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Chapter 1: The Rubber Underneath

Here is the part that matters, the part I signed for. My name is Theo, I am thirty two years old, and none of what follows happened to me by accident. Six days before my brother's wedding I filled out Priya's intake forms in my own hand, initialing every line: the diapers, the wetness monitor, the fiction that I was an incontinent patient who had to be managed. Priya was forty, a professional who ran these arrangements for a living, and we settled the whole scene between us before she ever unpacked a bag. We agreed on the story. We agreed on a safeword, orchard, and the rule that one word from me stopped everything, no questions asked. I had no intention of saying it. This was the week I had paid to be taken apart, and the wet bed was the first line of a script we both already knew by heart.

The cold ring bit into my thigh like a knife. Water pooled at the small of my back, soaking through the cotton of my boxers and warming into a stain that felt too large for a grown man. The sheet stuck to my skin, dragging when I tried to shift, pulling the damp fabric against the raw heat of my open legs. I lay there, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazily, and counted the days. Six days until the rehearsal dinner. Seven until the wedding. I was the groomsman with the cleanest record, the guy who never lost control, the one who showed up to everything on time and sober. The stain grew wider, spreading heat along my spine, a betrayal of my adult bladder, embarrassing, loud, and undeniable. I squeezed my eyes shut and pressed my heels into the mattress, trying to will the liquid back inside, but the wetness kept coming, a hot, steady leak that marked me as a child again.

The door clicked shut.

I froze, my heart knocking a rhythm against my ribs that had nothing to do with guilt. A woman’s voice cut through the silence. Not the housekeeper. Not my brother. It was sharp, metallic, professional.

“Good morning. I see you had a little accident.”

I scrambled to sit up, pulling the sheet up with me, pressing my back into the headboard. The bathroom light clicked on across the hall, casting a long shadow through the crack of the door. Priya walked in, scrub pants, cropped top, and a stethoscope hanging around her neck. Her shoes squeaked on the hardwood, sharp and grating. She held a plastic bag in one hand and a pair of latex gloves in the other. She didn’t stop at the foot of the bed. She walked straight to the pile of sodden bedding, shook the plastic bag with a lazy flick of her wrist, and pulled a fresh pair of gloves on with a sharp snap. Pop. The sound was final, like a gavel.

“You made a mess,” she said, ignoring my attempt at modesty. She reached for the sheet.

“Let me,” I said, my voice raspy. I reached for the corner. “I can handle it.”

She didn’t budge. Her hand moved faster than mine, fingers hooking under the saturated fabric. She jerked the sheet down, exposing the waterlogged mattress and the wet patch on my boxers, the damp hair matted to my stomach. I grabbed the sheet again, but she was already pulling it down to the foot of the bed. The smell hit me, sour, metallic, unmistakably urine. It hung in the air between us. She took a step back, looking at the damage, her face unreadable, her eyes not full of pity or revulsion, but calculation.

“This wasn’t here when I made the bed,” she said, gesturing to the bedframe.

“I spilled water,” I lied, looking at the ceiling. “I got up in the night.”

“Water doesn’t sit in a ring,” she said. She reached for my waistband. “Stand up.”

I stood, my legs trembling slightly, the cold air hitting my wet thighs. The sheet puddled at my feet. She hooked her fingers into my boxers and panties, the lace biting into my skin. She yanked them down. My cock twitched, fat and heavy, swinging down to slap against my stomach. She ignored it entirely, stepping back to inspect the bowl of my hips. She pulled a flashlight from her pocket, clicked it on, and shone the beam between my legs.

“Look at that mess,” she murmured.

She turned me around. I faced the wall, the sound of the rubber cover crunching under my feet. She shoved a hand between my shoulder blades, forcing me to bend over the mattress, my face buried in the pillow. The position left me vulnerable, exposing my ass to the room, to her. The mattress cover, the plastic sheet that had been underneath all along, crinkled under my knees.

“There,” she said. “I told your brother I’d handle this protocol quietly. He was right to trust me. You’re leaking like a faucet.”

“Priya, I’m a…”

“Six days, Theo,” she cut me off. “Don’t make me repeat myself. Turn back around.”

I turned slowly, wiping sweat from my forehead. She held up a thick bundle of pink diaper. It was a diaper. Not a thick adult diaper from the store, but a specialized one, lined with plastic-backed absorbency and featuring wide wings. She shook it open, the plastic crackling.

“Step into this.”

I stepped into the leg holes. It was warm, slightly fuzzy inside, like a thick towel. She pulled the front panel up, tucking it between my legs. It hung strange and heavy, like wearing a blanket. She reached for the tapes on the left side, pulling it tight against my waist. Pull. The plastic crinkled loudly. Pull. It dug into my hips, holding me in a hard, plastic embrace. She did the same on the right. I looked down at myself. I was wrapped in pink plastic, the bulk obvious even through the nightshirt. It looked ridiculous, childish, but the warmth spreading through my crotch was comforting, a wave of relief I hated to admit to myself.

“Leg holes need to be spread,” she said.

I spread my legs wider. She reached between my thighs and adjusted the diaper, forcing the thick core to hug me tighter. She patted the front of the diaper. It made a dull, thud sound.

“Good,” she said. “Now, since you’re already wet, we need to check the back.”

She reached around my waist, her fingers cool against the warm plastic of my diaper. She ran a finger down the crease of my ass crack. I flinched, gooseflesh raising on my arms. She pressed her fingertips inside, pushing past the elastic at my hips, exploring the tightness of the diaper’s rear.

“Relax your muscles,” she commanded.

I forced my thighs apart. Her fingers slipped in, slick with sweat and the faint residue of the accident. She probed deeper, spreading me open, checking the fit. It was an intimate violation, her hand inside my pants, fumbling with the mess inside the diaper. She found the dampener, swiped a finger through it, and brought it to her nose. She sniffed.

“Heavy,” she said. She pulled her fingers out, wiping them on a tissue she had in her pocket. “You’re going to need to wear this all day. Can you handle that? Wearing a diaper all day while you dance around at a wedding?”

“Inside,” I whispered.

She turned me back around. She leaned in close, her face inches from mine. I could see the fine lines around her eyes, the faint smudge of mascara, the sharp intelligence behind them.

“You will do exactly as I say,” she said. “And you’ll keep that on until you check in with me at eight tonight. No bathroom breaks. No pulling it aside. You are incontinent until I say otherwise. Do you understand?”

“I understand,” I lied.

She stepped back and picked up a bottle of baby oil. The cap clicked open. She unscrewed it and held it out to me.

“Turn around again. I need to prep you.”

I turned my back. She squirted a glob of oil into her palm. She rubbed her hands together, warming the fluid until it glistened. She put a hand on my lower back, applying the oil. It was slick, cooling as it hit my warm skin. She worked her way down, massaging the small of my back, then reaching around to grip my hips. She pulled me toward her, her chest pressing against my spine. Her other hand slipped between my legs, cupping my balls.

“Open up,” she whispered.

I spread my legs as wide as they would go, standing awkwardly, heels digging into the carpet. She guided my knees outward, forcing the angle open. The diaper crackled when I moved.

Her fingers returned to my ass. She parted my cheeks, exposing the hole. It was puckered tight, trying to close against the intrusion. She applied more oil, coating the skin and the crease. Then she pressed the tip of one finger inside.

