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The ABDL Nanny



Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

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

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: The Mattress Clause

Itold the courier to take the crate back.

He stood in my doorway with a tablet and a plastic pen, already shaking his head. The box sat on the landing like a dead animal, brown tape cut in a clean X. A packing slip stuck out of the top flap. My name was on it in block print. My address. My flat number. The rest of the line said nursery grade care kit, adult, full start pack.

“I didn’t order this.”

“Someone signed for the advance notice last week.” He tapped the screen. “Digital. Time stamp. Looks like you.”

I pulled my phone out and opened the agency app with my thumb still greasy from the toast I never finished. The placement status blinked green. Caregiver en route. Day 1 of 30 begins on arrival. Twenty-nine days after this one before Miss Odile showed up with her clipboard and decided if I got my life back.

“Leave it,” I said.

He left it. The door shut hard enough to rattle the deadbolt. The flat went quiet except for the fridge hum and the thin city noise through the window. I stood over the crate and tried to remember which version of me, half dead at three in the morning, had ticked every box on that intake form. The form that said I needed structure. That I kept missing shifts. That I wanted a live-in trial so I would stop sleeping through alarms and drinking on a Tuesday like it was a plan.

Help was a door I opened with my own hand.

The buzzer went at half past ten.

I pressed the intercom button and a woman’s voice came through, low and even, already sure of the outcome.

“Nanny Rae. Open up, Wren.”

I opened up.

Forty-four, built like someone who lifted people for a living, not boxes. Dark hair pinned clean. Navy coat. Two hard-shell suitcases and a clear folder under one arm. A laminated card stuck out of the folder, printed in black with hours in rows. She stepped inside without waiting for an invitation and set both cases by the wall. The air around her smelled like soap and cold street.

“Keys,” she said.

I handed her the spare set from the hook. My fingers brushed hers. Warm. Dry. Steady.

She walked the flat once. Kitchen. Lounge. Bathroom. Bedroom. Closet. She opened every cabinet and the fridge and said nothing until she found the half bottle of wine in the door and the second one under the sink.

“These go.”

“That’s mine.”

“You will do exactly as I say.” She poured both bottles out. The glug of it filled the small kitchen. “Wine is finished for the next thirty days. Your Tuesday free-for-all is finished. Your alarm app is finished. I am the clock now.”

I opened my mouth. She held up the laminated card.

“Read.”

I took it. Rows of time. Wake. Feed. Change. Nap. Quiet hour. Bath. Bed. A blank square at the top for a day number. She wiped a smudge off the fridge door with her thumb and pinned the card under a magnet. With a dry-erase pen she wrote 1 of 30 in the square.

“Day one,” she said. “Miss Odile evaluates you on day thirty. Release or permanent care. Until then, this card runs the house.”

Heat crawled up my neck. Twenty-six years old, standing in my own kitchen while a stranger erased my calendar with a pen.

“I signed for support,” I said. “Not for… this.”

“You signed for total care protocol.” She set the pen down. “Section four. Mattress protection clause. You initialed it twice. Afternoon nap starts in twenty minutes. Hygiene first.”

I laughed once, short and ugly. “You cannot be serious.”

She opened the crate with a box cutter from her coat pocket. The tape split with a dry hiss. Inside: thick white adult diapers stacked in plastic, cream, powder, wipes, a sealed pack of soft bibs, a silicone plug still in its blister shell, a cordless wand vibrator, a set of soft wrist cuffs, and a small bottle of lube. The plastic crackled when she lifted one free. Loud. Obscene in the quiet flat.

My mouth went dry. My cunt, traitor that it was, gave a low pulse that had no business showing up this early.

“Bedroom,” Nanny Rae said. “Clothes off. On your back.”

I did not move.

She stepped into my space until I had to tip my chin up. “You called the agency because you cannot keep yourself upright. You miss work. You forget to eat. You piss away your evenings and call it rest. For thirty days I own the hours. If you want your unsupervised life back after Miss Odile’s visit, you pass. If you fight me on day one, you start failing early.”

The fridge hummed. The card waited with its fresh number.

I walked to the bedroom.

I stripped. Socks last. Goosebumps came up along my arms. I lay on the mattress, sheet cool against my back. Nanny Rae laid out the diaper, cream, plug, wand, and lube on the nightstand. She cuffed my wrists to the headboard slats with soft straps that clicked shut. The sound of the buckles was small and final.

“Knees up. Open.”

I opened. Cool air hit my pussy. I was already wet, and the shame of that bit harder than the strap on my wrist.

Nanny Rae put on gloves with a snap. She spread my labia with two fingers and checked me like I was inventory. “Soaked already. Good. Your body understands the arrangement.”

“Fuck you.”

“Later,” she said. “First the clause.”

She dusted powder between my thighs. The cloud of it made me sneeze. Then cream, cold, smeared over my pussy and down over my asshole. Her gloved finger pressed the tight ring of muscle and I clenched hard.

“Breathe out.”

I breathed out. One finger pushed in. Burn. Stretch. The lube made a wet, thick sound. She worked the finger in a slow circle until I stopped fighting it, then added a second. My thighs shook. My clit throbbed in the open air with no contact, stupid and greedy.

“You initialed mattress protection,” she said. “That means you stay diapered for rest blocks so the bedding stays clean and your bladder is my problem, not yours. This plug seats first so your body learns the schedule from the inside.”

The silicone plug was thicker than her two fingers. She pressed the tip to my asshole and pushed. My breath left me in a grunt. The widest part dragged and burned, then my ring sucked shut around the neck and the base sat flush against me. Full. Wrong. Hot.

I pulled on the cuffs. The headboard knocked the wall once.

Nanny Rae unfolded a diaper and slid it under my hips. The plastic backing was cool. The crinkle filled the room when she pulled the front up between my legs and taped the tabs hard at both hips. Instant bulk. The pad forced my thighs apart. She pressed the front panel down with her palm and it compressed against my clit and the plug base at once.

I made a sound I did not choose.

“There,” she said. “Protocol complete.”

She stripped the gloves and uncuffed one wrist, then the other. My arms dropped heavy. She left the wand on the bed and stood.

“Nap hour. You wet when you need to. You do not get up for the toilet. You do not take the diaper off. I will check you when the timer ends.”

“I am not going to piss myself for your schedule.”

“You will.” She set a kitchen timer on the nightstand. The tick was loud in the quiet. “Or you hold until you leak, and then you still wear it wet. Either way the diaper wins.”

She left the door open. Her steps went to the kitchen. Cabinets opened and shut. My phone buzzed once on the dresser; she must have pocketed it earlier when I was not looking. The timer ticked along with my pulse.

I lay there in the bulk of it, plug seated deep, wet against the lining. Every small shift set the plastic crackling and my face burning. I hated how hard my nipples stood. I hated the slow throb in my clit where the pad pressed. I told myself I would hold. I told myself I was still the person who managed a job and a lease and a calendar.

My bladder filled anyway. Water from the morning. Tea I drank while arguing with the courier. The pressure built until my belly ached.

I wet.

The release came in a hot rush I could not stop once it started. Warmth spread in a widening patch, soaking the pad against my pussy and the plug base. The smell rose, sharp and shameful. The wet weight sagged between my thighs and forced them wider. My clit sat in the warm mess and pulsed like it had been waiting for exactly this.

I covered my face with both hands. My hips rolled once against the soaked pad before I could stop them. Friction. Heat. The plug shifted inside me and a dirty little spark shot up my spine.

The timer dinged.

Nanny Rae walked in and did not blink at the dark patch. She put a hand on the front and pressed. Warm piss squelched. My hips jerked.

“Full,” she said. “Good girl for using it. Now we deal with the rest of you.”

She peeled the wet tapes. The pad opened with a sticky sound. Cool air hit my soaked cunt and the wet crease of my ass. She wiped me with firm strokes, front to back, then rolled the mess into a ball and bagged it. A clean one went under my hips and stayed open. She left me bare from the waist down, plug still in, cuffs going back on the headboard.

“You came in wet plastic without permission,” she said. “That gets corrected. Ass up as far as the cuffs allow. Present.”

I lifted my hips. The plug shifted. She gripped the base and pulled. The widest part dragged free with a slick pop that made me cry out. My hole clenched on empty air, used and open.

She coated three fingers in lube and pushed them into my asshole in one steady drive. The burn ripped a moan out of me. She fucked me with those fingers hard, no warm-up courtesy, knuckles stretching me open on every thrust. Squelch. The slap of her palm against my cheek. My cunt dripped onto the open pad in a thin string.

“Say what you are.”

“I am… I am a client.”

She scissored her fingers and I yelped. “Try again.”

“A… a diaper slut.” The words tasted like metal. “A helpless fucking diaper baby who pisses herself on command.”

“Better.”

She pulled her fingers free and pressed the wand against my clit. The head buzzed to life on high. Raw. Immediate. My whole pelvis lit up and my thighs tried to slam shut. She pinned one knee wide with her forearm and held the head locked in place while her other hand shoved two fingers back into my stretched asshole.

“You do not come until I count it,” she said. “Out loud. Understand?”

“Yes.”

The first orgasm tore through me fast and mean. My cunt clenched on nothing. My ass clamped her fingers. I shook against the cuffs and the wand kept buzzing through the peak until I was sobbing air.

“That’s one,” Nanny Rae said. “Thank me.”

“Thank you.”

She did not take it off. Oversensitive. Too much. My hips tried to crawl up the bed and the cuffs stopped me. She worked a third finger in beside the two already buried there. The stretch burned hot. My hole fluttered and took it anyway. The buzz stayed brutal on my clit. Wet sounds filled the room, my cunt dripping, my ass slick around her hand.

“Beg for the next one like the hole you are.”

“Please. Please make me come. Use my ass. Fuck, Nanny, please.”

She curled her fingers inside me and pressed the wand harder. The second orgasm hit uglier than the first. My vision went white at the edges. My mouth went slack against the pillow. My asshole spasmed around her knuckles in hard pulls.

“That’s two,” she said. “One more.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. You will.”

She pulled her fingers out. I gaped for a second, empty and aching. She slicked her whole hand, tucked her thumb, and set her knuckles to my rim. The pressure was huge. Impossible. My body tried to reject it and she waited me out, rocking, rocking, until the burn tipped over into a deep open and her hand slid past the widest part.

I screamed into the pillow. Full. Split. Her fist seated in me up to the wrist, my ring stretched white-hot around her. She held still while I shook, then started to fuck me with short punches of her arm. Each thrust shoved a broken sound out of me. The wand came back to my clit.

“Name it,” she ordered. “What is Nanny doing to you.”

“Fisting my ass. Using my hole. Making your pathetic diaper slut take a whole fist.”

“Good.”

She pounded her fist into me and pinned the wand to my clit until the third orgasm ripped me open from the inside. I came so hard my stomach cramped. I soaked the open pad under me in a dark patch. My ass locked on her wrist in pulses I could not stop. Tears ran into my hair. Too much. Full. Used. Coming. Coming.

“That’s three,” Nanny Rae said. “Again.”

“Please, no, too much, I can’t.”

“You can lose count later. Right now you count.”

She did not pull her fist free. She kept working me open while the head buzzed my ruined clit in short cruel bursts. My body tried to climb away from the pleasure and the cuffs held me there for it. The fourth orgasm was ugly and deep, more spasm than peak, my cunt gushing in little wet jerks, my ass milking her arm like it had learned a new job. I sobbed the number.

“Four. Thank you. Thank you, Nanny.”

She eased her fist out. The empty gape left me twitching. She wiped her hand on a towel, then pressed the plug back into me. It seated easier this time, soft and ruined around it. She closed the clean diaper over my wet cunt and taped it snug. The bulk pressed the plug deep. The wand went silent at last, back on the nightstand.

My whole body shook. Sweat cooled on my chest. The padding was already warm from my skin and the mess I had made under it. Every breath set the plastic crackling.

Nanny Rae uncuffed me and sat me up against the headboard like dead weight. She wiped my face with a cool cloth. The cloth smelled like soap. Her hands were steady.

“Listen carefully,” she said. “Your phone stays with me. Your wine is gone. Your alarm app is deleted. The schedule card on the fridge is the only clock in this house. Day one of thirty. Twenty-nine left until Miss Odile. You pass, you walk. You fail, you stay under permanent care. Your unsupervised hours are a privilege now. Lose them and you do not get them back until evaluation.”

I stared at the open bedroom door and the slice of kitchen beyond it. The white card on the fridge. The black number. 1 of 30.

My ass ached around the plug. My clit throbbed in tiny aftershocks. I should have stood up and ended the placement, called the agency and said the trial was a mistake.

I stayed on the bed in a thick white diaper and said nothing.

Nanny Rae checked her watch. “Dinner is in forty minutes. Soft food. Then bath. Then bed check.” She picked up my phone from the dresser and slid it into her coat pocket. “Tonight you sleep diapered. If you wet, you call for me. You do not strip it. You do not rinse it. You do not decide.”

She paused at the door.

“When I call you to the kitchen, you walk in here, hands on the counter, diaper on display. You will recite the full day schedule from the card without looking. Miss a line and you lose tomorrow morning’s free hour. That free hour is the last scrap of unsupervised time you have left on day one. Protect it or lose it.”

She left me there with the crinkle of the diaper loud in the quiet room and the plug deep in my used ass, the fridge card holding the only authority that mattered now, and twenty-nine days still waiting to be written.


Chapter 2: Key on a Ribbon

Istood at the linen cupboard at six, the door already pulled wide, my bare feet cold on the tile. The shelves did not match what I had left there the night before. Adult diapers filled the whole middle row in neat stacks, plastic packs sealed, a powdery clean smell rising off them that stuck in the back of my throat. My bath towels were gone. Every last one.

I counted the empty hooks where the good cotton used to hang. I counted the new bottles of lotion lined up like a chemist’s display. Baby powder. Barrier cream. A jar of something green that smelled like mint and rubber. My stomach turned and my cunt gave a stupid little pulse under the bulk she had taped on me before dawn, still dry, still warm from her hands.

Day three. The dry-erase number on the fridge said so. Twenty-seven left before Miss Odile came back with her file and decided if I got my life returned or locked in place. I had signed for a trial. Help with burnout. Structure. Someone to stop me from rotting in the same chair for fourteen hours. I had not signed for this cupboard.

Nanny Rae’s voice carried from the kitchen. “Weigh-in, Wren. Scale is ready.”

I shut the cupboard and walked. The diaper crinkled loud enough to announce me. My cheeks went hot. Part of me wanted to know how far she would push the list today. That part made my mouth dry.

She pointed at the bathroom scale. I stepped on. She wrote the number in a small notebook, then tapped the changing table set up where my coffee table used to sit.

“Table first. Coffee after.”

“I can wait,” I said.

“You cannot. Down.”

I lay back. The plastic cover stuck to my skin. She unfastened the tapes with a practiced pull and peeled it open. Cool air hit my pussy. I clenched. She did not look away. She checked the dry liner with two knuckles, wrote another mark on the tally chart taped to the wall, and reached for a wipe.

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

The wipe was cold. She cleaned me like I was a job on a list, front to back, then dusted powder over my folds. The mint-and-rubber smell from the cupboard climbed my nose again. My clit twitched at the dusting. I hated that she could see it.

She rolled a clean diaper under my hips, the crinkle sharp, the bulk forcing my thighs wide. Tapes tight. Front panel thick enough to show through any clothes. She patted the crotch once, firm, and the heat of her palm went straight through the diaper into my cunt.

“Bib,” she said.

I sat up. She tied a soft plastic bib around my neck before I could argue. The front of it said GOOD GIRL in block letters I wanted to rip off. She led me to the kitchen and set a sippy cup of warm milk in front of me with a plate of cut fruit. No coffee. The tally chart on the wall already had three check marks under Day 3: weigh, change, feed.

