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Chapter 1: Clause Eleven

The engine ticked behind me while I read the last line on the back of the brochure again. For women who can no longer be trusted with their own permissions. My thumb had worn the paper thin there. I folded it twice and put it in the cup holder next to empty coffee cups and the court envelope I still had not opened all the way.

I had driven three hours to get here. My hands had shook on the wheel for the last forty minutes and then gone still, like my body had already decided before my brain caught up. Wend House rose at the end of a gravel drive, ivy eating the stone walls, a brass plate by the door that said Wend House Residential Program. No county seal. No state stamp. Just brass and ivy and my pulse in my throat.

I killed the engine. The tick stopped. Silence hit so hard my ears rang.

I went in anyway.

The foyer was cold. Marble under my shoes. A clock on the wall that clicked loud enough to count my breaths. A woman stood behind a desk that held one sheet of paper and a pen and nothing else. She was older than me, hair pinned tight, mouth set like she had been waiting for me specifically.

"Nell," she said. It was not a question.

"Yes."

"Matron Ada. You found the drive."

"I did."

She did not smile. She looked at my empty hands, then at the door I had come through, like she was checking whether I would run. I wanted to. My cunt had already gone slick on the drive, which was insane, which was why I was here.

"Sit," she said.

The chair was hard wood. Cold through my jeans. I sat. The clock clicked. My nipples tightened against my bra and I hated that my body was already ahead of me.

She slid the sheet across the desk. Intake Agreement. One line near the bottom said I could discharge myself at any hour, no penalty, no hold, walk out the door. My eyes snagged on it. Freedom sitting right there on cheap paper.

"There is a second clause," Matron Ada said. Her voice was flat and warm at once, like a hand on the back of your neck. "You will initial each block. All of them."

Clause Eleven. Continence Schedule. Toilet permissions assigned by staff according to program windows. I may not use a bathroom outside assigned windows. Staff may check, change, and restrict as needed. I may request. Requests may be denied.

I had not read it on the website. I had not read it in the car. I wanted someone else to hold the question of when I pissed, when I came, when I ate, when I slept. The thought made my stomach drop and my thighs press together.

"Initial here," Matron Ada said. "And here."

I wrote my initials twice without reading Clause Eleven again. The pen scratched. The clock clicked. Relief moved through me like a drug, light and giddy and wrong, the specific high of finally handing the wheel to someone who would not swerve.

"Good," she said. "Stand."

I stood. She came around the desk. Up close she smelled like soap and starch. She took my wrist and buckled a slim card to it, leather strap, four inked windows: 6:00, 10:00, 2:00, 6:00. Permission bells, she said. Green window, I may ask. Red, I may not. Between windows, the card ruled my body, not me.

"You will wear this at all times," she said. "You will present it when asked. You will not remove it."

"Okay."

"You will do exactly as I say."

The words landed in my belly. My clit throbbed once, hard, and heat crawled up my neck.

"Yes, Matron."

"Follow me."

She walked down a corridor that smelled like bleach and old carpet. My shoes were too loud. Somewhere behind a door someone was crying, muffled, then stopped. The temperature dropped as we went deeper. My breath made ghosts in the air even though it was June.

She opened a door. Room seven. A narrow bed, white sheets, a dresser with three drawers, a hook on the wall with a folded stack of thick white fabric I knew was a diaper before my brain named it. No lock on the inside. The knob turned from out there only.

"You will be inspected in twenty minutes," she said. "Remove your clothes. Fold them in the top drawer. Put on what is on the hook. Lie on the bed with your wrists at your sides until I return."

"Put on the…"

"Diaper," she said. "And nothing else. The diaper is your clothing until I say otherwise."

She left. The door shut. The latch caught from outside.

I stood alone in the cold room. The clock was not in here but I still heard ticking, maybe from the hall, maybe from my own blood. I stripped because she had told me to and because Clause Eleven was on paper with my initials on it and because my discharge line was one sentence I had not earned yet.

Jeans, shirt, bra, underwear. Folded in the drawer. Skin bare in the cold air, nipples peaked, gooseflesh on my arms. The diaper on the hook was huge, white, crinkly, taped sides, obviously adult sized and still obscene. I pulled it open. The plastic backing crackled loud enough to make me flinch.

I stepped in. The inner lining was dry and cool against my shins. I pulled it up. Thick bulk forced my thighs apart. I taped one side, then the other, snug at my hips. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, warm already from my body heat, pressing my cunt through the diaper. Every shift made it crinkle.

I lay on the bed. Wrists at my sides. Ceiling crack above me like a map. My heart hammered. I was twenty-six and padded and waiting to be inspected and my pussy was dripping into the dry diaper, wetness spreading slow and warm.

Footsteps in the hall. The door opened.

Matron Ada came in with a tray. Gloves. Wipes. A small bottle of powder. And a pink silicone plug on a string, fat at the base, already gleaming.

"Spread your legs," she said.

I spread them. The diaper bulged. She did not ask permission. She tore the tapes and opened me. Cold air hit my bare cunt. I was shaved smooth, when had that happened, I must have done it last night in some nervous ritual, and now her gloved finger pressed my clit once, clinical, and I jerked.

"Wet already," she said. "No window for that."

"I'm sorry."

"You will be." She pushed two fingers inside me without preamble. Slick sounds. My hips rolled on their own. She curled her fingers and my breath broke.

"You'll come when I allow it," she said. "Not before. Say it."

"I'll come when you allow it."

She pulled her fingers out and picked up the plug. Lube cold on my asshole. The plug pressed, stretched, burned, seated deep. The string hung out like a leash.

"Hold it," she said.

She wiped my cunt, slow, insulting strokes over my clit that made my legs shake. She powdered me, the smell talc and clean and wrong. Then she taped the diaper shut again, tighter, the bulk crushing the plug deeper, the diaper mashed against my swollen clit.

"Kneel on the bed. Hands behind your head."

I knelt. Diaper crinkling. Ass full. She pulled a cuff from the tray and clipped my wrist to the hook on the wall above the bed. Not high enough to hang, high enough to trap. The other cuff went to the opposite hook. I was spread, displayed, diaper thick and white between my open knees.

She set a small wand vibrator on the tray and turned it on low. Buzz filled the room like a fly the size of my fist. She tucked it under the diaper front, right on my clit through the diaper. The vibration was muffled and brutal. I gasped.

"Count aloud," she said. "Every time the sensation peaks, you say one. You do not come until three."

"One."

The wand buzzed. Heat built under the diaper, wetness I could not hide, my own smell rising, sweat and cunt and plastic. She watched my face. Her eyes did not blink much.

"Two."

The plug in my ass shifted when I clenched. Shame burned my face. I was dripping into the diaper while a woman I met an hour ago held a wand on my clit through a diaper I put on because she told me to.

"Three."

"May I come," I said. It came out broken.

"Say what you are."

"A… a diaper slut. Please."

"Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut who can't hold her piss or her cum. Please let me come in my diaper."

"You may."

The orgasm ripped through me stupid and hard. My cunt clenched on nothing, gushing wet into the diaper. The diaper went warm and heavy between my legs, my own slick mixing with the heat. I sobbed once and hated that it felt good, hated that I meant every filthy word, hated that I would have signed a hundred clauses to get here.

Matron Ada turned the wand off. She pulled the diaper open again. Checked me with two fingers, scooped wetness, held them up.

"Messy girl," she said.

"I'm sorry."

"You'll learn to ask for change instead of hiding it." She cleaned me again, slower, fingers dragging my clit until I whimpered. "Window for toilet is at ten. You have three hours in this diaper unless you soil it sooner. If you soil it, you will be changed on the floor."

She removed the cuffs. "On your back. Legs up."

I lifted my legs. She changed the diaper like I was furniture, wipes and powder and a fresh thick white diaper, tapes pulled tight. The new one was dry and loud when she pressed my thighs apart to check the seal.

"Plug stays," she said. "You will present this diaper to any staff who asks. You will show the card. You will ask for toilet at window only. Outside window, you hold or you wet. Understood?"

"Understood."

She helped me sit. My legs were jelly. The orgasm still echoed in my clit, oversensitive, cruel.

"One more test," she said. She took a slim remote from her pocket. The plug inside me buzzed to life.

I yelped. Double stimulation, plug and the memory of the wand, diaper crinkling as I squirmed.

"Beg me to stop," she said.

"Please stop, Matron, please, I can't, I just came, please."

"Tell me what your card says about now."

I looked at my wrist. Red between windows. "No permission. I have to hold."

"So hold." She turned the plug higher.

I bit my lip. Tears leaked. The plug fucked my ass with vibration, steady, merciless. My cunt leaked again into fresh dry diaper, warmth spreading. I was going to wet this diaper. I was going to piss myself on my first day because a schedule on my wrist said I had to.

"Please," I said. "I'll be good. I'll wait for window."

"You will wait regardless." She pressed her hand flat on the diaper front and ground it against my clit. Squelch of wet diaper. Obscene. "Come again. Two this time. Count them."

The first built fast, too fast, plugged and crushed and humiliated. "One."

She did not stop. The plug buzzed. Her palm ground the soaked diaper into my clit. "Two."

"Please, I'm a wet diaper slut, I'm pissing, I'm sorry, I'm…"

Piss let go. Hot flood into the diaper, shame and relief in one gush, diaper swelling heavy and warm, smell sharp. I came while I wet, second orgasm rolling over the first, cunt spasming, voice gone, just animal noise.

Matron Ada turned the plug off. She stood there while I shook and dripped and the diaper sagged between my thighs, full of piss and cum and me.

"Good," she said quietly. "You follow schedule already."

She uncuffed nothing because I was not cuffed now. She pointed at the floor beside the bed.

"Kneel there. Forehead to the carpet. Hands on the card. Read the windows aloud every ten minutes until I return for supper. If you miss a reading, you lose tomorrow's first window."

I knelt. Cold carpet on my forehead. Wrist card under my palms. The diaper was a soaked weight, warm against my knees, plug still buried in my ass.

"Start," she said.

"Six. Ten. Two. Six," I whispered.

She walked out. Door latched.

I knelt in the wet diaper and read the windows again and my whole life had shrunk to ink on my wrist and plastic between my legs and the tick of footsteps fading down the hall. Tomorrow at ten I could ask to piss in a toilet like a person. Until then I was what I had signed for.

I read the times again, voice steadier now, and waited for whatever came next through that door I could not lock.


Chapter 2: Past The Window

Ada’s thumb pressed the wrist-card buckle through the last hole and held it there until the leather bit my skin.

"Past comfortable," she said. "That is where the card belongs."

I tried to flex my hand. The card did not move. Four inked windows stared up at me: 07:00 eat, 09:30 drink, 12:00 void, 14:30 change. My pulse knocked against the strap like it wanted out.

"Match the wall," Matron Ada said. "Every window. If your card and the dining hall board disagree, you are off-schedule. Off-schedule residents do not argue. They report to procedure."

Procedure. The word sat in my mouth like bad metal.

She walked me down the corridor. Wend House smelled of boiled starch and something sweeter underneath, like warmed plastic and clean skin. My room had no inside lock. I had signed that. I had wanted someone else to hold the keys.

The dining hall was long and bare. A four-window timetable hung on the wall in the same ink as my wrist, squares big enough to read from across the room. A woman in a grey smock sat alone at the far table, eyes on her bowl, not on me. Matron Ada pointed at the first square.

"Eat."

A thick white diaper waited on my chair, folded open on a plastic pad. Pink tape tabs. Adult-sized. Obscene. I had put on the training garment they gave me at intake, but this was the day diaper, and it was bigger.

"Sit."

I sat. The diaper crinkled loud enough that the woman at the far table's spoon paused. Matron Ada pulled the front up between my legs and fastened the left tape, then the right, snug enough that the bulk forced my thighs apart. Warm plastic pressed my cunt through the thin underlayer I still wore beneath. Shame hit first. Then heat, fast, before I could talk myself out of wanting it.

"Hands on the table," she said. "You do not touch the diaper unless you are told."

Porridge came in a plain bowl. No sugar. The smell was oat and milk gone flat. I ate because the window said eat and because my wrist-card said 07:00 and the wall agreed. Each swallow was glue. My bladder had coffee from the drive up still in it, a small tight fist low in my belly.

"You may drink at 09:30," Matron Ada said when I finished. "Not before."

"I need, "

"You need to match the wall."

She checked my wrist against the board. Nodded once. Left.

The grey-smock woman scraped her bowl and was escorted out by a staff member I had not seen enter. Then it was me and the timetable and the crinkle when I shifted wrong.

By 08:15 my bladder was a fist turning into a drum. I stood. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, already warm from my body. I went to the hall door. Locked from outside. I came back. Sat. The porridge taste turned sour at the back of my throat.

At 08:40 I could not sit still. I walked to the wall timetable and read the void square again. 12:00. Four hours. My cunt clenched around nothing and leaked a little into the thin layer under the diaper, which the thick diaper drank up and held against me.

I went to the bell cord by the door and pulled it once.

Matron Ada arrived with a clipboard.

"Yes, Nell."

"I need the bathroom. Please. I can't, "

"You may void at twelve hundred hours."

"That's three hours."

"That is the schedule."

"My card says, "

"Your card matches the wall. You are on-schedule. Off-schedule is when you void without permission."

The denial was flat. No cruelty in her voice. Worse than cruelty. She meant it like weather.

"Hold," she said, and opened a drawer built into the wall under the timetable. She took out a slim silicone plug, black, already slick with clear gel, and a small remote.

"First full day includes first test. You asked outside your window. That is the inch you yield."

"No, "

"Spread your legs under the table. Hold still. This is for your own good."

I should have refused. I had a discharge sheet in a drawer in my room. One line. Any hour. The woman who drove up yesterday would have walked out.

I spread my legs. The diaper tapes pulled. Matron Ada did not remove it. She hooked the crotch aside enough to bare my asshole and pushed the plug in one steady shove. Burn. Stretch. My hole clenched and could not spit it out. She tucked the diaper back, smoothed the front flat over my clit, and set the remote on the table beside my bowl.

"Nine-thirty is drink. Twelve is void. If you remove the plug, you are off-schedule and you sleep in the restraint room. Do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I void at twelve."

She left. The door locked.

The plug sat inside me like a locked door. Every time I breathed deep my bladder pressed down and my asshole tightened around silicone. The crinkle when I squirmed rubbed the diaper front against my clit through the wet thin layer. I was getting slick for the wrong reason. For the reason that made me a joke in my own head.

At 09:30 the wall clock ticked over. I drank the water they had left in a measured cup. Taste of chlorine and cold metal cup. It went down and landed on top of the coffee and the shame. My bladder swelled. The no from Matron Ada became the whole room. The whole house. The whole world narrowed to hold.

I pulled the bell again at 10:02.

She did not come until 10:17.

"Nell."

"I'm sorry, I know, I just, "

"You are wetting your training layer."

I looked down. Dark patch spreading in the white diaper front. Warmth I had not chosen spreading under the tapes. I had leaked. Or worse.

"That is not void," she said. "That is failure to hold. Count yourself lucky the window has not opened."

"Lucky."

"On the table. Back flat. Diaper down."

I lay on the cold wood. She opened the tapes. Cool air on my soaked cunt. The plug still buried in my ass. She held a wand vibrator, white, head the size of a small egg, and pressed it to my clit without preamble.

"Don't, "

"You will learn appetite," she said. "Your body asks. The schedule answers. You do not get to answer for yourself anymore."

