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Chapter 1: The Diaper Clause

The brass deadbolt threw home behind me and the sound stayed in my ribs like a slammed door I could not walk back through. Nanny Corinne did not offer a hand for my bag. She slid a contract across the kitchen island, fountain pen already uncapped, ink wet on the nib.

"Sign the live-in rider, Lena. Then we begin."

My name on her tongue was flat, like paperwork.

I laughed because I had to. "You want a nanny. I want my trust off probation. We both get what we want for thirty days."

"Twenty-nine days after today," she said, and tapped the page with one nail. "The trustee counts compliance from midnight. Fail the review and your access stays frozen. Pass it and you keep your accounts."

Money. That was the whole bet. I had drunk-signed the main contract at a club, pen in my fist, Corinne smiling over my shoulder like a joke we would laugh about in the morning. The morning never came. The lawyers called. The trust locked. Live-in discipline or lose everything I had ever spent without thinking.

I skimmed the rider. Curfew. Meal schedule. Corner time. A nursery wing I had not toured yet. And halfway down, diaper clause: mandatory protection garments, toilet privileges revoked at caregiver discretion, wetting logged for the trustee.

I snorted. "You put fetish fanfiction in a legal document."

"It's enforceable," she said. "Sign."

I signed. The scratch of ink was too loud in the quiet kitchen. My pulse kicked anyway, heat low in my belly, and I hated that my body reacted to her voice before my brain caught up. I am not this girl. I am twenty-seven and I run rooms. My cunt throbbed like it had been waiting for permission.

Corinne took the page, blew on the signature, folded it once. "Good. Follow me."

She led me through a short hall into a wing of the brownstone that smelled like clean plastic and lemon disinfectant. A rule board hung on the wall, black laminate, red LED numbers burning: 029. Twenty-nine days. Under it, lines in neat print: Wake 7. Diaper check 7:15. No bathroom without permission. Corner for sass. Compliance photos weekly.

"That's cute," I said. "Like a dorm."

"That's your life," she said.

The nursery corner was not cute. A wide changing table in adult size, stainless rails. Stacks of thick white diapers in clear bins. A pacifier on a chain hooked to the table edge. Soft mats, a low stool, a camera dot blinking green high in the corner.

My mouth went dry. The camera meant evidence. Trustee food.

"Unpack later," Corinne said. "Read aloud. Section four."

I read. Toilet revoked. Accidents reported. Caregiver determines garment type. Resistance equals breach.

"Breach costs you the review," she said. "You fail on purpose, you still lose your money. You pass, you earn your freedom back. Those are the only doors."

Freedom back. That was the lie I clung to. Fail the nanny, win the trust. I would make her quit. I would be so loud and so filthy she would send me packing and the trustee would see I did not need a keeper.

"Diaper clause is theater," I said. "You want me scared. I'm not."

She looked at me. Calm. No blink war. "Then prove it."

The antique chair by the window was velvet, wine-dark, the kind of thing my mother used to slap my hand away from. I hiked my skirt, spread my knees, and let go.

Piss hit the cushion hot. It spread fast, dark bloom on old fabric. The hiss was obscene in the quiet room. Steam rose. My face burned and my clit pulsed hard, shame and need twisted so tight I could not tell which one was winning.

"There," I said, voice too bright. "Unenforceable. What are you going to do, call the cops on my bladder?"

Corinne did not raise her voice. "Strip."

"I'm not…"

"You signed. You wet my chair on purpose. You will do exactly as I say."

The line landed cold. My nipples tightened under my blouse. Part of me wanted to run. Part of me wanted her to make me stay.

I crossed my arms. "Make me."

She was on me before I finished the word. Her hand fisted my hair, yanked my head back. Pain lit my scalp. My pussy clenched empty.

"Shirt off," she said.

I struggled. She tore buttons. Fabric ripped. Cool air hit my tits. She twisted my arm behind me until my shoulder burned and I gasped.

"Skirt."

She shoved it down. My thong went with it. I stood naked in the nursery corner, piss still drying on my inner thighs from the chair stunt, the camera blinking above us.

"On the table," she said.

The vinyl pad was cold under my ass. She buckled cuffs to the rails, my wrists trapped wide. The crinkle of a diaper being opened was louder than it had any right to be. Plastic rustle, thick white shell.

"You don't…"

"Shut up." She wiped me with rough cloth, cold wipe between my legs, then warm when she pressed between my folds and cleaned my slit like I was already a mess to manage. My hips jerked. She slapped my thigh. The crack echoed.

"Dirty girl pissed my chair to mock me. Now your cunt drips for it. Spread."

I could not stop the slick that had nothing to do with urine. She spread my lips with two fingers, looked, and clicked her tongue.

"Already swollen. You like being handled."

"Fuck you."

"You'll thank me before I'm done." She powdered me. White dust, chalk-sweet smell, cool on my hot skin. I squirmed. The cuffs bit my wrists.

She lifted my hips. The diaper slid under me, thick, humiliating bulk. She taped one side, snug, then the other. The garment grabbed my ass and thighs, forced my legs apart. Every tiny move made the plastic whisper.

"Get up," she said.

I rolled to my feet, wobbling. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, warm already from my body heat. I crinkled when I breathed.

"Walk to the corner."

"What corner…"

She spun me and marched me to a painted square on the floor, two feet from the rule board. The red numbers ticked in my periphery. 029. Twenty-nine days of this if I could not break her.

"Hands on head. Knees apart."

The diaper forced a waddle. I stood displayed, tits bare, taped like a problem she owned. The crinkle when I shifted went straight to my clit.

"You can't keep me in this," I said.

"I can until you breach or comply. Wetting my chair was breach one. Diaper is consequence. Next sass gets your mouth filled."

My laugh came out wrong, too breathy. "You think diaper humiliates me. I've done worse at parties."

"Parties didn't sign your trust." She pulled a drawer open. A pink wand vibrator, thick head, cord trailing to the wall socket. My stomach dropped.

"No."

"Yes." She shoved the wand between my thighs from behind, wedged it against the diaper bulk, pressed the round head right over my clit through the layers. The vibration was muffled at first, then deep, buzzing through plastic into the swollen flesh between my legs.

I moaned before I could swallow it. The sound left my throat raw.

"Louder," she said. "Let the camera hear how fast you break."

I bit my lip. She cranked the dial. The wand roared through the padding, relentless. Heat built under the tape, my piss-scent and my own wet mixing in the warm shell. The crinkle turned filthy as my legs shook.

"Stop…"

"You wanted unenforceable." She held the wand hard, ground it in circles. "Feel how enforceable this is."

My knees buckled. She caught me with one arm across my chest, kept the wand pinned. My tits bounced against her forearm. I hated how safe that arm felt.

"I'm going to, I can't…"

"You're going to cum in your first diaper like the slut you pretended not to be. Say it. Diaper slut."

The words stuck. She slapped my ass, sharp over the thick diaper. The jolt shoved the wand deeper into my clit.

"Say it."

"Diaper slut," I gasped. "I'm a diaper slut."

"Again."

"Diaper slut. Please…"

"Please what."

"Please let me cum. I need it. I hate you. I need it."

"Good." She did not let up. The vibration chewed my clit through wet plastic. Squelch when I clenched. Piss I had not meant to release warmed the front of the diaper, fresh heat spreading while the wand buzzed.

The orgasm ripped up my spine. My cunt spasmed, gush against the inside of the diaper, slick and loud. I sobbed once, hips jerking, crinkle-crinkle-crinkle as I rode the wand through it. Cum and piss and sweat turned the garment heavy, sagging between my thighs. The smell rose, sharp, my arousal on top of the mess I made.

She held me through the aftershocks, wand still on, too much.

"One," she said, like she was counting inventory. "You owe me another before you leave this corner."

"No more. Too much."

"You will do exactly as I say." She turned me to face the table, bent me at the waist, my taped ass up. She tore the diaper tapes. Cold air rushed over my soaked skin. She peeled the wet shell down, strings of slick clinging to my thighs.

"Look at you," she said. "Ruined already."

She did not let me stand. She pushed two fingers into my cunt, rough, no warning. I was loose from coming, sucking her in. Curl of her fingers on my front wall. My moan bounced off the tiles.

"Chair pisser," she murmured. "Trust brat. Hole."

"Don't call me…"

"Hole." She worked me open, three fingers, stretch and burn. "You came in plastic. You'll come on my hand."

She hooked her fingers and pounded them in me, wet slap of her palm on my ass. The camera light blinked steady. Evidence for a man in a suit I had never met. Trustee. Compliance.

I pushed back on her hand without meaning to. My body wanted more even when my teeth gritted.

"That's it," she said. "Fuck your nanny's hand like the broke little pet you are."

"I'm not a pet."

"Your signature says you are." She thumb-rubbed my clit, fast, while her fingers stuffed my pussy. Double rhythm, cruel. My face pressed the vinyl pad, cheek cold, ass hot.

The second climb came harder, meaner, oversensitive. Every stroke hurt-good. I drooled on the pad, spit stringing from my lip.

"Count your orgasms out loud."

"Two, I'm at two…"

"Not yet. Beg for two."

"Let me cum again. Please, Nanny Corinne. I'm your dirty hole. Let me cum on your fingers."

Her name in my mouth tasted like surrender. She bit my shoulder, teeth through skin, and shoved a fourth finger in, stretch that bordered pain. I screamed into the pad.

Two hit like a slap. My cunt clamped, milked her hand, squirt wetting her wrist and dripping to the floor. I shook, vision white at the edges, words gone. Only grunt and gasp and the wet sound of her pulling out slow.

She cleaned me again, silent. Powder. Fresh diaper, thicker this time, pink tape on white plastic. She dressed me in it while my legs still trembled.

"Hands on head," she said. "Back to the corner."

I waddled. The new diaper crinkled louder, clean shell already warming. My mess was sealed inside the trash bag she tied off like medical waste.

Corinne wiped the antique chair with professional calm, as if velvet could forget me. She updated the board with a marker: Day 1 breach logged. Garment compliance achieved.

"You think this is the worst day," she said. "It's the first."

The red LED burned 029. Twenty-nine nights. Twenty-nine mornings of checks and corners and that camera. I had come twice in front of it. The trustee would see compliance or defiance in every frame.

I opened my mouth to promise I would burn her house down.

What came out was smaller. "What happens tomorrow."

"Wake at seven. Diaper check at seven-fifteen. You eat at the table in your garment unless I say otherwise." She stepped close, adjusted the tape at my hip, fingers possessive on the plastic. "You test me again, I add plugs and gags to the schedule. You obey, you earn privileges. Toilet. Panties. Speech."

Privileges I used to take for granted. My body was not private anymore. She had stripped me, taped me, milked two orgasms out of me, and hung the proof on the wall.

She lifted my chin. "Unpack your bag after dinner. You sleep in the nursery tonight. Door stays open. Lights on dim. If you wet on purpose again, I change you mid-sleep and you thank me."

"I won't thank you."

"You will learn." She patted the front of my diaper, squelch of diaper still damp in the core where my cum had nowhere to go. "Your trust bought you a keeper. Your mouth bought you this garment. The next twenty-nine days decide whether you leave with your accounts or leave with nothing."

I stared at the countdown. I would sabotage her until she quit.

My clit twinged at the thought of her fingers inside me again. Traitor flesh.

Corinne walked to the hall. "Dinner in twenty minutes. Crinkle when you walk so I hear you."

She left me in the corner, naked tits, taped cunt, camera watching. The diaper weighed between my legs, warm, full of my shame. I listened to her footsteps fade, then the kitchen faucet running.

Tomorrow at seven-fifteen she would peel me open again. The clause was not a joke. My signature was a leash, and I had just felt her pull it twice.

I stayed on the mark, hands on my head, knees apart, and waited for whatever came next.


Chapter 2: Her Name in Red

The red number at the bottom of the board had been climbing while I slept. Twenty-seven. It sat under my name in block letters, LENA, stuck to the top rail with a magnet shaped like a star. Under that, the day grid: wake, feed, nap, corner, bath, lights-out, each block laminated and slotted into a metal strip that ran the width of the nursery wall. Little black tiles waited in a tray on the ledge. INFRACTION. REFUSAL. WETTING. TANTRUM. Each one had a hook on the back.

I stood in the doorway with the thick diaper sagging between my thighs, still warm from what I had done on purpose yesterday and what had happened after. The room smelled like baby powder and the sharp bite of the cleaner Corinne had used on the antique seat. My mouth tasted stale, like sleep and shame.

Nanny Corinne did not look at me. She peeled a tile from the tray, wrote on it with a marker that squeaked, and pressed it under FEED at seven-fifteen. CHAIR. DELIBERATE. She stepped back and hung another tile on the infraction column. Number one.

"Read it," she said.

My throat tightened. "Infraction one. Chair. Deliberate."

"Again. Out loud. For the log."

I hated how my voice came out small in my own house. "Infraction one. I pissed on the chair on purpose."

She tapped the schedule with one nail. "Day three. You do not own the hours anymore. I do. The board does. Every slip goes on the record for the review."

The red twenty-seven pulsed in my head like a threat I had signed for as a joke. Fail the review, walk free. That was the plan. Corinne was a phase, a story I would tell at brunch. The contract was paper. This board was paper too. I could tear it off the wall.

I walked in anyway. Curiosity had me by the wrist. I needed to see how far she would push before I laughed and fired her.

She held out a plastic cup with a nipple top. Adult-sized, matte pink, a chain clipped to the side rail.

"Feeding is in four minutes. Drink."

"I'm not drinking from that."

"You signed hydration compliance. Page six. Hold still. This is for your own good."

She did not grab me. She did not raise her voice. She started counting down.

Ten. Nine.

My pulse jumped. Eight. Seven. The number on the board did not move, but it might as well have. Six. Five. Four. Three. Two.

I took the cup. The nipple was rubbery and too wide. I sucked because the alternative was another tile and I wanted to know what one tasted like before I broke her game.

Warm milk. Sweet, a little vanilla. It ran over my tongue and down my throat while she watched my Adam's apple move. Shame hit my cheeks and my cunt at the same time, a mean little throb under the soaked padding.

"Good girl," she said, flat as a receipt. "Finish."

I drained it. A thin line of milk sat on my lip. She wiped it with her thumb and pushed it into my mouth. I sucked without thinking, and the betrayal of that made me wetter.