I drank because she stood there. The milk tasted sweet and flat. My tongue wanted bitterness. I got this.

After, she wiped my mouth with the bib and sent me to the living room with a picture book I did not open. The routine had a shape already. Same order. Same tools. My body moved through it before my head finished arguing. That was the trick. Do the sequence enough times and saying no starts to feel rude.

I sat with the book on my lap and the bulk thick between my legs, and defiance rose in me, sour and curious at once. She had rules. I had a door with a lock. I had not tested it yet.

I stood. She was in the kitchen washing my sippy. I walked to the bathroom, closed the door, and turned the lock. The click was small. I sat on the toilet with the diaper still on, tapes half-peeled by my own shaking hands, and forced a thin stream of piss into the bowl. The rest of it soaked the liner anyway. Warm. Spreading. Shame burned up my face until my eyes watered. I cleaned what I could, retaped the mess as best I managed, and flushed.

When I stepped out, the lock was gone.

The metal plate sat empty. Screw holes clean. Nanny Rae stood in the hall with a flathead in one hand and a short ribbon in the other. A small brass key hung from the ribbon, already tied neat around her wrist.

“You used it without asking,” she said. No heat in it. Like weather.

My mouth opened. Nothing useful came out.

“Asking is the mechanism now,” she said. “The lock is retired. The key stays with me. You need the toilet, you come to my wrist and you request it. I decide.”

“That is insane.”

“That is the rule as of this morning. Day three. Twenty-seven to go. Miss Odile tracks compliance.” She lifted her wrist so the key swung. “We practice.”

I stared at the ribbon. My soaked diaper sagged against my thighs, warm and heavy, and the smell of my own piss came up through the powder. My cunt throbbed anyway. Traitor body. I wanted to snatch the key. I wanted to see what she did if I refused the practice.

“Kneel,” she said.

I knelt on the hall runner. The diaper bunched under me with a loud crinkle.

“Repeat after me. Nanny Rae, may I use the toilet.”

My throat closed. “I am a grown woman.”

“You are a charge on a thirty-day placement who just wet her own diaper while trying to prove a point. Say it.”

I swallowed. “Nanny Rae, may I use the toilet.”

“Louder. And add please.”

“Nanny Rae, may I use the toilet, please.”

“Again. Eyes on the key.”

I looked at the brass on the ribbon. My voice cracked on the first try. She made me do it four more times. By the fifth, the words came out flat and clear and my face burned so hot I wanted to hide it in the floor.

“Good,” she said. “Denied for now. You already went. You sit in what you made.”

She walked me back to the changing table by the bib. Laid me down. Opened the soaked diaper. The smell hit: piss and powder and the slick of my cunt mixed in. She did not wrinkle her nose. She recorded it on the tally chart with a neat check under “accident” and another under “unauthorized use.”

Then she left the wet diaper under me and reached into the tote beside the table.

A thick black plug. A wand with a fat head. A strap harness already fitted with a stout silicone cock, glistening with lube she must have prepped while I was in the bathroom. Cuffs on a short chain. A blindfold.

“You tested a boundary,” she said. “We reinforce. Legs wide.”

I should have closed them. I spread. I needed to know what she did with a rule-breaker on day three.

She cuffed my wrists to the table rails above my head. The blindfold went on next, soft fabric, black, cutting the room to nothing but scent and sound. Powder. Lube. Her soap. My own wet diaper still under my hips, cooling at the edges, hot where my pussy sat in it.

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

A cold smear of lube at my asshole. One finger pushed in. I gasped. She worked it, steady, no rush, then a second. The stretch burned. My cunt clenched on nothing and leaked into the wet diaper with a soft squelch.

“You do not come unless you beg for it properly,” she said. “I will tell you when the words are enough. Until then you take what I give.”

She twisted her fingers and I made a sound I did not mean to make. She added a third. Full. Burning. My hole tried to push her out and failed. Then the plug, thicker than her hand, blunt tip nosing in. She fed it into me inch by inch while I panted against the blindfold. When the wide base seated, my asshole throbbed around it, stuffed, and my thighs shook.

The wand came on with a low buzz. She set the head straight on my clit through the soggy diaper liner. The wet padding trapped the buzz and made it filthy, muffled, deep. My hips jerked. Warm piss-scent rose with each grind of the head. My clit swelled against the soaked material and I bit my lip raw.

“Ask for the cock,” she said.

“No.”

She turned the wand up. My back arched off the table. The plug in my ass shifted. I was dripping, soaking the ruined diaper, the squelch loud under the buzz.

“Ask.”

“Please,” I gasped. “Please put it in me.”

“Put what where. Use your words, Wren. Filthy ones.”

Shame knifed through me. My mouth still worked. “Please fuck my pussy with the strap. Please.”

“Better.” She dragged the wet diaper out from under me in one pull. Air hit my swollen folds. She wiped me once, rough, then lined the silicone cock up and shoved in.

Full. Sudden. My cunt stretched around the thick shaft and the plug in my ass made the fit brutal, two holes packed, no room left. She fucked me in long strokes, the table creaking, the slap of the harness against my skin wet and dirty. The wand stayed on my clit. I was a hole on a schedule. Day three. Twenty-seven left. The thought made me clench and she laughed once, low.

“Greedy little thing already. Say what you are.”

“I can’t…”

She buried the cock to the base and held. The wand pressed mean on my clit. I hovered at the edge, shaking, and she pulled the wand off.

“Say it or you stay empty.”

“I’m a diaper slut,” I choked. “I’m a pathetic hole that cums in her own mess. Please. Please let me come.”

“Not enough.”

She fucked me again. Harder. The plug dragged inside my ass with every thrust. Spit slid off my chin. My tits bounced. She pinched a nipple and twisted until I yelped, then did the other. My own smell went sharp and sweet through the powder.

“Beg like you mean it. Name the mess. Name the rule you broke.”

I broke first. The words came out ugly and true. “I used the toilet without asking. I pissed in my diaper like a useless baby. Please fuck me. Please let this diaper whore come on your cock. Please, Nanny Rae, I need it, I’ll ask every time, I’ll ask for the key, just let me…”

She put the wand back.

The orgasm ripped through me so hard my cuffed wrists jerked the rails. My cunt seized on the silicone, gushing, the wet sound filthy as she kept thrusting through it. My ass clamped the plug. I sobbed. Short. Broken. Too much. Can’t. More. My brain went white and stupid while my body milked the strap like it had a job.

She did not stop.

She pulled out, flipped me onto my belly with the cuffs twisted short, and yanked the plug free. My asshole gaped for a second, empty and aching. Then her hand was there again, four fingers this time, then the tuck of a thumb, and she worked her whole fist into me while I screamed into the table pad.

“Take it. Good little toy. This hole is mine to train.”

The stretch went past burn into a deep full ache that made my empty cunt drip down my thighs. She fucked me with her fist in slow pumps. The wand found my clit from below. I tried to crawl away and the cuffs stopped me. She smelled like mint when she leaned close and put two clean fingers in my mouth.

“Suck. Taste how good you are being.”

I sucked. Salt and lube and the ghost of powder. My jaw slack. Drool on her knuckles. She fisted my ass and buzzed my clit and I started begging again without being told, voice wrecked, the same filthy lines tumbling out because she had gated everything on them and my body had learned the price.

“Please may I come again. Please use my holes. I’m your pissy diaper bitch. I’ll ask for the toilet. I’ll ask for changes. Don’t stop, don’t stop…”

“Once was a gift,” she said. “The rest you earn later. You hold this edge for me.”

She left me there, fist deep, wand on low, for a long count while I shook and did not tip over. Tears soaked the blindfold. When she finally pulled free, my asshole stayed soft and open. She wiped me, dusted more powder, and taped a fresh one on over the mess of lube and slick leaking out of me. The bulk forced my wrecked holes closed. Every step would remind me.

She uncuffed me. Took the blindfold off. My eyes watered in the light. The key on the ribbon at her wrist caught it and threw a small flash.

“From this morning forward,” she said, writing on the tally chart without looking at me, “toileting is by request only. Changes are on my clock. No private state. If you are wet, dry, full, empty, or leaking, I inspect and I record. The bathroom door stays without a lock for the rest of the placement. Miss Odile will like the paper trail.”

I sat up on the table. Legs weak. Diaper loud. My asshole still pulsed. The taste of her fingers sat on my tongue. I had asked for help because I could not run my own days anymore. She was taking the days and the body that lived them. Twenty-seven left. The number on the fridge looked smaller than it had at six.

“Say the request one more time,” she said. “Clean.”

I looked at the key. My voice did not crack. “Nanny Rae, may I use the toilet, please.”

“Denied. You sit. Next change is after lunch.” She smoothed the front of my diaper with her palm and left the heat of it there a second too long. “Go to the living room. Picture book. Hands where I can see them.”

I went. The crinkle followed me. My cunt was still twitching from the one orgasm she had sold me for a speech. The plug was gone but the memory of her fist sat deep. I lowered myself onto the rug with the book and stared at pages I did not read.

The doorbell rang.

Nanny Rae wiped her hands on a cloth and walked to the door like she had been expecting it. She opened it on the chain first, then all the way. A woman in a grey blazer stood on the mat with a slim green folder under one arm and a tablet in the other. I did not know her face. The folder tab had my first name already printed on it.

“Early compliance check,” the woman said. “Agency sent me for a day-three spot review. Is the charge available?”

Nanny Rae stepped aside. The key on the ribbon swung against her wrist as she smiled.

“She is. Right this way. We just finished morning protocol.”


Chapter 3: The Exact Words

Ishoved the printed sheet halfway back at her and kept my palm flat on my laptop like it could still choose a side.

“You can take the night hours,” I said. “You can take the lock. You do not take my work machine or my bank card.”

Rae sat with her coffee gone cold, one wrist resting on the table edge where a black pen lay crosswise over the amendment. The dry-erase card on the fridge still read Day 6. Twenty-four days left before Miss Odile walked back in and scored me. That number lived under my ribs like a second pulse.

“You touch yourself under the covers after lights-out,” she said. “I read it off the daybook. Last unsupervised act. That ends tonight.”

Heat punched low and stupid between my legs, right through the bulk taped tight under my soft shorts. My clit swelled against the warm pad of it before I could stop the thought. Bargaining. That was the only tool I had left.

“Then write the rule,” I said. “I keep the laptop. I keep the card. I need both to pay rent and answer clients. Without them I am stuck in this house with no way out.”

She turned the page so the new clause faced me. My pulse jumped hard enough to make the paper blur.

Charge will request verbal permission before orgasm. Self-stimulation without leave is a discipline offense. Work device and bank card stored under caregiver key for duration of trial.

“That is theft,” I said.

“That is care,” she said. “You came to the agency burned out and failing basic tasks. You signed a thirty-day trial. Day thirty is still far. You will not hide a private climax from me for twenty-four more days and call it health.”

I tried to stand. The crinkle of the diaper filled the kitchen. She did not move. My thighs rubbed the heavy front of it, and a slick smear of my own want had soaked a dark coin-size spot that went warm when I pressed. Shame closed my throat. I sat again.

“I will accept the asking rule if I keep the machine and the card,” I said. “Trade. Clean trade.”

Rae picked up the pen.

“No.”

One word, and it landed heavier than the pen. My mouth went dry.

“You will accept the asking rule,” she said. “You will also surrender the laptop and the card. You do not get to decide that anymore.”

I laughed once, ugly. “Then why put a pen on the table?”

“For your signature,” she said. “After you learn the sentence.”

She rose. The ribbon with the bathroom key still hung at her wrist from days before. She did not glance at it. She took my laptop under one arm, held out her free hand, and waited.

I pulled the bank card from my pocket. My fingers shook. That was one use. I set the card on her palm. She slid both into a zip pouch and nodded toward the hall.

“Study drawer first. Then the bench.”

I followed because the trial held me, because Miss Odile’s green daybook held me, because walking out with no card, no machine, and a soaked pad under my clothes would land me on a street with nothing. The house ran on her rules. I had asked for help at three in the morning during the worst of the crash. Help had a shape now, and the shape wore Rae’s calm face.

In the study she unlocked a low drawer, set the pouch and the laptop inside, and locked it again. The key went into her pocket. Something in my chest dropped with a hard, final click.

“Four hours,” she said. “You learn the words. Exact. Then you sign.”

The edging bench stood in the care room off the nursery hall, padded black vinyl, cuffs at the corners, a shallow dip where hips were meant to rest. She stripped my shorts and left the diaper on. The crinkle shouted every step. She buckled my wrists above my head and spread my ankles wide enough that the bulk between them forced my knees out. The weight of the thing dragged my cunt lips apart under the plastic. I hated how full it made me. I hated more that my hips tried to roll into it.

She pressed two knuckles into the front of the diaper, right on my clit, and ground once.

“Filthy,” she said. “Soaked through before I touch skin. Say what you are.”

I swallowed. “A mess.”

“Crude.”

“A diaper slut.” The words scraped out. My face burned. My clit throbbed against her knuckles like it wanted the name.

She unfastened one side tab, then the other, and peeled the front down without taking the whole thing off. Cold air hit sticky skin. She left the back half under my ass, the warm plastic cradling me, still holding the heat of the earlier flood I had not been allowed to wash off. My pussy shone. She dragged a thumb through the slick and held it up.

“This is what you do under the covers,” she said. “This greedy little hole chasing a quiet finish while the house sleeps. That ends.”

She took a silicone plug from the tray, fat at the base, and slicked it with lube. The tip pushed at my asshole. I clenched. She waited. When my breath hitched she pressed steady until the burn bloomed and the widest part popped in. My ass stretched around it. The weight sat deep, solid, a claim I could not push out.

“Hold that,” she said.

Then the wand. The big head of it. She laid it against my bare clit and switched it to a low buzz that made my hips jerk in the cuffs. The plug shifted with every twitch. Texture on skin. Weight in my hole. I bit my lip.

“Ask,” she said.

“I need to come.”

“Wrong words.”

She turned the wand up. Pleasure stacked fast and ugly, a hard climb that left no room for pride. My thighs shook. The plastic under me crinkled and sagged as my cunt leaked into the open front. Squelch. Slick. The smell of lube and piss-warm plastic mixed under me. I was going to break.

She pulled the wand away at the crest.

My body seized on nothing. A thin spurt of release leaked out of me, a weak pulse that went nowhere, dripping down the seam and onto the vinyl. I sobbed once. She watched the mess with flat interest.

“Again,” she said.

The buzz came back. She worked my clit with the head of the wand in tight circles while her free hand shoved the plug deeper by the base, fucking my ass in short, mean thrusts. The stretch burned. My asshole clenched and could not close on the silicone. Too much. Almost. Almost.

Gone.

She lifted the wand and left me hanging, cunt fluttering, a ruined spill of slick running out of me while the plug held me wide. My wrists yanked the cuffs. Spit wet my chin.

“Beg properly,” she said. “Name the hole. Name the rule.”

“Let me finish. Fuck. My pussy needs it.”

“Still wrong.”

Hours blurred into the same cruel loop. She kept a timer in view on the side table. Every time I climbed, she ruined me at the top, touch gone, orgasm leaking out useless and unfinished while she counted under her breath for her own record. Sweat ran between my tits. The diaper under my ass grew heavier with every wasted drip, warm and reeking of me. When my clit went too raw she turned me, pushed two digits into my cunt alongside the plug’s pressure from the other side, and scissored me until I shook. That was my second use of fingers. I lost track of how many times my body tried to finish and got denied into a broken dribble.

She brought out a thicker dildo next, strap harness already buckled on her hips. She pulled the plug free with a wet pop that left my asshole gaping for a beat, empty and aching, then lined the dildo up and shoved into my ass in one long push. The burn tore a sound out of me. She fucked me slow at first, then harder, the slap of her hips against the back of the diaper loud in the room. The wand returned to my clit. Both at once. Full. Split. Used.

