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Prologue 

 

 

Alone. Forgotten. 

I see darkness all around. It consumes us all. 

Darkness. Forever darkness. Time had no meaning in the 

darkness. 

There was little sense of up or down.  

Can’t taste. Can’t see. Can’t smell.  

Everything feels cool, slimy. There was something helping with 

breathing, providing sustenance, but beyond that, nothing. No clothes. 

Dulled, muted tones, like sounds, but muffled.  

Voices? Machines? 

Thoughts of home. Faces I can’t recognize. Family? Friends? Mom? 

Softness. Soothing warmth.  

Peace? A hug? 

Memories coated in pink.  

Strange but comforting. 

Vertical bars.  

Prison? Captive?  
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Quiet. Nothingness. 

The spherical pods were huge. Far larger than any measurements 

she had seen in the prototype schematics. There were seven of them, all in 

a row, taking up a decent amount of the room. They were tilted to 

approximately twenty-three degrees. Tubes ran through the top and a 
hiss of filtered air rhythmically sounded. More tubes ran to the bottom of 

each pod. One was connected to a vat of strange liquid, the other to a 

small machine next to it. It looked as if it was all connected somehow. 

Sensors and wires ran from all over the pod to computer monitors that 

measured everything from temperature to vitals. 

On the bulging front of each pod was a small, clear square on the 

otherwise opaque surface. The woman, with a nod from one of the many 
technicians that busied themselves around the room, peered through the 

clear square. Within the pod was the shadow of a person, obscured by the 

viscous liquid being cycled through the pod. Their nose and mouth were 

covered by a breathing apparatus, and they appeared to be comatose. 

Dr. Moira Vale smiled cruelly to herself as she walked away. Her 

high-heeled shoes clicked an ominous echo across the floor. The person in 

the pod twitched but stayed oblivious, lost in the darkness of the 

dreamless sleep. 

  



The Redemption of Kylie 
 

9 

Part One: Secrets 
 

The rain had fallen for what seemed like weeks. Every time Dr. 

Donna Duncan looked out the window, she could swear that it was 

raining, or it had just stopped. It wasn’t realistic, of course, but she felt as 

if her mood was reflected in the weather.  

Over three weeks had passed since she’d lost her little, Kylie Gillis. 

Three weeks since she had been put on administrative leave for conduct 

unbecoming. Three weeks of quiet, soul-torn reflection of where it all 

went wrong. She had been relocated to an apartment, a clear downgrade 
in housing quality, and forced to burn up her accrued leave time. A slap on 

the wrist, essentially, as it was a posturing demonstration, a warning to 

others, as it were. The Institute had already gotten a black eye from Lucy’s 

fight with Penny Carver. After reviewing the footage from the hidden 
cameras within Penny’s assigned house, Penny Carver was subsequently 

discharged from employment. Her treatment of Lucy Hernandez had 

caused large ripples throughout the Institute. Many board members and 
financial contributors had questions as to the efficacy and legitimacy of 

the First Step program. Professor Moira Vale’s dictatorial control over the 

regression division and its abuse of power had many within the company 

questioning her leadership. Now facing several inquiries, Moira was 
hardly seen at all within the company, leaving the task of leadership over 

the First Step program to no one. 

Policy and procedure kept most cases running as if nothing had 

happened. All of those who operated similar to Penny were put on notice 
of review, but for the most part, hardly anyone outside of the board and 

those directly involved felt the pressure of change. Appearances were 

kept up, and the company moved forward as if nothing had happened. 
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For Donna, her world had ended. Everything she had come to 
know and believe was gone. Shunned by all but a few of her colleagues, 

mainly out of fear of retribution from the board, Donna had no one to turn 

to for solace. She spent most of her time off isolated and alone, stuck 

wondering if there was any point to her life. She had given all she had to 
her job, finding it to be more pleasurable than work had really any right to 

be. Helping young girls find themselves and their purpose through 

regression was far more rewarding than being a simple psychologist or 

counselor. While the regression aspects were not the topic of 
conversation most of the time, she did find that its therapeutic nature was 

closely aligned to her philosophy of nurturing care. A lot of her patients/ 

clients just needed to be loved. Donna may have fallen too far into the 
maternal role than most patients would like but for her client base, it 

allowed her an unprecedented level of connection. Never was that clearer 

than with Kylie. 

Kylie Gillis was a name and a face that Donna knew of well before 
her file crossed her desk. The shop talk from Mark, her colleague and one 

of her few remaining friends, had spoken about this girl and her mother 

who had unwittingly stumbled onto the world of regression therapy. Such 

a thing was exceedingly rare, and Donna was interested in Kylie 
immediately. When she finally had her chance to choose her new little, 

Kylie’s name was at the forefront of her list and upon meeting her, the 

young girl had not disappointed. They had quickly fallen into their roles 

and within the first few weeks, Donna had begun to realize the truth that 
Kylie couldn’t see. It wasn’t that Kylie needed diapers and regression 

therapy to help her heal. While true in a sense, it was only a surface fix, 

not the deep fix. At her core, Kylie was a little. Her heart. Her passion. Her 
happiness. All of what made her so endearing was that she craved 

permanent regression. Not back to a full-on baby, helpless and fully 

checked out from the world, but to a toddler state, free from the pressures 

and torments of the adult world. Happy in a state of bliss, diapered or not, 
that she didn’t have to shoulder the burdens of adulthood. She had been 

much closer to realizing her truth than she realized and with a little bit 

more time, Donna would have had her at the final stage, at Acceptance, 

ready to face the world as the little girl she was born to be. 
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That was all in the past now. Kylie was gone. To where and in 
what capacity, Donna didn’t know. Her last words were an apology to 

Donna for being a bad girl before she had been restrained and carried off. 

That was almost a month ago and Donna’s heart ached whenever she 

thought of Kylie. 

There was little she could do to fill her day. She felt lost, 

purposeless, and lethargic. She could easily diagnose herself with 

depression but found it to be a self-serving gesture. Mostly, she lay about 

her apartment, drinking wine and feeling sorry for herself. It was all 
temporary and she knew that. Her contract with the Institute was 

ironclad and it was only a matter of time before she would be allowed 

back into her home. With that in mind, she took care of herself. Knowing 
that copious amounts of alcohol would transfer into her breastmilk, she 

did what they called a pump and dump. She didn’t have the storage to 

keep it anyway, and at least she was able to maintain her production level. 

The morning had given way to the early afternoon and after a 
quick run to the toilet, Donna caught her reflection in the bathroom 

mirror. She was disheveled, her hair a mess, dark bags under her eyes, 

and bloodshot eyes. She hadn’t been sleeping well, if she slept at all, and 

too much late night tv had kept her from finding suitable rest. 

