One log per day. Your findings go to the Board on day twenty-one. Same clock.”

I laughed once, short and ugly. “You want me padded so I cannot write a clean report.”

“I want an auditor who can stand inside the work.” Her eyes did not move off mine. “Sign intake. Or drive home empty-handed and tell the Board you refused the only admissible path.”

Contempt sat in my mouth like metal. Fine. I would walk through their joke and gut it from the middle. The laugh would be mine when I wrote them into a hole.

“For methodology,” I said. “Process me.”

“Strip in the bay. Leave the case. Leave the coat. Leave the pride.”

The bay was a white room with a drain in the floor and a metal table. Cold bit my nipples the second my blouse hit the bin. My skirt. My tights. My bra. My knickers. My phone went into a sealed pouch with a number already printed on it: R-19.

A nurse with short hair and a clipboard stepped in without looking at my face. “Step on.”

The scale ticked. Measuring tape around my chest, my waist, my hips. A cold gloved hand pushed my feet apart. Fingers spread me open and wiped a swab through the slick already there, traitor-wet before anyone had touched me for real. My thighs shook. I bit the inside of my cheek until I tasted copper.

“Baseline arousal present,” the nurse said, bored. “Temperature elevated.”

“I am cold,” I snapped.

“You are wet,” Matron Vale said from the doorway. “Lie on the table. Knees up. Hold them.”

I climbed on. The steel stuck to my back. Paper crackled under my bare ass. I hooked my hands beneath my knees and pulled, and my cunt and asshole faced the open room. The vents hummed. My pulse hammered in my throat and lower, worse lower, a stupid hot throb that had no business answering a clipboard.

Matron Vale snapped on gloves. “Resident nineteen. Adult female. Voluntary intake under audit protocol. Say your name for the recorder.”

“Imogen.”

“Say what you are here to do.”

“Audit. Debunk. Report.”

“Say what you will be while you do it.”

My jaw locked. “R-19.”

“Louder.”

“R-19.”

“Good little auditor.” She parted my ass cheeks with two firm thumbs. Cold lube hit my hole in a thick line. I flinched. One finger pushed in to the knuckle without asking, and the burn drew a clean bright line up my spine. I clenched empty. A sound left me that I did not authorise.

“Tight,” she said. “We will fix that. You will take what the protocol requires, and you will thank me when you break. Open.”

A second finger. Wider. She scissored inside me and the wet sound filled the bay, slick and shameless. My toes curled. I was on a metal table with my ass being worked open by the woman I had come to dismantle, and my clit pulsed like a liar.

“Speak,” she said. “What am I doing?”

“Fingering my ass,” I said through my teeth.

“Filthier.”

“You are stuffing your fingers in my asshole and stretching me like a whore on a table.”

“Better.” A third finger. My breath punched out. She twisted, dragged, drove deep until her knuckles pressed my rim. My eyes watered. Somewhere a clock ticked, soft and stupid. Twenty days after this one. Twenty more logs. I could do the math. I could not do it without my hips rocking back onto her hand.

“Greedy hole,” she said. “Look at you fucking yourself on my fingers already. Say it.”

“My hole is greedy.” The words scraped. My face burned. “Please. I need…”

“You need a plug first.”

She pulled free. My ass stayed open a second, cool air moving in the gape, then clenched on nothing. From a tray she lifted a thick black plug, fat at the base, shiny with lube. She set the tip against me and pushed. The stretch stole my air. I dripped onto the paper in a thin string. It seated with a final shove and my whole body jerked.

A thick white diaper unfolded under my hips with a loud crinkle. The sound went straight to my clit. She taped me into it hard, tabs yanked tight, the bulk forcing my thighs wide. The plug sat deep, a hard secret under all that padding. When she pressed the front panel flat against my cunt, the pressure ground into my clit and I gasped.

“Up,” she said. “Hands on the rail.”

I stood. The padding sagged warm and thick between my legs, loud with every step. My nipples were hard in the cold. Matron Vale buckled a soft collar around my throat, clipped a chain to it, and led me three steps to a padded bench bolted to the wall. Cuffs closed around my wrists and ankles. Bent over. Ass up. Diapered and plugged and chained on day one, and my report line still sat useless in my head.

She tore the side tapes open from behind and peeled the back down. My ass was bare again, plug base winking. She drew it out in a slow pull that had me moaning like cheap porn. My hole stayed soft and open.

“Toy time,” she said. “Say what you are.”

“A subject,” I tried.

She slapped my ass. Hard. The crack rang. Heat bloomed. “Filthier.”

“A diaper slut on your intake table. A hole. A toy.”

“There she is.”

The harness clicked. I turned my head enough to see the cock jutting from her hips, veined silicone, shiny where she stroked lube down it. She set the head against my stretched asshole and drove in to the root in one long thrust.

I yelled. Full. Split. My arms jerked in the cuffs. She fucked me hard from the first stroke, hips slamming, skin slapping skin wet and filthy, the cock dragging my rim wide on every pull. The diaper hung open under me, front panel still pressed to my cunt, and each thrust shoved me into that bulk until my clit ground on soaked fluff.

“Count when you come,” she said. “Out loud. You will give me four before I pull out. Fail and I start the set again.”

A wand pressed under the front panel, pinned hard to my clit. She switched it on. The buzz hit like a punch. My vision blanked. My ass clenched on the cock and she groaned once, pleased, and pounded deeper.

“Take it, bitch. Open that whore hole.”

I came on the third thrust after it started. My whole body locked. I soaked the padding with a thick squelch. My ass milked the strap in hard pulses I could not stop.

“One,” I gasped. “Fuck. One.”

“Keep going.”

She did not ease off. The wand stayed pinned. The cock kept railing me, long brutal strokes that left my hole burning and fluttering. Too much. My clit screamed under the buzz. Tears ran. Drool hit the bench.

“Please. Sensitive. Wait.”

“No waiting. Beg for the next one like the pathetic thing you are.”

“Please make me come again. Please fuck my ass until I break. I am a dirty diaper whore. Use my hole.”

The second orgasm ripped through me while I was still talking. My thighs shook so hard the cuffs rattled. I pissed. Hot flood into the open padding, sudden and helpless, spreading heat under my belly as the wand ground me through it. The smell hit, sharp and shameful, mixed with the slick reek of me. The squelch under the wand got louder, messier.

“Two,” I sobbed. “Two. Oh god. Two.”

Matron Vale laughed under her breath. “Piss-soaked already. Good girl. Hold still.”

She pulled the strap almost out, then slammed home. My ruined hole took it with a wet suck. She reached under and pushed two fingers into my cunt while the cock owned my ass, and the double fill shorted my brain out. Fragments only. Full. Can’t. More. The buzz went on and on.

“Say what is in you.”

“Cock in my ass. Fingers in my cunt. Wand on my clit. Diaper full of my own piss. I am a hole. I am your R-19 hole.”

“Three. Earn it.”

She drove her fingers deeper in my cunt, then pulled them free, re-lubed, and pressed them to my already-fucked asshole around the base of the strap. Stretch on stretch. One finger alongside the cock. Then two. The burn went white. I screamed into the bench. She worked me open until her hand gathered and her knuckles pushed at my rim with the silicone still buried deep.

“Push out,” she ordered. “Take the fist.”

I pushed. My hole gave. Her hand sank in past the knuckles and my ass locked around her wrist while the strap still stuffed me. Full past sense. My clit jumped under the wand and the third orgasm hit like a boot. I jerked and drooled and came with a broken cry, gushing into the wet padding, ass spasming around fist and cock together.

“Three,” I choked. “Three. Three. Can’t. Too much.”

“One more. Louder.”

She worked the fist in short shoves, the strap grinding my guts, the wand a merciless scream on my over-spent clit. My body tried to crawl forward. The cuffs stopped me. I was a used thing on a bench, reeking, collar chain ticking against the rail, asshole stretched around her whole hand.

“Please,” I begged. “Please force it. Please ruin me. I am a piss-soaked diaper slut and I need to come on your fist.”

“Then come, auditor.”

The fourth one broke me open. No clean edges. Just raw spasm, long and ugly, my ass clamping her wrist so hard she hissed, my cunt pumping wet until the front panel squelched under the wand in one continuous filthy noise. I counted through it on a wrecked voice.

“Four. Four. Fuck. Four.”

She left the fist in me until the shaking slowed, then eased her hand free. My hole gaped. Cool air moved inside me. The strap slid out with a wet pop and a string of lube hung from my rim. She wiped her gloves on my thigh and taped the soaked padding shut over the mess, plug-less now, just open used ass sealed under heavy wet bulk. The warmth of my own piss pressed my clit. Every breath crinkled.

The cuffs came off. My legs barely held. Matron Vale turned me, sat me on the bench, and set a clipboard on my bare thighs. Triplicate. White. Yellow. Pink.

“Day-one observation log,” she said. “Write what you observed. Sign all three.”

My hand shook. The pen looked wrong against the wet print on my skin. I wrote what I could stand: intake complete; methodology requires immersion; subject status assumed for duration; baseline exam conducted; no visitor access granted. Clinical lies over the throb in my ruined hole.

I signed Imogen on the white. Again on the yellow. Again on the pink.

She tore the white free and handed it to me. The yellow went into a Board envelope. The pink vanished into a folder I never saw close.

“Your name is off the visitors’ book,” she said. “Ledger reads R-19. You measure nothing from outside again. You are the data set now. Objectivity is already compromised. Write well anyway.”

My face burned, and none of it was sex. Twenty days left. Twenty more pinks. My firm expected a clean kill. My cunt twitched in a wet diaper that smelled like defeat.

A second nurse wheeled a cot into the bay. Matron Vale clipped the chain short to the rail.

“Lights out for intake rest,” she said. “You will wet that diaper again before morning count. When the bell rings, you will stand for change, then you will follow me to the gallery and take notes while Delphine, thirty-four, is put through mid-shift discipline. Bring your white copy. Leave your mouth shut unless I tell you to open it.”

She turned at the door. “Sleep if you can, R-19. Day two starts when I say it starts.”

The lock slid home. The vents hummed. The padding sagged warm and loud between my thighs, and under the crinkle the gape she left in me stayed soft and open and signed away in pink.


Chapter 2: Time Keeps Residents

The brass bell cracked down the corridor at six. A stiff card skidded under the door and stopped against my bare heel.

The night was still in my mouth: latex powder and the sweet soap they had used on me after the intake table. My thighs stuck together under the bulk of the adult diaper they had taped on me and left. The tapes itched. My cunt throbbed where fingers had been.

I bent and picked up the card.

Day Two. Fifteen-minute blocks. Black ink. Bottle at 06:15. Hydration at 06:30. Check at 07:00. Check at 08:00. Nap at 10:00. Check at 11:00. Change window at 11:30. Observation log at 12:00. No blank lines. No room for me.

My watch sat on my wrist. 6:02. Real time. Proof.

The door handle turned without a knock.

She came in with a property tray and a steel bottle, hair pinned tight, white coat buttoned to the throat. Her eyes went to my wrist first.

“Residents do not keep time,” she said. “Time keeps residents. Watch. Phone. Drawer.”

I closed my fist over the watch face. “I need timestamps for the audit. Without my own clock the notes are hearsay.”

“Your notes are the white copy of the log we put in front of you. The Board reads the yellow. That is the record.” She set the tray on the low table. “Hand them over, Imogen.”

Nineteen days left until the discharge hearing. Nineteen days of findings I was meant to own. My pulse kicked under the leather band.

I unfastened the watch. The phone came out of the locker pocket they had let me keep overnight. Both landed in the tray with a dull click. She shut the drawer and turned a key. The sound cut deeper than the tape on my hips.

“Good,” she said. “From now on the bell is your only clock. Drink.”

She uncapped the bottle. Warm formula hit my nose, milky and heavy with vanilla. My stomach clenched. I took it because refusal would go on a page I still had to sign, and my firm had paid for access, and without the protocol I had nothing admissible. That was the chain I had put on myself at the gate.

The rubber nipple bumped my teeth. I sucked. Sweet heat filled my mouth. Too much. I gagged and she cupped the back of my skull and held me on it until I swallowed.

“All of it,” she said. “Hydration schedule starts now. Holding is failure. Failure is noted.”

I drank until the bottle emptied. My belly sat full and tight over the front of the diaper. A crinkle answered every breath.

She checked a box on a clipboard I could not read. “On the bed. Knees up. Diaper check.”

I lay back. The plastic rustled loud enough to fill the room. She peeled the tapes, pulled the front down, and the cool air hit my shaved cunt. Slick shone on my outer lips. I had gotten wet in my sleep. Shame pulled my nipples tight against the thin shift.

She pressed two fingers along the crease and brought them up shiny. “Aroused before breakfast. Common on day two. The body learns faster than the mouth.”

“That is a stress response,” I said. My voice came out thin.

“Call it what you like. Spread.”

I spread. She snapped on fresh gloves. The powder smell came up, clean and cruel. A cold glob of lube landed on my asshole and I jumped.

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

One gloved finger pushed in. My eyes watered. She worked past the ring and crooked, and my hips jerked without leave. A second finger joined. Stretch. Full. My cunt dripped onto the open diaper under me while she fucked my ass with her hand like a task on a list.

“Breathe,” she said. “You will take the plug for the morning blocks. The plug teaches the schedule into the body.”

She drew her fingers out and I clenched on nothing. From the tray she lifted a thick silicone plug, flared base, the head blunt and shiny with more lube. She set the tip against me and drove it home in one steady shove. My mouth opened on a sound I did not choose. The base seated flush between my cheeks. Every muscle around it fluttered.

Then she laid a slim remote vibrator along my clit, taped it down so the bulb sat right on the swollen nub, and pulled the diaper back up over the mess of toys and wet skin. Tapes locked. The bulk sat heavier. The plug shifted when I closed my thighs.

She put the remote in her coat pocket and thumbed it once.

The buzz hit my clit through the diaper. Short. Mean. My back arched off the bed and I bit my lip raw to keep from moaning.

“That stays on low through the first three checks,” she said. “If you try to grind to a finish without leave, I turn it off and you start the morning over. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Matron.”

The title stuck in my throat. “Yes, Matron.”

She left the card on my chest and walked out. The bell in the corridor marked the quarter hour. My drawer held the only machines that could have told me otherwise.

I stood because the card said stand. Walk to the wash station. The plug rolled inside me with each step. The vibrator droned against my clit until my legs shook. Warmth gathered low and dirty. I wanted to put a hand down and finish myself against the bulk of the diaper. I kept my hands on the wall instead. The audit. The white copy. The woman who had walked in with a briefcase still had a job to protect, even if that woman was full of silicone and taped into plastic.