“What are you?” she said between thrusts.

“A hole,” I gasped. “Your hole. Your diaper whore. Take it. Fuck my ass. I need…”

She pulled out at the second I started to crest and left the head of the dildo resting cold on my thigh. My ass clenched on air. Another ruined pulse shuddered through me, cunt gushing into the open diaper with a wet sound that made my ears ring. Drool slicked my jaw. I could not form a full thought. More. Cannot. Empty.

“The sentence,” she said. Calm. Mean under it. “Exact words. Or we start the four hours over.”

My brain scraped for the shape she wanted. Not a bargain. A surrender.

“I do not come without asking you first,” I tried.

She shook her head and pushed the dildo back into my stretched asshole, grinding deep. The wand buzzed cruel and high. My vision speckled.

“Closer. Own it. Filthy.”

I broke on the climb, voice shredded. “I am a good little toy who asks before she comes. My clit is yours. My pussy is yours. I do not finish without your leave.”

She held still. The wand kept going. I was right there, shaking, holes stuffed and leaking.

“Again. Clean. Exact.”

“I do not come without your leave.” My throat cracked. “I ask first. Every time. Out loud.”

She smiled with her mouth only. “That is the sentence.”

She did not give me a clean finish. She fucked my ass through one last ruined crest, wand pinned hard, and when my body seized she yanked wand and dildo away so the orgasm spilled out of me in a messy, half-born flood, thighs jerking, asshole gaping around nothing, cum and slick soaking the padding under me until the front sagged and stuck to my skin. I came. It counted. It was still stolen, and the frustration burned hotter than the climax.

She unstrapped, wiped the toy, and left me cuffed while she cleaned my cunt with a cloth like she was wiping a counter. The cloth dragged over my swollen clit. I flinched. She taped a fresh pink diaper around me, snug and heavy, the crinkle immediate. My used holes sat sealed inside warm bulk. The weight forced my legs apart when she stood me up.

Back at the kitchen table the amendment waited. My hand shook when I signed. She initialed beside me, folded the sheet into the daybook pocket, and poured the cold coffee into the sink.

“Laptop and card stay locked,” she said. “Pleasure is permission now. You wake me if you need to finish. You use the sentence. If you touch that clit under the covers without leave, I add days to the chart that Miss Odile will see.”

I looked at the fridge. Day 6. The blank line for Day 30 still waited for RELEASE or RETAIN in someone else’s hand. Twenty-four days. No machine. No card. No private hand between my legs. The study key lived in her pocket.

She sent me to the care room cot with a bottle of water and a command to rest before evening check. I lay on my back, the new diaper holding the heat of my ruined mess against me, every small shift a reminder of the four hours and the words I had given her.

I told myself I had bargained. I had walked into the kitchen with leverage. I had left with a signature and empty hands. The truth sat heavier than the plastic between my thighs: I had traded the last private piece of my body for the hope of keeping tools I no longer held, and the hope had gone into a drawer with a lock I could not open. Tomorrow I would have to ask out loud if I wanted to come. The asking would make it real again. I turned my face into the cot and breathed through the crinkle, counting the days left the way other people counted money. The number on the fridge no longer measured my escape. It measured how long I had to learn to live without one.


Chapter 4: The Grown Up Hour

She stopped in the doorway with her hand still on the frame.

“Wren.”

I froze with the third button jammed through the wrong hole. The old work blouse hung crooked on my shoulders. My fingers would not fix it. Twice already.

Heat climbed my neck. The fabric stuck where I had spilled milk at breakfast, a damp patch below my left breast that clung and chilled at once. I yanked at the button. It popped free and left the whole front worse.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat on the edge of the desk chair. The padding beneath my skirt crinkled loud enough to fill the quiet. My thighs spread around the bulk of it. They would not close.

She crossed the room and took the blouse in both hands. Her knuckles grazed my sternum as she undid every button I had forced wrong. Warm from the kitchen, her palms. I held still and hated how my nipples tightened beneath the thin cotton the second the air hit them.

“Again,” she said, and stepped back.

I tried. My hands shook. One side climbed higher than the other. I stopped with two buttons done and my mouth tight.

“Enough.” She stripped the blouse off me in one pull and folded it over her arm. “Breakfast first. Then we deal with the rest of you.”

The fridge showed Day 7 in dry-erase black. Twenty-three days left until Miss Odile came back with her folder and her pen. I stared at the number while she set a bowl of warm cereal in front of me.

I picked up the spoon. Tears hit the milk before the first bite did. No reason I could name. My chest locked, the salt ran into the bowl, and I kept scooping because stopping would mean looking up.

“There it is,” she said, soft. “Good. Let it out.”

I did. Ugly. Nose running. The cereal turned grey with it and I ate it anyway because she stood there waiting and my throat would only work if I swallowed something.

When the bowl sat empty she took my chin between two fingers and wiped my face with a warm cloth.

“Bath.”

The water sat deep and hot. She stripped the rest of me without asking and peeled the soaked padding down my hips. Cool air hit my bare cunt and I flinched. She checked me with two firm fingers, dragged her thumb over my asshole to see if I was clean, then guided me into the tub.

Heat took me from the ankles up. My skin went pink. She washed me with a cloth and plain soap, between my legs, beneath my breasts, along the crease of my thighs. Every pass left me warmer. My body went soft in the water the way it never went soft at a keyboard.

I kept thinking about the blouse. About the desk. About how I used to clear a full inbox before nine. My hands in the water looked like someone else’s.

She lifted me out and towelled me hard enough to leave my skin singing. Powder next. A cloud of it, warm from her palm, patted into the crease of my thighs and over my bare mound until I smelled like clean cotton and nothing else. She taped a fresh one high on my hips. The front rose almost to my navel. The back covered the tops of my cheeks. When I stepped, the bulk forced my knees apart.

“Today we start a new hour,” she said. “Grown-Up Hour. Sixty minutes. You may wear your own clothes. You may sit at your desk. You may be twenty-six for one hour of my day. After that, you come back under my rules without argument.”

My pulse jumped in my throat. Sixty minutes. Mine.

“The rest of the day is mine,” she went on. “You asked for help when you could not keep a house or a body or a job without breaking. The agency sent me for thirty days. I will use every one of them. Grown-Up Hour is a gift, Wren. Use it.”

She brought the blouse back, and a plain black skirt that used to fit for client calls. No bra. The padding showed the second I stood, a fat white ridge that pushed the fabric out between my thighs. She buttoned the blouse for me this time. Straight. Clean. My old self, almost, if I did not look down.

“Sixty minutes,” she said. “Starting now.”

The desk held nothing. No laptop. No phone. No stack of drafts. She had taken all of it the night before, along with the bank plastic I used to pay for takeout when I forgot to eat. I sat. I put my hands on the wood.

I tried to type on the empty surface. My fingers moved through old muscle paths. Subject lines. Status notes. A reply I used to send without thinking. Nothing landed. No screen. The keys beneath my skin were air.

Heat built low in my belly for no clean reason. The padding held me warm and close, rustling with every shift of my weight. I pressed my thighs together and the bulk shoved back.

Fifteen minutes gone. I wrote nothing. I stared at the grain of the desk, at the dry place on my sleeve where the milk stain had been, at Day 7 on the fridge through the doorway.

Thirty minutes. My eyes stung again. I wiped them on my wrist.

Forty.

I stood up so fast the chair scraped.

She was in the kitchen with the green daybook and a cup of tea. She did not look surprised.

“Can the hour be shorter,” I said. My voice came out thin. “I do not need sixty. I cannot fill it. Half. Or twenty. I will take less.”

She set the cup down and looked at me from shoes to hair.

“Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

My face went hot. I wanted to snatch the words back. I wanted her to take the hour away so I could stop failing at it in front of her.

“Come here.”

I went.

She unbuttoned the blouse again, slower this time, and left it hanging off my shoulders. The skirt she shoved to my waist so the full white bulk showed. Her palm settled on the front of it and pressed. Warm. Firm. My hips jerked.

“You cried into your breakfast,” she said. “You cannot button a shirt. You cannot sit at an empty desk for an hour without breaking. And now you are begging me to take your grown time back. Say what that means.”

I swallowed. “It means I cannot do it.”

“Say the whole thing.”

“It means I cannot do the grown hour. I want less of it. I want you to cut it.”

Her mouth tipped. “Good girl. On the changing mat. Skirt off. Blouse off. Leave the diaper.”

I stripped on the mat in the nursery-side room and lay back. The plastic cover stuck to my shoulders. She knelt between my spread knees and ran a finger along the leg gathers, then drove two fingers into the front panel right over my cunt. The padding squelched. I had leaked into it without clocking when, slick and shameful, and the heat spread when she ground down.

“Soaked already,” she said. “Filthy little thing. And you still think you run a desk.”

She retaped one side looser and slid a small remote egg past the waistband, down over my mound, and seated it flush against my swollen clit. The plastic shell hit me cold for one second. Then she clicked the remote in her pocket and the egg buzzed to life, low and mean.

My back arched. A raw sound tore out of me.

“Stay still.”

She worked a second toy free from the drawer: a slim remote plug, flared base, already slicked. She flipped me to my side, peeled the back down enough to bare my asshole, and pressed the tip to me.

“Push out.”

I did. The plug sank in, thick enough to stretch, and seated with a burn that made my eyes water. She taped me shut again over it. Full. Packed. Egg against my front, plug buried deep, both wired to the same small black remote in her hand.

She thumbed the dial up.

Both toys jumped. The plug pulsed inside my ass while the egg ground a tight circle on my clit through the warm bulk. I grabbed the mat. My hips rolled without leave.

“Hands down,” she said. “You do not touch. You take what I give you.”

I put my hands on my belly. The padding beneath my palms had already gone hotter. She kept the remote on a slow climb, up a notch, hold, up again. The buzz sank into my bones. My cunt clenched on nothing and leaked until the front panel hung heavy and slick on me.

“Who owns your hour,” she said.

“You do.”

“Who asked to give it back.”

“I did.”

“Louder.”

“I did. I asked. Cut it. I cannot fill it.”

She smiled with her eyes only and turned the remote higher.

The egg went vicious. My thighs shook. The plug swelled with each pulse until I fluttered around it and could not stop the sounds in my throat. She braced one hand on my lower belly and pressed, pinning me, while the other held the remote like a leash.

“You are going to come in that diaper like the helpless little slut you are,” she said. “And you will thank me for taking the time you cannot use. Beg for it first.”

“I need to come. Let me come. I will give the hour back. All of it. Keep it. I do not want it.”

“What are you.”

My mouth fought me. The toys did not.

“A diaper slut,” I got out. “A mess. A thing that cums in her own diaper because she cannot stand being grown for sixty minutes.”

“Again.”

“I am a pathetic diaper baby who begs to stay under your rules. Fuck. Please.” The word slipped. I bit it off too late.

She forgave nothing. The remote climbed. My whole lower body went tight and stupid. The warm bulk drove the egg into me with every twitch. The plug kicked in my ass on the same beat until I could not tell which hole was which, only that both were owned.

I broke hard.

I seized. Slick gushed into the soaked panel and the squelch turned loud beneath her pressing hand. My ass clamped on the plug in raw spasms I could not stop. I shook through it with my mouth open and drool on my chin, short broken noises, too much, cannot, more, while the egg kept buzzing and dragged the climax out until my vision spotted.

She left the toys running through the aftershocks. Cruel. Steady. I twisted away and she held my hip.

“Stay. You asked for less grown time. This is what less looks like.”

When she finally clicked both toys down to a low idle, I lay wrecked on the mat, sodden weight between my legs, blouse and skirt in a heap on the floor. She peeled the tapes, lifted the front, and the smell of my own cum and warm piss hit me. I turned my face into my shoulder.

“Messy girl.” She wiped me with firm strokes, then slicked two fingers and pushed them into my cunt without warning. I was still fluttering. She fucked me on those fingers until I whimpered, then pulled free and moved lower.

One finger at my ass, beside the plug. She dragged the plug free slow enough to leave me gaping, then replaced it with her finger, then two, then three, twisting. The stretch burned. I panted into the mat.

“Take it.”

Four. The burn went white. She folded her thumb and pressed. I fought her. She waited, patient, adding lube, rocking, until her hand sank past the widest part and my ass took her to the wrist.

Full. Split. I sobbed once and my cunt dripped down onto the mat in a thin string.

“There,” she said. “Hole trained. Breathe.”

She fucked me on her fist in long deep strokes, each one dragging a wet sound out of me that made my ears ring. The egg idled against my clit, her other hand on the dial, and kept me raw and climbing with nowhere to put it. My hands fisted the mat edge. Pride tried to surface, the old voice that said I had a job and a lease and a spine. It drowned beneath the stretch, the heat, and the way she talked over me like I was a body on a table.

“You gave me your bank access. You gave me your nights. Now you are giving me your hour. Say thank you while I fist this greedy ass.”

“Thank you,” I gasped. “Thank you for taking it. Thank you for using me.”

“What do you need me for.”

“Everything. Buttons. Food. Coming. I cannot do the desk. I cannot do the hour. Keep me.”

She worked her hand deeper, then out to the knuckles, then in again, until my ass stayed soft and used around her. When she withdrew, the empty ache made me whine. She pushed the remote plug back in to hold me open and taped a clean one over the whole mess, egg reseated against my raw clit, both toys on a low pulse that would not let me settle.

“Grown-Up Hour is now twenty minutes,” she said. “You asked. I grant it. Tomorrow you will sit for those twenty in your blouse, and if you waste them crying at an empty desk again, we cut them to ten. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She stood and wiped her hand on a cloth. I stayed on my back, the fresh padding warm and tight, the plug a solid weight in my ass, the egg humming enough to keep my hips restless. Day 7 marked the fridge in black. Twenty-three days for Miss Odile to decide if I went home or stayed under a permanent order.

I had asked for less of myself out loud. The evidence sat on my body.

She wrote in the green daybook at the counter, pen scratching, while I watched from the mat. On the fridge, under the day count, she stuck a new strip of tape and printed in block letters: GROWN-UP HOUR: 20 MIN. REQUESTED BY CHARGE.

The remote rested beside the daybook, small and black, the dial still set to low. My hips twitched in time with it. I could not make them stop.


Chapter 5: Her Own Handwriting

The brass bell rang twice for nap.

I rose from the rug with the thick adult diaper dragging between my thighs and took one step toward the nursery hall the way I had for eleven days straight. Then I stopped. My mouth tasted like leftover apple sauce and copper. The clock on the wall put the day at twelve. Eighteen left on the fridge card, chalked in red.

Nanny Rae’s shoes moved down the far corridor. Soft, even, already sure I would follow.

I turned the other way.

The study door gave under my palm. The desk sat closed the way it always did, the top drawer locked in my head even when it was not locked in metal. I pulled. It stuck. I pulled harder. Wood scraped. The drawer jumped open and eleven days of good behavior left my chest in one hard rush of air.

Green daybook. Thick. Corded.

I took it because my hands refused to put it back.

My name sat on the first page in clean block print. Below that, a sheet I already knew by the way the pen had dug into the paper. My handwriting. Ugly. Fast. The time stamp in the corner read 3:40 a.m. The week my inbox had stacked higher than my sleep. The week I had called the agency with a voice that cracked.

Every box. Ticked.

Full-time live-in care. Continuous diapering. Toilet denial. Oral feeding. Scheduled naps. Restraint for thrashing. Sexual training as needed for compliance. Permanent option preferred if trial succeeds.

I had drawn those little dark marks myself.

My stomach rolled. I turned the page and found the second sheet. Scored. Columns. Dates from Day 1 in a neat hand that was not mine. Marks for obedience, wetting, verbal resistance, recovery after correction. A line near the bottom waited blank for Day 30.

RELEASE / RETAIN.