“You need to get a hold of yourself,” she said to no one in 

particular. “You’re better than this.” 

She ran her fingers through her hair and rubbed her eyes. Her 

attempts to straighten the mess on her head did little to brighten her 
mood. Rubbing her eyes did the opposite. When her eyes focused again 

and she saw that her reflection wasn’t just some imagined state, she felt 

angry that she had let herself devolve into such a state. 

“You need a shower. And to get yourself sorted,” she told herself. 

“No self-respecting woman should allow herself to be in such a state.” 

She chortled at her verbiage, picturing herself a proper English 

duchess, chastising herself for her appearance. As quickly as the smile 
crossed her face, it faded into a frown. She remembered how proper Kylie 

looked, poufy butt and all, in her skirt and tights. She could at least act the 
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part. Donna’s upbringing hadn’t led to a whole lot of proper behaviors 

being learned. 

Donna let the tears mix with the hot water of her shower. In the 

midst of her shallow sobs, she found her resolve. It didn’t matter what it 

would take, Donna would get Kylie back and she would take down anyone 

and anything that stood in her way. 

 

Lorianne Gillis sat in her office. It was growing dark, her work 

shift was over, and she couldn’t bring herself to go home. She was 

searching, nearly every night, for any sign of her daughter, Kylie. Combing 
through any document that she had access to for any word or clue on 

Kylie’s whereabouts. She had heard about what had happened and while 

she was angry that Kylie was involved, she was more worried about what 
happened after the board meeting. The gossip around the office was that 

Kylie was taken away and moved to an undisclosed location for an 

indeterminate amount of time. The other girl, the one who had caused all 

of the problems, was the central focus of everyone in the department but 

even then, no one seemed to know what ultimately happened. 

Her cell phone lit up and vibrated. She had kept the volume down 

most of the time to not draw attention to her interoffice relationship. It 

was Isaac asking her when she would be home so that he could have 
dinner ready when she walked in the door. In the weeks following their 

first time at her house, Isaac had moved in, and with a few risky 

purchases, had made a new home in Lori’s spacious closet. It was part of 

the strange relationship they had. He didn’t want a room of his own, in 
fact, he was quite content to sleep on the floor at the foot of her bed. Lori, 

however, didn’t want anything to appear too out of place in case Kylie 

came home or she had visitors. To keep up the ruse, she moved him into 
the closet, on a small cot, and added some pillows to her bed to make it 

appear as if they were sleeping together. 
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She ignored the text and continued combing through the files on 
the server. She knew that if she dug deep enough, she would find what she 

was looking for, or something that could get her closer, and as she 

scanned the most recent document she had opened, titled Special Project 

#5, she paused. Reading over it again, she raised an eyebrow before 
opening her web browser and typing in a phrase she didn’t fully 

understand. 

Several pages later and some extra searches out of concern, she 

wrote down everything that was of interest on a piece of paper and 
cleared her browser history. She doubted that it would be enough to stop 

the Institute from spying on her activities, but she hoped it would slow 

them down long enough for her to get some answers. 

She grabbed her personal effects and the piece of paper before 

heading to the elevator. She fumbled with her phone and dialed a number 

that she hadn’t used in what felt like ages. It rang twice before a gruff-

sounding voice spoke from the other end. 

“Hello, Lori, what keeps you up this late at night?” 

“I need to talk to you. Can you meet me where we had lunch?” 

“You may need to be more specific. I meet with a lot of people.” 

“Can’t. They may be listening. Tomorrow. Four o’clock. Come 

alone.”  

She hung up the phone and stuffed it into her coat pocket. What 

she had found was astonishing and not in a good way. Her mind raced 

with the possibilities of what it could all mean for the rest of the night, so 
much so that she completely ignored Isaac and any attempt he made to 

garner her affections. 

So many memories were tied to the restaurant. Lori had only been 
there once, and it felt like ages ago, but as she sat in the parking lot, 

ignoring Isaac’s texts yet again, she closed her eyes and let the memories 

wash over her. It was here where she was officially told about the 

Institute. Here is where the breadcrumbs had finally come together. The 
symbols, the strange messages, and the off-color direction. She partly 

wished that she had not gone to that meeting. 
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If she had been able to find acceptance in the situation she had, 
she wouldn’t be here, wondering if she had inadvertently doomed her 

daughter. Even at that, had she not taken the advice of a pharmacist on 

what to do with her bedwetting daughter, it wouldn’t have even made it 

here. 

She looked at her phone, specifically the time, before clearing her 

notifications and getting out of the car. The piece of paper she had 

scribbled on was clenched in one hand. She wasn’t going to leave this 

meeting without answers. 

She was escorted to a table away from most of the other patrons. 

She hadn’t requested it but guessed that her expensive-looking pantsuit 

gave the impression that she was more important than she felt. She 
sipped a glass of wine while she waited. She wasn’t hungry yet, and she 

already had dinner plans. She sent a quick text to Isaac, putting in her 

demands for dinner and planting an idea for later that night. She tried to 

distract herself with thoughts of the young man but was too consumed by 

her concerns for Kylie. 

Her guest arrived right before four, punctual as always. She felt 

strange as he sat down, the tables feeling more reversed than they were. 

She knew more than before and was more prepared. 

“Do you know how long it took me to remember this place?” Mark 

asked as he sat down. 

The waiter wasn’t far behind him and after a quick perusal of the 

menu, he ordered his drink. 

“And here I thought that I had left some sort of impression.” 

“Oh, you have. I must admit that you caught me a little off guard 

last night.” 

“Not so nice not holding all of the cards, is it?” 

The waiter returned and Mark paused the conversation to sip his 

drink.  

“Let’s first assume for the moment that you have cards to hold. 

What’s with the clandestine meeting?”  
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“Where’s Kylie?” Lori asked, brunt and to the point. 

A simple question, but one that gave Mark pause. It wasn’t one he 

was expecting to hear. Ever since the judgment of the council, there had 

been nothing but rumors as to what happened to Lucy Hernandez and 

Kylie Gillis. Absolved of any involvement by his peers, Mark had gone 
back to business as usual. As with any bureaucrat, his first line of defense 

was deflection. 

“I’m not sure I understand the question.” 

“It seems pretty simple. Where’s my daughter?” 

“With someone at the Institute. Where else would she be?” 

Redirection, when deflection failed. 

“Who? Who is she with?” 

“I’m not at liberty to divulge that information.” 

“But you know. You know where she is, and what happened to 

her.” 

