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Chapter 1: Per Protocol

The plow-truck crawled up the mountain for two hours while the headlights ate white. I had the off-season money split three ways in my head before we cleared the first drift. Rent. The card with the balance that would not stop calling. A week in a city hotel where nobody asked what I did for work. I had already lied on the application. I had already signed the contract in the cab with my thumb on the clause I did not read. The deception sat behind me like another passenger, warm and done.

Della killed the engine at a gate I could not see until we were on top of it. Cold hit my face the second I opened the door. My boots sank. Snow squeaked under the tread. The ranch house was a black cutout against more black, one yellow window, smoke from a chimney that smelled like pine and old iron.

She came down the porch steps without hurry. Tall. Dark hair pinned up. An apron over work clothes, hands bare, red at the knuckles from cold or scrubbing. She looked at my bag, then my face, like she was matching a photograph to the real thing.

"June."

"That's me."

"You made good time in this weather." She took my bag. Her grip was dry and sure. "Come inside. You will do exactly as I say."

The words landed flat, no threat in the tone, which was worse. I followed her into heat that smelled like soap and woodsmoke. My nipples tightened under my shirt before I could blame the temperature change. I hated that my body answered her that fast.

The kitchen was big enough to feed a crew. Cast iron on the stove. A clock that ticked loud enough to count my pulse. Della hung my coat on a peg by the door and set my boots on a mat that had seen ten winters.

"Winter live-in post pays weekly," she said. "Room, board, duties listed in your packet. You read the packet."

"I skimmed it in the truck."

Her mouth did not move much when she spoke. "You signed page seven."

"I needed the work."

"I know what you needed." She poured coffee into a thick mug and pushed it toward me. The ceramic was hot through my palms. "Drink. Then I walk you through the house."

I drank. Bitter, strong. My hands stopped shaking by the second swallow.

We went room by room. Mudroom with boot dryers humming. Pantry stocked for months. A bathroom with a claw tub and a door that locked from the outside with a key on a hook labeled GUEST. My stomach dipped at that. Upstairs, a narrow hall, two closed doors, one open room with a bed made hospital-tight, white sheets, no throw pillows, no softness for decoration.

"This is yours for sleeping," Della said. "You do not use the toilet upstairs after tonight."

"I what?"

"You heard me." She opened the second door across the hall. "This is where you earn your keep."

The room was smaller than the bedroom. A crib against the wall, adult-sized, metal rails high enough to trap shoulders. Beside it, a changing table with straps folded back. On the wall, a clipboard hung from a nail. Blank columns. Dates printed down the left edge. A pencil on a short string, swinging when the heat from the hall moved the air.

I stepped closer. The paper smelled like copy toner and dust. WET. DRY. CHECK. NOTES. Empty boxes waiting.

"What is this."

"Your chart." Della stood in the doorway, arms loose at her sides. "Every day gets marked. I check you when I check you. You do not decide when you are dry."

The coffee turned acid in my throat. "That is not in any job I have ever, "

"Page seven, subsection C. Bladder and continence management under caregiver authority. You initialed it."

I had initialed a stack of lines in the cab while the plow engine shook the seat. My pen moved where she pointed. I remembered the word protocol and the dollar amount and nothing else.

"You sold the right to choose," she said. "You assumed it could not be sold. That assumption is over."

My face went hot. Between my legs, a traitor pulse I could not kill. I pressed my thighs together and the pressure made it worse.

Della watched that happen like she had timed it. "You will wear a diaper at night starting now. Daytimes follow my schedule. Accidents are recorded. Dry days you fight for are noted too."

"There is a second column?"

"Later." She said it the way you tell a child there is dessert after vegetables, except nothing about her face was cute. "For now you need to be padded per protocol before snow seals us in for the week."

"The road, "

"Will be gone by morning. You knew that when you took a winter post on a ridge line." She gestured down the hall. "Bathroom here is for me. You get wipes, cream, and my hands."

I could walk out. Truck still warm. Keys probably in it. Except I had no other offer that paid this fast, and she had my signature, and my body was already leaning toward the crib room like it wanted the rails closed.

"I am twenty-eight years old," I said, because my mouth needed to put a fact in the air.

"Then act like a woman who reads contracts." Della opened a drawer under the changing table. Plastic crinkled. Thick white diapers stacked like bread loaves, wide, obscene, too big for any joke about novelty. "Strip."

I stood still one breath too long. She did not raise her voice.

"June. Shirt off. Pants off. You will do exactly as I say."

My fingers shook on the buttons. I told myself it was cold residual in my bones. I pulled my shirt over my head. Bra next. Della did not look away. Her gaze stayed on my tits, nipples hard in the room's dry heat, then lower when I unzipped my jeans and stepped out of them. Panties last. I stood naked in a ranch crib room while a woman I met twenty minutes ago owned the next hour.

"On the table."

The vinyl pad was cold under my ass. Straps waited at my hips. I did not let her buckle them yet. She lifted my ankles, spread my knees, and the exposure burned my cheeks.

"Open."

I opened my legs. Cool air on my cunt. I smelled myself, sweat from the climb, fear-slick arousal I could not hide.

Della snapped gloves on. Latex squeak. She poured cream into her palm and rubbed it over my pussy lips, slow, clinical, fingers sliding through wet that had nothing to do with lotion. I bit the inside of my cheek.

"You are already messy."

"That is not, "

"It is." Two fingers pushed inside me without asking. I gasped. The stretch was quick, rude. She curled them and my hips jerked off the pad. "You came here wet. Good. Saves time."

She worked me open with those fingers while the clock ticked in the kitchen below. Sound carried up the stairs. Tick. Squelch. Tick. My cunt clenched around her knuckles and released again, ashamed each time.

"You will come on my hand before I diaper you," she said. "That is also protocol."

"I will not."

"You will." A third finger joined the first two. Full, burning stretch. Her thumb found my clit and pressed in a hard circle. "Say you are a diaper slut who needs to be checked."

"No."

Her hand did not stop. The pad under me warmed where my ass cheeks clenched. My breath broke into pieces.

"Say it."

"I am a, " My voice cracked. "I am a diaper slut who needs to be checked."

"Again. Louder."

"I am a diaper slut who needs to be checked."

The orgasm ripped up through my belly without permission. My thighs shook. Cunt spasmed around her fingers, gushing slick down her wrist. I heard myself moan loud enough to echo in the hall. Shame and pleasure slammed together until I could not tell which one made me wetter.

"One," Della said, like she was marking the chart already.

She pulled her fingers out. I whimpered at the empty. From the drawer she took a pink vibrator, short, fat, and turned it on. The buzz filled the room, a angry bee at my clit before I could close my legs. She strapped my right wrist to the table. Then the left. I tugged once and the buckle held.

"Della, "

"You do not get to name me when you are on this table. You call me what the contract says."

"What does it say?"

"Caregiver." She pressed the vibrator harder against my swollen clit. "Beg your caregiver to let you come in your diaper like a pathetic little baby."

"I did not sign that."

"You signed everything." She reached under the table and brought up a thick white diaper, unfolded it with a crackle that scraped my nerves raw. "You are going to wet it tonight whether you want to or not. You might as well cum in it first."

She lifted my hips and slid the diaper under me. The plastic backing was cool. The inner pad soft. She taped one side, then the other, snug, forcing my thighs apart. The bulk sat heavy between my legs, a shame I could not cross away.

The vibrator stayed on my clit through the tape job. I sobbed once, angry at the sound.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me come. Caregiver. Please let me come in my diaper."

"Count for me. Tell me what you are while you do."

I arched off the table as far as the straps allowed. The diaper crinkled under me, loud, obscene. "I am a pathetic little baby in a diaper. I am going to cum in my diaper. One, oh god, two, "

She shoved two fingers back inside my cunt and fucked me with them while the vibrator pinned my clit. The second orgasm was worse than the first, longer, meaner, rolling through me until my vision whited at the edges. I squirted against the inside of the diaper pad, warm flood spreading while I choked on my own name.

"Two," she said. "You leak like you were made for this."

She turned the vibrator off. I hung in the straps, chest heaving, diaper sodden at the crotch from my cum and not piss yet. My shame tasted metal.

Della unbuckled me and helped me sit. The diaper sagged between my thighs, warm, heavy, proof. She patted the front once, checking weight like fruit at a market.

"Stand."

My legs wobbled. The crinkle when I moved made my clit twitch again, oversensitive, cruel.

She walked me to the crib. "In."

I climbed over the rail. The mattress was firm. Flannel sheet. No pillow except a small one that forced my neck into a slight bow. She pulled a blanket up to my chest. The rails locked with a click that went through my teeth.

"You sleep here when you are padded," she said. "Chart is where you saw it. I fill morning checks. You do not touch the pencil unless I say."

"What if I need to pee?"

"You ask me."

"What if you say no?"

"Then you wet." She adjusted the blanket corner. Calm as weather. "That is the job you took."

She turned off the overhead light. The room went gray from the hall spill. Her footsteps went down the stairs. The house settled, wood creaking in the cold outside pushing at the walls.

I lay in an adult crib in a thick wet diaper with my own cum cooling against my skin and the chart blank on the wall. The pencil swung on its string. Tick tick tick from the kitchen clock climbing through the floor.

I had rehearsed spending money on the ride up. I had not rehearsed this. My bladder already pressed, small insistence, the first test I could not cheat. I pressed my knees together and the diaper bulk forced them apart again.

Downstairs, a drawer opened. Water ran. Della humming something without tune.

Tomorrow the road would vanish. Tonight I had to ask a stranger for permission to piss, and the contract I signed in a warm cab had already given her the answer.

I whispered into the flannel, "Caregiver."

No one came yet.

I held the heat in my bladder and listened to the snow start against the window, soft at first, then steady, sealing the ridge. My chart waited empty. My body waited fuller. I counted my breaths the way you count money you are about to spend, and knew the first mark on that page would not be dry.


Chapter 2: The First Mark

Cold crawled under the nursery door and found my ankles first. I pulled my knees up inside the thick pink diaper and the plastic crinkled loud in the dark crib. My teeth clicked together. The room had dropped ten degrees since I climbed in last night, or my body had finally stopped lying about how tired it was.

Warmth spread between my thighs before my eyes opened all the way.

I went still. The heat moved slow and heavy through the diaper, soaking into the bulk already taped around my hips. My bladder had let go while I was still half gone, and I couldn't take it back. The shame hit my chest hard enough to wake me the rest of the way.

I pressed my palm flat against the wet front. The diaper sagged, warm and obscene against my cunt. I smelled it before I tasted anything, sharp and sour under the clean powder Della had dusted on me at bedtime. My own piss. My own failure. The crib bars threw thin shadows across the wall where the chart hung, blank except for the date Della had written at the top in block letters.

I swung my legs over the side and the cold floor bit my bare feet. The diaper dragged between my thighs, heavy with what I'd done. I needed a toilet. I needed dry tape and dry skin and one minute alone to pretend last night was a mistake I could fix with a shower.

The nursery door didn't open when I turned the knob.

I rattled it once, then twice. The lock held. My schedule card was pinned to the corkboard beside the chart, and the first line for predawn said CRIB ONLY. No corridor. No bathroom. No exceptions until Della released the block.

I pissed more standing there with my hand on a locked door.

The second flood was smaller and meaner. I felt it run down the inside of my thigh where the leg gather had already failed. Warm rivulets hit the floorboards and the smell got worse. I gripped the knob until my knuckles went white and my cunt throbbed anyway, slick and useless under the ruined diaper, my body getting wet for the wrong reason twice in five minutes.

Footsteps came down the hall. Steady. Unhurried.

Della opened the door with a key she kept on a cord around her neck. She looked at my feet first, then the dark patch on the floor, then my face. Her expression didn't change. No anger. No sympathy. Just the flat attention of someone reading a gauge.

"You drank the full thermos," she said.

It wasn't a question. The enamel thermos sat on the nursery dresser where she'd placed it after lights-out, well water from the ranch pump, cold enough to hurt going down, refilled every four hours per the same schedule I hadn't read carefully enough in the truck cab. I'd drained the last of it at two because the contract said hydration was mandatory and refusal was breach.

"I couldn't, "

"You didn't ask." She stepped in and shut the door behind her. The draft died. The room smelled like my accident and her soap. "Hands on the crib rail. Back straight."

I moved because my legs were shaking and because the clause I'd skimmed had my name under it in ink that didn't wash off. She crossed to the dresser and lifted a clean diaper from the stack, white this time, thick enough to stand on its own when she unfolded it. The crinkle sounded like a threat.

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

She hooked her fingers under the ruined pink tape and stripped the wet diaper off in one pull. Cool air hit my pussy and ass. The mess clung to my skin, tacky and warm. I tasted bile at the back of my throat when I breathed through my mouth to avoid the smell, and then I tasted salt when she wiped me with a warm cloth anyway, slow strokes from my clit back to my asshole, cleaning piss off folds that were already swollen from shame.

"You go dry when I say," she said. "You go wet when your body can't wait anymore. I mark what happens. That's the job you signed for."

She lifted my ankles and slid the fresh diaper under me. The diaper was dry and powder-sweet against my raw skin. She powdered me, spread my thighs, and checked the fit with two fingers pressed into the leg crease like she was testing dough. The tape pulled tight. The bulk forced my knees apart.

I stared at the chart while she worked.

She took the pencil from its string and made one mark in the first column. A single vertical stroke. Graphite on paper. No commentary. No punishment. No raised voice. The pencil scratched once and went back to hanging beside the crib where I'd sleep again tonight if I failed again.

The neutrality of it was worse than if she'd slapped me.

"Turn around," she said. "Hands flat on the mattress."

I bent over the crib rail. The new diaper crinkled with every breath. She opened a drawer I hadn't been shown last night and set a stainless tray on the changing table. Metal speculum. Silicone plug, black and blunt. A bottle of clear gel that smelled like nothing and made everything slick.

"This is today's test," she said. "You hold the plug until I say otherwise. You don't clench it out. You don't touch your clit without permission. You report every leak out loud so I can mark it right."

My stomach turned. "That's, "

"Rung two." She said it like a page number. "You yield the first inch or you forfeit the winter post and the back pay clause pays out to me instead of you. Read your contract again after breakfast."

She lubed the plug and pressed it to my asshole without warning. My hole fought the blunt tip, then burned open around it. She worked it in slow, one inch, two, until the base seated flush between my cheeks and the stretch sat deep and full behind the clean diaper.

"Breathe," she said.

I breathed around the intrusion and felt my cunt drip into fresh diaper that was supposed to stay dry until she allowed otherwise. The plug shifted when I moved and sent a jolt straight to my clit. I bit my lip.

"Say it."

"I'll hold it," I whispered.

"Louder. What are you holding?"

"The plug. In my ass. Until you say."

"And if you leak?"

"I tell you. Out loud. For the chart."

She patted the diaper over the plug. "Good girl."

The words hit harder than the cold had. My nipples tightened against the thin sleep shirt Della had put me in. I hated how my hips rolled once, seeking friction the diaper gave too much of already.

She clipped a small metal tag to the crib rail with today's rules printed on it. NO TOILET. PLUG IN. THERMOS EVERY FOUR HOURS. CHART WITNESSED.

"Breakfast in twenty," she said. "Drink what's left in the cup on the dresser. All of it."

She left. The lock clicked.

I stayed bent over the rail with the plug buried in my ass and the taste of well water still on my tongue from last night, metallic and cold, and the taste of my own humiliation underneath it. The chart had one mark now. Data. My failure turned into a tally anyone could count.

I drank the cup because breach meant debt and debt meant I'd leave the ranch with nothing.

The water was ice-cold and my bladder screamed within ten minutes.

I paced the nursery in the thick white diaper, plug shifting, crinkle announcing every step. The thermos on the dresser had been refilled while I drank. Full again. Bottomless, like the contract. The window showed gray predawn and snow against the glass. The ranch had been engineered for this, cold seeping through the walls, water pushed into me on a clock I didn't control, bathroom locked until Della decided my body had earned nothing.

I pressed my thighs together and the plug drove deeper. My clit pulsed against the dry front of the diaper. I wasn't allowed to touch. I wasn't allowed to toilet. I wasn't allowed to be dry on my own terms.

The first drip went into the diaper at six-fifteen.

I gasped and said it out loud like she'd ordered. "Leak. Small."

Nobody answered. The chart couldn't hear me. I waited for the door and counted my own pulse in my throat.

Della came at six-thirty with a bowl of oatmeal and the key still around her neck. She checked the diaper with two fingers slipped under the waistband at the front, then hooked the elastic aside and looked at my cunt, pink and slick, leaking into the diaper.

"Another mark," she said.

She didn't scold. She took the pencil and added a second stroke beside the first. Scratch. Neutral. Precise.

My face burned. "I said it out loud."