I gasped, the sensation sharp and intrusive. She pushed past the muscle, sliding in deep, twisting her wrist. She worked me open, using a twisting motion that pulled a groan from my throat. The diaper was snug against my groin, the front pressing against my erection. The oil made everything slick, damp, noisy.

“Two fingers,” she groaned. She added a second, stretching me wider. The burn was intense, a stinging stretch that shouldn’t have felt good, but my cock was throbbing, dripping pre-cum against the soft pink of the diaper. She scissored them inside me, opening me up, inspecting the depths.

“This is what you get when you wet the bed, Theo,” she said, her voice low, vibrating against my back. “You get treated like a patient. Like a baby.”

She pulled her fingers out with a wet schlup. She grabbed a small, vibrating anal wand from her pocket. The battery pack was loud, humming hard enough to make my knees weak.

“Hands on the wall,” she commanded.

I braced my palms against the mirrored wall to my left. The reflection showed her behind me, holding the vibrator. She squeezed lube onto the toy, coating the bulbous head. She stepped between my legs, spreading them wider with her knees.

“Relax. Let me in.”

She pressed the toy against my hole. The cold metal contrasted with the wet heat inside. She pushed. It was a struggle against the tight ring. She grunted with the effort, forcing the head past the muscle. She pushed it in fully, burying the device inside me. It hummed to life, a buzz that rattled my teeth.

“Ahh,” I cried out.

She grabbed my hips, her nails digging in. “Now, stand up straight. Let me see you.”

I straightened, the vibrator buzzing inside my ass, pulling my muscles tight around it. She reached around and gave my cock a squeeze.

“Look at you,” she said. “Pink plastic. A plug in your ass. A diaper on your dick. You’re a toy, Theo. You’re just a toy for the wedding.”

She turned the wand to high. The vibration spiked, shooting a jolt of pleasure straight through my prostate. My eyes rolled up. I threw my head back, sweat dripping from my hairline onto the carpet.

“Fucking hell,” I breathed.

She walked around to the front of me, forcing me to look at her. She reached down and grabbed the front of my diaper. She pulled it back, exposing my cock. It was hard, purple and angry, bobbing in the air. She wrapped her hand around the base and stroked it once. The movement sent a jolt through my body, the vibrator in my ass making my nerves sing.

“You like this,” she said. She leaned in and licked the head of my cock. Her tongue was cool, a shock against the warmth of my skin. She took it into her mouth, sucking hard, bobbing her head. The vibration in my ass made the sensation dizzy. I looked down at her, seeing her bobbing on my length, her eyes up at me, watching me lose my composure. Pathetic. A grown man servicing a woman while plugged and diapered.

She pulled back, leaving a string of saliva connecting her lips to the tip of my dick. She squeezed my shaft, stopping the flow of blood.

“Cum for me,” she ordered. “Cum in that diaper. Make it nasty. Cum while you’re wearing it.”

She went down on me again, harder this time, taking me all the way to the back of her throat. She gagged, the sound wet and obscene. She hummed the vibrator against my prostate. The pleasure was too much, too fast. I felt the pressure build in my balls, a heavy swell that signaled the end.

“Priya,” I gasped. “Priya, I’m…”

She pulled off, just enough to let me breathe. She looked up at me, her eyes dark, half-lidded with lust.

“Cum,” she said.

I exploded. She grabbed my cock tight, milking it. Rope after rope of hot semen shot out, landing on her hand and splattering against the front of the pink diaper, staining the white core. I bucked my hips, my muscles spasming, the vibration in my ass driving me wild. I grunted, a primal sound, as pleasure rolling through me in waves. I was empty, drained, completely owned.

She released me. I leaned against the wall, my legs shaking, staring at the ceiling fan. I was panting, my pulse still hammering. I looked down. My cock was softening, dripping a little more cum onto the diaper. It looked pathetic. It looked right.

She wiped her hand off on a tissue and threw it in the hamper. She reached into the diaper and pinched the wet diaper between my legs, checking the mess. She made a note on a small clipboard.

“Good,” she said. “You filled it up. You’re a good boy.”

She reached into the pocket of her scrubs and pulled out a pacifier on a chain. It was a bright blue, plastic ring. She held it up to her lips, biting the nipple.

“You’ll need this,” she said. “When you feel the urge to hold it. When you feel like you’re going to break. Suck on this. It’ll help you stay calm.”

She grabbed my wrist and fastened the clip around my neck, letting the pacifier dangle over my diaper. It bumped against my stomach as I moved.

“Go back to sleep,” she said. “You’ll wake up dry. Or you won’t. It doesn’t matter anymore. You are under my care now. And you will do exactly as I say.”

She clicked off the flashlight and walked out, the door clicking shut behind her. I stood there for a long time, staring at my reflection in the mirror. I looked like a groom. I looked like a groom with a pacifier on a chain and a diaper filling rapidly with my own mess. I touched the pacifier, sucking on the rubber nipple automatically. I tasted vanilla. I touched the diaper. It was warm, heavy. The toy still buzzed inside me. I closed my eyes and waited for the next morning.


Chapter 2: Her Phone Will Know

The rubber mattress cover crunched under the weight of my heels. I paced the length of the guest room, listening to the sound of plastic rubbing against plastic. The room was empty now. The wet clothes were gone. The sheets were off. The only thing left was the smell of bleach and fresh detergent, a chemical sweetness that stung my nose and reminded me where I was.

Priya was folding the last towel. She moved with the precision of a surgeon closing a wound. She smoothed the corner of the bathmat and placed it over the drain stopper.

I stopped pacing. "I’m good for the night."

She didn't look up. "You are."

"Really. No need for…" I gestured vaguely at the corner of the room where the hamper sat. "For extra attention. I’ll set an alarm. Or just drink less water."

She leaned down and snapped the clip on her pen. The metal click echoed in the quiet room. She set the pen on the sink and turned to face me. Her scrub top was tucked into her scrub pants, showing a flat stomach, her strong hands gripping the hem.

"You think you are."

"I know I am." I crossed my arms, feeling the dampness on my thigh from the fresh pull-up she had put on me this morning. It was thick. It was loud. It was humiliating, but it was holding. I had gone four hours without a leak. I was ahead of the curve. I was winning this game. "Just supervision, Priya. I can handle that."

She walked over to the closet. The mirrored doors reflected my stiff posture. She pulled the door open and stepped inside. The plastic pocket on the inside of the door glinted in the light. She dug into it.

My chest tightened. "What are you doing?"

She came back out with a plastic folder. It was the kind medical staff used for charts, but the plastic was thick and reinforced. She walked to the foot of the bed and sat down. The mattress cover groaned under her weight.

"Let’s review the schedule."

She opened the folder. A sheet of plastic slid out, a laminate. It caught the light and slid down to rest on her thigh.

"Night Protocol," she read aloud. She tapped the plastic with her fingernail. "Day One. Mandatory wear. Mandatory check. Mandatory notification."

I stared at the laminated card. "You made this?"

"I did." She looked up. "I had it printed this morning. Before breakfast."

"That's crazy," I said. "It’s Day One. I can try without the tape this time."

"This protocol covers the full week," she said. Her voice was flat, level. "It covers the rehearsal dinner. It covers the wedding. Every night. You are not trying without the tape, Theo. You are wearing this."

She held up the card. It was a checklist. Boxes were checked. Dated. Notarized-looking. The date was from a week ago, back home. It was my own consent form, my own signature at the bottom.