"Corner time is at eight. You will stand nose to the wall, diaper checked, for twelve minutes. Refusal adds six."

"I'm not standing in a corner like a kid."

She wrote on a fresh tile. REFUSAL. She did not hang it yet. She held it where I could read the wet ink.

"Ten," she said. "Nine."

I laughed. "You think counting scares me?"

"Eight. Seven."

My laugh died. Six. Five. She would log it. The trustee would get a stack of magnets and a photo of me in pink tape and a star by my name. Four. Three. Two.

"Fine," I spit. "Corner. Happy?"

"One. Thank you for choosing compliance."

She walked me to the painted stripe on the floor, a right angle of robin's-egg blue against cream wall. A small camera blinked in the upper corner, red dot steady.

"Nose here. Toes on the line. Hands behind your back."

I turned. The tape crinkled loud in the quiet. My nose almost touched plaster. I could smell the milk on my breath and the ammonia edge rising off me. Twelve minutes of my life, sold for a tile she had not hung yet.

She pulled the back of my diaper down without warning. Cool air on my ass. Two fingers spread me and pressed into the crease where thigh met tape.

"Still wet from yesterday's lesson. And fresh slick. You leak when you're angry, Lena."

"Get off me."

"Ask properly."

"Check me properly, Nanny."

Her fingers slid forward to my clit, swollen under the fold of skin. One slow circle. My knees tried to buckle.

"Corner means still," she murmured. "You twitch, I add time."

I bit the inside of my cheek. Copper on my tongue. She pinched my clit and held while the camera watched the back of my head and the spread of my cheeks.

"You're going to stand here and think about that chair. About the contract you mocked. About twenty-seven days you no longer spend the way you want."

She let go. Taped me shut. The slap of the tabs made me flinch.

She set a timer on her phone where I could hear it tick. Twelve minutes.

I stood. Wet diaper cooled against my slit. My clit pulsed where she had touched it. Defiance and want fought in my ribs, and I still did not move my nose off the wall.

When the timer chimed, she turned me by the shoulder. My legs shook.

"Infraction one stays. You earned compliance credit for not earning infraction two. For now."

She led me to the changing table. Not a request. Her palm between my shoulder blades, light pressure, absolute direction.

"First procedure of the day. Diaper discipline for deliberate wetting. You will stay quiet unless I tell you to speak."

"You can't keep me in diapers forever."

"I can keep you in them until the review. Hold still. This is for your own good."

She strapped my wrists to the table rails with soft cuffs. My ankles went wide on stirrups. The camera in the ceiling had a wider lens here. I was spread on white vinyl, pink tape bulging, name on a board down the hall like I was inventory.

She cut the diaper away. My pussy was flushed, lips shiny. She did not wipe me clean first.

"This is punishment, not pampering."

She pulled on gloves. The snap made my stomach drop. Lube cold on my asshole. One finger breaching, then two, scissoring until I grunted.

"Relax your hole or I add a plug for the rest of the schedule."

I forced breath out. The stretch burned. Three fingers. My ass clenched and opened wrong, hungry and scared.

She worked a black plug from a tray. Thick base, matte silicone. She pushed it past the burn until my rim kissed the flare. Full.

"Say what you are."

"I'm your brat."

"Try again. What your ass is doing."

"A… a hole. A dirty hole."

"Louder. For the log."

"I'm a dirty little hole that pissed on furniture."

She turned on a wand, the head fat and round. She pressed it to my clit without mercy. The buzz hit like a slap. I arched off the table until the cuffs bit.

"No coming without permission. This is discipline."

The vibration chewed at me. The plug shifted when I clenched. Dual pressure, ass stuffed, cunt dripping on vinyl. She held the wand in place and watched my face.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me stop."

"You may beg to come once you admit why you're strapped down."

"Because I broke the rules."

"Because you wanted to see if I'd blink. I didn't. Count for me. Ten seconds of stillness."

She lifted the wand one inch. The loss made me whine.

"Ten. Nine. Eight."

She slammed it back. I screamed into my teeth. Seven. Six. The smell of my own slick mixed with glove latex and powder.

"Five. Four. Three. Two. One. You may ask."

"Please let me come, Nanny. I'm a diaper slut. I need it."

"Not yet."

She edged me four times. Each crest rolled up my spine and she pulled the wand away, leaving me clenching on nothing while the plug filled my ass. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. I tasted salt and helplessness.

On the fifth pass she said, "Come."

I broke. The orgasm slammed through me hard enough to shake the table. I sobbed once, ugly. Cunt spasming, juice slicking the wand head. She kept it there through the aftershocks until I sobbed again from too much.

"That's one," she said. "You do not get to stop because you're sensitive."

She swapped the wand for a slim vibrator, pushed it into my pussy alongside the stretch of the plug. Double fill. The buzz inside my walls made my vision white out at the edges.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you for punishing me."

"Thank you for what."

"Thank you for using my holes."

She fucked me with the toy, short brutal strokes, thumb on my clit. The wet sounds were obscene in the small room. Squelch. Slap of her palm when I tried to close my thighs.

"Two," she counted when I came again, voice shredded. "One more for the chair."

I shook my head. "Can't."

"You can. You will. Beg in the words I want."

"Please fuck your whore. Please make the diaper bitch come again."

She cranked the toy and ground the plug deeper with her other palm on the base. The burn tipped into pleasure I hated. Third orgasm dragged out long, cruel, until I was babbling nonsense, my milk-sweet breath gone ragged.

Cum and slick pooled under my ass on the vinyl. She turned the toys off. My holes twitched, empty and used.

She cleaned me with rough wipes, the scent of alcohol cutting through sex smell. Powder next, heavy hand between my legs. Then a fresh diaper, thicker than yesterday, white with pink tapes.

"Corner at two. Nap at three. Wetting without permission earns double infractions."

She unbuckled my wrists. I could not lift my arms at first.

I slid off the table. Legs wide around the bulk. The crinkle when I walked sounded like confession.

In the hall the board waited. My name. The schedule. INFRACTION #1 still hanging. She added a new tile under AFTERCARE: ORGASM. LOGGED. THREE.

"You can't log orgasms," I whispered.

"I log compliance responses. The trustee reads patterns, Lena. Not jokes."

She wrote the review date at the bottom in red beside the countdown. Day thirty. In-person audit. Witnessed demonstration.

My stomach bottomed out.

She hung the REFUSAL tile after all, dated from this morning, greyed out with a slash. Even my almost-defiance was on file.

"Feed at noon is protein shake through the cup. You will drink every drop. Then we introduce the pacifier rule for tantrums."

"I didn't agree to a pacifier."

"You agreed to mouth-soothing protocols. Page nine."

She clipped a pacifier to my collar, a new leather band she buckled at my throat without asking. Pink silicone filled, chain short enough that it rested between my tits.

"Wear it until I say otherwise. Suck it when you want to talk back. We'll see how long you last."

I opened my mouth to curse her. She pushed the pacifier in. Rubber filled my tongue, silenced me. Her eyes stayed calm.

"Twenty-seven days," she said. "Every hour on the board. Every orgasm counted. Every time you think failure frees you, remember this: the record only knows what you did, not what you meant."

She turned toward the kitchen. Schedule said lunch prep next. My body still hummed from three forced peaks and the ache in my ass.

I followed because the contract held my money and the board held my name and I still needed to know what she would do on day four when I refused again on purpose.


Chapter 3: Voluntary Compliance Escalating

The bottle left my hand before I could take it back. It sailed over the low changing table and hit the wall above the laptop stand with a hard plastic crack. On the screen Mr. Hale's mouth hung open. Gray stubble, a silk tie, the trustee who held my money and my exit.

"Look at me," I screamed at the camera. "Look what she makes me wear."

I grabbed the front of my thick white diaper and yanked the tape tabs loose. The bulk sagged between my thighs, warm and heavy from what I'd done on purpose thirty seconds before the call connected. Piss heat spread through the gel core. I wanted him to see the stain darken. I wanted the record to show this was insane.

Nanny Corinne stood beside the tripod like she was pouring tea. No flinch. No raised voice.

"Lena," Mr. Hale said from the speaker. "This is not the compliance we discussed."

"This is what compliance looks like," I shrieked. I dropped to my knees on the nursery mat, legs spread, diaper gaping. "She diapers me. She feeds me on a schedule. I piss myself because she won't let me use a toilet. Void the contract. Fire her. I'm not rehabilitated, I'm imprisoned."

Spite burned my throat raw. Twenty-four days until review. Fail it, walk free. That was the plan. Make the trustee sick enough to pull the plug.

I slapped my own thigh through the wet diaper. The squelch was loud. Obscene. Good.

Corinne leaned into frame. Calm eyes. "Mr. Hale, we'll resume when Lena is regulated."

"Regulated?" I laughed until spit strung from my lip. "She's a fucking nanny with a strap-on in the drawer. Look at the rule board."

I pointed at the magnetic strip behind her. My name on top. Wake. Feed. Nap. Corner. Infraction #1 logged yesterday. Day 6 of 30 in red at the bottom, counting down to my freedom if I could ruin her numbers.

Corinne's hand closed on my shoulder. Not hard. Certain.

"End call," she said to the laptop.

"No. He needs to see…"

The screen went black.

Silence dropped over the nursery. The bottle lay on its side by the baseboard. My diaper hung open, cold air on the soaked inner layer, the smell of my own piss and the sharper tang underneath that I hated my body for making.

"You don't get to hang up on him," I said.

"I ended the conference." Corinne straightened. "You do not get to decide that anymore."

The words landed flat. No shout. Worse than a shout.

My cunt clenched on nothing. Traitor heat pooled while my teeth ground together.

"You planned this," I said.

"I planned for you to perform." She picked up the tablet from the changing table. Stylus out. "You performed beautifully."

She tapped the screen. I couldn't see it yet. I didn't need to.

"Log entry," she read. "Day six. Trustee touchpoint. Voluntary compliance, escalating. Subject initiated check-in, disclosed continence status without prompt, demonstrated garment use on camera, requested external review of care plan. Progress noted."

I lunged for the tablet.

She held it above my reach. "You told him you piss yourself because I won't let you use a toilet. That's disclosure. You opened your diaper on record. That's cooperation. You begged him to evaluate the arrangement. That's engagement with the protocol."

"I was sabotaging you."

"You were proving my point." Her gaze stayed level. "Every stunt you stage for him lands in my column. The contract counts attempts to void as participation in the rehabilitation track. You signed it. Page eleven."

Page eleven. I'd skimmed. I'd signed anyway because the bet was a joke and Corinne was a joke and I was bored and rich and stupid.

Rage shook my hands. "Then I'll stop performing. I'll sit mute."

"You'll earn Infraction two through ten before lunch." She set the tablet down and clicked the stylus into its slot. "Or you'll take your punishment now and we move on with the day."

The rule board clicked as she pulled a fresh magnet from the strip. Yellow. Discipline.

My stomach dropped. Part of me, the part that had soaked the diaper on purpose while she adjusted the camera angle, wanted what came next. That part made me sick.

"Strip the diaper off me," I said. "Fine. Corner. Whatever. I'm not giving you an orgasm to log."

Corinne opened the tall cabinet by the crib. Not baby furniture. Adult steel frame, black rails, a spreader bar bolted to the base. She'd had it installed day one while I was still unpacking my mouth.

She laid tools on the changing table. Leather cuffs. A pink silicone plug thick as my wrist at the base. A wand with a round head, cord already plugged into the wall. Nipple clamps on a chain. The strap-on harness hung on a hook, black latex cock curved upward, gleaming.

"On the table," she said. "Belly down."

I didn't move.

She didn't count down this time. She took my wrist, twisted until my bones lit up, and walked me backward into the table edge. My open diaper caught on the corner and tore. Gel beads stuck to my inner thighs.

"Bitch," I hissed.

"On the table."

I climbed up because she'd put me there anyway, with more bruises. The vinyl was cold under my tits. My ruined diaper bunched under my hips, wet weight pressing my clit through the tear.

Corinne buckled my wrists to the far edge. Ankle cuffs next, spread wide by the bar. I couldn't close my legs. Air hit my exposed ass, my dripping cunt, the mess smeared from the tantrum.

She tore the rest of the diaper away and dropped it in the bin. The sound was a heavy wet slap.

"You're going to undo every word you said to Mr. Hale," she told me.

"I'm going to bury you at review."

"You're going to thank me for each orgasm I allow." She lubed the plug and pressed the tip to my asshole. "You're going to say what you are out loud. Diaper slut. Trustee's little compliance show. Hole that cums while she throws a fit."

"No."

The plug pushed in. One relentless inch after another. My ring burned and stretched. I grunted, face in the vinyl, spit pooling under my cheek.

"Say it."

"Fuck you."

She seated the plug full depth. The base locked flush between my cheeks. My asshole throbbed around the girth.

She turned the wand on low. Buzz filled the room. She touched the head to my clit from behind, between my spread legs, and my whole body jerked against the cuffs.

"Oh god."

"Not a prayer." The buzz climbed half a notch. "Say what you are."

"I'm a…" My voice cracked. "I'm a brat."

"Pathetic." The wand pressed harder. My clit swelled under it. "What kind of brat?"

"Diaper brat." The words tasted like ash and sugar. "Piss-soaked brat."

"Good." She dragged the wand in a slow circle. "What did you do on camera?"

"Showed him my wet diaper."

"What else?"

"Begged him to void the contract."

"And what did that count as?"

My hips rolled without permission. The plug shifted inside my ass. Slick sounds from my cunt, arousal dripping on the vinyl.

"Compliance," I whispered.

"Louder."

"Voluntary compliance." I hated her. I hated me more. "Escalating."

"Again."

"Voluntary compliance, escalating."

The wand buzzed higher. My thighs shook. Pressure built at the base of my spine, cruel and fast.

"Please."

"You don't please yet." She pulled the wand away. The absence was a slap. My clit throbbed in open air. "You'll ask for the cock."

"What cock?"

She unhooked the harness. Rubber creaked. I twisted my head. She stepped into it, the latex dick jutting from her hips, thick and veined, already lubed.

My pussy leaked. Visible. Running down toward the table seam.

"You're not putting that in me."