I sat on the floor hard enough the diaper crinkled under me like a loud joke. The form shook in my grip. I had come here to get help and get out. I had signed myself into a test I never knew I was taking. The woman who filled this out at 3:40 a.m. was me. That was what stuck in my throat worse than any rule.

“Wren.”

Nanny Rae stood in the doorway with her sleeves rolled. No raised voice. No slap of a paddle yet. She looked at the green book in my lap the way a person looks at a tool already back where it belongs.

I clutched the pages. “You said this was a trial of you. Of the placement. You said Day 30 was when I could send you away.”

She came in, shut the door, and sat on the rug across from me as if we were about to share tea. She took the daybook from my hands without a fight. I had none left.

“You skipped nap,” she said. “You opened a drawer that is not yours. And you found the truth early. That is still a kind of progress.”

“Progress.” The word tasted foul. “This is my handwriting.”

“Yes.”

“I ticked all of it.”

“Yes.”

“I was exhausted. I was not thinking.”

“You were exact,” she said. She turned the scored sheet so I had to look at my own name again. “The agency does not place a nanny for thirty days to grade the nanny. The nanny is staff. You are the applicant. From the first hour I have scored you. Miss Odile returns on Day 30. She reads this book. She decides if you are competent enough to go home alone, or if you require permanent care.”

The fridge card flashed behind my eyes. Day 12. Eighteen days. I had counted them like a jail sentence ending. They were an exam calendar.

“So if I behave, I pass, and I leave,” I said.

“If you show restored adult competency, she marks RELEASE. I am reassigned. You go back to your flat and your empty desk and the life that put you on a form at half past three in the morning.” Nanny Rae’s thumb rested on RETAIN. “If you show that you need keeping, she marks this. You stay.”

My cunt pulsed against the thick crotch of the diaper. Heat climbed my neck. I hated my body for that. I hated the woman who had ticked those boxes more.

“I can still fail on purpose,” I said. “I can act fine. I can take the Grown-Up Hour and type. I can hold my bladder. I can leave.”

“You can try.” She closed the book and set it on the desk. “Stand up.”

I stood because standing was easier than thinking. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs; I had wet it during block time and never said. The smell of my own piss rose when I moved. Shame hit my clit like a pressed thumb.

Nanny Rae walked me out of the study and into the front room. She drew the wide curtains all the way open. Daylight poured over the rug, the low table, the street beyond the glass. A car passed. A woman with a bag crossed the opposite walk.

“Hands on the window sill,” she said. “Face the glass. Feet apart.”

“Someone will see.”

“That is the point. Present.”

I put my palms on the cool sill. She stripped my soft top off and dropped it. The white diaper stayed on, loud and bulky, shoved high between my spread thighs for anyone who looked. She peeled the side tapes. The front panel fell open and cold air hit my bare pussy. My clit stood out swollen from the wet diaper. Slick shone on my inner thighs.

“Look at yourself in the glass,” she said. “Diaper hanging open. Cunt out for the street. This is what you asked for when you could still hold a pen.”

I looked. My face was blotched. My tits hung free. The open diaper framed my shaved mound like a crude white picture frame. My hole was shiny. I wanted to close my legs. I kept them wide.

She went to the side cabinet and came back with a black leather harness already buckled around her hips, a thick cock strapped on, shiny with lube. In her other hand she held a steel butt plug, a remote vibe, and a pair of nipple clamps linked by a chain.

“You broke nap for a drawer,” she said. “Now you earn the rest of the afternoon on display. You will stay at this glass. You will take what I put in you. You will say what you are when I tell you to speak. If a neighbor looks, you will not cover yourself.”

“Please. Close the curtain.”

“No.”

She worked lube against my asshole with two knuckles, rough and sure. The first thick push of the plug burned. I hissed. She seated it deep until the base kissed my rim and the stretch locked in. Then she thumbed the remote. The vibe inside the plug kicked on low, a deep buzz that made my thighs jump and the loose padding crinkle around my knees.

The clamps bit my nipples next. Metal teeth. The chain swung when I breathed. Pain shot straight to my clit. I tasted blood where I had bitten my cheek.

“Say it,” Nanny Rae said. “What did you tick on that form.”

“Full care,” I whispered.

“Louder. The glass is right here. Use your grown voice while you still have one.”

“Full-time live-in care. Continuous diapering. Toilet denial.” My voice cracked on the last words. A man on the sidewalk glanced toward the house and kept walking. My pussy clenched so hard the plug shifted. “I ticked permanent if the trial works.”

“Good little applicant.” She stepped in behind me and rubbed the fat head of the strap-on through the mess of my cunt, smearing my own slick up over my clit. “You are dripping on the sill. For a woman who wants RELEASE, you leak like a whore who wants keeping.”

“I don’t…”

She pushed into my pussy in one long drive. The cock stuffed me full against the buzz of the plug. I cried out. My forehead bumped the glass. The clamps jerked. Outside, a bicycle bell ticked past.

She fucked me in steady deep strokes, hips slapping the loose flaps, the wet suck of my cunt loud in the quiet room. Each thrust shoved me closer to the window. My tits smeared the glass. The chain between the clamps chimed.

“Tell the street what you are,” she said.

“I can’t.”

She stopped buried to the base and ground against me. The plug buzzed harder on a click of the remote. My clit throbbed, untouched, furious.

“You opened my book. You wanted truth. Speak yours. Now.”

“I’m a diaper slut,” I forced out. The words tasted like pennies and spit. “I’m a pathetic thing that cums in her own diaper. I’m a hole that filled out her own intake.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m Nanny’s piss-soaked little toy. I asked for this at 3:40 in the morning like a broken bitch. Please. Please fuck me. Please don’t send me back.”

The last line came out before I could stop it. My eyes stung. Grief sat under my ribs for the woman who had believed help meant temporary. I had written her out myself.

Nanny Rae pulled out of my pussy with a slick pop and dragged the cock up to my plugged ass. “Hold the sill. Push back.”

She eased the plug free. My hole gaped for a second, empty and stupid. Then the strap-on head pressed that raw ring and drove in. Thicker than the plug. The burn ripped a sound out of me I did not choose. She worked deeper, inch by inch, until her harness slapped my cheeks and the whole shaft lived in my ass.

“Take it,” she said. “Open for me. You marked sexual training. This is the lesson.”

She pounded. Hard. The slap of skin filled the room. My asshole stretched around the shaft on every drive. Squelch. Drag. The wet noise of lube and my own body put more heat in my face than the window did. The open diaper hung between my knees, soaked, smelling of piss and cunt, and every thrust made it swing and crinkle.

She reached around and pinned a wand to my clit. The broad head came on full. My legs shook. Pleasure stacked mean and fast. I tried to close my thighs. She kicked my feet wider.

“You do not hide on display days,” she said. “You show. You leak. You take.”

The wand made my clit a single bright point of ruin. The cock in my ass kept plowing. I drooled on the glass. Spit ran down my chin, salt on my tongue when I licked my lip. My nipples screamed in the clamps. Outside, a delivery van idled at the curb. The driver never looked up. My whole body performed for him anyway.

“Please,” I gasped. “I need to come. Please let me.”

“Not yet.”

She killed the wand. Left the cock buried. My orgasm skidded off the edge and left me shaking, empty-handed, cunt twitching on air. A broken sound left my throat.

“Count to thirty in your head,” she said. “Out loud you thank me for every thrust I give you after.”

She fucked my ass again. Deeper. Meaner. I thanked her through clenched teeth, each word wet and ruined. Thank you for using my hole. Thank you for the stretch. Thank you for making me look at the street while you rail me. My voice went hoarse. The taste of spit and apple sauce mixed sour on my tongue.

When she finally pulled out, my asshole stayed open, a dark used ring that would not close. She showed me in the glass with two fingers holding me spread.

“Look at that gape. That is ownership, Wren. That is a score.”

She added lube and pressed three digits into me. Then four. The stretch went white-hot. I sobbed against the pane. She tucked her thumb and pushed. The widest part of her hand worked my rim until my body gave and her fist sank into my ass to the wrist.

Full. Too full. My belly stretched tight. The wand came back on my clit at the same time, merciless. I made a noise like an animal.

“Fist in your ass,” she said, calm as recipe talk. “Wand on your clit. Diaper open. Curtains open. Say what happens on Day 30 if you keep melting like this.”

“Retain,” I choked. “She marks retain. I stay. I stay a diapered hole. I stay yours.”

“And if you pretend you are fine?”

“Release.” The word hurt more than the fist. “You leave. I go back. I lose this.”

Her fist turned inside me, slow, grinding. The wand buzzed. My vision spotted. I was going to break. I was going to spray on the sill like a ruined pet.

“One orgasm,” Nanny Rae said. “You have edged and begged and shown yourself. You may have one. When you come, you keep your eyes open on the glass. You watch the slut who filled out her own form finish with a fist in her ass. Then you thank me for keeping score.”

She pumped her arm. Short hard drives of knuckle and bone. The wand pinned my clit. The clamps tugged when my tits shook. The loose padding rubbed my spread thighs with every jolt. I tasted metal and spit and the ghost of the form’s ink in the back of my mind.

The build tore up from my stuffed ass and my battered clit at once. No pretty rise. A hard ugly climb. My hole clamped on her wrist. My cunt gushed down my legs in a clear slick run that dripped off the sill. I came with my mouth open on a raw shout, eyes forced on my own wrecked face in the glass, body jerking, ass spasming around the buried fist, clit firing under the wand until my knees buckled and only her arm and the sill held me up.

Too much. Cannot stop. Full. Used. Mine. No. Hers.

Spit strung from my lip to the glass. My asshole fluttered and tried to push her out and failed. Cum-slick from my empty pussy painted the inside of the hanging diaper. The smell of sex and piss filled my nose. I shook through the last ugly pulses with my forehead on the cold pane and my whole self on offer to an empty street.

She eased her hand free. The gape stayed. She shut the wand off. Unclipped the clamps. Fire flooded back into my nipples and I whimpered.

Nanny Rae turned me, sat me on the low table with the open diaper under my sore ass, and wiped my face with a cloth that smelled like plain soap. Outside, the van pulled away. No one had stopped. The risk had been enough.

“Breathe,” she said.

I breathed. My voice came out thin. “I thought Day 30 was my door out.”

“It is a door,” she said. She fetched the green daybook from the study and set it on the table beside my hip. “It swings both ways. Miss Odile will sit where you are sitting. She will ask you questions. She will read every mark I have made since Day 1. If you want RELEASE, you will have to perform competency she can believe. If you want RETAIN, you will have to tell her, in your own words, that you cannot manage without care.”

Eighteen days. The fridge card. My handwriting at 3:40 a.m.

I touched the scored sheet with one shaky fingertip. “You never planned to leave if I improved.”

“I planned to score you honestly.” Her palm settled on my nape, heavy, sure. “You are the one who asked to be kept before you ever met me. I am only doing the work.”

She taped the diaper shut again over my sticky, used body. The bulk pressed my raw clit. I hissed. She smiled without kindness.

“Nap is over. You burned it on a drawer. Tonight you will write, in your own hand, a one-page statement of what you can no longer do alone. It goes in the book under today’s date. Miss Odile reads those.”

My throat worked. “And if I refuse to write it?”

Nanny Rae leaned in until her mouth nearly touched my ear. The house went quiet around us. The daybook lay open to RELEASE / RETAIN like a mouth waiting to bite.

“Then I will help your body remember why the form exists,” she said. “We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Six Competencies

She slid the paper across the table face down. I sat with my hands in my lap and stared at the blank white back of it. The kitchen clock ticked. My thick white diaper sagged warm and heavy between my thighs under the short dress, a dull weight that pulled my knees apart whether I wanted it or not.

I waited. She waited with me.

Day thirteen sat on the fridge card in dry-erase. Seventeen days left. I kept counting that number in my head like it still meant freedom.

“Turn it,” she said.

I flipped the sheet. Handwriting. Hers. Six lines, numbered, clean as a school test.

At the bottom, in block letters: ASSESSOR SCORING SHEET. DAY 30: RELEASE / RETAIN.

My mouth went dry. My pussy did the opposite. Heat slicked the lining of the diaper against my swollen lips, and I hated how fast it came. The smell of my own wet want rose from the plastic tabs, thick and sweet, and I shifted on the chair so the bulk would stop grinding my clit. It ground harder.

“Those are the six competencies Miss Odile will score,” she said. “Every day from now is practice. You are already mid-trial.”

I swallowed. “So if I pass them all, I go home.”

“If you pass them all as a restored adult, she recommends release. I get reassigned. You go back to your flat and your old life.” She tapped the bottom line with one finger. “If you fail them as an adult and pass them as my charge, she recommends retain. Permanent care order.”

The paper weighed nothing. It sat on the table like a blade.

“I want a guarantee,” I said. My voice came out thin. “If I do what you want, if I play along, you keep me. Put it in writing.”

She smiled with her mouth closed. “No.”

“Then what is this list for?”

“Requirements. Things you must be able to show by Day 30.” She pulled a second sheet from under the first, this one with empty checkboxes and a signature line for Miss Odile. “You asked for help twelve days ago when you could not keep your own life upright. The agency answered. The trial is their assessment of you. I am the tool they use.”

I wanted to shove the papers off the table. I wanted to crawl into her lap. Both wants hit at once and left me sitting there with wet thighs and a pulse in my throat.

“So I can still lose by getting better,” I said.

“Yes. Every scrap of the competent woman you were is now evidence against you.” She stood and collected both sheets. “You can fight the list and hope release saves you. Or you can work the list and hope retain sticks. I will not pick for you.”

I looked at the fridge card. Day 13. The release line on that bottom sheet no longer looked like a door. It looked like a trap that opened the wrong way.

“I want retain,” I said. My stomach dropped. “Tell me how to score for keep.”

She set a hand on the crown of my head. Warm. Heavy. The scent of her lotion, clean soap under it, filled my nose when she stepped close.

“You belong in this room now,” she said. “Prove it with your mouth first.”

She walked me to the living room without another word and sat on the wide armchair. She hiked her skirt up her thighs and hooked her panties aside. Her pussy was already glossy, dark hair trimmed neat, and the smell of her hit me hard, salt and skin and heat. My own diaper crinkled as I went to my knees. Loud in the quiet house.

“Service,” she said. “Hands behind your back. Tongue only. You do not stop when your jaw aches. You do not stop when you gag. You thank me when I let you breathe.”

I locked my wrists at the small of my back. The position shoved my chest forward and pushed the diaper wider between my spread knees. Warmth spread through the front as I wet myself, a helpless flood that soaked the lining and pressed the heavy mess against my clit. The smell of piss-warm diaper mixed with the musk of her cunt. My head went hot with shame. My nipples tightened under the dress.

I put my mouth on her.

She tasted sharp and slick. I licked from her hole up over her folds and found her clit with the flat of my tongue. She made a small sound, pleased, and set one hand in my hair. Not petting. Holding.

“Deeper. Get your tongue in my hole, you filthy little slut. Show me you know what that mouth is for.”

I shoved my tongue inside her. Wet. Hot. She clenched around it and pulled my face harder against her, and I breathed through my nose in short pulls while her juices smeared my chin. The weight of the soaked diaper dragged on my hips. Every small shift made the wet bulk squelch against my pussy and grind my clit. I was dripping into it, slick and useless, and I kept licking because stopping meant thinking about Day 30 and the RELEASE box.

She reached to the side table and brought out a black strap harness already fitted with a thick cock. She buckled it on over her hips without pushing me off. The base of the dildo rested against her mound. The shaft pointed at my face, thick and veined and shining with lube.

“Suck it while you work me,” she said. “Both. At once. My clit and that cock. Prove you can be a good hole with a full mouth.”