"I signed that before I ever got on the plane," I said.

"You did. In your own hand. You asked for every line of it."

"I could still call it off," I said, the old heat rising in my neck. "One word and we stop."

"You could," she said. "But you won't. You need to be in bed, where you belong."

She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small black device. It looked like a pager, but smaller, sleeker. She pressed a button. A light blinked red.

"This is the monitor," she said. "It clips to the waistband of your diaper. It has a sensor. When the diaper gets wet, this sends a signal to my phone. It tells me exactly what time you wet yourself. It tells me how wet you are."

She waved the device in front of my face. "You are a grown man. You have a job. You have a speech to give in seven days. You cannot be running to the bathroom every hour."

"I can hold it," I said. "I'm not a toddler."

"You wet yourself this morning at four in the morning," she pointed out. "And last night. And the night before that. The pattern is established."

She stood up. The laminate card dropped to the bed. She took a step toward me, her shoes squeaking on the floor. "Do you want me to turn this on?"

"Do what?"

"Do you want me to tape the monitor to your hip right now?"

"I…" I looked at the device. "I don't need it."

"Then prove it." She held out the clip. "Hold out your hand."

I hesitated. "Priya, come on. It’s degrading. I’m a groomsman. I can’t be walking around with a pager."

"Then wear the diaper without the pager," she said. "And see how long you last."

I looked at the card on the bed. The signatures. The protocol. The date. She had already made the decision. She had already authorized it. The swagger I had been using to mask my fear was just a thin sheet of wet paper. It was gone.

I slowly held out my right hand.

She clipped the device onto the waistband of the heavy white diaper. The clip snapped shut. The red light blinked at me. "Stay dry," she whispered. "And you can leave this on the charger."

"You won't leave it on the charger," I said.

"It's on my phone now," she said, tapping her pocket. "Except for tonight. Tonight, it stays on you. Until you signal me."

She turned toward the closet again. "Get on the bed. We have to tape you in."

"I can do the tape myself," I said.

"You can't reach the back without a mirror," she said, opening a drawer and pulling out a fresh pack of diapers. The crinkle cut through the quiet. "And you don't have the patience."

I looked at the laminate card again. It lay on the white duvet, a piece of plastic proof that I had lost. I walked to the bed and sat on the edge. The rubber sheet squeaked. I looked at her. She was already opening the plastic backing of a fresh diaper. The smell of baby powder hit me, turning my stomach.

"Turn over," she said.

I lay back. The mattress was cool and hard. I stared at the ceiling, focusing on the crack in the plaster above the smoke detector. I didn't want to look at her. I didn't want to be this. I didn't want to be a project. But my body betrayed me. My cock stirred in the damp fabric of the pull-up. The weight of the diaper between my legs felt heavy and odd. It wasn't a choice anymore. It was a fact.

She moved to the foot of the bed. Plastic rustled. Then the sound of powder being sprinkled. A cloud of white dust drifted up, settling on my nose. I sneezed.

"Keep still," she said.

She lifted my ankles and placed them on the bed. The cool air rushed against my thighs as she pulled the pull-up aside. She pulled the fresh diaper up under my hips. The thick cotton bulked between my legs. The crinkle was constant. It was the sound of my dignity being shredded.

She smoothed out the front panel. Then she grabbed the roll of tape. "I'm going to put the monitor on the left side," she said.

"It's fine," I mumbled.

"Say the word if I pinch you."

"I'm fine."

She taped the left side first. The plastic strips bit into the diaper fabric. Riiip. The sound was loud. She smoothed it down. Riiip. The right side. I gripped the sheets. My knuckles turned white.

When she finished, she stood back and looked at me. I was encased in thick white diaper. The waistband was snug. The monitor clipped to the side. I looked like a baby. I looked like a patient. I looked like a prisoner.

"Now, the ritual," she said.

She walked to the corner of the room. She pulled a chair from the desk. She placed it near the bed. She sat down. "Look at me, Theo."

I kept my eyes on the crack in the ceiling.

"Look at me," she said, louder.

I forced my head down. I looked at her. She was smiling. It wasn't a mean smile. It was a satisfied smile. She knew she had won. She knew I was trapped.

"You look proper," she said. "I like the look. It suits the protocol."

"It's humiliating," I said.

"It is," she agreed. "And you need to remember that feeling. That shame. That's the fuel."

She reached out and touched the waistband of the diaper. She pressed her palm flat against it. She squeezed. I flinched.

"Pain is a reminder," she said. "Shame is a reminder. Wetting yourself in front of your brother and his wife is a reminder. This?" She squeezed again. "This is just the beginning."

"You don't have to remind me," I snapped.

"Yes, I do." She took her phone out of her pocket. She unlocked it. She tapped a screen. A chart appeared on the display. "I'm logging the application. Time. Duration. Compliance. I'm going to put this on the table. I want you to see it every night before I tuck you in."

She placed the phone on the nightstand. The screen lit up the dark room.

"Now," she said. "I need to test the sensor."

She pulled the clip off the waistband. She took her thumb. She pressed it against the pad of the sensor. She waited. She closed her eyes and pressed harder.

Buzz.

My phone vibrated across the table. The screen flashed a message. Alert. Moisture detected. Sensor 01.

She opened her eyes. She watched the screen. "Thirty seconds ago," she said. "You didn't actually wet yourself. I just pressed my thumb against it. But the phone thinks you did. It thinks you wet yourself."

"It's a sensor," I said. "That's what it does."

"It's a witness," she corrected. "Tomorrow morning, I won't just be guessing if you leaked during the night. I'll know. I'll know exactly when the stream started. I'll know if it was a trickle or a flood. I'll know if you woke up and lay in it, or if you slept through it."

She reached out and yanked the tape on the left side. Riiip.

"I don't want that," I said.

"You don't have a choice," she said. "Now, turn over. I need to check your back."

"I'm good," I said.

"Turn over."

I rolled onto my stomach. I buried my face in the pillow.

She grabbed the back of my waistband. She tugged it up. She smoothed it. She checked the tape. She checked the monitor. She was thorough. She was professional. She was cruel.

"This is for your own good," she said.

"Don't talk to me like I'm a child," I said into the pillow.

"You are," she said. She walked to the head of the bed. She leaned over me. I smelled her soap. I smelled the sanitizer. Her fingers slid into my hair, brushing it back from my forehead. It was an intimate gesture. It was worse than the tape.

"I'm going to make you beg me for this," she whispered.

"For what?"

"For the permission to come undone," she said. "For the permission to let go. You fought this all day. You held it. You strutted around the house like you were in charge. But you're not. You're just a vessel for the accident. You're a leaky pipe."

She sat back on her heels. "I'm going to turn the monitor back on. And then I'm going to make you come. And I'm going to make you beg to stay in this diaper while you do it."

"What?"

"Yes," she said. "I'm going to use you. I'm going to use the diaper as a toy. I'm going to wet it for you. And you're going to thank me for it."

She clipped the device back onto my waistband. The red light blinked. Then she pulled the chair closer to the bed. She sat down between my legs. She grabbed the hem of the diaper.

"What are you doing?" I asked.

"Foreplay," she said. She slipped her hand under the diaper. Her fingers were cold. She pressed them against my perineum. She moved upward, cupping my balls. Her grip was firm. Not rough, but unyielding. It was a clinical grip. A domination grip.

"I have seven days," she said. "I have a lot of work to do."

She squeezed.