"You do not get to decide that anymore." She lined the head up with my cunt and drove in without warmup. One stroke bottomed out. I screamed into the vinyl.

The stretch burned sweet. She pulled back and slammed again. Wet slap of her hips on my ass. The plug in my asshole made every thrust split me wider.

"Count your orgasms," she said. "Out loud. Thank me for each."

She fucked me hard. No rhythm I could predict. The wand returned to my clit mid-stroke and stayed there.

"One, I'm, oh fuck…"

"Thank me."

"Thank you Nanny, thank you…"

I came so hard my vision whited. Cunt clamping the latex cock, asshole spasming on the plug, a gush of slick running down the dick shaft. I sobbed into the table.

"That's one." Corinne didn't stop. "You have four more."

"I can't…"

"You can." She yanked the plug halfway out and shoved it back on a thrust. "You're a hole. Holes take it."

She pounded me through the oversensitivity. My clit screamed under the wand. Second crest rose before the first finished.

"Two, please, too much…"

"Thank me."

"Thank you thank you, I'm cumming, dirty diaper slut…"

The words ripped out of me. Shame and climax fused. I came again, harder, juice splattering the vinyl under us.

She pulled out of my cunt. Cold where she'd been. Then the latex head pressed my asshole, beside the plug, stretching the ring obscene.

"No anal…"

"Yes anal." She worked the head in. Burn. Tear. My body fought and opened anyway.

Double fill. Plug and cock. I couldn't breathe right.

"Say what you are."

"Ass hole. Diaper whore. Compliance toy."

"Good girl."

The title hit my spine like cum. Good girl. I came a third time without touch on my clit, just the stretch and the filth and her voice.

"Three." She counted for me now. Clinical. "Two more."

She fucked my ass and reached under to grind the wand on my clit again. The fourth orgasm crashed through me. I bit the vinyl. Drool and tears mixed under my face.

"Four. One more."

"I'll die."

"You won't." She pulled the cock free, spun the plug, and replaced the dick in my cunt while she worked it in and out of my ass. Double use. My holes were loose, sloppy, noises loud every stroke.

"Beg for the last one."

"Please let me cum. Please Nanny. I'm your piss slut. Your trustee show. Your voluntary compliance, escalating, please…"

She cranked the wand to high and held it on my clit while she pounded my cunt. Fifth orgasm broke me. I wailed. Body convulsed against leather. Piss squirted from me, thin and hot, mixing with the cum and slick on the table.

Corinne stilled. Turned the wand off. Unbuckled my wrists one at a time.

I collapsed on the vinyl, twitching. Ass gaped around the plug. Cunt leaking. Mind blank.

She wiped me with a warm cloth. Efficient. No tenderness. She removed the plug with a wet pop and replaced it with a smaller one, locking me open.

"Corner," she said. "Hands on head. Diaper on. Fresh one. You will stand there while I upload the discipline log and the trustee summary."

"You can't upload that," I mumbled into my arm. "He saw me…"

"He saw you escalating." She held a clean thick diaper open. Pink tape tabs this time. "I saw you cum five times calling yourself my compliance toy. That goes in the private ledger. Trustee gets the public version. Voluntary disclosure. Engagement. Progress."

She lifted my hips and slid the fresh diaper under me. Powder. Cream on my raw asshole. Tape snug over my hips. The bulk was immediate, crinkling when she tapped it.

"Stand."

I stood. Legs barely held. She walked me to the painted alcove by the rule board. Yellow magnet already there: Discipline complete. Compliance reinforced.

Hands on head. Nose to the seam in the wallpaper. The fresh diaper was dry and thick, pressing my swollen clit with every breath. Weight and texture. Trap.

Behind me, keyboard clicks. Tablet stylus.

"Day six," Corinne read while I shook. "Post-touchpoint regulation. Subject accepted corrective care without restraint escalation. Verbalized protocol language. Five release events during discipline. Mood stabilized. Recommend continued live-in. Trustee copy: voluntary compliance, escalating."

I pressed my forehead to the wall. Spite was still there. So was the ache in my cunt. So was the knowledge that my biggest sabotage yet had just bought her another week on the board.

Twenty-four days left on the countdown. I'd pissed on camera to kill the contract. She'd filed it as me asking to stay.

Footsteps crossed the mat. Corinne's voice at my ear.

"Tomorrow we have a morning weigh-in and a photo set for the trust file. You'll smile."

"I'll vomit on the lens."

"You'll smile and you'll hold the sign." Paper rustled. She showed it in my peripheral vision. Laminated. Black marker.

VOLUNTARY COMPLIANCE.

I closed my eyes. My body still hummed from the wand. My asshole ached. The diaper crinkled when I breathed.

She hung the sign on a hook by the rule board, right under the red numbers. Day 6 of 30. Twenty-four days until review.

"If you fail review," I said, voice ruined, "I walk."

"If you fail review," Corinne said, "the live-in term auto-renews for twelve months and I become successor-guardian of the trust. Page nineteen. You should read it sometime."

She hadn't read page nineteen either. I'd bet my name on it.

She walked back to the tablet. Tap. Upload.

Somewhere downtown Mr. Hale's inbox pinged with proof that I was getting better.

I stood in the corner with a dry diaper and a used body and understood, too late, that every way I had left to fight her was already logged on her side of the board.


Chapter 4: The Bottle Truce

The water held me up so my muscles could stop bracing. Steam crawled across the pink bathroom tiles. My throat still burned from screaming at a dead screen while Nanny Corinne logged every second as proof I wanted this.

She had stripped the soaked diaper off in the tub room without a word. No lecture. No corner. Just warm water sliding over my skin and her hands moving slow through my hair.

I should have clawed at her. Should have gone limp and dead-weight like always.

My forehead dropped against her forearm instead. The contact hit harder than the paddle had. My chest unlocked. Tears came hot and stupid and I hated them more than the wetting on camera.

She rinsed shampoo without rushing. Fingers at my scalp. Steady pressure. The kind of touch my father used to give me in hotel baths when I was small enough to pretend I still needed it. He had been gone three years. Nothing had been this quiet since.

Stop. She owns your trust fund. She turned your tantrum into a gold star.

The thought slid off. Water ran down my back. Her thumb traced the bruise on my hip from last night’s belt.

"Lift your chin, Lena."

I did. Mouth open before I caught myself obeying.

She tipped a cup of warm water over my face, wiped my cheeks with a washcloth. No pity in her eyes. Just focus, like I was a task she intended to finish right.

"You flooded yourself for the trustee."

"To end this."

"You ended nothing." Her voice stayed flat. "Day eight. Twenty-two days left on the board. Every stunt you pull gets filed under voluntary compliance, escalating. You handed them a show."

Rage flickered. Too thin to stand on.

She guided me to stand in the tub. Water sheeted off my tits and belly. My pussy was still swollen from the wand she had pinned there after the call while I kicked and sobbed. She toweled me dry in long strokes, front and back, between my legs with the same calm she used on the furniture.

The nursery waited through the adjoining door. Rule board glowing red: 22. My stomach turned every time that number ticked.

She laid a thick white adult diaper on the changing pad. Powder. Lotion warmed in her palms.

"On your back."

I climbed up. The vinyl creaked under my shoulder blades. She spread my thighs and rubbed lotion over my sore cunt lips. Two fingers slid through the slick that had nothing to do with bathwater. I jerked.

"Still leaking for me."

"That was the wand."

"That was you." She pressed the diaper under my ass, taped it snug. The bulk rose heavy between my legs, crinkling when I breathed. Clean and thick and obscene on my grown body.

She clicked a pacifier on its chain to my collar. The rubber nipple bumped my chin.

"Sit up. Bottle time."

"Bottle" should have been a joke. A line I would never cross.

She held the adult-sized bottle, nipple already wet with formula-tasting milk substitute she insisted I drink twice a day. Vanilla and shame.

I took it in my mouth because my arms were too tired to swat it away.

Suck. Swallow. Warm sweetness coated my tongue. Her free hand cupped the back of my skull, guiding the rhythm. I drank. The nursery smelled like powder and the faint ammonia ghost of my ruined performance still clinging to the trash bag in the corner.

Half the bottle down, warmth spread through my belly alongside the grief. The girl who used to close billion-dollar deals in heels was gone. This padded thing in a collar was what signed the contract for laughs.

Nanny Corinne wiped a drop of milk from my lip with her thumb, then pushed it into my mouth to suck clean.

"You hate me."

"I hate that you don't hate me back."

Her mouth twitched. Almost a smile. Gone before I could grab it.

"Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

The bottle slipped. Milk dribbled down my chin onto the diaper front.

"No."

"Your body answered before your mouth did." She set the bottle aside. "Legs apart."

The command landed soft. That was the trap. Punishment I could rage against. This quiet ownership stripped the armor I had worn since day one.

I spread my thighs. The diaper sagged warm against my skin.

She unhooked the pacifier and set it aside. Her fingers found the tape tabs at my hips.

"You don't get to fuck me."

"I get what the contract says." She peeled the diaper halfway down, baring my pussy and the plug she had shoved in my ass after the trustee call, black silicone still buried to the base. "And you get maintenance when you stop fighting long enough to need it."

She twisted the plug. Burn flared up my spine. My hole clenched around the stretch.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Don't."

"Liar." She worked it out inch by inch. My asshole gaped, slick and open, air kissing the rim. Shame burned my face. My clit throbbed untouched.

From the drawer she took the lubed anal beads, thicker than last week, and fed the first ball past my sphincter. Then the second. Third. Each pop made a wet sound I could hear over my own breathing.

"Count them in."

"Fuck you."

She slapped my inner thigh. Hard.

"Count."

"One." My voice cracked. "Two. Three. Four."

Four beads deep and she left them hanging out of me like a leash.

She stripped her shirt off. No bra. Her tits were smaller than mine, nipples hard. She stepped into the harness, black cock jutting thick and curved, silicone gleaming.

"Roll onto your side. Diaper under your knee."

I obeyed. The crinkle mashed against my hip. She hitched my top leg up, diaper bulk pressing my clit, warm and wrong.

She spat on the head of the strap-on and pressed it to my asshole alongside the beads.

"Take it."

"You can't."

"I can." She pushed. The beads shifted. The cock head breached my rim with a burn that stole my breath. "Breathe, slut."

I panted into the pad under my cheek. Inch by inch she stuffed me, beads and cock fighting for space inside my ass until I was split open, stuffed full, drool slipping from my lip.

"Say what you are."

"A trust-fund bitch."

"Right now."

"A… a hole."

"Diaper hole." She ground the diaper against my clit while she bottomed out. Squelch. The diaper soaked through where my cunt leaked. "Say it."

"Diaper slut. I'm a diaper slut."

She pulled back and drove in again. Slow. Deep. No mercy in the pace, just relentless use. The slap of harness against my ass mixed with the wet churn inside me.

Her hand snaked under the diaper flap, two fingers plunging into my pussy without preamble.

"So fucking wet. You came on camera for him and you're dripping for me."

"Stop talking."

"You begged the trustee to save you." She curled her fingers against my front wall while the cock reamed my ass. "Who's saving you now?"

Nobody. The truth sat in my throat like the bottle milk.

She reached for the wand on the shelf, clicked it on low, and wedged the round head between diaper and clit. Buzz filled my pelvis. I bucked. Her arm locked across my waist, pinning me.

"Stay."

The vibration and the cock and the fingers turned my insides to liquid. I bit the pad cover. Tasted plastic and salt.

"Don't come."

"I can't…"

"You come when I say." She turned it up. My vision whited at the edges. "Beg for it in words I can file."

"Please let me come, Nanny."

"Louder."

"Please let this diaper whore come. I'm stuffed in my ass and I'm gonna…"

"Not yet." She yanked the anal beads out one pop at a time while she fucked me through it. Pain and stretch layered on the buzz until I sobbed.

Four beads gone. My asshole fluttered empty for a second, then she slammed the strap-on balls-deep and held.

"Now."

I broke. The orgasm tore up from my clit through my gut, pussy clenching on her fingers, ass spasming around the cock. Cum gushed over her hand, slicking the inside of the diaper until it was heavy and warm with it. I screamed into the pad. Legs shook. The wand kept buzzing through the aftershocks until she pulled it away and I gasped like I'd broken the surface.

She didn't pull out. She fucked me through the tail of it, slower now, drawing whimpers out of my raw throat.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, Nanny."

"For what."

"For… for using me."

"Good pet." She rolled me flat on my back, cock still buried in my ass, diaper twisted half off. "We're not done."

She lifted my ankles to her shoulder, folded me open in the diaper shell, and pounded my ass in long strokes that made my tits bounce and the mess squelch under every thrust. Lube and sweat dripped down my crack. Her other hand wrapped my throat, not choking, just claiming.

"You're going to drink the rest of that bottle when I'm finished. You're going to sleep in what you leak. Tomorrow you will report to the board for morning inspection on camera."

"Another stunt…"

"No stunt." Her hips snapped hard. "You will sit pretty and say good morning like a girl who learned something tonight."

"What did I learn?"

"That comfort is mine to give." She drove in to the hilt and held, grinding. "And you will take it. You will take the bottle. You will take the diaper. You will take my cock in your shithole until you stop pretending you don't crave the cage."

She pulled out. My asshole gaped, twitching, cool air on the slick rim. She flipped me onto my stomach, yanked the ruined diaper down to my knees, and pushed three fingers into my ass, then four, stretching me wide and raw.

"Relax."

"I can't."

"You will." She worked her hand deeper, knuckles burning my rim. "You took the contract. You take the fist."

My forehead pressed the pad. I drooled on the vinyl. Her hand pushed past the resistance and seated inside me, filling my ass in a way that made my pussy spasm empty and hungry.

"Oh god."

"No god. Just me." She made a fist and twisted. Pressure blotted out thought. "Ride it."

I rocked back onto her arm, diaper crinkling at my knees, the obscene stretch turning into a dull ache that my clit answered anyway. She reached under me with her other hand and rubbed tight circles on my swollen nub.

"Come again for your nanny."

"I can't again…"

"You can." She bit my shoulder through the onesie sleeve. "You will. Say you're my padded toy."

"I'm your padded toy. Your fist toy. Please…"

"Come."

The second orgasm rolled longer than the first, a slow crush from ass and clit at once. I moaned into the pad, hips jerking, cunt dripping onto the changing cover while her fist worked inside me. When it finally eased, I went limp, leaking, mind blank.