“Yes. But again, I’m not permitted to discuss it for her therapy and 

for your position.” 

“I couldn’t give a damn about my position.” 

“Really? Because you should,” Mark said with a bemused smirk. 

“Word has it that you are in the direct line for the head of the regression 
division. Hate to see you throw all of that away on some pointless 

crusade.” 

“Pointless crusade? My daughter’s wellbeing is not pointless!” 

“No, but your need to know about it is.” 

“Or so you claim. You are aware that I outrank you, right?” 

Mark laughed. “Do you really think that matters? No, dear Lori, 

rank doesn’t matter. What matters is knowledge. Every business is a 
cutthroat affair of gathering as much dirt on everyone as humanly 

possible.” 
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“And you think you have what it takes to blackmail me into 

silence?” 

“Depends on how you feel about interoffice relationships.” 

He played himself right into her hand and didn’t even notice. Lori 

had spent her time climbing the corporate ladder and gathering as much 
information as she could about everyone she could. Isaac was great for 

that. Barely noticeable, Isaac picked up a lot of gossip and chatter 

throughout the many offices in the building as he ran errands. He was 

more than happy to tell Lori everything in return for favorable treatment 
in their bedroom. Lori had been burned by office chatter at too many 

other jobs to let it happen to her here. 

“Oh, I’d feel about the same as you would about Sarah Walker.” 

Mark’s face paled mid-sip. He swallowed slowly, staring intently at 

Lori. He set his glass down and interlaced his fingers. 

Lori’s face remained stoic but inside she was reveling in her 

tactical brilliance. “Now that we understand each other, where is my 

daughter?” 

Mark inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly. “A dangerous game you 

are playing.” 

“One I don’t intend to lose. Now, I’m getting tired of asking. 

Where-” 

“I don’t know exactly where she is. Last I saw her, she was being 

taken away after the ruling of the council.” 

“A hidden council that you had a seat on.” 

“Have. We only meet when the situation calls for it.” 

“Not exactly the most transparent of companies.” 

“We all have our secrets.” 

“We do.” 

“So, what do you want from me for your silence?” 
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“I want to know that she’s safe.” 

“She is. You have my word on that.” 

“I need proof.” 

“I can’t do proof.” 

“I don’t want to hear excuses.” 

“It’s not an excuse. I don’t know where she is so I can’t get you the 

proof that you want.” 

“Tch. Fine. Then I want you to do something for me.” 

“What?” 

“I want to know what Special Project #5 is. Specifically, what does 

L.T.S.D. have to do with it?”  

From her research, she knew it stood for, long-term sensory 
deprivation, and everything she had read about its potential uses 

reiterated that it shouldn't be used for more than a few hours. 

“Where did you hear about that?” Mark had stiffened again. Lori 

clearly had him on edge. 

“It doesn’t matter. What matters is how you reacted to it. You 

know something and I want to know what you know.” 

“I’m not accustomed to sticking my neck out like this.” 

“Information is a powerful tool if you know how to use it.” 

“That it is. Very well. I’m sure you did some research of your own, 

but I’ll fill in the blanks. Special Project #5 was thought up by Frank 

Summers and his wife. No relation to your boy toy. 

“The concept was simple: to utilize the isolating properties of 
sensory deprivation to quickly facilitate a total regression. The problem 

lies in how long a person can be within a sensory deprivation tank 

without long-term psychological damage. The answer lies in the right 
amount of stimuli. Once that was solved, it was a matter of marrying that 
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concept with some normal world technology, enlarged to fit an adult. 

Hence why the project was formally called Project Womb. 

“Womb’s goal was to create an atmosphere wherein the subject 

could be fully cut off from any and all interactions with others. Essentially, 

as the name suggests, they would be going back into the womb. While 
logistically, this sounded preposterous, it actually wasn’t that bad to sort 

out. Scientists have been working on small-scale artificial wombs for 

years, we just took the necessary steps forward. Common concerns were 

the handling of nutrition and waste, as well as difficult problems such as 
muscle atrophy and skin maceration. The submerging liquid we used was 

specifically created to handle the long-term problems while providing a 

dense enough material to allow for full, long-term suspension. Think of it 
as a super amniotic fluid. Add in feeding and filtration systems and the 

only long-term effect we found was atrophy, which fit well with 

regression as it made diapers a necessity. Everything else, we solved. 

“It took some time to tweak things and when it was presented to 
the board, they had already done a few long-term trials. The last thing I 

heard about Project Womb, was that we were shelving it for not being 

cost-efficient enough for widespread use.” 

“That doesn’t mean that it wasn’t backburnered for specific cases.” 

“No, it doesn’t, but that would go against the council’s decision and 

any action taken without our express approval is a gravely serious 

matter.” 

“I have a feeling that this sort of thing happens more than you 

know.” 

“I sincerely hope not,” Mark said, finally finishing his glass. “But I 

intend to find out.” 

“I’d appreciate any information that you can give me.” 

“I’ll see what I can do, but for now, you need to speak to Donna.” 

“Donna? The psychiatrist?” 

“Yes. Kylie was staying with her through her treatment. If there is 

anyone who cares more about Kylie than you, it would be her.” 
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“I... I never thought to reach out to her.” 

“Why would you? You couldn’t have known that she was in charge 

of your daughter’s care.” 

“And she can help?” 

“She can’t hurt. I’m sure she’d like to talk to you about Kylie’s 
progress.” Mark stood up, tossing a handful of bills on the table. “Oh, and 

about Sarah…” 

Lori looked up at him with a smile. “Who?” 

Mark nodded, a solemn gesture to the new status quo. Lori had 
proven herself to be a formidable opponent and Mark left the restaurant 

with more questions than answers. Her intimate knowledge of company 

secrets wasn’t as alarming as the suspected use of one of those secrets. 
There was a plainly specific line that had been drawn in the sand and 

someone or someones were skirting the rules for their own personal gain. 

Or pride. The rules had been bent too many times before and many truths 

had been covered up, but what Lori had implied was a new level of 
depravity that not even Mark could safely stomach. He had to find 

answers and he knew that Moira would be the first to speak with on his 

list. More disturbing to him, however, was the usage of a name he hadn’t 

heard in years. A name and mistakes he would never soon forget. 
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Part Two:  
House of Cards 

 

Isaac Summers was living his best life. His dirty secret had come 
out and he’d never been happier. His boss, both at work and at home, had 

taken him from a scared, creepy young man to a less scared and certainly 

less creepy man. He had been given a chance to live out his most 

perverted fantasies, even if they were relatively mild, and in doing so, 

gained much more respect and appreciation for women. 