The wand buzzed. My hips jumped. I came in ten seconds, ugly and loud, cum slicking her fingers and my thighs while the plug shifted in my ass and made the orgasm double over itself. Shame and pleasure fused so tight I could not pull them apart.

"That's one," she said, calm as counting spoons. "You do not void until twelve. You may come as often as your body betrays you. That is not permission. That is measurement."

She kept the wand on my clit. I sobbed and came again, harder, pussy clenching on air while my asshole sucked the plug deeper. "Two. Hold still. This is for your own good."

I begged. Filthy words I did not know I had until they spilled out. Diaper slut. Pathetic. Piss-soaked. She made me say them again, louder, while the wand ground my clit past sensitive into pain and the third orgasm ripped out of me so hard I arched off the table and pissed for real, hot flood into the open diaper under my ass while I came.

"Three. Good."

She taped the heavy wet diaper closed over the mess and the plug and my shaking legs. The smell hit then. Ammonia and sex and warm plastic. My own taste on my tongue from biting my lip bloody.

"You wanted someone to take the wheel," she said. "The wheel is the clock. Learn hunger."

She left me on the table until I stopped twitching. Then she walked me to the void window station at the end of the hall, a tiled nook with a low bench and a steel grate in the floor, no toilet, just protocol. My wrist-card and the wall both said 11:58. Close enough.

"Not yet," she said.

Two minutes. I stood in the nook with my thighs clamped on the crinkling diaper and the plug and the aftershocks. At 12:00 exactly she nodded.

"Void."

I could not go at first. My body had learned the wrong lesson in three hours. Then the flood broke. Piss rushed out of me through the diaper, soaked it heavy and hot, sagging between my legs with obscene weight. Relief and humiliation in the same breath. The grate caught what ran down my thighs. The smell rose sharp and human.

"Turn," she said.

She stripped the soaked diaper, wiped me rough with cold cloth that smelled of bleach, and checked the plug with two fingers tugging the base. "Open."

She replaced the wet diaper with a fresh thick one, white, tapes loud when she pulled them tight. Then she unhooked a spreader bar from the wall and clicked my ankles into it.

"Change window is fourteen-thirty. This is early correction. You will be inspected at change whether you need it or not."

"Please, "

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

She lubed a thicker plug, metal core in silicone, and worked it into my ass beside the first. Burn worse. Stretch until my eyes watered. Two plugs now, filling me, while she powdered the fresh diaper and pressed a remote-controlled bullet vibe into my cunt before taping me shut. The bulk between my legs was enormous. I could not close my thighs. Every step crinkled.

"Eat at twelve-thirty," she said. "Soup. You will finish it."

Lunch was thin broth with a metal taste. I drank it shaking. The vibes in my cunt and ass responded to her remote when she passed the table. Low buzz at twelve-thirty-one. Higher at twelve-forty. By twelve-fifty I was grinding the diaper against the chair without permission, chasing friction on my clit through the diaper.

"Stop," she said.

I stopped. The buzz did not. Edge built. Denied. Built again.

At 13:10 she called the grey-smock woman back in. Name never offered. Witness. Matron Ada made me stand in the center of the hall, diaper bulging, and recite the windows from memory while the vibe pulsed.

"Seven eat. Nine-thirty drink. Twelve void. Fourteen-thirty change."

"And when may you touch yourself?"

"When I'm told."

"When may you void?"

"When the wall says."

"What are you?"

My mouth fought the words. Lost.

"A diaper slut on schedule."

The woman watched without expression. Matron Ada turned the vibe up. I came standing, knees buckling, cum soaking the inside of the fresh diaper while piss leaked again because I could not separate the gates anymore. The crinkle was obscene. The smell mixed broth on my breath and sex between my legs.

"That's four," Matron Ada said for the witness. "She comes like a faucet. She voids like a child. She is twenty-six and she needed a card on her wrist to tell her when to piss."

The witness left. Matron Ada walked me to the change station early anyway. 13:22. Off the wall. Off my card.

"Correction," she said. "You do not get comfort for being wet."

She laid me on the change bench. Straps at wrists and thighs. Diaper cut away with scissors, cold again, exposure total. She cleaned me with wipes that tasted bitter when she pushed two fingers into my mouth to silence me. "Suck. Taste what you are."

The bullet came out of my cunt slick with my own cum. She replaced it with a dildo harnessed to the bench, thick rubber cock fixed in place, and lowered me onto it while the plugs stayed in my ass. Stretch in front. Stretch behind. Full.

"Ride it. Hands behind your head."

I rode because the remote on my clit would not stop and because she counted aloud and because every inch down made the plugs shift and made me louder. Filthy. Broken.

"Five. Say thank you."

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

"For what."

"For teaching me hunger."

She ungagged my mouth and shoved the wet bullet vibe past my lips. "Clean it. Tongue only."

I tasted salt and plastic and me. She worked my ass with a third toy, anal beads, pulling one free each time I lifted on the fixed cock. Pop. Pop. Burn. My pussy gushed around the rubber dick. She made me count the beads out loud.

"Six. Seven. Eight, "

The eighth pulled free as I came again, asshole gaping empty for a second before she shoved the biggest plug back in, thicker than my wrist, and I screamed into the vibe in my mouth. Seven orgasms if I counted her way. My body did not know how to stop once it learned the route.

She diapered me again. Pink tape this time. Crinkle louder. Heavier fill. Powder smell and cum smell trapped under plastic.

"Fourteen-thirty is change," she said, buckling my wrist-card one notch tighter than before. Past comfortable again. "You will ask for nothing outside the window. You will void when told. You will come when measured. Tomorrow adds the restraint room if you go off-schedule."

She walked me back to my room. No inside lock. The timetable rules followed me down the hall in her footsteps.

I lay on the narrow bed, diaper sagging with use, plugs holding my ass open, clit still buzzing from the remote she left on the nightstand. Mine to suffer with. Not mine to turn off.

At 14:30 the bell would ring for change. At 16:00 there was another window I had not memorized yet. The wall owned more of me than I had read on the intake sheet. Clause eleven. Continence schedule. I had initialed it without looking.

My bladder was filling again already. Coffee and water and soup and shame. The body asking. The schedule not answering yet.

I pressed my thighs against the crinkling bulk and listened to the house ticks. Somewhere Matron Ada's boots crossed a floor. Somewhere the four-window board hung waiting. Tomorrow someone would tighten the card again. Tomorrow the void window would feel farther away than twelve hundred hours ever had.

I whispered the times into the dark until they stopped sounding like words and started sounding like appetite.

Fourteen-thirty. Then the next square. Then whatever came after that, one window at a time, until I forgot what it meant to go alone.


Chapter 3: The Dry Hour

The bell hit the corridor once and I counted doors. One. Two. Three. Mine was fourth. Ninety seconds from ring to knock, and my wrist-card still said dry when the wall in the dining hall had already moved to change.

I had moved the little peg on my card after lights-out. Private. Off the books. One hour where nothing went in the log and nothing touched me except air. I had earned that hour the way I earned everything here, by being good until good meant nothing.

My door knocked once. Matron Ada did not wait for an answer.

She came in with the change tray and her eyes went straight to my wrist. The peg sat on dry. The house clock had crossed into the first window twenty minutes ago. I had heard the bell for the whole corridor and stayed on the mattress with my legs pressed together, holding my bladder like a secret.

"You moved your card," she said.

"I didn't wet."

"Your card says dry. The wall says change. That is a discrepancy."

I sat up. The thick pink diaper from last night sagged between my thighs, warm where I had sweated against the plastic backing, still dry in the crotch. I had made it through. I had kept one piece of myself that she had not logged.

Matron Ada set the tray on the foot of the bed. Wipes. Powder. A fresh diaper so fat it barely fit the stack. She picked up my wrist and turned it toward the light.

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

My throat closed. I had come to Wend House because I could not run my own life without wrecking it. I had signed the month because someone else holding the schedule sounded like relief. This was the first time relief turned into a fist around my wrist.

She unpinned my card and moved the peg to change. The click was small. It went through me like a nail.

"Lie back."

I didn't.

That was the whole rebellion. Two seconds of stillness while my pulse hammered in my clit. I had read enough of the house rules to know defiance was counted. I had not read that it would make her mouth go thin and pleased.

"You want a dry hour," she said. "You want it off the record. You want to keep your pussy clean while the rest of the house voids on command."

"Yes."

The word left before I could swallow it. Yes. I wanted it. I wanted to be the one person who had not pissed in her diaper at dawn. The shame of wanting that hit my face and my cunt at the same time.

Matron Ada pulled the blanket down to my ankles. Cool air touched the diaper shell. The crinkle when she hooked her fingers under the tapes was loud in the quiet room.

"Spread."

I kept my knees together.

She did not raise her voice. She took my left knee and opened me like a drawer, slow, certain, until the sagging bulk showed pink between my thighs and the dry pad cupped my shaved cunt. She pressed two fingers into the front panel and held.

"Still dry," she said. "Good. That means you were holding. That means you were fighting the window on purpose."

"I can hold."

"For how long?"

"An hour."

"Show me."

She pressed harder. The diaper compressed against my clit through the layers. My hips jerked. I hated that my hips jerked. I hated that she saw it.

"That's not holding," she said. "That's leaking without piss."

She peeled the tapes. The waistband released and the used diaper flattened under me, warm from my skin, innocent and obscene at once. My cunt was bare on the sheet, slick already, lips swollen from the night of plastic and denial.

I tried to close my legs. She put her palm on my inner thigh and kept me open.

"Hands above your head."

I crossed my wrists without being told twice. The ceiling crack above the light fixture had been there since before I arrived. I stared at it while her fingers slid through my folds.

"You are wet here," she said. "Not in the diaper. Here. You fought the schedule with your bladder and your cunt got excited about losing."

"Stop."

"You say stop when you mean keep going."

She circled my clit once. My back arched off the mattress. The orgasm was right there, a bright coin I could spend in one breath, and she took her hand away.

"Not yet."

I made a sound I did not recognize. My smart mouth had run my old life. Here my mouth only produced needy noises.

Matron Ada reached to the tray and lifted a smooth silicone plug, black and thick, lube shining on the tip.

"Turn over."

I rolled to my stomach. My ass was still sore from yesterday's inspection, the muscle remembering stretch. She parted my cheeks and pressed cold lube against my asshole.

"This stays in until you tell me why you moved your card."

"Because I wanted, "

The plug pushed past the ring. Burn. Stretch. My hole clenched and lost. She seated it to the base and the weight sat inside me, a locked secret.

"Why."

"Because I wanted one hour nobody owned."

"Wrong."

She slapped my ass once. The plug shifted and my cunt dripped on the sheet.

"You wanted me to catch you."

My face burned into the pillow. No. Yes. The heat in my cheeks said yes while my teeth said no.

"Say it."

"I wanted you to catch me."

"Louder."

"I wanted you to catch me."

She pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back. I screamed into the fabric. Pleasure tore up my spine and spilled out my clit without touch.

"That's one," she said. "You came from your ass being used. Count with me."

"One."

"Again."

She worked the plug in and out, slow strokes that burned then soothed then burned. My toes curled. My cunt clenched on nothing. The second crest built meaner than the first.

"Two. Say what you are."

"A, "

"Full words."

"A dirty girl who cums from her asshole."

"Again."

"A dirty girl who cums from her asshole."

I came so hard my vision whited. Spit on the pillow. Hips grinding the mattress. The plug filled me and my hole fluttered around it, greedy and ashamed.

Matron Ada rolled me onto my back again. My tits heaved. Nipples hard. She clipped a small vibrator to my clit, the kind with a tight metal clasp that bites. She turned it on low.

The buzz hit like a wasp. I bucked. She held my hips down with one forearm across my pelvis.

"Stay."

"I can't, "

"You can. You will. You moved your card because some part of you needed me to peel you open and correct it. Admit that part."

"The part that, "

"Name it."

"The part that gets wet when you win."

She turned the vibrator up. My clit swelled against the clamp. The buzz went through bone. The plug in my ass shifted when I clenched and the double fullness made me sob.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me come."

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

She turned the vibrator off. My clit throbbed in the silence, angry and huge. She uncapped the lube and stroked two fingers into my cunt, curling upward while her thumb pressed the plug deeper through the thin wall inside.

"You are going to wet for me," she said. "Not in secret. On the record. In the fresh diaper I am about to tape on your ass."

"I won't."

"You will. Your body already chose. Your card was a lie your mouth told."

She finger-fucked me hard, three fingers stretching my hole, the wet sound obscene in the morning quiet. I heard it. She heard it. The slick slap of her hand on my cunt made my ass clench around the plug.

"Tell me what the dry hour was for."

"To feel like I still had a choice."

"And now?"

My breath broke. "Now I want you to take it."

"Good girl."

She added a fourth finger. Stretch. Burn. My cunt gaped around her knuckles and I begged in broken syllables.

"More, "

"You get more when you piss."

"I can't on command, "

"You held all morning. Let go."

She pressed the vibrator back on, high. The clamp bit my clit. Her fingers plowed my cunt. The plug stuffed my ass. I was full everywhere, too full, and my bladder ached from the holding.

"Let go, Nell."

My name in her mouth undid me. Heat flooded out of me, piss streaming hot over her wrist and down my thighs, shame and relief in one gush. I came at the same time, cunt spasming around her fingers, ass clamping the plug, scream ripped raw from my chest.

"That's three," she said. "Messy little slut. Pissing and cumming while I fist your cunt."

"Four, " I gasped. "That's four, "

"Count or I stop."

"Four. Four. Thank you."

She did not stop. She worked her hand harder through the spasms, fucking the orgasm longer than my body wanted, dragging it until I was sobbing and pleading and still coming.

When she pulled out, my cunt gaped, pink and dripping, piss and cum mixed on the sheet. She wiped me without mercy, front to back, the cold cloth on my oversensitive clit making me jerk through aftershocks.

"Knees up."

I lifted on shaking legs. She slid the fresh diaper under me, the thick core already warming from her hands. Powder dusted my raw skin. The front panel rose between my thighs, fat and crinkling, and she taped me tight.

The bulk pressed my clit. The plug shifted in my ass under the compression. I was packaged. Logged. Corrected.

Matron Ada held up the strap-on harness from the tray. Black silicone cock, heavy, curved up. She stepped into it and cinched it at her hips.

"On your side. Top leg up."

I rolled. The diaper crinkled loud. She hooked the bent knee over her shoulder and lined the cockhead to my asshole around the plug.

"I'm going to fuck your ass with the plug still in," she said. "You are going to take both. You are going to thank me for each inch."

"You can't, "

"I can. Spread your cheeks."

I reached back and pulled my diaper aside at the tape line, exposing my plugged hole. She worked the plug in slow circles until my ass opened greedy and slick. She pulled the plug free with a wet pop and replaced it immediately with the cock, thicker, unyielding.

"Breathe."

The head breached me. Fire. My ring burned wide. She fed inch after inch while the diaper pressed my cunt from the front, the dual pressure obscene.

"Thank you," I choked out.

"For what."

"For fucking my ass."

"Specific."

"For fucking my asshole while I'm taped in a wet diaper like a, "

"Like a what."

"Like a diaper slut."

She bottomed out and held. My ass clamped around the shaft. The diaper sagged already, warm where I had pissed into it, heavy between my legs.

"Move," I whispered.

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

She pulled back and slammed forward. The slap of her hips on my diapered ass was wet and loud. The cock reamed my hole open, stretch bordering pain, pleasure stacked on shame. My clit ground into the sodden front panel with each thrust.

"Count your orgasms or I stop at two."

"Five, " I lied. I had lost track. "Five. Six. Please, "

"Please what."