She withdrew slow. My ass stayed open; I clenched and couldn't close all the way.

She cleaned me with wipes, silent again. Powder. Fresh thick diaper. Taped tight. Onesie snapped. Pacifier back between my lips.

She held the rest of the bottle to my mouth. I sucked without fighting.

When the bottle emptied, she carried me to the crib bed in the nursery corner, the one I swore I would never sleep in. Rule board red: 22. Twenty-two days until the review that I still believed would free me if I failed hard enough.

She tucked the blanket under my chin. Her lips brushed my temple. Almost nothing. Almost kind.

"Sleep, Lena."

The door clicked. Night light glowed soft on the bars.

I lay in the warm diaper, ass sore and gaping, milk taste on my tongue, her strap-on burn still inside my body. The calmest I had been in years sat in my chest right next to the terror.

Comfort was a lever. She had pulled it. I had leaned in.

Tomorrow morning inspection on camera. No tantrum planned. Just the girl who drank the bottle and came on her nanny's fist, wondering how to fail a review when my body would not let me hate her hands anymore.

I pressed my thighs together. The diaper crinkled. I slept.


Chapter 5: Denied and Logged

The little drawer in the nursery cabinet clicked and slid open. Nanny Corinne's hand went in first. Mine stayed on my knees where she'd put them. A kitchen timer came out next, white plastic, the kind from a dollar store, and she twisted the dial without turning it toward me. I caught only the faint tick starting somewhere I couldn't read.

"Day twelve," she said. "Eighteen left on the board. You know what that number means."

I did. Fail the review and I walked. That's what I'd signed for. That's what I'd been banking on when I soaked myself on purpose and mouthed off on camera. My throat still tasted like last night's bottle, sweet fake milk at the back of my tongue, and the memory of leaning into her arm in the tub made me want to bite something.

She set the timer on the shelf above the rule board. The red digits on the board still said eighteen. They'd been saying eighteen since I woke. I hated that I checked it before I checked my own face in the mirror.

"New rule," she said. "Orgasm is a privilege. You earn it or you don't get it. Every edge gets logged. Every beg gets logged. You don't touch yourself. You don't grind on furniture. You don't hump your diaper unless I say. Clear?"

"Go fuck yourself."

She didn't hit me. She opened the log tablet, the one that synced to the trustee file, and wrote a line with the stylus while the timer ticked. The sound was worse than a slap. Tick. Tick. Scratch of plastic on glass.

"Brat notation," she said. "Timestamp attached. Shall I read it back?"

"No."

"Then answer properly. Clear?"

"…Clear."

She drew a thick white diaper from the stack, the crinkle loud in the small room, and had me stand on the changing mat. I'd already leaked a little from the night; the old one sagged heavy and warm between my legs, my own heat mixed with piss I'd lost control of because she'd refused the bathroom after nine. Shame crawled up my neck and my pussy throbbed anyway, slick against the soaked diaper.

She stripped me, wiped me, spread my thighs with two fingers on my inner knee. "Open."

I opened. The air hit my swollen clit and I jerked. She didn't touch it. She powdered me, taped the fresh diaper tight, the bulk forcing my legs apart. Pink tape tabs. Adult size. Obscene. The new diaper was dry and stiff, already warming from my skin.

"Kneel. Hands behind your back."

Leather cuffs from the same drawer. She buckled my wrists. A collar next, the chain clipped to a ring in the floor by the padded bench. Short leash. I couldn't stand without choking myself.

The timer ticked. I still couldn't see the number she'd set.

"Taste test," she said, and that was the wrong phrase, the wrong kind of nursery, and my stomach dropped. She uncapped a small bottle of lube, clear and thick, and dipped two fingers. "Stick out your tongue."

I shook my head. The chain pulled when I tried to pull away.

"Lena. Tongue."

I stuck it out. She painted my tongue with lube, cold then chemical-sweet, and the taste coated my mouth, fake and slick, like I'd already been gagged on something I hadn't earned. She wiped her fingers on my lower lip and pushed a pacifier into my mouth, the chain on my collar holding it there. I bit the silicone nipple. Drool slipped down my chin.

"Good. You'll taste that all morning. Reminder."

She knelt behind me. One hand slid under the fresh diaper, fingers finding my slit, two pushing in without warning. I moaned around the pacifier, spit bubbling. She curled them, hit the spot that made my thighs shake, then stopped.

"No."

I whined. The word came out muffled, pathetic.

"Not yet. You don't come until I say. You don't even ask until you're allowed to ask."

She worked me slow, in and out, thumb grazing my clit once and lifting away. My hips chased her hand. The diaper crinkled, its dry edge rubbing my outer lips each time I rocked. Slick sounds from my cunt in the quiet room. Tick tick tick from the shelf.

She added a third finger, stretching me, pumping faster until my breath went ragged and my nipples hardened against the thin tee she kept me in. Right at the edge she pulled out. Cold air hit my dripping hole. I sobbed.

"Please."

The pacifier garbled it. She tugged it down by the chain so it hung on my chest.

"What was that?"

"Please. Nanny. Please."

"Please what."

I clenched my jaw. The old me would have died before saying it aloud. That woman was in a penthouse somewhere, not on a leash with lube on her tongue.

"Please let me come."

She held my chin, made me look at her. "No."

She wrote on the tablet. The stylus squeaked. My first beg, on record, for the man who held my money to see whenever he wanted.

"Logged," she said. "Denied. Next."

She reached into the drawer again. A black plug this time, flared base, already glistening. She pressed it to my asshole without preamble. Burn. Stretch. Pop when the widest part passed. I cried out, toes curling on the mat. The plug sat deep, a constant fullness behind the diaper.

"Stay open for me."

She pulled the pacifier up, shoved it back between my teeth. Then she brought out the wand, the hitachi, the one that ruined me on day three. She didn't turn it on yet. She held it near my ear so I could hear the motor when she flicked it low. A mosquito whine. Promise.

My pussy clenched around nothing. The plug shifted when I tried to close my legs. The chain on my collar bit my throat.

"You're going to listen," she said. "Every sound you make goes in the log. Every time you drip in this diaper I note it. Your wanting isn't private anymore. It's evidence."

She tucked the wand under the waistband, pressed the round head to my clit through the diaper. Not on. Just pressure. The bulk squashed my swollen bud, heavy and rough. I whimpered.

"Eighteen days," she murmured. "You still think failing saves you."

"I'll fail on purpose."

"Will you."

She clicked the wand to low. Buzz through the diaper, through my clit, a dull brutal vibration that wasn't enough and was too much. I bucked. The leash yanked me back. Saliva ran down the pacifier stem.

She turned it up. The crinkle turned frantic. Wet heat spread in the diaper; I was leaking, not piss, arousal soaking the dry tape job she'd just done. The smell rose, sharp and humiliating between us. She ground the head in slow circles, the squelch of the diaper growing louder, my thighs slick with my own mess.

"Count."

I shook my head.

"Count or I stop for an hour."

"One. Oh god. One."

"Louder."

"One!"

She lifted the wand a fraction. Denial. I chased it, ass clenching on the plug, chain rattling. She wrote while I shook. Another line in the trustee file. Another proof I was this thing now.

She pressed the wand hard again, high speed. My vision narrowed. Two fingers snaked under the waistband this time, no diaper between them and my clit, pinching rolling cruel. I screamed into the pacifier.

"Two. Two. I'm at two."

"You're at zero until I say otherwise. Those were edges. Not releases."

She shoved two fingers into my cunt, rough, alongside the pressure on my clit, fucking me while the wand buzzed. The wet slap of her hand on my thighs, my own juice dripping down the inside of the diaper. I was close, so close, my whole body a clench around her fingers and the plug.

She stopped. Turned the wand off.

Silence except the timer and my breathing.

I pulled at the cuffs until my wrists burned. "You can't do this."

"I am doing it." She wiped her fingers on my diaper, smearing my slick through the front panel. "Stand."

I couldn't. My legs shook. She unclipped the floor ring and hauled me up by the collar, walked me two steps to the bench, bent me over the padded top. The diaper sagged, heavy with my leak. The plug drove deeper with the angle.

She unbuckled the cuffs, pulled my arms forward, re-cuffed them to bolts under the bench. Ass up. Diaper peeled down in back, tape still holding the front up under my belly. Cool air on my plugged hole and my dripping pussy.

"You wanted to fail," she said. "You wet yourself for the camera. You think that reads as rebellion."

"It does."

"It reads as consent." She said it flat, like weather. "Every tantrum extends you. You should read your contract."

My chest hollowed out. That couldn't be true. I'd signed for thirty days and out.

She didn't wait for me to argue. She stepped into the harness I'd seen in the closet, black rubber cock thick and curved, already lubed. She pressed the head to my cunt and drove in one stroke, balls-deep, the stretch burning good and wrong.

I yelled. The pacifier bounced on its chain.

"Take it," she said. "Hole."

She fucked me hard, no warm-up, strap slapping my ass cheeks, the plug in my ass shifting with each thrust. Wet noises, filthy, my pussy stretched around the rubber dick. She reached under and flicked my clit, fast, mean.

"Ask me to stop."

"No."

"Ask me to stop, slut."

"Don't stop. Fuck. Don't."

She pulled my hair, yanked my head back, spit on my cheek. It slid into the corner of my mouth, salt on top of the lube taste. "You don't give orders. You beg."

She pounded me until the bench creaked. My toes left the floor. Orgasm climbed anyway, traitor body, and I bit down on the pacifier chain to keep from screaming please again.

I tightened around the cock. She slowed. Long strokes. Torture.

"Not yet."

"I hate you."

"Good." She slapped my ass, once, the print stinging. "You hate how much you need this."

She reached for the wand again, pressed it to my clit from below while she fucked me. Double overload. I broke. The first orgasm tore loose without permission, violent, my cunt spasming on the rubber cock, gush of wet hitting the inside of my thighs.

"That one's stolen," she said. "Counted against you."

She didn't stop fucking me. Didn't turn off the wand. Sensitivity turned brutal; I sobbed, shook, tried to crawl off the bench. The cuffs held.

"Two," she said, counting for the log, for me, for whoever watched later. "Come again."

"I can't."

"You will."

She rammed the cock into me, wand mashed to my clit, and the second orgasm hurt, too sharp, my holes clenching on cock and plug, vision white at the edges. I came screaming around nothing, pacifier fallen, drool on the bench vinyl.

She pulled out. My pussy gaped, twitching, cum and slick dripping. She unhooked one cuff, spun me, sat on the bench, and pulled me across her lap, diaper still half on, a ridiculous padded brat with a plugged ass and a ruined cunt.

"Look at the timer," she said.

I looked. Forty-seven minutes. The dial had been set to sixty.

My heart sank. Thirteen minutes left in hell or heaven or whatever this was.

"You're going to finish on my fingers," she said. "You're going to thank me. You're going to say what you are."

"I'm not."

Her hand cracked my wet diaper, the impact jiggling my clit inside it. I gasped.

"You're going to say it or you wear a gag until dinner and the wand stays on low in your diaper while you eat."

She shoved three fingers into my mouth. I gagged, tasted myself on them, salt and rubber and lube. She worked them in and out, fucking my throat while her other hand slid under the diaper, fingers plunging into my pussy, curling, ruthless.

"Mmmph."

"Say it."

She pulled her fingers out, strings of spit between them and my lips.

"I'm a… diaper slut."

Again. Louder.

"I'm a diaper slut who cums in her diaper."

The words burned hotter than the orgasms. My face was on fire. My cunt was worse, climbing again because she'd trained it, because denial had made everything a live wire.

She rubbed my clit in tight circles, four fingers inside me now, stretching, pumping. The plug in my ass, the wet diaper, her hand. I was a mess, a noise, slick and squelch and her calm breath above me.

"Please let me come. Please Nanny. I'll be good. I'll do the board. Please."

She held me at the edge, fingers still, pressure just there. The timer ticked. Fifty-four minutes.

"Please."

"No."

I sobbed. Actual tears. I'd begged twice now, both logged, both denied at the crest.

"Please. I'll sign anything. I'll suck your cock. I'll lick your boots. Please."

"You signed already." She started moving again, cruel slow strokes. "That's why you're leaking on my lap."

She finger-fucked me through a third orgasm, grinding the heel of her hand on my clit, making me ride it while I thanked her through broken sobs like she'd trained without my noticing. Thank you Nanny. Thank you. Three. She said the number aloud for the record.

The timer dinged. Sixty minutes.

She didn't let me down. She held me there, fingers buried, my body still twitching aftershocks.

"One more beg," she said. "Clean words. What do you want."

"To come." My voice was wrecked. "Permission to come. Please."

She withdrew her hand. Picked up the tablet. Wrote the line while I shook on her lap, pussy clenching on air, ass full of plug, diaper sodden front and back.

"Denied," she said, same tone as earlier. "Logged. Audio clip attached from the room mic."

There was a mic. Of course there was.

She stood me up, fixed the diaper, taped it tight over the mess. My legs wouldn't hold. She clipped the leash again, shorter this time.

"You'll stay in this until lunch. No touching. No rubbing. You'll feel every minute you don't get."

My clit pulsed like a second heartbeat. I wanted to die. I wanted her hand back. Both truths sat in my body and I couldn't spit either one out clean.

She leaned close, lips at my ear, the timer silent now.

"We are only just beginning."

She walked out. The lock on the nursery door clicked. I knelt on the mat, taste of lube and spit and my own cum on my tongue, the plug shifting when I breathed, the log somewhere with my voice begging in it, eighteen days glowing red on the board, and my wanting so loud I couldn't hear myself think.


Chapter 6: The Reversal Clause

The paragraph started with Section 7.2 and my nail caught the paper when I dragged it down the page.

Ink. Cold. The office carpet under my knees still held yesterday’s lotion and the sour bite of the nursery downstairs. My phone lit the contract Corinne kept in the locked drawer I’d picked with a bobby pin at two-thirteen. Fifteen days left on the red numbers above the rule board. I’d banked on failing the day-thirty review. Walk out. Void the joke I signed drunk on bravado.

Section 7.2 sat in the middle of page nine like a trap I’d stepped on myself.