"I know." She set the oatmeal on the table. "Eat. Then we test how well you hold still."

I ate standing because sitting made the plug move and the diaper crinkle louder. The oatmeal tasted like butter and brown sugar and underneath it the ghost of my own piss from when I'd failed at the door. Every swallow was another cup of water waiting in the schedule.

When the bowl was empty she wiped my mouth with her thumb and put the thumb between my lips. "Open."

I sucked the salt off her skin and my cunt clenched around nothing, jealous of the attention.

She led me to the center of the nursery where a low bench had been bolted to the floor since last night, I just hadn't been made to see it yet. Leather cuffs hung from the legs. A wand vibrator was clipped to the underside, head angled up.

"Strip to the diaper," she said.

I pulled the sleep shirt over my head. My tits fell free, nipples hard in the cold air. Della didn't look impressed. She looked like a woman calibrating equipment.

"On the bench. Belly down. Ass up."

The position forced the plug higher. I gripped the far edge of the bench while she cuffed my wrists to the legs and my ankles to the spreader bar she'd ratcheted open until my thighs ached. The diaper bulged between my legs, white and obscene, already carrying two failures in ink and one fresh damp spot I could feel growing.

She turned the wand on low.

The buzz hit my clit through the diaper and I jerked against the cuffs. The vibration traveled through the wet gel spot and the dry diaper and found my swollen bud like a finger that wouldn't stop.

"Count to ten out loud," she said. "If you come before ten, I add a third mark and you wear the wet diaper an hour before I change you."

"One." My voice cracked. The plug filled my ass and the wand worked my clit and I was already climbing. "Two."

She turned it up.

"Three, fuck, "

"Language." She pressed the diaper into my cunt with two fingers, grinding the diaper against my clit while the wand screamed through it. The smell of my arousal mixed with the faint ammonia of the leaks until the room reeked of what I was becoming. "You're a wet-diaper girl on a ranch chart. Say it."

"I'm a wet-diaper girl," I gasped. "On the chart."

"Again."

"I'm a wet-diaper girl on the ranch chart."

"Four."

The orgasm built wrong, too fast, shame feeding it. My hips bucked. The plug shifted and my asshole burned sweet around it. I choked on five and six and seven, counting because she'd told me to, because the alternative was another graphite stroke.

At eight my whole body locked.

"No," I begged. "I'm gonna, "

"You come in that diaper and you thank me for the test."

The wand went to high. My clit spasmed against the diaper. The first orgasm ripped through me dirty and open, cunt gushing into the diaper while I screamed nine into the leather bench. Cum wet the front in a hot slick flood that had nothing to do with piss and everything to do with how hard she'd wired my shame to my cunt.

"Ten," I sobbed. "Thank you, thank you for the test, "

She didn't turn the wand off.

"That's one," she said. "You owe me four more before breakfast ends."

I laughed once, broken, and then I was crying because she meant it.

She lubed two fingers and worked them under the diaper tape at the back, pushing the plug deeper while the wand kept buzzing. My ass stretched around the base. My clit was raw. The second orgasm built before the first had finished twitching through me.

"Ask for it."

"Please, make me come again, I'm your wet-diaper whore, "

"Specific."

"Please make your wet-diaper whore come in her diaper again, I can't, the plug, "

She slid a slim vibrator under the front elastic alongside the wand, pressed directly to my clit through the soaked diaper. The double buzz was too much. I came so hard my vision whited out, ass clenching the plug, cunt pumping slick heat into the diaper until the front sagged heavy and warm against the bench.

"Two," she counted.

The smell of sex and piss and powder made my mouth water and my stomach roll at the same time. Taste and scent tangled until I couldn't separate humiliation from hunger.

She pulled the vibrator out and turned the wand down to a cruel pulse. "Hold the edge. Don't you dare finish."

I whimpered. The denial was worse than the orgasms. My clit throbbed untouched except for the intermittent buzz that brought me to the brink and dropped me. Saliva pooled under my tongue. I licked the leather bench and tasted salt and cleaner and my own tears.

"Beg in the words on the tag."

"No toilet," I gasped. "Plug in. Thermos every four hours. Chart witnessed. Please, "

"Please what?"

"Please let your chart girl come. Please mark me. Please, I need it, "

She turned the wand to high and held it there. The third orgasm broke me longer than the second, a sustained convulsion that left my cunt fluttering and leaking, diaper sodden front to back, plug nudging my prostate in a way that made my toes curl.

"Three."

She unclipped one ankle cuff and rolled me onto my back on the bench. The diaper squelched under my ass, obscene and loud. She straddled my chest, jeans still on, belt buckle cold against my tits, and held a silicone cock in front of my mouth.

"Suck. If you gag, I add a mark for drool loss."

I opened my mouth. The cock tasted like silicone and the gel she'd used on the plug, faint chemical under the salt of my own lips. She fed it inch by inch until my throat burned and my eyes watered.

"Look at the chart while you choke."

I turned my head. The two marks sat beside each other. Data. My mortification in pencil. She fucked my mouth slow, then harder, while the wand stayed on my clit through the diaper and the plug filled my ass.

"That's four when you swallow," she said.

I came with a cock down my throat and a vibrator on my clit, fourth orgasm ripping sounds out of me I didn't recognize, muffled around silicone, cunt gushing again into diaper that couldn't hold another drop. She pulled out at the crest and cum and spit strung from my lips to the fake cock.

"Four."

My chest heaved. The diaper was a ruined heavy thing between my legs, warm with piss and cum and the slick mess my body kept making because she'd learned exactly how to farm it.

She uncuffed my wrists and helped me stand. My legs didn't work right. She walked me to the crib and pointed at the chart.

"Watch."

She made the third mark for the orgasm I'd earned before ten, then a fourth for the drool on the bench she'd wiped up with a cloth she held under my nose so I smelled my own spit mixed with cleaner.

"Four strokes," she said. "One morning."

I gripped the crib rail. The pencil swung on its string like it had all the time in the world.

"Shower?" I asked, because my skin itched under the tape and my ass ached around the plug.

"No." She tapped the tag on the rail. "Dry change at noon if you earn it. Until then you wear what you made."

She turned me toward the door. "We're going to the kitchen. You'll drink another thermos in front of the stove where it's warm so your body thinks it can relax. Then we'll see if you can keep the fifth mark off the chart until lunch."

The kitchen was worse than the nursery because the heat made the diaper smell stronger and the plug sat heavier in my ass with every step across the snow-muffled yard between buildings. Ranch hands weren't out yet. Just Della and me and the enamel thermos waiting on the counter, full to the brim.

I drank because the contract held me there and because my cunt was still twitching from four orgasms and because some traitor part of me wanted to know how many marks one day could hold.

Della held the cup to my lips and tipped it until well water ran down my chin and into the collar of my sleep shirt. Cold against my hot skin.

"All of it," she said.

I swallowed. The taste was iron and ice. My bladder filled before I'd finished the last gulp.

She set the empty thermos down and pressed her palm flat over the wet front of my diaper, feeling the heat and the bulk and the slick mess inside.

"Tell me what you are," she said quietly.

I shook. The plug. The chart. The locked door. The pencil that never judged, only recorded.

"I'm your accident," I said. "I'm your tally."

"Good." She took my wrist and led me toward the hall bathroom with the key in her other hand. "You still don't get the toilet. We're going in so you can watch the flush you're not allowed to use. Then you'll ask me to check you before the fifth mark goes down."

The bathroom light buzzed. White tile. Clean bowl. The flush handle shiny and innocent.

Della stood behind me with one hand on my shoulder and the other resting on the chart she'd brought, folded in her pocket.

"Hold still," she said again, different words, same weight. "This is for your own good."

I stood in my ruined diaper with water sloshing inside me and watched her hand move toward the flush lever I couldn't touch, and I understood the winter post wasn't about staying dry at all. It was about learning what happened when I stopped being the one who decided.

The pencil was waiting back in the nursery.

So was noon.

And I was already full again.


Chapter 3: Granted Dry

The pencil scraped the paper before my eyes were open. Three short strokes, a pause, one longer one. I lay still in the crib rails and listened to Della write my night down without asking me a single thing about it.

"Eyes open, June."

I opened them. She stood at the foot of the crib with the chart clipped to the board, graphite dust on her thumb. The string on the pencil swung when she let go. My diaper was heavy between my legs, warm where I'd gone in my sleep, the plastic backing stiff with the mess. She didn't reach for the tapes yet. She read the tally column first, like weather.

"Dry count stays at zero. Night wet logged."

She said it the way you'd say the roads were closed. I pulled the blanket to my chin and my cunt throbbed at the shame of it, hot and wrong, already wetter than the diaper had any right to make me.

"Hands on the rail. Spread your knees."

I put my hands on the cold wood and let my thighs fall apart. The diaper crinkled loud. She pressed two fingers into the front panel and the soaked diaper gave under them with a wet squelch that filled the whole room. My face burned. My hips lifted on their own.

"Saturated. No surprise." She peeled the tapes slow. Cool air hit my skin and the smell of my piss rose up thick. "You drank the whole thermos before lights-out. You know the number on that."

I did. Two liters. She'd refilled it while I slept.

She wiped me with a rough cloth, front to back, and my clit jumped under the drag. She didn't hurry. She spread my lips with her thumb and looked at the slick there that had nothing to do with urine.

"You're leaking for me again."

"I'm not, "

"You are." She held the cloth up, shiny. "Chart doesn't care what you call it."

She lifted my ankles and slid a fresh diaper under me. Thick white, the kind that rustled when she shook it open. She powdered me and the dust sat on my wet skin. The tapes pulled tight and the bulk wedged my thighs apart. Already too much material, already too loud when I breathed.

"Up. Kitchen."

I climbed down from the crib on bare feet. The new diaper sagged between my legs, empty and hot. Every step crinkled. Della walked ahead and didn't look back.

The kitchen clock said six fourteen. I looked at the chart in her hand instead. She'd already marked the morning column: inspection complete, change logged, fluid intake scheduled. My day had started on paper before it started in my body.

She set the enamel thermos in front of me. Full. Ice knocked the metal when she put it down.

"Drink."

"I just woke up."

"Drink."

I wrapped both hands around it. The cold bit my palms through the enamel. I tipped it and the water hit the back of my throat so sharp my teeth ached. She watched the level drop and made a small mark on the chart.

"Half liter by seven. Chart says so."

"Who wrote the chart?"

"I did." She capped the thermos and set it back in my hands. "You read the contract. Winter post. Care schedule attached."

I had read it. I'd read the money and the dates and the clause about full caregiver authority during snow closure. I hadn't read the attachment with the hourly boxes.

She pulled the schedule sheet from under the chart. Rows of times. Fluid ounces. No toilet column anywhere on the page.

"Look at the gaps."

I looked. Breakfast at seven. Next listed break at ten thirty. Three and a half hours. Another liter between them. Lunch. Then nothing until four. The ranch toilet was off-limits unless she unlocked it. I'd known that since day one. Seeing it in boxes made my bladder pinch small and hard.

"The math doesn't work," I said.

"It works fine." She tapped the dry tally column with the pencil. "You just keep trying to win a column that isn't yours to hold."

I drank because she was standing there. The cold water pooled in my stomach, heavy as a stone. She refilled the thermos from the bucket by the stove and set it on the counter where I'd see it every time I crossed the room.

"You'll carry that today. Every room. Chart consult before you move."

"That's not, "

"That's the post." She clipped the board to the crib rail where I could see it from anywhere in the main room. "You don't measure your day by the clock anymore. You measure it by what I write."

I wanted to say I still had a watch. I didn't look at it. The chart had bigger numbers.

She made oatmeal and put the bowl in front of me. No coffee. The schedule had water only until noon. I ate standing because sitting pressed the diaper bulk up into my cunt and I couldn't think straight when it did.

At seven forty-one she made me spread my legs over the kitchen chair and pull the front of the diaper down. She held a measuring cup under me while I pissed into it, shaking, humiliated by the stream hitting plastic. She wrote the volume on the chart and compared it to the intake column.

"You're holding too much. Body's fighting the schedule."

"I'm holding because you're pouring water down me."

"You're holding because you still think you get to decide when you let go."

She pulled the diaper back up and patted the front. The diaper was dry again for now. She drew a small circle in the dry column. One circle. Granted dry. Not earned. Given.

"Dry is a status I assign," she said. "Not a trophy you keep."

My throat closed. My cunt clenched empty. I hated how much I needed her to leave that circle there.

"Thermos."

I drank another half liter watching her erase nothing, add nothing, just wait. The cold made my nipples hard under the thin shirt she'd put me in. No bra. The shirt barely covered the diaper waistband. When I bent for the cup she saw the whole thick ridge.

By nine the weight in my bladder was a fist. I asked for the toilet.

"Chart says ten thirty."

"That's an hour and a half."

"Then you hold an hour and a half."

I crossed to the window. Snow packed the ranch road flat white. No tracks. No plow. No one who'd hear me scream. Isolation wasn't a mood out here. It was a lock.

I consulted the chart like she'd told me to. Intake at nine: five hundred milliliters. Output: none logged. The dry circle still sat there, one small granted thing I couldn't keep on my own.

"Please."

"Say what you're asking for."

"The toilet."

"You don't get the toilet." She sipped her tea. "You get to ask me for permission to fail in the right place."

The words hit my skin like a slap. My thighs pressed together and the diaper crinkled. I was so full I could feel every pulse in my belly.

"I won't make it to ten thirty."

"Then you'll learn what the diaper is for."

I bit the inside of my cheek. The resistance in me was still sharp, still mine, the part that had driven trucks and closed contracts and never pissed herself in a kitchen chair. It screamed at me to hold, to beat the schedule, to keep the dry circle.

The water in me screamed louder.

At nine fifty-two I was pacing. The thermos knocked my hip every turn. Della sat with the chart in her lap and the pencil on its string, calm as furniture.

"Stop circling. You're sloshing."

"I'm going to, "

"You're going to wait until I say otherwise."

I stopped. My whole body shook. Sweat ran down my spine under the shirt. The diaper was still dry and that made it worse, the empty diaper waiting.

"Spread your legs. Hands behind your head."

"Della, "

"Now."

I spread them. She didn't touch me. She looked at the chart, then at my face, then at the front of the diaper where the plastic was still smooth.

"Tell me what you are right now."

"A woman who needs to piss."

"Wrong." She set the pencil down. "You're a kept girl on a fluid schedule who still thinks her bladder is private business. It isn't. Nothing in your pants is private business."

I whimpered. The sound embarrassed me more than the fullness.

"Say it."

"My bladder isn't mine."

"Again."

"My bladder isn't mine."

"Who owns it?"

"You do."

"You do not get to decide that anymore." She said it quiet, no heat, like she'd already written it in the chart and was only reading aloud. "Not when. Not where. Not if. I decide. The chart decides. You perform."

My knees buckled. She caught my elbow and walked me to the crib. She laid me on my back and strapped my wrists to the rails with soft cuffs I hadn't seen her pull out. Ankle cuffs next. Spread wide. The diaper pointed up, thick and crinkling with every breath.

She pulled a blindfold down over my eyes. Black. I counted my heartbeats in the dark.

"Thermos was at nine. Output window opens at ten thirty. You have eight minutes to hold like a good girl or you lose the dry circle I gave you."

"I can't, "

"You can perform obedience or you can perform failure. Both get logged."

She climbed onto the crib between my spread legs. Fabric rustled. Then her hand flat on the front of my diaper, pressing the bulk into my cunt through the layers. I cried out.

"Quiet. You haven't earned noise yet."

Her fingers found my clit through the soaked-warm diaper from earlier and the dry outer shell. She ground slow. The plastic dragged over my hood. The diaper compressed and sprang back. Wet sounds from the inside where my piss had been before the change, still faintly sour, mixing with the fresh slick leaking from my cunt now.

"You're going to come before ten thirty," she said. "And you're going to do it in the diaper I put on you. And then you're going to piss in it while you come because your body can't tell the difference anymore."

"I'll hold, "

"You won't."

She pulled a vibrator from somewhere. Wand head, big, blunt. She tucked it under the diaper waistband and pinned it to my clit. The buzz hit like a hammer. My back arched off the mattress. The cuffs bit my wrists.

"Count for me."

"One, oh fuck, "

"Name what you are."

"A, a girl in a diaper, "

"Louder."

"A girl in a diaper who can't hold her water."

The wand stayed on. My hips jerked against the straps. The crinkle turned constant, obscene. She pressed her palm over the diaper front and mashed the vibration deeper into my clit. The first orgasm built too fast, shame and need twisted so tight I couldn't breathe.

"Please let me, toilet, "

"You do not get to decide that anymore." Her mouth at my ear. "Come in your diaper like the schedule says."