"I don't want that," I groaned. The blood rushed to my cock. The diaper rustled. The heat rose in my face.

"You don't have to want it," she said. "You just have to take it."

She stroked me. Her hand was dry, but her palm was warm. She moved fast. She pulled back the foreskin too fast. It hurt a little.

"Easy," I gasped.

"You're too sensitive," she said. She chuckled. "I thought you were a man."

"I am," I panted. "Just… just go easy."

"I like it when you struggle," she said. She took her free hand and grabbed my hips. She held me down. I couldn't move. I was trapped under the weight of the diaper. I was trapped under her hand.

She bent her head. She took the head of my cock into her mouth. She didn't tease. She took it all in. She swallowed.

"Oh fuck," I cried out. The sound echoed in the room.

She sucked hard. She pulled back. She took it in again. She hummed. The vibration rattled through my body. I kicked my legs. I thrashed. The diaper slapped against the bed. The monitor beeped. Beep.

She pulled off. She gasped for air. She looked at me. Her mouth was wet. She wiped her lip with the back of her hand.

"You taste good," she said. "Like a little boy who isn't allowed to use the toilet."

"Don't," I said. "Don't say that."

"Why not?" She stroked me again. "It's true. You're a little boy in a man's suit. You wet the bed. You need a monitor. You need me to hold your hand."

"It's different," I said.

"How is it different?" She stood up. She pulled her shirt over her head. She had no bra on. Her breasts were small, pale, with pink nipples. She threw the shirt to the floor. She stepped out of her scrub pants. She was naked. She was comfortable. I was covered in diaper.

"Get on your knees," she commanded.

"I'm on the bed," I said.

"No," she said. "On your knees. Facing me."

I crawled up the bed. I got on my knees, hovering over her. I looked down at her. She reached up and grabbed my cock. She gave it one slow stroke, then lifted her wet fingers to my face. "Open your mouth."

"What?"

"Beg for it," she said. "Beg me to put them in your mouth."

"I…" I looked at her crotch. It was shaved. It was pink. It looked wet. "I don't…"

"Do you want me to use the monitor?" she asked. "Do you want me to tape this to you and leave you here all night?"

"No," I hissed. "No, I don't."

"Then suck them," she said.

I lowered my head. I took her fingers in. They tasted salty. They tasted like me. I closed my eyes. I opened my mouth wider. I took them deeper.

She groaned. Her hand went into my hair. She didn't guide me. She just held on. She pulled my head down. I gagged.

"Drink it," she said. "You're a little milk bottle. You drink it all up."

I swirled my tongue around them. I looked up at her. She was watching me. She was enjoying this. She was enjoying reducing me to this.

I took them all the way in. They pressed against the back of my throat. I swallowed.

She pushed my head down further. I gagged again. Tears pricked my eyes.

"Good boy," she said. "That's it. You're learning."

She began to move her hand. She fucked my face. She used me like a toy. She grabbed my hair and pulled. I choked. I struggled for air. The diaper crinkled. The monitor beeped. Beep.

She slowed down. She pulled out. She looked at my cock. It was red. It was dripping.

"You're leaking," she said. She pointed at the tip. "Look at that. You're leaking without even touching it."

She grabbed the monitor. She aimed the sensor at the tip of my cock. She pressed it against the wet slit.

Buzz.

She pulled back and looked at her phone. "Just now. You squirted. You came. Just from sucking my fingers."

"I didn't come," I lied.

"You did," she said. "Your phone knows."

She put the phone on the nightstand. She got off the chair. She walked to the foot of the bed. She stood between my legs.

"I'm going to use you," she said. "I'm going to put my fingers in your ass."

"No," I said. "No, Priya."

"Yes," she said. "I'm going to stretch you. I'm going to prep you. And then I'm going to put the diaper on you again. And then I'm going to leave you here. Alone. With the monitor. And you're going to think about what happened tonight. You're going to think about how wet you are. You're going to think about how I owned you."

She grabbed my ankles and pulled. I fell back onto the bed. She climbed over me. She straddled my chest. She lowered herself. Her hair brushed my face. I smelled her. She smelled like musk and soap.

"Look at me," she said.

I looked up. She took a glob of spit and dropped it onto her hand. She rubbed her fingers together. She reached down between her legs. She spat again. She rubbed it into her hole.

"Open up," she said.

"What?"

"I said open up," she said. "Put your fingers in your mouth. Get them wet. And finger my ass."

I stared at her.

"Do it, Theo," she commanded. "Or I won't let you come again."

I sat up slightly. I put my fingers in my mouth. I got them wet. I reached down. She guided my hand. I placed my fingers against her opening. It was hot. It was tight. I pushed. It was hard to get past the muscle.

"You have to relax," she said. "Just like you have to relax when you wet yourself."

"I don't relax," I said.

"You will," she said. She lifted her hips. She took me deeper.

I started to finger her. I curled my fingers. I rubbed that spot inside.

She moaned. She leaned forward. Her hair fell forward, hiding her face. I could only see the curve of her neck. I could only feel her body shuddering under my touch.

"God," she whispered. "So tight."

"I need you," I said.

"You have me," she said. "But I'm not done with you."

She pushed my hand away. She sat back up. She looked at the pile of clothes in the corner. She picked up the pull-up she had discarded this morning. It was damp. She held it up to her face. She inhaled.

"You smell like this," she said. "You're going to smell like this for the next week."

She threw it at me. It hit my chest.

"Now," she said. "I'm going to insert the plug. You're going to keep it in the entire night. It will help hold the urine."

"What plug?" I asked.

She reached into the drawer. She pulled out a sleek black butt plug. It was silicone. It had a flared base. She tossed it at me. I caught it. It was cold. It was heavy.

"Put it in," she said.

"I can't do that right now," I said.

"Put it in," she repeated. "And then put the diaper on."

I got to my knees. I took the plug. I squeezed the lube tube. I felt the cold lube hit my fingers. I smeared it on the silicone. I positioned myself. I pushed.

It hurt. It stretched me. I groaned.

"Keep going," she said. "Don't be a baby."

"I'm not a baby," I gritted out. I pushed harder. The tip popped inside. I gasped. I pushed the rest of it in. It settled deep. It felt full. It felt wrong. It felt like a part of me was missing.

"There," she said. "See? You can do it. You're a big boy."

She clapped her hands.

"Now, the diaper."

I looked at the fresh pack. I looked at the plug filling my ass. I looked at her. She was waiting. She had the roll of tape in her hand. She had the laminated card in the other. She had the phone on the nightstand. She had me cornered.

I crawled toward the pack. I grabbed a diaper. I lifted it. I pulled it up. It was heavy. It was warm.

I lay down. I closed my eyes.

She came to the foot of the bed. I heard the tape rip. Riiip.

"Right side," she said.

I held my sides.

Riiip.

Riiip.

She taped me in tight. I couldn't breathe if I tried. The diaper pressed the plug against my prostate. A jolt of pain shot through me. I arched my back.

"Good," she whispered. She clipped the monitor back onto the waistband. "Now, we wait."

She walked to the door. She stopped.

"You're going to be a good boy tonight?" she asked.

"Yes," I said.

"You won't take the diaper off?"

"I won't take it off."

"You'll let the monitor do its job?"

"I'll let the monitor do its job."

She smiled. It was the smile of a winner. "Goodnight, Theo."

She switched off the light. The room vanished into darkness.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Beep. Beep. Beep.