At the wash station a second bottle waited. More formula. I drank because the card said 06:30 hydration. My bladder woke under the load. I squeezed. Held. The first check was at 07:00. I could last.

The buzz climbed a notch without warning. I gasped and grabbed the sink. Slick heat soaked into the crotch of the padding. The smell of my own cunt rose through the plastic, sharp and sweet under the vanilla on my tongue.

A knock. The door. She was back with the clipboard and a wand massager the size of a forearm.

“Check,” she said. “On the table. Now.”

The change table in the corner had straps at all four points. I climbed up. She cuffed my wrists above my head and strapped my ankles wide. The diaper came open again. The vibrator bulb glistened with my mess. She left it taped on and pressed the big wand against the front of the diaper, right over my clit, and switched it to a deep pulse.

“Oh fuck…”

“Language for the log,” she said. “Tell me what you feel.”

“I feel the wand on my clit through the diaper,” I said through my teeth. “I feel the plug in my ass. I feel like I am going to piss if you keep that on.”

“You will piss when the schedule allows. Or you will piss when you fail. Both get written.” She ground the wand in a circle. The squelch of my wetness against the diaper filled the room. “Beg for the next setting or I stop.”

My pride reared. Then the wand dropped to nothing and the absence tore one ugly sob out of me.

“Please,” I said. “Please turn it up. Please let me have the next setting.”

“Filthier.”

“Please buzz my clit harder. Please use the wand on this soaked diaper until I cannot think. Please, Matron, I need it.”

The wand roared back. My hips bucked against the straps. The plug shifted deep. My asshole clenched and the stretch sang down my spine. Spit strung off my lip onto the vinyl.

She shut the wand off at the edge. I made a broken noise.

“Not yet,” she said. “Hydration block two.”

A bottle again. Nipple forced past my lips while I shook. I sucked because my hands were bound. Warm milk ran down my chin and pooled in the hollow of my throat. She wiped it with two fingers and pushed those fingers into my mouth.

“Clean.”

I licked my own spit and formula off her glove. My bladder cramped. Full. Heavy. The diaper waited under me like a trap with my name on it.

She freed the cuffs and sat me up. “Hourly walk. Corridor loop. The plug stays. The vibe stays on low. If you soak before the 11:30 window it goes in the log as loss of control, day two.”

I walked the corridor. Other doors. Other crinkles. A woman in a white diaper larger than mine sat in a wheeled chair with a pacifier clipped to a chain on her shift, eyes soft, cheeks flushed. She looked at my card when I passed and gave me a small smile that had already been where I was going. My stomach dropped.

The plug worked me with every step. The low buzz kept my clit swollen and mean. By the time I returned to the room my thighs were slick at the edges of the tapes. I sat on the edge of the bed and tried to breathe through the need to let go.

The card said nap at 10:00. The brass bell rang. I lay down because the card said lie down. Sleep did not come. The full belly and the full bladder and the toy in my ass and the taped buzz on my clit made a single grinding ache. I rolled onto my front and the diaper bulk shoved the plug deeper. A moan tore out of me into the pillow.

I hated how good it was. I hated that my hips rocked. I hated that the auditor in me was counting minutes she could no longer prove.

The bell again. 11:00 check, if the card still told truth.

She entered with the wand and a bottle of lube and a pair of nitrile gloves that went to the elbow.

“On your belly. Diaper down. Ass up.”

I obeyed. The air hit my skin. She pulled the plug free with a wet pop and my hole stayed open for a second, soft and used. Cool lube poured down my crack. One finger. Two. Three. She scissored me until the burn went hot and bright. A fourth. My hands fisted the sheet.

“Take it,” she said. “You signed for methodology. This is methodology.”

Her hand bunched. Knuckles at my rim. Pressure. More pressure. My body fought and then gave, and her fist slid into my ass in a long, ruthless push that punched the air from my lungs.

“Fuck, fuck…”

“Breathe through it. You are open. Stay open.”

She fucked me on her fist. Slow draws. Deep shoves. The wet sound was filthy, a slick squelch each time her wrist passed my ring. My cunt dripped in a string onto the peeled-back diaper. The taped vibrator still hummed on my clit. I was a hole on a table. I was a line on her card.

“Beg to keep the fist,” she said.

“Please keep your fist in my ass,” I gasped. “Please fist me. Please stretch me. Please do not stop.”

“What are you right now?”

The spent phrase from intake tried to rise. I shoved it down and found new filth. “I am a diapered slut on your table with a fist in my ass. I am a pathetic audit whore who gets wet when you schedule her. Please. Please.”

She twisted her wrist. White pain-pleasure cracked behind my eyes. My bladder spasmed.

“Hold it,” she said.

I could not. The first jet of piss broke out of me in a hot rush and soaked the open diaper under my belly. The heat spread. The smell hit a second later, sharp urine mixed with the musk of my cunt and the rubber of the gloves. I pissed and shook and clenched on her fist while the diaper went heavy and warm and useless under me.

“There,” she said, almost mild. “11:40 by the corridor bell. The card allowed a change window at 11:30. You held past it by ten minutes. That is noted as effort. The soak is still a soak.”

She pulled her fist free. My ass gaped. Cool air found the ache. I sobbed into the vinyl.

She wiped her glove on my thigh, left the wet bulk bunched under me, and brought the wand back to my clit over the soaked, reeking front. The vibration turned the warm piss-heavy bulk into a blunt, grinding mouth on my cunt.

“You do not come until you ask properly,” she said. “Properly means you ask to cum in your own piss-soaked diaper like the helpless thing the schedule made you. Loud.”

My face burned. My hips rutted the mess. The wand forced me up the edge and held me there until tears ran.

“Please,” I said. “Please let me cum. Please let me cum in this wet diaper. Please let this helpless diaper slut cum on your wand while I stink of my own piss. Please, Matron, I need to cum, I will say it however you want, just…”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“I am a piss-soaked little diaper baby who gets off on getting fisted on a timetable,” I choked. “Please let me cum. Please. I am begging. I am begging.”

She pinned the wand down and put two fingers of her free hand back into my loose asshole and hooked.

“Cum.”

I broke.

The orgasm ripped through my belly in hard spasms. My cunt gushed into the hot diaper with a filthy squelch. My ass clamped her fingers in rhythmic pulls. I drooled on the table and made raw animal sounds while the wand kept grinding me through it until the pleasure turned sharp and I tried to crawl away from it. The straps on my ankles, half buckled from earlier, caught me. She held me down and took a second peak out of me that left my legs jerking and my voice gone.

Then the wand died. The room smelled like sex and urine and vanilla formula. My ears rang.

She changed me with brisk hands. Wipes. Powder. A fresh diaper pulled up and taped snug over my tender clit and aching hole. The crinkle was louder in the quiet. She set a smaller plug back into my ass “to keep the lesson seated” and smoothed the back tapes over it.

“Sit,” she said. “Log.”

The triplicate form landed on my knees. Day Two observation. White for me. Yellow for the Board. Pink for the file I never saw. My hand shook when I signed. The carbon bit my palm. Nineteen of these left. The same deadline that would end the audit would finish a stack of pink pages with my name on every one. I wrote neat findings anyway: regimen observed, hydration enforced, continence training active, resident compliance partial. Professional. Clean. A lie shaped like truth.

She took the board. “Phone and watch remain in property until discharge hearing. Any attempt to request them goes in the behavioral column.”

“I cannot corroborate the times,” I said. My voice was hoarse. “Without a personal clock every entry I make is dependent on your bells.”

“Yes,” she said. “That is the design. Sovereignty measured in minutes you do not own.”

The corridor bell rang noon.

A second set of footsteps stopped outside my door. A light knock. She called enter.

The woman who stepped in wore a staff badge on a pink lanyard and carried a sealed envelope with the Board crest. Dark hair. Calm mouth. She looked at my fresh diaper and the signed log and then at my face like she was matching a photo to a file.

“Imogen,” she said. “I am Delphine. Permanent wing. Matron asked me to walk you past Room 3 before afternoon blocks.” Her eyes flicked to the drawer where my life had gone into a locked tray. “You will want to see what the good crib looks like from the hall. So you understand what day two still has to earn.”

She held the door. The envelope in her hand bent under her thumb. My name showed through the paper in reverse, Board black ink, waiting for me in the corridor where the next bell would find me without a watch to argue.


Chapter 3: Recite Your Findings

“They only ever pick the ones who came here to prove something,” Wren said, and I stopped with the clipboard half raised.

Her mouth was shiny from the noon bottle. She sat with her knees wide around the fat white bulk of her diaper and picked at a bit of tape on her thigh.

“Pick them for what?” I said.

Wren tipped her chin at the dayroom door. “You will find out.”

Matron Vale came through that door with a folder under one arm. The brass bell had gone twice since breakfast. Day four. Seventeen days left on the audit, and I still had a pen.

“Imogen. On your feet.”

I stood. The crotch of my own diaper dragged against me, warm and already damp from the last forced drink. The weight of it pulled my thighs apart when I took a step.

“The visiting panel is seated,” Vale said. “You will demonstrate the discipline cycle in the gallery. You may recite your preliminary findings while it is done.”

“I am here to observe the cycle,” I said. “I am not the subject of it.”

Vale turned the folder so I could read the header. Assessment Panel. Live protocol. Auditor of record: Imogen.

My name. Printed. Under subject.

Wren’s mouth went thin. She did not say I told you so. She did not need to.

“Walk,” Vale said.

I walked.

The gallery sat off the main hall behind a frosted door I had passed for three days and marked as storage. Vale pushed it open. Tiered seats rose in a shallow horseshoe. A raised platform held a low leather bench with cuffs at all four corners and a steel yoke fixed under the midpoint. Room 3’s window made a dark rectangle in the far wall.

Lydia sat in the second row.

The same Lydia who had sat on my firm’s ethics committee and signed the memo that put me on this job. Grey blouse. Silver pen. The face she used in hearings.

My cunt clenched so hard I almost stumbled. Heat flooded the front of the diaper and my nipples went tight against the thin shirt they had given me. Too fast. I had not even reached the bench.

Pia had taken the aisle. She had second-read my last compliance draft. She lifted her eyes from a form and left them on the bulge between my legs.

I put one hand on the rail. The wood was sticky.

“On the bench,” Vale said. “Back down. Knees open.”

“Lydia.” My voice came out rough. “You cannot sit for this.”

Lydia’s pen did not stop.

Vale’s palm landed between my shoulders and steered me up the step. “Lie down.”

I lay down.

The leather stuck to the backs of my thighs. Vale drew the left cuff snug around my wrist, then the right. Ankle straps next. A wide belt came across my hips and locked. The yoke under the bench rose until it pressed a hard pad up into the soaked crotch of the diaper and split my pussy lips around the bulk.

The smell hit me. Piss and cunt. Mine.

“Hydration log shows two bottles since the last change,” Vale said, to the seats, not to me. “She will void on command. That is the first mark of the cycle.”

“I can hold it,” I said.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The words landed in my stomach and stayed there. I pulled on the cuffs. The leather creaked. My bladder sat heavy and low, shoved forward by the belt.

Vale put two fingers on the swollen front of the diaper and pushed.

The first jet tore out of me. Hot. I bit my lip and still a sound got through, high and ugly. The flood spread, heat racing down toward my ass, the bulk getting fatter, heavier, sagging until the wet plastic dragged on the yoke and mashed my clit.

Pia turned a page. The paper made a small crisp sound.

“Empty,” Vale said. She pressed again. A last trickle. The diaper hung between my strapped thighs like a sack. “Subject has voided. Note the time.”

I turned my face toward the dark window. Anyone in Room 3 could see the whole platform. My wet shirt clung to my tits. The nipple on the left stood up so hard it hurt.

Vale took a wand from the tray beside the bench. The head was fat and round. She laid it against the sopping crotch, right over my clit, and strapped it there with a short belt so the head could not slip.

“Recite,” she said. She thumbed the wand on.

The buzz punched through wet plastic and piss-warm cotton and went straight into my clit. My hips tried to lift. The belt held them. The bulk squelched. A fat, filthy sound. My cunt pulsed and leaked into the mess.

“The regimen produces compliance,” I got out.

Four words. Then the wand kicked up a notch and my mouth fell open on a grunt.

“Continue,” Vale said.

I had a sentence ready. Staffing. Ratios. The neat language I had drafted on the back of yesterday’s log. It broke apart. The wand hummed and the wet diaper ground my clit into a blunt, endless rub. My asshole fluttered. My nipples ached.

“I… the logs…”

“Louder.”

“I cannot.”

Vale clicked the wand higher. “You can. You will also name what you are while you try.”

“I am the auditor.”

She peeled the tapes at my hips and folded the front down in a wet slap. My pussy bare to the cool air, the wand pinned under the folded crotch, buzzing at my clit from below. Piss-slick skin. Swollen. My hole clenched in full view of the second row.

Lydia wrote.

“Say it,” Vale said. She uncapped a bottle of lube and poured a cold line down my crack. “The true sentence.”

“I am…” The wand dragged another pulse out of me. “I am a piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby.”

The words came out of my mouth and my cunt gushed. Slick ran down over my asshole. Vale’s thumb smeared it in a circle around the tight ring.

“Again. Full.”

“I am a piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby who cums in her diaper.”

A plug touched me. Thick silicone, tapered, then fat. Vale seated the tip against my asshole and pushed. The ring burned and gave. The plug slid in to the flared base and my ass closed on the neck, stretched, full, the weight sitting inside me while the wand chewed at my clit.

“Findings,” Vale said.

I shook my head. Sweat ran into my hair.

She took two clamps from the tray and set one on my left nipple. The bite made me jerk. The chain swung. The second clamp shut on the right. Each pulse of the wand tugged the chain. My tits jumped.

“Pia, mark nipple response,” Vale said. “The auditor flushes when she is named in the notes. Write Imogen in the subject line. Spell it.”

Pia spelled it. Out loud. I-m-o-g-e-n.

My clit jumped against the wand. I was going to come. The build stacked fast, ugly, no permission in it. My ass clenched on the plug. My mouth opened.

Vale switched the wand off.

The peak broke with nothing to ride. My cunt squeezed and squeezed on air. A thin spurt of slick ran out of me and into the folded diaper. My thighs shook in the cuffs. The clamps tugged as I bucked and got nowhere.

Wasted. Dripping. My clit throbbed in the sudden quiet, fat, still needing.

“Ruined,” Vale said. “Note it. She does not finish unless the cycle calls for a finish. This cycle does not.”

I dragged in a breath. “Take the clamps off.”

“No.”