"Please fuck my ass harder."

She did. Long strokes that left me gaping then filled me again. The silicone dragged my walls. Piss warmed the diaper further with each grind. I smelled it, my own mess and arousal trapped in plastic.

"Say what you moved the card for."

"So you'd punish me."

"Say what you wanted."

"Your hands on me."

"Say what you are."

"A padded whore who cums in her diaper while you plow her ass."

"Again."

"A padded whore who cums in her diaper while you plow her ass."

I came so hard the clamps I still wore on my clit would have drawn blood if they were tighter. Six, or seven, my cunt gushing into the diaper while my asshole milked her cock. She did not slow. She fucked me through it, through the oversensitivity, through the begging, until the seventh crest broke me into silence.

She pulled out. My asshole stayed open, twitching, air cold on the gape. Cum I had not seen her produce slicked the shaft; she had worn a sheath inside. She wiped me, taped the diaper back shut, and pressed two fingers into my gaping ass.

"Hold."

I could not. My ring fluttered, obscene and empty.

"That is what rebellion gets you," she said. "A used ass, a soaked diaper, and a card that matches the wall."

She pinned my wrist-card to change, then wet, then change again in the correct sequence, each click a nail in my private hour.

"Stand."

My legs shook. The diaper weighed between my thighs, sagging with piss and my own slick. I stood at attention by the bed while she wrote the log entry in block letters.

"Nell. Off-schedule dry attempt. Corrected at first window. Void recorded. Four orgasms minimum. Anal correction applied."

"Four minimum," I repeated, because she liked echo when it humiliated me.

"Five," she corrected. "You lost count. That goes in the margin."

She capped the pen. The corridor bell rang again, second pass, doors waking in sequence down the hall. Breakfast window in twelve minutes. My stomach cramped empty. My cunt still throbbed.

Matron Ada took my chin and lifted my face.

"Next time you want my attention," she said, "move the card again. I will know."

She left. The door latched.

I stood in the wet diaper and the afterglow and the ruin of my dry hour, and my wrist matched the wall at last, and the worst part was how much I already wanted to move the peg again before breakfast.


Chapter 4: Ada After Midnight

Checking prior chapters for continuity before writing Chapter 4. The intercom hissed at two in the morning, and under the static came a breath, a real person on the other end, not a recording. The intercom hissed at two in the morning, and under the static came a breath, a real person on the other end, not a recording.

"Nell."

Matron Ada's voice sat low in the speaker, stripped of the corridor bell's bright clip. My room was dark except for the red dot above the door. The thick white diaper between my legs held yesterday's heat, dry still, the plastic tape edges biting my hips where dawn had cinched them.

"Are you dry."

Not a schedule check. Her mouth formed the words; I could hear it.

"Yes, Matron."

A pause. Fabric rustle on her side, like she had sat down somewhere with the handset against her collarbone.

"Are you afraid."

My fingers curled in the crib sheet. Afraid of what. The house. The card on the wall. The month I had signed for. Her. All of it sat in my chest at once and I could not sort it.

"A little."

"Of what."

I stared at the red dot until my eyes burned. "Of wanting it."

Silence. Then her exhale, warm through the speaker, close enough to mistake for someone in the room.

"Say more."

I should have given her the program answer. Dry. Compliant. Ready for window three. My throat opened anyway.

"Of waking up and being glad the bell went off. Of hating that I'm glad."

"Mm."

No correction. No card moved on the wall from in here. Just that hum in my ear while the diaper crinkled when I shifted my knee and the sound was obscene in the quiet.

We talked for an hour.

She asked when I had last used a toilet on my own schedule, before Wend House. I told her. She asked what I did at my desk job when no one watched. I told her that too, voice getting smaller, like the dark could swallow the shame if I spoke it soft enough. She asked if I touched myself in the bathroom at work. I said yes. She asked if I thought about someone telling me no. I said yes again and my cunt clenched around nothing, empty under the diaper, already slick where the check at lights-out had found me swollen and leaking into the lining.

"You're wet between your legs," she said. Not a question.

"The diaper's dry."

"I didn't ask about the diaper."

Heat crawled up my neck. She could not see me. She could. The program had taught me that much.

"It's… damp. Inside."

"From what."

"You know from what."

"I want you to say it."

My hand pressed the thick front of the diaper. The bulk squished, warm plastic over warm skin. "From being wet. From wanting. Not piss. Not yet."

"Yet."

That word sat in the room longer than it should have.

She told me about her own sleepless nights running the house alone. No schedule voice. No matron clip. A woman at a desk with a handset and too much coffee going cold. She said my name again without the title in front of it and something in my ribs loosened in a way no change table had managed.

"Do you think I'm cruel," she asked.

"You run the program."

"That's not what I asked."

I pulled the sheet up to my chin and hated how childish it was and how much I wanted her to know I did it. "Sometimes. Sometimes it feels like you see me."

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

My hips rolled once against the diaper before I could stop them. The crinkle was loud. I froze.

"I heard that," she said.

"Good."

A sound that might have been a laugh. "Good. Good girl."

The line clicked dead at three-oh-seven. The red dot stayed. My cunt throbbed. The house was quiet again and worse for having had her breath in it.

I did not sleep.

At four-fifteen my door lock turned. Matron Ada came in without the corridor light behind her, only a small torch aimed at the floor. She wore a grey cardigan over her uniform, hair loose on one shoulder, no clipboard. That scared me more than the paddle hook on the wall in the discipline room.

"Up on your knees."

I climbed off the mattress. The diaper sagged heavy between my thighs, dry still, the tape straining when I knelt. She set the torch on the nightstand and cupped my jaw with one hand. Her thumb traced my lower lip. Her skin smelled like soap and the warm metal of the handset.

"You told the truth on the intercom."

"Yes, Matron."

"You'll tell more."

She pressed two fingers through the diaper front, finding my clit through the bulk. I gasped. The pressure was blunt, grinding the soaked inner lining against me where dawn's check had left it salty and slick.

"Toilet window is at six," she said. "You don't have permission."

My bladder had been full since midnight. I had learned to hold on a schedule. The house owned when I pissed.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me…"

"You swore on intake you would never ask to wet a diaper on purpose." Her fingers kept moving, slow circles through the plastic-backed diaper. "Say what you're asking."

I had said it. Signed it. Never on purpose. Never beg for the shame of it. My mouth opened and the words that came out were not the ones I had practiced in my head for three weeks.

"Please let me piss in my diaper. I need to. I need you to make me."

Her hand left my face and slapped my tit through the thin night shirt. Stinging. My nipple hardened.

"Take the shirt off."

I pulled it over my head. Cool air on my skin, then her palms on my breasts, squeezing, thumbs rolling both nipples until I whimpered. She clipped a small metal clamp on each one, chain between them tugging when I breathed.

"Hands on the headboard."

I gripped the bars. She reached behind me, unfastened one tape, then the other, and peeled the diaper down to my knees. The inner lining stuck to my thighs, peeled away with a wet sound. My pussy was bare, swollen, gleaming. She did not wipe me.

"Step out."

I waddled free of the diaper. She folded it open on the mattress, inner side up, the damp patch yellowing at the center from my leak before bed. She pointed at it.

"Kneel over that. Face me."

I straddled the open diaper, knees in the plastic, cunt hovering over the warm stain. She pulled a thick pink plug from her cardigan pocket, lubed with her spit, and pushed it against my asshole.

"Breathe."

The stretch burned. Two inches. Three. My rim clenched and she shoved it home. The plug seated deep, my hole stretched around the neck.

"Now piss."

"I can't if you're watching."

"You can. You will. Or I put the dry one back on and you hold until six and I check you in the corridor with the others watching."

My bladder cramped. Shame and need twisted together until my thighs shook. I looked at her face in the torchlight. No clipboard. Just her eyes.

"Do it, Nell."

I let go.

The stream hit the diaper lining hot, my own hiss loud in the quiet room. Yellow spread through the diaper, darkening, steaming faintly in the cool air. I moaned when the relief hit and kept moaning because my clit pulsed and the smell rose, sharp, and she watched the whole flood with her arms crossed.

"Good. That's one thing you swore you'd never give me."

The piss kept coming. The diaper could not hold it all; warmth ran down the plastic sides and slicked my inner thighs. When I finished I was shaking, tears on my cheeks, cunt dripping separate from the piss.

She held a wand vibrator up. "Open your legs wider."

I spread over the ruined diaper. She pressed the wand head to my clit and turned it on low. My back arched. The chain between my nipple clamps yanked. Pleasure slammed through me so fast I bit my own wrist to keep from screaming.

"Count."

"One… oh fuck… one…"

"Louder."

"One! I'm coming, one!"

The orgasm ripped out of me, cunt spasming, asshole clenching the plug. I squirted clear onto the wand and the wet diaper under me, mixing with the piss pool. She did not turn it off.

"That's one. You have four more before I put you back in a clean one."

"Four… Matron, please…"

"Thank me for what you are."

"I'm a… a diaper slut who pisses on command… thank you…"

She turned the wand up. My clit screamed. The second crest built before the first finished, oversensitive, brutal. I sobbed through "two" while my hole gushed again and the wand buzzed through it like it was punishing me for coming.

She pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back on the downstroke. My ass burned. My cunt tried to close and could not. She did it again. Again.

"Beg for the next one."

"Please make me come again, I'm your wet little… your piss-soaked… please, three, give me three…"

She cranked the wand to high. I shattered. "Three!" My voice broke. Drool ran from my lip. The torch flickered on the wet sheets.

She turned the wand off. My clit twitched. I sagged over the diaper, tits heaving, clamps biting.

"On your back. Diaper under your ass."

I lay in the puddle I had made. She stripped her cardigan, then her skirt. Under it she wore a harness and a black cock, thick, rubber, already strapped tight to her hips. She knelt between my legs and rubbed the head through my mess.

"You said you would never take a cock in this house. Only toys. Only program."

I had. Intake form. Line seven. No penetration from staff. I had meant it when I signed.

"Take it back."

"I… I take it back. Please fuck me."

"Say what you are while I do."

"A hole. A diaper whore. Yours."

She pushed in one stroke, balls-deep, stretching my cunt around the rubber. I cried out. The diaper under me squelched, warm piss squeezing up the sides. She fucked me hard, no warm-up, hips snapping, tits bouncing under the clamps. The slap of her skin on mine mixed with the wet sounds from below.

"Touch your clit. Rub it. I want to feel you milk this cock."

I rubbed. Circles. Fast. The fourth orgasm built while she plowed me, cervix battered, cunt so slick she made a froth at the base of the strap. She grabbed my throat, not choking, just holding.

"Come on my cock. Say four."

"Four! Fucking four! I'm coming on your cock in my piss diaper!"

I came so hard my vision whited. She did not stop. She flipped me onto my stomach, yanked the plug out, and pressed the wet rubber head against my asshole.

"No… I can't… five…"

"You can. You will. You asked for this on the intercom before you knew you were asking."

She worked the head in. Burn. Stretch. My rim gave and the cock slid into my ass inch by inch while the ruined diaper mashed under my hips. She bottomed out and fucked my ass the same way she had fucked my cunt, ruthless, pacing me into the mattress.

"Five. Count it."

"Five! Ass… fuck… five!"

The orgasm was different, deeper, my hole spasming around the rubber while my clit rubbed the soaked diaper. I screamed into the sheet. She pulled out and slapped my ass, then pushed the plug back in, sealing her mess inside me.

I lay destroyed, five counted, piss and squirt and sweat pooling under me. She removed the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I whined.

She lifted a fresh thick diaper from the bag by the door, white, crinkling loud when she shook it open. She rolled me onto my back, wiped my thighs with the wet one, and lifted my hips.

"You're keeping the plug."

"Yes, Matron."

She powdered me, taped me into the clean diaper, tight and bulky. The plug shifted inside my ass when she pressed the front flat. My cunt ached, empty, used.

She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled my head into her lap. Her hand stroked my hair. Warm. Steady. Wrong for the program.

"You gave me two things tonight you swore you wouldn't."

I could not speak.

"The wetting. The cock." Her fingers traced my ear. "There's a third still open."

"What third."

"Staying past the month because you choose it. Not because the card says so."

My stomach dropped. She had named the thing I had not said on the intercom, the want under all the other wants.

"Don't answer now." She lifted my chin. "Answer when you're ready to mean it."

She stood, gathered the ruined diaper into a plastic bag, and moved to the door. At the threshold she paused.

"County licensing sends a letter tomorrow. Inspection window next week." She said it like weather. "Sleep if you can. I'll need you sharp."

The lock clicked. The red dot glowed. I lay in my clean diaper with my ass full and my cunt throbbing and her warmth still in my hair like a hand that had not belonged to any timetable.

Next week someone from outside would walk these corridors. Ada had told me at three in the morning like a secret. I had given her pieces of myself she could not have taken at six with the bell and the card and the others listening.

I pressed my palm to the thick front of the new diaper. Dry for now. Warm where her tape had sealed me. The house waited for dawn and I waited with it, marked and filled and already wondering what I would say when she asked for the third thing and meant it.


Chapter 5: The Free Square

The blank square sat alone on Wednesday afternoon, white paper where every other window on my card had been inked in Ada's tight black hand. I stood at the corridor board with my tray still in both hands, oatmeal gone cold, and stared at that empty box until the steam left the bowl. One hour. Unmarked. Mine.

Every other square owned me. Wake. Void check. Feed. Rest. Change. Exercise. Void again. Lights. The house ran on those marks like blood through veins, and for three weeks I had hated each one. This morning I had eaten when the bell rang without grinding my teeth. Last night I had slept straight through to the six chime without jerking awake to fight wet diaper or dry air or my own head. My shoulders dropped on their own when Ada's recorded voice said *rest now*.

I hated that I loved it.

The blank square was Ada's handwriting in negative space. A gift with no ribbon. Freedom, if I knew what to do with it.

I carried my tray to the return slot. The wheels on the meal cart squeaked once, then again, rhythm matching the wall clock. Taste still sat on my tongue, plain oats and the faint metallic bite of the house water. I swallowed and listened to my own swallow loud in my ears.

Ada waited in the records alcove off the main corridor, door half open, schedule ledger open on her knee. She wore the same dark skirt and white blouse she always wore, glasses low on her nose, hair pinned so tight it looked painted on. She did not look up when my slippers whispered on the tile.

"You moved through breakfast clean," she said. "No argument at void check. You took your rest pill without making me count to three."

"I was tired of fighting."

"Good." She turned a page. Ink scratched. "That is not the same as surrender, Nell. But it will do for today."

My face burned. My cunt twitched under the thick diaper, dry still, crinkling when I shifted. The sound was obscene in the quiet alcove. Ada's pen stopped.

"Say it again."

"I was tired of fighting."

"And now?"

I looked at the blank square on the board through the open door. White. Waiting.

"Now I want to know what happens if I stop."

Ada set the pen down. She stood. Close enough that I caught her soap and starch and the faint salt of her skin when she had been working the early shift.

"Then we will find out." She touched my card on the wall, one finger on the empty box. "You see this."

"Yes, Matron."

"One window. Unscheduled. You may choose the activity, within house limits. No toilet. No discharge paperwork. No leaving the grounds." Her voice stayed flat, clinical, the same tone she used when she told me to spread my legs on the exam table. "You may request a companion, staff or resident, if the request is approved."

My mouth went dry. "I want you."

"For what."

The word stuck. I had spent twenty-six years building a woman who did not need anyone to wipe her or tell her when to piss. That woman was a liar. She had wet her diaper on purpose just to hear Ada's breath change through the intercom at two in the morning.