Finding of not-yet-rehabilitated at scheduled review shall automatically extend the live-in disciplinary term twelve months from date of finding and shall designate Nanny Corinne successor-guardian of all trust assets pending full rehabilitation or court order.

Successor-guardian. My money. Her name. Not freedom. Another year. Permanent if the trustee liked her report.

Every tantrum logged. Every deliberate soak in the thick pink diaper. Every corner hour I chose to earn a mark on the compliance sheet. Consent to the program. Extension. Handing her the keys I thought I was throwing away.

I read it again. The words didn’t change.

Footsteps in the hall. Not soft. Corinne didn’t sneak.

The door opened. Overhead light hit my face. I still had page nine in both hands, creased where my nail had torn.

She looked at the bobby pin on the floor. At the open drawer. At me.

“You’re up late, Lena.”

“I needed the full text.” My voice came out raw from last night, from begging her to let me cum while she wrote denied in the log. “I’m building my case for the review.”

“You’re building mine.” She closed the door. Locked it from the inside. The click matched the click in my head. “Read 7.2?”

I nodded.

“Out loud.”

My mouth was dry. I read the clause. Each word tasted like I'd swallowed my own trick.

Corinne slid her phone from her robe pocket. Tapped twice. A face appeared on the screen, male, forty-ish, headset, office backdrop. New. I’d never seen him on the weekly check-ins.

“This is Dane,” Corinne said. “Trustee compliance liaison. He’s on record tonight.”

Dane’s voice was flat. Professional. “Hello, Lena. Mr. Hale escalated your file to my desk for the final-review period. His authority sits with me through day thirty. Nanny Corinne flagged a contract review in progress after hours. Continue. I’m documenting.”

My stomach pitched. Witness. The office air thickened, paper and her perfume and the faint ammonia from the diaper I’d been sent to bed in, soaked again because I’d refused the toilet after she denied me.

“You staged noncompliance,” Corinne said. “You think the board rewards that with release. They reward me.”

“That’s…”

“Read 4.11, Lena. Bottom of page four.”

I flipped. Hands shaking.

Voluntary participation in any listed disciplinary measure, including scheduled diaper protocol, corner time, orgasm denial, and logged wetting events, constitutes affirmative consent to extension of terms under Section 7.

“I never…”

“You signed.” Dane’s image didn’t blink. “We have camera archives from day one, Lena. Your counsel can request them at review. For tonight, state your understanding of 7.2.”

Understanding. I wanted to rip the page. I wanted to crawl under the desk. My cunt throbbed from last night’s edge anyway, traitor flesh, empty and slick in the sagging diaper.

“If I fail rehab,” I said, “Corinne gets the trust. The year renews.”

“And she remains primary guardian,” Dane said. “Correct.”

Corinne set her phone on the desk, camera on me. “Negotiation time. You wanted leverage. Here’s mine. You can perform rehabilitation in front of the trustee on day twenty-nine, diapered, compliant, asking to stay. Or you can keep sabotaging and hand me everything legal on day thirty.”

“I’ll tell them you coerced…”

“On camera you begged.” She crouched. Lifted my chin. “You begged beautifully. Logged. You belong in this room now. The only open question is whether you admit it on the record or I admit it for you.”

Bargain. That was the word my brain kept circling. What did I have left to trade?

“Get up. Take off the dress.”

I stood. Pulled the thin sleep dress over my head. No bra. Nipples hard in the cold office light. The diaper sagged heavy between my thighs, warm with piss and the slick I couldn’t stop making.

Corinne opened the bottom drawer I hadn’t touched. Leather cuffs. A thick black plug with a flared base. Lube. A strap harness and silicone cock, matte black, thicker than the one she’d used on me in the nursery last week.

“Dane stays live,” she said. “You’re going to describe what you are while we negotiate your behavior for the next fifteen days.”

“I’m not…”

“You’re a trust brat who tried to game her own contract and fed every piece of leverage to me.” She pressed the plug against my lips. “Open. Get it wet. Name yourself for the liaison.”

Dane watched. Recording. My face burned.

I opened my mouth. The silicone tasted like rubber and shame. I drooled around it, coating the plug while Corinne held my hair.

“Say it.”

“I’m…” The plug popped free. “I’m a diaper slut who tried to fail on purpose.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a diaper slut who tried to fail on purpose and made Corinne my legal guardian.”

“Good.” She bent me over the desk. Contract pages stuck to my palms. “Spread your legs.”

The diaper crackled. She didn’t remove it. She tore the side tape, peeled the front down, exposed my swollen clit and the mess beneath. Cool air. Then her hand slapped my ass once, hard.

“Count your orgasms for Dane. He logs them against compliance temperament.”

“This is insane.”

“One,” Corinne said, and shoved the wet plug into my asshole in one push.

I screamed. Stretch burned. My hole clenched around the girth. The desk shook. Dane said, “Noted. First responsive event.”

She worked the plug in and out, slow, obscene squelch from the lube and my tight rim. My pussy dripped onto the contract ink. Section 7.2 smeared.

“Bargain,” she said. “You stop staging tantrums for the camera. You take your denial when I give it. You ask before you wet starting tomorrow. In return I don’t recommend immediate successor-guardianship at mid-review check-in day twenty.”

Mid-review. There was another gate. Of course there was.

“And if I refuse?”

“I tell Dane tonight you broke into my office to subvert the trust. That’s fraud posture. Your review becomes a formality.” She twisted the plug. “Come on the desk without permission and we add a month.”

I bit my lip. The burn in my ass pitched into heat. No touch on my clit. Only the plug and Dane’s silent face on the screen.

“I’ll…”

“You’ll what.”

“I’ll ask before I wet.”

“Two.” She rammed the plug deep and held it. Vibration. She’d hit a remote and the plug buzzed inside my guts.

My knees buckled. Orgasm tore through me without her ever touching my cunt. I sobbed onto the smeared contract. Pussy clenched on nothing. Fluid ran down my thighs inside the ruined diaper.

“Thank Nanny,” Dane said.

“Thank Nanny,” I gasped. “Thank you for, for teaching me the clause.”

Corinne turned off the plug. “Harness on me.”

She stepped into the strap. The cock jutted out, heavy. She slicked it with more lube mixed with my spit from the plug. Stripped the ruined diaper off entirely. Left me in cuffs clipped to the desk legs, ass up, plug still buried.

“Negotiation clause two,” she said. “You take my cock in your ass until you tell Dane what you want from day thirty.”

“I want out.”

“Lie again and I fist you in front of him.”

My asshole fluttered around the plug. She yanked it out. Gape. Cold air on my open hole. Then the head of her cock pressed against my rim.

“Tell the truth or I stretch you until you can’t sit for review.”

The truth sat in my throat like vomit. I still wanted to cum. I still wanted her to win so the wanting would stop fighting me.

“I want…” Tears hit the paper. “I want to pass without giving you everything.”

“Honest.” She pushed in halfway. Fire split me. “That’s the old strategy. Dead tonight. Again. What do you want now.”

She bottomed out. Full. My ass stuffed with silicone cock. The slap of her hips against my cheeks echoed in the small office. Wet sounds. My hole stretched wide, aching.

“I want…” She pulled almost out and slammed back. I howled. “I want you to not tell them I picked the lock.”

“Bargain accepted for tonight only.” Another thrust. “What about day thirty.”

Dane leaned into his camera. “Lena. State preferred outcome for trustee finding.”

She fucked me through the question. Long strokes. Merciless. My tits bounced against the desk edge. Nipples scraped wood. Each thrust punched air out of me.

“Preferred outcome,” I choked. “Rehabilitated. Stay. Keep, keep Corinne as nanny.”

The words cost more than the ass fucking. Saying stay out loud to Dane’s recording was signing again with my voice.

Corinne’s hand snaked under me. Two knuckles on my clit, rough circles.

“Three. Come on my cock. Tell him you’re a hole that reads contracts too late.”

“I’m a hole that reads contracts too late.” My voice broke. “I’m a hole, I’m a hole, fuck…”

Orgasm three rolled hard. Ass clamped on her cock. She didn’t stop. Kept pounding through the spasms until my legs shook and the climax hurt.

“Four,” she said, and added a third knuckle, grinding my clit while she split my ass open. “You don’t get to stop. Dane counts.”

“Four,” Dane echoed. Clinical. “Heightened compliance response.”

She pulled out. My asshole gaped, twitching, slick. She replaced the cock with three slick digits, then four, stretching me wider.

“Renegotiate,” she said. “Mid-review day twenty you present willing diaper protocol on camera. No staged fails. You hold denial three nights without begging, I withhold successor paperwork. You beg before three nights, I file early recommendation.”

“I can’t hold three nights.” Last night proved that.

“You will.” She tucked her thumb. Pressure. Burn at the edge of too much. “Or you’ll fist yourself on the record at review. Your choice which hole destroys your case.”

“Don’t…”

“Five.” She pushed her hand in to the wrist. Fist. My ass burned full. No room. Pain and stretch and a filthy fullness that made my clit throb without touch.

I came again, screaming. Ass milking her fist. Squirt hit the inside of the desk. Smell of sex and piss and rubber filled the office.

Corinne held me there through aftershocks. “Say thank you for the negotiation.”

“Thank you for the negotiation.” Broken. True enough.

She withdrew slow. Gape lingered. Cool air on ruined hole. She uncuffed me. I slid to the carpet, legs dead.

Dane cleared his throat. “Summary for tonight’s log. Subject accessed restricted documents. Clause 7.2 reviewed with liaison witness. Physical compliance session logged. Mid-review terms proposed: day twenty willing presentation; three-night denial benchmark; failure triggers early successor recommendation. Subject verbalized preference for rehabilitated finding and retention of Nanny Corinne. Nanny Corinne?”

“Accepted,” Corinne said. “Upload complete.”

The screen went dark.

She lifted me under the arms. Sat me in the desk chair. Put the torn diaper aside and wiped me with a cold cloth. My asshole pulsed open when she spread my cheeks to clean the lube.

“Fifteen days,” she said. “You don’t pick locks. You don’t stage wettings. You ask.”

I stared at Section 7.2 on the floor. Smeared with my cum and ink.

“I thought failing freed me.”

“You built my case brick by brick.” Her palm cupped my jaw. “Every brat fit was a gift. I own the narrative now unless you perform the new one.”

Rebellion dead. The cage was my own sabotage. Bargaining left me with ask-before-you-wet and three nights without begging, or she’d file for the trust early.

She dressed me in a fresh thick diaper, white tape, loud crinkle when I shifted. Tugged the sleep dress down. Led me to the door.

“Back to nursery. Corner one hour before breakfast. You’ll smell this office on your skin.”

The hall clock showed three forty-one. The rule board downstairs would still read fifteen days in red.

At the nursery threshold she stopped. Hand on my padded rear.

“You belong in this room now.”

She pushed me inside. Closed the gate. Locked it.

I stood in the corner, diaper heavy, ass aching empty and open, contract clause burning in my head louder than the crinkle when I breathed. Day twenty mid-review. Three denial nights. Dane’s face saved on a server somewhere with my voice saying I wanted to stay.

I pressed my forehead to the wall. Counted the hour down. Tomorrow I’d ask before I pissed. The performance started now because the alternative had a name and it was Corinne, successor-guardian, forever.

Footsteps upstairs. Drawer closing. She was putting the contract back like nothing happened.

My cunt leaked into the fresh diaper anyway. Fifteen days to learn a role I’d already been playing for her benefit. I whispered the count to the paint. One. Two. Three. Four. Five orgasms logged. One fist. One witness. Zero exits left in the ink.

The red numbers didn’t care what I’d meant to do. They only counted down to the day I’d either beg to stay on camera or hand her everything I’d tried to steal back.


Chapter 7: Kneeling Without the Sneer

The nursery floor was cold through my knees and the thick diaper between my thighs. I had been there since the numbers on the rule board stopped making sense. Twelve days left on the red countdown. Day eighteen. My jaw ached from clenching it all night.

Nanny Corinne had not come in yet. The wing stayed locked. No schedule chime. No voice from the hall. Just the crinkle when I shifted my weight and the sour heat of the diaper I had soaked on purpose for weeks, thinking each mess was a vote against her. Each tantrum logged. Each wetting consent. The clause lived in my skull now. Fail the review and she gets a year and the trust. My rebellion had been handing her the keys while I flipped her off.

My thighs shook. Not from cold. From the empty place where fighting used to sit.

Footsteps on the oak outside the nursery door. The lock turned. Nanny Corinne entered in her slate dress, tablet under one arm, coffee in the other. She looked at me on the floor, not at the board, not at the camera dot above the changing table.

"You stayed," she said.

"I didn't know where else to go."

True enough to hurt. The brownstone wing was my cell and the only room that had ever felt like a body around me since my mother died.

She set the coffee on the high shelf out of my reach. "Stand up, Lena."

I couldn't. My legs had forgotten the command. Pride had been the last thing that was mine. Even that was gone.

"On your knees was a choice last night. This morning it's default. Good." She pulled the stool from the station and sat so my eyes were level with her knees. "Talk."

Words stuck. I had scripted so many openings. Sneers. Demands. I want my lawyer. None of it would save me.

"I can't fail the review," I whispered. "I read it. If I'm not rehabilitated you renew for a year. You become guardian. Everything I did to lose you counted for you."

"Yes."

"I hate that you're right."

"I know." Her hand touched my hair. One pass. Warm fingers at my scalp. My cunt clenched in the sagging diaper like it had been waiting for permission to stop bracing. Shame burned my face. I got wetter against the soaked padding.

"I don't want to fight anymore," I said. The sentence came out cracked. No performance. "I want you to punish me. The way I deserve. Not the game version. The real one."

Her fingers stilled. "Say that again without flinching."

I lifted my chin. Eye contact. "Punish me, Nanny. I mean it. No joke. No brat. I was sabotaging us and I almost gave you my whole life by accident. I need you to fix what I broke in me."

One side of her mouth moved. Not a smile. Approval, stripped bare. "You finally asked for care instead of war."

"Don't make it sweet."

"It isn't sweet." She stood. "Corner. Nose to the wall. Hands behind your back. You will hold position until I say otherwise. If you move, we add an hour to your diaper sentence and I document it for the trustee."