She twisted the plug. My asshole clung to it. Then she drew it out in one long pull. The stretch left me open. The gape stayed, cool air sitting inside me. Vale held the plug up so the seats could see the shine.

“Lubricated by her own cunt,” she said. “She is ready for a hand.”

“Wait.”

One finger went in. Easy. She hooked it and rubbed the front wall from the wrong side until my clit jumped again. A second finger. The burn woke. She scissored. A third. My ass took it because the plug had already made a path, and the spread of her knuckles made me hiss.

“Look at the panel,” Vale said.

I did not want to. I turned my head anyway. Lydia’s pen had stopped. Her throat moved. That was worse than the writing.

Vale tucked her thumb. The shape of her hand changed. Knuckles. Then the shove.

My asshole flared around the thickest part and I made a raw sound I did not recognize. The fist seated. Wrist-deep. My guts cramped around her. Full. Split. The weight of a whole hand inside my ass while my wet diaper sagged off one hip and the wand lay dark against my clit.

“Hold it,” Vale said. “Clench.”

I clenched. The fist was a stone. I could not close.

She fucked me with it. Short punches. The wet slap of her wrist on my cheeks. Each inward drive pushed my clit down onto the dead wand. Each pull dragged my rim out around her knuckles until I was sure I would stay that shape.

“Say what your ass is.”

“A hole,” I said. “A used hole.”

“Whose.”

“Yours. Matron Vale’s.”

“And who is watching your hole get fisted on a bench.”

I swallowed. “Lydia. Pia.” The third woman in the back row had been at a standards meeting last spring. Nessa. Her notebook was open on her knee. “Nessa.”

“They will carry this back,” Vale said. “Your name goes in their file the way it goes in ours. Recite.”

“I cannot recite while you…”

She turned the wand on.

The buzz hit a clit that had never come down from the last ruin. My ass locked on her fist. The two points of the clamps flared. I tried to make a sentence and got spit on my chin.

“The… the… fuck, please…”

“Findings, Imogen.”

“Daily… daily logs…” The wand climbed. My voice shredded. “Stay… current…”

Not even four this time. I had already spent my four.

Vale’s fist twisted. The wand pinned me. I raced at the same cliff with no way to turn. My belly went tight. My toes cramped in the air.

She pulled the fist out.

The empty gape clenched on nothing. The wand died in the same second. I came anyway, a broken, leaking twitch, slick pulsing out of my cunt in little useless spurts that ran down over my open asshole and dripped off the edge of the bench onto the platform. My tits jerked the chain. A noise tore out of me that the seats would remember.

No crest to keep. No finish to hold. Just the mess, and the drip, and Lydia’s pen starting again.

“Second ruin,” Vale said. “Time it.”

I hung in the cuffs and panted. My asshole would not shut. The air in it made me want to hide and there was no hide. Room 3’s window sat black and honest.

Vale stripped the soaked diaper out from under me. The tapes ripped. The wet bulk hit the floor with a sound like a dropped towel. She wiped my cunt with a cloth once, hard, and my hips chased it.

“Still hungry,” she said. “Pathetic. Ask for the fist back.”

“Put it back.”

“The sentence I want.”

My face burned. “Please fist my ass again. I am a diaper slut. I need it.”

“Better.”

A fresh diaper slid under my hips, thick and loud, open. Vale left the front down. She drove her fist back into my ass in one shove that made my mouth fall wide. Then she folded the new crotch up over my pussy, left the tapes loose, and mashed the dry bulk against my clit with the heel of her free hand while her other arm worked inside me.

The texture was wrong and perfect. Soft bulk. Hard knuckles. My clit rubbed cotton. My ass took a beating. The clamps tugged. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the leather.

“Beg.”

“Do not stop. Please. I will say anything.”

“Say you will sign today’s log after. Subject line included.”

“I will sign it.”

“Say you understand the panel is citing you.”

“I understand.” The words scraped. “They are citing me.”

Vale ground the diaper into my clit and punched her fist deep. The wet sounds got louder, a slick churn. My cunt soaked the new crotch in minutes. The smell rose again, sex over clean plastic.

I broke toward a third peak. My thoughts went short.

Too much. Fist. Clit. Cannot. Fuck. Coming. Coming.

Vale yanked her hand free and ripped the diaper down off my clit.

I shook through another ruined spill, cunt fluttering, a string of slick hanging off my pussy before it dropped. My ass stayed open in a raw O. I could not make it small. I could not make any of it small.

The seats were silent except for pens.

Vale stripped the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I cried out. She taped the fresh diaper shut around the mess I had already made of it, snug, heavy at the front where I had soaked it, and wiped her fisting hand on the outside so a streak of lube and worse marked me like a stamp.

She unbuckled the hip belt. Then the ankles. Then the wrists.

“Sit up.”

I sat up. The diaper squelched. My ass ached around the memory of her knuckles. I put my feet on the platform and the weight between my legs made me shuffle before I could stand.

Vale held out the clipboard.

Today’s observation log. Triplicate. White on top. Yellow. Pink. My own handwriting already filled the morning lines from the dayroom. The subject field on this page had been typed.

Imogen. Discipline cycle. Gallery. Panel present.

“Sign,” Vale said.

“That field is for residents.”

“Sign.”

Lydia’s silver pen caught the overhead light. Seventeen days. The Board hearing sat at the far end of them, a closed door I had to walk toward with a report in my hand. A report with my name on the cover. A file in Lydia’s case with my name in the body.

I signed.

The pen went through all three sheets. The pink copy took my name in a smeared loop.

Vale tore the white page free and slid it into the panel’s folder. “Your preliminary findings are entered as incomplete. You will deliver a full recitation at the next sitting. Tomorrow the gallery is reserved again.”

I found the step with my heel. The tapes of the diaper dug into the creases of my thighs. Each stair down toward the door sent a dull throb through my used ass.

Wren’s sentence sat in my mouth like a second plug.

They only ever pick the ones who came here to prove something.

I had come here to prove Thistledown could be measured, graded, passed or failed by a woman with a clean record. Lydia had that record in her lap now, wet through.

Vale opened the frosted door. The hall air hit the damp shirt. Somewhere a bottle cart rattled.

I went through.

Behind me a chair scraped. Lydia, or Pia, or the woman with the notebook. One of them would take a cab back to a building with my firm’s name on the glass. One of them would type Imogen into a field that was not mine to edit.

The clipboard hung in my hand. The pink sheet stuck to my thumb. I pressed the pulp of it. My fingers did not tear it.

Seventeen days.

I was going to write the rest of the findings. I was going to sit in that gallery again tomorrow and try to get past four words while she ruined me in front of the same pens. I was going to keep signing, because the audit still had my name on the contract that had sent me through the gate, and because the other name on that contract was the same one they had just written on my body.

The door to Room 3 stood shut across the hall. A paper tag sat in the slot. Occupied.

I held the clipboard against the fat, wet diaper like a shield that fooled no one, and I admitted the thing I had been refusing since the first cuff closed.

They were not going to let me leave this place as the woman who had arrived to judge it. And I had already given them the first line they would use when they wrote why.


Chapter 4: The Cracked Spine

The rocker creaked once before I could turn my head.

I froze on the edge of the mattress with my knees drawn up and my teeth locked so hard my jaw ached. One lamp burned on the side table. The rest of Room 3 sat black beyond the glass. My thighs shook under the thick white diaper and I could not make them stop.

Matron Vale stood in the doorway with the remote already in her palm.

“Caught you,” she said.

I tried to straighten. My arms failed halfway. The shakes had started in the gallery after the panel left and had not quit since. My cunt throbbed from the demonstration table. My throat still tasted like the four words I had managed before my voice broke in front of the ethics woman from my own firm.

Vale crossed the floor without hurry and set the remote on the arm of the rocker. The chair faced the bed. She sat. The rocker creaked again under her weight.

She did not tell me to come. She waited.

I stared at her. My bare tits rose and fell too fast. The tape of the diaper dug into my hips. Heat pooled low where the bulk pressed my swollen folds and I hated how my body wanted more of what had ruined me that afternoon.

“Day five,” she said. “Sixteen left before the Board hears your findings. You will not finish a clean report if you rattle yourself to pieces.”

I meant to spit something sharp. What came out was a broken sound.

My hands would not hold still. I pressed them into the mattress and the shakes traveled up my arms anyway. The auditor in me tried to log it: residual stress response, performance collapse, temporary. The rest of me was coming apart in front of the woman who had put me there.

Vale rocked once. The wood complained. Warm air from the vent brushed my damp skin and I flinched at the gentleness of it.

“I can call Lydia for a sedative,” she said. “Or you can sit here until it passes.”

I shook my head. Drugs would put me under. I needed my head for the logs. For the pink carbons I signed each night without reading the fine print hard enough.

She held out one arm.

I stayed on the bed. My pride still had a scrap left. Then my teeth clicked and my shoulders jerked and the scrap burned away in the animal need to stop shaking.

I stood. My legs nearly folded. The diaper crinkled loud between my thighs as I crossed the three steps to her lap.

She pulled me down.

I landed astride her thighs, facing her, my thick white crotch mashed against the front of her skirt. Her body heat hit me through the fabric. I went rigid for half a second. Then her arms closed around my back and the rocker tipped us into a slow arc and my forehead dropped against her collarbone because I had nowhere else to put it.

She did not grind me. She did not finger the tapes. She held me while the chair moved and the lamp threw our joined shadow on the wall.

My shaking did not stop. It ran through my belly into her. She absorbed it and kept rocking.

“There,” she said against my hair. “Breathe.”

I breathed. Her perfume was clean soap and starch. Under it, my own arousal, still sticky from the gallery, sharp and shameful. My nipples brushed her blouse and tightened. I wanted to pull away. My body stayed.

She reached past me to the side table and brought up a bottle. Plastic teat. Thick formula, heated.

“Open.”

I turned my face. She pressed the teat to my lips. I took it because my mouth was dry and because refusal would mean leaving her lap, and leaving her lap meant the shakes would own me again.

Warm milk flooded my tongue. I swallowed. She tipped the bottle higher. I drank like the thirsty slut the panel had already written me down as. Each pull settled something low in my gut. My hips twitched against her without leave. The diaper bulk dragged on my clit through the layers and a soft sound leaked around the teat.

Vale’s thumb stroked once behind my ear.

“Good girl. Finish it.”

I finished it. Milk ran from the corner of my mouth. She wiped it with two fingers and fed those into me next. I sucked them clean without thinking. Then I thought about it and the heat between my legs kicked harder.

She set the empty bottle aside and picked up a book from beside the lamp. The spine was cracked down the middle, glue yellow, pages soft from use. She opened it one-handed while the other stayed firm across my back.

She began to read.

A simple story. Soft cadence. Her voice stayed level and low. The rocker kept time. I listened with my cheek on her chest and my cunt throbbing against the warm press of her thigh through all that plastic and diaper. The auditor part of me tried to stay outside the sound. It failed. The words washed through me and my shakes thinned to a fine tremor.

I hated how easy she made it. I hated the safety of her body heat after the tiered seats and the faces I knew. Grief packed my ribs full and hard. The woman who had walked into Thistledown with a briefcase and a checklist was already gone somewhere I could not reach, and the person holding me was the one who had taken her apart, and her arms were the only place I could stop falling.

I made a small noise into her blouse.

She kept reading.

My hips moved again. A tiny roll. The diaper crinkled. She did not stop me. The remote still sat on the arm of the chair beside us, black and blunt.

When the page turned, her free hand found the remote.

A low buzz woke deep in my ass.

I jerked. The plug she had left in me after the gallery change, the one I had been ordered to keep, came alive on a soft pulse. The vibration rode the walls of my hole and bloomed up into my empty pussy. I clenched hard around the toy and a moan tore out of me against her throat.

“Shh,” she said. “Story is not done.”

She turned another page. The remote clicked once. The plug climbed a notch. My asshole fluttered and gripped. Slick leaked into the already warm crotch of the diaper and the smell of me rose between us, thick and filthy.

“Matron,” I said. The word cracked.

“I am here.”

She kept rocking. She kept reading. The plug pulsed in long slow beats that matched the chair. My thighs spread wider over her lap without permission. The thick diaper forced them open and the bulk mashed my clit on every rock forward. Warmth built and built. Sweat slicked the small of my back under her palm.

I tried to hold still for the story. My body ground down harder. The wet squelch of my cunt soaking the inner lining filled the quiet between sentences. Shame burned up my neck. My clit had gone to a hard little knot, dragged raw with every pass.

Vale clicked the remote again.

The plug jumped to a hard steady thrum. The base stretched my rim and the burn from the afternoon’s use lit up fresh. I gasped. Milk taste still sat on my tongue. My hands fisted in her blouse.

“Look at you,” she said. She closed the book on one finger and studied my face. “You want this more than you will admit.”

I shook my head. The lie died when my hips jerked and I rode the diaper into her lap with a raw wet sound.

“Say what you need.”

I locked my jaw. The plug buzzed and my hole clenched and drool wet her collar where my mouth had fallen open. I needed the shakes to stay gone. I needed her arms. I needed the rocker and the heat and the filthy throb in my ass that kept me from thinking about the gallery seats.

“I cannot,” I whispered.

“You can.”

She clicked the remote down to a tease pulse. My body chased the stronger buzz and found only the soft one. A desperate sound left me. I pushed my crotch harder into her. The crotch sagged warm and heavy with my slick. She let me rut for three rocks, then set a palm on my hip and stopped me cold.

“Ask.”

Grief tore through the lust. For one hard second the clean version of myself surfaced, the one with the firm and the ethics board and the dry pen. She was already dead. I was sitting in a rocker in a soaked adult diaper with a remote-controlled plug in my ass and my tits bare against the woman who had killed her, and I was about to beg for more of the murder.

“Hold me,” I said.

The words came out thin. Then louder, because she did not move.

“Hold me. Please. I need you to hold me.”

Something settled in her face. Quiet ownership. She had not demanded it. I had handed it over free.

“There it is,” she said.

She set the cracked book on the side table. Both arms locked around me. The rocker tipped back and held. I buried my face in her neck and shook for a different reason while the plug hummed low in my stretched hole.

She clicked the remote up.

The vibration slammed through me. I cried out and came hard against her, grinding the soaked crotch of the diaper into her skirt, clit crushed under the warm bulk, asshole spasming on the buzzing plug. My cum flooded the diaper in a rush. My thighs clamped her hips. Spit ran down my chin. I rode it out in ugly jerks while she held me through every spasm and the rocker creaked under the mess of us.

I went limp.

She did not stop the toy. The pulse dropped to a simmer that kept my hole twitching. She stood with me clinging and carried me to the change table under the lamp.