I lay there in the dark, in the thick white diaper, the black plug inside my ass, the monitor watching me. I listened to the crinkle of the plastic. I listened to the beep of the phone. I waited for the leak I could already feel coming. I waited for the morning when I would have to face the family. I waited for her to come back and check the screen.

The doorbell rang downstairs.

I jumped. The sound was loud in the quiet room.

"Who is that?" I called out.

I heard the front door open. I heard my brother's voice. "Morning, Theo! You up?"

I froze. I was plastered into a diaper. I was plugged. The monitor was flashing red on the nightstand. I was not ready.

Priya’s voice floated up the stairs. "He's fine. Just… settling in."

"Settling in?" My brother laughed. "Is he wearing the big kid pants again?"

"He's fine, Marcus," Priya said. "Give us ten minutes."

I heard the front door close. I lay back on the pillow. The doorbell hadn't rung for me. It had rung, and I had been ignored. I was no longer a guest. I was a patient. And as the night grew colder and my bladder filled, I knew exactly what I had become.

The monitor beeped. Beep.

I waited for the warmth to spread. I waited for the shame. I waited for the phone to tell her everything.


Chapter 3: Nurse's Orders

The hallway was a river of noise and movement. The wedding planner shouted about seating charts while the mother of the groom waved a card in the air like a weapon. Two groomsmen stood by the open door of the room next to mine, arguing loudly about who was supposed to carry the ring. I stood frozen in the alcove, my hand clamped over a phone buzzing against my thigh. It was Priya’s phone, vibrating in the pocket of my sweatpants. I had forgotten to put it back in her pocket when I stumbled out of her room earlier.

The vibration against my leg was a heavy stone. I glanced down at the phone. The screen lit up with a message: Left side enclosure wet. Level 2.

Left side. I’m leaking again.

The bathroom was twenty feet away, but the plaster of the hallway walls closed in on me. The noise of the wedding party swelled. They were talking about the rehearsal dinner seating. They were talking about how important it was that the family sit together. Heat rose in my chest, hot and ugly.

"Theo?" Priya’s voice cut through the clamor. It didn’t ask. It stated the fact.

I turned and saw her coming down the hall. She held her phone loosely in one hand, her other hand smooth and empty. She was wearing a pair of slacks and a blouse that looked like it belonged to a high-powered executive, not a nurse. She looked at the phone in my hand, then at the door to her room, then back at me. Her expression didn’t change. It was neutral, clinical.

"You're blocking the exit," she said.

The bride’s mother turned around, her eyes narrowing. "Excuse me, are you the groomsman who’s supposed to be getting dressed for the walkthrough?"

"It’s me," I said, my voice cracking. "I’m fine."

Priya stepped around me. She didn't look at the mother-in-law. She walked with a calm, measured pace that was terrifying. She stopped right in front of me, close enough that I could smell the slight scent of antiseptic soap on her wrist.

"You have the alarm," she said. She pointed to the phone in my hand.

"I forgot it," I lied.

"You forgot the protocol again," she said. She reached out and took the phone from my grasp. Her fingers brushed against my hip. The touch was firm, not gentle. She pocketed the phone.

"Please," I whispered. "I just need…"

"You need to be in bed," she interrupted. She gestured with her head toward her room. "Nurse’s orders."

The mother-in-law walked up to us, her heels clicking sharply on the hardwood. "Can he help us with the flower arrangements later? We need a strong pair of hands."

Priya turned to the older woman. She smiled, a polite, thin thing that stopped short of her eyes. "He’s not available. He’s under strict medical supervision tonight. We’re dealing with a urinary infection." She said it like a joke, a little tap on the shoulder that hinted at something much darker. "He needs his rest."

The room went quiet for a beat. "Oh," the mother-in-law said. "How terrible."

"I'll make sure he gets up for the dinner," Priya promised. "Now, please, excuse us. I have to administer his medication."

She didn't wait for an answer. She turned back to me, her hand settling on the small of my back. Her grip was tight, her fingers pressing into the knitted fabric of my sweatpants. She steered me toward the door.

"You're leaking, Theo," she murmured just loud enough for me to hear. "You're so wet it’s leaking out the side."

I stopped walking. "I can go to the bathroom."

"No," she said. She pushed me forward again, forcing me into the guest room. We stepped over the threshold and she shut the door behind us. The sound of the hallway faded, replaced by the hum of the air conditioner and the sharp, plastic crinkle of the mattress cover.

The room was a mirrored box. Every wall was glass. I looked at my reflection. Pathetic. My sweatpants were darkening at the crotch. Warmth spread against my skin, a heavy, soaking heat that seeped into the waistband of my pants.

"Go to the bathroom," I said, my voice shaking.

"There isn't time," Priya said. She moved to the center of the room where the bed sat, a platform covered in a silver rubber sheet. But she didn't head for the bed. She walked to the corner of the room where a piece of equipment sat on the floor. It was a black padded bench, wide and flat, with straps hanging from the ends.

"This is the only place you can be safe today," she said.

"What?"

"The bathroom is a hazard. The clay pit is a hazard. The hallway is a hazard." She reached down and flicked on a lamp. The light bounced off the mirrors, doubling and tripling the shadows in the room. She turned to me. "You’re going to lay on the bench, Theo. You’re going to stay there until you’re dry."

"I am dry," I protested. I touched the side of the wet spot. It was warm. It wasn't dry. It was a lie.

She walked over to me. She reached out and tugged on the elastic of my sweatpants. The fabric slid down, bunched around my ankles. I stepped out of them, kicking them aside. I was left in my t-shirt and the diaper. The diaper was white, thick, and when I squeezed it, the plastic squeaked. It was already heavy. It sagged between my thighs, a distinct, bulky weight that pulled down on my hips.

"Look at you," Priya said. She stood back and appraised me. She inspected the diaper, her eyes scanning the wet spot spreading across the front. "You’re ruined, Theo. You’re nothing but a leaking thing in a plastic shell."

"That’s not…" I started, but she put a finger to my lips.

"Up," she commanded.

I walked to the bench. It was cold. The rubber of the mattress cover crackled under my bare feet. I climbed up and lay down on my back. The bench was narrow. It forced me to spread my legs. The bulk of the diaper pressed against the bench, exposing me to the air. I was open, displayed. The mirrors reflected the scene back at me. Me, a grown man in a diaper, lying on a medical bench, waiting for a woman to tell me what to do.

"Hands," she said.

I held up my wrists. She took a set of Velcro cuffs from the table and fastened them around my wrists. She pulled my arms down to the sides of the bench, leaving my chest exposed. I was helpless. My legs were trapped by the bulk of the diaper and the narrow width of the bench.

"You look like a carcass on a dissection table," she whispered.

She walked to a drawer and pulled out a tube of something. I squinted in the harsh light. She rubbed her hands together. The scent of menthol filled the air.

"It’s cold," I said. A shiver ran through me.

"Good," she said. She knelt between my legs. She didn't touch me with her bare hands. She ran the cold, slick gel over my shoulders, down my chest, over my stomach. It was sharp, like needles pricking my skin. She worked it into my muscles, her fingers firm and demanding. She rubbed my pecs, her thumbs pressing into my nipples until they hardened into tight little points. I arched my back, trapped by the restraints.

"It’s helping," I lied.

She ignored me. She moved down to my stomach, skirting over the wet diaper. She didn't look at it. She focused on the skin just above the waistband. She massaged the area, her fingers digging in. The cold gel warmed as she worked it, turning slick against my skin.