I came screaming. My cunt spasmed hard and the wand didn't stop. I gushed into the dry diaper, slick first, then piss, hot flood spreading under the compression of her hand, the diaper swelling warm and heavy while I shook apart. She counted aloud.

"One."

I was still coming when the second crest hit. The wand buzzed through the oversensitive clit and I sobbed. Piss kept going. The diaper sagged. The smell rose up, sharp and animal.

"Two. Hold the third."

She pulled the wand away. I hung in the cuffs, twitching, emptying slow into the wrecked diaper. The dry circle on the chart was already gone in my head.

"Not done."

She stripped the tapes and peeled the soaked diaper back. Cool air on my dripping cunt. I was slick and piss-wet and still strapped. She slid two fingers into my cunt without warning and curled them hard.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you, "

"For what."

"For, for letting me, "

"I didn't let you. I scheduled you." She fucked me with her fingers, rough, three knuckles deep. "Thank me for owning your piss."

"Thank you for owning my piss."

The third orgasm ripped out of me on her hand. I clamped down and heard how wet it was, obscene squelch, her fingers dragging my cum out onto my thighs.

"Three."

She pulled her fingers free and pushed a plug into my ass in one motion. Medium, silicone, lube cold on my hole. I gasped. She worked it past the burn until my rim closed around the base.

"Good. Keep that in while I fix your chart."

I heard the pencil. Scrape, pause, scrape. Wet logged. Dry circle erased. Resistance column I hadn't noticed before got a mark too, small, in a narrow space at the edge.

"What, "

"Don't talk."

She fitted a new diaper under me, thicker than the last. Pink tape this time. She pulled it tight over the plug so every shift moved the silicone inside my ass. Then she unbuckled one ankle cuff and rolled me onto my stomach, wrists still bound to the rail.

"Lose the shirt."

She cut it off with scissors. Cold metal kissed my spine. My tits hung under me, nipples hard against the crib sheet.

"Ass up."

I pushed up as much as the cuffs allowed. She spread my cheeks and tugged the plug half out, then shoved it back. The stretch burned sweet.

"You came three times and you still think you can negotiate fluids."

"I, "

"Open your mouth."

She unbuckled my right wrist, rolled me to my side, and fed a dildo between my lips. Rubber cock, thick, tasting of soap and latex. I gagged. She pushed until my throat bulged.

"Suck. Don't bite."

I sucked. Drool ran down my chin. She worked the plug in my ass in slow strokes, fucking me with it while I choked on rubber. My cunt dripped into the fresh diaper, wasting slick into pink diaper.

She pulled the dildo out and replaced it with her strap-on, real leather harness, silicone cock thick enough to split my jaw. She held my hair and fed it inch by inch.

"Look at the chart when I fuck your mouth."

She'd angled the board where I could see it. The wet tally had a new mark. The dry column empty. My name at the top in her handwriting, my body reduced to columns.

She thrust into my throat. I gagged, tears blind under the blindfold. Spit pooled on the sheet. The plug in my ass matched her rhythm, in-out, in-out, my hole burning open.

"You're going to come from your ass while I use your mouth. Four."

I shook my head. Couldn't speak with her cock down my throat.

"You will." She reached under me and pressed the wand back against the diaper over my clit. Buzz. Plug. Throat. All at once.

I came so hard I screamed around silicone. My ass clamped the plug. My cunt gushed again into the diaper. She held my head and fucked my face through it, using the convulsions, drool and tears mixing on my cheeks.

"Four. One more."

She pulled out of my mouth. I gasped air, broken, hoarse. She unstrapped the harness and climbed behind me. The plug came out with a wet pop. My asshole gaped open, twitching.

"Say what you need."

"I need, I need to come, please, "

"What are you."

"A diaper whore who pisses on schedule."

"Again."

"A useless kept thing who cums in her diaper."

She pressed the head of the strap-on to my asshole and drove in without waiting. I howled. The stretch was too much, burn white-hot, then the slide deep, filling my guts. She fucked my ass hard, leather slapping my cheeks, the diaper crushed under me squelching with every thrust.

"Five when I say."

The wand on my clit again. The cock in my ass pounding my prostate side, dragging screams out of me. She counted down from five aloud like a metronome, and on one she buried deep and held.

"Come."

I came until my vision whited out behind the blindfold. My ass milked the silicone. My cunt pumped into the diaper. I couldn't stop. She didn't stop. The sixth crest hit before the fifth fully finished and I begged in broken syllables.

"Too, too much, "

"You'll take what the chart assigns."

She fucked me through both, relentless, until I was limp and leaking and the diaper was a sodden weight between my legs. Only then she slowed. Pulled out. My asshole stayed open, aching, air cold on the rim.

She unbuckled the cuffs. Took off the blindfold. Light hurt.

Ten thirty on the kitchen clock when she walked me to the chair. My legs didn't hold right. She sat me down, spread the diaper, held the cup. I pissed into it with no fight left, stream weak after everything I'd already lost in the diaper.

She wrote the number. Compared it to intake. Nodded.

"Output within tolerance. Schedule held."

"I soaked two diapers."

"Schedule held." She capped the pencil. "You performed."

She hung the chart back on the crib rail. I stared at the columns until they blurred. The dry tally empty. The wet tally grown. That narrow edge column with its small mark I'd never seen her make before.

"What's that column."

"You'll learn when you stop fighting the wrong fight."

She handed me the thermos. Refilled. Ice cold. Lunch block started in twenty minutes per the sheet. Another half liter before I ate.

I took it in both hands. My bladder was empty and already dreading the next fill. The diaper sagged when I stood, warm wreck between my thighs, pink tapes loud with every step.

I looked at the clock once. Then I looked at the chart. The chart had the next mark waiting. I drank.


Chapter 4: Noon At The Gate

I pressed my forehead to the boot-room glass and counted the hours backward from noon like they were rungs on a ladder I could still climb. Fourteen. Thirteen. Twelve. The ranch lay buried under last night's drift, white and still, and I had a plan that tasted like victory for the first time since Della pinned that chart to the crib slats.

The thermos sat on the shelf behind me, full again, lemon water Della measured out each dawn with the same calm she used on my diaper tapes. I had watched her fill it. I had smiled. I had let her think I was broken enough to drink on command.

When she left for the barn checks, I tipped the whole thing into the slop bucket under the sink. The cold hit my wrists. My bladder sighed in my pelvis like a muscle that had been waiting for permission. I wiped the thermos dry, screwed the cap on, set it back where her hand would find it. Empty inside. Full on the record.

That was step one.

Step two was the schedule itself. I had copied the gaps from memory onto a scrap of feed sack in pencil strokes so small my thumb still smelled like graphite. Drink at seven. Hold through the eight o'clock inspection. No relief until the ten-thirty window Della called optional, which meant mandatory if she was watching. I had learned the math in chapter three's cruel arithmetic: enough water in, enough time between, enough cold through the thin ranch walls to turn holding into a war I was meant to lose.

I would not lose today.

I clenched on the walk back to the crib room. The thick pink diaper between my legs crinkled with each step, obscene and dry, the bulk warm from my body heat alone. My thighs rubbed the swollen pad. Shame pricked low in my belly anyway, because getting dry had become something I wanted with a hunger that made me sick. I wanted to beat her chart. I wanted to prove the woman who drove up this road still lived under the tapes and the onesie.

The crib room was cold. I kept clenching.

Della's boots came down the hall at seven-fifteen. I sat on the edge of the crib with the thermos in my lap like a good kept thing, chin down, eyes on the floorboards. She took it from me, weighed it in one hand, nodded once.

"All of it?"

"Yes."

She set it on the side table. Her fingers went to my diaper front without asking, pressed, sniffed near the tape line. Dry. Her face gave me nothing.

"We'll see what noon brings."

She said it like weather. I bit the inside of my cheek hard enough to taste copper and held the smile off my mouth.

Eight o'clock inspection stripped me to the waist in front of the open window. Cold air licked my nipples erect. Della's palm spread me open on the changing table, two fingers sliding through my folds, checking for the slick she claimed was evidence whether I admitted it or not.

"Dry diaper. Dry cunt. For now."

She wiped me with a cold cloth anyway. My hips jerked. She pinned them with her forearm.

"You don't get to leak for relief, June. You know that."

"I know."

The words came out steady. Inside, I counted minutes. Seventy-four until the first allowed window. I could do seventy-four minutes. I had done worse in boardrooms with a full bladder and a smile.

She taped me into a fresh diaper, thicker than yesterday's, the crinkle loud when she patted my inner thigh.

"Thermos at ten. Chart at lunch. Gate run at noon."

"Gate run?"

"Supply truck might make it if the county plow cleared the lower mile. I need you visible. Walk to the gate and back. Show them we're staffed."

Staffed. Like I was payroll and not property.

I nodded because the contract on the kitchen table still had my signature drying on the last page, and the snow still held the road, and my car sat dead under a tarp with a battery Della said she would replace when she was ready.

Nine-thirty. I stood at the boot-room window again and breathed through the clench. My bladder was a fist. The house was cold enough that my nipples hurt under the onesie and my breath made ghosts on the glass. Warmth lived only in the diaper cradle between my legs, my own heat trapped in plastic and fluff.

I did not drink at ten. I tipped the thermos again when she turned her back to answer the wall phone in the hall. The glug of water into the bucket was the sweetest sound I had heard in days.

Ten-forty-five. Dry.

Eleven. Dry.

Eleven-thirty. I walked laps in the crib room to keep warm, thighs squeezing the pad. The dry bulk rubbed my clit through the onesie with each step, traitor friction I could not stop. Arousal pooled unrelated to permission. I hated how my body reached for humiliation like a hand for a rail.

Noon.

Della met me at the mudroom with my snow boots already lined up. She held the chart clipboard in one hand and a knit hat in the other.

"Gate and back. Slow. You hold until you return unless I say otherwise."

"I will."

She pulled the hat down over my ears. Her mouth brushed my temple, almost tender, which was worse than the slap she did not give me.

"Rex is on the county side if the plow broke through. Be polite."

Rex. A name I did not know yet attached to a man I did not want meeting me in a sagging diaper.

I stepped outside.

Cold hit like a door slammed on my skin. My lungs burned. The path to the gate was shoveled narrow, snow banks shoulder-high, sunlight throwing diamonds off the crust. I kept my thighs pressed together. The dry diaper crinkled with each step, loud in the silence. Under the onesie and snow pants, the bulk still showed at my hips if you knew to look. I knew. That was the point of everything Della dressed me in.

Halfway there my bladder spasmed. I stopped, doubled over, counted to twenty in my head. The spasm passed. I was still dry. Triumph lit me hot from the ribs down. I was beating her. I was, The second spasm came at the gate itself.

I saw the plow tracks first, dark cuts in the white road beyond the ranch fence. Then the truck idling, exhaust pluming. Then him.

Rex leaned on the gate post, county jacket, beard trimmed short, eyes going to me with the flat assessment of a man who had been told what to expect and still did not quite believe it.

"June?"

My name in his mouth was the old name, the office name, the woman who used to sign checks.

"Hi."

The third spasm hit mid-word.

I had held too long. I had cheated the thermos. I had clenched through cold and pride and the math I thought I had beaten. My body opened without counsel from me.

The flood was instant, hot, helpless. It rushed into the diaper with a shame so physical I moaned out loud before I could swallow it. The dry bulk went heavy between my legs, warmth spreading fast, the crinkle turning wet-sounding as the material sagged. My snow pants hid the dark bloom at first. My face did not.

Rex straightened off the post.

"Oh, "

"I, "

Words died. The piss kept going. My thighs trembled. The smell rose inside my clothes, sharp and animal under wool. My clit throbbed against the soaked pad like the orgasm I was not having was happening anyway.

Rex's gaze dropped to my hips, to the way I was clutching myself, to the stain darkening at the inseam where the snow pants could not lie fast enough.

"She's real wet," he said, not quite to me. "Della said, but, "

"Don't."

My voice cracked. The last dribble leaked. The diaper hung between my legs, obscene weight, warm against my swollen lips. I had never been dry at the gate. I had only been dry in my own head.

Rex opened the truck bed. Boxes. Feed. Meds. He worked with his eyes on the work and sometimes on me, and each glance was a nail.

"Della wants you to sign for the insulin. She said you'd be padded."

Padded. Said like a job title.

I signed with the pen he offered, fingers shaking. The clipboard wobbled. A drop of something hit the paper and I could not tell if it was meltwater or me.

"She'll want the chart updated," Rex said. "Noon slot."

He had seen. He would tell the county. He would tell Della. The road was open and my failure was public and my dry morning meant nothing except that I had stored more in the tank to lose at the worst possible second.

I walked back faster than Della allowed. The soaked diaper slapped my thighs with each step, cold air on my face, warm filth between my legs. Halfway home the friction on my clit from the heavy wet pad made me stumble. Not an orgasm. A preview. My body confusing ruin with reward again.

Della waited on the porch.

She took in my snow pants, my face, the walk I could not hide.

"Rex?"

"He saw."

"And?"

"And I wet at the gate. All of it."

She did not flinch. She led me inside by the elbow like I was a child who had spilled milk, except children did not get hard nipples from shame and did not leave puddles in their pants on purpose.

The mudroom door shut. Heat from the stove line hit my cheeks. She stripped my snow pants before I could speak. The onesie came up. The diaper sagged open at the tapes, yellow-dark at the crotch, steam-warm when she pressed her palm flat against the mess.

"Look at you," she said quietly. "You want this more than you will admit."

"I don't."

"You tipped the thermos. I heard the bucket."

My blood stopped.

"You heard, "

"I hear everything in this house, June. You had a dry morning because you cheated intake, not because you had control. Then you held until you broke in front of a witness. That is not failure. That is you performing exactly what the chart is built to measure."

She unrolled a fresh diaper on the bench. The old one hit the bin with a wet slap.

"On the table. Now."

I had sworn I would never ask to be changed in front of someone who had seen me at the gate. I had sworn I would never thank her for a hand between my legs. I had sworn I would never spread my thighs on command while another person's name still rang in the room.

I climbed onto the changing table.

"Spread."

I spread.

She did not wipe me clean first. She pressed two fingers through the slick on my clit, through the piss-thin film on my folds, and crooked them until my back arched off the vinyl.

"You came here to beat me," she said. "Say it."

"I came here to beat you."

"And instead you flooded your diaper at my gate with Rex watching. Say that."

"I flooded my diaper at the gate with Rex watching."

"Louder."

"I flooded my diaper at the gate with Rex watching."

My voice broke on Rex. Shame burned my throat and my cunt clenched around nothing, hungry.

Della reached under the bench and brought up the plug I had seen once and refused once, black silicone, thick at the base, already gleaming with lube.

"You swore you would not take this."

"I swore."

"Open your ass."

I had sworn that too. I turned onto my stomach, diaper lifted under my hips, ass up, face in my folded arms. The cold lube touched my hole. The plug breached me slow, inch by burning inch, until my rim stretched and held the widest part and then swallowed it home.

"Good girl."

The words hit worse than the stretch. My clit pulsed against the table edge.

She rolled me back. Diaper under me. A wand in her hand, the kind with a round head that did not care about mercy. She taped the diaper loose enough for access and shoved the wand between the pad and my cunt, pinning it to my clit through the damp fluff.

"Count for me."

The wand buzzed. I jerked. Pleasure tore up my spine.

"One."

"That's not an orgasm. That's a twitch. Hold it."

She turned the wand up. The wet diaper compressed my lips, squelching, the smell of piss and my own slick rising hot. I bit my forearm.

"Please, "

"You don't get please. You get noon."

The orgasm built wrong, dragged from a body that had already lost every battle today. I fought it because fighting was all I had left. The wand did not care. My thighs shook. The plug in my ass shifted when I clenched and sent sparks through my gut.

"Let go."

"I can't, "

"You already did at the gate. Finish what you started."

I came with a scream I muffled into my arm. My cunt gushed against the soaked diaper, fresh slick mixing with the stale warmth already there. The wand kept buzzing. The crest would not end. Spasms stacked on spasms until I was sobbing.

"One," Della said. "Real one. Again."

She did not turn it off. The oversensitive clit tried to flee. Her palm held my mound through the diaper, grinding the wand harder, the obscene squelch loud in the mudroom.

"Two. Say what you are."

"I'm, "

"Use the words Rex will repeat."

My brain flashed his face at the post. County jacket. Clipboard. The dark on my snow pants.

"I'm a piss-soaked diaper whore who came at the gate."

"Again."

"I'm a piss-soaked diaper whore who came at the gate."

"Count."

"Two, oh god, three, "

The third orgasm ripped longer than the first two combined. My ass clenched the plug. My cunt leaked down the inner tapes. I heard myself beg in fragments, crude, broken: too much, don't, more, hate you, please stop, please don't stop.