My back hit the vinyl. She stripped the tapes. Cool air found the soaked skin of my pussy and the plug’s base between my cheeks. The diaper peeled away heavy and reeking of my slick. She dropped it in the bin and pushed my knees to my chest.

“Hold them.”

I held them. Exposed. Hole winking around the black base of the remote plug. Cunt shiny and open. She pressed two fingers into my pussy without warning and scooped out the mess, then wiped me with a warm cloth that made me jerk.

“Still so greedy,” she said. “You came all over my lap like a dirty little hole and you still drip.”

She twisted the plug. It dragged on my rim. I whimpered. She pulled it free with a wet pop and my asshole stayed open for a beat, empty and aching.

“Empty,” she said. “We fix that.”

She coated her fingers from a jar. One pushed into my ass. The burn lit. I clenched and she waited until I eased, then added a second. She worked them in and out until the squelch was loud and steady. A third finger stretched me wider. My mouth fell open. The lamp heat on my face mixed with the cold table under my back.

“Take it, slut.”

“I am,” I gasped. “I am taking it.”

“What are you.”

“A hole.” The word scraped. “Your hole. A diaper slut who begs to be held. Please.”

She twisted her wrist and her knuckles pressed my rim. My body fought. She kept the pressure even and patient until the widest part of her hand forced through and my asshole swallowed her to the wrist.

I screamed into my own knee. Full. Split. The stretch stole the air from my lungs. She held still inside me while I shook and drooled and my cunt leaked a clear string onto the vinyl.

“Breathe through it.”

I breathed. The burn shifted toward a deep, filthy ache. She curled her fingers inside my guts and the pressure hit a place that shorted out my thoughts. My free hand slapped the table.

She fucked me on her fist in short, controlled thrusts. Each push dragged a raw sound out of me. The wet slap of her wrist against my cheeks filled the room. My clit stood hard and untouched. I tried to grind the air. She pinned my hip with her other palm.

“You asked to be held,” she said. “This is holding. Deep. Where you cannot run from it.”

“Yes. Yes. Deeper.”

She gave me deeper. My hole stretched around her forearm and the gape when she pulled back left me open and ruined before she stuffed me full again. Sweat ran between my tits. The smell of lube and ass and my own slick hung thick over the table.

She pulled her fist free all at once.

I sobbed at the empty burn. My asshole stayed loose and used. She did not give me time to close. She took a thick strap-on from the drawer, black silicone, buckled the harness to her hips, and lined the blunt head with my gaping rim.

“Beg for the cock.”

“Fuck my ass,” I said. “Please fuck my ass. Stuff me. Use me. I need it.”

She drove in to the hilt in one hard stroke.

The stretch of the fist made the strap easy and brutal at once. She bottomed out and stayed buried while I thrashed. Then she started pounding. Long deep thrusts that shoved me up the table. The slap of her hips on my ass rang out. My tits bounced. Drool ran into my hair.

She thumbed the remote. The slim bullet taped to my clit buzzed to life on a high setting. Cock in my ass, vibe screaming on my clit, her hands pinning my thighs wide.

“Who do you need when you break.”

“You,” I choked. “I need you. Hold me. Fuck me. Do not leave me like this.”

“Currency spent,” she said, almost soft. “You will feel it when I take it away.”

She railed me harder. The table creaked. My hole took every inch with wet filthy sounds. The bullet forced me up the edge and I came with a broken shout, cunt pulsing empty, asshole clamping the strap in hard flutters while cum slick poured out of me onto the vinyl. My vision broke into white scraps. Too much. Full. Cannot. More.

She fucked me through it and past it until I was a shaking mess of spit and sweat and used hole. Then she buried the strap deep, left it there, and shut the bullet off.

I lay wrecked. My asshole fluttered around the thick shaft. She leaned over me and brushed hair off my wet forehead with a care that cut worse than the pounding.

“Still want the hold.”

“Yes.” No fight left in the word.

She pulled out. My hole gaped. She wiped me, worked a fresh plug into the loose rim so I would stay open for later, powdered me, and taped a clean thick white diaper around my hips. The bulk settled warm and heavy. The powder smell sat clean and wrong over the sex stink.

She lifted me again. Back to the rocker. I straddled her with the new diaper between us and the plug seated deep. She opened the cracked book and found her page.

The rocker started.

I put my face in her neck. My arms went around her without being told. The shakes were gone. In their place sat a worse quiet: I had asked. I had named the need. She owned the answer now.

She read. Her free hand rested on the remote on the chair arm. She did not press it. The threat of the buzz waited under her thumb while the story went on and my used body cooled against her heat.

I thought of the triplicate logs waiting on the side desk. Pink carbon under white. Day five, already signed. Sixteen left. Each signature another step toward the hearing and toward the contract I still told myself I was only auditing.

My fingers dug into her back.

“Matron.”

“Mm.”

“If you stop,” I said into her skin, “I will come apart again.”

“I know.” She turned a page. The cracked spine flexed in the lamp light. “That is why you will keep asking.”

She rocked me until my eyes drooped. The plug sat full in my sore ass. The diaper held me closed and warm. Outside the glass of Room 3 the corridor stayed dark. On the side table, next to the empty bottle, the remote’s little red power light blinked once and held steady, one small eye that did not sleep.


Chapter 5: Eight Pink Carbons

The corridor speaker barked my name once. Conference Suite B. Now.

I went on my own feet. The mid-audit meeting I had demanded sat on the summons like a win. Exit rights. Early termination. My firm paid, findings filed as incomplete, body packed into real clothes, door behind me.

Matron waited behind the desk blotter with her sleeves rolled. She did not greet me. She shoved a pink sheet across the leather.

My signature sat at the bottom in blue ink. Day one. The date under it matched the hour I walked through the gate.

“Read the header,” she said.

I did. The top line said Daily Observation Log. Under that, in smaller type I had skipped every morning for a week, Thistledown Voluntary Regression Consent, Carbon Two of Three.

My mouth went dry. “This is the log. I sign the log.”

“You sign the triplicate,” she said. “White stays in your audit folder. Yellow goes to records. Pink is the consent carbon. One per day. Twenty-one completed pinks finish an admission contract.”

She stacked seven more pinks beside the first. Eight sheets. Eight dates. Eight times my own pen had put me on their books.

I laughed once, short and ugly. “No. I came here as the auditor. Your facility commissioned the accreditation review. I am not a resident.”

“Correct on the commission,” she said. She slid a thicker packet under the pinks. Invoice. Board seal. Countersignature in a hand I knew better than my own.

Marta.

My old mentor. The woman who taught me to read a care home the way other people read a balance sheet. Board member, according to the stamp under her name. And in the graduate line, in the same blue ink: Class of retention, Thistledown.

“She paid for this,” I said. Metal on my tongue. “She ordered the audit.”

“She ordered the intake,” Matron said. “The audit is the cover that lets a woman walk herself in. Every test you thought you were running on us, you ran on yourself. Gallery. Night feed. The log. You performed the steps.”

I pushed back from the desk. The chair legs shrieked. “I invoke exit rights. Mid-audit termination. Clause in the engagement letter. You will release me today.”

“Clause four,” she said, already holding the engagement letter open to the page. “Early exit available to the contracted auditor provided the auditor has not executed any admission instrument. Pink carbon is an admission instrument. You have executed eight.”

My cunt clenched under the thick padding at the word executed, and the betrayal of that clench made heat climb my throat. I wanted out. My body did not.

“I did not consent to this,” I said.

“You signed,” she said. “Eight times. No one held the pen.”

I bargained because that was the skill that paid my rent. “Void the carbons. Reclassify them as observation only. I finish the remaining thirteen days as auditor only, locked doors, no more care protocol. You get a clean report. I get my name back.”

“No.”

“Partial credit. Count the eight as voidable under duress. I sign a waiver releasing Thistledown from claim. You keep the fee.”

“No.”

“Then keep me on the books as temporary and put me in staff quarters. I will write your accreditation from a desk. No more diaper. No more table. No more gallery.”

Matron stood. “Stand up, Imogen.”

I stood. The adult diaper crinkled loud enough to fill the suite. Thick pink bulk forced my thighs apart. Warm from the morning wet I had already let go on the way here, my own piss rising when I moved. My nipples pulled tight under the thin gown. My pussy ran slick inside it. I hated that more than the contract.

She pressed a button on the desk. The wall panel slid. Glass. Beyond it, the day room. Residents in their own thick diapers. Two staff. And on the far bench, three women in charcoal suits with alumnae pins on their lapels. One of them was Lydia. She had a clipboard. She looked at me the way I used to look at a file.

“Public display,” Matron said. “You asked for a meeting about rights. Rights get heard where the house can hear them. Strip the gown. Leave the diaper.”

“With them watching.”

“With them watching.”

I bargained again, smaller now. “Close the panel. I will do whatever you want in here. Plug. Strap. Fist. I will say the words. Keep the glass shut.”

“Gown,” she said.

I pulled it off. Cool air hit my tits. The bulk sat low on my hips, tapes loud, the front already darkened. My face burned. Beyond the glass, heads turned. Lydia wrote something without looking down.

Matron took cuffs from the drawer and locked my wrists behind me. She clipped a short lead to the front of the diaper tapes and walked me to the glass so my belly and the bulging plastic pressed the cold pane. My breath fogged it. A resident on the other side stared at my tits and put two fingers in her own mouth.

“State your request for the record,” Matron said. Her voice carried through a speaker into the day room. “Loud.”

“I request mid-audit exit,” I said. My tongue stuck. “I request void of the eight pink carbons. I request discharge.”

“Denied,” she said, for the room. “Resident Imogen remains under voluntary contract, day eight of twenty-one. Thirteen days remain to complete admission. Day twenty-one is a discharge hearing, not a filing deadline. The Board may retain her.”

Retain. The word landed low and stayed there.

She hooked a remote to the lead and thumbed it. A bullet vibe buried deep in the crotch of the diaper woke against my clit and stayed there, a mean steady buzz that made my knees dip. I gasped. Spit hit the glass.

“You do not come,” she said. “You negotiate. Every time you try to finish without leave, I add a toy.”

The vibe chewed at me. Warm piss I could not stop chose that second to flood the diaper again, a helpless gush that soaked the already heavy bulk and turned the buzz into a muffled grind. Wet and shameful. The smell climbed. Someone beyond the glass laughed.

Matron held a fat silicone plug up where Lydia could see it. Black. Wide base. She spun me, yanked the rear tapes, and shoved two slick fingers into my asshole without warning. The stretch burned. I cried out. She scissored, then packed the plug in on one long push. My ring fought and lost. The base seated flush. She taped me shut over it so the plug could not escape, then thumbed the vibe higher.

“Beg for exit again,” she said.

“Let me out,” I said. “Void the pinks. I will write you full accreditation from outside. Marta will never know I saw her name.”

“Marta already knows.” She showed me a tablet. A message thread. Marta to Matron, timestamped day zero: She will sign. She always finishes the work. Keep the carbons clean.

The taste in my mouth went foul. I swallowed it.

Matron turned me to face the glass again. She freed one of my cuffed wrists long enough to force my own palm against the pane, then recuffed me so I stayed plastered there, tits flat, diaper bulk grinding the glass with every twitch of the vibe. She took nipple clamps from her pocket, toothed metal, and bit them onto both nipples. The chain between them hung and swung. Each breath tugged. I whimpered.

“Name what you are,” she said. “For the alumnae. For Lydia. For the contract.”

I shook my head. The plug shifted when I did. My asshole clenched on it and sent a dirty pulse straight to my clit.

She pulled a strap-on harness from the cabinet and stepped into it. Thick cock, ridged, slicked from a bottle she poured without looking. She kicked my feet wider. Tapes ripped. Cool air hit my soaked skin. The heavy diaper sagged around one thigh. My pussy dripped onto the floor in a thin string. The plug stayed buried.

She shoved the strap-on into my cunt in one thrust. Full. Brutal. A wet slap. I shouted. She fucked me against the glass so the alumnae got the full show: my face smashed to the pane, mouth open, drool running, tits jerking, the chain between the clamps chiming, the black plug base winking when she pulled my hips back.

“Say it,” she said.

“I am a diaper slut,” I got out. The words tasted like surrender and I still tried to trade on them. “I am a diaper slut who will write your report if you let me leave on day twenty-one with the pinks shredded.”

“No shredding.” She drove deeper. “Again. Filthier.”

“I am a piss-soaked little hole,” I said, louder, for Lydia’s pen. “I cum in my own diaper. I signed myself in. I am a pathetic toy that begs with its cunt.”

“Better.”

She pulled out of my pussy and lined up at my asshole. The plug came free with a pop that made someone on the other side of the glass clap once. Then the strap-on took its place, thicker, forcing me wide, the burn bright and mean. She worked it in by inches while the vibe gnawed my clit through the flopped padding half-hanging off me. Spit ran down my chin. My own hole took her loud, the slick drag, the filthy squelch every time she bottomed out.

I bargained through it because my brain had nothing else left. “One more pink and then I stop. Nine total. Incomplete contract. You keep me the rest of the audit as a guest. No hearing. No retain option.”

“Twenty-one,” she said, and fucked my ass harder.

She reached around and ground the soaked crotch against my clit, vibe trapped in the folds, pressing the warm piss-heavy bulk into me while she railed my asshole. The smell of it was thick in my nose. The sound of the fucking filled the suite and bled through the speaker. My thighs shook. I was close. She stopped dead, cock buried, and held me there on the edge with the vibe killed.

I sobbed. “I need to come. I will sign today’s pink right now if you let me come.”

“You will sign today’s pink anyway,” she said. “Beg properly.”

“Please.” One. I had one more in the budget. “Please let your diaper whore come on the glass where they can see.”

She pulled out of my ass. Empty. Gaping. She showed the room my stretched hole with two fingers holding me spread, then pushed a string of anal beads in one by one, each larger than the last, until the last fat knot seated and only the ring hung out. She taped me tight over everything, vibe back on high, and walked me along the glass on the lead so every resident and every alumna got a pass of my shaking body, clamps, lead, wet tapes, the works.

“On your knees,” she said at the center of the pane.

I dropped. The diaper squelched under me. She gripped my hair and fed the strap-on between my lips, the same cock that had been in my ass, the taste of my own hole thick and bitter on my tongue. I gagged. Drool poured. She fucked my throat in short mean strokes while she dragged the beads out of my ass through the diaper one knot at a time by reaching under the leg hole, each pop a shock that made me choke harder.

Lydia’s voice came faint through the speaker. “Note for the file. Subject bargains while gagging. Classic mid-contract.”