"Stay with me when they change me." My voice cracked on *change*. "Not the nurse. You. I want you to do it."

Ada held my gaze. I could not tell if I had failed or passed.

"That is a permissible use of the square," she said. "I will attend your two o'clock change personally. The blank window is consumed. There is no other free hour this week."

Relief hit so hard my knees dipped. Shame followed right behind it, hot, crawling up my throat. I had burned my one gift on being handled like a brat who could not manage her own ass.

"Thank you, Matron."

"Go to exercise. Then lunch. Then come to changing room B at two exactly. Late earns a red mark."

I went.

Exercise was stretching and marching in the sun room, diaper bulk forcing my thighs apart, plastic shell whispering with every step. Other residents moved in their own schedules, eyes down, wrists tagged. I counted my breaths the way the card said. In for four. Out for six. My body moved and my head went quiet.

Lunch was broth and a hard roll. I ate every drop. The roll tasted like flour and work. I chewed slow because the bell had not yet released us. When it did, I walked to changing room B with my heart slamming against my ribs.

The room smelled like disinfectant and warm powder. Vinyl table. Wall hooks with folded diapers stacked thick as loaf bread, white plastic printed with pink bears that were somehow worse because they were adult sized and still ridiculous. A nurse I did not know checked her watch and stepped aside when Ada entered.

"Out," Ada said.

The nurse left. The lock clicked.

Ada pointed at the table. "Up."

I climbed onto the vinyl. Cool through the thin gown. My diaper sagged heavy from the morning, not wet, just warm from my body and the walk. Ada did not rush. She tore the tapes slow. Each rip was loud. My breath caught on every one.

"You chose this," she said.

"Yes."

"Say what you are asking for."

I stared at the ceiling tile with its brown water stain shaped like a fist. "I want you to see me. All of me. The messy part. I want you here for it."

"Diaper slut."

The words punched the air out of me. My clit throbbed.

"Say it."

"I'm a diaper slut." Whisper. Pathetic.

Louder. Ada's hand cracked against my inner thigh. Sting bloom.

"I'm a diaper slut who wasted her free hour on getting changed."

"Good girl."

She stripped the wet diaper anyway. I had not wet, but the inside held sweat and skin smell and the faint sour of my fear from days when I fought. She balled the diaper and dropped it in the bin. The thud was wet sounding even dry. She wiped me with cold cloth. My pussy lips peeled apart sticky. I flinched when she pressed between them.

"Breathe."

I breathed. The cloth dragged over my clit. Pleasure sparked wrong and right.

"You will not touch toilet today or tomorrow. You void in your diaper or you hold until you fail. Do you understand."

"Yes, Matron."

She lifted my ankles, spread me, looked at my asshole and cunt like she was reading a chart. Two fingers slid into my pussy without warning. Slick already. Betrayal.

"Soaked inside and I have not even opened a new diaper." She curled her fingers. I moaned. "You get wet from shame. Useful."

She worked me open, two fingers, then three, stretching my hole while her thumb ground my clit. The wet sounds from my cunt were loud as the tape rips. Schlick. Schlick. I bucked.

"Hold still. This is inspection, not reward."

I gripped the table edge. Vinyl creaked. Her fingers pumped hard, hitting the spot that made my vision white out at the edges. Denied. She pulled out. Empty. Cold air on my slick cunt.

"Please."

"You do not please me with begging yet. You please me with obedience."

She lubed a plug from the drawer, black silicone, thick at the base. Pressed it to my asshole. Burn. Stretch. Pop when the widest part passed. I cried out. The plug seated deep, spreading me open inside.

"Good. Keep that in while I diaper you."

She powdered me. Talc puffed, taste of chalk in the back of my throat when I breathed too hard. She lifted my hips and slid a fresh diaper under me, thick white, crinkling loud as I settled into it. Tapes pulled tight. Bulk forced my legs apart. She patted the front flat over my empty bladder and my plugged ass and my throbbing cunt.

"Now you are clean and full and owned." She unbuckled her belt. Not to undress. To hang a strap from the hook. Black leather harness. Rubber cock jutting thick. "Turn over."

I rolled. Diaper crackled. My plugged ass shifted. She yanked my hips to the table edge so my padded ass hung half off. Cold air on the back of my thighs. She spat on my asshole around the plug base.

"You asked me to stay. I stay."

She pulled the plug halfway out, then shoved it back. Again. Fucking my ass with the plug while the diaper pressed my clit into the vinyl. I bit my lip. Tears leaked.

"Count."

"One."

She dragged the plug out slow. My rim clung. Gape. Air kissed the open hole.

"Two."

She replaced it with the strap cock, no mercy, one long thrust into my ass. Pain white hot then melting into need. I screamed into the gown fabric.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, Matron. Thank you for fucking my ass."

She pounded. Strap slapping my cheeks, diaper squashing against the table with every thrust. Wet noise from my pussy dripping untouched. She reached under and shoved two fingers into my cunt while she railled my asshole.

"First come. Now."

I broke. Orgasm ripped up my spine, clit grinding diaper lining, ass clenching the rubber cock, cunt gushing on her fingers. I sobbed. "One. One, I'm coming, I'm a filthy diaper whore coming in my fresh diaper."

"Again."

She did not stop. The wand from the drawer buzzed alive against my clit through the diaper plastic. Vibration and the bulk and the cock in my ass overloaded everything. Second crest hit before the first ended. My thighs shook. Piss flooded warm into the clean diaper, shame and relief mixing as I lost control.

"Two. Oh god, two, I'm pissing, I'm pissing while I come."

"Good pet. Hold the mess. Take a third."

She twisted the wand harder. Pulled out of my ass and rammed three fingers into my gaping hole while the wand crushed my clit. I howled. Third orgasm longer, meaner, tearing sounds from my throat. Cunt juice soaked the diaper lining past the fresh piss. I counted because she made me.

"Three. Three. Please, too much."

"We are only just beginning."

She flipped me. Diaper heavy between my legs, warm with piss and sweat. She tore the crotch tapes, opened me, shoved the wand directly on my bare clit. I tried to clamp my thighs. She slapped them apart.

"Hands above your head."

I obeyed. She fed the rubber cock into my mouth. Taste of silicone and my own ass. Gag. Drool ran down my chin. She fucked my face slow while the wand buzzed. My clit swelled huge, angry. Fourth build crawled up cruel.

"Say what you are."

"Diaper slut. Piss soaked toy. Hole."

"Come on my cock and thank me."

I came choking, throat spasming, drool and tears mixing on my face. She pulled out and let me gasp. Counted on her fingers in front of my eyes.

"Four. You owe me one more."

She replaced the wand with her hand, four fingers in my cunt, thumb on my clit, pumping while her other hand held my jaw.

"Open."

I opened. She spat in my mouth. Salt taste. I swallowed. Fifth orgasm was worse, body jerking off the table, diaper crinkling wild, asshole twitching around nothing now, cunt fist deep on her hand, stretch burn pleasure.

"Five. Five. Thank you, Matron, thank you for breaking me."

She eased her hand out. Gape. Cool air. She wiped my face with the gown sleeve. Composed again, like she had not just fisted me to five orgasms on a changing table.

"Diaper stays on. Wet. You wear it through dinner and evening void check." She taped the crotch closed over the mess. Weight settled heavy and warm between my legs. "You asked me to stay. I did. Next time you earn a square, you will ask harder."

She unlocked the door. Corridor sounds leaked in, wheels, bells, someone's measured cough.

I slid off the table on shaking legs. The diaper sagged, obscene, warm against my sore holes. Ada straightened her blouse.

"Walk back to your room. Rest window starts in ten. If you make it without leaking down your thighs, I will add a second blank square next month."

I walked. Each step squelched. The smell of my piss and cum rose up around me. Residents passed and did not look. My card on the wall now had Wednesday two o'clock inked in Ada's hand: *personal care, matron attended*.

The empty square was gone.

I did not want another one unless she filled it herself.


Chapter 6: The Keeper's Card

The ring of keys Ada gave me weighed more than they should have, cold brass biting my palm while I climbed the back stairs to the records room. Third floor. No window on the timetable for this hour, only a handwritten note on my wrist card: FILE INTAKE. SEVEN. DRAWER C.

The door stuck. I shoved with my shoulder until the latch gave and the room opened on rows of gray cabinets and the wrong smell. Not paper dust and toner. Powder. The same talc Ada used at the changing table, sweet and chalky, hanging in the air where there should only be folders.

I locked the door behind me because the note said to. Sat at the metal desk. Pulled the intake stack from my arms and started sorting.

Wend House Residential Discipline Program. Admission forms. Consent packets. Behavioral grids. Nell, twenty-six. Thirty days. Window compliance ninety-four percent.

My pen scratched dates into the margins. The cabinets stood quiet. Drawer C stuck worse than the door. I worked the handle until it jerked free and the whole drawer lurched out on rusted runners.

Empty slots where board minutes should live. Tab labels for licensing authority, clinical oversight, insurance carrier. Behind them, nothing. Not misfiled. Not archived. Never there.

I opened the next drawer. Same. The third. A single manila folder, thin as a pamphlet, labeled FOUNDING DOCUMENTS. Inside: one typed page, no letterhead, no seal. Matron Ada, Proprietor. Program administered under private residential covenant. No physician signature. No county stamp.

My stomach dropped hard. I sat back. The powder smell got stronger when I leaned into the open drawer.

At the back, under a stack of blank intake forms, fabric. Not uniform cotton. Worn terry folded around something thick and plastic-backed. I lifted it out and the weight shocked my wrists. An adult diaper, used hard, the tapes yellowed, the core stiff with old wet and dried heat. The talc clung to the inside panels. Ada's handwriting on a card clipped to the waistband with a safety pin.

06:00, RISE. WEIGH. NO COFFEE. 06:15, GARMENT CHECK. REPORT TO SELF. 06:30, CORRIDOR BELL. WINDOW ONE. 07:00, MEALS STAGED. RESIDENTS FIRST. SELF LAST. 08:00, CHANGE IF WET. COUNT TO SIXTY. NO TOUCH. 09:00, FILE. FILE. FILE. … 22:00, LOCK DOOR. GARMENT ON. KNEEL. 22:30, SLEEP OR LIE STILL. NO RELEASE.

Every line in her tight slanted script. Every permission she ever gave me lived on this card first. Every denial. Every timed change. Every time she made me ask before I pissed, she had already asked herself in this room, alone, with no matron over her shoulder.

The diaper sagged in my hands, obscene and warm with ghost heat. My cunt clenched around nothing. Shame crawled up my throat and my nipples hardened against my thin shift.

I was still staring when the lock turned.

Mara came through first, intake clerk, forty if a day, mouth set flat. Behind her, Ada in full matron black, keys already on her belt.

"You belong in this room now," Ada said.

Not angry. Worse. Certain.

Mara shut the door. Leaned against the filing cabinet like she had been waiting for this. "She found the keeper set."

"I filed her intake myself," Ada said. "I knew she'd end up here."

My fingers still held the diaper. The schedule card dangled. Evidence and filth in one bundle. "There's no license. No board. This place is just you."

"Yes."

One word. No defense. No spin.

Mara crossed her arms. "Tell her the rest or I will."

Ada took the diaper from my hands. Held it under my nose. Powder and old piss and the sour edge of a woman who broke her own rules in private. "Every window I run on you, I ran on myself first. Every time I changed you, I had already counted to sixty with my legs spread on this desk. You think I gave you structure because I am strong. I gave it because I am cracked and this is the only shape that holds me."

My knees wanted to fold. I stayed standing because Mara watched.

"You made me beg for toilet windows," I said.

"I still beg," Ada said. She tapped the card. "Twenty-two hundred. Garment on. Kneel. No one rings my bell but me."

Mara pulled a chair into the center of the floor. "Midpoint review. County sent a pre-notice. Inspector in ten days. She needs a resident who can hold the fiction, or we close."

"I am not your fiction," I said.

Ada's hand cracked across my face. Sharp. Clean. My cheek burned.

"You are the only true thing in this house," she said. "Now strip. Spread. Show Mara what thirty days did to your holes."

I shook my head once. Mara was already opening the bottom drawer. Restraint cuffs. A thick pink diaper still in the pack. A plug in matte black silicone. A wand with a cord.

Ada unbuckled her belt. "You can walk out the front door with the discharge sheet in your pocket. You have always been free. Or you can get on the chair and let me prove what you already know."

My shift hit the floor. I wore the thin garment underneath, soaked from the walk up the stairs, the leak I had hidden at lunch. Mara clicked her tongue. "Already wet. Sloppy."

"She leaked during filing," Ada said. "Good. Less pretense."

She tore the tapes. The diaper dropped heavy between my ankles, warm skin hitting cold air. My pussy lips shone, swollen, a string of slick from clit to thigh.

"Chair," Ada said.

I climbed onto it backward, knees on the seat, ass up, tits pressed to the chair back. Mara cuffed my wrists to the front legs. Ada greased the plug without warming it and shoved it straight into my asshole.

I screamed. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought the base and lost.

"Count," Mara said from the side. "Out loud. How many windows you missed last week."

"Two," I gasped. "Two toilet windows."

"And what happens to girls who miss windows?"

"They get checked." My voice broke. "They get changed in front of staff."

Ada worked the plug deeper with two fingers around the rim. "What are you?"

"A resident." Sweat dripped off my chin. "A diaper slut."

"Louder."

"A diaper slut who cums in her own mess."

Mara turned the wand on low and pressed it to my clit from behind. The buzz hit like a slap. My hips jerked. The plug shifted and my asshole clamped down.

"Stay," Ada said. She stripped her skirt. No underwear. Her own pussy was shaved bare, lips dark and wet. She stepped up on the chair struts and fed me her cunt.

"Taste what running a fake program costs," she said.

I opened my mouth. Her clit hit my tongue, salt and musk under the powder on her thighs. Mara cranked the wand. My clit swelled against the vibration. Ada ground on my face, smearing wet down my chin.

"First one for filing," Mara counted. "Don't you dare come until she says."

Ada pulled my hair. "You found my card. Now thank me for lying."

"Thank you for lying," I moaned into her slit. "Thank you for keeping me in diapers so you could keep yourself."

Ada shuddered once against my mouth. Control fraying at the edge. She stepped down. Took the plug by the base and fucked me with it, slow then hard, my asshole squelching around the silicone.

"Open wider," Mara said. She held a dildo, flesh-colored, thick, veined. "Cunt needs proof too."

She pushed in without preamble. Stuffed full front and back. The stretch burned good and wrong. I sobbed into the chair back.

Ada unhooked her matron blouse. Her tits were heavy, nipples pierced with small silver rings. She clamped one onto my left nipple. Pain lanced straight to my cunt.

"That's one," Mara said when I convulsed. "Fake. Try again."

Ada twisted the clamp. "You don't come for punishment. You come when I tell you you're mine."

"I'm yours," I choked. "I'm your proof. Your proxy. Your fucking kept girl."

She slapped my ass. Red heat. The plug and dildo moved with the impact. Mara set the wand on high and held it dead on my clit.

"Please," I begged. "Please let me cum, Matron."

"No matron," Ada said quietly. "Not in this room. In this room I'm the one on the card."

She pulled the plug free. My asshole gaped and clenched empty. Cold air on wet rim.

"Fist or cock," Mara asked. "She's loose enough."

Ada spit on her hand. Three fingers. Four. My ass burned open. I howled. Mara's dildo pounded my cunt in time, wet sounds obscene in the small room.

"Look at the drawer," Ada said. "Look at my diaper while I open your ass."