Della turned the wand down but did not remove it. She unhooked her belt. The leather slide was a sound I had learned to fear and chase.

"Roll to your side. Diaper down in back."

I obeyed. The plug base sat between my cheeks, taped diaper framing my ass like a target. She worked the plug in and out once, twice, stretching my hole with the fat neck until I whimpered.

"You swore this hole was off limits."

"You swore."

"Say it."

"My ass is yours."

"Again."

"My ass is yours."

She replaced the plug with something thicker, her strap cock, rubber and rigid, nudged against my rim still slick from lube. She pushed until my hole burned open and the head popped through. I grunted into the table.

"Take it."

She fucked my ass in steady strokes that rocked the changing table. The wand found my clit again through the diaper. Double use, stuffed and buzzed, reduced to holes for her schedule.

"Four."

I did not know who said it. My body crested again, anal stretch and clit vibration fused, orgasm firing from two directions until my vision whited at the edges. Cum, or whatever my cunt gave when I had nothing left, soaked the diaper further. I drooled on the vinyl. The crinkle of the pad and the slap of her hips were the only music.

She pulled out, slapped my ass cheek once, and left the plug back in me before I could close.

"Up. Chart time."

I could barely stand. My legs trembled. The diaper hung heavy, warm front and back, evidence of noon and four forced peaks I had not earned and could not deny.

She led me to the crib room. The chart waited on its string, pencil dangling.

Della wrote first. Dry morning marked with a small asterisk and a note in the margin I could not read from where I stood shaking.

"Noon," she said, and made the mark that mattered.

Wet. Public. Witnessed.

Then she held the pencil out to me.

"Your turn. Resistance column."

I blinked. There was a second column, narrow, hidden half behind the fold I had never bothered to pull flat because I had been staring at my own failures like they were the whole game.

"What is that?"

"What you think you're doing when you fight me."

My hand shook when I took the pencil. The string bit my wrist.

I wrote: thermos tipped. held. gate lost.

Della's finger tapped the empty cells below.

"And here. What you wanted when you fought."

I could still smell Rex on the air somehow. County exhaust. My own piss. The wand's ghost on my clit.

I wrote: dry. win. leave.

She read it, then took the pencil back and wrote one word in the cell beside gate lost.

More.

"That's not, "

"That's noon." She hung the chart. "Road's open. Rex brought insulin. You signed like a good clerk. Tonight we start the evening intake again, and you drink every drop because I pour it, and you do not tip my thermos because I bolted the bucket to the floor this afternoon while you were leaking at my fence."

My stomach dropped.

"And tomorrow," she said, "you walk to the gate again at noon. Same diaper rule. Same chart. Except now Rex knows your face when you flood, and you know what the second column is for."

She pressed the wand into my hand, switched off, coated with my slick.

"Clean it. Then crib. Plug stays in. If you remove it before I say, I add a line to both columns."

I took the wand. My ass throbbed around the plug. The diaper sagged between my thighs, warm filth holding me open.

Outside, a truck engine faded down the plowed road. Freedom sat a mile away with keys I had not touched in weeks.

I cleaned the wand with shaking hands and climbed into the crib Della had made my world. The chart swung when the stove kicked heat through the house. My handwriting sat beside hers, two games on one piece of paper, and I had just learned I had been scoring the wrong one since I arrived.

Tomorrow was noon again.

The gate was still there.

So was Rex.

And my body, already dreading the walk and already wetting itself in memory, warm between the legs before I earned a single drop.


Chapter 5: No Thaw

I kept my palm on the radio dial while the announcer's voice scraped through static like sand on tin. Access road to the high valley closed until further notice. Plow crews grounded. No thaw forecast for the next three weeks, maybe longer. The words landed flat and final in my chest, the same way a door bolt sounds when someone else turns the key.

Three weeks had been my private math since I signed the winter contract. Endure the chart, beat the tallies, earn spring and the truck keys Della kept on a hook by the mudroom door. I had timed my bladder against her schedule like a weapon. One dry morning after I dumped her thermos. Triumph that lasted until noon and the gate and the ranch hand's eyes on the dark spread in my diaper.

That math died in the speaker grill under my thumb.

The ranch had gone quiet around me. Snow hit the window in dry ticks that never stopped. Della stood at the kitchen counter behind me with her coffee, watching my hand stay on the dial like I could turn the bulletin back if I pressed hard enough.

"Turn it off, June."

I did. The silence afterward was worse. I could still taste the announcer's words, metallic at the back of my tongue, like I'd bitten a battery.

"How long?" I asked.

"Long enough that you stop counting days to leave." She set her mug down. The ceramic click was too loud. "The road is gone. We are buried. You are not leaving on a calendar. You are staying on my terms until I say otherwise."

My thighs pressed together under the thick white diaper I'd been changed into after the gate accident. The crinkle when I shifted was obscene in the quiet kitchen. Warm diaper sat heavy between my legs, dry for now, and my cunt still throbbed from how hard I'd come while Della wiped me down and called me a leaking little show-off who couldn't keep her piss in front of strangers.

I had sworn I would beat the chart.

The chart was still on the wall by the crib Della kept for me in the spare room. Pencil on a string. Tallies in her tight handwriting. My one dry morning a single mark that had felt like a door opening. Now the door was snow.

"The storm is getting worse," Della said. "Three days minimum before it eases. You will eat when I say. You will drink when I say. You will wet when your body gives out and I will record it. That is the whole winter now. Not a post. Not a trial. The valley."

She crossed to me and hooked two fingers under the collar at my throat. The chain to my pacifier clicked against the metal. She didn't yank. She didn't have to. My nipples hardened against the thin shirt she made me wear, no bra, nothing between her eyes and the shape of my tits.

"You wanted to prove you could stay dry," she said. "You wanted spring like a prize. There is no prize at the end of a road that does not exist. There is only this house and what I decide your body does in it."

"I can still, "

"Still what?" Her thumb brushed my lower lip. "Hold your piss until you shake? You shook at the gate with a ranch hand watching the stain spread. You came while I changed you and thanked me for the humiliation. Do not sell me the woman who walked in here. She left her spine in the snow with her suitcase."

Heat crawled up my neck. Shame and want twisted together until I couldn't tell which one made my clit swell against the diaper's inner lining.

Della tugged the pacifier up from where it hung at my chest and pushed the rubber nipple between my lips. "Suck. Listen. The weather outside is the only schedule that matters now. When the plow cannot climb, your bladder belongs to me in full. No private countdown. No secret victories. Do you understand?"

I nodded around the pacifier. Salty rubber filled my mouth. My own breath came back sweet and thick.

"We are only just beginning," she said.

The first night of the storm the wind screamed in the eaves like something trying to get in. I lay in the crib with the rails up, diapered thick, wrists loosely bound to the slats with soft cuffs Della said were for my own good. The monitor on the dresser crackled when she spoke from the kitchen.

"Drink, June."

I lifted the bottle she had left within reach. Warm milk mixed with something that made my head float at the edges. I hated how my throat worked eagerly around the nipple. Liquid slid down warm. My bladder filled with every swallow I could not refuse.

By the second swallow I was already squirming. The diaper crinkled under my ass. I tried to clamp down. Useless. The pressure from the gate accident had never fully left; it lived in my pelvis like a fist that opened when I stopped paying attention.

"Finish it," Della's voice said through the speaker. "All of it. I am listening for the crinkle when you fail."

I drained the bottle. Milk taste coated my tongue. Sweet. Wrong. My stomach bloated. The pacifier hung against my chin where she'd clipped it after the feeding. I stared at the ceiling beam and counted breaths the way I used to count days.

The pressure won on breath forty-one.

Warmth flooded the front of my diaper. I gasped. The hiss was loud in the crib, obscene, the sound of my own body betraying me without permission. Heat spread across my cunt and down the crease of my thighs. The thick diaper sucked it up and grew heavier, saggier, pressing my lips apart.

"Good girl," Della said through the monitor. "Say it."

I pulled the pacifier out. My voice came out small. "I wet my diaper."

"Louder."

"I wet my diaper." Tears pricked. My clit pulsed against the warm wet bulk. "I couldn't hold it."

"Again. Tell me what you are."

"A, " The word stuck. The woman who fixed her own truck before she drove up here would not have said it. That woman was a fiction I'd been feeding with dry mornings and stolen thermos dumps. "A girl who pisses in her diaper because her caregiver says drink."

"Because her body says drink," Della corrected. "I only pour. You flood. Say thank you."

"Thank you for letting me wet."

"For making you wet," she said. "Come to the kitchen when I call. Crawl."

I waited in the soaking diaper, humiliation buzzing in my skin like the monitor static. When she called my name I went over the crib rail as far as the cuffs allowed and then down to the braided rug, knees on wool, palms flat. The wet diaper dragged between my thighs with each inch. Squelch. Warm. The smell of my piss rose up around me, trapped in the plastic backing.

Della sat in the kitchen chair with her legs crossed, boots still on from checking the barn door. She held the chart board on her lap.

"Crawl to me. Slow. I want to hear every crinkle."

I crawled. The sound was endless. My tits swayed under the thin shirt. My cunt leaked arousal into the already wet diaper until the mess was mine in two ways and I could not separate shame from the slick need pooling at my clit.

She did not touch me when I reached her boots. She made me kneel there with my forehead an inch from the floor and read the new tally aloud while she wrote.

"June wet at night. June wet without asking. June wet while bound."

Each line her pencil made was another week added to a life I had not chosen out loud.

"Stand in the tub," she said finally. "Hands on the tile. Ass out."

I waddled to the bathroom, diaper sagging obscenely. She cut the tapes and peeled the ruined thing away. Cool air hit my dripping cunt. She hosed me down with the handheld shower. Water drummed my skin. My nipples peaked. She slid two fingers into my pussy without preamble and curled them against the spot that made my knees buckle.

"You come from a check now," she said. "Every time I open your legs after a wetting, you come. That is training. Spread wider."

I spread. Her fingers pumped. The shower spray hit my clit in bursts. I bit my lip until I tasted blood and salt.

"Count for me."

"One, oh, one, "

"Wrong. Count your orgasms, not your excuses. Start. One."

I shattered on one. My cunt clamped down on her fingers. Piss and slick ran down my thighs mixed with shower water. She did not stop. She added a third finger and stretched me open while the water beat my clit.

"Two. Say it."

"Two, fuck, two, "

"Language. What are you?"

"A wet, a wet diaper, " I could not finish. She slapped my clit with two wet fingers and I screamed into two and a half, body jerking, holes clenching on nothing when she pulled out.

"Three," she said calmly. "You owe me two more before breakfast."

She toweled me dry, powdered me, and taped me into a fresh thick diaper, pink this time, louder when I moved. She led me back to the kitchen, sat me on a hard chair with no cushion, and set a bowl of oatmeal in front of me.

"Eat. Then we work on your mouth."

I ate because my body was starving from coming three times in five minutes. The oatmeal tasted like glue and cinnamon. Della watched every swallow. When the bowl was empty she attached a spreader bar to my ankles so my knees stayed apart and the diaper bulge showed fully under the hem of the shirt she'd cut short.

She knelt between my spread legs with a silicone cock in her hand, flesh-colored, thick, curved upward.

"Open."

I opened my mouth. She pushed the head past my lips. Rubber and salt. The gag reflex grabbed and she held my hair in a fist.

"Suck like you mean it. Tongue flat. Take more."

I took more until my throat burned. Drool slipped down my chin and pattered on the pink diaper. She fucked my face slow, then hard, the wet gagging sounds filling the kitchen louder than the wind.

"Good hole. Use your hand on the diaper. Rub while you choke."

My hand found the warm bulk. I ground my palm against my clit through the layers. The crinkle and squelch of the fresh diaper mixed with the cock hitting the back of my throat. Shame tasted like oatmeal and spit.

"Beg me to fuck your cunt with something bigger when your mouth is useless."

I gagged out words around the silicone. "Please, fuck my, please use my cunt, "

She pulled out. Saliva bridged my lip to the cock head. "Stand. Bend over the table."

The spreader bar made me hobble. I bent over the scarred oak table. She cut the shirt up the back and left it hanging open. Cool air on my ass. Then her hand between my legs, pressing the soaked lining aside where I'd leaked into the fresh diaper already.

"You cannot stay dry for one feeding," she said. "Why would spring save you?"

"I, "

"Quiet." She worked a lubed plug into my asshole. Medium. Then larger. I grunted into the wood. The stretch burned sweet. She seated the fat plug and the tail swayed against my thighs. "This stays in while I fuck you. If you push it out, you sleep gagged tomorrow."

She strapped a harness around her hips. Black. The cock on it was bigger than the one she'd used on my throat, matte black rubber with a curve that looked cruel.

"Say what you want."

"I want your cock in my cunt." My voice broke. "Please, Della. Please fuck the slut in the diaper, "

She slammed in one stroke. Full. My pussy stretched around the rubber cock. The plug in my ass made everything tighter. I cried out into the table.

"Hands flat. Do not move them."

She pounded me. The table legs scraped the floor. Each thrust drove the plug deeper. Wet sounds from my cunt mixed with the slap of her hips on my ass cheeks. The diaper swung heavy beneath me, grinding my clit when she bottomed out.

"One orgasm," she said. "Hold it until I say."

I held until my vision greyed. Muscles shook. She reached around and pressed a wand vibrator to my clit through the diaper plastic. The buzz was instant and brutal.

"Now. Come on my cock. One."

I came so hard my asshole clenched the plug like it could keep me from flying apart. Juice soaked the inside of the diaper. I sobbed the number. "One, one, "

"Again. Two. Do not stop coming just because it hurts."

It did hurt. Over-sensitive flesh screamed. She turned the wand up and drilled my cunt harder. The plug shifted and lightning ran up my spine.

"Two, oh god, two, "

"Thank me."

"Thank you for, for fucking your, your wet little, "

"Finish the sentence or I stop."

"Your wet little whore in her diaper." The words tasted filthier than the milk had. I came again on two, longer, cunt spasming around empty air when she pulled the cock out to watch me drip.

"Three," she counted. "Turn over. On the table. Diaper up."

I rolled onto my back, legs still spread by the bar. The pink diaper was dark at the crotch. She peeled the tapes and folded the front down without removing it, leaving the sides on so the bulk framed my exposed cunt and the plug still buried in my ass.

"Watch me work you open," she said.

She added lube. Two fingers in my ass beside the plug. Then three. The burn turned into a dull ache I craved. She worked the plug out slow. My asshole gaped and clenched around nothing. She pushed four fingers in. Stretch. Burn. Pleasure that should not exist.

"You're going to take my whole hand," she said. "While the wand owns your clit. You will count each orgasm and thank me for ruining you."

"Della, "

"Yes or no. Use your words."

"Yes." Whisper. "Yes, ruin me."

She pushed her thumb into my cunt and folded her fingers into my ass. The fist seated slow. Impossible fullness. My holes were one stretched socket around her wrist. The wand buzzed on my clit. I arched off the table and could not get away from any of it.

"Four," she said. "Come for my fist."

I came screaming. Four ripped out of me in a long ugly wail. Slick gushed around her hand. She twisted inside me and I came again without a number, body betraying the count.

"That is five," she said. "Sloppy girl. Say five."

"Five, five, thank you, "

She worked her hand out. My asshole stayed open a second before it tried to close. She shoved the plug back in to keep me stretched and taped the diaper over my ruined cunt like a lid on a mess.

"Sit up. Suck the cock clean."

I sucked. Salt and my own taste. She held the back of my head and face-fucked me until I gagged tears down my cheeks. When she was done she clipped the pacifier back between my lips and wiped my face with the hem of her shirt.

"Storm day two," she said. "You will spend it in the crib with the wand on low between your legs. Every time you wet, I add an hour. Every time you come without permission, I add two."

"Permission?"

"You ask before you come now. Out loud. In the monitor. Like the desperate little thing you are."

She carried me to the crib like I weighed nothing. Bound my wrists again. Tucked the wand into the diaper lining with the head pressed to my clit. Low buzz. Constant. Maddening.

"Drink another bottle by noon," she said. "The road will still be closed when you finish. Ask yourself what you are saving dryness for."

She left. The monitor light blinked. Wind ate the house.

I lasted an hour before the pressure built again. The wand made it worse. Every time I clenched my thighs the crinkle sang and the vibration jumped. I pulled the pacifier out with my teeth.

"Della, I need, "

"Need what?"

"To pee, "

"You need to ask properly."

"I need to wet my diaper." My face burned. "Please let me wet my diaper."

"Let you?" A pause. Static. "Your bladder is not yours to spend. Tell me who owns the piss."

"You do."

"Say my name."

"You own my piss, Della."

"Then flood. On my count. Three. Two. One."

I let go on one. The release was so intense I came on the wand at the same time, hips jerking against the crib mattress.