I wanted to scream at her. The cock in my mouth stopped me.

Matron pulled free. Strings of spit hung from my lips to the silicone. She hauled me up, bent me, and this time she went in with her fingers, three, then four, then the tuck of her thumb, and I had already used fist once in a bargain and could not waste the word again. Her knuckles pressed and pressed, my asshole gave, and she packed the whole of her in to the wrist while I screamed against the glass.

Full. Packed. Used past the line I had drawn in my head on day one. She worked me on that stretch, turning, short pumps, while the vibe screamed against my clit and the clamps tugged and the alumnae watched and my own piss-warm diaper sagged and spread my thighs.

“One release,” she said. “You earn it by telling the truth into the speaker.”

I could barely stand. “Truth.”

“Why you stay.”

The bargain died in my chest and something uglier took its place. “Because I signed. Because Marta sent me knowing. Because my cunt soaks for this even when I hate it. Because day twenty-one scares me and I still want to see what retain means. Because I am already eight deep and the part of me that writes reports wants to finish the set.”

“Good girl.”

She drove her buried arm deeper, twisted, and slammed the vibe flush to my clit through the soaked crotch at the same time. The orgasm tore through me in one long brutal haul, no stack, no second chance, a single massive break that locked my spine and wrenched a raw sound out of my throat. My asshole clenched around her so tight it hurt. My pussy gushed into the diaper in loud wet pulses. Spit and tears and snot smeared the glass. My vision went white at the edges. Legs gone. Brain offline. Too much. Cannot. More. Ruined. The shakes kept coming in aftershocks while she held me speared and buzzing and on display until the last twitch left and I hung from the cuffs and the lead like a used thing.

She eased free. My hole stayed loose. She wiped her arm on my thigh, retaped the diaper over the mess, and uncuffed only my writing wrist.

The eighth pink still sat on the blotter. She put the pen in my fingers.

I signed. The carbon took the pressure. Pink number eight, clean and legal, my name in the same blue as day one.

Matron stacked it with the others. “Thirteen left. Day twenty-one is the hearing. You will deliver your professional verdict on Thistledown while we change you at the table. Full accreditation or not, the Board will offer discharge, staff, or retention. You will choose with a pen, the way you always have.”

I tasted blood where I had bitten my tongue. “And if I refuse to sign another pink.”

“Then you sit at the hearing with eight,” she said. “Incomplete admission. Incomplete audit. Your firm gets a failure notice under your name. Marta gets a call. You still do not walk out clean. The carbons you already signed stay filed.”

The glass panel stayed open. Lydia wrote on. My tits still wore the clamps. My diaper sagged heavy and warm between my legs, full of piss and cum and the ache of a hole that would not close.

Matron took the lead and tugged me off the glass toward the corridor, toward whatever room she meant to park me in for the rest of day eight.

“You came here to judge us,” she said. “Now you are on the ledger.”

I tried one last trade, voice wrecked. “Let me draft the report as Imogen. Keep Immy for the nursery hours. Split the roles. I can still be useful as both.”

She stopped in the doorway, looked back at the eight pink sheets on her desk, and smiled with nothing in it.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Four Hundred Metres

The van’s indicator clicked left. Gravel bit under the tyres. Wet compost and bark chips pushed in through the cracked window and sat thick in my nose. I breathed through my mouth.

I sat on the back bench with my knees pressed together. The sundress rode up when the van bounced. Thick plastic crinkled under the skirt, loud enough that I shut my thighs harder and only made it worse.

Matron kept one hand on the wheel. She did not look back at me.

“Mulch and feed,” she said. “You carry. I pay.”

My palms sweated on the seat edge. Day ten. Eleven days before the Board wanted my report. Nine pink carbons already filed with my signature on them, ten if I signed tonight. My own hand. My own pen.

I told myself I was still collecting evidence. The lie sat wrong in my gut.

We pulled into the garden centre car park. Ordinary people with trolleys. A man in a fleece arguing about rose feed. A woman stacking terracotta pots.

Matron cut the engine, then turned the key again and left it running.

“Side door,” she said. “Stay where I can see you.”

She walked toward the outdoor bay. I slid out after her. Warm bulk between my legs forced my steps wide. The sundress hid the shape until the wind caught the hem and plastered it to the plastic for half a second. Heat climbed my face. My cunt clenched against the padding anyway.

I looked at the car park exit.

Four hundred metres, maybe less, to the road. Cars. A small shop with a till in the window. A woman counting notes.

My feet moved first.

I ran.

Gravel spat behind my sandals. The diaper bounced and dragged and crinkled with every stride. Halfway across the car park my bladder let go, a hard flood I could not stop, piss soaking into the thick pad while I sprinted for the road like a free woman. Wet ran down the inside of my thighs. The smell of myself rose under the sundress. Shame burned my eyes wet, and my body kept going, and my clit dragged on the sodden plastic with each ugly step.

Nobody shouted.

I hit the pavement hard. A car slid past. Another. The shop door stood ajar. A bell rang when I shoved through it.

The woman at the till looked up. Mid-forties. Glasses on a chain. “Help you, love?”

Words stacked in my throat. Facility. Forced. Diaper. Contract. Mentor. Pink carbons. Help me. Call someone.

I opened my mouth.

Nothing came out.

My tongue sat dead. My jaw worked once. The plastic between my legs sagged heavy and warm, and what I wore under a thin sundress in a village shop jammed every sentence I had.

She waited.

I shook my head. “Wrong door,” I said. My voice cracked. “Sorry.”

I walked out.

On the pavement I stood and shook. Cars kept going. A lorry hissed air brakes at the junction. The road sat right there, loud and ordinary, and every sentence that would save me burned the report, the firm, the whole clean professional story I still had to file on day twenty-one.

I turned around.

I walked back with wet thighs and a stinking pad that squelched when I moved. Each step ground warm mess against my swollen clit. My nipples stood hard under the sundress. I hated that more than the run.

The van’s side door was still swung wide. The engine still idled. Matron stood by the mulch bags with a trolley and a receipt, watching me come.

She did not look angry.

She looked finished with a point.

“Get in,” she said.

I climbed in myself. No hand on my arm. No lock on the door. The gate at Thistledown had never been locked either. The prisoner story had been mine, and I had used it to stay clean in my own head.

I left it on the gravel.

We drove back in silence. Compost clung to the bags. My own smell clung to me. Every bump ground soaked plastic into my clit until my hips twitched and I bit my lip raw to keep quiet.

At the facility she parked and left the keys in. She pointed at the main hall.

“Room three,” she said. “Now.”

I walked. Plastic crinkled. Piss cooled against my skin and turned tacky. Staff passed us. One nodded at Matron. Nobody stopped me. Nobody needed to.

Inside room three she shut the door with a soft click. The changing table waited. So did a rolling cart: thick white diapers, wipes, a black silicone gag with a ring, a fat purple dildo on a harness, a steel butt plug with a flared base, a magic wand, cuffs, a bottle of lube.

“Strip the dress,” she said. “Leave the mess.”

I pulled the sundress over my head. Soaked, bulging, yellow showing through the plastic, and nothing else on me. My stomach dropped. My tits hung heavy. My nipples ached in the cool air.

Matron hooked two fingers into the front of the diaper and pressed. Warm wet squelched. “You pissed yourself running to freedom. Say it.”

“I pissed myself running to freedom.”

“Louder.”

“I pissed myself running to freedom.”

“What does that make you?”

My face burned. “A diaper slut who ran and came back.”

“Good. On the table. Back down. Knees up.”

I climbed on. The plastic crackled under me. She cuffed my wrists to the side rails, then pulled the tapes and peeled the heavy diaper off. Cold air hit my soaked cunt and the soft skin of my ass. Piss and slick shone on my thighs. The smell filled the room.

She wiped me in hard strokes, then stopped short of clean. “You stay dirty. You earned that.”

She rolled me onto my side, then onto my belly with my knees under me, ass up. Lube dripped cold down my crack. One thick finger pushed into my asshole without warning. I grunted. Burn flared. She worked it in and out until the muscle gave, then a second finger, then a third, scissoring me open while I clawed at the cuffs.

“Take it,” she said. “Breathe. You ran four hundred metres with a full diaper and you still walked back. Your hole can take this.”

Three fingers became four. Stretch turned sharp. My cunt dripped onto the table paper. She twisted her hand and tucked her thumb, and the pressure built and built until I swallowed her knuckles with a wet, ugly give. I cried out. Full. Packed. Her fist sat inside me to the wrist.

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Fuck, I can’t…”

“You can. Clench.”

I clenched around her fist and the stretch turned electric. She pumped once, slow, and my vision spotted. My clit throbbed untouched. Slick ran down my thighs.

She pulled out with a filthy sound. My hole stayed loose. She pushed the steel plug in to the flare and seated it hard. The weight dragged. I moaned into the table.

“Turn. Sit up. Edge of the table.”

I obeyed, legs hanging, wrists still cuffed. She stepped into the harness and buckled the purple dildo tight against her hips. Thick. Veined. Long enough to choke on.

“You use this throat for lies,” she said. “Today you use it for service. Open.”

I parted my lips. She fed the head in. Silicone dragged over my tongue, heavy and tasteless, and kept coming until it hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran. She fisted my hair and pushed deeper.

“Swallow around it. Good little hole.”

I tried. My throat fluttered. She fucked my face in short thrusts, the plug shifting in my ass with every jerk of my body. Drool spilled down my chin onto my tits. Wet sounds filled the room: gag, drag, suck. My cunt clenched on nothing and leaked a string onto the floor.

She pulled out long enough for me to cough. “Name yourself.”

“Imogen,” I tried.

She slapped my cheek with the spit-slick shaft. “Wrong.”

“A diaper slut,” I said, voice raw. “A runaway who climbed back in the van. A hole that sucks for Matron.”

“Better.” She pushed back in and held me there with my nose crushed to the harness. My throat worked. Tears ran. When she let me up I gasped, then leaned forward for more.

She laughed once, low. “Pride is done with you.”

She unclipped one cuff, flipped me onto my back, and recuffed both wrists above my head. Knees shoved wide. She dragged the wand between my legs and pinned the buzzing head straight to my clit.

My hips bucked. The buzz ate through me. The steel in my ass carried it deeper. She worked the head in tight circles until my thighs shook and my cunt pulsed on the edge of coming, then lifted it away.

I sobbed. “I need…”

“No.”

She brought it back and built me again. My stomach knotted. My toes curled. At the brink she pulled off and left me thrashing in the cuffs.

“Beg like the thing that walked itself home.”

“Let me come,” I choked. “Please. Use me. Fuck my throat, fist my ass, I don’t care, just let me…”

“No.”

She straddled my chest, fed the strap-on back between my lips, and fucked my face while the wand hovered a finger’s width off my clit, close enough that the air shivered, far enough that I got nothing. Spit soaked my chin. My jaw ached. Every gag made me flutter around emptiness. The denial hurt worse than any slap.

When she pulled free, strings of spit linked my lips to the cock. She wiped it on my tits.

“Again.”

She pressed the head on. I screamed into my teeth. Build. Peak. Cut. Build. Peak. Cut. My clit swelled raw and shiny. I clenched on the plug until the steel seemed to double. Sweat ran into my hair.

“What did you prove on that road?” she asked, calm over the buzz.

“That I could leave.”

“And?”

“That I came back.”

“And?”

“That I want this.” The words tore out ugly. “That the gate never held me. That every day I stay is mine. That I’m signing myself in.”

She shut the wand off.

The silence hurt.

She rolled me, pulled the plug, and pushed two fingers back into my stretched hole, then three, then worked her fist in again to the wrist. Full. Burning. Owned. With her other hand she ground the dead wand against my clit in hard, mean circles, no power, friction only, enough to keep me aching and nowhere near release.

“You belong in this room now,” she said.

The line landed in my gut like a stamp.

She fucked my ass with her fist in slow, deep strokes while I drooled on the paper and shoved back for more. My cunt stayed empty and dripping. Every time I climbed she stopped dead and waited out the peak, then started again. I broke into short, stupid sounds. More. Can’t. Need. Hole. Please.

She stopped.

Pulled free.

Left me gaping and twitching.

She taped a fresh pad under me, pink this time, bulky between my thighs, and pressed the front hard against my raw clit until I whimpered. Warm. Tight. The tapes screamed when she sealed them. Then she lifted the black ring gag, forced it behind my teeth, and buckled it. Drool spilled at once.

From the cart she took the triplicate log. Day ten sheet. Yellow, white, pink.

“Left hand free,” she said, uncuffing one wrist. “Sign.”

I signed Imogen on the line with a shaking hand. Pink carbon took the pressure. Ten now. Eleven left.

She recuffed me.

“Tonight you sleep in this,” she said, tapping the diaper. “No change if you soak it. Tomorrow you write your interim notes for the Board with a full load between your legs, and you will thank me for the chance.”

I nodded around the ring. Spit ran.

She leaned close. “Eleven days. You can still take discharge at the hearing. Or staff. Or retention. But you do not get to call yourself a prisoner again. That excuse is finished.”

She shut off the overhead light on her way out. The door latch caught.

I lay cuffed on the table in fat pink plastic, jaw forced wide, ass still open and aching from her fist, clit throbbing so hard each heartbeat hurt. The wand kept buzzing in the meat of me with nothing behind it. My throat tasted like silicone and spit.

Somewhere down the corridor a gate buzzer sounded, long and casual, the same sound that had never once locked me in.

I tested the cuffs. They held.

I could have screamed through the ring for a staff member. I could have refused the pen. I could have stayed on that pavement and found the words.

I had not.

Heat pulsed low and mean between my legs with nowhere to go, and under it sat the worse fact, clean and heavy as the padding: eleven days left, and every one of them I would walk through on my own feet.


Chapter 7: The Observer Falls Silent

Rain hit the sunroom glass on a hard slant and ran in ropes. I lay under a heavy blanket with my knees drawn up and the thick white bulk of a fresh adult diaper locking my thighs apart. Far down the corridor, bottles clattered in a steriliser.

Matron set a tray on the low table by the daybed. Thermometer. Soft cloth. Lotion. A small glass of water with a straw. She did not speak about the garden centre. She did not speak about the road. She treated yesterday like a file that had already been closed.

“Fever first,” she said.

I opened my mouth for the thermometer. Her knuckle propped my chin to keep me still. The plastic sat under my tongue. I breathed through my nose and stared at the rain while she waited. My cunt gave a slow, stupid pulse at the simple hold of her hand. Shame rolled through my belly with the heat.

The thermometer beeped. She read it, wiped it, put it down.