I crawled to the painted corner. Pink and white stripes. Ridiculous. My whole life had narrowed to this strip of wall. I pressed my forehead to it. The paint smelled like latex primer and lemon cleaner. The bulk wedged my knees apart. Warm. Heavy. Obscene.

Time passed without measure. My shoulders burned. My bladder pressed against the soaked core. I leaked a fresh trickle into the diaper and moaned into the wall. Documented. Consent. The old me would have called it winning. The new me only shook.

"Turn around."

I pivoted on raw knees. She had the changing table ready. Restraints laid out. Cuffs. Spreader bar. A thick white diaper already unfolded. Pink tape. The wand. The black plug with the inflated bulb. Lubed gloves.

"Strip to the waist," she ordered.

I pulled the nursery smock over my head. My tits bounced free, nipples hard in the cool air. She clicked the collar around my throat. The chain for the pacifier dangled against my sternum.

"On the table. On your back."

The vinyl chilled my shoulder blades. She cuffed my wrists to the side rails. Ankles to the spreader. My cunt exposed above the ruined diaper bunched at my hips. She cut it away with shears. The smell hit us both. Piss and my own slick arousal. She wiped me with hot cloths anyway, clinical, thorough, between my ass cheeks, over my swollen clit until I whimpered.

"Dirty girl sat in her mess all night to prove a point," she said. "Point taken. You lost."

"Yes, Nanny."

"You'll say what you are before we continue."

"I'm your dirty diaper slut." My voice shook. "I'm the brat who almost signed away her trust because she couldn't stop being wet and useless."

"Louder."

"I'm a piss-soaked helpless little thing that cums in her own diaper." The words scraped my throat. My clit throbbed. "I'm yours. Punish me."

She slid the inflated plug into my asshole without warning. One push. The burn spread. I gasped. She pumped the bulb until my hole stretched round the intrusion, aching, full.

"That's one."

She pressed the wand to my clit on low. The buzz hit like teeth. I arched off the table. Chains rattled.

"Beg, and I might let you."

The line sank into my belly. I had heard commands before. This one hooked under my ribs.

"Please," I choked. "Please let me cum, Nanny. I'm sorry. I'm sorry I fought you. I need it. I need you to make me cum like the slut I am."

She turned the wand off. Denial. My hips chased air. A whine tore out of me.

"You don't cum until I decide you've earned ruin."

She lubed two fingers and drove them into my cunt. Curling. Scraping my front wall. The plug in my ass made every stroke split me wider. Wet sounds filled the nursery. Squelch. Slap of her palm on my mound when I tried to grind.

"Count."

"One finger. Two. Three. Fuck. Four. I'm dripping on your hand."

"Five. Say thank you."

"Thank you for fucking your dirty girl open."

She added a third finger. Stretch. Burn. Pleasure wound too tight. I bucked. She pulled her hand away entirely.

"No."

"Please. Please Nanny. I'll do anything. I'll beg on camera for the trustee. I'll stay in diapers forever. Just don't stop."

"You'll stop telling me what you'll do." She swapped the plug for a thicker one, metal, weighted. It seated deep with a click. "You'll do what I say. Open your mouth."

The gag was a ring. She strapped it behind my head. My tongue sat useless on my lip. Drool pooled. She held it again, higher setting, just beside my clit. Not on it. Torment.

Minutes. Or hours. My whole world shrank to the buzz near my clit and the weight in my ass and the drool on my chin. I sobbed through the ring. Body begging. Mind blank.

She set the wand on my clit full. I screamed around the gag. Orgasm slammed me. Hips jerking. Cunt gushing on the vinyl. She held it there through the spasms. Too much. I shook my head. She did not move it.

"That's one," she said. "You don't get to stop because you're sensitive."

She turned it off. I hung in the cuffs, twitching. Clit pulsing. Ass clenched on metal.

"Thank me."

"Mm. Mm." Through the gag.

She removed the ring. Spit string broke between my lip and the table. "Thank you for the first orgasm, Nanny."

"Again."

The wand returned. Lower. Edging rhythm. On off on off. I chased it like an animal. "Please. I'm your toy. Use your toy. I'm a hole that leaks for you."

"Good hole." She slid four fingers into my cunt. Thumb tucked. Stretching toward fist. Burn. My walls fought then yielded. "Take it."

"Yes. Fist your slut. Ruin me. I deserve it."

She worked deeper. Knuckles at my entrance. My cunt swallowed her to the wrist. Full. Obscene. The buzz on my clit again. I came so hard I saw white at the edges. Squirt hit her forearm. She twisted her hand inside me and I screamed her title like a prayer.

"That's two. One more before you get my cock."

I sobbed and laughed, broken. "I can't. Too much."

"You can." She pulled her fist free with a wet pop. Gape. Cool air on my ruined hole. She strapped the harness on over her dress. Black silicone cock, thick, curved. She gave me no time to breathe.

She flipped me to my stomach. Ass up, face in the vinyl. Spreader bar held my legs wide. She pulled the metal plug and replaced it with the cock in one stroke. My asshole burned open. No mercy. She fucked my ass like she meant to leave a shape.

"Pound me," I gasped into the table. "Fuck your diaper bitch's ass."

"Take it." Slap of her hips. Skin on skin. The squelch from my cunt dripping below. "You wanted punishment. This is what you bought."

Each thrust knocked breath out of me. The table rocked. Camera above us blinked its red eye. Evidence. Rehabilitation. I pushed back into her anyway. My clit rubbed the vinyl. She reached under and pressed it there again.

"Beg for the third."

"Let me cum on your cock in my ass. Please. I'm your anal whore. Your trust-fund pet. Fill your pet. I need it. I'll sign anything. Stay. Year. Forever. Just let me cum."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please please please. Nanny. Mommy. Corinne. I surrender. I surrender. Punish me forever. I thank you. I thank you for breaking me."

She cranked the wand. Fucked me through the crest. Orgasm tore up my spine from ass and clit at once. I howled. Ass clamped on her cock. She kept driving until I was jerking through aftershocks that hurt.

"That's three."

She did not stop.

"Too much."

"Four." She yanked the cock out. Shoved it in my cunt from behind, soaked, sloppy, one thrust to the hilt. I came again, helpless. "Count it."

"Four. Four. I'm cumming again. Thank you. Thank you."

She pulled out. Cum and slick ran down my thighs. She snapped a fresh diaper under me without letting me close my legs. Thick white. Powder. Tape loud on the seals. The bulk forced my thighs apart again. Familiar prison. New meaning.

She rolled me to my back. Unbuckled one wrist. Put the pacifier in my mouth. Chain clipped to collar.

"Kneel on the floor when I release your ankles."

She freed me. I slid off the table. Legs jelly. Diaper crinkled. I knelt at her feet. No sneer. No script.

"Thank you for punishing me," I said around the pacifier. "Thank you for not letting me destroy us."

She lifted my chin. "The trustee gets a summary tonight. Voluntary compliance. Requested discipline. You will confirm on camera in one hour."

My stomach dropped. "On record."

"On record." Her thumb wiped my tear. "You chose this. That is what saves you."

I nodded. The pacifier bobbed. Warmth spread through the fresh diaper already darkening where my cunt still leaked.

Outside the nursery window, Manhattan moved on without me. Inside, the countdown ticked. Twelve days. I was no longer fighting the number. I was performing for it.

Nanny Corinne held out her hand. I took it. She led me to the camera stool.

"Say your name and what you are."

I pulled the pacifier out. Saliva on my lip. "Lena. I'm Nanny Corinne's willing charge. I asked for punishment. I mean it."

She nodded once. "Then we begin again."


Chapter 8: Afraid of the Cure

The nipple hit my tongue before I opened my eyes. Gray light through the barred window. Cold glass, warm milk. Nanny Corinne held the bottle at the angle she liked, one hand on the back of my neck. I swallowed without fighting. My throat worked on its own. The nursery smelled like clean plastic and her soap.

Eight days left on the board. I had not looked at it yet.

She tipped the bottle. Drops ran down my chin. She caught them with her thumb and put it back in my mouth. I drank until the sucking went hollow. My belly was full and heavy. The thick diaper between my legs was dry from the night, warm where my skin met the tape. The house was awake around me. Pipes clicked. A truck on the street below. Nothing in me wanted to bolt.

Then she set the bottle down and turned me toward the rule board.

Red digits. Day 22. Eight days.

My stomach dropped like an elevator cable snapping. Not because the number was close. Because for one stupid second I had forgotten it existed, and the forgetting had felt good.

Nanny Corinne read my face. She did not smile. She wiped my chin with a cloth, cool against my hot skin.

"Finish your mouth," she said. "Then we weigh in."

I licked the last sweetness off my lips. My pulse was wrong. Fast, but not from fear of her hands. From fear of the number going to zero and the door opening and someone saying I was fixed.

That thought should have been relief. My body treated it like a threat.

She stripped the night diaper. Tape ripped loud in the quiet room. Cool air on my bare ass and cunt. She lifted me onto the scale by the changing table, same as every morning. The metal plate was cold under my feet. She wrote the number in the log without comment. Her pen scratched. That sound, dry and exact, used to mean judgment. Now it meant the day had started and I was still here.

She laid me on the pad. Powder puffed, white dust on my inner thighs. The new diaper crinkled when she unfolded it. Thick pink plastic, the kind that bulges and shows under everything. She spread my legs and slid it under me. Tape pulled tight. The bulk wedged my thighs apart. I was already wet between the lips, not piss, just slick from waking up full and held.

She patted the front. The diaper squelched when she pressed.

"Good girl," she said, flat. Not praise for obedience. A label stamped on.

I should have hated it. My cunt throbbed against the diaper instead.

Breakfast was oatmeal on a plastic bib. She fed me spoonfuls while I sat in the high-sided nursery chair, diaper crinkling every time I shifted. The oatmeal was too hot at first, then lukewarm against my tongue. She blew on each spoonful. The sound of her breath, close to my ear, made my nipples hard under the thin tee she put on me.

No corner. No wand. No camera red light. Day 21 had burned the fight out of me. Day 22 was schedule only: bottle, weigh, change, eat, nap window, lunch, corner if the log said so, dinner, bedtime ritual. The log had a green check for compliance yesterday. My handwriting in the confession box, shaky: I asked to be punished. I thanked Nanny.

I had knelt on the nursery tile with my forehead to the wall and meant every word. The memory sat in my chest like a swallowed stone.

After oatmeal she put me on the changing table again, not for a change. For checks. Gloves snapped. Lubed fingers spread my ass cheeks. She pressed one finger into my asshole, slow, the burn familiar now. Two fingers. My hole clenched, then gave. She worked me open while the diaper tail hung off the edge of the table, plastic rustling with each breath I took.

"You stay soft today," she said. "No bratting. You already earned your beating."

"I won't," I said. My voice came out small. True.

She slid a plug in, black silicone, thicker than yesterday's. It seated with a pop. My asshole gripped the neck. She tugged my diaper back up and taped it. The plug shifted inside me when I waddled to the nap mat. Every step ground the base against my rim. The diaper warmed around my cunt. Temperature climbing in the plastic shell.

I lay on my side facing the wall. She sat in the rocker and read the schedule aloud, voice low, almost idle. Rain started on the window. Drops ticked the glass. The room was warm. Her voice and the rain and the plug and the heavy diaper between my legs made a pocket I could almost sleep in.

Almost.

Eight days.

I stared at the baseboard where paint had chipped. Who was coming on day thirty? Dane from the trust office? A stranger with a clipboard? They would watch the logs, the camera archives, the weigh-ins, the wetting charts. They would decide if Nanny Corinne had rehabilitated the brat.

Rehabilitated meant out.

Out meant apartments I had not cleaned in weeks. Friends who would ask what happened to me. Money I controlled again. Freedom I signed away as a joke and spent three weeks trying to claw back.

My cunt leaked into the diaper while I pictured the door unlocking.

Not freedom. Loss.

I pressed my thighs together. The plug drove deeper. Slick noise inside the diaper. Shame crawled up my neck because getting wet over captivity was the sickest thing about me, and I was done pretending otherwise.

When nap time ended she helped me up. My legs were stiff. The diaper sagged a little, heavier with my own mess. She checked the front with two fingers, pressed the swell, sniffed near the tape line.

"You're aroused, not wet," she said. "We'll keep the diaper on until you ask properly."

I opened my mouth. Closed it. Asking would go in the log.

"Please check me," I said. "Please."

She wrote it down. Then she led me to the corner, not for punishment. For talking.

"Hands on the wall. Diaper on. Plug stays."

I stood nose to the same corner as last night. The paint smelled chalky. My palms were flat on the wall, cool plaster. Behind me she pulled the rocker closer. Wood creaked.

"Say what you were thinking on the mat," she said.

My throat closed. The old me would have lied.

"I'm scared of day thirty," I said.

Silence. Rain louder.

"Say the rest."

"They might say I'm better." My voice cracked. "They might let me go. I don't want that."

The words were out, and I could not call them back. My face burned. Tears wet the wall.

Nanny Corinne rocked once. Creak.

"You want to stay past the deadline."

Not a question.

"Yes." Barely air.

"Past day thirty. Past the review. Under my rules."

"Yes, Nanny."

My ass clenched on the plug. The diaper crinkled when my knees shook.

"You spent three weeks trying to fail that review so they'd cut me loose and you'd walk," she said. "Now you want to pass it so you can stay in diapers and corner time."

"I know how it sounds."

"I don't care how it sounds. I care that you mean it."

"I mean it."

She stood. Footsteps on tile. Her hand landed between my shoulder blades, firm, not a strike.

"Then you just gave me the only thing your sabotage never could," she said. "You asked to stay."

A flash went through me, hot and wrong. The part of me that used to run clubs and fire assistants and laugh at contracts. It surged up my spine.

I pushed off the wall. "You planned this. You wanted me to beg."

She caught my wrist before I turned. Grip like a cuff.

"Planned?" Her voice stayed calm. "You think I scripted your wettings and your tantrums?"

"You logged every one."

"Because you did them." She yanked my arm behind my back. My shoulder burned. "You don't get to rewrite yesterday because today feels soft."

I twisted. The plug rammed my insides. I kicked backward. My heel hit her shin. She did not grunt. She walked me three steps to the changing table and bent me over the pad, face down, diaper bulge crushed under my belly.

"That was defiance," she said. "Last wall. We break it now or you lie to me about wanting to stay."