"Did I give you permission to come?"

"No, "

"Two hours added. Ask."

"Please, please may I come, I'm sorry, I came in my wet diaper, please, "

"Permission denied. Suffer."

I suffered. The wand did not stop. The wet diaper grew cold at the edges and warm at the center. I bit the pacifier and rode the buzz until my cunt dripped again without another orgasm, denied and swollen.

By storm day three the snow had buried the porch steps. Della brought meals to the crib. She changed me on the mattress with my legs in the air like an inspection, nose close to the tapes, checking the smell, the weight, the color of the wetness map on the inside lining.

"Open," she said during one change, two fingers sliding into my mouth. "Taste."

She had me lick the inside of a freshly removed diaper where my piss had pooled. Bitter. Warm still. Humiliation coated my tongue worse than the milk ever had.

"That is what you are making in my house," she said. "Every day until the thaw. And the thaw will not save you. The road will open and you will still be on my chart. Do you hear me?"

I nodded, fingers still in my mouth.

"Use words."

"I hear you."

She replaced the fingers in my mouth with the silicone cock. "Suck. I'm going to fuck your ass until you thank me for the storm."

She untaped me, rolled me to my stomach, lubed my asshole around the plug, and replaced the plug with her strap-on cock. No gentleness. She pinned my shoulders to the mattress and drove into my ass in one long stroke while the monitor recorded audio because she said she wanted to hear the storm and me at once.

"Count," she said into my ear.

"One, " Ass stuffed full. Cock in my throat from the angle of the pillow under my hips. "One, "

"Louder. The ranch hand isn't here. You still perform for me."

"One, fuck my ass, one, "

She reached under and ground the wand into my clit. "Two. Come from your asshole."

I came on two, ass clamping her cock, voice muffled in the mattress. She did not slow. Anal pounding turned wet with lube and sweat. My holes were loose and used and still hungry.

"Three, please, three, "

"Thank me for closing the road."

"Thank you, thank you for burying the road, thank you for, for keeping me, "

"Keeping you what?"

"A diapered slut who cums when you open her ass."

The sentence left my mouth before I could swallow it. She gripped my hair and pulled my head back so my throat arched.

"Four. Take it in your ass and say it again."

I took four. I said it again. Broken. Sobbing. True.

When she finished she left me plugged, diapered, and leaking from both holes into fresh diaper. She sat on the edge of the crib and read the weather band on her handheld radio while I shook through aftershocks.

"Two more weeks minimum," she said. "Maybe six. The access road is under eight feet in the cut. No truck. No exit. No private spring."

I stared at the chart on the wall. The pencil on its string. Her tallies multiplying.

"Get used to the sound of that," she said, nodding at the monitor where my breathing still hiccupped. "Get used to the taste in your mouth and the squelch between your legs. The thaw is not coming for you. The thaw is what you gave up when you stopped pretending this was temporary."

She stood. Boots on the floor. Authority in every inch.

"We are only just beginning," she said again, and left me in the crib with the wand humming low and my next bottle waiting on the rail where I could see it and could not refuse it.

I pulled the pacifier out and whispered to the empty room, to the snow, to the chart, to the part of me that still tried to count.

"One more swallow," I said, and reached for the bottle.


Chapter 6: The Second Column

The boot-room floor bit through my knees. Cold seeped up my thighs under the thick pink diaper, the sagging bulk between them heavy with last night's piss and this morning's leak I couldn't hold back during chores. Della had sent me down here on my hands and knees with a flashlight and one order: find the winter gear crate and bring up every chart box marked with a red stamp.

My fingers dug under a warped floorboard. Cardboard split. Ledgers spilled out, yellowed pages tied with butcher string, names I didn't know and dates going back fifteen winters. I stacked them against my chest. The top one slid. Paper fanned across wet concrete.

A column ran down the right margin in Della's tight script. Not wet tallies. Not dry days. RESISTANCE.

My stomach dropped.

I flipped pages. Every winter had the same split. Left side: accidents, changes, checks. Right side: resistance. Argued about toilet time. Held dry on purpose. Asked for big-girl clothes back. Refused the crib. Each mark a strike against completion.

At the bottom of every finished chart, one line in red ink: COMPLETE. The women whose names I didn't know had stopped deciding. Their resistance columns went blank for the final week. Then the stamp.

Mine was still running. My left column full of shame I thought I was losing. My right column bleeding marks from every morning I clenched my jaw and held my bladder until my eyes watered, every afternoon I lied and said I'd stayed dry, every night I fought the crib and lost and woke up soaked anyway.

I had been winning the wrong war.

The contract was folded inside the ledger cover. Clause fourteen, the one she'd told me to skip. Winter post completes when the subject surrenders autonomous elimination schedule and accepts caregiver authority without negotiation. Compensation releases upon completion stamp. Early termination forfeits all wages and triggers penalty clause nine.

Penalty clause nine: triple the original debt.

I came here to erase a number. Every dry day I fought for added another resistance tally and pushed my freedom further away. The chart wasn't measuring my failures. It was measuring how hard I still thought I was a person who got to choose.

Boot-room door hinges screamed.

"Found something?"

Della's voice. I tried to shove the ledger under the stack. Her boot toe pinned my wrist to the concrete.

"Read it out loud, June."

My mouth went dry. "Clause fourteen. Completion when I stop… deciding."

"Keep going."

"Surrender autonomous elimination. Accept authority without negotiation."

She crouched. Her fingers traced the resistance column on my current chart, still clipped to the top of the stack. "Twelve marks this week alone. You held dry Tuesday six hours past your scheduled release. That cost you two days." She tapped the blank COMPLETE box at the bottom. "This is what you've been running from. Not the wetting. The letting go."

Footsteps on the porch boards above us. A second set. Heavier. Male.

"Road's still dead," a man said through the open door at the top of the stairs. "Plow crew radioed. Maybe March."

March. I'd been counting weeks to February thaw.

"Bring him down," Della said.

I tried to stand. Her hand fisted my hair and drove my face back toward the spilled charts. "You stay on your knees. You belong in this room now."

Boots on the stairs. The man from the supply run last month, the one who'd stared at my diaper bulge under the borrowed ranch coat and said nothing. Cole. Della's brother. He filled the doorway with snow on his shoulders and a clipboard of his own.

"That's her?" he asked, like I was a broken fence post.

"June," Della said. "Show him the chart."

"No."

Her knee pressed between my shoulder blades. My tits mashed into cold concrete. The soaked diaper squelched under my weight, warm piss squeezing back against my cunt. Shame burned my face and my clit throbbed at the same time. Wrong. All of it wrong and my body didn't care.

"Show him," Della said again, "or I add three resistance marks before lunch."

I turned the ledger with shaking hands. Cole leaned in. His breath smelled like coffee and diesel.

"Left's accidents," Della told him. "Right's fight. She's been fighting like hell. That's why she's still here."

Cole whistled low. "Girl's got spine."

"Had," Della said. "Boot room's where spine goes to die. Isn't that right, June?"

I couldn't answer. My bladder cramped. I'd been holding since she sent me down here. Pride. Stupid pride. Another resistance mark if I asked. Another day if I ran for the toilet she locked after breakfast.

Warmth spread anyway. I gasped. Piss flooded the already wet diaper, fresh heat blooming through the sagging core, darkening the pink plastic tape at my hips. The smell rose sharp and ammonia-sweet between my thighs. Cole's eyes dropped to the spreading stain.

"Christ. She just went."

"She does that when she's cornered," Della said, calm as weather. "Check her."

Cole hesitated. Della lifted her chin. He knelt. Big hands hooked the diaper waistband and yanked it down enough to expose me. Cool air hit my slick cunt. Piss dripped from the matted hair between my legs onto the concrete. He pressed two fingers into the soaked inner lining and held them up, glistening.

"Soaked through," he said.

"Grade it," Della said.

"Full flood. No control."

The words hit like a slap. My pussy clenched empty. I hated him watching. I hated how wet I was getting from him watching.

Della pulled a thick white diaper from the gear crate and tossed it on my back like a saddle blanket. "Change her here. I want Cole to see how a resistance mark gets earned."

"I can change myself."

"That's three marks. Arguing. Self-handling. Mouth." She dropped a pacifier on a chain next to my cheek. The rubber nipple gleamed. "Suck or I gag you for the rest of the morning."

I took the pacifier between my teeth. The chain clinked when she clipped it to my collar. Cole's hands returned, rougher than Della's, lifting my hips, stripping the ruined pink diaper away. The cold air burned my soaked skin. He wiped me with a rough shop towel. Diesel and bleach. My clit pulsed when the fabric dragged over it.

"Spread," Della said.

I opened my thighs on the concrete. Cole spread the clean diaper flat beneath me. Powder dusted my ass and cunt, white film sticking to the slick folds. The smell of baby powder mixed with my piss and made my head swim.

"Tell him what you are," Della said.

The pacifier muffled me. I spat it out. "A… a girl who wets."

"Diaper slut," Della corrected. "Say it."

"I'm a diaper slut." My voice cracked. Cole's fingers pressed the front panel up between my legs, the thick diaper wedging my labia apart.

"Again."

"I'm a diaper slut who can't hold her piss."

"Good. Tape her. Tight."

Cole pulled the tabs. The diaper crinkled loud in the small room, a thick white bulge forcing my thighs wide. He patted the front. Once. Twice. Testing. Humiliation and heat pooled together low in my belly.

Della unclipped a canvas bag from the gear crate. "Since Cole's here for the quarterly inspection, we do the full compliance review. June, ass up. Hands on the lowest step."

I crawled to the wooden stairs. Three steps. I bent over the bottom one. The fresh diaper strained across my ass. Della spread my cheeks through the plastic. Cole watched from behind his clipboard.

"Resistance count?"

"Twelve this week," Della said. "Accident count eight. Completion estimate: never, at this rate."

"Recommendations?"

"Daily release schedule enforced with plug. No unsupervised bladder. Witnessed changes until resistance drops below three per week." She lubed a black silicone plug from the bag, thick as my wrist at the base. "And anal training. Fight lives in her ass. She clenches everything when she thinks she still owns her body."

The plug pressed my hole. I whimpered. Cole wrote something down.

"She's watching me write," Cole said.

"Let her watch. Shame's a tool." Della pushed. My ring burned, stretched, swallowed the plug inch by inch until my asshole gripped the narrow neck and the base seated flush against the diaper plastic. "Count for him, June. How many inches?"

"Four… five… oh fuck, six…"

"Language. How many inches, diaper slut?"

"Six inches in my ass, sir."

Sir. I'd never called him that. The word made my cunt leak into the clean diaper.

Della clicked a remote. The plug buzzed. Low. Constant. My knees buckled.

"Stay up. Cole, hold the wand."

Cole took the pink wand from Della's bag. He'd done this before. He knew where to put it. He didn't ask permission. He pressed the round head to my diaper over my clit and turned it on high.

I screamed into the stair wood. Vibration ripped through the thick diaper into my swollen clit. The plug buzzed in my ass. Two frequencies. My vision blurred.

"First orgasm's on the chart," Della said. "Cole tallies. Don't let her hide her face."

"One," Cole said, pen scratching. "She's shaking."

I came hard. Hips jerking. Piss surged into the diaper again, fresh warmth flooding around the plug, the obscene squelch loud enough that Cole glanced up from the clipboard. Cum wasn't the right word. I gushed. Thin slick heat from my cunt soaking the inner lining while my ass clamped and released around the vibrating plug.

"Thank him," Della said.

"Thank you… thank you for watching me cum in my diaper."

"Again. Mean it."

"Thank you for watching this diaper slut piss while she comes."

Cole's pen scratched. "Noted."

Della turned the plug up another notch. The wand never moved. "Two before she catches her breath."

I begged. I didn't want to beg. The words spilled anyway. "Please, please, too much, I'll add marks, I'll stop fighting, please, "

"Wrong answer. Beg for the orgasm."

"Please make me come again. Please use the wand on this slut's clit. Please let me flood my diaper for you."

"That's two," Cole said. My second climax ripped through me longer than the first. Toes curled. Jaw locked. Drool ran from my open mouth onto the stair. The diaper sagged heavier, warm piss and cunt slick turning the white plastic darker at the crotch.

Della pulled the wand away. The plug kept buzzing. "Turn over. On your back. Cole, straddle her chest. I want her mouth busy while we discuss clause fourteen."

Cole's weight settled on my ribs. His belt buckle cold against my sternum. He unzipped. His cock was thick, half-hard, smelling like sweat and denim. Della worked the plug in my ass, twisting it, fucking me with it while Cole fed his dick past my lips.

"Read clause fourteen while you choke," Della said.

I gagged on cock. Saliva ran down my cheeks. Della held the contract in front of my face. I read between thrusts, voice broken around the shaft.

"Winter post… completes… when subject surrenders… autonomous elimination…"

Cole pushed deeper. Tears leaked. "Keep reading."

"Accepts caregiver authority… without negotiation."

"And the resistance column?"

"Tracks… fight. Dry days… count against… completion."

Della yanked the plug out. My asshole gaped, pink and wet. She replaced it with three fingers, then four, scissoring me open while Cole fucked my mouth.

"Every dry morning you earned another week. You understand?"

I moaned around cock. Yes. I understood. I'd been paying to stay.

"Three," Cole counted. I hadn't even known the third one started. My body convulsed. Ass clamping on Della's fingers. Diaper flooded again. Piss ran down the crease of my ass and pooled under my hips on the concrete.

Della added a fifth finger. Burn. Stretch. My ring screamed. "You want completion, June? You want the road and the money and the door?"

I nodded, cock still in my throat.

"Then stop deciding. Starting now. Piss when I say. Come when I say. Take what I put in your holes without counting the cost."

She pushed her whole hand into my ass.

I shattered. Fourth orgasm. Ass stuffed full, fist deep, knuckles past the ring. Cole pulled out and cum striped my face, hot across my lips and cheek. I licked without being told. Salt and shame.

"Four," Cole said. His voice had gone rough. "Jesus."

Della didn't pull out. She worked her fist slow, opening and closing inside me, the wet sound obscene in the boot room. "Cole's going to witness your schedule change. No more holding. Release windows every two hours. Miss one and you wear the machine tonight."

"The machine?" Cole asked.

"Milking bench. Vibrator on her clit, dildo in her cunt, plug in her ass. Runs until she stops clenching. Sometimes till morning."

My cunt spasmed. Fifth orgasm rolled through me from nowhere, brutal, oversensitive, the diaper a sodden weight grinding against my raw clit when I bucked.

"Five," Cole said. "She's done."

"I'm not done," Della said. "She doesn't get to be done until she asks for the fist again."

Cole climbed off my chest. He stood over me, cock still out, wiping himself with a rag. Della's fist withdrew with a wet pop. My asshole stayed open. Air kissed the gape. I couldn't close.

"Ask," Della said.

"Please… fist my ass again. Please stretch this diaper slut's hole while Cole watches."

"Why?"

"Because I stopped deciding. Because resistance costs me March. Because I belong in this room."

Della's fist pushed back in. Slower this time. My whole body arched. Sixth orgasm built from my ass outward, a long cruel swell. Cole crouched with the clipboard.

"Sign here," he said, pointing at a line under my chart. "Witness log. Schedule surrender."

Della held the pencil on its string while her fist worked me. "Sign with your left hand. Right hand stays on your diaper. Rub yourself through it. Show him you know what you are."

I signed June in shaking letters. Left hand cramped. Right hand ground the soaked diaper against my clit, plastic slick with piss, diaper mushy and warm. The fist in my ass twisted. I came screaming. Sixth. Maybe seventh. I lost count. Cole wrote numbers I couldn't read.

"Completion projection," he said, "if she drops resistance to zero by end of week: stamp available when plow clears."

"When plow clears," Della repeated, "not before. She doesn't run for the truck until I stamp it. And she doesn't get stamped until she stops fighting in every column."

She pulled out. My ass gaped wide. Plug back in, bigger this time, black and flared. I sobbed into the concrete.

"Boot room's hers now," Della told Cole. "Changes happen down here. Meals on the tray through the door slot. She sleeps on the mat unless she earns the crib."

"That's harsh," Cole said.

"That's clause fourteen."

Cole zipped up. Boots on the stairs. Door at the top banged shut. Snow light cut a rectangle on the floor and then vanished.

Della crouched in front of me. She unhooked the pacifier chain and pushed the rubber into my mouth. I sucked, hollow and automatic.

"Second column's been there every winter, June. You just never looked."

She lifted my chin. Cum and tears and drool on my face. Diaper wrecked. Ass plugged. Chart signed.

"Tomorrow Cole comes back with the machine if you add one resistance mark. Tonight you sleep down here on the wet spot you made. Every two hours I unlock the door and you piss on command. You don't hold. You don't ask for the toilet. You don't count dry as winning."