“Low grade. You stay here all day. No corridor. No notes at the desk. You drink when I say. You wet when you need. You do not get up without me.”

“Yes, Matron.”

She peeled the blanket back. Cool air found the tape edges of the diaper. Her palm pressed the front panel, flat and firm, checking for warmth and weight. The bulk gave under her hand. I was dry still. She left her hand there a beat longer than the check needed, and my hips twitched up into the pressure before I could stop them.

“Greedy already,” she said. “You ran four hundred metres yesterday and came back to the van yourself. Now your body is begging for a nurse. Say thank you for the care.”

“Thank you for the care, Matron.”

The words came easy. That was the worst part. Gratitude sat warm behind my teeth like she had poured it there. She had arranged the illness without touching me, by letting me break myself on a free road, and now she was the only person in the building who knew how to put me back down.

She unfastened the tapes. The front of the diaper fell open across my hips. My pussy was already slick, lips puffy, a thin string of wet clinging between them. She parted me with two fingers and looked.

“Swollen,” she said. “Sticky. You rode that sundress all the way home and never said a word at the till. Now you leak for a hand.”

I shut my eyes. She kept me spread with her thumbs and ran one blunt fingertip from my hole up over my clit in a single slow stroke. My thighs jumped. She did that twice more, then stopped.

“Not yet.”

She wiped me with the warm cloth, front to back, careful and clinical. Lotion next, cool on the crease of my thighs, rubbed in with the heel of her palm. She rolled a clean thick diaper under my hips, pulled the front up, and taped it snug. The bulk forced my legs wide again. Crinkle filled the quiet between rain strikes.

“Blanket,” she said, and covered me to the waist.

She fed me the straw. I drank. Outside the glass, the garden was grey. Inside, her hands had already decided the shape of the day.

Midday she brought broth and a soft spoon. I sat propped on pillows while she fed me. The diaper held heat under the blanket. Each shift of my hips made a small plastic sound. She wiped my mouth with a cloth when broth spilled. I let her. The part of me that used to write reports on facilities like this tried to sit up and take notes, and found nothing to grip.

“Day eleven,” I said, after the bowl.

“Ten left,” she said. “You will sign the log at four. Pink copy stays with us. You know the system by now.”

I did. Twenty-one signed pink carbons. One for each day of the audit. The Board’s hearing sat at the far end of that chain. My findings were due then. My own signature was building a second file I had never meant to fill.

She took the empty bowl and left me with the rain.

At three I reached for the recorder on the tray. My thumb found record. I held it near my mouth and started the day-eleven note the way I had been trained.

“Subject facility maintains adequate…”

Nine words. My throat closed on the tenth. The voice that had narrated Thistledown since the first hour, the clean auditor voice that stood outside the body and named what it saw, went thin and useless. The little red light held. Then I pressed delete.

The file vanished. Relief hit so hard my eyes watered. I set the recorder face down and pushed it away with two fingers.

When she came back for the four o’clock log, she found me like that. Blanket to the waist. Recorder abandoned. Cheeks hot.

“You did not dictate,” she said.

“I deleted it.”

She studied my face. “Good. The observer was getting in the way.”

She put the triplicate pad on my lap. Blue. Yellow. Pink. Day eleven already stamped at the top. The vocabulary column sat empty beside the usual fields. I had been filling that line with clean adult words every afternoon. Assessment. Protocol. Noncompliance.

“Write,” she said.

My hand shook. I put the date. Room 3. Status: convalescent. Under findings I wrote three short lines about fever care and sunroom rest and left the rest blank. In the vocabulary column my pen stalled.

“Fewer words today,” she said. “That is expected after a bolt. The ledger tracks it. You can lose speech the same way you lose toilet rights. Sign.”

I signed. The pink carbon took the pressure of my name. She tore the set free, kept the pink, and set the blue aside for my file. Ten days left. Ten more pinks. The deadline that would end the audit would finish admitting me too.

She locked the pad in the wall cupboard and came back to the daybed.

“Blanket off. Inspection.”

I pushed the blanket down. She stood over me and pressed the front of the diaper again. Warmth. A soft give. I had wet while she was gone, a long helpless soak I had not even clocked. Heat spread through the padding and held. The smell rose, piss and the sweet chemical of the liner, and under it the rank reek of how wet I had been all afternoon.

“Soaked,” she said. “You did not call for a change. You lay here and filled it like a good helpless slut. Say what you are.”

My mouth was dry. “A diaper slut.”

“Full sentence.”

“I am a piss-soaked diaper slut who filled herself on the daybed.”

“Better.”

She unfastened the tapes. The heavy wet mass peeled away from my skin. Cool air hit my thighs and the sticky mess of my pussy. She wiped me with a fresh cloth, rough enough to sting, thorough enough that I had nowhere to hide. Then her hands stayed.

Two fingers of her left hand held my outer lips spread. The right hand worked me open with a slick glide of lube she had warmed between her palms. One finger pushed into my cunt and curled. I gasped. She added a second and fucked them in and out, slow, listening to the wet sound.

“This is convalescence,” she said. “You do not earn a hard fucking by running. You earn hands. You earn being checked and held open. You earn denial until I decide you get to come.”

I tried to rock onto her fingers. She pinned my hip with her forearm.

“Still.”

She pulled out and slid those same two fingers lower, circling my asshole. Lube. Pressure. The first knuckle went in and my whole body tightened. She waited. When I breathed out she fed the rest of the finger in to the root.

“Take it.”

I took it. She worked me with one finger, then two, scissoring, stretching. The burn climbed into a full ache. My clit throbbed untouched. Precome slicked down toward her hand. She ignored it.

From the tray she took a slim black plug and a thicker one, and a wand vibrator with a fat head. She set the wand on the mattress by my hip where I could see it and not have it.

“Hands above your head. Hold the rail.”

I grabbed the daybed rail. She pushed the slim plug into my ass in one steady shove. My hole stretched around the neck and locked. She tapped the base once.

“Hold that while I finish cleaning you.”

She wiped my thighs again. Changed gloves. Checked my nipples with two pinches that made me yelp. Then she rolled a dry diaper open under my hips, a white cradle, ready.

“Now the real inspection.”

She pulled the slim plug out. My ass clenched on empty air. Before I could close she pressed three fingers to the ring and pushed. The stretch forced a raw sound out of me. She worked those three in and out, deeper each time, twisting. Lube squelched. My hole gaped on the pull-out and she watched it fail to shut.

“Whore,” she said, calm as a chart note. “Look at that. Soft. Ready. You want the fist. Say it.”

“I want your fist.”

“In what.”

“In my ass. Please. Fist my ass.”

She smiled with her mouth only. “Beg, and I might let you.”

I broke on the line. The words came out cracked and filthy.

“Please fist me. Please put your whole hand in my ass. I am a hole. I am your toy. I need it. I need you to open me. Please, Matron, fist your diaper slut.”

“Good enough.”

She added more lube. Four fingers. The burn went blinding. I held the rail so hard my knuckles ached. She rocked and twisted and then the widest part of her knuckles pressed and pressed and my body gave. Her hand slid in past the knuckles. My ass took her to the wrist.

I made a sound I did not know I owned. Full. Split. Held.

She stayed still inside me while my hole fluttered and tried to understand the size. Sweat ran between my tits. I dripped onto the open diaper in a slow thread.

“Breathe,” she said.

I breathed. She began to move. Small pulses at first, then longer strokes that dragged her fist against the rim on every pull. The wet slap of it filled the sunroom under the rain. Each thrust shoved a grunt out of me. My clit was so swollen it hurt.

“Look at you,” she said. “Auditor with a fist in her ass on day eleven. Ten days left and you already deleted your own voice. You are grateful I am doing this. Say so.”

“I am grateful. Thank you for fisting me. Thank you for looking after me.”

She fucked my ass harder. The stretch burned clean. My vision spotted. When she finally eased her hand out, the gape stayed. Air moved over the open ring. I clenched and could not close it all the way.

She pushed the thicker plug in before I could tighten. It seated deep and my toes curled. Then she pulled the front of the fresh diaper up over the mess of me and taped one side only, leaving the other loose so she had room to work.

The wand came next. She pressed the fat head against the front panel, right over my clit, and switched it on low. The buzz hit through the bulk. My hips bucked. The plug shifted in my ass. She turned the dial up.

“You do not come until I say. You hold it. You thank me for every second I keep you on the edge.”

“Thank you,” I gasped.

She ground it in circles through the bulk. The diaper mashed my clit. Heat built fast, ugly and high. My thighs shook. She dropped the setting the second my breath went ragged.

“Edge.”

I whined. She waited. Then the high setting again, longer, the plug a hard weight in my stretched hole, her free hand pinching my nipple until I cried out. Edge. Drop. Edge. My cunt clenched on nothing. Slick soaked the liner from the inside. My arousal mixed with the warm chemical of the clean liner and the piss-trace left on my skin from the last change.

“What are you,” she said.

“Your hole. Your good little toy. A pathetic thing that cums in her own diaper.”

“Ask for it properly.”

“Please let me cum in the diaper. Please make me cum on the wand with your plug in my ass. Use me. I need it. I need to break for you.”

She held me there one more long cruel stretch, the wand pinned hard, my whole body strung on the edge of a fall I could not take without her word. Gratitude and need braided so tight I could not tell them apart. The observer in my head stayed gone. There was only the buzz and the plug and her hand and the rain.

“Now,” she said. “Come.”

She cranked the wand. The orgasm tore up from my stuffed ass and my smashed clit at once. My cunt seized. Spasm after spasm wrecked me. I gushed in hard pulses, slick and shameful, the diaper going hot and heavy between my thighs while I shook and made broken animal sounds. Too much. Cannot stop. Full. Ruined. More. My ass clenched on the thick plug in helpless waves. Cum and need and piss-warm heat blurred. She kept the wand on me through the whole crest and past it, forcing the pleasure past the point of use until I was sobbing and jerking and still coming in weak aftershocks.

When she cut the power, I hung on the rail. Drool on my chin. Sweat on my stomach. The diaper between my legs was a soaked, heavy mess again, this time from spending myself into it on command.

She taped the loose side shut. Pat-checked the bulk. Nodded once.

“Change later. You stay in your mess for an hour. Feel what you are.”

I nodded. Speech came thin. The vocabulary column in my head had gone sparse. Words like assessment and protocol sat far away. Closer words crowded in. Hole. Diaper. Matron. Thank you.

She wiped my face with a cloth. Fed me water from the straw. Covered me to the chest with the blanket. The plug stayed seated. The wand went back on the tray. Outside, the rain eased to a fine grey sheet.

“Evening schedule,” she said. “You rest here until six. At six I change you and walk you to the small hall. The Board’s junior panel is on site tonight for a paper review. You will sit on a mat at my feet with your recorder. You will not dictate findings. You will hold the machine and keep it off. They want to see the auditor who no longer speaks over the room.”

My stomach turned over. “They know I deleted the file?”

“They will know you have gone quiet. That is enough. Lydia will bring the ledger and mark the vocabulary drop. You will answer if a Board member asks you a direct question, and you will use short words. If you reach for a long clean sentence, I will put my hand on your mouth and you will stop.”

She set a pacifier on a short chain against my collarbone and clipped it there. The rubber nipple rested on my sternum, ready.

“If you need your mouth busy on the walk, you use that. Not your report voice. That voice is done for today.”

I touched the chain with two fingers. The metal was cool. My ass ached around the plug in a deep, used throb. The wet diaper held me. Day eleven. Ten left. Pink carbons stacking. My name on every one.

“Say what you will do at six,” she said.

“I will sit on the mat at your feet. I will hold the recorder off. I will use short words. I will not try to be the observer again tonight.”

“And if you get hard for it in front of them?”

Heat flooded my face. “I will stay still and take it.”

“You will get hard for it,” she said. “You always do when people watch. That is fine. The panel has seen worse alumnae. You keep your eyes on my shoe and you do not hide the crinkle.”

She kissed my forehead once, dry and proprietary, then stood.

“Sleep for an hour if you can. When I come back I will pull that plug, check how open you still are, and put you in a fresh diaper for the hall. After the panel, if you keep quiet like a good toy, I may fist you again before bed. If you talk too much, you go to sleep edged and empty.”

I closed my eyes. Rain whispered on the glass. Down the corridor the steriliser clattered one last cycle and went still. The deleted file stayed deleted. The part of me that used to stand outside and describe had nowhere left to stand.

At six she would walk me to the small hall, mat, Board juniors, ledger, short words. I held the pacifier chain and waited for her footsteps, already grateful for the next hand that would open me, and already afraid of how little I would have left to say when it did.


Chapter 8: The Same Muscle

The Deprivation Protocol card sat taped to the crib rail at eye height. Six lines. Black ink. Matron’s initials at the bottom in a tight, dry scrawl.

No solids after six. Measured fluids on the hour. Potty chair only, timed. No diaper for the trial window. No climax without leave. No private touching. Failure recorded on the pink carbon and countersigned.

My thighs stuck together from the last timed cup. The potty chair waited three feet from the crib, white plastic, cold rim. The wall clock ticked like a tongue against a tooth.

Hour twenty-nine.

I had not wet. My bladder pressed low and full, a dull heat that made every step a calculation. The protocol said continent discharge on day twenty-one needed a clean forty-eight. I needed that clause. The firm needed that clause. Seven days left on the audit, and a dry trial would let me walk out with my body still mine.

Matron stood at the foot of the crib with a steel pitcher and a stopwatch. “Cup fourteen.”

I took the beaker. Room-temperature water. I drank it down because the card said so, and because stopping would put failure on the form before I chose it. The liquid hit my gut and rolled into the pressure already banked there.

“Good,” she said. “Stand.”

I stood. Bare feet on tile. The air in the trial room ran cool enough to tighten my nipples into points. My empty sex sat wrong without bulk between my legs. The crinkle was gone. Only skin, and the throb of a bladder I was not allowed to empty.

She set the pitcher down. “You want the potty?”

My mouth went dry. “Yes.”

“Then earn a minute.”

She sat on the edge of the adult changing table and parted her knees. Under the skirt of her uniform, nothing. Bare, dark, already slick along the seam. The smell of her cut through the cool room, salt and soap and heat.

“On your knees, Imogen. Service first. Holding second. Same muscle. You will learn which one you feed.”

I went down. Tile bit my kneecaps. My full belly dragged as I crawled the short space and put my mouth on her.

She tasted sharp. I licked the seam, then pushed my tongue into her, slow and deep, the way she had trained me on other days when the work had nothing to do with discharge. My jaw ached. She put her palm on the back of my skull and kept me there.

“Deeper,” she said. “Worship it. You do not get to half-ass your way through a trial.”