I took the head between my lips and moaned around it when she shoved. It hit the back of my throat and I gagged, spit running down my chin, eyes watering. She held me there for a count I could not track, then eased back enough for me to drag air through my nose. I licked under the shaft and back to her real clit, messy, sloppy, spit stringing from the toy to my tongue. My jaw burned. Between my legs the sodden bulk hung hot and heavy, stinking of my own wet, and every time I bobbed on the cock it slapped my thighs.

“Look at you,” she said. “Piss-soaked. Kneeling. Choking on plastic dick while your tongue begs. Say what you are.”

I pulled off with a wet pop. Spit ran. “I’m a diaper slut.” My voice cracked. “I’m your helpless little diaper baby. I need this. I need you to keep me.”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“I’m a pathetic hole that cums in her own diaper. Please. Score me for retain. Please use my mouth. Please do not send me back.”

She pushed the cock back in and fucked my throat in short hard strokes. I gagged and drooled and took it. Tears ran down my face. My pussy clenched on nothing inside the wet bulk, and the pressure on my clit made my hips jerk like I was trying to fuck the mess between my own legs.

She pulled out. A string of spit hung from my lip to the tip.

“Couch. On your back. Legs up.”

I scrambled. The diaper crinkled with every move, heavy and loud. She stripped the tapes and peeled the soaked front down. Cool air hit my dripping pussy. My thighs shone. She left the back half under my ass so I still lay on the wet plastic, the warm wet smell rising around us both.

From the drawer under the coffee table she took a fat plug, a bottle of lube, and the wand. She also took a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain. My stomach flipped.

“You asked how to score for keep,” she said. “You let me open every hole. You beg for it in plain words. You come when I say, and you do not come when I do not.”

She lubed two fingers and pressed them to my asshole. I bore down. Fighting the stretch only made it worse. The burn rolled up my spine as both fingers slid in to the knuckle. She worked them, scissored, added a third. The stretch stung. My pussy leaked a thin line down onto the ruined diaper under me.

“Mouth on the cock while I fist you,” she said, and straddled my chest so the strap-on hung over my face. “Hands stay under your ass. You hold that wet diaper up against your cunt while I ruin you. Grind on your own mess like the dirty toy you are.”

I grabbed the soaked bulk and shoved it hard against my pussy. Warm. Heavy. Slick. The smell punched up into my face under the hanging cock. I took the shaft into my mouth again as her fingers left my hole and her whole hand pressed, tucked, pushed.

The burn turned white-hot. I screamed around the cock. She stopped at the widest part of her knuckles and waited, calm as a clock, while I shook and drooled and ground the wet diaper into my clit like a desperate animal.

“Breathe through your nose. Take it. You asked to be kept.”

Her hand slid past the ring of muscle. Full. Stuffed. Her knuckles pressed deep inside me, the fist seating, and my body locked around it in a hard clench I could not stop. She fucked me with it in short grinding pumps. My asshole stretched around her wrist. The wet sounds were filthy, lube and stretch and the squelch of the diaper under my grinding hands. I sucked the cock like it was the only thing left that made sense.

She turned the wand on with her free hand and jammed the buzzing head against my clit through a fold of the wet diaper. The bulk muffled nothing. Vibration shot through the soaked material straight into me. My hips bucked. She held the wand there and kept working her fist in my ass and kept the cock in my throat, and I was just a set of holes making noise.

“Beg.”

I pulled off enough to speak, spit thick on my lips. “Please make me cum. Please fist my hole. Please keep me. I will score every line. I will ask for the bottle. I will wet and wear it and thank you. Please do not mark release. Please.”

“Good little toy.” She clamped both nipples hard. The chain jerked when I arched. Pain and the buzz and the fist and the weight of my own mess all stacked, and I broke.

The orgasm tore through me in hard ugly spasms. My asshole clamped on her fist so tight it hurt. My pussy gushed into the diaper under my hands, hot and loud, the squelch wet and shameful. I gagged on the cock when she shoved it back in mid-shake, and I came with my throat full and my eyes streaming, brain down to scraps. Too much. Cannot stop. Hole. More. Please.

She worked me through it without mercy. The wand stayed. The fist stayed. When the first crest fell she twisted her hand inside me and the second slammed in before I could breathe. My thighs shook. Spit ran into my hair. The clamps bit. I sobbed around the shaft and came again, weaker, wrecked, still grinding the piss-warm bulk into my raw clit because she had told me to hold it there.

She eased her hand free. The gape left me empty and aching. Air on my stretched hole made me flinch. She wiped her hand on my inner thigh and left the mess there.

“Turn over. Ass up. Face in the cushion.”

I rolled. My arms shook. She peeled the rest of the ruined diaper off and tossed it aside. Fresh cool air on my skin. Then the plug, bigger than the one she had set out first, cold with lube, pressed to my open hole and seated in one firm push. I grunted into the cushion. Full again. The base sat flush against me and every clench measured how wide she had left me.

She lined the strap-on up with my pussy and drove in to the hilt. I was so wet it took no force. The cock filled me while the plug held my ass, double pressure, and she started a deep steady fuck that slapped skin on skin. The wand came back under me, pinned to my clit, and she reached around for the clamp chain and tugged.

“You will work for retain every day from this one,” she said, voice even while she pounded me. “You will practice the six lines. You will ask. You will wet. You will open your mouth when I present a cock or a bottle or my cunt. Miss Odile scores what she sees. I will make sure she sees a charge who cannot go back.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes. Score me. Use me. Keep me.”

She fucked harder. The plug shifted with every thrust. The wand buzzed. My third orgasm built lower and meaner, a drag up from the stuffed ache in my ass and the deep stroke in my pussy. When it hit I screamed into the cushion and clenched so hard the plug swelled huge and the cock bigger and my whole body locked and shook. Cum and slick ran down my thighs. She kept going through it, railing me, using the stretch, and only slowed when my arms gave out and I lay flat and twitching.

She pulled out. The empty throb in my pussy made me whimper. She left the plug in.

“On your knees again. Clean the cock. Then my cunt. Then you thank me for the fisting and the fucking and the mess.”

I licked the strap clean of my own cum, long flat strokes, tasting myself and the rubber. Then I buried my face between her thighs and licked her through her own climax, her hand hard in my hair, her thighs clamping my ears, her wet smearing my whole lower face. She came on my tongue with a low grunt and held me there while the last pulses ran through her.

When she let go I sat back on my heels. Spit and cum on my chin. Nipples still clamped. Plug still seated. Between my bare thighs the missing diaper left me too light, wrong, and I missed the bulk with a sharpness that scared me.

She took the clamps off. Blood rushed back in a bright sting. She wiped my face with a warm cloth, careful, almost kind, and that tenderness sat heavier than the fist had. I leaned into her hand before I could stop myself.

“Phone,” she said.

She dialed on speaker and set the phone on the arm of the chair. Miss Odile’s voice came through cool and brisk.

“Mid-trial check. Day thirteen. Status.”

“Charge is present,” she said. “Competencies under active drill. Continuous diaper protocol holds. Verbal requesting is advancing. Sexual submission under care is scoring high.”

I knelt there naked, plug in my ass, thighs shiny, and heat climbed my neck. A witness. Even a voice on a line. My pussy twitched like it had not already been used raw.

“Any resistance today?” Miss Odile asked.

“Negotiated for a written retain guarantee. Denied. She then requested scoring guidance for permanent placement.” A pause. “She is shifting from endurance to competition.”

Silence on the line. Then: “Noted. Continue. I will expect the Day 20 packet early. If she is angling for retain, the evidence must be clean. No half measures.”

“Understood.”

The call ended. My ears rang. The release box on that bottom sheet had just grown teeth in front of a second person. Seventeen days left, and now the agency knew.

She taped a fresh diaper on me herself. The crinkle was loud. The bulk forced my thighs apart again. She dusted powder, sealed the tabs, and pressed the front once with her palm so the weight settled against my still-throbbing clit. I hissed. She smiled that closed smile.

“Evening schedule,” she said. “Couch. Lap.”

I climbed into her lap without being pulled. The diaper made sitting a spread-legged sprawl. She held a warm bottle up, rubber teat gleaming, and waited.

I did not wait for her to offer it to my mouth.

“Bottle,” I said. The word came out small and clear. “Please. I want the bottle.”

Her eyes warmed. She set the teat against my lower lip and I latched, sucking hard, milk-warm formula flooding my tongue. My hands fisted in her blouse. The plug shifted when I curled closer. The fresh diaper’s weight pressed and held, and under the powder smell the earlier mess clung to my skin, sex and lube and my own sweat.

I drank. She stroked my hair. Outside the kitchen the fridge card still said Day 13, but the number had stopped being a countdown. Practice days now. Scoring days. Days I had to fail at being the woman who could live alone, and pass at being the thing that got kept.

When the bottle emptied she wiped my mouth with her thumb. I kept my face against her chest and breathed her in, soap and skin and the faint musk of what my tongue had done.

“Tomorrow we drill verbal requests on a timer,” she said. “Miss Odile wants clean evidence. You will give it to her.”

I nodded against her. The plug sat deep and stubborn. My jaw still ached from the cock. Between my legs the new diaper was already warming with fresh wet I had not tried to hold, heat spreading slow, weight growing, the thick bulk grinding my raw clit every time I shifted in her lap.

I did not lift my head. The ache in my stretched hole beat in time with my pulse, a deep sore throb that would not fade, and I held still so I could keep feeling it while she wrote the day’s scores in the green daybook on the arm of the chair, pen scratching, line by line, toward the box I now needed more than air.


Chapter 7: In the Third Person

Istood on the curb in the mid-afternoon heat while Nanny Rae checked the address on her phone against the unmarked door.

No sign. No logo. Only a buzzer and a small camera that tipped toward my face.

My long coat hung closed over the thick adult diaper she had put on me before we left the house. The crinkle cut through the fabric when I shifted my weight. Warmth sat heavy between my legs, already half used from the ride over, and the bulk forced my stance wide.

“Ring it,” she said.

I pressed the button. A voice crackled through the speaker, flat and practiced.

“Name?”

My throat stuck. She waited. The camera watched.

“Wren,” I said.

“Come up. Second floor. Leave outdoor shoes at the rack.”

The lock clicked. We climbed a narrow stair. At the top a receptionist sat behind a high desk with a tablet and a tray of sealed packs. She looked at me the way people look at a delivery, then smiled at Nanny Rae like they already knew each other.

“Wren. You’re on time. Miss Odile is already in the studio. Vera will take measurements first.”

My stomach dropped. Miss Odile. Day 30 lived in that name. Thirteen days sat on the fridge card at home, and the assessor was here now, early, ready to write.

I wanted to turn around and walk back down into traffic. My feet stayed put.

Nanny Rae stripped my coat and hung it. Underneath I wore a soft cotton onesie that snapped at the crotch over the diaper, chosen so the outline showed clear. The receptionist’s gaze landed on the bulge and stayed there a beat too long. Heat flushed up my neck. My cunt clenched against the warm diaper like a traitor.

“This way,” the receptionist said.

The fitting studio sat above a quiet shopfront. Mirrors lined one wall. A low padded table stood in the center with a roll of paper across it. Racks of sealed packs climbed the far wall, white and pale pink, industrial and clean. A fitter in her thirties waited with a measuring tape looped over her shoulder and a clipboard under her arm.

“Vera,” she said, not offering a palm. “Remove the onesie. Keep the diaper on for now. Stand on the marks.”

Tape marks on the floor. Shoulder width. Feet apart.

I fumbled the snaps. The onesie dropped. Cool air hit my bare arms and belly. The diaper filled the space between my legs like a public fact. Crinkle. Warmth. Texture of plastic against skin.

Vera’s fingers found my waist first. Cool tape. She pulled it snug and wrote a number without looking up.

“Arms out.”

I raised them. The tape slid under my breasts, then around my hips, then around the fullest part of the diapered bulge. She pressed in with her knuckles to seat the tape through the bulk. Pressure ground straight into my clit. I bit my lip and stared at the wall.

“Capacity range next,” Vera said. “Curtain room. Miss Odile will observe. Caregiver stays.”

A side door led to a curtained back room. The air was warmer. A second table waited, higher, with stirrup bars folded out and a side tray of sealed implements: thick plugs in graded sizes, a short thick dildo on a harness, a wand, a pair of clamps, a tub of lube, gloves.

Miss Odile stood by a high stool with a green daybook and a scoring sheet already clipped to a board. Grey blouse. Calm mouth. Fifty if she was a day, with eyes that did not hurry.

“Wren,” she said. “Day seventeen. Provisioning and capacity. You will answer in complete sentences when I ask. Do you understand the instruction?”

“I understand the instruction,” I said. My voice came out thin.

“On the table. Back down. Knees bent. Caregiver may prepare the charge.”

Nanny Rae moved in. She peeled the tapes of the used diaper and pulled the warm mess away. Cold air on my soaked cunt. The smell of piss and slick rose sharp. I flinched. She wiped me with practiced strokes, then rolled a fresh white diaper under my hips without fastening it, leaving me exposed on top of the soft bulk like a presentation.

“Hold still,” she said.

Vera snapped on gloves. Her fingers parted my labia and worked the folds, pressing, spreading, checking. One fingertip brushed my clit. My hips jerked.

Miss Odile wrote.

“Describe your current state of arousal in a complete sentence,” Miss Odile said.

I swallowed. “I am wet and hard under the inspection even though I do not want to be.”

“Noted.”

Vera’s two fingers slid into my cunt without warning. Thick. Steady. She curled and pressed. Slick sounds filled the small room. My face burned. My hole clenched around the intrusion and milked it like I had trained for this.

“Vaginal grip is strong,” Vera said to the clipboard, as if I were a chair. “Responsive.”

Nanny Rae took the lube. A slick glob landed on my asshole. Her fingertip circled, then pushed in. One finger. The burn spread. I gripped the table edge.

“Breathe,” she said. “You take what I put in you.”

A second finger joined. Stretch. My body tried to close and failed. She worked me open with short pumps until the ring gave. Then a third. Full. Wrong. Perfect. My clit throbbed against nothing, and I hated how empty my front stayed while my ass filled.

Miss Odile’s pen scratched.

“State whether you still believe you can manage your own toileting without caregiver oversight,” Miss Odile said. “Complete sentence.”

The answer I wanted sat in my mouth. The truth sat lower.

“I cannot manage my own toileting without caregiver oversight,” I said. The words tasted like dirt.

“Good,” Miss Odile said. “Continue capacity.”

Vera selected a thick plug from the tray, black silicone, flared base. She pressed the tip to my stretched hole and pushed. The widest part dragged. I grunted. It seated with a dull pop and the base sat flush against me. Full. Heavy. My cunt leaked onto the open diaper under my hips.

Nanny Rae took the wand. She set the head right on my clit and flipped it on low. Vibration punched through me. My back arched. A sound ripped out of my throat.

“No finishing yet,” she said. “You hold.”

I held. Barely. The buzz ground my clit raw and sweet. The plug in my ass made pressure build deep where I could not reach. Slick ran down into the diaper material and soaked a dark circle.

Miss Odile watched my face, then my hole, then the scoring sheet.

“Name what you are in this room,” she said. “Complete sentence. Crude language is acceptable if accurate.”

My mouth opened on a lie and shut. The wand climbed a notch. My thighs shook. I used that word once and then forced the rest out.

“I am a diaper slut who cums when people measure her holes.”

Miss Odile’s mouth almost moved. Almost. “Recorded.”

Nanny Rae killed the wand. The edge slammed into a wall. I sobbed once, ugly, and tried to rock against air.

“Beg, and I might let you,” she said.

The line hit low in my belly. Pride clawed up my spine and died on the way. My voice cracked.

“Please. Please let me cum. Please use me until I break. I need it. I need you to make this whore finish.”

“Louder.”

“Please let me cum!”