He showed his appreciation to Lori by being the best housekeeper 

he could. He was used to cleaning his grandmother’s house to help her 

out, so he knew his way around a mop and bucket. The difference 
between Lori and his grandmother was how he dressed and how she 

behaved when she got home from work. 

The small footlocker in his closet was a testament to his new 

lifestyle. Gone were all of his boy clothes, replaced with various panties, 
thongs, and tights. Hanging in the closet above the footlocker were his 

normal attire, maid outfits, short dresses, and other girl’s clothes. He had 

some normal clothes, jeans, and shirts, but they were bought in girl’s sizes 
and were a tight fit. Lori had been put off by his desire to wear girl’s 

clothes all the time, but he said that they would help him remember his 

place. A small-framed, effeminate-looking man, it wasn’t much of a stretch 

to think that he could pass as a girl, just with short hair. In truth, he would 
be welcomed as a transitioning person, although he had no interest in 

such. He didn’t want to be a girl, just forced to dress like one. 

Perhaps, though, the biggest change was the one that no one else 

would ever know about. As Lori’s live-in maid/ boy toy, he was barred 
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from any personal pleasure. A sexual release needed to be earned through 

servitude to the house and his Goddess. 

Goddess.  

His thoughts of her were always pleasant. No matter what she put 

him through, or what she demanded, he never felt any ill feelings towards 
her. He took great pride in his submission. She had given him a purpose 

and he held her in the highest regard because of it. 

He sent her a morning greeting like he always did. He only had her 

number in his phone, per her request, and set about getting dressed. He 
slept naked, as he was trained to do, so his attire for the day was fresh and 

clean. Sometimes, she would tell him what to wear or have it laid out for 

him, but this morning, there was nothing. She had been terribly distracted 
last night over something that she didn’t explain to him. He was used to it, 

though. He picked out his panties for the day, a silky black pair, some 

booty shorts, and a baby tee. He felt strange, laying the garments out on 

her bed. It was the same feeling he got every day. He knew what he was 
doing wasn’t normal, but at the same time, he felt that satisfying rush 

knowing what he was about to do. 

He took a picture of the clothes and sent them to Lori, the same as 

he did every day. He picked them up and headed for the shower. He 
stopped at the door to the bathroom and looked down the hall. There was 

a room at the end of the hall that he was forbidden from going near. The 

door was locked, and he couldn’t see anything through the keyhole. Lori 

would go into the room every now and then, but he was not allowed in. 
He wondered what was in there and why it was worth guarding so 

closely. 

His phone pinged, shaking him from his thoughts. Lori had 
responded far faster than she normally did. Her words were short but 

powerful. 

No shorts. Dress. Collar. Plug. 

The physical side of their relationship. His pleasure was in serving 
her and being humiliated, something that Lori had managed to do in 

spades. He had gotten rather adept at using his tongue and she made sure 
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that he got a lot of practice. For him, again, his depravity set the tone. 
While he hadn’t had any movies to mimic, his search history had led Lori 

to find out that pegging was something that he was interested in. He had 

asked for a collar whenever she had plans on bringing toys into the 

bedroom. It helped him keep his mind in the right place. 

What a place it was. There was something about having the weight 

of it around his neck all day. It had a small ring on it, right at the center 

that hovered over his throat. They had talked about adding a leash but 

hadn’t gotten there yet. He returned to his closet and put the shorts and 

tee-shirt away. Lori demanded order and cleanliness, without question. 

Under Lori’s bed was a small chest and in that chest were the tools 

of his subjugation. He ignored most of them and focused on the one he 
was commanded to grab. Stainless steel, cool to the touch, with nothing 

resembling subtlety, it was as shiny as it was rigid. He pulled the pink dog 

collar out of the chest and added it to the other items in his hand. He 

carried his dress by the hanger slung over his shoulder and headed back 

to the bathroom. 

He ran a bath and grabbed a razor. He contemplated his life as he 

shaved his legs. If anyone had asked him a few months ago if he would be 

shaving his legs so that he was clean and smooth for his Goddess, he 
would have thought them crazy. He couldn’t believe where his life had 

ended up and wondered where it would finally end up. Was this all that 

he had? Was being a maid for Lori going to last forever? He didn’t know 

and frankly, he didn’t care. Cleaning in a maid’s outfit with a collar around 
his neck, a plug in his rear, and his manhood caged was one of his best 

fantasies. To live it was something beyond his wildest dreams and he 

wasn’t going to give it up for anything. 

He drained the tub and finished his shower, feeling refreshed. He 

slowly dried off, making sure he got all of his places. He stepped into the 

panties and pulled them up to his thighs. He slipped the plug into his 

mouth, lubing it up before slowly working it into his body. He took a 
moment to get used to it before he resumed getting dressed. He let the 

hemline of the dress fall around his knees and reached for the collar. He 

could easily ignore most of the things he put on his body, but not the 
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collar. Once around his neck, he pushed the connectors together and 
shuddered at the sound of the plastic clip clicking closed. Its reassuring 

weight and the tightness around his neck instantly put him in the right 

mindset. He looked at himself in the mirror, barely recognizing himself, 

before he did a small curtsy. His visage and the fullness he felt in his rear 

reinforced the lifestyle he had wanted for so long. 

He didn’t have any more time to dwell on things though. There 

were things to be done, and he had to get dinner started. He loved cooking 

and was fairly good at it. Even if the relationship fell apart, he had gained 
a lot of culinary skills. Lori had said once that he would make someone a 

good sissy housewife one day. He had been upset about being called a 

sissy but being verbally degraded was a part of his kink so he grew to 
accept it. He wondered if anyone would ever accept him outside of Lori, 

but such was the life of someone with too much time to think. 

He took a picture of himself and sent it to his Goddess. She would 

respond in time, but until then, he had work to do. The life of a sissy maid 

was never done, and he was a good sissy maid. 

 

Leah Hammond, Kylie’s roommate from college was ecstatic to 

finally be home for summer break. It had been a long semester, far too 

long considering how much she had procrastinated. She had barely gotten 
her assignments in before the exams and a long, arduous week of 

cramming was required to make sure she passed them. She knew that it 

was her own fault. If only she had not spent so much time partying and 

hooking up. She had had fun though, and that was all that mattered. 
College was an experience, not just a chore and she was one year closer to 

her degree. Her parents would be proud and as she drove home from her 

dorm, she knew that their pride was the only thing they needed to know. 