I turned my head. The yellowed garment lay on the desk beside my intake file. Her handwriting. My name on the form. Same ink.

Five fingers. Knuckles. The burn turned into a dull ache and then a fullness I could not fight. Ada worked her hand in to the wrist and held me stuffed, split, owned.

"Come now," she said. "Come for the keeper's card."

I broke. Cunt spasming around the dildo. Ass clamping on her fist. Slick gushed down my thighs. Mara counted. "Two. Messy. Again."

Ada did not pull out. She fucked my ass with her fist, short brutal strokes, knuckles dragging my rim. The wand never moved. My clit screamed. A second orgasm ripped up before the first finished, vision white at the edges.

"Three," Mara said. "Diaper her while she's still going."

Ada yanked her fist free. My asshole stayed open, twitching, dripping spit and grease. Mara caught my cum on a wipe and laughed. "Slut juice on the floor. Typical."

She lifted the fresh pink diaper from the pack. Thick. Crinkling loud when she shook it open. Ada held my hips down while Mara slid it under me on the chair, the diaper already warm from her hands.

"Say it," Ada said in my ear. "Say what you are in my room."

"A kept proxy." I sobbed. "A diaper whore who belongs in the records room with your piss garment."

Mara taped me tight. The bulk forced my thighs apart. Ada shoved two fingers into my cunt over the diaper front, pressing the soaked panel into my clit through the plastic backing.

"You wet this one too," she said. "Right now. Piss for me like I piss for no one."

I tried to hold. Couldn't. Heat flooded the fresh diaper, spreading heavy and wrong under the tape. The warmth sagged between my legs. Smell rose, my piss mixing with talc and paper dust.

"Good girl," Mara said. Dead flat. "Four."

The shame tipped me over. I came in the wet diaper, grinding against Ada's fingers, the crinkle loud, the diaper squelching, clit pulsing through the damp bulk. Ada added a third finger and curled hard. Another crest slammed through me before I could breathe.

"Five," Mara said. "Enough for the file."

Ada stepped back. Wiped her hand on a towel. Picked up the keeper card and pinned it to my fresh diaper tape.

"Wear it until supper," she said. "Then you come back here and we add your windows to mine."

Mara uncuffed me. My legs shook. The diaper weighed a ton, sagging, obscene under my shift when I pulled it on.

Ada locked the drawer with the worn garment inside. Slid the empty licensing tabs shut like they had never been opened. She handed me the key ring from my palm, heavier now.

"County inspector in ten days," Mara said at the door. "If she cracks before then, you run the bell or we all go home in our street clothes."

Ada touched my jaw where she had slapped me. "You found the truth. Now carry it."

She opened the door to the corridor. Bell window three chimed downstairs. Residents moving to scheduled places. The fiction holding because one woman made it hold.

I walked down the stairs crinkling with every step, Ada's schedule card pinned to my hip, my asshole still gaping and sore, my cunt dripping into fresh wet diaper. The powder smell clung to my hair.

At the landing, Ada spoke once more without turning.

"You belong in this room now."

I kept walking toward the dining hall, toward the timetable, toward ten days and a county man who would want papers we did not have. My palm closed around the keys. The keeper's card pressed plastic into my thigh through the diaper.

I would be back in that room before dark. Add my name under hers. Ring my own bell. Learn what she did alone at twenty-two hundred when the house went quiet and no matron came through the door.


Chapter 7: Covering Her Square

I kept my eyes on Matron Ada's wrist through breakfast, not her face. The laminated card rode the inside of her cuff, and the printed square for seven-fifteen sat a full window behind the hall clock. She poured tea for Lane without spilling a drop. She corrected Dora's napkin fold with two fingers. Her voice stayed flat and clean while her own schedule bled.

I had the records-room drawer in my head like a bruise you press on purpose. Ada's worn training garment. Her handwriting on every line of her private card. The woman who rang every bell in Wend House had no one ringing hers.

My oatmeal went cold. My thick white diaper crinkled when I shifted on the bench, the bulk warm between my thighs from the morning flood I had not been allowed to fix yet. Shame crawled up my neck and my clit throbbed against the soaked core anyway. I had come here to be kept. I had found out the keeper was cracking alone.

Ada crossed to my table. She set a fresh cup down and tapped my wrist card with one nail.

"Eat, Nell. Window closes in four minutes."

"Yes, Matron."

She smelled like starch and soap. A thin sweat line darkened the collar under her uniform. Her card showed eight o'clock for staff intake review. The clock said eight-twelve. She walked away like she owned the lag.

I ate. I watched.

By second window she was three squares behind. She missed the corridor bell for linen distribution and sent Cole instead, her voice clipped. At the supply closet she paused half a second too long, palm flat on the shelf, eyes closed. Then she was Matron again, spine straight, keys singing at her hip.

I knew every chime in this house. I knew which resident was due where. I had filed intake charts until my fingers cramped. When the ten-thirty square came and Ada was still in the east wing with a sobbing resident, I stood up from the folding station.

My diaper sagged heavy and wet against me. The crinkle sounded obscene in the quiet corridor. I went to the bell rope by the schedule board and pulled on time.

Ding.

The sound rang clean through the hall. Boots moved. Cards slid. No one looked at Ada's wrist.

She found me at the board ten minutes later. Her eyes were red at the rims, covered fast.

"Who rang ten-thirty."

"I did, Matron."

Silence. The board's brass squares gleamed.

"You had no permission."

"I know."

Her hand closed on my upper arm. Fingers dug in through the thin institutional cotton. My pulse jumped. Fear and something hotter twisted together in my gut.

"Records room. Now."

She marched me past residents who stared at their shoes. My wet diaper rubbed with each step, warm mush shifting against my skin. The records room door shut hard. Ada locked it.

"You went through my drawers."

Not a question.

"Yes."

"You saw my card."

"Yes."

She backed me against the filing cabinet. Metal bit my shoulder blades. Her face was close enough that I could count the fine lines at the corners of her mouth, the exhaustion she hid from everyone else.

"And you think that gives you the right to cover my squares."

"I think you missed one."

"Do not tell me what I missed."

Her knee pressed between my thighs, crushing the soaked diaper against my cunt. I gasped. The warm bulk squelched, obscene and loud in the small room. Pee and arousal had soaked through hours ago. The smell rose between us, sharp and humiliating.

"You want to run my house from the shadows, little slut."

"No, Matron."

"Liar."

She yanked my wrist card off and read it. Unchanged. Still resident. Still counted.

"You rang a staff square. You put your hand on my schedule."

Her other hand slid down the front of my diaper. Palm flat over the swollen diaper. She pressed. The heat of her skin through the plastic backing made me whimper.

"Say what you are."

"A resident."

"Say what you did."

"I covered your window."

"Say what that makes you."

My throat closed. The words she wanted sat dirty on my tongue.

"Someone who… saw you."

"Saw me what."

"Falling behind."

Ada slapped the diaper hard. The crack echoed. My clit jumped against the wet mass. I moaned before I could stop it.

"Falling behind is not in your vocabulary. You will say: I saw Matron Ada miss her square."

I repeated it. Voice shaking. Each word scraped.

"Again. Louder."

"I saw Matron Ada miss her square."

"Good."

She pulled a drawer open. Leather cuffs. A thick pink plug with a flared base. A wand with a round head. She had planned this room for punishment and for other things. My cunt clenched empty.

"Strip to the waist. Diaper stays on. Hands on the cabinet."

I obeyed. Cool air hit my nipples. They hardened instantly. Ada clicked the cuffs around my wrists behind the metal handle. The position arched my back and pushed my tits forward. The diaper bulged thick between my legs, tape tabs visible at my hips.

She lubed the plug without looking at me. Cold gel smeared my asshole. Two fingers pushed in rough, scissoring me open.

"Breathe."

I breathed. The stretch burned. A third finger joined. My hole clenched and yielded. She worked me open with clinical patience while her own card slipped another minute behind.

"You think mercy is covering for me."

The plug pressed against my rim. Slow. Inexorable.

"You think that is care."

It seated with a wet pop. My asshole gripped the thick intrusion. The fullness made my pussy drip into the diaper. Ada twisted the base quarter turn.

"Mercy is me letting you keep that diaper on while I ruin you."

She turned the wand on low. Buzz filled the room. She held it against the outside of my diaper, right over my clit. Warm vinyl and soaked fluff transmitted the vibration in a dull, maddening pulse.

"Please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The words landed like a slap. She had said them flat, almost bored. The wand stayed on low. My hips jerked against the restraints. The plug shifted in my ass. Squelch from the diaper. Squelch from my hole.

"Please, Matron. Please let me come."

"Let you. You hear yourself. You still think orgasm is a gift I hand out."

She turned the wand up one notch. My clit swelled against the grinding bulk. The heat built, cruel and slow. I pulled on the cuffs until my wrists burned.

"Say what you are in that diaper."

"A wet… diaper slut."

"Louder."

"I'm a wet diaper slut who came in her diaper like a useless little, "

She cut the wand off. The absence snapped through me like a wire pulled tight and released. I sobbed.

"Did I say you could finish that sentence."

"No, Matron."

"You do not get to finish. You do not get to come. Not until you beg right."

She unbuckled the plug base and pulled it out slow. My asshole gaped and clenched around nothing. Cool air kissed the rim. Then she pressed the wand directly to my clit through the thin gap where the leg cuff gaped. High. Brutal.

I screamed. Her free hand clamped over my mouth.

"Count for me. You come on my count or you do not come at all."

She rubbed the wand in tight circles. My thighs shook. The diaper crinkled and squelched with every convulsion. She took her hand off my mouth.

"One."

I shook my head. Too fast. Too much.

"Say thank you for one."

"Thank you for one, Matron."

She pulled the wand away. Edge. Denial. My cunt leaked fresh slick into the already ruined core.

"You want two."

"Please. Please, I need, "

"You need is not a word I accept."

She shoved two fingers into my ass without warning. Curling. Stretching. The wand returned on medium, pressed to my clit. Fingers in my ass. Diaper sagging. I was a mess of warmth and texture, vinyl slick with sweat, inner fluff paste-like against my skin.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please let me come, Matron. Please let your dirty diaper whore come on your wand. I'm a soaked little pet who can't hold her piss or her legs shut. Please. Please."

"That's two."

The orgasm ripped through me before the number left her mouth. My cunt spasmed against nothing. The diaper compressed as my thighs clamped. Wet sounds. Obscene. I came crying her title like a prayer.

"That's two," she said again, calm. "One more."

"No. No, I can't, "

"You can. You will. You will thank me for each."

She added a third finger to my ass. Then a fourth. Stretch burn white-hot. The wand on high. My vision tunneled. I tasted metal.

"Three."

I came harder. Holes clenching. Fluid gushed into the diaper, not piss, thicker, shameful. I heard myself babbling thanks between gritted teeth.

"Thank you. Thank you, Matron. Thank you, "

She turned the wand off. Pulled her fingers out. My asshole stayed open a second, twitching, before it tried to close.

"Good girl."

The praise hurt worse than the denial.

Ada unlocked one cuff, then the other. My arms dropped dead weight. She turned me to face her and sat on the edge of the desk. Her uniform skirt rode up. Dark stockings. No diaper under her clothes. Of course not. She kept that secret in the drawer.

"On your knees."

I sank down. Knees on cold tile. The wet diaper spread my thighs. She unbuttoned her blouse two buttons and guided my face to her chest. Her bra was utilitarian cotton. Her skin was warm underneath, faint salt taste when I kissed through the fabric.

"You covered my square."

"Yes, Matron."

"Why."

The question was quiet. Different from the scene voice. I looked up at her jaw, the tendon there, the way she would not meet my eyes.

"Because you were drowning and no one else saw."

Her hand stroked my hair once. Rough. Like she did not trust the gesture.

"Kneel up. Mouth open."

She stood and unzipped a leather case on the shelf. Strap-on harness. Black silicone cock, thick, curved. She stepped into it and cinched it tight. The dildo jutted from her hips, obscene against her starched uniform.

"Suck it. Get it wet. I am not going in dry."

I took the head in my mouth. Rubber taste. My jaw ached immediately. She fed me inch by inch until my nose brushed the harness. Gag reflex heaved. Drool ran down my chin onto my tits.

"Good. Stay drooling."

She pulled out and walked behind me. Hands on my shoulders. Bent me over the desk. Papers scattered. My cheek pressed cold laminate. Diaper crinkled loud.

"Lube on your asshole. You took fingers. You take cock."

Cold gel. The head of the strap-on pressed my rim. She pushed steady, not fast. Burn. Stretch. My ass swallowed her inch by inch while my cunt dripped untouched into the diaper.

"Tell me who missed their square."

"Matron Ada missed her square."

"Tell me who rang the bell."

"Nell rang the bell."

"Tell me who owns this house."

Pause. My ass full of silicone cock. Her hand in my hair, gripping.

"Matron Ada owns this house."

"Say it again while I fuck your ass."

"Matron Ada owns this house."

She thrust. Deep. The desk scraped. My moan muffled against files. She set a punishing rhythm, hips snapping, balls of the harness slapping my wet diaper. Each impact ground the soaked bulk into my clit. Double use. Ass fucked. Cunt teased through filth.

"Please touch me."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please touch my clit, Matron. Please let me come on your cock in my ass. I'm your filthy resident. Your diapered hole. Please."

She reached under me and shoved the wand back against my diaper, high setting. Pounded my ass at the same time. The room filled with slap and squelch and the buzz of the wand.

"Four."

I did not know we were counting again. The orgasm tore a scream out of me. My asshole clamped the strap-on. She did not stop.

"Five. You owe me five."

"I can't, "

"You can."

She fucked me through five. Six. My voice broke. Counting dissolved into sobs. Cum and piss and sweat soaked the diaper into a heavy warm sack between my legs. She pulled out. My ass gaped. Cool air. Shame pulsed with aftershocks.

Ada wiped the strap-on with a cloth. Reharnessed. Composed herself. Checked the wall clock.

Eleven-forty-five.

Her card wanted eleven-thirty for resident review. She was still behind.

I stayed bent over the desk, shaking. She crouched beside me. Wiped my mouth with her thumb. Put my wrist card back on.

"You rang one square. You do not ring another without my word."

"Yes, Matron."

"Look at me."

I looked. Her eyes were wet. She hated that I saw it.

"I run this house."

"I know."

"Then know this too. If you cover for me again, I will put you on staff cloth and make you earn every window you steal for me."

Staff cloth. Real uniform. The thing residents whispered about and never got.

My cunt twitched in the ruined diaper.

"Do you understand."

"Yes, Matron."

She stood. Straightened her collar. Unlocked the door.

"Back to your card. Lunch window in nine minutes."

I waddled into the corridor, thighs slick, ass sore, diaper sagging between my legs like a confession. Residents flowed past on schedule. The house looked perfect.

At lunch I sat across from Ada again. This time she knew I was watching her wrist.

The twelve-fifteen square passed. She was in the kitchen line, serving mash, smiling at Porter. Her card still showed twelve o'clock for administrative filing.

One-forty. Two windows behind.

I ate my roll one-handed. The other hand stayed in my lap, hidden under the table, fingers pressing the warm wet bulk where my clit still throbbed. I thought about her drawer. Her secret garment. The schedule that governed her bladder and her bed and her meals.

Love was a ugly word for what sat in my chest. It was not gratitude. It was not surrender. It was seeing the crack in the statue and wanting to put my shoulder there anyway.

When the two o'clock bell should have rung and Ada was trapped in the west bath helping Mira with a change, I stood.

Our eyes met across the hall.