She turned the wand back on hard and pinned it to my clit. The plug stayed buried. Vera’s gloved fingers shoved two back into my cunt alongside the pressure and fucked me in short mean strokes. Squelch. Slap of palm on soaked skin. My whole lower body went tight.

“Count it,” Nanny Rae said.

The first orgasm tore through me. My cunt gushed around Vera’s fingers. My ass clamped the plug so hard the base jumped. I shouted through it, ugly and high.

“One,” I gasped. “That’s one.”

They did not stop.

Vera pulled her fingers free and wiped them on my belly. Nanny Rae left the wand buzzing and worked the plug out with a slow drag that left me gaping. Air hit the open ring. Shame poured through me hotter than the aftershocks.

“More,” Miss Odile said, almost mild. “We need a full capacity series.”

Nanny Rae coated her whole right hand. Fingers first, then the tuck of her thumb, then pressure that made my vision white at the edges. My asshole burned and stretched and took. Knuckles. The widest part. A deep ache that lived past thought. She seated her fist to the wrist and held still while I panted like an animal.

Full. Too full. My cunt clenched on nothing and dripped.

“Say what is in you,” Nanny Rae ordered.

“Your fist is in my ass,” I said. “I’m taking your whole fucking fist like a hole.”

“Yes. You are.”

She began to move. Small rocks. Then deeper pumps. The stretch stayed vicious. The wand stayed on my clit. Vera clamped my nipples hard enough to bite and left the metal hanging. Pain and buzz and the thick fist in my ass stacked until my brain frayed.

“Please,” I begged. “Too much. I can’t…”

“You can,” Nanny Rae said. “And you will. Ask for the second.”

“Please give me the second. Please force it out of this dirty bitch.”

She twisted her wrist inside me and cranked the wand. The second orgasm hit messier. My body jerked against her grip and the table. Spit slid down my chin. Cum and slick poured onto the diaper under me in a wet slap.

“Two,” I croaked. “That’s two. One more. Please. One more.”

Miss Odile wrote without looking away from my face.

“Describe, in a complete sentence, whether you would be safe returned to independent living on day thirty.”

I could barely breathe. The fist still filled me. The clamps bit. My clit jumped under the wand like it had its own pulse.

“I would not be safe returned to independent living on day thirty,” I said. The sentence came out broken and true.

“Useful,” Miss Odile said.

Nanny Rae eased her fist out. The gape stayed. Empty. Ruined. On display. Vera set a thick strap-on harness on Nanny Rae’s hips, short fat cock already shiny with lube. She lined it up with my stretched asshole and drove in to the base in one shove.

I screamed into my own arm.

She fucked me hard. Deep. Mean. The table creaked. Each thrust shoved the air out of me and dragged it back as a moan. The wand stayed pinned. Vera pushed three fingers into my cunt and scissored while the strap-on reamed my ass. Double stuffed. Used. The wet sounds got louder, filthy, constant.

“What are you,” Nanny Rae said between thrusts.

“A hole,” I sobbed. “A good little toy. A piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby who needs this. Please don’t stop. Please ruin me.”

“Take it.”

“I’m taking it. Fuck. I’m taking all of it.”

She pulled the wand off for three brutal seconds. The edge left me thrashing. Then she slammed it back and rutted harder.

“Three,” she ordered. “Earn it.”

The third orgasm wrecked me. My holes locked down. My stomach seized. I came with a raw cry that cracked in the middle, cum spraying Vera’s wrist, my ass milking the strap-on in hard pulls. Spit and tears mixed on my cheek. My thoughts broke into scraps.

Too much. Can’t. More. Fuck. Gone.

“Three,” I whispered. “That’s three.”

They were not done.

Nanny Rae pulled out of my ass and flipped me onto my belly over the rolled bulk of the unused diaper, face to the side, hips high. The harness sat on Vera’s hips now. She fed the thick dildo into my cunt and started a steady pound. Nanny Rae took the wand again and reached under to grind it on my swollen clit from the front. Miss Odile stepped closer and checked the stretch of my used asshole with two cool fingers, then three, scoring as she went.

“Fourth,” Miss Odile said. “If she can still form a sentence after.”

Vera fucked me like work. Deep strokes. My tits dragged on the paper. The clamps tugged. Heat and texture stacked: paper under my cheek, plastic of the diaper under my hips, silicone cock splitting my cunt, fingers in my sore ass, buzz on my clit.

“Please,” I said, voice shredded. “Fourth. Please force the fourth out of me. I’ll say anything. I’ll sign anything. Please.”

“Then say you belong in care,” Nanny Rae said.

“I belong in care. I need full oversight. I need a caregiver. I need to stay diapered and used and watched. Please. Please let me cum.”

The wand spiked. Vera bottomed out. Miss Odile’s fingers curled in my ass.

The fourth orgasm hit like a blackout. My body locked and shook and dumped. I drooled on the paper. My cunt gushed around the dildo in wet pulses. A broken sound kept leaving my mouth with no words left in it.

“Four,” someone said. Me. Barely.

Nanny Rae shut the wand off. Aftershocks still rolled. My holes fluttered, empty and sore and leaking. Vera pulled out. Cum and slick ran down over my clit and into the diaper material beneath me in a warm smear.

Miss Odile closed a box on her sheet.

“Capacity demonstrated. Answers consistent with dependency profile. Sign here, caregiver. Subject initials here.”

A form slid into my blurred view. My name already typed. Appointment type: provisioning and capacity. Location code. Date. Day 17 of 30.

Nanny Rae signed. My hand shook when I set my initials. The ink dried. The copy went into Miss Odile’s green daybook. Another copy into a manila folder labeled with my first name only.

Outside the house. On paper. Witnessed.

I could never say this did not happen.

Vera cleaned me with brisk strokes, dusted powder that smelled sharp and clean, and taped a fresh pink diaper around my hips. The bulk pressed my raw clit. I hissed. She snapped the onesie closed over it and helped me sit. My legs barely held.

“Recommended stock for the home will ship tomorrow,” Vera said to Nanny Rae. “Night size and day size, both listed.”

Miss Odile packed her board. “I will see you both on day thirty for final competency. Continue the schedule. Do not coach the answers.”

“Understood,” Nanny Rae said.

We left the curtain room. My gait rolled around the bulk. Warmth. Plastic. The ache in my ass with each step. At the front desk the receptionist took the folder copy and scanned a barcode. Beep. Filed. Permanent.

Then the lobby door opened.

A woman from my old firm stepped in with a tote bag and sunglasses pushed up into her hair. Mira. We had shared a project floor for two years. Late nights. Shared bad coffee. She froze mid step.

“Wren? What are you doing here? I thought you were on medical leave.”

My mouth opened. Nothing useful came out. The onesie. The clear diaper bulk under it. The flush on my face. The way I stood with my feet too far apart.

Nanny Rae stepped half a pace forward, calm as a closed door.

“She is under active care placement,” Nanny Rae said. “Visits are scheduled. She is not available for workplace contact.”

Mira’s eyes flicked from my face to the receptionist to Miss Odile’s green daybook. Understanding arrived in ugly pieces.

“Is she… okay?” Mira asked, and she asked it to Nanny Rae, not to me.

“She is progressing,” Nanny Rae said. “Her schedule is full. If your firm needs status, the agency liaison handles that. Do not call her direct line.”

They spoke over my head. About me. In the third person. Like I was a case on a cart.

“She looks different,” Mira said, quieter.

“She is receiving what she requested in intake,” Miss Odile said, passing with the daybook under her arm. “Excuse us.”

Mira stepped aside. Her mouth stayed open. I kept my eyes on the floor while Nanny Rae steered me to the stair. My old name sat on that folder now, the same name on a CV in a drawer somewhere I no longer controlled. The shell of who I had been at that firm cracked under Mira’s stare and stayed cracked when the street air hit my face.

In the car I shook. The diaper held heat against my abused clit. My asshole throbbed around its own memory of a fist. Thirteen days left on the card at home, and the assessor already had my voice on record saying I would not be safe alone.

Nanny Rae drove with one palm on the wheel.

“When we get home you will stand at the fridge and change the day mark to seventeen,” she said. “Then you will kneel and thank me for taking you to be measured. After supper you write a full page on what Mira saw, in ink, and you put it in the daybook pocket for Miss Odile. No typing. No edits.”

I stared at the road.

“Yes,” I said.

“And tomorrow,” she added, voice even, “we practice the six competencies out loud with the door unlocked, in case the agency sends a spot check. You will answer the same way you answered today. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She glanced once at the thick pink bulk under my onesie, then back at traffic.

“Good. Sit still and keep that diaper on. You do not get the toilet for the rest of the day. If you need, you use what you are wearing, and you tell me when you do.”

My cunt twitched at the order. Shame sat in me hot and low. Outside, the city kept moving. Inside the car, the signed copy of my name rode home in her bag, already filed where I could not pull it back.


Chapter 8: Marisol Comes to Tea

Istood in the hall with tea drying on my tongue and my knees stinging from the rug, and the good tray on the sideboard already held two cups instead of one.

She had finished with me ten minutes earlier. My mouth still tasted like her, salt and soap, and the plastic of the strap still pressed a ghost line against the back of my throat. She had wiped my chin with a cloth, set the cups, and told me to stay put.

Heels clicked in the hall.

Not hers. Hers never sounded like that. These were sharp, sure, used to being let in.

My cunt twitched under the crinkle of the adult diaper she had taped on after. Heat climbed my face. I pressed my thighs together and the plastic rustled loud enough to give me away.

The fridge card showed Day 21 in dry-erase black. Nine days left. I had been counting them like a finish line. Now the number sat there like a dare.

She opened the door.

“Marisol.” Her voice went warm in a way it never did for me. Low. Easy. Almost glad. “Come in. You look well.”

The woman who stepped past her wore a good coat and clean shoes. Thirty-two, dark hair pinned neat. Lipstick that had not been kissed off. She smelled like cold air and expensive soap. When she smiled at Rae, her whole face softened like she had come home.

“Rae.” Marisol kissed her cheek. Held her a second longer than a guest would. “Four years and you still set the good cups.”

“For you, always.”

Always. I stood there with spit drying at the corner of my mouth and a heavy diaper between my legs, and she said always to someone else.

Marisol’s eyes found me. They moved over the plastic bulging beneath my short dress, the pacifier chain at my collar, the red of my knees. She did not flurry. She catalogued.

“This is the new one,” she said.

“Wren,” Rae said. “Twenty-one days in. Show Marisol how you greet a guest.”

I dropped to my knees on the hall runner. Forehead to the floor. Hands flat. The diaper compressed under me with a wet, soft sound. I had used it an hour ago on her order, and the warmth had not faded.

“Good afternoon, Marisol,” I said into the carpet. “Welcome.”

“Louder.”

“Welcome.”

Marisol’s heel shifted near my ear. “She still has pride in her shoulders. I can hear it.”

“We are working on that,” Rae said. “Tea first. Then a demonstration. She scores better under a witness.”

They walked past me into the sitting room. I stayed down until Rae clicked her tongue. Then I crawled after them because that was the rule on guest days, and my face burned so hot I thought the carpet would catch.

Marisol sat in the good chair. Rae poured. They talked about Marisol’s work, her flat, a trip she had taken. Their voices slid over each other like they had done this a hundred times. I knelt by the low table with a napkin across my palms, waiting to pass the sugar when Rae nodded.

She never nodded for me like that when we were alone. With Marisol she moved soft. She laughed once, short and real. The sound went through me like a slap.

“How is the trial holding?” Marisol asked.

“On schedule. Assessor comes Day 30. Nine days. The fridge card tracks it.”

“And if she scores release?”

Rae’s eyes cut to me. “Then the agency reassigns me and she goes back. That is the paper. Drink your tea.”

I passed the sugar. My hands shook. Sugar scattered on the tray.

“Clumsy,” Marisol said, mild. “I used to spill too. Until she made me lick it.”

Rae looked at me. “Lick it.”

I bent over the tray and dragged my tongue through the grit. Sweet. Bitter. Marisol watched over the rim of her cup like this was the weather.

“Better,” Rae said. “Now stand. Demonstration. Standard sequence. Mouth first.”

She stood and unbuckled the strap harness from the side table drawer where she had left it after using me. The silicone cock jutted out, still faintly shiny from my throat. She stepped into the straps and tightened them at her hips without hurry.

“Worship,” she said. “Properly. Marisol grades posture.”

I crawled to her boots. Kissed the leather. Worked up her calves with my mouth, then her thighs. The smell of her skin beneath the harness made my pussy clench in the soggy crotch of the diaper. I hated how fast I got slick for this. Hated that Marisol could see the damp darkening the plastic.

When I reached the base of the cock I licked long stripes up the shaft. I took the head past my lips and sucked. Rae’s hand landed in my hair and held me there.

“Deeper,” Marisol said. “She used to take all of it on the first pass by day twenty.”

Day twenty-one. I was behind a ghost.

I pushed forward until the silicone hit the back of my throat and my eyes watered. Spit ran down my chin. I gagged and stayed on it. Rae fucked my mouth in short rolls of her hips, and the wet sounds filled the quiet room. Slurp. Gag. The click of Marisol setting her cup down.

“Service hands,” Rae said. “Behind your back.”

I locked my wrists at the base of my spine. She used my face. Drool soaked the front of my dress. My cunt throbbed in the warm mess of the diaper every time the cock dragged over my tongue. I wanted to rub against nothing. I wanted her to look at me the way she looked at Marisol.

When she pulled out, a string of spit connected my lip to the tip. She wiped it on my cheek.

“Adequate,” Marisol said. “A little frantic. She is performing for me, not for you.”

“She is learning,” Rae said. “Next. Present for inspection.”

I turned on all fours and put my forehead on the floor. She tugged the tapes and peeled the diaper down my hips. Cool air hit piss-warm skin. The smell rose sharp: ammonia and the sweet reek of how wet my pussy had gotten inside the plastic. Humiliating. Immediate.

Marisol stood and walked around me. Her heels stopped by my hip.

“Soaked through. Arousal and use both. You still make them leak for it.”

“Hold still, Wren.” Rae’s fingers spread my cheeks. “Look at her hole. She takes a plug every afternoon now.”

A finger pressed my asshole. Then two. I clenched and she clicked her tongue until I pushed out and let her in. The stretch burned. My cunt dripped onto the rug in a thin string.

“She is tight for day twenty-one,” Marisol said. “I was looser. You trained me harder.”

The words went in under my ribs. Harder. Better. Gone four years and still the standard.

Rae worked a third finger into my ass. I grunted into the floor. She scissored me open while Marisol watched, and the room tilted. My clit ached, untouched, nothing to grind on.

“Beg for the plug,” Rae said.

“I need the plug in my ass,” I said. “I need you to fill me. I need to be used while she watches.”

“Filthier.”

“I am a hole that needs stuffing. I am a diaper slut who cums when you stretch my asshole. Put it in. Make me take it in front of her.”

Marisol made a small sound. Approval or pity. I could not tell. I wanted to die. I wanted more.

Rae pushed a fat silicone plug into me. The widest ring forced my rim and I cried out. It seated with a dull pop. Full. Burning. My thighs shook.

“Good,” she said. “Now crawl to Marisol and thank her for witnessing your training.”

I crawled. Each shift of my hips drove the plug deeper. I pressed my forehead to Marisol’s shoe.

“Thank you for watching me get used,” I said. “Thank you for letting me show what she has made me.”

“You sound jealous,” Marisol said above me. Mild as tea. “I can hear it in the vowels.”

My whole body went still.

“I am not,” I started, and Rae’s hand cracked across my bare backside.

“No lies. Say it.”

The heat of the spank bloomed into my cunt. I squeezed around the plug and almost came from that alone. Almost. I bit it back because she had not given permission, and permission was the gate.

“I am jealous,” I said into the leather. “You make her voice soft. I want that. I want to be the one she keeps.”