"You need to relax your bladder, Theo," she said. She stopped massaging and tapped the side of the diaper. "Let go. Just let it go here. It’s warmer here anyway."

"I can't," I breathed.

"You can," she said. She picked up a remote from the table. It was a small black device. She pointed it at me. "I’m going to turn the alarm on. If you make a mess on this bed, on the rubber sheet, I’m going to add a punishment session to tomorrow. Do you understand?"

"Yes," I whispered.

She pressed a button on the remote. A low beep sounded. A clip on the table clicked.

"There," she said. "The sensor is active. You have two hours to empty yourself."

She stood up and walked to the wall. I looked at the mirrors. I was trapped. I was lying on a table, wrapped in a wet diaper, and my dick was half-hard. The cold gel on my skin was making me sensitive. Every nerve ending was exposed.

She pulled a chair up to the side of the bench. She sat down, her legs crossed. She picked up a magazine, but she didn't read it. She watched me. She watched the diaper. She watched my chest rise and fall. She took a sip of water, her eyes never leaving my crotch.

The crinkle of the diaper was the only sound. Crinkle. Crinkle. It was a loud noise in the quiet room. It was an admission of failure. I shifted my hips, trying to find a comfortable position. The bulk of the diaper rubbed against the gel on my skin. The friction was maddening. I could feel the warmth of the wetness seeping deeper. It was a constant, spreading heat.

"Touch it," she said.

"What?"

"Your cock," she said. She didn't look up from her magazine. "Touch it. Show me how wet it is."

I reached down with my free hand. My fingers brushed against the plastic of the diaper. It was cool. I pushed my hand under the leg band. My fingers slid through the slick, wet cotton. It was like holding a sponge. I rubbed my thumb over my cock. It was hard, trapped inside the tight fabric of the diaper. I stroked it once. Twice.

Priya closed her magazine. She looked at my hand.

"That’s it," she said. "Keep going. Don't let me stop you."

I stroked faster. The cold gel mixed with the heat of my hand. The wet diaper became slippery. It was disgusting and wonderful. I stared at the ceiling, watching the shadows move. I imagined the hallway, the way everyone would see me if I walked out like this. I imagined the mother-in-law seeing the wet spot. The shame was a knot in my stomach, tightening until I couldn't breathe.

"You're leaking," she said quietly.

I looked down. The wet spot on the front of the diaper was spreading. It was a darker patch, right over where I was touching myself. I could see the outline of my hand through the white cotton.

"I know," I groaned. "It's just the gel."

"It's your pee, Theo. You're pissing yourself while you jerk off."

She reached out and grabbed my wrist. She pulled my hand away from my cock. She left it there, splayed across the wet fabric.

"Stop." The word was sharp.

I gasped. I was so close. The edge was right there.

"You're too excited," she said. "You need to calm down."

She picked up the remote again. She pointed it at me. She pressed a button. The vibration on the table hummed to life. The entire bench began to vibrate.

"Jesus," I cried out. The vibration went straight through the rubber sheet and into my back. It traveled down my spine, settling in my lower belly. I bucked my hips against the bench. The diaper was heavy and wet. The vibration made it slosh inside. The sound was obscene. Squelch. Squelch.

"Does that feel good?" she asked. She was smiling now. A cold, hungry smile.

"Yes," I sobbed. "Please."

She increased the intensity. The bench shook harder. My teeth chattered. I couldn't hold still. I thrashed against the restraints, my body a live wire of sensation. The diaper was the source of it all. The damp fabric pressed against my groin, chafing my skin. The vibration made the wetness ripple. I was drowning in it.

"I want to see you come," she said. "But you can't just come. You have to earn it."

She reached into the drawer and pulled out a vibrator. It was a thick, pink wand with a round head. It was covered in silicone. She turned it on. The motor whined, a high-pitched squeal.

She moved the wand to the bottom of my feet. She pressed the silicone head against the arch of my left foot. I shrieked. The sensation was overwhelming. It was a sharp, electric jolt that shot up my leg. She moved it to my other foot. I begged her to stop, then begged her not to stop.

She worked the wand over my stomach, then moved it down to the diaper. She touched the vibrator to the plastic outer layer. The sound of the motor amplified, bouncing off the plastic. She pressed harder. The vibration went through the diaper, into the wet cotton, straight to my cock. It was maddening. It was too much.

"You're so loud," she said. "The walls are thin."

"I'm sorry," I panted.

"You're going to wake the bride," she said. She leaned over me. Her hair fell across my face. I could smell her perfume, a vanilla scent that mixed with the smell of the wet diaper.

"I just want to come," I said. "Please. Let me come."

She straddled the bench. She sat on my chest, her knees on either side of my waist. The weight of her pinned me down. I looked up at her. She was leaning forward, her face inches from mine. She was holding the vibrator in one hand and the remote in the other.

"Do you want to come?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Who do you belong to?" she asked.

"You," I choked out. "I belong to you."

"Who holds the key?" she asked.

"You. Only you."

"Good," she said. She placed the vibrator against my cock. It was trapped inside the diaper, but she pushed the silicone head against the fabric, right against the head of my dick. She turned the dial all the way up. The motor roared. The vibration was intense and direct.

I screamed. My back arched off the bench. The diaper was soaked. The wet cotton couldn't dampen the vibration. It was like a drill inside my brain. I was falling apart. I was looking at her, but I couldn't see her face. I was just a bundle of nerves, buzzing and leaking and coming apart.

"Yes," I screamed. "Yes! Yes!"

She moved the vibrator. She dragged it down the side of my dick, teasing the sensitive skin. She circled the head. I was sobbing now, tears streaming down the sides of my face, mixing with the cold gel on my chest. I was pushing my hips up, trying to meet the toy, trying to get more.

"Don't stop," I begged. "Please. Don't stop."

She stopped. She pulled the vibrator away at the exact moment I hit the crest. The edge waited, hovering just out of reach.

"No," I whined. "Please."

"Look at you," she said. She reached down and pressed her hand on the diaper, feeling the wetness, the heat. "You're so wet. You're leaking all over the bench."

She pulled the vibrator away and turned it off. The silence rushed back in, louder than before. I lay there, my body trembling, my cock aching, the diaper a mess of wetness and sweat. I hadn't come.

"You ruined it," I whispered.

"You asked for the mercy," she said. "You asked me to stop."

She reached into the diaper. Her fingers slid right into the wet cotton. She wrapped her hand around my cock. It was slick and sloppy. She stroked me once. Twice.

"I can make you come now," she said. "But I think you need to stay here. You need to soak this diaper. You need to let it get heavier."

"No," I said. "I want to come. I need to come."

"You stay here," she said. "You stay on the bench. You stay wet."

She climbed off me. She stood at the foot of the bench, looking down at me like she was inspecting a piece of meat. She picked up the remote again. She looked at her phone. She checked the time.

"We have time," she said. "Six days, Theo. Six days until the wedding. And you’re going to stay in that diaper. You’re going to use it. And I’m going to watch."

She returned to the chair she had been sitting in. She sat down and opened her laptop. She started typing. The sound of the keyboard was the only thing in the room.

I lay on the vibrating bench. I was trapped. I was exposed. My diaper was heavy and wet. My cock was hard and aching. I closed my eyes. I could see the hallway. I could see the guests. I could see myself walking out of this room, dripping, heavy, pathetic.