She stood. Boots toward the stairs.

"How do I win?" I asked around the pacifier.

She paused on the first step. "You already know. You stop trying to."

The lock clicked above me. The boot room went dark except for the ledger open on the floor, my name in the left column, RESISTANCE still bleeding red marks into the right, and the empty COMPLETE box waiting at the bottom like a mouth.

I pressed my hand to the sodden diaper. Piss and slick and powder. Weight and scent and the plug shifting when I breathed. Cole's pen strokes in the witness log. March if I behaved. Stamp if I surrendered. Truck if I stopped deciding.

My bladder cramped again. Two hours wasn't up. I clenched anyway, habit, spine, the last mark I knew how to earn.

Then I let go.

Warm flood spread through the wrecked diaper. I didn't fight it. I added nothing to the resistance column in my head. I lay in the dark and pissed myself on purpose for the first time since I'd arrived, and my cunt pulsed like it had been waiting for permission.

Upstairs, Della's footsteps crossed the floor. The crib springs creaked without me.

I had the chart. I had the clause. I had the plug and the pacifier and the boot-room mat.

Tomorrow the machine if I slipped.

Tonight I practiced not slipping, leak by leak, breath by breath, while the second column stared up at me from the open ledger and the first column finally started to mean what she'd said all along.


Chapter 7: Asking To Be Changed

Checking prior chapters for voice and continuity before writing Chapter 7. The pencil had no string anymore. It sat in my palm, warm from my grip, and the paper under it was mine to mark if I chose to.

I stood at the crib rail with my thighs pressed together in the thick white diaper Della had taped on me after breakfast. The ledger from the boot-room was propped against the slats. Two columns. One for wet marks. One for resistance. I had spent six weeks filling the wrong one with pride.

My cunt throbbed at the thought. Shame crawled up my neck and my nipples hardened against the thin cotton shirt Della made me wear. I was twenty-eight. I had run a crew. I had signed a contract for money I needed and pride I did not admit I was selling.

Now I held the instrument that had owned my winter.

I dragged the graphite across today's date in the wet column. One clean stroke. My hand shook. The crinkle of my diaper when I shifted sounded loud as a door slam in the quiet nursery.

Della's boots came down the hall. Steady. Unhurried. She owned every sound in this house.

She stopped in the doorway. Gray eyes. Apron over jeans. Hair pinned back like she had been chopping wood and checking a grown woman's soaked crotch in the same hour.

"Writing your own tally."

"Yes."

"Without asking."

I lifted my chin. My pulse hammered in my clit. "You cut the string. You put the pencil in my hand."

"I put it there to see what you'd do with it."

She crossed the room. Her hand found the tape at my hip and pressed. Firm. Testing. The bulk between my legs squished, warm and heavy from the dry hours since my last change. My breath caught.

"Still dry," she said. "And you marked wet."

"I know what the chart measures now."

"Say it."

My mouth went dry. "Resistance. Every day I held it was another day I failed the post."

"And wetting?"

"Is what you wanted. What completes it."

Her thumb hooked under the elastic at my thigh and snapped it once. The sting made me jerk. My cunt leaked into the dry diaper. I hated how fast my body answered her.

"So why lie on paper?"

I swallowed. The pencil dug into my palm. "Because I'm done racing the wrong line."

Della's gaze dropped to my diaper. The tent in the front of her jeans was already there. She never hid what my humiliation did to her. That was new since last night. Since I stopped fighting the chart and started reading it.

"Prove it," she said.

The words hung between us. My bladder was full from the coffee she had fed me in the high chair. Three cups. Measured. Timed. The old June would have clamped down until her teeth ached.

I spread my feet on the nursery floor. Wide. Obscene in the crinkling bulk. I closed my eyes and let go.

Heat bloomed against my cunt. Fast. Spreading. The diaper sagged and grew heavy between my thighs. Piss soaked the core and wicked warmth crawled up the diaper until the whole mess pressed hot and wet against my skin. I moaned. My knees buckled.

Della caught my elbow.

"Look at me when you piss yourself."

I opened my eyes. Her face was calm. Her pupils were blown wide.

"I'm wet," I whispered.

"Louder."

"I wet my diaper. On purpose."

"Why?"

"Because I want to finish the post. Because I want you to change me. Because holding dry was keeping me here and I can't afford another month of this ranch eating me alive."

My voice cracked on the last word. My cunt clenched around nothing. Juice slicked into the soaked diaper mixed with the warmth I had just let go.

Della's hand slid between my legs and squeezed the swollen bulk. Squelch. The sound shot straight up my spine. I gasped.

"Ask for what comes next."

My face burned. "Change me."

"That's a statement."

"Please change my diaper, Della."

"Please what?"

"Please change my wet diaper. I'm soaked. I did it for you. I did it for the chart."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The pencil was still in my fist. I could have thrown it. Could have walked to the truck if the road weren't buried under six feet of snow and my contract weren't a noose around my broke bank account.

Instead I sank to my knees on the nursery rug. The wet diaper spread under me, cold at the edges, scalding at the center. I held the pencil up like an offering.

"Please. I'm a wet little slut in a soaked diaper and I need you to strip it off and see how filthy I am. Please change me. Please touch me. Please let me come while you do it. I'll write every mark myself. I'll stop fighting. Just please don't leave me sitting in my own piss like punishment."

Della took the pencil from my hand. She set it on the crib rail.

"On the changing table. Ass up."

I climbed onto the padded vinyl. The surface was cold through the thin shirt. I got on all fours and heard the diaper crinkle with every breath. My asshole clenched when her fingers hooked the tapes.

She peeled the wet thing down slow. Cool air hit my soaked skin. Piss smell rose between us. My cunt dripped down my thighs.

"Spread."

I reached back and pulled my cheeks apart. Exposure burned worse than the cold. Her gloved finger traced my asshole, then my slit. One dip into my hole. I moaned into the table.

"Greedy cunt. You pissed on command and you're still dripping."

"Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I'm dripping. Yes, I'm your dirty diaper slut."

She lubed a plug from the drawer. Black silicone. Thick at the base. She pressed it to my asshole and twisted until the burn opened me and it seated with a pop that made my whole body shake.

"Stay."

She left me there. Plugged. Bare from the waist down except the shirt rucked at my hips. Wet diaper balled on the floor. The door clicked.

My cunt pulsed. Empty. Throbbing. I counted seconds. Thirty. Sixty. Ninety. The plug stretched my asshole every time I breathed. Juice ran down to my clit and pooled on the vinyl.

*This is the mercy she withdrew.* Not a slap. Not a shout. Just absence while my body screamed.

When she returned she carried the wand. Pink head. Cord trailing to the outlet. And a strap harness already buckled around her hips. Black cock jutting from it, glistening with lube.

"Face the wall."

I turned. Cheek against vinyl. Ass high. Plug base visible between my cheeks.

"Beg again."

"Please fuck me. Please let me come. My ass is open and my cunt is empty and I can't stand it."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please, Della. Please use your slut. I'm a piss-soaked whore who marks her own chart now. Please shove that cock in me and make me count how many times I come on your nursery table."

She didn't answer. The wand buzzed to life against my clit.

I screamed. My hips jerked. The plug in my ass held me open while the vibration hammered my clit through swollen flesh. Pleasure ripped up my belly. I was climbing before I could brace.

She pulled the wand away.

"No."

"Please, "

"Beg."

"Let me come. I'll write resistance zero every day. I'll wet when you tell me. I'll ask for every change. Just let me, "

The wand returned. Higher setting. My thighs shook. The nursery smelled like my cunt and the piss on the floor. Della's free hand shoved two fingers into my hole and curled hard.

"That's one if I allow it. You don't come until I say."

She fucked my cunt with her fingers while the wand pinned my clit. I sobbed. My asshole clenched around the plug. The stretch burned sweet and mean.

"Please. Please. I'm going to, "

She yanked the wand off. Fingers out. I hung there gaping and twitching, denied at the edge, spit dripping from my lip where I had bit it.

"You want mercy?"

"Yes."

"Then take it my way."

She pulled the plug. My asshole gaped. Cool air kissed the rim. Then the head of her strap cock pressed against it.

"No warm-up. You asked."

"Della, "

"Shut up and push back."

I pushed. The burn split me open. Inch by inch the silicone cock sank into my ass while my cunt leaked untouched below. I wailed. My nails scraped vinyl.

"Breathe."

I breathed. She bottomed out. Her hips flush to my ass. Full in my guts.

"Count your orgasms out loud. Miss one and we start over."

She pulled back and slammed in. The slap echoed off the nursery walls. My prostate had no name on my body but something deep in me detonated. The wand returned to my clit.

"One, oh fuck, one, "

"Cum for me. Now."

I came. Hard. Cunt gushing down my thighs while her cock pistoned my asshole. Spasms ripped through me so violent my vision whited. I choked on my own cry. She didn't stop.

"Two. You owe me two."

"I'm, I can't, "

"You can." She drove harder. Anal stretch fire and clit vibration fused into one brutal line. "You're a three-hole toy and you're going to thank me for each one."

The second orgasm tore out meaner than the first. My asshole clamped on her cock and she groaned behind me. Real. Raw. Her hand in my hair yanked my head back.

"Again."

"Della please it's too much, "

"Beg, and I might let you stop."

The cruelty flipped something in my chest. I pushed back into her thrusts. Met every slam. My voice broke.

"Don't stop. Ruin my ass. I'm your filthy little diaper baby. Three. That's three. Please give me four. Please wreck me."

She reached around and shoved three fingers into my cunt alongside the pounding in my ass. Stuffed full. Used. The squelch was obscene.

"Four."

I came screaming her name. My whole body convulsed. Cum and slick poured out around her fingers.

She slowed. Didn't stop. The wand dropped to low buzz on my oversensitive clit. I whined.

"One more. Hold it."

"I can't hold, "

"You will."

She fucked my ass slow now. Deep rolls of her hips that ground the cock against places inside me that made my toes curl. Edged. Dragged. My fifth orgasm built like a fist closing.

"Say what you are."

"A diaper slut. A chart girl. Yours."

"Say what you want."

"To stay wet. To be changed. To come until I can't talk."

"And the pencil?"

"In my pocket. My marks. My surrender."

"Come."

Five ripped through me silent at first, then a broken animal sound. My asshole fluttered around her cock. My cunt squirted on her wrist. I collapsed flat on the table. Twitching.

Della pulled out slow. My gaping asshole leaked lube down my crack. She stripped the harness and tossed it aside. Then she cleaned me with warm cloths. Thorough. Clinical. Her touch gentled on my raw skin.

"Turn over."

I rolled onto my back. Legs dangling. Cunt swollen. Asshole still open when I breathed.

She lifted a fresh diaper from the stack. Thick white. Crinkling as she unfolded it.

"Ask."

"Change me. Please."

She slid it under my hips and taped me snug. Dry. Clean. The contrast with the soaked one on the floor made my cunt twitch again.

"Up. Chart."

I stood on shaky legs. She handed me the pencil from the rail.

"Resistance column. Today."

I wrote the number. Zero. My handwriting. Steady enough.

"Wet column."

I marked it. One stroke. The same as the piss I had chosen.

Della's hand cupped my jaw. Thumb on my lip.

"You handed it over."

"I did."

"Different than having it taken."

"Yes."

Her mouth found mine. Kiss deep and hungry. Mutual. Not caregiver and charge for one breath. Two women with snow locked around us and a contract that only ended when I stopped deciding.

She broke the kiss first. Always did. Control intact even when she was shaking.

"Kitchen. Warm milk. Then crib time."

"I thought, "

"Beg, and I might let you skip nap."

Heat flared in my dry diaper. I was already reaching for the pencil to put in my pocket when I heard the truck engine outside.

Not close. Far down the ridge. Plow blade scraping. Road opening.

Della went still at the window. I stood in my fresh diaper with the pencil in my hand and the chart showing today's surrender in my own script, while the sound of freedom cut through the snow toward us.


Chapter 8: He Takes The Pencil

The nursery stove had gone cold enough that my breath showed in the crib corner. Della stood at the iron door with the poker, letting the last orange die instead of feeding it. The room dropped degree by degree. My thighs stuck to the plastic sheet under the crib rail. The diaper between them had been wet for hours. He had checked it at noon and walked away without opening the tapes.

"You left it," I said. My voice came out thin in the chill.

"I heard you ask for the change last night like you earned it." He shut the stove. Metal clicked. "You don't earn anything by choosing when."

The wet bulk sagged heavy and warm against my cunt while the air above my nipples turned sharp. That was the correction. Not a slap. Not a locked door. Cold room, hot diaper, and his hands staying off the chart string.

I had put three marks on the accident chart myself this week. Small pencil strokes in my own slant. Dry days I had fought for. Wet ones I had picked. Each mark had felt like keeping a piece of me the contract tried to swallow.

Della crossed to the crib. Boots on plank floor. Each step a crack in the quiet ranch, snow piled against the windows, road still dead, truck still buried, my debt still the only reason I had a roof.

He hooked the pencil off its nail by the chart without looking at me.

"Give it back."

"No."

My pulse jumped. Wrong word. Too clean. Too much like the woman who used to run her own schedule.

"That stays with me now." He wound the string around his fist until the pencil dangled from his knuckles like a key. "You don't touch the tallies. You don't ask for changes on your clock. You don't wet because you decided to. You wet because your bladder belongs to me and the chart records what I say it records."

"You let me write them."

"I let you think you were writing them." His thumb rubbed the worn eraser. "Every stroke you made was a decision. Every dry morning you forced was resistance dressed up as obedience. The winter post doesn't complete when you're good. It completes when you stop deciding at all."

The words landed where last night's chosen surrender had still been warm. I had wet on purpose. I had asked for the change. I had taken the pleasure. I had picked up the pencil.

He was taking the one thing I would not hand over.

"Get up."

I gripped the crib rail. The wet diaper crinkled when I moved, loud in the cold air. Pee had cooled in the core but the outer plastic held heat against my skin like a hand that wouldn't let go.

"June."

I swung my legs over the side. The thick pink diaper bulged obscene between my thighs, tape tabs visible under the open sleep shirt. Adult body. Adult shame. My clit throbbed against the soaked diaper anyway.

Della pointed at the chart. Two columns I had never read right. The left one I knew. Accidents. Wet. Dry. Checks. The right one was tighter marks, small ticks I had called smudges.

"Resistance," he said. "Every day you held it. Every time you chose the wetting. Every mark you made yourself. I counted all of it."

My mouth went dry.

"That's why you're still here."

"I was trying to finish."

"You were trying to win." He tucked the pencil into his shirt pocket. "Winning is failure. The post completes when you stop being the author."

I lunged for his pocket.

His forearm caught my chest and drove me back onto the crib mattress. Springs squealed. The wet diaper squelched under my ass, piss-warm gel shifting, smell rising sharp between my legs, ammonia and my own heat mixed together.

"Defiance gets logged too."

He pulled the remote from his belt. The plug in my ass had been there since before dawn, black silicone, thick, buried while I slept in my own flood. He pressed the button. The buzz hit my guts and my clit at once, a cruel inside-out pulse.

"Ah, fuck, "

"Count your resistance for me. Out loud."

"No."

He turned it up. My hole clenched around the plug. The vibration rattled my teeth. The cold air on my nipples made them ache while the diaper warmed my cunt like a punishment I had asked for.

"One," he said. "You fought the change. Two. You took the pencil. Three. You're fighting now."

I bit my lip until copper taste spread.

He yanked the sleep shirt over my head and tossed it on the floor. My tits bounced free, nipples hard from cold. He clipped the vibrating clamps on before I could cover myself. The bite was instant, white-hot, synced to the plug's pulse. I arched off the mattress. The diaper crinkled, sagging wet weight grinding my swollen clit through the ruined diaper.

"Please, "

"Please what."

"Please change me."

"Wrong answer." He dialed the plug higher. "You don't ask for what you want. You take what you're given."

He stripped the tapes. The sound was obscene in the quiet nursery, loud peel of adhesive, release of heat, wet diaper folding open, my pussy bare and slick, lips shiny, smell of piss on my thighs and arousal dripping separate from the accident.

"Look at you." He held the heavy diaper up. Gel sloshed. "You soaked this because you chose surrender like it was a trick. Like you could keep the pen and give me the rest."

"It's not a trick."

"Then prove it." He dropped the diaper on my chest. Warm wet plastic and sodden core pressed my tits, reeking, filthy, weight pinning me. "Don't move."

He left me there and walked to the stove. I heard the poker again. Fire fed. Heat began to creep back, slow, uneven, while the ruined diaper cooled on my skin and the clamps bit and the plug buzzed in my ass.

Minutes. My cunt leaked down my ass crack onto the sheet. I couldn't close my legs with the plug and the spreader bar he snapped between my ankles while I wasn't watching.