I fucked her with my tongue. The wet sound filled the quiet, a slap of wet each time I pulled back and shoved in again. My own pussy clenched on nothing. Slick ran down my inner thigh in a thin line. The bladder pressure stacked with it until my hips shook.

She pulled my hair and dragged my mouth up to her clit. “Suck.”

I sealed my lips around her swollen clit and sucked. She rocked once against my face. Spit and her slick coated my chin. My thighs trembled with the effort of not pissing.

“You are dripping on my floor,” she said. “Listen to that cunt. It is begging louder than your mouth.”

I kept sucking. My tongue worked the underside. She ground against me, using my face like a seat, and the stretch in my lower belly went white-hot. I almost leaked. I bit it back. My eyes watered.

She shoved me off with a flat push to the forehead. “Potty. Sixty seconds. Go.”

I scrambled. The cold plastic rim shocked my bare cheeks. I sat and let a thin stream go, counting under my breath, cutting it the second the stopwatch clicked. Stopping hurt. The unfinished release left me shaking and heavy.

“Up.”

I stood. A bead of piss tracked down my calf. She wiped it with a cloth like I was furniture, then tossed it in the bin.

“Hour thirty starts now. Cup fifteen.”

I drank. The room stayed cool. My skin stayed hot. She took a thick white adult diaper from the drawer and laid it open on the table without fastening it to me. A threat and a promise in plastic and fluff. The plastic crinkled when her fingers smoothed it flat.

“You fail, you wear that for the rest of the audit,” she said. “You pass, you keep the continent clause. Simple.”

I nodded. My throat burned from her.

She brought out the wand next. Fat head. Cord trailing to the wall. She pressed the rounded face against my bare clit without switching it on and left it there, heavy, while she clipped nipple clamps on me, one, then the other. The bite made me gasp. The chain between them hung cold against my sternum.

“Do not come,” she said. “Do not piss. Service.”

She sat again. I went back to my knees and put my mouth on her. The wand stayed dark and still where she had set it, a dead weight that made every shift a risk. I licked her open. She grabbed my wrist and forced two of my fingers into her. Hot. Slick. She fucked herself on my fingers while I sucked her clit, and the wet drag of it made my empty hole twitch in envy.

“Say what you are.”

I pulled off long enough to speak. “A trial slut. A mouth for Matron. A hole that holds when told.”

“Filthier.”

“A pathetic little auditor who eats pussy on the clock so she can piss on a timer.”

She laughed once, low. “Again. Keep going while you work.”

I buried my face and talked into her, muffled and wet. “Fuck my tongue. Use me. I am your good little toy. I will hold. I will hold…”

The wand clicked on.

Low buzz first. My hips jerked. The vibration went straight through my clit into the full ache behind it. I moaned into her and almost lost both holds at once, the piss and the orgasm stacked on the same fuse.

“Hold,” she said, calm as weather. “Both.”

I held. Barely. My thighs shook. Spit ran off my chin onto the tile. The clamps tugged when I moved. She turned the wand up one click. The buzz got meaner. My cunt pulsed on air and leaked a slick string onto the tile between my knees.

“Beg to keep serving,” she said. “Not to come. Not yet. Beg to stay on my cunt.”

“Let me keep licking. Let me stay down here. Let me be your mouth. I will be good. I will take it. Do not put me on the potty. Keep me on you.”

She ground against my tongue. “Louder.”

“Please…” I cut the word off, swallowed it, tried again. “I need to stay on your pussy. I need to taste you while I hold. Make me earn every second. Make me work for a piss.”

The wand jumped another click. My vision spotted. I bit the inside of my cheek and forced the climax back down my spine. It sat there, ugly and swollen, refusing to leave.

She shut the wand off.

I sobbed once into her. Empty air where the buzz had been. My clit throbbed in the sudden quiet, fat and furious.

“Hour thirty-one,” she said, and checked the clock. “You are still dry. You are still empty of orgasm. The trial is winnable, Imogen. Say it.”

“The trial is winnable.”

“And you want to win.”

My mouth opened. The true answer sat wrong in my chest. Outside these walls, the firm waited for a clean report and a continent consultant who could stand in a boardroom without crinkling. Inside, my body had learned a different ledger. The pink carbons stacked in her drawer. Day fourteen’s triplicate waited on the desk by the door, yellow and pink and white, pen uncapped.

“I want…” My voice cracked. “I want the clause.”

“Do you.”

She stood, stepped past me, and picked up a thick black plug from the tray. Lube clicked. She bent me over the changing table with one firm shove between my shoulders. My nipples dragged on the vinyl, clamps clacking. She pressed the tapered tip to my asshole and pushed.

The burn spread. I breathed through it. She worked the plug in with short thrusts until the flare popped past the ring and my hole closed on the neck. Full. Stuffed. The pressure shoved against the bladder from behind.

“Now the beads,” she said.

One. Two. Three. Four. Each bead stretched me wider on the way in, cold, and dragged a grunt out of me. She left the ring hanging against my perineum.

“On your knees again. Face me.”

I dropped. The plug and beads shifted with every movement. She freed her strap from under the uniform, a thick flesh-toned cock already buckled on, shiny with lube. She tapped my lower lip with the head.

“Service. Throat. You do not come. You do not wet. You take.”

I opened. She fed the cock into my mouth and kept going until it hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit flooded. She held there, then pulled back and thrust again, fucking my face in a steady rhythm. Drool ran down my chest and over the chain between the clamps. The wet choke-sound of it bounced off the tile.

My empty pussy clenched. My full bladder screamed. The beads pressed deep when I swallowed around the shaft.

She pulled out. A string of spit connected my lip to the cock. “Beg for my fist in your ass. Properly.”

My face burned. “Put your fist in my ass. Stretch me. Ruin me. I want to take it while I hold. I want to be split on your hand and still stay dry. Use my hole. Make me your stretched little whore.”

She turned me, bent me over the table again, and drew the beads out one by one. Each pop made me twitch. The plug came next with a slick tug. My asshole stayed open a second, gaping.

Two fingers. Then three. Then four. Lube squelched. She twisted and pushed, knuckle by knuckle, until her thumb tucked and the widest part of her fist pressed my rim.

“Push out,” she said.

I pushed. She drove in.

The stretch tore a sound out of me that was not a word. Full. Too full. My guts reorganized around her wrist. She stayed still while I shook and dripped and clenched.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. The burn settled into a thick, filthy ache. She moved, short pumps, fucking me on her fist while my bladder bounced against the pressure. Tears hit the vinyl. My clit rubbed the table edge with every shove.

“You could still pass,” she said, almost kind. “Hour thirty-one. Dry. You walk this out for seventeen more hours and the clause stays. Continent discharge. Career intact. The report under your own name, clean.”

My hips betrayed me and pushed back onto her fist.

“Or,” she said, “you choose.”

The wand came back. She pinned the head to my clit with her free palm and switched it to high.

Everything narrowed. The buzz. The fist. The full, screaming need to piss. The orgasm stacked so high I could taste metal.

“Beg,” she said. “If you want to come, you beg like the diaper slut you are training to be. If you want to wet, you look me in the face and do it on purpose. No accidents. No excuses. Choice.”

I turned my head. Met her eyes. The proud part of me, the one that had deleted a file rather than dictate a lie, still lived somewhere behind my teeth. It wanted the clause, the firm, a body that obeyed professional rules.

My cunt wanted the other thing.

“I need to come,” I said. “I need to piss. I need you to keep fisting my ass while I ruin the trial. Call me what I am. Make me say it. Let me fail. Let me…”

“Say the sentence.”

“I am choosing the diaper. I am choosing to wet. I am a hole that fails on purpose. Let me come when I flood. Let me be your good broken toy.”

She twisted her fist inside me. “Again.”

“Please let me soak myself on your fist. Please let me come like a pathetic piss-whore who could have walked out dry and did not. Fuck my ass. Use me. I am yours to record.”

“Come.”

The wand stayed pinned. Her fist drove deep. I looked at her and let go.

The piss broke first, a hot hard stream that hit the tile in a loud hiss and sprayed my calves, the table leg, the air. Shame ripped through me so sharp it bent into heat. I kept looking at her while I pissed myself standing, bent, fisted, shaking.

Then the orgasm hit.

My cunt seized. My asshole clamped on her wrist so tight she grunted. Spasms rolled through my belly and thighs. I squirted a thin jet around nothing, mixed with the last of the piss, and the mess slapped the floor in wet bursts. My voice went to scraps.

Fuck. Too much. Cannot. More. Taking it. Ruined.

I came until my knees buckled. She caught me under the arm and kept her fist buried while the aftershocks twitched. The wand clicked off. The room smelled of piss and cunt and lube.

She eased her fist out. The gape stayed. Cool air moved inside me where it should not.

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

I hung on the table edge and dripped.

She cleaned her arm with a wipe, then took the diaper from where it waited and brought it to my body with the same care she used on any other task. Powder. Cream on the sore rim of my hole. The crinkle as she pulled the tapes snug at my hips. Warm bulk settled between my thighs, already kissing the mess she had left on my skin. Heavy. Loud when I shifted.

She wrote on the Deprivation Protocol card in black ink. Failed at hour 31. Voluntary. Then she took the triplicate from the desk, day fourteen’s sheet, and set it where I could reach.

“Observation,” she said. “Sign all three.”

My fingers shook. I signed the white. The yellow. The pink. The carbon transferred my name in ghost-blue. Continent-discharge clause: forfeit. Body trained. What I would leave with, if I left, had already changed shape.

She countersigned the pink. “On record. Witnessed.”

I stood in the crinkling bulk, thighs sticky, throat raw, ass aching open on memory. Seven days left. The audit ran on. The pinks kept stacking. Outside, my firm still thought I was writing findings.

The corridor buzzer sounded.

Matron turned her head toward the door. Footsteps. A second set, lighter, and the roll of a suitcase wheel on tile.

“That will be the mid-cycle observer,” she said. “Board-sent. She stays through day twenty-one.”

The door lever moved.

A woman I had never seen stepped in first, coat still on, badge clipped at the collar, eyes already on the wet floor and the fresh diaper and my face. Behind her, the suitcase stopped. She smiled the small professional smile of someone who had signed her own twenty-one pages a long time ago.

“Imogen,” Matron said. “This is Sera. She will be scoring your residual continence through the last week. Show her the card.”

I lifted my chin. The Deprivation Protocol hung on the rail, six lines and a new black note at the bottom, and Sera’s gaze found my name in the failure line before she found my eyes.


Chapter 9: The Good Nursery

Laughter rolled down the corridor, soft and thick, from a room I had never been allowed inside. I stood in my doorway with the night bottle warm against my teeth and tracked the sound until Matron Vale passed under the hall light with another woman gathered against her chest.

Delphine. The one who had begged to come here. Her hair stuck to Vale’s collar. Her diaper sagged low and heavy between her thighs, and the crinkle of it went on and on while Vale carried her like she weighed nothing.

They stopped at the far door. The good nursery. Permanent brass plate. Vale shouldered it wide and lavender oil and warm powder rolled out in a fat cloud.

My mouth watered. My cunt clenched into the front of my own soaked padding, and heat climbed my neck so fast I almost choked on the bottle.

She laid Delphine in the permanent crib. Rails high. Mattress soft. Vale tucked a blanket under Delphine’s chin and kissed her temple the way you kiss something you mean to keep.

Delphine laughed again, sleepy, ruined, claimed.

Nobody had offered me that room.

Vale shut the door and came back down the hall. Her heels clicked once for every beat of my pulse. She took the bottle from my mouth without asking and wiped a bead of formula from my lip with her thumb, then put the thumb on my tongue.

“Taste,” she said.

I did. Sweet milk and her skin. My hips pushed forward against the bulk between my legs before I could stop them.

“Bedtime,” Vale said. “Full ritual. You will not rush me.”

She steered me into Room 3 by the collar of my gown. The changing table waited. She stripped me to the diaper and laid me flat. Cold vinyl against my back. The smell of my own piss rose when she peeled the tapes; warm and sharp and shameful.

“You let go on purpose yesterday,” she said, mild. “You threw the continence trial away with your eyes on mine. That was a choice, Imogen. Choices have consequences.”

Two days left until the Board hearing. Two pink carbons still blank on the clipboard by the door. Nineteen already signed under my own name. The arithmetic sat in my gut like a stone.

She cleaned me with slow wipes. Each pass dragged over my swollen folds and I twitched. She ignored it and powdered me, then taped a fresh pink diaper on so tight the wings bit my hips. The bulk forced my thighs apart. Crinkle loud enough to fill the room.

“On your belly,” she said.

I rolled. She pulled the back of the diaper down under the cheeks and left the front on, so my rear stuck out bare and lewd above the plastic. Cool gel hit the crack. I flinched.

“Hold still.”

One finger pressed my asshole. I clamped shut. She waited me out until the muscle gave and she sank to the knuckle. The burn lit up my spine. She worked the lube deeper, twisting, and my face mashed into the vinyl while I panted.

“Your body takes this,” Vale said. “Your body has been taking this since the first night. The rest of you is late to the lesson.”

A second finger joined it. Stretch and sting. Slick sounds in the quiet. She scissored me open and I whined into the table. My cunt leaked straight into the padding under me, warm and filthy.

“Say what you are,” she said.

I swallowed. “A diaper slut.”

“Louder.”

“A piss-soaked diaper slut who cums when you use her hole.”

“Better.”

She added a third. The burn went white and sharp. My knees crawled up the table and she pinned me with a palm on the small of my back. When the fingers slid free she pressed a fat black plug to the rim and shoved until it popped through and the base seated hard against me.

I groaned. Full. Too full.

She flipped me onto my back and taped the diaper closed over the base so every shift ground the plug deeper. Then she clipped a remote wand to the front of the diaper, right against my clit, and strapped it down with an extra strip of tape.

“You will wear this through the ritual,” Vale said. “You will not come until I tell you.”

She thumbed the remote. A mean little grind started against my clit through the padding. My hips jerked. The plug shifted inside me and I tasted copper where I bit my lip.

Vale fed me the rest of the bottle while I lay there buzzing. Warm formula. Lavender on her wrist. Delphine’s room clinging to her sleeve like a brand.

“You were watching,” she said.

I nodded around the teat.

“You saw where she sleeps.”

Another nod. My throat worked. The wand kept grinding.

“She asked for the permanent crib on her first week,” Vale said. “She signed every pink without pretending she was here for work. You still write your little audit notes like they will save you. Two days, Imogen. The hearing will take your report, and then the Board will decide if you walk out in your own clothes with a cheque for your firm, or if you stay.”