But as I lay there, the shame began to curdle into something else. A dull, aching need. I knew she wouldn't let me come until I was ready to beg. I knew she wouldn't let me go until she was satisfied. And I knew that inside this room, with the mirrors reflecting my degradation, I didn't want to leave.

The wet diaper pressed against me. The cold gel dried on my skin. The vibrator hummed in her hand, waiting. I watched her through the mirror. She was typing, her head down, her posture perfect. She was in charge. And I was hers.

"Turn it up," I said.

She looked up from her laptop. She raised an eyebrow.

"I said turn it up," I said. The words came out harder than I intended. A challenge. A surrender.

She smiled. She reached for the dial.

"Good boy," she said.


Chapter 4: The Daytime Pass

The afternoon sun hit the mattress in diagonal beams. The sheets were white and crisp, smelling of starch and fresh laundry. The hamper in the corner had been emptied. The wet stains were gone. I adjusted the collar of my dress shirt, smoothing the fabric over my throat. I was winning. I could walk out of here in my own clothes tomorrow. I could stand beside Marcus at the front of the church and he wouldn't know I was wearing plastic underneath my trousers. I was holding the line. I was managing the secret.

Priya walked in. She didn't knock. She never did. She carried a clipboard and a silver tray. She set it down on the dresser with a soft clatter. The clipboard looked like it had been printed overnight, glossy and new.

"Day three," she said. Her voice was flat, clinical. "Marcus is meeting the caterers in ten minutes. The mother-in-law wants a final headcount for the rehearsal dinner by tonight. She is very particular about the seating chart." She looked at me, her eyes cold and assessing. "You with me?"

"Of course," I said. My voice came out tight and strained. "I'm fine. I had a dry night." I thought of the plastic crinkling against my skin. I thought of the warm, heavy bulk of the diaper. I thought of the spreading heat in the morning light. But I hadn't woken up wet. That was the rule. I had held it. I had won the night.

"You had a dry night," she repeated. She came to the end of the bed and looked me up and down. The space between her eyebrows pinched. She reached out. Her fingers brushed the fabric of my trousers, hovering over the waistband. "And you have a wet afternoon."

Heat climbed my face, fast and hot. She knew. It wasn't a guess. She smelled it. The subtle scent of stale urine and powder that clings to skin after a long time in a wet diaper. She smelled the shame.

"Lift," she commanded.

I sat up straighter. My spine hit the headboard. "I'm fine. Just hot."

"Lift," she said, louder this time. Her hand didn't move.

I lifted my hips. She pulled the waistband of my trousers down. The diaper was there. It was a thick, white affair, taped securely at the hips and the waist. It bulged out under the linen. It looked obscene, a second skin I could never strip away, a declaration that I was broken.

"Changed this morning?" she asked.

"Yes. Right after I woke up."

"Did you wear the overnight booster?"

"Yes."

"Did you wear the doubler?"

"Yes."

Her fingers traced the line of the tapes. "Then why are you sweating?"

"Just the heavy fabric."

"Hot enough to soak a diaper without your body doing the work?" She stood up and walked to the door, but didn't leave. She rested her hand on the frame. "Get up. We have work to do."

I hesitated. A daytime pass. That was the negotiation. If I played my cards right, if I maintained the charade, I could earn a pass. A pass meant I could go downstairs. I could get coffee. I could look at the wedding invitations without her hovering. I could interact with Marcus without the wet spot betraying me. It was worth the indignity. It was worth the crinkle. "Okay," I said.

I stood up. The diaper crinkled. It echoed in the quiet room, a loud, wet sound. It sounded like a rubber duck in a bath, but it was me. It was a grown man in a plastic bag.

We walked to the suitcase. I had packed it myself the night before. I had arranged my suit, my shirts, my socks with military precision. I had folded the collar of the dress shirt, smoothed the crease in the trousers. I was protecting my dignity.

Priya opened the bag. She reached in. Her hand moved like a snake, hunting for the soft things. She pulled out a dress shirt. She sniffed it. She wrinkled her nose.

"New," she said.

"Fresh out the wardrobe."

She set it down on the bed. She dipped her hand in again. She pulled out my boxer briefs. She looked at the fabric. Then she reached under the bed. She pulled out a box of extra-large pads. They were thick, white, and smelled faintly of lavender.

"Take them off," she said.

"What?"

"Your other underwear. Give them to me."

I looked at my boxers. They were tight black cotton. "Priya, I'm just going downstairs."

"You are going to earn this pass," she said. She was calm. She was like a nurse administering a vaccine. Cool, efficient. "You have to submit the inventory. If you wear a liner, you do not get the pass. You wear a diaper, you do not get the pass."

"I know the rules."

"Show me."

I dropped my pants. I stepped out of the boxers. I stood there in my diaper and the diaper cover. The room was cold. The air hit my legs. I was exposed, vulnerable, a specimen on a slide.

Priya took the boxers. She folded them neatly and put them on the tray. Then she took a pair of the white cotton panties from the box. She held them up. They were cut high on the thigh. They were delicate lace.

"Put these on," she said.

"No."

"Lift."

I lifted my hips. She pulled the cotton panties up. They felt soft. They felt like lingerie. They felt wrong. They felt like something a bride would wear, not a groomsman in a guest wing. I looked down. The thick bulk of the diaper pressed against the crotch of the panties. The white cotton disappeared under the pink diaper. It looked ridiculous.

"Very nice," she said. "Now, sit."

I sat on the edge of the bed. She opened her clipboard and tapped a pen against the paper. The sound was sharp. The inventory had begun.

She went through every item. For every item, she made a decision. She took my dress pants. She didn't put them in the bag. She took a pair of brown chinos instead. "Too tight," she said. The waistband would fight the diaper. The bulge would show. She put the chinos in.

She took my silk tie. She looked at it. "Too fancy. It will draw attention to your neck."

She put it back. She took a red clip-on. "Hide the neck," she said. It looked cheap. It looked childish. "Better."

She worked fast. She was efficient. She was taking my clothes. Replacing them with things that were softer. Things that were easier to wear under a diaper. She packed my suit jacket away to the side, out of sight. She packed a sweater instead. "You'll be hot inside the church," she said. "You need to take layers off."

She packed the last item. A pair of brown loafers. She took my dress shoes. She took a pair of canvas slip-ons. "Soft soles. Quiet. No clacking. The bride doesn't want to hear your shoes on the marble."

She stood up. She closed the bag. She zipped it up. The zipper made a loud thwuck. "You look comfortable," she said.

"I feel ridiculous," I said. "Priya, I am the best man. I need to look sharp."

"You are a groomsman," she corrected. "And you are leaking. You will be distracted by the crinkling. You will be distracted by the wetness. You will want soft things. You will want cotton."

"I want to feel like a man."

"You are a man," she said. "But you are a wet bed. And a wet bed needs management."

The threat landed. The wedding was the deadline. The rehearsal dinner would be the first test. If I leaked in front of the family, the secret would be out. I would be the groomsman in the wet diaper. I would be the joke of the party. Marcus would have to deal with it. The family would have to deal with it.

"I'm ready," I said. "Can I go?"

She walked over to the dresser. She picked up the laminated sheet. It was the one Marcus had given her. The one he had signed. The protocol. The laminated file might as well have been a death sentence.

"You want the pass, Theo," she said. "You want your autonomy. You want to pretend you can handle this on your own. But autonomy requires trust."