"You're dripping on my plastic," he said from the doorway. "Not in your diaper. On the sheet. Like a bitch in heat who forgot what she's for."

"Della, "

"Open."

He had the wand in one hand, Hitachi, cord dragging across the floor. He didn't touch my clit. He pressed the head to the outer swell of the plug through my ass cheeks. The vibration traveled straight into my cunt from behind.

"Oh god, "

"Not a prayer. A number. How many times did you mark the chart this week."

"Seven."

"How many were yours."

"All of them."

"Wrong." The wand pressed harder. My asshole burned around the plug. "How many were yours."

"Three."

"Thank you." He dragged the wand down and slammed it against my clit. No warning. Full speed.

I screamed. Hips jerked against the spreader bar. The first orgasm ripped through me stupid and fast, cunt spasming, juice spraying the sheet, ass clenching the plug, clamps tugging my nipples raw.

"That's one," he said. "You don't get to stop because you came."

He flipped me onto my stomach. Cold sheet on my tits for one breath, then his weight on my back. The plug remote clicked up again. His cock, hard and thick, pressed against my asshole beside the plug.

"You don't decide when you empty. You don't decide when you get cleaned. You don't decide what gets written." He spit on my hole. "Say it."

"I don't decide."

"Louder."

"I don't decide!"

He pulled the plug out slow. My ass gaped and clenched empty. The stretch burned sweet. Then his cock pushed in, one brutal inch after another, splitting me open around silicone girth that was nothing compared to him.

"Fuck, too much, "

"Take it." He bottomed out. My face mashed the sheet. Wet diaper smell still on my skin. "You're a hole that stopped owning its own piss. Act like it."

He fucked my ass hard. No warm-up rhythm. Pounding that slapped skin and made the crib rail rattle. Each thrust punched air out of me. The wand found my clit again under my hips. Double assault. Ass stuffed, clit buzzed, clamps swinging under me, cold room warming now, sweat breaking on my neck.

"Beg for the next one."

"I can't, "

"You can." He gripped my hair. "Beg like the diaper slut you are. Name what you are."

"I'm a, a piss-soaked, "

"Complete the sentence."

"I'm a piss-soaked diaper whore who can't hold her bladder."

"Again."

"I'm a diaper whore who cums while she stinks."

He pulled out and shoved the plug back in on the next stroke, swapping so fast my ass didn't know what filled it. Then his cock in my cunt instead, soaked from the wand and my first cum, no mercy, stretching my walls, hitting deep while the plug stuffed my ass full.

"Two," he counted in my ear. "Say thank you."

"Thank you, fuck, thank you for using me, "

"You don't thank me for gifts." He pinched a clamp and twisted. Pain flared into my clit. "You thank me for taking your choices away."

"Thank you for taking my choices."

My second orgasm built slower, cruel, dragged. He fucked through it, didn't stop, railing my cunt while I sobbed into the sheet. Cum gushed around his cock, thighs slick, squelch obscene every thrust.

"Hold the third one."

"I can't hold, "

"You will." He pulled out of my cunt, slapped my ass, drove back into my asshole. "You don't release until I say."

The wand on my clit. His cock in my ass. The burn. The stretch. The shame of how bad I needed it. I had picked up the pencil. I had thought that made me larger. He was proving it made me smaller, and my body loved the proof.

"Please let me cum, "

"Tell me who owns the chart."

"You do."

"Tell me who owns your bladder."

"You do."

"Tell me who you are."

"Yours."

"Say the rest."

"Your diaper pet. Your wet little, oh fuck, "

"Count with me. Three."

He rammed deep and held. The wand crushed my clit. The orgasm tore out of me worse than the first two, violent, endless, vision white, asshole spasming on his cock, cunt dripping untouched, voice broken.

"Good girl." He didn't stop. "We're not done."

He pulled out, flipped me again, sat on the crib edge, and pulled me between his thighs by the hair. His cock shone with my ass and cunt, slick, angry red, veins thick.

"Suck."

I opened my mouth. He fed me deep, hand on the back of my skull, fucking my throat while the plug buzzed and the clamps swung against my chin. Gag, drool, spit running down my tits. The taste of me on him.

"Eyes on the chart."

The accident chart hung on the wall behind him. Pencil gone from its string. My marks in the left column. His ticks in the right. Resistance counted like sins I didn't know I was committing by trying to stay dry.

"Watch while you choke."

I gagged. Tears cut cold tracks down my cheeks. He pulled back enough for air, then stuffed me again.

"Fourth one on my cock. You swallow what you earn."

I moaned around him, humiliation and need fused, throat working, clit grinding air, ass full, tits marked. He held the wand to my nipple instead of my clit, wrong place, too much, building from the side.

"Come on my dick like the broken toy you are."

I came fourth with his cock down my throat, choking, convulsing, cunt clenching nothing, ass squeezing the plug, muffled scream vibrating against his shaft. He pulled out and cum striped my face, mouth, chin, hot salt mixing with spit and tears.

"Count it."

"Four."

"One more."

"No more, please, "

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged." He said it flat, not a threat, a fact. "Open your legs."

He laid me back on the crib, spreader bar still locked, diaper gone, sheet soaked under me. He pushed a dildo into my cunt, thick rubber, curved, while he worked his fingers into my ass beside the plug. One finger. Two. Three. Stretching burn.

"You're going to take my hand."

"No, "

"You are." He worked four fingers. My ass burned. "Every time you reach for authorship I fill a hole until you forget your name."

I shook my head. My cunt clenched the dildo. He twisted it and pressed the wand to my clit again, low speed, teasing, building the fifth while his knuckles breached my ass, fist forming, stretch so sharp I howled.

"Breathe."

I couldn't. I did. His fist seated slow, impossible fullness, ass stuffed past thought, dildo pumping my cunt, wand on my clit, clamps still biting, room warm now, sweat and piss smell and sex thick in the air.

"Who writes the chart."

"You."

"Who decides when you wet."

"You."

"Who am I."

"My, Daddy, caregiver, fuck, "

"Say you're not the author."

"I'm not the author."

The fifth orgasm broke me different. Longer. Deeper. Ass spasming around his fist, cunt gushing around the dildo, scream raw, body jerking in the spreader, mind blank except wet and full and owned.

He worked me through it. Didn't pull out until the last twitch died. Then slow withdrawal, ass gaping, cool air on slick skin, cum and slick dripping to the sheet.

Silence except my breathing and the stove's new crackle.

Della wiped his hand on a towel. Picked the pencil from his pocket. Hung it back on the chart nail, out of my reach, string short.

"Schedule changes at six. Wet check at eight, noon, four, eight. You don't ask. You don't hold. You don't mark." He tapped the right column. "Resistance stops when you stop reaching."

I lay destroyed on the crib, five orgasms behind me, holes aching, face streaked, tits clamped, ass empty and sore.

"I'll still, "

"You'll still what."

"Think."

"Think all you want." He pulled the clamps free. Blood rush made me gasp. "Thinking isn't deciding. You just learned the difference."

He held up a fresh diaper. Thick pink. Clean. Crinkling loud when he shook it open.

"This one goes on when I say. Not when you ask. Not when you choose surrender like a game." He stepped close. "You want authorship. Keep your thoughts. Keep your name. You don't get the pencil. You don't get the clock. You don't get dry unless I give it."

He lifted my hips. The plastic sheet stuck to my ass. He slid the fresh diaper under me anyway, tapes waiting, powder sharp in the warm air.

"Next week the road crew calls." He fastened the first tape. "Plow's moving. When the chart reads complete, I offer you the truck."

Second tape. Snug. Bulky. Clean against my ruined skin.

"You'll want to run."

He smoothed the front. The crinkle was loud as a door slam.

"Or you'll want to stay."

His hand pressed the clean diaper flat over my still-swollen clit. Pressure through diaper. Promise.

"But you won't decide that either. Not until you stop deciding everything." He kissed my forehead, clinical, cruel. "Rest. Six o'clock is mine."

He turned off the plug. Left it inside.

Walked out.

The nursery door shut. Boot steps faded down the hall. The stove ticked. My ass throbbed. My cunt pulsed empty. The chart hung on the wall with the pencil on his string, and my handwriting in the left column, small and useless, while the right column waited for me to stop fighting.

Outside, somewhere distant, an engine turned over. Not our truck. A plow. Metal on gravel under snow.

The road was waking up.

I pressed my thighs together against the clean diaper and listened to the sound of something coming to take me or set me free, and understood for the first time that whichever it was, he would be the one who wrote it down.


Chapter 9: Signed In Her Hand

Orange light crawled up the county road and turned the yard into something I could leave. The plow ground past the gate in a roar of chains and diesel. Snow threw off the blade in dirty arcs. The truck sat running by the porch, exhaust hanging in the cold, keys in the ignition where Della had left them when she went out to meet the driver.

I stood at the window in my thick white diaper, the tapes already pulled tight from the morning check. The crinkle when I shifted sounded too loud in the quiet house. My bladder pressed against the warm bulk between my legs. I had held since dawn on purpose. Old habit. Wrong finish line. I knew that now.

Della came back alone. Boots tracked slush across the boards. She shut the door and looked at me the way she had all winter, like my skin belonged on her inventory list.

"Road's open," she said. "Truck's yours. You can go the second that chart reads complete."

She hung her coat and pointed at the crib room. The wetting chart swung on its nail by the rail, pencil on a short string, the hidden column I'd found last week still folded under the edge where she'd stopped pretending I wouldn't look.

Complete meant I stopped deciding. Me signing my own surrender as hers to keep.

My cunt clenched around nothing. Shame hit first, then heat. I could run. I could beg. I could do what every trapped woman does when the door unlocks.

I walked to the crib room instead.

The chart smelled like pencil lead and old paper and the faint ammonia ghost of every tally she'd made me watch. Della followed. She didn't touch me yet. She waited by the door with her arms folded, giving me the yard and the truck and the county road in one gesture.

"Fill it in," she said. "Last week. Every dry morning you fought. Every wet night you earned. Sign the bottom. Then you're done here."

I took the pencil off the string.

The wood was worn where her thumb had rubbed it smooth. My hand shook. I wrote the numbers in my own cramped script. Monday: dry, resistance high. Tuesday: wet, two accidents counted against me until I learned the second column mattered more. Wednesday through Sunday stacked in ink that was mine, not hers.

Each stroke made my thighs sweat against the diaper plastic. The room tasted like dust and the peppermint on her breath when she stepped closer to read over my shoulder.

"Resistance column too," she said. "You know where."

I flipped the edge. My pulse hammered in my clit. I marked every day I'd clenched my teeth and held my piss until my eyes watered, every time I'd chosen the toilet she locked, every morning I'd tried to win a game rigged so winning kept me chained.

When I signed the bottom line, the letters came out larger than the tallies.

June. Complete.

The pencil suddenly weighed more than the truck keys.

Della took the chart from my hand and read it once. She nodded like a foreman signing off a job.

"Good," she said. "Now give me the rest."

I didn't understand until she crossed to the changing table and patted the pad.

"Diaper off. On your back. Legs up. You don't leave that chart unsigned and leave my house dry."

I had signed surrender. My body still had one last vote.

I laid down. The tapes hissed when she ripped them. Cool air hit my shaved cunt and the strip of skin above the diaper waistband where she'd marked me last month with her mouth. The used diaper came away heavy, warm at the center, the smell of my held piss and yesterday's leak rising sharp between us.

"Open," she said.

I opened my thighs. She pressed two fingers into my slit without preamble and crooked them up against my front wall. I gasped. Wet sounds squelched out of me, obscene in the crib room quiet.

"You held all morning to feel in charge," she said. "Say what you are now."

"A diaper slut," I heard myself say. The words tasted like copper and spit. "Your diaper slut."

She pulled her fingers out slick and wiped them on my inner thigh, leaving a shiny track.

"Again."

"Your piss-soaked little toy. I sign what you own."

She reached under the table and came up with the black plug I'd worn through dinner three nights ago, the one with the tail she liked to tug. Lubed it without asking. Pressed the tip to my asshole and worked it in slow while I panted through my teeth.

The stretch burned sweet. My hole clenched, then gave. The plug seated with a filthy little pop.

"Hold that while I decide if you're road-worthy or house-worthy."

She didn't let me up. She strapped my wrists to the table rails with the soft cuffs from the drawer, the ones that left marks in the shape of her patience. A wand buzzed to life in her other hand. She set it on my clit before I could brace.

The vibration smashed through me. I arched off the pad. The plug shifted in my ass and made me grunt.

"Count," she said.

"One," I choked out around the first crest. My cunt gushed down the crack of my ass and slicked the plug base. "One, I'm coming, I'm, "

She lifted the wand a fraction. Denial burned worse than the buzz.

"You don't come until the chart owns you out loud. Tell me what you signed."

"I signed that I'm yours." The words tore out of me. "I signed that holding was failure. I signed my bladder to you."

She pressed the wand flat again. My clit swelled under it, raw and blood-hot.

"Come. One."

I broke. Orgasm ripped my spine into a bow. I screamed into the rafters. Cunt juice splashed the pad under me, thin and sharp-smelling, mixed with the last drops leaking from my urethra where I'd almost lost the hold on the porch steps.

"Two," Della said, not moving the wand. "You owe two."

"No, please, too, "

"Two."

The second built on the twitching meat of the first. My asshole spasmed around the plug. Vision whited at the edges. I sobbed thank you through it because she'd trained the gratitude in as deep as the shame.

She killed the wand and left me shaking.

"Turn over."

She unbuckled one wrist, rolled me, rebuckled. My tits pressed into the paper pad, nipples catching on the disposable liner. She mounted the table behind me, knees bracketing my hips, and I heard the harness buckle.

The strap-on was thick, the silicone cock she kept in the drawer for when she didn't want to be gentle. She lined it up at my cunt and drove in one stroke to the hilt.

I screamed again. Full. Stuffed. The plug in my ass made the channel tighter, obscene pressure front and back.

"Every dry day on that chart was you fighting me," she said, pulling out and slamming back in. Skin slapped skin. "Every wet night was you learning. Which one kept you here longer?"

"You," I gasped. "Fighting kept me here."

"And now?"

"Now I stop fighting." The cock hit my cervix and sent sparks up my spine. "Now I sign and I soak and I do what you say."

She fucked me hard enough to rock the table. The crib rail knocked the wall in rhythm. My clit rubbed the pad on each thrust, swollen, abused. She reached under and yanked the plug halfway out, then shoved it back on a downstroke.

"Three," she said. "Beg for three in your ass while I use your cunt."

"Please fuck my ass, please, I need your cock in my hole, I'm your whore, three, give me three, "

She pulled out of my cunt with a wet schlick and pressed the strap-on to my asshole beside the plug. Not replacing it. Stretching around it.

"No."

"Please, Daddy, please stretch me, I'll say it, I'm a dirty ass slut, "

She removed the plug and replaced it with the cock in one brutal push.

I howled. The burn lit me up from ass to throat. Tears salted my lips. She didn't wait for me to adjust. She pounded my ass like she meant to leave a shape.

"Three," I counted when she allowed it, voice shredded. Cum I couldn't control leaked from my untouched cunt and puddled under my belly. My ass gaped and clenched around her strokes, helpless.

She pulled out, flipped me again, and shoved the plug back into my ass with her thumb while the wand returned to my clit.

"Four. Thank me for four."

"Thank you for ruining me. Thank you for keeping me. Thank you, "

"Four."

The orgasm lasted so long I lost words. Just animal noise and the smell of my own slick and sweat and the rubber tang of the strap-on she wiped across my mouth after, making me taste myself.

Della unbuckled me and lifted me like I weighed nothing. My legs wouldn't hold. She carried me to the crib and set me on the mattress with the rail locked up.

"You can go now," she said quietly. "Chart's complete. Keys are in the truck."

I looked at the chart on the nail. My signature at the bottom. My tallies in my hand. The pencil still in my fist because she'd let me keep it when she took the paper.

"I'm not going," I said.

She studied me. "Say why."

"Because I wrote it down." My voice steadied on the one thing I still had. "You wanted me to stop deciding. I decided once more. I stay."

For a long moment the only sound was the truck idling outside and the county plow turning around in the yard.

Della reached into the drawer built into the crib base. She came out with the marking kit I'd seen once and never had used on me: ink pot, fine brush, her steady hand.

"Permanent claiming," she said. "You sure?"

I held out my inner wrist.

She painted a small symbol there, three lines and a dot, the ranch brand she'd explained meant kept property, not guest. The ink smelled sharp, green-black, like crushed leaves and chemical binder. It cooled on my skin as she blew it dry.

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

"Yours." The taste of the word sat on my tongue with ink and cum and salt. "I'm yours, Della. Bladder, schedule, diaper, ass, cunt. Yours."