She gave one sharp shake of her head.

I sat back down.

She saw me sit. Something in her face loosened a fraction. Not relief. Not yet. Recognition.

The bell rang at two-oh-four. Ada's hand on the rope. Late. Visible. Lane glanced at the clock and said nothing because Matron Ada had run Wend House for six years and you did not comment.

After lunch she called me to the supply alcove behind the linen shelves. Narrow space. Smell of bleach and cotton. She pressed me against the shelving, forearm at my throat, not choking, just pinning.

"You sat down."

"Yes, Matron."

"You obeyed."

"Yes."

"Why."

"Because you shook your head."

Her thigh pushed my legs apart. Ground against my diaper. Slow. The friction warm through layers.

"I was going to punish you for lunch."

"I know."

"I am still going to punish you."

"I know."

She pulled a small remote from her pocket. Clicked. Inside my diaper, a bullet vibrator I had not known was there buzzed to life. She must have put it in at the morning change. My knees buckled. She held me up.

"Staff put these in girls who stare at their Matron's wrist instead of eating."

The vibrator pulsed in patterns. My clit swelled against it. The soaked fluff held it close. I bit her shoulder through uniform cloth to keep from crying out in the corridor.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Mmph, please, in the alcove, please let me come in my diaper like your pathetic, "

She turned the remote up. Slid two fingers under the diaper tape at my hip, not opening it, just reaching in to pinch my clit raw.

"Come quiet. If anyone hears, you sleep in the isolation room tonight."

I came on her fingers, muffled against her shoulder, body jerking, diaper squelching, fifth or sixth orgasm of the day and still shame burned fresh. She turned the remote off. Fixed my tape. Stepped back. Composed.

"Two-fifteen. Medication round. You will accompany me."

"Yes, Matron."

We walked the corridor side by side. Her card two windows behind. Mine on time because she enforced it. The irony sat between us like a third person.

At the medication cart she filled cups while I held the tray. Her hands trembled on the third cup. Just once. I steadied the tray with two fingers. She did not pull away.

"Tonight," she said, low, dispensing pills into paper cups, "you will report to my quarters after last bell."

My stomach dropped.

"Yes, Matron."

"Bring your card."

"Yes, Matron."

"Do not cover any more squares unless I tell you to."

Pause.

"Unless I tell you to."

The words hung. Permission wrapped in threat. A door cracked open.

She capped the pill bottle. Checked her wrist. Missed the two-thirty filing square again. Looked at me.

I looked at the bell rope at the end of the med corridor.

Not yet. Not without her word.

She exhaled through her nose. Took the tray from my hands.

"Ring it."

I handed her the tray. Walked to the rope. Pulled.

Ding.

Clean. On time. Her square covered with her permission this time.

When I turned back she was watching me like I was something she had not scheduled and could not file. Her lips parted. No command came.

"Go finish your afternoon card, Nell."

"Yes, Matron."

I walked away, diaper heavy and warm, ass still loose from the strap-on, her remote in her pocket and her secret in mine. The house chimed on. Behind me, Ada's wrist card moved one square closer to caught up, and for the first time since I had arrived at Wend House, the power in the room had a new shape.

Tonight her quarters. Her card. Her crack in the plaster I had already put my hand on.

I was still a resident in a wet diaper. I was also the only person in the building who knew what happened when Matron Ada missed a window, and she had just asked me to ring one on her word.

The leash had not dropped. It had doubled back on itself, and one end was already warming in my palm.


Chapter 8: The County Letter

The county envelope sat on the intake desk beside my discharge sheet, same cream stock, same brass corner weight holding them both flat. County franking. Red block letters. Three days.

I had come down for my morning window, bare feet on cold tile, the corridor bell still ringing in my ears from the last square. Ada stood at the desk with her back to me. Her shoulders were wrong. Too high. Her wrist-card hung loose, unreadable from here, but I had watched her miss two squares yesterday and cover it with a smile that did not reach her mouth.

"Read it," she said without turning.

I crossed the room. The air off the envelope smelled like government paper, dry and sharp. My discharge sheet had my name typed clean at the top, one signature line, one date I had been counting toward for twenty-six days. The county letter inside had a seal I did not recognize and a paragraph that said unannounced licensing assessment, Wend House residential program, seventy-two hours.

Ada finally looked at me. Her eyes were red at the rims. She had skipped her own evening change window. I could smell it on her, warm and sour under the starch of her uniform, a thick white diaper sagging where her skirt should have held flat.

"They will walk every room," she said. "They will ask for a board. A license number. Clinical oversight." Her voice cracked on the last word. "I have schedules. I do not have those."

The manor had gone loud around us in the wrong way. Somewhere down the east hall a resident was crying because lunch bell had rung four minutes late. The heating clicked on and off without settling. Cold draft under the intake door, then stale warmth from the radiator that never quite caught up.

I picked up my discharge sheet. The paper was cool and stiff.

"I could sign this," I said. "Walk out before they come."

Ada went still.

That was the flash. The old Nell who had marched in here with her chin up and her cunt wet before she understood why. For one breath I meant it. Clean exit. No inspection. No collateral damage with my name on a form they might subpoena later.

Ada crossed to me in three steps and took the discharge sheet from my hand. She tore it in half. Then in half again. The sound was loud in the quiet room, paper ripping like fabric.

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

She dropped the pieces on the desk on top of the county letter.

My throat closed. Not fear. Worse. The tear in my chest that had been building since I found her training garment in the records drawer, since I rang her square for her when she could not reach the bell cord.

"I want to stay," I said.

Ada stared at me like I had spoken in a language she had invented and forgotten.

"You have four days left on your month."

"I want to stay past it."

The corridor bell rang for the next window. Neither of us moved to answer it. The sound hung in the air and faded wrong, too long, like the house was holding its breath.

Ada whispered, "Stay."

First time she had asked. Not ordered. Asked.

Heat ran up my neck. My nipples hardened against the thin shift they had put me in after last night's check. I was already wet in my diaper from the walk down, the usual shame-leak that started whenever she looked at me like I mattered outside the timetable.

"Say it again," I said.

Her jaw worked. Pride fighting something else. "Stay. Please."

I stepped into her. Mouth on hers. She kissed back hard, desperate, teeth catching my lip. Her hands fisted in my hair and yanked my head back.

"You do not get to bargain with me," she said, but her voice shook. "You do not get to offer and take it back when they put you on a witness stand."

"I am not taking it back."

She pushed me toward the intake couch, the one residents sat on when they first arrived and still thought they could leave. My knees hit the cushion. She straddled my lap, heavy in her wet diaper, grinding the soaked bulk against my thigh through my own thick pink diaper. The crinkle was obscene. Loud. Squelch under her weight.

"Then prove you are mine before the county puts this place on a closure list," she said.

She pulled a blindfold from the desk drawer. Black elastic. She tied it tight. The room went dark except sound and heat.

Cold air on my wet shift when she ripped it up to my neck. My tits bounced free. She attached clothespins from the same drawer, wooden, biting my nipples one at a time. I hissed. The pain went straight to my clit.

"Count them," she said.

"One. Two."

She shoved two fingers into my mouth. I sucked them, tasting her skin and ink.

"Good hole."

She reached between my legs and pressed the front of my diaper. I was soaked there, piss-warm and slick with arousal that had nothing to do with bladder control. She ground the heel of her hand in slow circles. The diaper mashed my clit. Wet noises. Obscene. The smell of my own mess rising.

"You are going to stay and watch me come apart," she said. "You are going to hold the schedule when I cannot. You are going to lie for me if you have to."

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

"Your diaper slut."

"Louder."

"Your diaper slut, Matron."

She yanked my diaper tapes. Cold air hit my bare cunt. Then her fingers, three of them, stuffing into me without preamble. I arched and moaned around her hand in my mouth.

"Filthy. Already dripping on my knuckles."

She worked me open, curl of her fingers dragging my front wall. The clothespins on my nipples swung with each jerk of my body. She pulled her fingers out and wiped them on my cheek.

"Taste."

I licked my own wet off her skin. Shame burned my face. My cunt clenched on nothing.

She lifted me and turned me face down on the couch. Diaper shoved down to my knees. Ass up. She spread my cheeks and spat on my asshole. Cold spit, then the press of something hard.

Plug. Silicone, thick, flared base. She worked it in slow, one cruel twist at a time, stretching my hole until I whined.

"Breathe."

"I cannot."

"You can. Take it."

The plug seated. My asshole burned and fluttered around the intrusion. She slapped my cheek once. The crack echoed off the intake walls.

She pulled a wand from the drawer. The buzz started low. She pressed it to my clit from behind, between my thighs. I screamed into the couch cushion.

"Do not come."

I bit the fabric. The vibration hammered my clit. The plug shifted inside me with every clench. Heat built in my belly, tight, unbearable.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me come, Matron."

"Wrong answer. Beg like the pathetic padded whore you are."

"Please let this diaper whore come on your wand. Please. I need it. I am your filthy little toy."

She turned the wand up. My thighs shook. The orgasm climbed and she pulled the wand away. I sobbed.

"That is one denied. You thank me."

"Thank you, Matron."

She pressed the wand back. Higher. My clit was swollen, raw. The plug in my ass felt twice as big. She fucked me with a silicone cock from the drawer at the same time, shoving it into my cunt while the wand buzzed. Double stretch. Wet slap of the dildo pumping in and out.

"Count your orgasms out loud or I stop."

"One. Oh god. One."

I came hard, cunt spasming around the dildo, gush of wet hitting the inside of my thighs. She did not stop. Wand on my clit through the aftershocks until I was sobbing and begging.

"Two. That is two. Please. Too much."

"One more."

She rammed the dildo deep and held it there. Wand pinned. My ass clenched around the plug. The third orgasm ripped out of me meaner than the others, vision white behind the blindfold, voice breaking into animal noise.

"Three. Three. Thank you. Thank you."

She pulled the wand away. I collapsed on the couch, shaking, drool on my chin, cunt leaking down my legs.

She untied the blindfold. Light hurt. Ada's face was wrecked. Beautiful. She was crying and hard at the same time, I could see the outline of her need through her uniform skirt, her own diaper dark at the crotch.

"Your turn," I said.

She slapped me. "You do not give orders."

But she climbed onto the couch and straddled my face, skirt up, diaper tapes already loose. She had pissed in it hours ago and more since. The smell was sharp. She pulled the diaper aside and lowered her cunt onto my mouth.

"Lick me clean."

I tongued her clit, salty and bitter, her lips swollen. She ground down, suffocating me, thighs clamping my head. I sucked her clit and pushed my tongue into her hole. She tasted like panic and sex.

"Do not stop."

I lapped her until her thighs trembled. She came on my face with a broken sound, hips jerking, wet flooding my mouth. She stayed there, shaking, using my mouth as a rag until she slid off and sat beside me, breathing hard.

The corridor bell rang again. Late. Wrong.

I stood on legs that would not hold me straight. Ada looked at the bell cord.

"I cannot," she said.

So I walked to it and rang the square on time. The house exhaled. Somewhere a resident stopped crying.

Ada watched me with something naked in her face.

The next two days the temperature in Wend House would not stabilize. Radiators banged. Windows leaked cold. Ada skipped her morning card check, her evening change, her private window in the records room where she used to discipline herself by proxy through us. Residents wandered between bells. I found her at three in the morning sitting on the laundry floor in nothing but a soaked diaper and her uniform blouse, unbuttoned, staring at the county letter.

I knelt beside her.

"Go to bed," I said.

"Bed is a window. I missed it."

"Then I change you and put you in it."

She laughed once, brittle. "You do not have authority to change me."

"I have your mess on my tongue from yesterday."

She went quiet. Then she lay back on the cold tile and spread her legs.

I tore her diaper off. The skin under was red, rash starting. She smelled like a woman who had broken her own rules for forty-eight hours. I cleaned her with warm cloths from the laundry sink, the water almost too hot on my hands. She flinched and then melted into the heat.

"You are gentle," she said like an accusation.

"You are falling apart."

"I know."

I powdered her, taped a fresh thick white diaper on her, the crinkle loud in the empty laundry. She caught my wrist before I could stand.

"The inspector will ask you questions."

"I know."

"You will want to tell the truth."

That was the defiance she meant. The last wall. The part of me that still believed truth was a virtue and institutions deserved honesty.

"I want to tell the truth," I said.

Ada sat up. Her eyes went hard.

"Then you walk out now with your discharge in pieces and you leave me to lose every resident in this building."

She pulled me down by the hair until our foreheads touched. Her breath was warm.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," she whispered again. "You already chose."

She was right and I hated that she was right.

"I will lie," I said.

"Good girl."

She kissed me. Then she pushed me onto my back on the tile. Cold through my thin diaper. She straddled me again, this time with a strap-on from the laundry locker, black rubber, thick. She did not ask if I was ready.

She ripped my diaper open and shoved the cock into my cunt in one stroke. I cried out. The tile was ice on my shoulders. Her body was furnace hot above me.

"You stay," she said, pumping slow, "and you take this house into your mouth when I cannot speak for it."

"Yes."

"Say you are my liar."

"I am your liar."

"Say you love what I built."

The words stuck. True. Unsayable. Worse than any degradation she had pulled out of me.

"Say it."

"I love what you built."

She fucked me harder. The strap-on bottom rubbed her clit through her fresh diaper. Wet sounds. Slap of rubber on my soaked cunt. She yanked the plug from my ass and tossed it aside. Two fingers replaced it, then three, stretching my asshole while she plowed my cunt.

"Again."

"I love you. I love this. I love you."

She came first, grinding the base of the strap-on against herself, diaper crinkling, a whine in her throat. Watching her break open made me come too, clenching around the rubber cock, asshole fluttering on her fingers.

She did not stop.

"One more," she said. "For the county."

She flipped me onto my stomach. Cold tile on my tits. She pulled the strap-on out of my cunt and pressed the head to my asshole.

"No."

"Yes."

She pushed in slow. Burn. Stretch. My ass swallowed the rubber inch by inch. I bit my lip until blood tasted copper.

"Beg for it in your ass."

"Please fuck my ass, Matron. Please use your liar's hole."

She bottomed out and fucked me ruthless. No rhythm I could predict. Hard strokes that punched air out of me. Her hand snaked under and found my clit, rough circles.

"Come from your ass like the whore you are staying to be."

I came screaming into the tile. Ass gaping around the strap-on, cunt dripping untouched. She kept fucking me through it until she triggered a second orgasm from friction alone, my body oversensitive, jerking, begging her to stop in words that meant do not stop.

When she pulled out I could not close. Air cold on my open asshole. She stuffed a plug back in, bigger than the first, locking the stretch inside me.

"Stand up," she said.

I could barely walk. She walked me to the records room. The drawer where I had found her training garment. She opened it and took out her handwritten schedule card, the one that governed her own windows.

She put it in my hand.

"Hold this until I can again."

The card was warm from her pocket. Ink in her tight script. Change. Check. Eat. Sleep. Punish. Reward.

"Three days," I said.

"Two and a half now."

Footsteps in the corridor. Early shift stirring. The house needed its next bell.

I rang it. On time. Ada leaned against the doorframe watching me, diaper thick between her legs, plug in my ass, her schedule in my fist.

The county would come. The license gap would sit in every room like cold air. Ada would crack further. I would lie, fuck, hold the timetable, and change the woman who had changed me.

I looked at the torn discharge on the intake desk when we passed it at dawn. Paper shards under the brass weight. No exit left but through her.

Ada touched my cheek.

"Stay," she said again. Quieter. Like a promise she was afraid to keep.