The wand ticked up a notch. I arched. Milk ran from the corner of my mouth.

Delphine in the good crib. Me in Room 3. The ledger would not care that I had a career. The ledger cared who Vale chose to carry.

Discharge stopped looking like freedom. It looked like being packed up and posted home while another woman got the kiss on the temple.

Vale pulled the bottle free. “Stand. Walk.”

I slid off the table. The padding sagged warm between my legs. The plug moved with every step. The buzz worked my clit until my thighs shook. She led me to the rocking chair in the corner and sat, then pulled me across her lap face-down, diapered ass up, gown rucked to my waist.

She peeled the back tapes and left the front sealed, so I stayed half-dressed and half-ruined over her knees. The plug came free with a wet pop. Empty and aching.

“Beg for more,” Vale said.

“Please. Please put something back in me. Use my hole. I need it.”

“What kind of hole.”

“A greedy little asshole that cannot stay shut. A whore’s hole. Please, Matron.”

She coated her fingers and pushed two back in at once. Then three. Then she tucked the thumb and drove deeper until the ring of muscle yielded and she sank past the knuckles into the heat of me.

I made a raw sound. Too much. Burn and stretch and the pressure of being packed full. The wand ground my clit through the wet padding and my whole body tried to thrash; she pinned me with her free arm across my back and worked her fist in short hard thrusts.

“Take it,” she said. “Slut. Hole. Dirty girl on my lap getting her ass stuffed because she threw away her chance to walk continent out of here.”

Squelch. Slap of skin. The drag of her moving inside me while the plastic crinkled under my hips. I drooled on her thigh. Spit ran warm over her gown. My cunt gushed until the front was heavy and soaked and every grind of the wand made a wet sticky sound.

“Tell me what you want,” Vale said.

“I want…” My voice cracked. “I want the good crib. I want you to keep me. I do not want the clothes and the cheque. Please do not send me out.”

Her fist twisted deeper. The stretch tore a sob out of me. Pain and heat braided until I could not sort them.

“There it is,” she said. “Finally honest.”

She fucked me on her lap like that for a long time. Slow pulls almost out, then a hard shove back in until I was panting and broken and held on an edge I was not allowed to fall off. My clit throbbed. I clenched around her wrist again and again and could not push her out.

“Please let me cum,” I begged. “Please, I will be good, I will sign the pinks, I will write whatever report you want…”

“You already write what we want,” Vale said. “You just have not admitted it.”

She pulled free. Open and fluttering. Cool air on the stretched rim made me shudder. She reached to the side table and brought up a heavy strap-on, black silicone, already shiny with lube. She buckled it around her hips under my body and then hauled me up until I straddled her in the rocker, facing her, diaper front still on and wand still taped, rear bare and dripping.

“Sink,” she said.

I lined the fat head up with my used asshole and lowered. Worse than the fingers. Inch by inch the shaft split me open. I shook and kept going until my ass met the harness and I was seated, impaled, the padding crushed between us and the wand mashed against my clit.

Vale rocked the chair. The motion drove the cock in short deep strokes. I clung to her shoulders. Every rock pushed me wider and dragged the wand over my clit until my vision spotted.

“Fuck yourself,” she ordered. “Show me how much you want to stay.”

I rode her. Ugly. Desperate. The wet slap of my ass on her lap filled the room. The padding squelched and reeked of piss and cunt. Lavender from her skin mixed with the sharp salt of my sweat. I tasted both when she dragged my mouth to hers and made me lick at her tongue.

“Mine,” she said against my lips. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“Again.”

“I am yours. My hole is yours. My diaper is yours. Keep me. Please keep me.”

She thumbed the remote to high. The wand howled. She gripped my hips and slammed me down onto the strap-on in brutal thrusts that punched the air out of me. My asshole stretched around the shaft and burned and took it anyway. Slick ran down and soaked the harness. I was chanting please and more and do not send me home, over and over, and could not stop.

“Cum,” Vale said. “Now. On my cock. Like the kept little bitch you are begging to be.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore through me in long ugly spasms. My asshole clamped the shaft in hard pulses. My cunt flooded the soaked padding until the warmth spread up my belly. I shook and drooled and made a high thin noise into her neck while the wand kept grinding and the cock kept pounding and I could not stop coming. Too much. Cannot. More. Body gone soft and stupid and used.

She fucked me through it until the aftershocks turned to raw little jerks and then she held me still, seated to the root, and stroked my hair while I sobbed into her collar.

“Good,” she said. “That is the truth of you.”

She eased me off the shaft. I gaped and twitched and leaked lube down the back of the padding. She wiped me, pressed a smaller night plug in to keep me open for morning, and retaped the pink bulk closed. Fresh powder. A clean gown. The wand came off at last and the sudden quiet on my clit made me whimper.

Vale carried me to the bed in Room 3. Not the permanent crib. Rails lower. Mattress thinner. She laid me down and clipped a chain pacifier to my collar and put the teat between my lips.

“Two days,” she said. “You will present your findings at the hearing. You will also be changed on the table while you do it. Think carefully about which version of yourself you want the Board to see when they ask you to choose.”

She brushed formula from the corner of my mouth. Her fingers smelled like lube and my own body.

“Delphine earned her crib by wanting it without shame,” Vale said. “You earned a second chance at honesty tonight. Do not waste it on pride.”

She dimmed the lamp and left the door cracked. Down the corridor the good nursery stayed quiet. Behind that brass plate Delphine slept in the bed I wanted more than my flat, more than my firm, more than the clean name on a report that would go out under my signature and call this place accredited.

I sucked the pacifier and tasted plastic and milk and the ghost of her thumb.

The clipboard waited on the night stand with pink carbon number twenty blank. One more after that and the contract would be complete.

I pressed my face into the pillow and did the new arithmetic until it hurt.

Leaving was the thing that would unmake me. Staying was the thing I would have to ask for out loud, in front of the Board, while she taped a fresh diaper on my bare ass and made me thank her.

I wanted her to refuse to pack my clothes.

I wanted the ledger to read my name the way it already read Delphine’s.

I wanted the permanent crib so badly my plugged asshole clenched around the silicone and my spent cunt twitched in the warm bulk, and I lay there in Room 3 tasting lavender, listening for any sound from down the hall, already planning how I would beg at the hearing without sounding like the auditor who walked in nineteen days ago with a pen and a lie.


Chapter 10: Full Accreditation

Chairs scraped across the gallery floor at seven. Someone counted them out loud, one through twelve, and my name was the next sound after twelve.

“Imogen. You are early.”

Matron stood in the aisle with a clipboard. The diaper between my thighs crinkled when I turned. Warm piss sat heavy in the crotch from the morning change I had not been given yet. My cunt throbbed against the wet bulk. My face went hot before I could stop it.

I had come to find the pink carbons. Twenty of them. Stacked on the long table under the Board’s empty seats. My own signature on every one. I had walked in thinking I could count them alone. The chair-count caught me with my hand on the stack.

“Sit,” Matron said. “The Board arrives at eight. You will wait where they can see you.”

I sat. The wet diaper sagged and split my thighs wider. My clit ground into the warm mess when I shifted. I bit my tongue. The auditor in me wanted a clean report. My pussy wanted the weight.

Lydia came in first. Grey suit. Board pin. She set a thin folder by the pink stack and looked at me the way a mentor looks at a student who has already failed the test and does not know it yet.

“Report ready?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Read it when called. Do not improvise.”

More women filed in. Board. Alumnae from the gallery days. They took the counted chairs. Matron laid out the twenty pink carbons in a line. Twenty times my name. Day twenty-one sat empty at the end. One blank pink waited with a pen on top.

I came here to prove Thistledown did not work. The only honest finding I could file sat warm and piss-soaked between my legs.

“Imogen,” Matron said from the head of the table. “Present your accreditation findings.”

I stood. The diaper squelched. My thighs stuck. I walked to the mark on the floor with the report folder shaking in my fingers and the wet bulk swinging between my legs for every woman in the room to hear.

“Thistledown meets full standards,” I began. My voice held. Barely. “Care protocols, consent chain, outcome tracking. I recommend full accreditation.”

“Halfway,” Matron said. “Bring her up.”

Two staff took my elbows and lifted me onto the long table where the pinks lay. On my back. Ankles gripped. The Board did not look away.

Matron stripped the tapes. The soaked diaper peeled off with a wet sound. Piss and cunt slick shone on my skin. The cold air hit my bare pussy and I clenched hard enough my hips jerked.

“Still dripping,” she said. “Filthy little audit slut. Hold her.”

Ankles wide. Knees forced back. My cunt on display for twelve Board members and Lydia, who had taught me how to write a clean finding.

Matron’s fingers spread my pussy lips. She pushed two in. Then three. The slick sound of it filled the gallery. My hips tried to fuck back onto her hand and she pinned them flat with her forearm.

“State your finding while I work,” she said. “Full sentences. Professional language. You will thank me when it is done.”

“Thistledown,” I gasped, “demonstrates consistent caregiver response times. Outcome data supports…”

A thick plug pressed my asshole. She worked it in while her fingers pumped my cunt. The stretch burned. My rim gave. It seated deep and heavy and my words broke on a moan.

“…supports long-term retention metrics,” I finished, ruined.

“Good girl. Now the rest.”

She pulled her fingers free and wiped them on my inner thigh. From the kit she took a strap-on harness and buckled it on under her uniform skirt. The cock was thick, dark silicone, ridged. She lined it up with my cunt and drove in to the base in one thrust.

I cried out. Full. Stuffed. The plug in my ass made every inch of the cock feel bigger. She fucked me hard on the table, hips snapping, the slap of skin loud under the high ceiling. My tits bounced. Spit ran off my lip.

“Tell them what you are,” she ordered. “Loud.”

“A diaper slut,” I sobbed. “A hole. A pathetic thing that cums on a table.”

“Dirtier.”

“I’m a piss-soaked little whore who signs her own admission. Please. Fuck me. Keep me.”

She pulled out of my cunt and the plug out of my ass in the same beat. Empty. Aching. Before I could close she pressed the head of the strap-on to my rim and pushed.

The burn tore through me. Inch by inch. My asshole opened around the ridges. Board women leaned forward. Lydia’s face stayed flat. Matron bottomed out in my ass and held there while I shook.

“Verdict,” she said. “Full sentence.”

“I recommend full accreditation,” I said, voice wrecked, ass full of cock. “Effective immediately.”

She started pounding. Deep, mean strokes that dragged the ridges over my rim on every pull. A wand came out next. She pinned the buzzing head hard against my clit and left it there while she railed my ass.

Too much. Too fast. My body lit and broke.

I came hard, cunt gushing onto the table, ass clamping on the cock, a raw sound tearing out of my throat. She did not stop. The wand stayed on. She kept fucking.

“Again.”

Past one. Past two. The second hit while I was twitching from the first. Slick ran down my crack and soaked the wood under me. She forced a third with the wand cranked higher and her cock buried deep. My vision swam. Counting slipped.

“Past four,” someone at the Board said, calm. “Still going.”

Past whatever came next. My mind blurred. Short raw scraps. Can’t. Too much. More. Ass full. Clit on fire. Please stop. Please don’t stop.

Matron worked her free hand at my stretched rim beside the shaft. Fingers. Knuckles. Pressure. She pulled the strap-on out and replaced it with her hand, slow and relentless, packing me wider than the cock had. The stretch went white-hot. My asshole took her past the widest part. Full. Packed. Used.

“Take it, little toy,” she said. “This is what the report looks like from the inside.”

She fucked me with her hand while the wand ground my clit raw. I came again with no number left for it. Gushing. Spasming. Drool on my chin. My cunt empty and leaking and my ass full past sense.

She pulled free. The gape stayed. Air on the stretch made me whimper. She wiped her hand on a cloth and nodded at staff.

“Clean her enough to sign. Leave her messy enough to remember.”

A fresh thick pink diaper went under my hips. Cream. Powder. The tapes pulled tight. The bulk pressed my swollen, overworked cunt and my aching rim. Warm. Heavy. Final.

They sat me up on the edge of the table. Legs dangling. The bulk loud when I moved. Cum and slick drying on my thighs. The Board waited.

Lydia slid three papers forward.

“Discharge,” she said, tapping the first. “Permanent. Irrevocable. Career intact. Fee paid. Never readmitted.”

She tapped the second. “Staff contract. My route. You work the floor. You keep a name.”

The third was pink. Blank. The twenty-first carbon.

“Retention,” Matron said. “You stay. You stop being the auditor. You become the finding.”

My hand shook. Outside the walls my firm waited for a clean report. My flat. My suits. The woman who walked into Thistledown with a briefcase and a checklist.

I took the pen. I signed the pink carbon. Retention. Voluntary. Permanent.

Matron took the yellow copy of my accreditation report, signed on the first page, and set it in the out tray for the courier. Full accreditation. Under my own name. The outside world would get its clean paper.

“Ledger,” she said to staff.

They struck through the entry. Imogen Gone. The new line went in neat ink: Immy, Room 3.

My chest loosened. The fight ran out of me like piss into a diaper. Peace sat ugly and real in the space it left.

They boxed my adult clothes in the corridor. Suit. Blouse. Heels. The box got a postage label for my flat. Matron signed the fee release for my firm. Paid in full. Audit complete.

I stood in Room 3 in the thick pink diaper and a soft smock that did not cover the bulge. The good nursery at the corridor’s end still held Delphine. They had carried her there two nights ago. Nobody offered me those rails. Matron made the terms plain without raising her voice.

“The good crib is earned,” she said. “Delphine has it for now. You have Room 3. You will work for the rest.”

I nodded. The diaper shifted warm against my sore cunt. My ass ached from the table. I wanted the ache to stay.

At the window she put a clipboard in my hands. Blank observation sheet. Pen clipped to the top.

“Next intake arrives this evening,” she said. “Wren. She is coming on purpose. You will observe her through this glass. You will mark what you see. You will not write anything true about yourself on that sheet. That work is finished.”

I held the pen. The same hand that had signed twenty-one pinks. The gate at the far end of the wing would buzz when Wren arrived. I would watch from Room 3 with a full diaper and a blank page and no right left to put the real words down.

Matron sat in the wide chair by the bed and pulled me into her lap. The diaper crinkled loud across her thighs. She rocked me. Steady. Heavy. My head under her chin. The clipboard rested on my belly. The pen lay loose in my fingers.

Outside, nothing looked wrong. Report filed. Firm paid. Box in transit. Inside, the ledger had my new name and a room number that was not the permanent one yet.

The gate buzzed once, far off.

I closed my eyes with the pen still loose in my hand, and the rock of Matron’s chair carried me under.


THE END
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