She dipped the brush again and marked me above my pubic bone, low enough to hide under a waistband, high enough that every diaper change would show it to her.

"Mine," she said again, slower.

"Yours." I spread my legs without being told. "Your kept little. Your signed chart. Your hole."

She smiled once, small and final.

"Good girl."

She lifted me under the arms and stood me on the rug. My ass throbbed around the plug still seated inside me. My cunt pulsed empty, overused. She opened a fresh thick pink diaper on the table, the adult kind that crinkled loud enough to humiliate a woman in an empty house, powder sweet and chalk-dry in the air.

"Bend over the rail."

I bent. She powdered me, the scent bursting up my nose, baby powder and clean skin about to be ruined again. She taped me into the pink bulk, tight between my thighs, the crinkle obscene when I tried to stand straight.

Then she took the remote from her pocket.

The plug in my ass buzzed to life.

I moaned. My knees buckled. She caught my hips and walked me to the porch door, opened it, and let the cold rush in over my bare tits and the pink diaper flashing under the hem of my shirt.

The truck sat three steps away. Running. Open road beyond the gate.

"Walk to it if you want," she said. "Or stay on my porch and come five more times while you watch it idle."

The plug pulsed. The wand was in her hand again, already humming.

I stayed on the porch.

"Five," she said, pressing the wand through the diaper onto my clit, grinding the soaked diaper that wasn't soaked yet but would be. "Count five where the driver can see if he looks back."

The county man was still turning his plow. Orange light strobed across the yard. My bladder released without permission, the hot flood spreading through the fresh diaper, warmth blooming obscene and fast while the wand mashed the wet bulk against my clit.

"One," I cried, loud enough for the road. "Diaper slut, one, I'm pissing, I'm coming, "

"Hold the porch rail. Say mine."

"Yours, yours, I'm your piss baby, one, "

The orgasm ripped through the wet diaper. Squelch. Heat. Smell of ammonia and my own slick rising together. I gagged on it and came harder.

She didn't stop.

"Two."

By five I hung on the rail, diaper sagging heavy between my legs, pink plastic dark at the center, thighs slick with everything that had leaked out the leg guards. The plow was gone. The road was open. The truck still idled.

Della turned the plug off and peeled the wet diaper down far enough to expose the fresh mark above my cunt. She pressed her mouth there, tongue flat on the ink, and tasted me like she was sealing a contract.

"Chart's complete," she murmured against my skin. "Road's open. You're still on my porch."

She stood and put the pencil in my pocket, the string cut clean.

"Next week you fill in every line before breakfast," she said. "I'll check your diaper after. If you lie on the chart, I fist you until you tell the truth."

She walked inside. The door didn't lock.

I stood in the cold with the truck keys visible through the windshield, the motor purring, my wrist marked, my cunt marked, the pencil in my pocket bumping my hip when I breathed.

I went inside behind her.

The thaw had started. The kept part of me had too. I could hear her in the kitchen, kettle clicking on, like a woman who already knew the truck would sit in the yard until the gas ran low or I moved it myself.

I didn't move it.

I took the pencil out and wrote the first tally of the new week on the back of the chart while my legs still shook, wet diaper cooling between my thighs, the brand on my wrist itching as it set.

Forward was open.

I chose the house anyway, and wrote that down too.


Chapter 10: The Chart Is Hers

Water hit the tin over the porch and ran in thin ropes to the mud below. I stood at the crib rail with the pencil in my fist, adding the last dry tally from yesterday before the numbers turned wet again. My handwriting filled the left column now. Della's block print sat above it like a border I had crossed.

The truck idled in the yard with the keys still in it. He had left them there three mornings running. Engine on, heat blowing, door open, nobody inside. I could hear it from the nursery window. A machine waiting for a woman who kept walking past it to come back here and mark another accident on paper she owned.

The diaper under my nightgown was thick and warm from sleep. Pink plastic caught the weak sun through the glass. I pressed my thighs together and heard the crinkle. Heavy between my legs. Full enough that each step shifted the bulk and rubbed the swollen place above it.

Della came in without knocking. Boots wet. Coat open. He smelled like thaw and diesel from checking the road again.

"County line is clear," he said. "Plow went through twice. You can drive out today if you want."

I kept writing. Wet. 6:14. Checked. Changed. The pencil scratched loud in the quiet room.

"You hear me?"

"I hear you."

He leaned on the doorframe and watched my hand move. "Chart's almost full."

"I know."

"Bottom line still needs your signature."

I signed it last week. My name sat at the base of the page in letters I had practiced until they looked like I meant them. Complete. His word for when I stopped fighting the tally and started making it.

"You will thank me when it is done," he said.

The line landed in my chest before my brain caught it. Old threat. New morning. I capped the pencil and slid it into the pocket of my gown where it knocked against my hip through the fabric.

"It's done," I said. "I'm still here."

He crossed the room. Two fingers hooked the waistband of my diaper and tugged down enough to expose the tape tabs. He didn't open it. He weighed it through the plastic instead, palm pressing the soaked center until the pulp gave and warm piss shifted against my skin.

"Another wet night," he said. "You didn't call for a change."

"I was writing the chart when I woke."

"You let it sit."

My face burned. My cunt clenched around nothing and leaked into the already wet core. Shame and heat in the same breath.

"Say it," he said.

"I wet my diaper and stayed in it."

"Louder."

"I pissed in my diaper and didn't tell you."

He released the waistband. The diaper sagged back into place, heavier, colder at the edges where the melt air touched the plastic. "Good. Go finish breakfast. Then come to the tack room. Bring the pencil."

I ate standing at the counter with the truck still idling outside. Oatmeal stuck in my throat. Every swallow made me aware of the bulk between my thighs and the pencil pressing my hip. I could leave. Keys in. Road clear. Tank full, he had said that too, like he was handing me an exit I had already refused.

I went to the tack room.

He had cleared a space on the workbench. Leather straps. The thick wand with the round head. A jar of lube. The anal plug with the flared base, already slick. My collar lay open on a saddle blanket. He pointed at the bench.

"Bend over. Diaper stays on."

I bent. Forearms on rough wood. The diaper bulged out behind me, obscene and in the way. He didn't remove it. He hooked two fingers under the leg band and pulled the crotch aside enough to bare my asshole and the lower lips of my cunt. Cool air hit wet skin. The diaper edge bit my inner thigh.

"Spread."

I spread. He worked the plug in slow. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought, then swallowed it until only the base sat flush against my skin. He pushed the diaper back over it. The plug shifted inside me with the pressure of the diaper.

"Count your orgasms today," he said. "Out loud. I write nothing in the chart. You do."

"Yes."

He turned the wand on. Low buzz. He pressed it to my clit through the soaked diaper. The vibration traveled through pulp and plastic into the raw bud. My knees buckled.

"Stay up."

I stayed. The bench dug into my elbows. The plug filled my ass. The wand hummed against the wet mass and the wet mass hummed back, warm and obscene. Squelch when he ground it in a circle. Piss and arousal mixing in the core I had already ruined before breakfast.

"One," I gasped when the first crest hit. "One, I'm coming in my diaper."

"Name what you are."

"Diaper slut. I'm a diaper slut coming in wet diaper."

He didn't lift the wand. The buzz drove through the aftershocks until my thighs shook and a second build started before the first finished.

"Please."

"You don't ask for stop. You ask for more."

"More. Please more."

"Two."

The second orgasm ripped louder. My cunt gushed into the diaper while the wand pinned my clit. I heard the slick sound. Smelled my own heat on top of the stale piss. My voice broke. "Two. Thank you. Thank you for making me cum in my diaper like a helpless little whore."

He pulled the wand away. Emptiness. Then his cock replaced it, shoved under the diaper flap, not inside my cunt, grinding the shaft along my slit and clit through the mess. Friction on swollen flesh. Plastic crackling. His hand in my hair.

"You could be in that truck."

"I'm here."

"Why."

"Because you own my bladder and I own the pencil."

He laughed once. Short. Mean. Sweet in my spine. He lined up at my cunt and pushed in under the pushed-aside diaper, stretching me around his cock while the plug filled my ass from the other side. Full. Split. Used.

He fucked me on the bench with short hard strokes. The diaper bounced against my belly. Each thrust squashed the wet core against my clit. My asshole clenched on the plug. My mouth made sounds I didn't recognize.

"Three," he said when he felt me seize. "Say it."

"Three. I'm coming on your cock with a plug in my ass and a wet diaper on my cunt."

He pulled out. Cum striped my inner thigh and the edge of the diaper tape. He wiped nothing. He walked to the shelf and came back with the strap-on harness already buckled to his hips. Black silicone, thicker than his cock. He worked it into my cunt while I was still spasming from three.

"Bend deeper."

I bent deeper. He fucked me with the strap-on, one hand yanking my hair, the other holding the wand back against my clit through the diaper. Double stretch. Ass plugged. Cunt stuffed. Clit buzzed through soaked plastic.

"Four."

I screamed it. "Four!"

He slapped my ass. The plug jumped inside me. "Words."

"I'm your kept little. I cum when you tell me. I wet when you decide. I write it down because you let me."

He unbuckled the strap-on and set it aside. His fingers went to my asshole around the plug. One finger beside the plug. Then two. Stretching the rim while the plug stayed seated.

"You're going to take more."

"Yes."

He worked a third finger in beside the plug. Burn. Tears in my eyes. My cunt dripped on the bench wood. He fucked my ass with his fingers and the plug together until the rim gave and the ache turned into a hungry open feeling I hated needing.

He removed the plug. Cool air on my gaped hole. Then his cock at my asshole. No gentle. He pushed in to the root in one long shove.

I sobbed. "Five. Wait. Five."

"You don't wait."

He pounded my ass on the bench. The diaper swung under me, heavy, slapping my thighs. Each stroke drove air out of my lungs. My asshole burned and opened and took him. His hand reached under and ground the wet diaper against my clit while he fucked my ass.

"Five," I howled. "Five, I'm coming from anal with a soaked diaper on my pussy."

He came in my ass. Hot flood inside the stretch. He stayed buried while I shook through the tail of it. When he pulled out, cum leaked down my crack and soaked the diaper edge.

He cleaned his cock with a rag. Tossed it. Pointed at the chart on the wall by the door. A smaller copy. Weekly tallies. Blank squares left.

"Walk back to the crib. Change yourself. Mark the wet. Mark the orgasms. All five. Then decide about the truck."

I walked bow-legged through the hall. Cum in my ass. Diaper sagging. Pencil in my pocket. The truck still idled.

In the nursery I laid the changing pad on the crib mattress and climbed up like he had trained me. I undid the tapes. The diaper fell open. Cold hit my skin. The smell rose. Piss and cum and my own slick. I wiped myself. Powder. Fresh thick diaper from the stack. Tape snug. Pink plastic smooth under my palms.

I opened the chart. Wrote: Wet 8:40. Self-change after use. Orgasm x5. tack room. My hand shook on the five.

Della stood in the doorway watching.

"Keys are in it," he said. "Road's open. Chart's complete. You're signed. You can go."

I clicked the pencil and wrote the time beside the last entry. 9:02.

"I'm not going."

"Say why so I hear it."

"I surrendered my bladder to you. I kept the pen. You wanted both. You got both. I'm staying as your kept little."

He came to the crib. Hand on the rail beside my knee. Close enough that I smelled sex on him and thaw on his coat.

"You could have left when the plow came."

"I took the chart instead."

"You filled the wrong column first for weeks."

"I know what the second column was now."

"Resistance."

"Every dry day was me fighting. Every wet day was me learning."

"And today?"

"Today I write it without you holding my wrist."

He lifted me off the crib. Easy. Like I weighed nothing. Carried me to the rocker by the window where the truck sat in view. Sat with me in his lap. Diaper crinkling. His hand flat on the warm bulk between my legs.

"You'll wet again before lunch," he said.

"Probably."

"You'll mark it."

"I will."

"And if the road stays open all week?"

"I'll still be here tonight."

He rocked once. Twice. His fingers pressed the soaked place I had just changed and found it already damp with new slick, not piss yet, my body's answer to his hand.

"Open your gown."

I opened it. Breasts out. Nipples hard in the cold draft from the window. He attached the clamp chain from the side table. Left nipple. Right nipple. Weight pulled down with each rock. I hissed.

"You'll thank me when it is done," he said again, quieter this time, mouth at my ear.

"I'm thanking you now."

"Not yet."

He set the wand between my thighs on the diaper and turned it on mid. The buzz spread through fresh diaper. Empty enough to crinkle loud. My hips jerked against it. His arm kept me pinned in his lap facing the truck.

"Watch the keys," he said.

The truck idled. Nobody drove. The wand worked my clit through clean plastic slowly warming under friction. I watched the open door and came with the sixth orgasm of the morning clenching my ass still sore from his cock.

"Six," I whispered. "Kept little cums in her clean diaper watching the truck she won't use."

He turned the wand off. Unclamped my nipples. Blood rush. Pain sweet.

"Chart," he said.

I pulled the pencil from my pocket. He set me on my feet. I walked to the crib rail. Wrote: Orgasm x6. 9:18. Watching truck. Resistance: 0.

The zero was my idea. He hadn't asked for that column in my handwriting. I wrote it anyway.

Della read over my shoulder. Said nothing for a long breath.

Then: "Pencil stays with you."

"I know."

"Diaper stays on you."

"Yes."

"Bladder stays mine."

"Yes."

"And the truck?"

"Can idle until the gas runs out."

He took the pencil from my hand. Turned it in his fingers. Gave it back.

"Eat lunch. Nap after. I'll check you at two."

I ate lunch with the pencil beside my bowl. Truck still running. Melt dripped off the eaves. Afternoon sun made the wet places in the yard shine.

At two he checked me in the rocker. Diaper wet. I had leaked during nap without waking. Warm spread through the core. He sniffed the tape line. Nodded.

"Told you."

"I was going to mark it."

"Show me."

I got the pencil. Wrote on the chart: Wet 2:06. Nap. No call. Added my initials.

He changed me on the rug this time. Not the crib. Diaper off. Wiped. Examined my asshole still tender. Two fingers slid in easy. I moaned.

"Still open from this morning."

"From you."

"From me." He curled his fingers. Found the spot that made my cunt drip on the rug. "You'll stay open for me now."

"Yes."

He lubed the plug and pushed it home. Fresh diaper over it. Tape tight. Then his hand under the elastic, two fingers in my cunt, thumb on my clit through the plastic.

"Seven," he said when I bucked. "Count."

"Seven."

He made me ride his hand through the diaper opening until eight shattered in my throat and my piss flooded the fresh diaper in a helpless gush I couldn't stop once it started.

"Eight," I cried. "Wet and coming. Wet and coming."

"Chart."

I marked both. Wet 2:22. Orgasm x8. Hand. Piss accident during.

He lifted me. Kissed my forehead like a reward I didn't deserve and did anyway.

Evening. The truck finally stopped idling. Silence in the yard where the engine had been. Della came in from outside and set the keys on the nursery shelf beside the chart.

"Road's still open," he said. "Gas is low. I killed it."

I sat in the crib with my legs dangling, diaper heavy again from another wet at dinner I had written down myself. Pencil behind my ear now. Habit.

"You'll need gas if you leave tomorrow," I said.

"I'm not leaving."

"You're not driving me out."

"No."

"Good."

He climbed into the crib with me. Adult weight on the mattress. Springs creak. He peeled my gown off. Diaper stayed. He hooked the crotch aside and ate my cunt through the opening until nine hit my tongue as a number I shouted into his hair.

"Nine."

He rose over me. Cock out. Pushed into my cunt while the plug shifted in my ass. Fucked me slow on the crib sheets with the chart pinned to the rail where I could see my own handwriting fill both columns.

"Who owns your bladder," he said.

"You do."

"Who writes the tally."

"I do."

"Who stays."

"I do."

"Say the whole thing."

"You own my bladder. I write the tally. I stay as your kept little."

He sped up. The crib rocked. My asshole clenched on the plug. Ten tore out of me when he bit my shoulder and came inside my cunt, warm mix leaking into the diaper below.

"Ten," I gasped. "Ten."

He didn't pull out. Stayed inside while we both breathed. Melt ticked on the tin roof. The keys sat on the shelf. The chart hung full.

I reached for the pencil behind my ear. He let me go long enough to write by the last light from the window: Orgasm x10. Evening. Crib. Complete.

I capped the pencil and put it in my pocket.

Della pulled the blanket over us. His arm across my waist. Hand on the diaper. Heavy. Warm. Mine to wet. His to control. The pencil in my pocket pressed my hip through the blanket.

Outside, the road stayed clear. The truck sat cold and door-open in the yard. Inside, I stayed.

Kept.

Unbroken.

Larger than the woman who had arrived counting dry days like wins.
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