"I am," I said.

I tightened my grip on her schedule card and walked toward the east hall where the first resident waited for her window, the corridor bell still humming in my palm, the plug in my ass a constant rude stretch, the whole manor tilting toward inspection like a ship taking on water, and I went to meet it.


Chapter 9: Fronting The House

The county car crunched gravel under its tires while I worked the last button on a staff tunic that had never been issued to me. The fabric smelled of starch and old soap from the peg where it hung between two real uniforms. My fingers shook. I forced them still.

Ada had not come out of the records room since dawn. I heard her through the door once, a sound like a cupboard hinge giving up. Then nothing.

I rang the corridor bell.

The house answered the way it had been trained to answer me for weeks. Feet in slippers. Crinkle of thick diapers under cotton gowns. The four-window timetable on the wall showed green squares I had memorized in my sleep. I walked the corridor and checked each window myself. Mouth rinse at seven. Breakfast at seven-fifteen. Toilet denial posted in red ink where Ada always posted it. I read the card in her handwriting and my cunt clenched anyway, traitor flesh that had learned her ink meant use.

"Line up," I said.

Three residents stood in the east hall. Mira. Joan. Tessa. They looked at my tunic, then at my face.

"Nell?" Mira said.

"Staff today," I said. "Windows hold. No slips."

Joan swallowed. "Matron Ada?"

"Busy." I kept my voice flat the way Ada kept hers when the house was not allowed questions. "Inspection in forty minutes. You will be fed, changed if your cards say changed, and silent unless spoken to. Understood?"

Three nods.

My own diaper was dry under the tunic, thick white plastic pressing my thighs apart with every step. I had put it on at five because the house ran on diapers and I was running the house now. The crinkle when I turned was loud enough to make Tessa's eyes drop to my hips. Shame burned my throat. I swallowed it down and rang the breakfast bell on time.

In the kitchen I ladled porridge into bowls with a steady wrist. The smell of oats and boiled milk filled the steam. I tasted a spoon to check salt. Too much. I scraped half back. Ada would have noticed. I noticed. My stomach turned anyway, hungry and sick at once.

The inspector would want logs. I pulled the intake ledger from the desk where I had filed Nell Hawthorne's name on day one, the woman who thought she was signing a month of structure and not a month of being opened on a schedule. I carried the ledger to the solarium where the light was clean and the county man would expect clean.

His car door slammed outside.

I met him on the front step in the stolen tunic, clipboard in hand, diaper crinkling with every shift of my weight.

"Wend House residential discipline program," I said. "Nell. Staff liaison this morning. Matron Ada is with a resident crisis in records. I can walk you through windows, hygiene protocol, and dietary logs."

He was a narrow man in a county tie, badge clipped to his belt, eyes already cataloging the stone facade, the bell rope, the posted timetable. He smelled like coffee and car upholstery.

"Unlicensed facility inquiry," he said. "I need the program director."

"You'll get compliance first. Director joins when the crisis clears." I held the door open. "Walk or we lose the seven-thirty window."

He walked.

I took him through the east hall first because east was always cleanest in the morning. Residents sat at the long table with bowls and plastic bibs, adults in bibs, and I hated how right it looked. Mira spooned porridge without spilling. Joan's wrist card showed a toilet denial until nine. Tessa had a wet check marked at six-forty. I showed the inspector the card, the corresponding log entry, the initials in Ada's hand and mine from the last three days when Ada had started missing windows and I had filled the gaps without being asked.

"Toilet access is card-controlled," I said. "Denials are posted. Wet checks logged. Changes recorded by time and staff initial."

"And when they need to go off-card?"

"They don't." I kept my eyes on his pen, not on Joan's knees pressed together under the table. "The program is schedule-first. Residents consent to the structure at intake. Cards are the contract."

He wrote. The scratch of his pen was louder than the spoons.

In the hygiene room I opened the supply cabinet. Stacks of adult diapers, sealed packs, size tags, change logs clipped to the inside of the door. The chemical clean smell of disposable plastic and zinc cream hit the back of my tongue. I pulled a sample card, a dry check sheet, a wet check sheet, and the discipline notation form Ada used when someone broke a window.

"Changes are supervised," I said. "Soiled garments are bagged and counted. No resident handles their own disposal during training weeks."

"Training weeks," he repeated.

"Four minimum. Some stay longer." My voice did not waver. "I stayed longer."

He looked at me then, at the tunic, at the bulge under it he could not pretend he did not see.

"You're in the program."

"I'm staff today." I handed him the log. "Read the initials."

He read.

We climbed to the records floor. The door at the end of the hall was shut. No sound behind it now. I did not knock. I did not explain Ada. I took him to the solarium instead and spread the ledger open on the glass table.

"Intake dates. Discharge sheets. Window amendments. Every resident over twenty-four at admission. Signatures on every page."

He flipped pages. His coffee breath mixed with the lemon polish on the table. My mouth watered from nerves, not hunger.

"Who authorizes amendments?"

"Matron Ada. Deputy notation when she's on floor." I pointed to my own initials, cramped in the margin beside hers. "Last week I covered four missed windows. Program continuity."

"And licensing?"

My pulse knocked in my ears. I had found the empty drawer. I had held Ada's own training garment in my hands, her schedule card in her hand, governing herself where no board governed her. I could have handed him that truth and watched the house die.

"The program operates under private residential contract pending county review," I said. "Residents are adults. Documentation is complete. Windows are live. You can return at two for director sign-off."

He studied me for a long beat.

"Show me the denial board."

I showed him. Red ink. Names. Hours. Joan until nine. Tessa until ten-thirty. Mine until I said otherwise now.

He closed his notebook. "Two o'clock. Have Matron Ada present."

"She'll be there."

He left. The car crunched gravel again. The sound faded down the drive.

I stood on the step until the dust settled. My hands unclenched. The diaper under the tunic was still dry. I had fronted the house. I had lied by omission and told the truth by schedule. Both tasted like copper on my tongue.

I rang the corridor bell once, hard.

The house stilled.

I walked to records.

Ada had locked the bolt from inside. I heard her breathing through the wood, ragged and close.

"Matron Ada." I used her title because the house needed it and because she needed to hear what I had become. "Inspection cleared to two. Open the door."

Silence.

I pulled the master key from the hook where it had hung untouched since my first week, the key residents were told did not exist. The metal was cold. The lock turned.

Ada sat on the floor between filing cabinets, out of her uniform, wearing only a thick pink diaper and the stained training garment I had found in the drawer, the one that proved she had built this place on her own crack and kept herself on a card no one else saw. Her hair had come loose. Mascara striped her cheeks. She smelled like salt and the powder she used at changes, the scent that had meant safety until it meant collapse.

She looked up at me in the staff tunic and laughed once, broken.

"You put on my clothes," she said.

"I put on the house." I stepped inside and shut the door. "You left it running."

"I can't." Her hands gripped the carpet. "I can't do two o'clock. I can't sign what I am."

"You don't have to." I locked the door behind me. Click. "I will."

Her throat worked. "Nell."

"On your feet."

She shook her head like a child told to stand after a tantrum, and the sight of her should have been funny or sad. It was both and neither. Heat slid through me, ugly and sharp. The woman who had pinned my wrists, denied my toilet, made me cum in my diaper while she counted, was on the floor in pink plastic with her own schedule card crumpled beside her knee.

I picked up the card. Her handwriting. Window one: rinse, posture, acknowledgment. Window two: dry check. Window three: denial posted. Window four: change if earned.

"You wrote this for yourself," I said.

"Put it down."

"No."

I rang the small hand bell on the records desk, the one used for single-window calls. Ada flinched as if the sound had struck skin.

"Window one," I said. "Rinse. Posture. Acknowledgment."

"I am Matron Ada."

"You're on the floor in a wet training garment and you locked yourself in my records room." I set the bell down. "Rinse. Now."

Her eyes went bright with fury and something worse underneath. She crawled to the rinse basin in the corner, the one residents used before exams. She cupped water with shaking hands and swished, spat into the bowl. The taste of mint paste lingered in the air when she straightened her back on her knees, shoulders squared the way she had made me square mine a hundred times.

"Acknowledge," I said.

"Acknowledged."

"Who runs your window?"

Her jaw tightened. "You don't."

I crossed the room and hooked two fingers under the waistband of her pink diaper, yanked it forward, let it snap back against her skin. The crinkle was obscene in the quiet. She gasped.

"Who runs your window, Matron Ada?"

"Nell." My name left her mouth like a wound.

"Good." I pulled the discipline strap from the hook by the filing cabinet, the thick leather Ada had used on my thighs when I broke silence during change. I doubled it once and tapped her inner thigh, left, then right. Pink welts rose on pale skin. She hissed.

"Window two is dry check," I said. "Spread."

She hesitated one breath, the old authority trying to stand up inside her body. Then she lay back on the carpet and opened her knees. The pink diaper bulged thick between her legs, warm from her skin, the front taped tight. I pressed my palm flat against the plastic and rubbed slow. The squelch was faint. Dry still, but not from lack of need. I knew that smell on her, stress-sweat and the sweet edge of arousal she never allowed on the floor.

"Dry," I announced anyway, because the log needed truth and I needed her humiliation. "You'll earn wet later."

"Fuck you."

I smiled. "Not yet. Window three is denial. You don't piss until I say. You don't cum until I say. You don't speak unless I ask."

I tore the front tape on her diaper and folded the plastic back. Her cunt was shaved bare, lips flushed, clit already swollen. She had been leaking without permission, a slick thread from her hole to the diaper lining. I scooped it with two fingers and held them under her nose.

"Smell yourself."

She turned her face away. I gripped her jaw and turned it back. My fingers pushed past her lips. She tasted salt and her own cunt, bitter on my skin, and she gagged once before her tongue moved despite her, licking clean what she had made.

"Good Matron," I said. "Say what you are."

"A, "

I slapped her cunt with the flat of my hand. Wet sound. She cried out.

"Try again."

"A resident." Her voice broke. "A resident on your card."

My cunt throbbed in my dry diaper. I hated how hard I was already, how fast my body went wet for this, how much I wanted to ruin her the way she had ruined me. I pulled the plug from the discipline drawer, black silicone, thick, the one she had worked into my ass while the wand buzzed my clit and made me thank her for each orgasm. I lubed it with her own slick and pressed it to her asshole.

"Breathe."

She bore down on instinct, then caught herself and tried to clamp shut. I slapped her thigh with the strap.

"Open for me or I call Joan to watch."

Ada sobbed once, ugly, and relaxed. The plug pushed in inch by inch until her rim swallowed the base. Her asshole fluttered around it, greedy and ashamed.

"Window four is earned," I said. "You don't get changed until you cum for me three times and say my name on each one. You will count. You will thank me. You will ask for the next."

"Nell, please."

"That's not a count." I pulled the wand from the same drawer, the heavy head that never tired. I pressed it to her clit and turned it on low. Her whole body jerked. The plug shifted in her ass. She bit her lip until blood showed.

"One," I said. "Beg for one."

"Please let me cum, Nell. Please, I need, "

I turned the wand up. Her hips bucked off the carpet. I held it there, relentless, while her thighs shook and the diaper plastic crinkled under her ass. She was so loud when she broke, a raw animal sound I had made for her in this same room while she logged my shame. Her cunt gushed onto the carpet, clear slick pooling, smell sharp in my nose.

"Count," I said.

"One." She sobbed the word. "Thank you, Nell."

"Again."

I did not turn the wand off between peaks. I kept it pressed to her clit while she sobbed no, while her ass clenched the plug, while her cunt spasmed and tried to push away from the vibration that was too much and still not enough. I slid two fingers into her hole and curled hard. The wet sounds were filthy, squelch and slap, her body making the noises she had made me make.

"Two," she screamed when the second orgasm ripped through her. "Two, thank you, Nell, fuck, fuck, "

"Language." I pulled my fingers out and slapped her wet cunt. "Ask pretty."

"Please, please let me cum again, Nell, I'm your, "

"Your what?"

She choked. Tears ran into her hair.

"Say it."

"Your resident." Spit at the corners of her mouth. "Your diaper slut. Your, "

I shoved three fingers into her ass beside the plug. The stretch made her scream. I worked them in and out, stretching her rim while the wand hammered her clit. Her third orgasm hit harder than the first two, whole body convulsing, piss shooting sudden and hot from her cunt, splashing the carpet and my wrist. The smell hit like a slap, ammonia and sex and defeat.

"Three," she wailed. "Three, thank you, Nell, I pissed, I'm sorry, I pissed, "

"Toilet rules stand." I turned the wand off. She twitched and sobbed, oversensitive, clit red and throbbing. "You don't clean yourself. I change you when I say."

I pulled the soiled diaper out from under her, balled the wet plastic, bagged it the way the protocol required. She lay naked from the waist down except the plug still buried in her ass, piss on her thighs, cum dripping from her cunt. I cleaned her with wipes, slow, clinical, the way she had cleaned me, nose full of chemical lemon and her shame.

From the supply shelf I took a fresh white diaper, thicker than the pink, the kind she reserved for punishment weeks. I lifted her hips and slid it under her. The tapes locked loud. The bulk forced her legs apart.

"Sit up," I said.

She sat, diaper crinkling, plug shifting inside her, eyes empty and bright.

I took her wrist and buckled Ada's own discipline cuff to it, the leather band with the ring for the corridor chain. I clipped the chain to the records desk leg. Short leash. No standing. No flight.

"Two o'clock the county comes back," I said. "You'll sign as program director. I'll stand beside you in this tunic and lie again if I have to. After that, your card goes on the wall with the others. Window one through four, every day, in my hand."

"You'll destroy us," she whispered.

"I'll keep us." I leaned close enough to taste her breath, mint and salt and the back of her throat. "The house runs on schedule. You taught me that. You just never thought I'd learn the whole board."

I pulled the strap-on harness from the bottom drawer where she kept the toys she did not catalog on inspection days. Black silicone cock, thick, curved, the one she had fucked me with while I counted thank-yous into the pillow. I stepped into the harness over my own diaper, tunic hitched up, plastic crinkling against the straps. I lubed the cock with her leftover slick mixed with piss from my wrist.

"Open your mouth."

She shook her head. The chain pulled taut when she tried to pull away. I gripped her hair and yanked her forward until the fake cock pressed her lips.

"Suck or I bring the inspector early and he sees Matron Ada on a leash."

Her mouth opened. I pushed in slow, watching her throat work, tears fresh on her cheeks. The gag sounds were wet, obscene, spit shining on the silicone. I fucked her mouth in steady strokes, not gentle, not cruel for its own sake, just using her the way she had used me, until drool ran down her chin onto the fresh white diaper and darkened the tape.

"Mine," I said. "Say it."

She gagged around the cock. I pulled back enough for air.

"Mine. Say it."

"Yours." The word scraped out of her. "Yours, Nell."

I pulled out and walked behind her, yanked the plug free with one brutal tug. Her asshole gaped, pink and twitching. I lined the strap-on up and drove in without warning. She screamed into the carpet. I held her hips and pounded, leather leash clinking with each thrust, her diaper crinkling under her knees as I fucked her ass open. The smell of sex and piss and latex filled the records room, the taste of her earlier slick still on my tongue from when I had made her lick my fingers.

"Who owns this house?" I asked, voice steady while my own clit throbbed against the harness base, friction through the diaper, dirty and building.

"You do," she sobbed. "You do, Nell, please, "

"Who owns you?"