Silence. Then Marisol’s fingers in my hair, tilting my face up.

“I was released with full marks,” she said. “I walk in the world. I pay my own bills. And I still come back when she calls, because there is no clean exit from what she does. You are not special for wanting her. You are in a line.”

A line. Queue. Replaceable.

Something in me tore.

“Then test me harder,” I said. The words came out before I could stop them. “Do not do the standard sequence. Do the one you used on her. The one that made her score full marks. I can take it. Put me through it now.”

Rae looked down at me for a long second. The room went quiet enough to hear the clock.

“You are volunteering,” she said.

“Yes.”

“For the full service drill. Fist. Strap. No release until I say. In front of a graduate.”

My pulse hammered in my throat. “Yes. I want it. I need you to ruin me where she can see so you stop looking at her like I am temporary.”

Marisol sat back down and crossed her legs. “This should be interesting.”

Rae pointed at the low table. “Chest on wood. Ass high. Hold the edges.”

I obeyed. The plug tugged when I moved. She pulled it free with a wet sound and my hole clenched on empty air, gaping for a second before it tried to close. She coated her hand in lube from the drawer. Cold. Slick.

One finger. Two. Three. She twisted and pushed until my rim went tight and raw. I moaned into the table. My tits dragged on the wood. The diaper hung half off one thigh, crinkling with every breath.

“Ask,” she said.

“Four. Give me four. Stretch my asshole. Use me.”

Four fingers. The burn went sharp. I pushed back onto her hand because that was the only way through it. Sweat ran down my spine. Slick ran off me in fat drops onto the floorboards.

“More,” I gasped. “I can take more. Make me take your fist. I want to be the one who can.”

“Greedy little whore,” Rae said, and the mean in her voice was for me, pure and close, and it lit me up worse than kindness ever had. “Breathe.”

Her knuckles pressed. My body fought. She waited, pressed again, and then her hand sank into me past the widest part and my ass locked around her wrist. Full. Split. I made a broken noise that did not sound like language.

“There,” Marisol said softly. “That face. I remember that face.”

Rae fucked me on her fist in slow pulls. In. Out to the knuckles. In again. The squelch was filthy. Lube and my own slick ran down my thighs. My clit throbbed so hard it hurt. I tried to grind the air and she slapped my hip.

“Still. You do not take. You receive. Beg if you want more.”

“Please,” I said, and hated that I burned one of the few soft words I had left. “Fuck my hole. Deeper. Use your dirty little toy. I need your whole hand. I need to be ruined for anyone else.”

She pumped harder. My arms shook on the table. The stretch turned to a deep ache that lived under my skin. My mouth hung open and wet. I was open. I was a sleeve. I was nothing that paid rent or answered email. I was a body on a table getting fisted while a woman in a good coat sipped tea.

When she pulled her hand free my ass stayed open. Cool air moved inside me. I whimpered.

“Strap,” she said.

She wiped her hand on my back and fitted the cock against my stretched hole. One shove and she bottomed out. I yelled. She fucked me raw and deep, hips snapping, the slap of skin loud in the room. The silicone dragged over every sore inch. My tits bounced. The half-torn diaper flapped against my thigh with each thrust.

“Name yourself,” she ordered.

“I am a hole,” I gasped. “I am a diaper baby who cums when you wreck my ass. I am your toy. I am a pathetic slut who begged for this because I cannot stand her having more of you than I do.”

“Again.”

I said it again. Filthier. Louder. Marisol’s cup clicked on the saucer like a metronome.

Rae reached under me and pinned a wand against my clit. The buzz punched through me and my whole body jerked. She held it there while she pounded my ass and the pleasure stacked so fast I almost tipped.

“Do not,” she said. “You come when I grant it. Beg properly.”

“Let me cum. I need to cum on your cock. I need to cum with your graduate watching me fall apart. I will say anything. I will do anything. I am nothing without this. Let me. Let me. Fuck, I cannot, I am going to, I need permission, I need it, give it to me, use your worthless little bitch until she breaks.”

She kept me there. Edge after edge. The wand buzzed. The strap split me. My voice went hoarse. Tears ran into my mouth, salt and spit. I begged until the words were only sounds.

Marisol spoke from the chair. “She is past the wall. That is the sound.”

Rae’s hips slammed tight. The wand pressed brutal on my clit.

“Cum,” she said. “Now. All over my cock. Show her what you are.”

I broke.

My cunt seized. My ass clamped the strap so tight that white crawled in at the edges of my vision. I gushed onto the wand and the table edge, slick and shameless, and the orgasm ripped through me in hard jerks that made me kick and sob. Cum and piss heat and lube mixed down my thighs. I shook. I drooled on the wood. My brain went offline into short ugly flashes. Too much. Full. Hers. More. Cannot. Still going. Fuck.

She fucked me through it until I went limp. Then she pulled out and my hole stayed loose and used. She turned the wand off. The quiet rang.

I slid to the floor on my side, panting, the ruined diaper twisted around one leg, plug discarded somewhere, my ass aching open.

Rae crouched and wiped my mouth with her thumb. Not soft. Claiming.

“You asked,” she said. “From here I do not have to require. You will offer. That is permanent.”

I nodded against her wrist. The truth of it sat in my gut like a swallowed stone. I had crossed. I would keep crossing. The counting on the fridge was still nine days, and I no longer trusted what the number meant.

Marisol stood and smoothed her coat. “She will score. Or she will break the scale. Either way.”

Rae looked at me, still on the floor in my own mess.

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

The doorbell rang.

One long press. Then another.

Rae rose. She did not tell me to cover myself. She walked to the hall as she was, harness still on, and opened the door on a woman with a green daybook under her arm and a tablet already lit.

“Odile,” Rae said. “You are early.”

“Spot check,” Miss Odile said, stepping in. Her eyes went to me on the sitting room floor, gaping and wet and marked. She did not blink. “Day 21 protocol. I will need her verbal status on record before I leave. And I will need the graduate’s signature as prior-placement witness.”

Marisol buttoned her coat and smiled with all her teeth.

“Gladly,” she said.


Chapter 9: Still Writing Letters

Ikept the roast on my tongue and chewed past the taste of rosemary while the envelope leaned on the fruit bowl like it had always lived there.

“She was out a year,” Rae said, still talking as if we had never stopped. “Full marks. Clean release. Then she put her own name back on the agency list and waited.”

I swallowed. The paper stood white and stiff against the red apples, frank mark black at the corner, my address typed in a font that belonged to a landlord and not to this house.

“Marisol,” I said.

“Yes.” Rae set her fork down. “Still writing letters. Once a month. Sometimes twice. She asks if I have room. She asks if the nursery plate is free. She asks if I remember how she took her milk.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My cunt squeezed around nothing under the thick adult diaper locked between my thighs, the bulk of it warm from the long day and already a little soaked from how I had sat through dinner with my knees pressed tight. I hated that my body answered her name before my brain did.

“You looked at her like she was still yours,” I said.

“She is.” Rae’s voice stayed level. “Release is a paper. The body keeps the schedule. She found that out the hard way, on her own carpet, with no one to check her when she flooded her jeans and cried for a change that never came.”

I put my fork down too hard. The metal rang. Four days left on the fridge card. Day twenty six written in blue. Day thirty blank under it like a mouth waiting to close.

The envelope did not move.

We cleared plates. We wiped the table. We walked past that white rectangle three, four, five times and neither of us put a finger on it. My hips rolled with the crinkle of plastic every step, and the sound followed me into the hall where a second piece of mail lay face up on the side table. Same frank. Same type. My old street. Renewal form. Return by Day 30 or the lease ends.

Rae did not pick it up. She hung the dish towel and went to the living room and sat, and left the form where the post had dropped it.

I stood over it until my knees ached. The smell of the roast still clung to my hair. Under that, the warm ammonia tang of my own diaper rose when I shifted, sharp and sweet and wrong, and my nipples tightened against the soft cotton of the onesie she had buttoned me into after bath.

I could sign it. I could walk to the post box. Four days. An exit standing there with no lock on it.

I left it on the table and went to her.

She had the remote in her lap and the TV dark. Late. No schedule. The clock on the wall said almost eleven.

“Come here,” she said.

I went on my knees between her spread thighs because that was where my body put me now, and the bulk between my legs forced them wide. The crinkle was loud in the quiet room. She hooked two fingers in the collar of the onesie and dragged me close until my face pressed the soft heat of her belly through her shirt, and I breathed her in: soap, skin, the faint clean scent of her cunt under the cotton of her trousers.

“You want to know why she writes,” Rae said.

I nodded against her.

“Because gratitude has a long tail.” Her palm settled on the back of my head. “Because once a woman lets herself be kept, ordinary life tastes like cardboard. She gets her keys back and her flat back and her job back, and she sits on her own toilet and waits for someone to tell her she is allowed to piss.”

My throat worked. The words landed low in my gut and twisted.

“She had full marks,” I said.

“And she still came back to the door.” Rae tipped my chin up. “Say thank you for the truth.”

“Thank you.”

“Mean it.”

“Thank you for telling me.” The words scraped. My cunt pulsed hard enough that I had to rock, and the warm bulk of the diaper ground against swollen flesh and I almost whimpered.

She smiled with half her face. “Up. Nursery. No clock tonight. You are mine until I say you sleep.”

I walked ahead of her down the short hall. Past the lease form. Past the brass plate still blank on the nursery door. My palms were damp. The part of me that still paid rent on a life outside this house screamed to turn around and sign, to put the form in the slot, to keep a door behind me. My hips kept going.

She shut the nursery door. Locked it. The click went through me like a finger on a switch.

“Strip the onesie. Leave the diaper.”

I fumbled the snaps. Cool air hit my stomach and chest. The diaper stayed on, tapes tight at the hips, the front panel already darkened where I had leaked arousal into it through dinner. It sagged a little between my thighs when I stood bare from the waist up, nipples peaked, the collar still around my neck on its short chain with the pacifier cold against my sternum.

Rae opened the bottom drawer and set things on the changing table one by one. A thick black strap harness. A heavy silicone cock, long and ridged. A bottle of lube that smelled like plain slick nothing until it warmed. A string of anal beads the size of small plums. A wand with a fat head. Soft cuffs on a short chain.

I stared at the cock. My hole clenched.

“On the mat,” she said. “Face down. Knees under you. Present that hole.”

I dropped. The mat was cool under my cheek. I got my knees under and pushed my hips up, and the diaper rose with them, a fat white target. She came in behind me and put her palm flat on the small of my back and held me there while she checked the front of the diaper with her other fingers, pressing in until the soaked warmth squelched.

“Soaked already. Filthy little thing. You sat through supper dripping for a woman who is not even in the room.”

“I…”

“Quiet. You will speak when I tell you what to say.”

She peeled the tapes. The diaper fell away in a warm heap, and the smell of piss-warm plastic and cunt juice hit the air thick enough to taste. I flushed to my ears. She left the wet diaper under my knees so I knelt in my own mess, the plastic cool and slick against my skin.

Lube poured down the crack of my cheeks. Cold, then warm. Her thumb rubbed it over my asshole in slow circles until the ring of muscle twitched and gave a little.

“Breathe.”

One finger pushed in. The stretch burned in a clean line. I grunted into the mat. She worked it to the knuckle, then added a second, scissoring, opening me as calmly as she buttoned my onesies. My cunt dripped onto the crumpled diaper under me. A string of slick hung from my hole and broke.

“Greedy,” she said. “Listen to that squelch. Your asshole is trying to suck me in.”

A third finger. The burn spread wider. I rocked back onto her without meaning to, and she let me, let me fuck myself on her fingers while the wand came to life with a low buzz and she pinned the fat head right against my clit through nothing but air and the edge of her grip. The vibration shot up my spine. My arms shook.

“Stay.”

I stayed. She fucked my ass with three fingers and held the wand hard to my clit until my thighs jumped and my mouth ran wet onto the mat. Then she pulled the fingers free and I clenched on empty air, gaping, the cool of the room on the open stretch.

The first bead pressed in. Plum-sized. My ring fought it and lost. It popped past the muscle and the next one lined up. She fed them in one by one, slow, and each pop made me jolt and drip. When the last sat inside, the string hung down between my cheeks like a leash.

“Hold them.”

I held. The fullness sat deep and wrong and perfect. She buckled the harness around her hips. The silicone cock jutted thick and dark, shiny with lube. She rubbed the head up and down my crack, over the string, over my empty cunt, smearing my own mess on the toy.

“What are you?”

I swallowed. “Your… your diaper slut.”

“Louder.”

“Your diaper slut. Your hole. Your good little toy.”

“Beg for this cock in your ass.”

“Put it in me. Fuck my asshole. Stuff me. I need it. I need you to use me.”

She pulled the beads out in one long drag.

Pop. Pop. Pop. Pop. Each one left me wider. The last came free with a wet sound that made my ears burn, and before I could clench shut she lined the strap-on up and drove the head into my open hole.

I yelled into the mat. The ridge stretched me past the beads, past her fingers, a thick steady push that did not stop until her hips met my cheeks and the whole length sat buried in my guts. Full. Split. My clit throbbed against nothing and I tried to grind down and she held my hips still.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“All of it. The lease. The hole. The letters you will write if they send you away.”

My eyes stung. “Yours. All of it. I am yours.”

She fucked me.

Long strokes at first, the silicone dragging out until the head tugged my rim and then plunging back in to the base, the slap of her hips on my ass loud and wet. Lube and my own slick frothed around the shaft. The smell of sex and the left-behind diaper rose in a hot cloud. I tasted salt on my upper lip. Sweat or tears. Both.

“Take it, whore. Take that cock. Your cunt is dripping on the floor like a broken tap and I have not even touched it.”

She reached under and pinched my clit between two knuckles and rubbed, rough, while she pounded. The dual pull wrecked me. My arms gave out. I went to my chest, cheek flat, ass high, and she used me like that, a steady hard rhythm that made the harness creak and my hole burn sweet and deep.

“Tell me what you are.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “A pissy helpless bitch who cums in her diaper. Your pet. Your…”

She slammed in to the root and held. “Again.”

“Your pet. Your toy. Please…” The word slipped out. I had one left in the budget of my pride and I spent it. “Do not stop. Fuck me. Ruin me.”

She did not stop.

The pace climbed. The cock pistoned. My rim clung and dragged and the wet squelch filled the nursery. She pressed the wand back to my clit and clicked it higher and the buzz went vicious. My belly drew tight. The orgasm stacked low in me like a fist closing.

“You come when I say. You thank me when you do. You do not get to be quiet about it.”

“I…”

“Hold.”

I held. Shaking. The edge a knife under my skin. She fucked me through it, mean and deep, and when I started to sob she said, “Now. Come on that cock like the dirty diaper baby you are.”

I broke.

My asshole clamped on the shaft in hard pulses. My cunt gushed, a hot splash down my thighs onto the ruined diaper under my knees. My vision whited out at the edges. Short thoughts only. Full. Too much. Hers. Coming. Coming. The sound I made was raw and ugly and I did not care. Spit strung from my lip to the mat. My hole kept spasming long after the peak, milking the toy, and she kept the wand on me until I jerked and tried to crawl forward and she hauled me back by the hips and held me on the cock while the aftershocks wrung me out.

“Good,” she said. “Messy little thing. Look at the floor.”

I looked. Slick. A dark wet bloom on the diaper beneath me. The smell of my cum and my earlier piss mixed into something thick I could taste on every breath.

She pulled out. My hole stayed open, a soft gape that fluttered. Cool air kissed the inside of me. I made a small sound of loss.

“Not done.”

She worked a glove of lube over her right hand, then poured more until it shone to the wrist. My stomach dropped.

“You can take it. You will take it. Breathe and push out when I tell you.”