"I'm not lying."

"Prove it." She ripped the diaper tapes. Cool air on my plugged ass. "Ask for what you deserve for kicking me."

My cheek was on the vinyl pad. Saliva pooled under my lip. The brat in me wanted one more sneer. It died in my mouth.

"Please punish me," I said. "I kicked you. I'm sorry. Please."

"Louder."

"Please punish me, Nanny. I'm a brat. I don't get to accuse you when I just begged to stay."

She spanked me, open hand on bare cheek, loud crack that echoed off the tile. Heat bloomed. Another. Another. I counted in my head without saying numbers. Ten. Twelve. My ass was on fire. Tears dripped on the pad.

"Thank you, Nanny," I gasped when she stopped.

"Stay bent over."

She left. The door clicked. Drawers slid in the adjoining room. When she came back something cold touched my asshole beside the plug. Lube, thick. Then a wider tip.

"You're going to take more," she said. "Because you don't get to gift me your surrender and swing at me in the same breath."

The dildo was silicone, veined, fat at the head. She worked it alongside the plug, stretching my rim until burn turned to a dull ache. My asshole stung. I bit the pad.

"Breathe," she said.

I breathed. She pushed. Inch by inch my hole opened around both. The stretch was obscene. My rim burned. Slick sounds, squelch and drag, filled the room. She fucked me slow with the dildo while the plug stayed seated, double fill, my ass stuffed past what it could hold.

"Tell me what you are," she said.

"A brat," I moaned.

"A diaper brat who begs to stay."

"Yes. Diaper brat. I beg to stay."

"Say you want the review to keep you."

"I want the review to keep me." My voice broke on every word. "I want to stay after day thirty. I want you to keep me."

She sped up. The slap of plastic handle on my cheeks, wet noise from my hole, my own whimpers stacking. She reached under me and ground the soaked front of the discarded diaper against my clit, heavy warm bulk, piss-smell from earlier wettings in the lining mixed with my fresh slick. The wet sound got louder each time she pressed. My clit swelled against the diaper. I humped shamelessly into the mess.

"Don't you dare come until you say it plain," she said.

"I'm afraid of the cure." I sobbed it into the pad. "I'm afraid they'll fix me and send me back. I want to stay broken here. I want you."

"Good."

She pulled the plug out. My hole gaped, air cold on the rim. She replaced both toys with one thicker: a girthy strap cock she buckled around her hips. No pause for mercy. She lined up and drove in to the hilt. My asshole screamed around the girth. Pain flared white behind my eyes, then melted into need.

She fucked me hard. Long strokes that punched the air out of me. Her hips slapped my red cheeks. The changing table rocked. I gripped the far edge. Knuckles white.

"Take it," she said. "You wanted stay. This is stay. My cock in your ass every time you flinch."

"Yes. Fuck my ass. Please."

"Who owns this hole?"

"You do, Nanny."

"Who owns the brat?"

"You do."

She reached around and shoved two fingers into my cunt, rough, curling on my clit while she plowed my ass. Double use, stuffed front and back. The wet sounds were obscene, slap and squelch. My inner walls clamped her fingers. I was dripping down my thighs onto the table vinyl.

She pulled out of my cunt and picked up the wand from the shelf. Buzz filled the room, high whine. She pressed the head to my clit from behind while she kept fucking my ass, relentless pace. The vibration shot through me. My legs shook. The orgasm built too fast, cruel.

"Not yet," she said. She pulled the wand away. Edged me with three deep strokes and stillness. My asshole fluttered around her strap. I whined.

"Beg in the words I want."

"I'm a piss-soaked diaper slut." I choked on it. "I'm a pathetic little toy that cums in her diaper. I want Nanny to keep me past day thirty. I want to fail being normal."

She set the wand back on my clit and did not move it this time. Vibration and cock in my ass at once. My whole body locked. The crest hit like a fist. I came screaming, ass clamping down, cunt gushing on her fingers, vision blanking. She fucked me through the spasms, prolonging it until I was sobbing and limp.

Cum and slick pooled under my hips. She slowed but did not stop. My oversensitive hole still took each thrust. Aftershocks ripped moans out of me.

When she finally stilled, buried deep, she leaned over my back. Her breath warmed my ear.

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

I nodded against the pad. Could not speak.

She pulled out. My asshole gaped, aching, leaking lube down my crack. She held me there while I shook. Then she cleaned me with warm cloths, temperature shock on my raw skin. Fresh diaper, thick and tight. Plug back in, smaller now, maintenance size. She dressed me in the tee and sat me in the rocker, my head on her shoulder.

My heartbeat slowed to match hers. The rain had stopped. Gray light was duller, afternoon dying.

She stroked my hair. "Eight days," she said. "You will tell Dane the truth when he calls."

"Dane?"

"Trust liaison. He phones day twenty-three for pre-review questions." Her fingers traced the collar line at my throat I had stopped noticing. "You will say you want continuation. You will mean it."

Continuation. The word sat in my gut like the plug. It carried a permanent flavor I had not tasted before.

"What if I change my mind again?" I whispered.

She lifted my chin. Her eyes were flat, certain.

"Then you lie to the board and they release you, and you lose this." She pressed her palm to the front of my diaper, the bulk that held my sore, used body. "You already chose. The log has your confession. The camera has your corner. Tomorrow we add your voice on the phone."

She set me on my feet. My legs wobbled. The diaper crinkled. Eight days on the board glowed red when I passed it toward the dinner tray she had brought in.

I sat at the low nursery table, thighs spread by the diaper, and ate the food she spooned into me. Each swallow was quiet. The house ticked and settled. Somewhere in the brownstone wing a lock clicked, the same sound that had meant prison at the start.

Now it sounded like the lid closing on something I had finally stopped trying to pry open.

Tomorrow Dane would call. I would answer. I would say I wanted to stay.

The countdown would keep dropping, and for the first time in thirty days I wanted it to stop on zero instead of wishing it would never arrive.


Chapter 9: Obedience for the Record

The heels hit the brownstone stoop before my pulse caught up. Two sharp strikes, then a pause. Nanny Corinne’s hand stayed on my collar chain while she reached for the deadbolt. Metal scraped. The door opened onto gray morning and a man in a charcoal coat holding a leather folio.

Dane.

He had lunch with me once at the Pierre. We talked about art funds and which board seats I wanted. His eyes moved from my face to the thick white bulk under my short romper, to the pacifier clip at my throat, to Corinne’s grip on the chain.

“Lena.” His voice stayed flat, clerk-flat. “Day twenty-nine. One day left on the board.”

Section stood behind him with a tablet and a tiny red light that meant record. The nursery wing smelled like baby powder and the sour edge of last night’s wet diaper. My tongue tasted metal from the gag I’d worn an hour ago during practice. Dane inhaled once and his jaw tightened.

Corinne tugged the chain. “Greet your trustee, pet.”

I dropped to my knees on the hall runner. The diaper crinkled loud enough to make Section’s mouth twitch. “Good morning, Dane.”

“Stand when you’re told,” Corinne said. “Hands behind your back. Show him the schedule.”

The rule board glowed over the nursery arch: red digits, 1 DAY REMAINING. Feeding blocks. Corner blocks. Change blocks. Diaper checks marked with little pink stamps Corinne had put there herself. Dane stepped past me into the wing like he owned the air. He always had, through my trust. I used to think that made me untouchable.

Section tapped the tablet. “We’re live for the compliance walk-through, Ms. Lena. Verbal consent to proceed?”

Corinne’s fingers dug into my hair. “Answer.”

“Yes.” My voice came out thin. “I consent to the audit.”

The word consent sat wrong in my mouth. I’d spent weeks performing failure. Every staged tantrum, every deliberate flood into the diaper, logged as proof I needed this cage. Dane’s folio held clauses I’d never read until it was too late. Failure renewed the year. Failure made Corinne successor-guardian. My rebellion had been a gift wrapped for her.

Dane opened the folio on the changing table. “Demonstrate morning obedience. From the top.”

Corinne pointed at the corner stool, pink paint chipped at the base. “You were late to rocking yesterday. Three minutes corner. Diaper on. Plug seated. Count aloud.”

I waddled to the stool. The plug in my rear bit deeper with each step, a black silicone knot Corinne had lubed in front of the mirror while I recited rules. I climbed onto the stool. The bulk spread my thighs. Cool plastic pressed the soaked core against my swollen lips. Dane watched. Section watched. The tablet’s red eye watched.

“Start,” Corinne said.

I stared at the baseboard. “One. I wet when I’m told. Two. I do not touch my pussy without permission. Three. I thank Nanny for changes.” My face burned. Dane had seen me close million-dollar deals in a pencil skirt. Now he heard me count corner time in a sagging wet diaper like a lesson for toddlers, except my body was twenty-seven and my cunt dripped into the gel while I said it.

“Louder,” Section said.

“Three. I thank Nanny for changes.”

Corinne slapped my thigh. The sound rang. “Four. I request continuation if I am rehabilitated.”

My stomach lurched. That line was new. She’d added it at dawn while she pinned my wrists and fed me oatmeal from the spoon.

“Say it,” she said.

“Four. I request continuation if I am rehabilitated.”

Dane’s pen stopped. “Clarify. You request to remain in the arrangement past day thirty if the finding is rehabilitation?”

Corinne’s nail traced my ear. “Answer your trustee, slut.”

The room shrank to the wet heat between my legs and Dane’s pen hovering over paper that could erase the woman he knew. Terror knotted in my throat. Exposure. Not the kink kind. The kind where my name on a trust document meant less than the crinkle between my thighs.

“Yes,” I said. “I request continuation.”

Section’s stylus scratched. On record. Irreversible once it left my mouth.

Corinne lifted me off the stool by the collar. “Change demonstration. Table. Now.”

I lay on the padded table. Straps clicked over my wrists and ankles. Corinne tore the tapes. The cold rush of air met my slick skin. The diaper’s inner sheet stuck to my folds. She peeled it slow. Pee and arousal smell rose, sharp and warm. Dane stood at my left shoulder. I couldn’t cover my tits or my gaping, shiny hole.

“Verbalize state,” Corinne said.

“I’m wet.” My lips shook. “I leaked in the diaper. I’m dirty.”

“Beg for the clean one.”

“Please put a dry diaper on me, Nanny. I’m a messy little…” I choked on the word she wanted.

Her hand cracked across my breast. “Complete the sentence.”

“Messy little diaper slut. Please change me.”

Dane exhaled through his nose. Section murmured, “Noted.”

Corinne wiped me with cold cloth. The wipe dragged over my clit and I jerked against the straps. She didn’t stop. She cleaned my ass around the plug, then twisted it a quarter turn. My hole clenched. She popped it out. The stretch burned. Air kissed my open rim.

“Inspection,” Dane said. Not a question.

Corinne spread my cheeks with gloved fingers. “Open. Show your trustee what you take.”

I sobbed once. My rim winked, pink and slick from lube. Dane leaned in. His aftershave cut through the pee smell. I wanted to die and my cunt gushed down the crack toward the table vinyl.

“She’s trained,” Corinne said. “Daily plug. Weekly stretch. Say thank you, pet.”

“Thank you for training my asshole, Nanny.”

Corinne slid a thicker plug in, veined silicone, and drove it home in one push. I screamed. The sound bounced off the mobile over the crib corner. She massaged my belly until I stopped bucking, then powdered me, taped a fresh thick diaper tight, and snapped a monitor strap across the front so the bulk bulged obscene under the romper.

“Afternoon block,” Dane said. “Sexual compliance. Corinne’s recommendation requires evidence the subject accepts discipline sexually without coercion beyond contract.”

Corinne’s smile stayed off her eyes. “Mount the bench.”

The bench waited in the alcove, leather black, ass elevated, head lowered. She buckled a ring gag into my mouth. Strapped my thighs wide. The diaper’s crotch still on, a deliberate humiliation. She cut a slit in the front panel with scissors. Cold air hit my shaved mound. My clit pulsed.

“You will come for the record,” Corinne said. “You will thank me. You will ask to stay. Section counts. Dane witnesses. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded. Drool slipped down my chin.

She turned on the wand, purple head, low buzz. Pressed it to the slit in the diaper, directly on my nub. I arched. The vibration traveled through gel and skin. The wet diaper squelched. Dane’s shoes shifted.

“One,” Section said from across the room, voice bored.

Corinne added a rabbit vibe inside the slit, pushing the head into my hole while the wand stayed on my clit. Double buzz. My vision speckled. I bit the ring gag. Drool pooled on the leather.

“Name yourself,” Corinne said.

“Diaper whore.” The words sprayed around the gag. “Trust fund diaper whore.”

“Louder.”

“TRUST FUND DIAPER WHORE.”

The wand notch went higher. The rabbit pumped shallow, teasing my entrance, never deep enough. Edge. Deny. My thighs trembled in the straps.

“Please let me come, Nanny. I’ll sign anything. I’ll stay. Please.”

Dane’s pen scratched again. “Explicit request to remain documented.”

Corinne pulled the rabbit out. The wand lifted. I whined like an animal cut off from food.

“Not yet,” she said. “You haven’t tasted your shame.”

She unbuckled the gag. Pulled me by the hair until my mouth lined up with her fingers, slick from my own juice she’d scooped off the vibe. “Lick.”

I licked. Salt and musk and the faint chemical tang of wipe. My tongue curled. Shame hit so hard my nipples ached. I opened wider. She fed me two fingers to the knuckle. I sucked. Tasted myself while Dane watched from above like a judge.

“Good hole,” she murmured. “Now the bench gets the rest.”

She freed my ankles, flipped me onto my back on the lower shelf, legs in stirrups bolted wide. Diaper shoved aside, tapes dangling. She donned a harness, black rubber cock thick as her wrist, glistening with lube. Section’s “two” came before the head even kissed my entrance.

Corinne drove in. One stroke to the hilt. My cunt stretched around the rubber. The slap of her hips on my thighs echoed. No warm-up. No mercy. She fucked me like she was proving a point to the men in coats.

“Eyes on Dane,” she ordered. “Tell him what you are.”

I stared at his tie clip. “I’m… I’m her property. I’m a padded pet. I piss in diapers and cum on command.”

“Ask him to keep you locked.”