"Nell owns me." She pushed back on the cock despite the pain, ass swallowing silicone, greedy broken woman who had built a prison and walked into it herself. "Nell owns me, fuck, I'm cumming, "

I reached around and shoved the wand back to her clit, high, no mercy. She came screaming my name, ass clamping the strap-on, piss soaking the fresh diaper in a hot flood I heard and smelled, plastic failing to hold it all. I kept fucking her through it, dragging the orgasm out until her voice broke to nothing and her body shook in aftershocks.

I came too, grinding the harness base against my clit through the wet diaper I had finally soaked without permission, shame and triumph slamming together until I bit my own wrist to stay quiet. Wet warmth spread between my legs, heavy and obscene, my cum mixing with piss in the diaper while I emptied into the fabric and kept pounding her ass until I was done.

I pulled out slow. Her asshole stayed open a breath, then tried to close. I pushed the plug back in, sealing her.

"Window four complete," I said. "Change logged. Denial resets at six."

She slumped against the chain, diaper sagging heavy with piss, face wrecked, eyes on mine.

"Two o'clock," I said. "Then tomorrow. Then every day you run on my card."

I unbuckled the cuff, wiped her mouth, straightened my tunic over my soaked diaper. The corridor bell rope hung visible through the door crack. I could ring it again and the house would move for me.

I walked to the desk, took Ada's handwritten schedule card, and wrote my initials in the margin for the first window she would never run alone again. The ink dried dark.

Footsteps on the gravel drive came early, one car, maybe two. I looked at Ada on the floor in her wet diaper, at the strap-on still harnessed to my hips, at the ledger open to the page that had kept us alive this morning.

"Up," I told her. "Director signs at two. You will smile."

She nodded, broken and mine.

I rang the corridor bell for the house one last time before I opened the records door, and every window on the board turned green under my hand.


Chapter 10: Ada Wears The Card

The discharge sheet had my name on the dotted line where it had waited since day one. I closed my hand over it. Paper creased under my palm. Warm from the lamp. The corridor outside was quiet after the inspector's car pulled away. Wend House still stood. No stamp. No shutdown. Just the four-window timetable on the wall and the bell on its hook where I had left it.

I did not sign. I did not leave.

I walked the corridor in the staff uniform that still smelled like starch and someone else's authority. My boots hit the boards the way Ada's used to. Each step landed where hers had trained mine. The records room door stood shut. Behind it she had locked herself when the county car turned up the drive. I had run every window without her. I had lied clean and plain to a man with a clipboard. Now I had her first window to ring.

The bell bit my palm when I pulled it. Metal cold. Rope stiff. One ring for permission denied. One for granted. The house answered with the same creak it always gave Ada.

"Matron Ada." My voice came out flat. Staff flat. "Window one. Toilet denied. Change required."

Silence from behind the door.

I rang again.

Wood scraped. The bolt slid. Ada stood in the gap in her own training garment, the worn thing from the drawer, thin at the crotch, stained pale from years of use. No matron coat. No clipboard. Her hair had come loose. Grey at the temples. Mouth tight.

"You rang my window."

"I did."

Her eyes went to the uniform on my body. To the bell in my hand. Something in her face cracked wider and then sealed.

"You ran the house."

"The inspector left satisfied."

"The license."

"Deferred. Thirty days to file corrected paperwork." I kept my tone the way she had taught me. Calm. Final. "You built a house with no board behind it. You kept us on cards and bells and diapers because that was the only thing that held you together. Today I held it for you."

She stepped back. I stepped in.

The records room smelled like old paper and the inside of her garment. Shelves of files. The drawer still open where I had found her card and her schedule in her own hand, governing herself when no one else could. I closed it.

"On the table. Face down."

She looked at me once. Then she went to the table and bent over it, forearms flat, ass raised in that thin training thing that left nothing hidden. The fabric rode up between her cheeks. Dark wet spot at the center where she had pissed herself when the inspector knocked. Or before. I did not ask.

I took the wrist-card from the wall peg. Her name. Her windows. Her toilet rules. The plastic was warm from hanging there all morning. I buckled it onto her left wrist. Tight. The buckle clicked the same way it had clicked on mine for weeks.

"You wear it now."

Ada swallowed. "Nell."

"Matron Ada. Window one is change. You wet your garment. You do not get the toilet until window three. Say it."

A beat. Her throat worked.

"I wet my garment. I do not get the toilet until window three."

"Louder."

"I wet my garment. I do not get the toilet until window three."

My cunt clenched hearing her say it. Shame on her mouth. The same words she had put on mine. I hated how hard that hit me. Hated worse that I wanted to hear it again.

I opened the supply cabinet. Thick white adult diaper. Crinkling loud when I shook it open. Powder. Wipes. The strap-on harness hung on the back peg where staff gear lived. Black silicone cock, thick, curved up. I had worn that harness on no one until today. I stepped into it. Buckled it. The weight of it hung heavy between my thighs.

Ada watched over her shoulder. "You cannot, "

"I can. I fronted the county. I rang your bell. You will take what window one gives you."

I cut the training garment off her with shears. Fabric fell. Her ass was bare, red from the wet cloth. Her cunt lips swollen, slick. She had been aroused through the whole inspection crisis. Through the crack. Through me taking her house. I saw it. She knew I saw it.

"Spread your legs."

She widened her stance. I pressed two fingers into her cunt without warning. Slick heat. She gasped.

"You're dripping."

"Nell, "

"Matron Ada. You will thank me when it is done."

Her whole body went still. My line. Her line. Thrown back at her while my fingers worked her open.

I pulled my fingers out and wiped them on her thigh. Grabbed the wipe packet. Cleaned her roughly. Asshole. Cunt. The places she had made me hold open for checks while I counted breath and thanked her for each orgasm. I cleaned her the same way. No tenderness. Protocol.

Powder next. White dust on her skin. Then the diaper under her hips. Thick. Loud crinkle when I pulled it up. I taped it tight. One side. Other side. The bulk rose between her legs, forcing them apart. She stood in an adult diaper in her own records room wearing her own wrist-card while I stood in her uniform with a cock strapped to me.

"Turn over. On the table."

She rolled onto her back. The diaper crinkled. Her tits rose under the thin shirt she still wore. I tore it open. Buttons popped. Her nipples were hard, dark, begging without permission.

I clipped the nipple clamps from the drawer onto her. Silver. Biting. She arched and hissed.

"Count when I touch you."

I pressed the wand to her diaper over her clit. High. Buzz filled the room. She bucked against the table.

"One. One, "

"Not yet. You do not come until I say."

I turned the wand down. Up. Down. Edged her through the thick diaper. Warmth spread. She was pissing into it. I heard the hiss. Felt the weight shift. The diaper sagged heavier between her legs. She sobbed once.

"Please. Window three, "

"Window three is later. You wet again. Good. Say what you are."

Her voice broke. "A woman who wets her diaper because her keeper says no toilet."

"Again."

"A woman who wets her diaper because Nell says no toilet."

My name in her mouth did something vicious to me. I turned the wand up and held it there while she thrashed. Clamps tugged her nipples. Diaper squelched. Obscene wet sound. Her thighs shook.

"Come. One."

She screamed. Hips jackknifed off the table. The diaper went darker at the center. Piss and slick mixing. I watched her cunt juice soak through the inner lining while she came on the wand through the wet bulk. Face twisted. Gorgeous. Ruined.

"That's one," I said. "You have more."

I unbuckled the harness enough to pull the silicone cock free. Lube. Cold on her asshole. She clenched.

"Relax or I add a plug first and fuck you around it."

She breathed out. Opened. I worked two fingers into her ass. Tight. Hot. Burn she had taught me to breathe through. I added a third. Then the plug from the drawer. Black glass. Flared base. I pushed it in slow and twisted until she moaned.

"On your knees. Diaper stays on."

She slid off the table. Knees on the floor. Diaper crinkled loud. Bulk wedged between her thighs. I stood in front of her with the cock at her mouth.

"Suck it. Get it wet."

She opened. Took the head. Tongue flat. Saliva shining. I grabbed her hair and fed her more until she gagged. Drool ran down her chin onto the diaper tape at her chest.

"Good. Now turn around. Hands on the table."

She bent. Diaper bulged out behind her. Plug base visible between cheeks. I pulled the plug out. Her asshole gaped small and pink. I lined the cock up and pushed in without asking.

She cried out. Full stretch. Silicone dragging her open. I held her hips and fucked her ass hard. Slap of my thighs on the wet diaper. Squelch from the soaked diaper bouncing with each thrust. The smell hit us. Piss and sex and powder.

"Take it. Matron who made the schedule."

"Yes, "

"Say my name when you beg."

"Nell, please, "

I reached around and pressed the wand to her diaper over her clit again. High. Fucked her ass and vibrated her through the mess at the same time. She could not escape either hole. Clamps swung under her. She counted wrong.

"Two, three, I cannot, "

"You can. Come again. Two."

Her ass clamped down on the cock. Rippling. Milked me. She came screaming into the table edge. Diaper flooded warmer. She was pissing while I plowed her ass. I did not stop. Kept pounding until she was sobbing and still clenching.

I pulled out. Gaped asshole twitching. Lube and spit dripping down the diaper.

"Bend over the chair. Diaper down in back. Leave the front taped."

She obeyed. I ripped the back tapes. Pulled the rear down. Exposed her ass and the dripping cunt under it. Front diaper still bulked between her legs, sagging, obscene. I pushed her forward until her chest hit the chair seat. Wand on her clit bare now. No barrier. She shrieked.

"Three. Count it out loud."

"Three, oh god, three, "

I slid four fingers into her cunt. Curl. Press. Wand buzzing. Ass still open from the fucking. I added my thumb to her asshole. Stretched both. She howled.

"You're going to come until you thank me."

"I, thank you, thank you Nell, "

"For what."

"For changing me. For denying the toilet. For, for keeping me, "

I fist-fucked her cunt shallow and fast while the wand pinned her clit. She came so hard her whole body seized. Squirt hit the chair leg. Ran down her thighs into the half-removed diaper. I felt her walls flutter on my fingers. Kept going. Fourth orgasm ripped out of her before the third finished.

"Four, stop, too much, "

"You will thank me when it is done."

I pulled my hand free. Lube and cum shining on my wrist. Unbuckled the harness. Took the cock to her cunt entrance. Pushed in deep. One stroke. Full. She was loose and slick and still convulsing.

I fucked her cunt from behind while the wand stayed on her clit. Brutal. Short strokes then long. Diaper front grinding against the chair. Wet noises everywhere. Slick. Squelch. Slap.

"Five. Give it to me."

"I'm, diaper slut, your diaper slut, five, "

She came again. Gushing around the silicone. Cunt trying to push me out and pull me in at once. I did not let up. Drove through it until she was boneless.

Only then I slowed. Stopped. Turned the wand off.

She hung over the chair. Diaper half off. Ass red. Cunt dripping. Card on her wrist. Breathing wrecked.

I pulled the diaper back up. Taped it fresh. Clean tapes from the roll. Thick new bulk. Powder on top where skin showed. Fixed her shirt. Hung the clamps back in the drawer. Wiped the table.

"Window one complete," I said. "Window two is nourishment in forty minutes. You will eat at the staff table. In your diaper. You will not touch yourself. You will not remove the card."

Ada looked up at me. Eyes wet. Mouth open. No matron left in her face. Just a woman kept.

"You planned this," she whispered.

"I planned to survive you. Today I kept your house. Tonight I keep you."

I helped her stand. She wobbled. Diaper crinkled. Weight between her legs made her widen her stance the way I used to.

We walked the corridor together. Me in uniform. Her in diaper and card. The timetable on the wall had empty spaces where my name used to live. I stopped at the peg board.

I took my old resident card down. Ripped it. Dropped the pieces in the bin.

From the desk drawer I took a blank staff card. Wrote my name. Nell. Keeper. Window authority. Hung it where Ada's had hung before the wrist version went on her arm.

Ada watched. Said nothing.

At the intake desk the discharge sheet still waited under my palm where I had left it. My name on the line. Freedom I could have taken the morning I arrived. Freedom I could take now.

I picked it up. Read it once. Thirty days served. Program complete. Signature required for release.

I tore it down the middle. Then again. Small pieces. Dropped them on top of my shredded resident card.

"I'm not leaving."

Ada's voice was raw. "The program, "

"Still runs. On the timetable. You're on it now. I'm on the wall." I hung the bell hook back straight. "License deferred. House intact. You cracked. I didn't."

She reached for my hand. Stopped. Remembered the card on her wrist. Let it fall.

"I built this because I needed someone to ring the bell for me," she said. "I never thought the someone would stay."

"You told me once I would thank you when it was done."

"I did."

I leaned in. Kissed her mouth. Tasted salt and power. Pulled back.

"I am thanking you. By staying. By keeping you. By wearing your uniform while you wear your card."

Her forehead touched mine. Brief. Heavy.

"Ring window two when it's time," she said.

"I will."

I walked to the corridor bell. Ada stood behind me in her wet diaper, wrist weighted with plastic, the woman who had owned every hour of my body for a month. Now her hours belonged to my hand.

I did not look back at the torn discharge sheet. I looked at the timetable. Four windows. Staff card with my name. Ada's wrist-card clicking when she shifted her weight.

The house was quiet. Ours. Not the county's. Not a program I survived and fled.

I chose the bond. I chose the command. The leash had inverted. I held the bell. She wore the card.

Window two rang when the clock hit the square. Ada came to the staff table when I called her name. Diaper crinkling with each step. She sat where I told her. Ate what I gave her. Thanked me when I made her say it.

After nourishment I walked her to the change room for window three. Toilet denied until after the check. She had wet again during the meal. I made her say so out loud. Made her hold the wand on her own clit through the diaper while I fingered her ass and counted to four again. She came begging with my name. I taped her into a fresh thick diaper. White. Loud. Clean powder.

At window four I put her in her cot in the records room. The room where she had hidden. Where I had found her secret garment and her secret schedule. Now it was her sleeping place. Keeper's choice.

I tucked the blanket under her chin. Diaper bulk visible under the thin sheet. Card on her wrist against the pillow.

"Sleep," I said.

"Nell."

"Yes."

"Stay."

"I'm at the desk all night. I'm not going anywhere."

She closed her eyes. Breath slowed. Diaper rose and fell. Crinkle when she rolled to her side.

I went back to the intake desk. Staff uniform still on. Bell at my hip. Timetable glowing under the lamp.

The torn discharge pieces sat in the bin. My name on every scrap. Unsigned. Unneeded.

I opened the ledger. Wrote the new schedule in my hand. Ada's windows. My authority. Keeper column filled with Nell.

Down the corridor the records room was dark except for the night light. Ada slept in the house she built, kept at last by the woman who had walked in begging to be kept.

I touched the bell. Metal cool. Weight right.

Morning would bring paperwork. Thirty days to satisfy the county. Residents to feed. Windows to ring. Ada to change and deny and reward on the card she wore.

I had come to Wend House to surrender the wheel. I stayed to hold it. The woman on the cot had given me structure until I could take it from her hands. Now her wet diaper and her wrist-card and her cracked-open pride belonged to me the way my shame and my orgasms and my spread legs had belonged to her.

Fair trade.

I sat at the keeper's desk until dawn crept the windows. Bell in reach. Card on the wall with my name. Ada's breathing steady through the wall.

The discharge sheet was gone. I was not.

When the first square lit on the timetable I stood. Rang the corridor bell once. Clear. Hard.

"Window one," I called. "Wake."

From the records room Ada answered, voice thick with sleep and habit.

"Coming."

Diaper crinkle down the hall. Wrist-card clicking. My sub. My matron. My house.

I opened the change supplies and waited.
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