In the bag seat of her car, among all of her clothes, were Kylie 

Gillis’ belongings. Kylie had gone home for a break after the first semester 

and hadn’t returned for the second. It wasn’t unusual for a first-year 
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college student, but it was unusual to leave all of her belongings behind. 
Leah, who was from the same city as Kylie, just on the opposite end of 

town, did the responsible friend thing and brought all of Kylie’s stuff 

home with her. 

She fully intended to use Kylie’s stuff as a way to check on her 
roommate. She felt a kinship bond with the younger girl, as they shared 

the same secret. Kylie was just coming into herself and in a few years, 

with some confidence under her skirt, she’d be fine. 

Leah had managed to get Kylie’s address from one of the nerds 
working in the student services office of the college. He had been a little 

adamant about what he wanted and with a little coercion, they had 

managed to barter his price for such information. A cinephile, the nerd 
wanted one thing from her, and it wasn’t, surprisingly, sex. He wanted to 

go with her while she shopped and tried on swimsuits. She wondered if 

he was trying to make some type of nerd-fueled montage in his head, but 

it was a small price to pay. Plus, he was nice, respectful, and he even 
bought her an outfit. She friended him on social media just so that he 

could boast to his friends, and she secretly thought that he may be 

interested enough for a hookup. 

Back in the real world, Leah sang along to the songs streaming 
from her phone through her car speakers. Single, sexy, and independent, 

Leah didn’t care how she looked to the people she passed by. All they 

would see is a young woman enjoying her music, not the padded secret 

she hid under her leggings. She would go home and unpack her stuff, 
spend some time with her family, and look into tracking Kylie down. She 

had an address, but none of her texts had been answered all semester. She 

was worried but tried to keep her thoughts of the worst possible 

circumstances under control. 

Her house looked slightly different than she remembered. Her 

mother had mentioned that her father had talked about doing some 

remodeling. He was a carpenter by trade; her mother a retired education 
administrator, living off of some well-timed stock payoffs and their 

savings, they were ready to make the house they had raised a family in 

their retirement home. 
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She got out of her car to the squeals of joy as her parents rushed 
out of the house to greet her. An only child, Leah had been doted upon by 

her parents, although, not to a degree where she was spoiled. “Just better 

off.” Her father would say and the subtext of his statement held true. 

While she had nice things growing up, she never had the newest, best, or 
most popular item. She was raised to care about her appearance and how 

she presented herself to the world, to which she had obviously rebelled 

against once she got to college. 

Her parents hugged her several times, essentially passing her back 
and forth between the two of them before her father began helping her 

unload the bags and cases from her car. 

Her mother followed her upstairs to her room with several small 
bags in their hands while her father dug out the heavier items. She stood 

in the doorway to her room and took pause. Things felt different although 

they looked the same. 

“You can really feel it, can’t you?” her mother asked. 

“Feel what?” 

“Things aren’t the same, right?” 

“No, I guess that they aren’t.” 

“Is that bad?” 

Leah was silent for a moment, thinking. “I don’t think so. I mean, 

it’s not like the whole world changed.” 

“No. Your room is the same. It’s you that has changed.” 

“Is it that noticeable?” 

Her mother laughed. “Leah, I gave birth to you. I’ve seen you grow 

from a cute little baby to a blossoming young woman. I know when 

something is different with you.” 

“That’s not an answer.” 

Her mother smiled. “It’s a mom answer. All that matters is that 

you are happy with the person that you are.” 
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“I am.” 

“And that you were safe.” 

“Mother!” 

“A mother worries. There is no stopping it. And you know that it’s 

easier to talk to me about these things than your father.” 

“If he had his way, I’d have never left the house.” 

“Exactly. So, were you safe?” 

“Yes. And that’s all I’m going to say about it.” 

“Fair enough. Just know that if you need anything to continue 

being safe, you just need to let me know.” 

“I’m sure that I can manage by myself.” 

“I know you can, but your mom still wants to feel needed every 
now and then.” She set the bags down and kissed Leah on the forehead. 

“I’m so proud of you, sweetheart. Welcome home!” 

“Thanks, mom. I love you too.” 

They heard her dad struggling to get one of her small desks up the 
stairs and smiled at each other. Her mother went to help her husband 

while Leah moved the bags out of the way, tossing the ones with her 

private effects into the closet. She would track Kylie down another time, 

but for now, she wanted to get back into the swing of being home. 

 

Mark swiped his ID badge against the card reader. His meeting 

with Lori had rattled him and he needed answers. The door slid open and 

it briefly reminded him of the sci-fi shows he used to watch. His mouth 

cracked to a slight smile and faded just as fast as he put on his game face. 
Nearly everyone who was anyone knew his name and he carried an air of 

respect wherever he went. He marched through the foyer and into the 

Institute proper. He didn’t bother to stop at the front desk, nor was he 
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approached about why he was there. The security guard, Dave, waved 
briefly to him as he passed by, heading for the employee section. There 

were layers to everything at the Institute. The public could see, on any 

given day, one or two of the layers, the employees maybe got to five or six, 

but the executives… they were the only ones who could see the majority 
of the company. Department heads had their own secrets, as did division 

leads. Layers upon layers of lies and misinformation. A castle of cards, 

threatening to fall. 

Mark stormed through the employee areas, heading deep into the 
facility. Research and development would be too easy, he thought. If I 

were going to keep something off the books, I’d bury it deep in the 

sublevels. No sense in looking all around for it just yet. If she knows, she’ll 

have her usual tell. 

Mark headed for Moira’s private elevator. Only a handful of people 

outside of the board had permission to use it so he knew that it would be 

unguarded. It had a button for every floor, plus one extra for Moira’s floor. 
Why she needed an entire floor of a building that size to herself was 

beyond him. No one really knew what she did with all of that space. As 

large as her office was, it was nowhere near the right amount of square 

footage. Some speculated that she had the rest of the space made out to be 
her home so that she never truly left her company. Others figured that it 

was storage or something mundane that wasn’t worth talking about. 

Unless Project Womb was on her floor, which was unlikely considering 

the technicians and support staff required to run it, then the excess space 

was of no consequence. 

The elevator hummed to a stop and the door slid open. As 

expected, he was greeted by her personal secretary who took one look at 
him before waving him forward. He was used to not being questioned, 

and sometimes, there were perks to his position. 

Moira was sitting at her desk, a scowl already on her face. Mark 

wasn’t sure if he’d ever seen her smiling, as most of the time, she bore the 
look of disappointment. He wanted to attribute most of her demeanor to 

her position and her responsibilities but he firmly believed that she was 

just a bitter person with a worse attitude. 
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“And to what do I owe the pleasure of your company this 

afternoon?” she said curtly. 