My chest heaved. The cock dragged my front wall. “Dane. Please recommend continuation. Don’t let me go back. I’ll ruin it. I’ll spend it. I need Nanny. I need the nursery. Please.”

His face didn’t move. “Continue demonstration.”

Corinne rammed harder. The stirrups bit my heels. She reached under the diaper bulk and pressed the wand to my clit again, still buzzing from before. Overstim. Too much. My orgasm climbed like a chokehold.

“Come,” she said. “One. On my cock. Show him.”

I broke. Cunt clamped on the rubber. Squirt wet the bench and dripped into the cut diaper. I howled. Section said “three” too early and corrected to “one” with a thin smile.

Corinne didn’t stop. “Again. Two. Before you’re dry.”

The wand mashed my sensitive nub. Pain-pleasure. I shook my head no and my hips chased her anyway. The arrogant woman from the Pierre was gone. Only this spasming hole thanking a rubber dick in front of a trustee.

“Count your thanks,” Corinne said.

“Thank you, thank you…” I gasped. “Two. Thank you, Nanny. Two.”

She pulled out. Flipped me to my knees on the floor mat. Diaper sagging, tapes stuck to my hip. “Ass up. Trustee watches anal compliance.”

The big plug came out with a pop. She replaced it with the strap-on, slick with my own wet. Pressed the head to my rim. Pushed. Burn. Stretch. My ass swallowed inch after inch until her pelvis met my cheeks.

“Say it’s cleaner than your mouth ever was at board meetings,” she said.

“My ass is cleaner than my mouth at meetings because you own both.”

She pounded. Long strokes. The slap-slap-slap mixed with the squelch from my ruined diaper swinging under me. Dane’s shadow fell across my back. He smelled coffee on his breath when he leaned close to read the contract rider Corinne had clipped to the bench.

“Sign after she comes twice more,” Corinne said to him. Not to me. Like I was furniture.

Section counted. “Two orgasms logged. Target five for recommendation packet.”

Five. My clit throbbed from the first two. Corinne reached under me with a bullet vibe, pressed to my clit from the front while she wrecked my ass. Dual drive. My face mashed the mat. Spit strung from my lip.

“Three,” Section said when I shattered again, asshole pulsing on the rubber, cunt dripping untouched.

Corinne yanked out. Slid the bullet into my ass beside nothing, then fed a slim vibe into my cunt, both buzzing different speeds. She fist-closed around the diaper front and ground the soaked bulk against my clit while the toys worked my holes.

“Four,” Section said.

I begged in broken syllables. “Too much. Nanny. Please. I’ll say it. I’ll say anything.”

Corinne grabbed my hair. Pulled my head up so Dane could see my face. “Look at him. Tell him you choose the cage.”

Tears and snot mixed on my lip. Dane’s eyes were hard, sad, something I couldn’t read.

“I choose it,” I said. “I choose Corinne. I choose diapers and corner and plug and your recommendation to keep me. I surrender my independent administration. I want the rider. I want continuation. Please, Dane. On the record. I’m begging.”

He opened the folio to a yellow page. “Read the line aloud for the audio.”

Corinne held the bullet deeper in my ass. The grind on my clit didn’t stop. I read through the shakes. “I, Lena, revoke discretionary spending and request permanent live-in disciplinary care under Corinne as successor-guardian upon rehabilitation finding.”

Section’s red light blinked. Captured.

“Sign,” Dane said.

Corinne uncuffed my right hand, smeared my fingers with ink from the pad on the folio, and guided my mark onto the line. My signature looked like a child’s next to my old one on trust documents upstairs.

“Fifth orgasm,” Corinne said. “Earn it.”

She shoved the wand against my clit full speed. The vibes in both holes maxed. The diaper ground hard. I came so long my voice gave out, silent scream, body jerking, piss leaking fresh into the diaper while I convulsed. Section said “five” like closing a file.

Corinne pulled the toys out. Sat me on the changing table, legs dangling, diaper heavy with new wet. She opened a small case. Black ink and a fine needle gun, not tattoo size, branding size.

“Rung nine,” she said softly. “Permanent claiming. Dane stays for this clause.”

Cold prickled under the sweat.

“Left hip,” Dane said. “Initial and date. Trustee witness per rider addendum.”

Corinne swabbed my hip above the diaper line. The needle buzzed. Pain lanced. A letter. C. Fresh ink smell mixed with pee and cum. She wiped blood, put a clear film over it.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

The nursery clock ticked. One day left on the board. My holes ached open. My name was on surrender paper. The mark burned.

“Yours,” I whispered.

“Complete.”

“Yours, Nanny. I’m yours.”

She collared me tighter, clicked a leash to Dane’s folio clip for one cruel joke moment, then back to her wrist. “Tomorrow is final countersign. You’ll sleep plugged, wet if you must, and present at nine for the public close.”

Dane closed the folio. “Recommendation will recommend continuation pending tomorrow’s physical. Do not make me regret witnessing this, Lena.”

He left. Section killed the red light and followed. The deadbolt shot home. The wing sealed again.

Corinne lifted my chin. Thumb in my mouth where the pacifier should go. “You performed. You chose it in front of the one man who could have freed you.”

I sucked her thumb. Tasted salt, ink, power.

Outside, a car door shut on the stoop. Tomorrow the board hit zero. Tomorrow I’d countersign in front of them again and Corinne would offer the last rider. My hip throbbed under the film. The countdown on the rule board still said one day, but the paper in Dane’s folio already had my ink.

Corinne pressed the pacifier between my lips. “Sleep, pet. You have a big day left to finish what you started.”

I crinkled when she laid me in the crib, plug reset deep, diaper taped fresh over the brand. The red digits burned down in the dark. I had asked to stay. They had heard me. There was no take-back waiting in the morning, only the last signature and her hand on the back of my neck while the clock ran out.


Chapter 10: Signed From Her Knees

The red numbers on the rule board were gone. Nanny Corinne wiped the last smear of marker off the white laminate with her thumb, slow, like she was erasing the whole month in one stroke. Where the countdown had hung for thirty days, only a blank square remained. Zero. The board looked like the first morning I walked into this wing, empty rules, empty threats, a joke I thought I could laugh my way out of.

A fresh contract lay on the nursery table beside a black pen. Same weight in the paper. Same clip on the corner. The diaper under my skirt was thick and warm from the audit, sagging heavy between my thighs, piss and slick from when Dane watched me thank Nanny Corinne for my corner time out loud. My cunt still throbbed from that. Shame had my face hot again before I could swallow.

Dane folded his tablet shut. "Continuation signed. Recommendation filed. Corinne retains live-in authority per the original trust instrument, amended as of today."

His assistant, Section, did not look at me. She logged one last line and stepped back toward the hall.

I should have been free. That was the lie I told myself for weeks. Fail the review, lose the nanny, take my money and run. The clause I never read until night twenty-two said the opposite. Every tantrum, every deliberate flood in my diaper, every recorded disobedience renewed my sentence and handed Corinne the keys to everything. I built my own cage and called it rebellion.

Dane's shoes clicked once on the parquet. "Miss Lena, the trustee file is closed on my end. What happens next is between you and your caregiver."

He left. The brownstone door latched. The wing went quiet except for the crinkle when I shifted my legs.

Nanny Corinne picked up the pen and set it on top of the new rider. "Read it. All of it. Out loud if you need to hear your own voice."

I pulled the pages toward me. My hands shook. The first page was not guardianship language. Not imposed rehabilitation. Not failure equals another year under her thumb without asking.

DEVOTION RIDER. VOLUNTARY LIVE-IN. TERM: INDEFINITE UNTIL TERMINATED BY MUTUAL WRITTEN CONSENT OF BOTH PARTIES.

My mouth went dry.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said.

I read. Diaper schedule stays. Corner time stays. The nursery corner stays. No trustee review. No countdown. No escape hatch I could weaponize. In exchange, the trust remains mine on paper, managed through her, and I choose the cage every morning I stay.

Page four named what I begged for yesterday on the record. I asked to remain. I said the arrangement worked. Dane wrote it down while Section counted my breaths and my soaked diaper showed through the thin leggings Nanny Corinne put on me for the audit.

Page six was sex. Plain words. Use of my body. Toys. Discipline. Claiming. No euphemism. My pussy clenched hard around nothing, and a fresh trickle slid into the diaper.

I read every line. I did not skip. I did not skim like the joke contract I signed drunk at twenty-seven thinking a nanny could not break me.

When I hit the signature block, my name was already typed. LENA. Below it, a second line. NANNY CORINNE, CAREGIVER AND DOMINANT.

"Knees," she said.

I slid off the chair. The diaper bulk forced my thighs apart. The floor was cool through the thick plastic outer shell. I knelt where I knelt the first day, same spot, same bowed head. Nothing the same.

"You sign this because you want to," she said. "Say that."

"I sign because I want to."

"Say what you are signing for."

"To stay. To be kept. To be hers."

"Whose."

"Yours. Nanny Corinne's."

She pulled the pacifier on its chain from her pocket. Tapped it once against my lips. "Open."

I took it. The silicone filled my mouth. The chain tugged at my collar when she clipped it. Gratitude hit so hard my eyes burned. I hated how much I meant it. I hated that the hate made me wetter.

"Sign."

I took the pen. The nib scratched. LENA. My handwriting steadier than any signature I ever put on a bar tab or a spiteful trust amendment. I signed away the independence I spent ten chapters clawing at, on purpose, with open eyes.

Nanny Corinne signed below me. Then she tore the rider along the perforation, handed me my copy, and kept hers in the inside pocket of her blazer like it was a passport.

"Stand up."

I stood, the weight sagging between my thighs. She pressed her palm flat against the front, where the warmth pooled, and held it there until I whimpered into the pacifier.

"Good girl. You kept your word in front of Dane. Now you keep it for me."

She walked me to the changing table. Not because I needed mercy. Because claiming starts with weight and texture and who controls both. She laid me back. Straps at my wrists. Ankle cuffs clicked. The tape on my diaper ripped loud. Cool air hit my slick folds. She did not wipe me gentle. She spread my lips with two fingers and looked.

"Still leaking from the audit. Filthy little toy."

"I'm sorry."

"You're not sorry. You're dripping. Say what you are."

"A diaper slut who cums when she's watched."

She shoved two fingers into my cunt. Curl. Drag. My hips jerked against the cuffs.

"Again."

"A pathetic kept girl who pisses in her diaper and begs to stay."

"Better."

She pulled the fingers out glistening and smeared my clit in slow circles until my thighs trembled. Then she stopped.

"Turn over."

She rolled me onto my stomach. A plug from the drawer, black silicone, already lubed. She worked it into my ass inch by inch. Burn. Stretch. Full. I bit the pacifier. She slapped my cheek once.

"Count how many times you come tonight. You lose count, we start over."

She fitted a harness around her hips. The cock on it was thick, veined, obscene rubber. She lubed it while I watched in the mirror bolted above the table. Nanny Corinne in blazer and stockings, me diaperless except for the plug and cuffs and pacifier, ass up, cunt bare and pink.

From behind me, she pressed the wand to my clit. Low buzz. I moaned around the pacifier.

"Don't you dare finish from that alone."

"I won't."

She turned it up. My whole cunt pulsed. She lined the strap-on at my entrance and pushed halfway in one stroke. Squelch. Wet sound. My hole stretched around the girth.

"Take it."

"Yes, Nanny."

"Yes what."

"Yes, fuck your kept girl."

She bottomed out. The plug in my ass and the cock in my cunt made a cruel double fullness. She set a pace I could not match. Slap of harness on my thighs. Wand pinned hard. The table rocked.

"One," she said when I shattered the first time. "Thank me."

"Thank you. Thank you for keeping me."

She did not slow. She fucked me through the aftershocks, ruthless, dragging the wand in tight circles until I sobbed.

"Two. Say what you are again."

"Your hole. Your property."

"Louder."

"YOUR HOLE. YOUR PROPERTY."

She pulled out of my cunt. Unclipped one ankle. Flipped me to my back. Spread my legs wide. The plug stayed buried in my ass. She pushed the strap-on back into my pussy and leaned down until her mouth was at my ear.

"You signed. You don't get to pretend you're a brat who stumbled into this."

"I know."

"Tell me what you chose."

"I chose you. I chose the diaper and the corner and your cock."

She hooked the chain on my pacifier and yanked. My head lifted. She spat on my clit and ground the wand there. Vicious. Constant.

I came a third time screaming around silicone. Spit and drool down my chin. She made me hold the scream, hold the pose, legs spread for the mirror.

"Three. One more before I breed this cunt properly."

"I'm too sensitive."

"You're mine. Sensitive is my problem to use."

She drew the plug out slow. My asshole gaped. She replaced it with the strap-on, slick from my cunt, pushing into my ass while the wand stayed pinned there. Burn. Split. Too much. My brain went white and small.

"No. No, I can't."

"You can. You will. You will thank me when it is done."

She fucked my ass and held the wand until I broke again, the fourth tearing out of me mean and ugly, cum gushing from my untouched pussy onto the table vinyl, ass clenching on rubber, voice gone.

"Four."

She pulled out. Unstrapped the harness. Left the wand buzzing against me while she opened me with three fingers, then four, stretching my cunt wide, fist-deep, knuckles at my entrance, and I came a fifth time on her wrist, convulsing, grateful, ruined, chanting thank you thank you thank you until the words dissolved.

She turned it off. Unbuckled my wrists. Wiped me with a warm cloth. Diaper fresh from the stack, thick white, tape loud when she pulled it tight. Powder. Cream on my raw clit that made me hiss. She lifted my hips and slid the bulk under me, taped me shut, the weight immediate and familiar and now chosen.

She carried me to the nursery corner. Not punishment. Home. She sat in the rocker and gathered me into her lap, my padded ass heavy on her thighs, her arms around my chest, chain between us.

"You read every line."

"I read every line."

"You signed."

"I signed."

"And you will stay."

"I will stay."

Her hand slipped under the waistband. Flat palm on the front of the diaper. Heat there already. She pressed and held, claiming the flood before it came, and I let go while she rocked me, warm spread, shame sweet, gratitude worse than any orgasm.

Outside the wing, Manhattan kept moving. Other women in other brownstones, other contracts under other names, other countdowns or none. My story ended on her lap, zero days left on the board, a copy of the rider in my hand where her fingers closed over mine and would not let go.
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