The blunt of her fingers again, four this time, tucked tight. The stretch turned sharp. I pushed. She twisted and the widest part of her knuckles pressed my rim and then slid in with a burn that tore a cry out of me. Her hand sank to the thumb. Then the thumb tucked. Then her fist was inside me, a hard solid presence that owned every inch of space I had.

I could not think. Full past full. My belly was packed to the ribs. She held still and let me shake around the invasion while the wand kissed my clit in short cruel taps.

“Feel that? That is how far you go for me. That is what gratitude looks like from the inside.”

“I… I cannot…”

“You can. And you will say thank you for my fist in your slut ass.”

“Thank you.” My voice cracked. “Thank you for fisting me. Thank you for using my hole.”

She began to move. Small rocks at first, then longer slides, her wrist working, the squelch filthy and loud. Every drag lit the burn again. Every push stole air from my lungs. My clit jumped under the wand. Another climax piled up, heavier, meaner, built on the raw stretch.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You.”

“Name.”

“Rae. Nanny Rae. I belong to Nanny Rae.”

“Mine. Say it.”

“Mine,” I tried, wrong.

“You are mine. Say it right.”

“I am yours. I am mine to you. I am…” I lost the grammar. “Yours. Keep me. I am yours.”

She twisted her fist and pinned the wand and I came a second time with a broken shout, whole body locking, asshole spasming around the thickest part of her hand in helpless pulls. Cum ran down my thighs in thin clear lines. My throat went raw. Drool pooled under my cheek. I floated in the dark behind my eyes and the only solid thing in the world was her arm buried in me and the heat of her body over my back.

She eased out degree by degree. The empty ache that followed made me whimper. My hole stayed loose, used, twitching on nothing. She wiped her hand on a cloth, then wiped me with the same calm she used for spit-up and spilled formula, and the care of it undid me worse than the fist.

“On your back.”

I rolled. The ceiling swam. She stripped the harness, set the cock aside, and straddled my chest high enough that the smell of her cunt filled my nose, rich and musky and clean-sweat. She had opened her trousers. Bare. Slick already from fucking me.

“Taste what you did to me.”

I lifted my head and licked. Salt and heat. Her folds under my tongue. I sucked on her clit the way she had taught me on other nights, slow then firm, and she rocked on my face with a low sound of approval while her fingers found my sore rim and stroked the outside of it, not entering, just claiming the ache.

“Good girl. Filthy tongue. Drink it.”

She came on my lips with a hard shudder, thighs clamping my ears, and I swallowed what she gave me and kept licking until she pulled off and left my chin shining.

Quiet after that. She cleaned me with warm cloths. The scent of soap cut through the sex smell in layers. She powdered me, taped a clean diaper around my hips, snug and loud when I moved, and snapped me back into a clean onesie. The pacifier went between my lips. I sucked because my jaw needed something to do.

She carried me to the chair and held me in her lap like the whole long use had been a bedtime story. My hole throbbed in deep pulses against the soft bulk of the new diaper. I was still dripping into it, cunt and the loose ache of my ass both, and the warmth spread and I let it.

“Four days,” she said into my hair. “Miss Odile will sit at the kitchen table and score you. Release or retain. If she stamps release, I pack my bag and you go back to your life.”

I sucked harder on the pacifier. The lease form sat on the hall table in the dark. Return by Day 30. An exit, the door swung wide and nobody in it.

“I am not going to tell you what to do about the mail,” Rae said. “I am not going to hide it. It stays where it is.”

I nodded against her collarbone. Gratitude sat heavy and sweet on my tongue under the taste of her. Marisol still writing letters. Marisol with full marks and a waiting list number. Marisol on her own carpet with no one to change her.

I did not want a carpet. I wanted this chair. I wanted the crinkle when I walked. I wanted the fist and the cock and the wand and the way she wiped me after like I was worth the cloth.

She put me to bed in the nursery cot. Rails up. Night light on. She kissed my forehead and left the door on the latch.

I lay still until her steps faded.

Then I got up.

The diaper crinkled loud enough to wake the house. I froze. Nothing moved. I eased the rail down and padded into the hall on bare feet, heart slamming, the pacifier swinging on its chain against my chest.

The form waited under the small lamp she had left on for the stairs. My name. My old address. A line for a signature. A box for another year of keys and solitude and a toilet I would stare at until my bladder hurt.

I picked it up.

The paper was thin. Ordinary. I could have signed. I could have dated it. I could have walked it to the box in the morning in a long coat over the onesie and no one on the street would have known what I had on under it.

I tore it in half.

The sound was small and final. I tore the halves again. And again. Until the renewal was a white pile of scraps on the hall table and my name did not exist on any line that could give me a door of my own.

I scooped the scraps into my fist and took them to the kitchen. The bin lid thumped. The pieces vanished under coffee grounds and the end of the roast. I wiped the table where a corner of paper had left a dust of fiber.

The fridge card still said Day 26. Four days. Miss Odile and her green daybook and the score sheet with RELEASE / RETAIN at the bottom.

I put my palm on the cold face of the card and left a print that faded as I watched.

No flat. No lease. No job waiting. If she stamped me free on Day 30 I would walk out of this house with a suitcase and nowhere that had a bed with rails and a woman who knew how to fist me open and wipe me clean and call me hers.

The trap stood open.

I stepped back inside it and closed the door with my own weight.

In the nursery I climbed into the cot and pulled the rail up until it locked. The diaper held me, warm and tight. My used hole ached in time with my pulse. I sucked the pacifier and tasted her on my tongue, salt and skin, and under that the plain fact of what I had done in the hall with no one asking and no one watching.

I had burned the way out.

Day 30 would come. The assessor would open her folder. And I would already be a woman with no address to return to, lying in a cot that fit me, waiting for the only verdict that still made sense in a body that had stopped belonging to any other life.


Chapter 10: Say What You Are

Miss Odile flipped the green daybook before my ass had finished finding the chair.

“Competency restored,” she said, flat and bright, like weather. “Release recommended. Caregiver reassigned Thursday.”

My knees knocked the table hard enough to rattle the stack of forms. The dry-erase card on the fridge still showed thirty. Zero days left. Nowhere to put the number.

Rae stood at the counter with her hands folded. She did not look at me.

Miss Odile slid a scored sheet across the wood. Green ticks ran from day one in a clean column. The bottom line held two boxes. RELEASE had a neat mark already. RETAIN sat blank.

“Excellent work,” Miss Odile said. “Full scores on self-regulation, schedule adherence, caregiver rapport. You have met every target the agency set for you, Wren. You may return to independent living.”

My throat closed. The lease renewal still sat on the hall table where Rae had left it four days back. Blank. Unsigned. Waiting for a hand that had forgotten how to hold a pen for adult things.

“I…” My voice cracked. “I don’t…”

“You will sign the release,” Miss Odile said, turning a second form toward me. “Then pack. Your caregiver has a new placement pending.”

Rae’s mouth stayed shut. She poured tea like this was any other visit. The cup clicked. My pulse banged in my throat.

I stared at the RELEASE box. Eleven days of dread. Nineteen days of earning this exact mark without meaning to. Every rule I had hated had been a test I kept passing. Escape had always been the trap.

“Say if you dispute the finding,” Miss Odile said. She set a pen on the form. “The record requires your own words. Your caregiver is barred from prompting.”

Rae met my eyes once. Steady. Empty of help.

My tongue stuck. My face burned. Under the chair the diaper crinkled when I shifted, warm and heavy between my thighs, already damp from nerves. The bulk forced my knees apart. I wanted the floor to take me.

Miss Odile waited.

“I can’t go back,” I said.

“Be specific.” She lifted her pen. “What can you not manage without care.”

The words sat like stones. I had spent thirty days learning how to need, and now need had to stand up and speak for itself.

“I wet,” I forced out. “I wet myself. I can’t hold it. I need the diaper. All day. All night.”

Rae did not nod. She did not fill the silence.

Miss Odile wrote.

“Continue.”

“I can’t… I can’t fix my own meals on a schedule. I forget. I burn out. I stop eating. I stop sleeping. I called the agency at three in the morning because I was done pretending I could run a life.” My hands shook on the table edge. “That form in the file. The one with every box ticked. That was me. That is still me.”

“What are you, then,” Miss Odile asked, calm as a clerk. “For the record.”

Rae’s silence pressed on my spine. She would not feed me a single word.

My cunt throbbed once against the warm bulk, filthy and wrong. My nipples went tight under the soft top Rae had dressed me in. Shame and want braided so tight I could barely breathe.

“I’m a diaper slut,” I said, raw. “A helpless little charge who cums in her own wet diaper and needs a caregiver to wipe her and feed her and tell her when to piss. I can’t do adult life alone. I don’t want to. I want to be kept.”

Her pen moved.

I grabbed the release form. The paper tore clean down the middle. Both halves dropped onto the wood.

“Retain me,” I said. “Please. Permanent. Keep me here. With her.”

Rae’s breath left her in one long line. Miss Odile looked from the torn halves to Rae.

“You understand this ends independent status,” Miss Odile said. “Permanent care order. No trial end date. Your residence transfers under caregiver authority. Your prior lease will be allowed to lapse. Contents cleared by service.”

“I understand.”

“And you, Rae.”

“I accept the charge,” Rae said. Her voice stayed even. “You will thank me when it is done.”

The line hit me low in the belly. My thighs squeezed the bulk between them. Wet heat spread further into the diaper.

Miss Odile pulled a thicker form from her folder. PERMANENT CARE ORDER in black print. She read the clauses in a dry tone: full regressive care, toilet denial at caregiver discretion, schedule binding, sexual training within house rules as previously consented at intake, right of inspection, no self-termination of placement without board review.

I signed where she pointed. My name looked small.

Rae signed under caregiver.

Miss Odile signed as witness. The stamp hit the paper with a dull thud.

“Order is active as of now,” she said. She closed one section of the daybook and left another page free. “I will file on return to the office. Before I go, final physical confirmation is required under permanent protocol. Demonstrated dependency. Caregiver conducts. I observe and note.”

My stomach dropped. My pussy clenched tight enough to rock me on the chair.

Rae came around the table.

“Stand,” she said. “Hands on the wood. Bend.”

I stood. The diaper sagged between my legs, crinkling with every step. I put my palms on the table. Miss Odile sat three feet away with her pen ready.

Rae hooked her fingers in the side tapes and ripped them free. Cool air hit my damp skin. The soaked diaper peeled down my thighs in a heavy, piss-warm mass and dropped around my ankles. The smell of my own heat and urine rose sharp. My bare cunt dripped onto the floorboards.

“Soaked through,” Rae said for the record. “No control. As stated.”

Miss Odile wrote.

Rae’s hand shoved between my legs from behind. Two fingers drove into my pussy without warning. I cried out. Slick sound filled the kitchen. She fucked those fingers in hard, curling, and my hips shoved back against her hand.

“Look at this hole,” she said. “Dripping for evaluation. Tell Miss Odile what you are while I work you.”

“I’m a used little whore who needs this,” I gasped. “I’m her diaper baby. I can’t stop. Please.”

She pulled her fingers free, shiny to the knuckle, and dragged them back to my asshole. Pressure. Burn. One finger shoved in. I clenched and she pushed past it. Then a second. The stretch tore a sound out of my throat.

“Stay,” Rae ordered.

She reached into the kit bag by the fridge and brought out the black strap harness. The silicone cock on it was fat and blunt, already slicked. She stepped into the straps, buckled, and the weight of the shaft settled against my cleft as she lined up.

“Beg for it in your own words.”

“Please fuck my cunt,” I said, shaking. “Please put that cock in me and use me. I’m your hole. I’m your charge. Don’t stop.”

She drove in to the base in one thrust.

My vision blanked. Full. Split. The table edge bit my palms. She pulled nearly out and slammed home again, hips cracking against mine, the wet slap of skin loud under the kitchen lights. My tits swung. My pussy took the whole length with a filthy squelch.

The pen scratched. I came on the third thrust, a raw seizure that locked my legs and dumped slick down my thighs. I tried to count. One.

Rae did not pause.

She fucked me through it, pounding, the silicone cock dragging my walls raw and sweet. Her hand found the wand in the bag. She thumbed it on and pinned the buzzing head to my swollen clit while she kept railing me.

Too much. Too fast. My second orgasm ripped through before I could brace. My cunt spasmed around the shaft. I sobbed into the wood.

“Past two,” I tried. The number slid away.

She pulled out of my pussy and shoved the slick cock against my asshole. The head pressed. I pushed out like she had trained me. She sank in slow, then hard, burying that fat toy in my ass until her hips met my cheeks.

“Take it,” she said. “Good little toy. Filthy hole. Tell the assessor.”

“She’s in my ass,” I choked. “She’s fucking my asshole on the kitchen table and I love it. I’m a ruined pet. Keep me. Please keep me.”

The wand stayed on my clit. The cock in my ass set a brutal rhythm, dragging, stuffing, the burn spreading into a full ache that buckled my knees. Rae held me up by the hips and plowed deeper.

A third climax hit. Then a fourth. I lost the count past four. My brain went offline in scraps. Full. Can’t. More. Please. The wand buzzed without mercy. My clit throbbed raw under it, and I came again, gushing, thighs shaking, drool stringing from my lip onto the form pile.

Rae pulled free of my ass. The gape stayed. Cold air moved over the stretched rim.

“Fingers first,” she said.

One. Two. Three. Then four. My asshole stretched wide around her knuckles. The burn sang. She twisted and pressed and my body gave. Her whole hand sank into me, fist deep in my ass, and I screamed into my arm.

She fucked me on that fist in short hard pumps. The wand never left my clit. I came again with no number left to give it, just broken noise, cunt clenching on empty air, ass locked around her wrist.

“Thank me,” she said.

“Thank you,” I sobbed. “Thank you for fisting my ass. Thank you for keeping me. I’m your diaper slut. Your whore. Your little charge. Don’t send me away.”

She eased her fist free. My hole stayed soft and used, aching. She wiped her hand on a cloth, then took a fat plug from the kit and seated it in my open ass with one firm push. The base kissed my skin. Weight. Fullness. Mine now.

She cleaned my thighs with the same cloth, rough and practical, then taped a fresh heavy diaper around my hips. The bulk pressed the plug deeper. Warmth sealed me in. Crinkle under my palms when I gripped the table to stay upright.

“Physical confirmation complete,” Rae said.

Miss Odile closed her note. “Dependency demonstrated. Order stands.”

My legs barely held. Cum and slick had soaked into the new diaper already where my pussy leaked. The plug sat deep. Every step would remind me.

Miss Odile stood. She wiped the dry-erase day counter on the fridge clean with one pass of her sleeve. From her bag she took a laminated card and stuck it in the same spot.

NO END DATE.

The blank space where thirty used to live hit harder than the fist.

“Lease,” Miss Odile said, glancing toward the hall. “We file non-renewal with the service. Contents cleared by end of week. You will not return to that address.”

I nodded. The old flat had been a shell for months. Letting it go was setting down a weight I had carried on one shoulder.

Rae walked me to the nursery door. The brass plate that had sat blank for thirty days now held letters cut sharp and deep.

WREN.

My name on the door of the room that owned me. Correct placement. No cure. No rescue. A fit.

Miss Odile gathered the green daybook and snapped it shut under her arm. From the side pocket of her bag a fresh intake folder showed, cream tab already labeled in black ink. A new first name. Someone else. Day one waiting in a file.

She left without another speech. The front door closed. Her steps faded on the walk.

Rae’s hand settled on the back of my neck, warm and sure. She steered me to the low chair by the dresser and sat me down. The diaper crinkled under my weight. The plug shifted. My used holes pulsed.

“Rest,” she said. “Schedule resumes at supper. You live here now.”

I looked at the engraved plate from the chair. Metal. Permanent. My name cut into it like a claim.

Outside, the street went quiet. Inside, the laminated card said I never had to count days again.


THE END
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