“I can’t come to visit an old colleague?” Mark replied innocently. 

“You rarely consider yourself my colleague and are even less apt 

to visit,” Moira retorted. 

“As standoffish and confrontational as always I see.” 

“I’m a busy woman, Mark, and I don’t have time for idle chatter.” 

“Then I’ll get right to the point. Special Project #5.” 

“What about it?” 

“I do believe that it has been shelved.” 

“It has.” 

“Then why am I hearing that it is not?” 

“You should check your sources before making presumptions.” 

“I trust the source. What I don’t trust is your deflecting.” 

“Your trust isn’t necessary. All I need is your compliance.” 

“Watch your tone, Moira. I am not some pencil-pushing lackey that 
you can order around. Project Womb was shelved and for all of this time, I 

had heard nothing about it, and then after what happened not that long 

ago, I am hearing whispers. I don’t like whispers and I don’t like the 

thought of the council’s decision being subverted due to personal 

reasons.” 

“Fine. I’ll humor your little crusade. What reasons would you think 

this department would have that would justify what you are insinuating?” 

“That was the easy part. Pride. This department boasts the only 
perfect record in the company and now, as far as I know, that record has 

been tarnished by Ms. Carver’s actions.” 

“And you presume to think that I am prideful enough to do 

anything and everything I can to preserve that reputation?” 
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“Can you prove me wrong?” Mark asked. “I haven’t done any more 
digging than coming to see you. As your friend and colleague, I felt it best 

to give you a chance to explain the situation one way or another.” 

“Then you are not convinced that it even exists or have no proof 

either way.” 

“Looking for proof implies suspicion of guilt. The way you are 

defensive leads me to believe that you are hiding something and rather 

than just explain your side of the situation, you are trying to deter me 

from looking any farther.” 

Moira paused, feeling the weight of her actions across her 

shoulders. She knew then what she knew now - no secret stays buried 

forever. She sighed and looked at Mark, contemplating how best to appeal 

to him. 

“The project works. What was theoretical has been made reality 

and we have found ways to offset the costs of operation.” 

“The board was clear that we were going no farther. It was a dead 

end.” 

“It was, for a while, and I started R&D back upon it as a side 

project, off the books. It’s a brilliant idea and too good intellectual 

property to let collect dust.” 

“And the test subjects?” 

“We knew that we were never going to find volunteers. We 

needed a drastic case to get the proof of concept that the board wanted. 

Coincidently, your idea of long-term sensory deprivation was the 

springboard we needed.” 

“You’re saying that I inadvertently volunteered those two girls to 

be your lab rats?” 

“Yes. And no. We seized upon the opportunity that little fiasco 

provided and made the best out of the situation.” 

“How long?” 

“I beg your pardon?” 
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“How long were they in there?” 

“Were?” Moira sneered. She knew quite well what she was saying 

and what she had done. 

Mark’s face paled. “It’s not possible!” 

“Oh, but it is. We solved all of the problems that we needed to 
solve before the project got canned and currently, we are 21 days and 

counting with no problems.” 

“Except psychological.” 

“That remains to be seen. What we do know is that we are well on 

track for the 21/90 habit break, and we can begin a true reform.” 

“At what cost?” 

“That’s the thing with testing. We won’t know until it’s time.” 

“And you are arbitrarily deciding what time? Do you understand 

how cruel that is?” 

“It’s not cruel, it’s for the greater good.” 

“I didn’t realize that our clients volunteered to be in the 

oligarchy.” 

“Isn’t a corporation an oligarchy? Some volunteered, some are 

here because they need to be.” 

“So why didn’t you take one of them? Are you that insecure that 

you have to maintain total dominion over everyone and everything?” 

“They were the most likely candidates. You have to remember 

how far they were into the program and how close they both were to a 

total rejection. I had to do something! Not to mention that if I hadn’t gone 
this route, we could be facing a lawsuit or grand jury inquiry as to how we 

function. Do not forget that much of what we do here hasn’t been 

approved by the Public Health Administration. Let’s not mention the 

other things we have had to conceal from the public eye.” 

“So, dig a deeper hole to hide the truth?” 
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“Do you really want the truth to come out, after everything you’ve 

done? It won’t just be my ass in a sling if this all goes south.” 

“The entire house of cards will come crashing down.” 

“Exactly.” 

Mark thought for a bit. There was a lot riding on how he dealt with 

what he had just been told. 

“I want to see them.” 

“You would lose your plausible deniability.” 

“I have much to lose either way. At least this way, we can work 

together in their best interests.” 

“As you wish.”  

She stood up from her desk and he followed her to the elevator. 
He was fuming inside but he knew enough to not show it. She had made a 

lot of sense and he wanted to see firsthand if she was telling the truth. He 

hated having to keep so many lies and secrets but knew that if he wanted 

to keep his lifestyle, and his freedom, that he didn’t have much of a choice. 

They took the elevator down to the sub-basement. He had guessed 

correctly that she had buried her lies but what surprised him was when 

she headed straight towards a blank section of wall. She pressed a section 

of wall inward, and a square opening collapsed into the wall. It slid up by 
mechanical means and behind it was a digital handprint pad. She held her 

left hand on it and stood there as the machine read her biometrics. The 

machine beeped and the solid wall split, sliding to the right and revealing 

a hidden laboratory. 

Mark followed her inside and the door slid quietly closed behind 

them. She walked briskly along the catwalk and after passing many bays 

of computers, the room opened up. In the center of the large room were 
seven semi-spherical pods in a row. Various machines were connected to 

the pods and it looked as if most of the pods were in use. Technicians 

were checking numerous readouts, dials, and gauges. It looked like it was 

running like a well-oiled machine. 
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Everyone seemed to acknowledge Moira’s presence, but no one 
said anything. She led Mark down closer to the pods and they stopped at 

the third one. Through the small viewing screen, Mark could see the faint 

outline of Kylie’s face. 

“You can tell your source that her daughter is fine.” 

Mark said nothing but continued to look into the pod. He was 

trying to find some sign of distress or physical manifestation of trauma. 

He wasn’t naive enough to think that Moira was oblivious to the workings 

of her subordinates. 

“Does she know what’s going on?” he asked, ignoring the 

statement. 

“Perhaps, but anything she knows is coming across as dreams.” 
Moira pointed to one of the screens nearby. “She’s in stage five of the 

sleep cycle. We try to keep them from waking up too much. Although we 

do allow for periods of partial consciousness. That way we can mitigate 

any long-term physical or psychological effects.” 

“Do you let them out?” 

“Heavens no. Letting them out defeats the purpose. These two 

have been in here for 21 days. The others… longer. How long is irrelevant. 

The point is… the program works for its desired purpose.” 

“Have you tried reintegration?” 

“Not yet.” 

“When do you think it’ll be time?” 

“Well, that’s up to you.” 

“How so?” 

“Reintegration is a huge step, and one with a lot of potential 

complications. I would like you to consider having them with you but with 

a caveat.” 

“There is always a catch with you, isn’t there?” 

“Perhaps.” 
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“What do you want me to do?” 

“Bring Donna back. They need her and she needs them. If she 

agrees to return, I will feel better about releasing the girls to your care.” 

“My care alone?” 

“Your care for the interim. Once ready to function as they should, 
walk, talk, that sort of thing, then they would be moved to here and then 

they can finish the program.” 

“There are a lot of variables in that plan.” 

“Indeed. However, this all started with you, it seems only fitting 

that it ends with you. 

Besides, it’s been a while since you’ve taken a new client in. I’m 

sure Apple will be delighted.” 

“You know that I don’t normally deal with clients needing this 

level of care.” 

“Oh, I’m aware, but for those in your charge, it will be a good 

reminder of what’s at stake. Hopefully, we can salvage something positive 

from this debacle and get back to doing what we do best.” 

“I’ll see what I can do.” 

“They will be delivered by the end of next week.” 

“You’re not giving me a choice?” 

“Were you going to refuse?” 

“No. Not if this is what it takes to wash my hands of this 

culpability.” 

“I didn’t think so. Find Donna and let me know what she says. 
Mark, I need you to make this happen. For all of our sakes and the 

continuation of this company. If you are successful, then everything we’ve 

been building towards will finally be realized.” 

“Just remember not to choke on your aspirations, Moira,” Mark 

said, turning away from her and heading back towards the elevator.  
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He wasn’t too sure how he got roped into everything, and he 
would have to find a better way to explain himself than just covering his 

ass, but he knew that if he hadn’t let himself get coerced, there were three 

lives hanging in the balance. Two young girls and one dear friend who 

needed each other more than Moira or the Institute were willing to admit. 
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Part Three:  
Daddy’s Girls 

 

She was awake before the alarm. She always was. It had been this 
way for as long as she could remember. She rolled out of bed and 

stretched. She reached for the alarm and shut it off, stretching again. She 

had a few minutes before her routine kicked in and she took that time to 
take care of her personal needs. There were days, like today, when she 

had such a luxury, and there were days when she didn’t. She ran a brush 

through her long, brown hair. It hung down to the middle of her back and 

she kept it as tidy as possible. A tidy appearance was one of the things he 
expected of her, among the multitude of other expectations. She changed 

out of her nightgown and into some jeans and a tight tee-shirt. Her 

wardrobe, much like the rest of her life, was not up to her. 

From the bedroom, she headed down the hall and towards the 
basement. While her wellbeing was of importance, what was kept in the 

basement was paramount. She unlocked the door and turned on the light. 

She descended the stairs, the click of her shoes echoing on the hardwood 

steps. She didn’t stop at the bottom of the stairs. Like pretty much 
everything in her life, she was caught in a never-ending cycle. It didn’t 

faze her in the slightest. The routine and the monotony used to, but it had 

been so long since there was any variation that she had just accepted her 

life as what it was. 

She continued from the stairs and round the corner. The four 

adult-sized cribs, two of which were occupied, sat in the middle of the 

floor. The familiar rectangular lines that she had seen in so many other 
places surrounded the cribs. She pressed two buttons on the wall by the 

large whiteboard. It was squared off with 35 squares, like a calendar with 
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an extra week. To the side of the days, were the color-coded names of the 
two crib occupants, and two colors left for the empty beds. On each day, 

there were markings associated with a code that everyone in the house 

knew all too well. The buttons raised the soundproof glass around the two 

cribs, and she walked over to them. The two girls in the cribs were awake 
but didn’t do anything. The woman lowered the bars on the first crib and 

the young girl watched her as she reached out, pulling at the leg holes of 

the diaper that the young girl wore. The woman pulled at the back to 

inspect for messes before squeezing the front for wetness. She walked 
back to the board and made a W on the square for the day next to the 

girl’s color. She went to the other crib and repeated the process. She 

checked thoroughly before returning to the board and writing a D next to 

the second girl’s color. 

Satisfied, she went over to the cupboard and pulled it open. Inside 

were stacks and stacks of adult-sized diapers in various sizes and colors 

as well as copious amounts of pull-ups. There was only one style of 
regular girl’s underpants in the cupboard, and she grabbed a fresh diaper 

and a pair of the white cotton underpants. She handed the diaper to the 

girl that was wet and the underpants to the girl that was dry. 

She snapped her fingers and pointed, causing the girls to carry 
their new garments and head to the door at the back of the room. Inside 

was an overly large bathtub and a toilet. The dry girl stood at the toilet 

while the wet one stood by the tub. The girls raised their hands above 

their heads while the woman undid their diapers. She ran them a bath 
while they finished getting undressed. When the tub was full, she 

motioned for the girls to get in and wash themselves. It was, after all, the 

routine. She picked out their clothes while they played in the bubbly 
water. Uncompromising structure. That’s all they knew, and it was all by 

design. 

Clean and dressed, with the wet girl having to lay down on the 

floor while Apple put her in a diaper, the girls followed the woman 
upstairs where everything appeared to be as normal as any other house. 

They went to the kitchen and the woman began preparing them breakfast. 

The girls sat at the table, waiting patiently. 
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“Carmen, you have to work today at 9, Tonya, you go in at 11. I 

want you two to be on your best behavior today.” 

“Yes, Apple, we will. Will you tell Daddy that I was a good girl?” 

“You know as well as I do that Daddy inspects you every morning 

and checks the board every night. He will know if you’ve been a good girl.” 

“I know, but I want Daddy to be proud of me. I’m trying really 

hard.” 

“I know you are, Carmen, and he notices.” 

“I’m trying too! It’s just so hard when we have to go to bed so 

early!” Tonya whined. 

“Now, Tonya, you know that I don’t approve of that tone,” Apple 

said. While she was part instructor, she was also partly a disciplinarian. 

“Sorry, mommy,” Tonya said meekly. 

“It’s fine. Finish your breakfast and we will get ready to take you 

to work.” 

The girls ate without further conversation. They knew the rules. 
They had been there long enough to have learned that lesson and they 

had been given plenty of opportunities. Apple was a firm and rigid 

caretaker, as Carmen and Tonya had experienced, but she paled in 

comparison to Daddy. 

Daddy was - if they had anything to compare him to - the worst 

person imaginable. For Carmen and Tonya, Daddy was the final hurdle of 

their rehabilitation. They had passed through every other test, but until 

they had his blessing, they were stuck living in his baby-centric world. 
Daddy was strict, unflinching, and in some cases, cruelly brutal. They had 

come to stay with Daddy after they had finished with their first respective 

caretakers. While they had accepted who they were, how they came to be 
a part of the program, and what it meant for them, they had never met 

anyone like him. 

Tonya had come to him first. She had become a happy baby, fully 

embracing her retraining. She had become accustomed to her diapers and 
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how she was going to be treated, but all of that went out the window far 
quicker than she thought. Daddy’s rules weren’t unfair, but there was no 

flexibility with his training. Where their previous caretakers were 

regressing them, Daddy’s job was to instill in them the new way they 

would be thinking and behaving. Just as they had been trained to embrace 
their diapers, Daddy wanted them out of them and back into big girl 

panties as quickly as possible. Potty training was something that was far 

harder to instill than they thought, as any and all mistakes or accidents 

meant that they had to start over, returned back to diapers, and all 

progress had to be earned again. 

What that meant was they had to go all night without any leaks or 

messes, not even a dribble or streak, and then all day staying perfectly 
clean while being on a strict bathroom regiment. It was brutally unfair, 

and there were many, many times where the girls were going to work and 

out in public, fully diapered. Each and every time they made a mistake, 

they had to spend a full week back in diapers, fully babied, before they 
could try again. From diapers, they went to pull-ups and were treated like 

toddlers. From pull-ups, they could graduate to cotton panties. Daddy’s 

rules grew stricter as they moved up from babyhood. He wouldn’t have 

much to say when he was changing their diapers at the pharmacy where 
they worked, or at home, as babies were expected to mess their diapers. 

However, if they were caught with dirty pull-ups or panties, they were 

immediately and heartlessly spanked until they were reduced to tears, 

put back in diapers, and then, depending on the severity of the offense, 
were kept as babies for no less than a week or as long as a month. It was 

especially torturous when they made a mistake in their panties, as they 

would have to spend a month back in diapers, a month in pull-ups, and 
then, and only if they were really good, they could get their panties back. 

To make the humiliation worse, Daddy would check them in the most 

embarrassing ways, which could be anywhere and for any reason. Every 

night, they would have to present themselves, stripped down to just their 

diaper, pull-up, or panty, and be inspected by his hands alone. 

Their behavior and performance at work and home were also 

taken into account as well. They had chores and tasks around the house, 

to teach them to be good housewives or home keepers, as well as how 
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they carried themselves at the pharmacy. Any complaint or critique was 
met with strict punishment, usually of a corporal nature, and extra chores 

or tasks. 

While Tonya had it bad, Carmen had gotten it the worst. Her 

ideology made obeying Daddy difficult as she didn’t believe in the idea of 
male superiority. She had dug in her heels a lot in the beginning but 

slowly but surely, she realized that the only way she was ever going to 

escape his patriarchal hold over her life and her body was to do what he 

wanted. That realization hadn’t come until nearly a year in his care, as she 
had slowly lost her will to fight him on such skewed terms. Time and time 

again, he would break her. Her backtalk was met with mouth soaping, her 

aggression or physical displays got her spanked, and any egregious 
infractions earned her time in solitary. She equated it to slavery or torture 

but with each experience and the lecture that followed, she slowly began 

to realize that all of her misery was self-inflicted. The rules were simple 

and breaking them was a choice. 

Carmen was on her fifth attempt at her freedom. She had kept her 

panties dry and clean for three and a half weeks. She was a few days from 

getting his seal of approval and there was nothing that was going to stand 

in her way of finally going home. Tonya, however, was not. Her wet diaper 
this morning meant that she was going back to the beginning when Daddy 

found out. Apple wasn’t in control of what happened to Tonya when she 

broke the rules. She just enforced what Daddy said. 

Apple drove the minivan with practiced precision. In the backseat, 
sat Carmen and Tonya in car seats. Custom-built as complete 

replacements for the standard bucket seats in the second row, and to each 

individual occupant, they secured to the floor of the van as if they were 
designed by the car manufacturer themselves. They were a topic of much 

resistance when the girls were first shown them, but now, they were just 

another cog in the wheel of their rehabilitation. Between the seats was the 

ever-present diaper bag, both as a reminder of their lives and as a threat 

to behave. 

She pulled into the parking lot of the pharmacy and brought the 

van to a stop near the back loading docks. His office was just off of the 
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receiving platform, and it was more convenient for the girls to drop off 
their stuff there, not that they were allowed to carry much. A purse for 

their personal effects and that was it, everything else, including toiletries, 

was kept in a locker in Daddy’s office. In the back of his office, behind a 

locked door was a small room, large enough to hold a twin-sized bed. 

Daddy called it his Quiet Room. 

Every girl grew to know that small room by a different name, a far 

more ominous name. The Red Room. Red, because if there was a reason 

that they needed to be in there, it was to be changed, and far more likely, 
spanked. That didn’t know if he got off on it, but over the knee, bare 

bottom spankings were his ‘go to’ form of behavior correction. The room’s 

walls were padded and anyone who worked there but was not living with 
Daddy at the moment knew better than to question any noise they heard. 

They avoided his office almost entirely, keeping their personal effects in 

the staff lounge and only talking to him when he wasn’t in his office. 

Apple undid the restraints that secured Carmen and Tonya in their 
car seats. The girls got themselves out of their seats, as it would have been 

too hard for Apple to lift them out herself. While it all seemed to be 

excessive, there was a point to it all. They had to wait to get out because 

they needed permission from their caregiver and had to wait until they 
got it. It was to teach them patience as well as test how urgent their need 

for the potty was. Vernacular was changed, the toilet or bathroom was 

changed to potty. Things like that. Childlike phrases and words were 

expected of them. 

With the girls getting out of the van, Apple grabbed the diaper bag 

and slung it over her shoulder. The bag was white with pink elephants all 

over it, which stood in stark contrast to the earthy tones that Apple wore. 
It was discreet enough to not draw immediate attention, but also obvious 

enough to warrant a few raised eyebrows. She led the girls to the back 

door and swiped her keycard, unlocking the door with a beep. She pulled 

it open, and the girls walked in, heading straight for Daddy’s office as they 
had been trained to do. Tonya was fidgeting, clearly nervous about not 

waking up dry this morning and knowing that a trip to the Red Room was 

in her near future. Carmen was happily sauntering around with a little 