"I trust you."

"Do you?" She tilted her head. "Or do you just trust that I won't tell anyone?" She held up the sheet. "Look at this. It has everything. My protocol. Marcus's orders. The schedule."

She walked back to the bed. She sat down on the mattress. She tapped the spot next to her. "Come here."

I walked to her. I sat down. The mattress squeaked. The springs were old. The rubber mattress cover crackled under us, a wet sound that amplified the silence.

"I've been very good," I said. "I didn't wake you up wet. I cleaned up after myself. I used the baby powder."

"You're a good boy," she said. Her hand went to my crotch. She squeezed the bulge of the diaper. It was soft. It didn't have much shape to it. It was just a warm, heavy bag of plastic. The plastic crinkled under her fingers. Rrip. Crinkle.

"I can go," I said. "I'll just grab my coffee and come back."

"You can go after the inspection," she said. "We have to inventory your body, too. You can't just treat the outside. We have to make sure the inside is ready for the night."

"My body?"

"You're a bedwetter, Theo," she said softly. "But you're also a sexual creature. And right now, you are leaking."

She reached for the waistband again. She pulled the diaper down. The air touched my skin, cold, and I flinched. She pulled the diaper all the way down to my knees. I was sitting on a bed in the guest wing of my brother's house. I was naked from the waist down. My cock was soft. My balls hung low. There was a sticky patch on the front of the diaper. It wasn't pee. It was sweat. But it looked like it. Like the evidence.

"Smell it," she commanded.

I leaned forward. My nose was inches from my crotch. I breathed in. I smelled cotton. I smelled powder. I smelled the faint tang of urine. It was musky. It was embarrassing. It was intimate.

"It smells," I whispered.

"Good," she said. "I want you to know what you smell like. I want you to know that you are a boy who can't hold it."

She pulled the diaper all the way off. She threw it into the hamper. The plastic crinkled loudly. I was sitting there, stripped. Raw. My cock stood up, thick and red. It bobbed in the air, hardening with shame.

"Now," she said. "We need to check for leaks. And we need to prepare for the night."

She opened the bedside table drawer. She took out a tube of lube. It smelled like shea butter. She unscrewed the cap. She grabbed a plug. It was a large, pink plug. It had a flared base. It had a heart on the end.

"Turn over," she said.

I didn't move.

"I said turn over," she said. Her voice was hard. "Give me access."

I turned over. I lay on my stomach. I buried my face in the pillow. Traffic outside. The house settling. The sound of it breathing.

"Spread your cheeks," she said.

I reached back. I parted my cheeks. My asshole was tight. It clenched. I was exposed from the front and the back. I felt her eyes on me, and I felt the cold air, and I felt the shame settle in like it belonged there.

The cap of the lube clicked. Cold gel hit my hole. I flinched.

"Stay still," she said.

Her finger pressed in. It burned. I breathed into the pillow. She worked me open, slow and clinical. One finger. Two. The smell of shea butter filled the room. My cock was hard against the mattress. I hated it. I needed it.

"Now the plug," she said. "Push out."

The tip pressed against me. It was wider than her fingers. I pushed. It stretched me, a slow, relentless spread, and then the flare popped past the ring and my body swallowed it whole. The heart-shaped base settled between my cheeks. I groaned into the pillow.

"There," she said. She patted my ass. "Full and quiet."

She rolled me over. She lifted my hips and slid a fresh diaper under me. Powder. Tapes. Riiip. Riiip. She pulled them tight, and the thick padding pushed the plug deeper. Every step I took would remind me it was there.

She stood and picked up her clipboard. She made a note. Then she looked at me.

"You have your pass," she said. "Coffee. The headcount. One hour. The plug stays in. The diaper stays on. If the monitor pings before you're back, the pass is gone and tonight gets longer."

I sat up. The plug shifted. The diaper crinkled. I dressed in the chinos and the sweater she had packed for me. Soft things over plastic. A costume over a costume.

At the door she stopped me with two fingers on my chest.

"Walk slow," she said. "Smile at the mother-in-law. And Theo?" She smoothed my collar. "Count your hour."

I walked downstairs with the plug in my ass and the crinkle in my step. I held my coffee like a man. I felt every second of the hour she had given me.


Chapter 5: Handle Theo Quietly

Iran my thumb over the folder tab. Rough. THEO. The letters were pressed into the paper, worn by fingers that had held this plan for a week before I even booked the flight. I flipped it open. The date at the bottom glared up at me. October 12th. Seven days ago.

My brother Marcus had sent me a text on October 13th. Bro, you gonna make it to the wedding? He couldn't know. He couldn't have known that Priya was sitting in a hotel room writing down the terms I had asked her for, that I wet the bed as a grown man and had booked a whole week of being kept in adult diapers because of it, or that the guest room downstairs had been fitted with a rubber mattress cover three days before I packed my bag.

"Handle Theo Quietly," the note said. It was stamped at the bottom. Priya’s handwriting. Neat, looping, dark ink. It wasn't a suggestion. It was a command for a job she’d already started. I was the problem to be contained, the embarrassment to be managed, the boy who needed to be put back into diapers because the world wasn't ready for a grown man who still leaked when he slept.

I slammed the folder shut. The sound echoed in the small bathroom of the guest wing. I needed my car keys. I needed to get out of this house. I needed to remember what it felt like to be in control of my own bladder, my own clothes, my own life.

I walked out into the hallway. The carpet swallowed my footsteps. I turned toward Priya’s room. She was in there. I could hear the quiet hum of her phone, the click of a pen. I didn't knock. I didn't need an invitation to take back what I thought was mine.

I pushed the door open. Priya stood by the window, her back to me, looking out at the wedding venue being set up in the distance. She wore a crisp white blouse and slacks. She looked like a secretary. She looked like a doctor. She looked like the woman who had decided my fate without ever once asking me what I wanted.

I reached for the key ring on her desk. She turned around.

"Theo," she said. Not surprised. Not alarmed. Just the sound of my name falling from her lips. "I was expecting you."

"I need the keys," I said.

She didn't move. She just looked at me. Her eyes were dark, unreadable. "You can keep the keys. You can drive away if you want. But you have to come down for the inspection first."

"There's nothing to inspect," I snapped. The folder burned in my pocket. The betrayal clawed at my chest. "I'm fine."

"You wet the bed again last night, Theo," she said. Her voice was calm. Boring. "You leaked. The alarm went off. I changed you. You fell back asleep."

"I fell back asleep."

"You soaked through the diaper. You soaked through the rubber cover. You soaked right through to the mattress," she listed, ticking them off like items on a grocery list. "The sheets are in the hamper. The mattress is covered. The room smells like ammonia and old shame."

My face went hot. I turned away, to the room's reflection in the window glass. There I stood, young, betrayed again by my own body. Marcus had told her. He had laughed about it with her. They had made a plan. They had put rubber on his brother’s bed before his brother even arrived.

"I’m not a baby," I said.

"We know who you are, Theo," she said. She walked toward me. She stopped close enough that I could smell her perfume. It was sharp, citrusy, irritating. "But we also know what you are. A boy who cannot hold his bladder. A man who needs help."

She took my wrist. Her fingers were cool. Firm. She pulled me toward the bed. "Sit."

I sat on the edge of the mattress. The mattress cover was smooth, slippery beneath my jeans. Tension wound tight in my legs. Rebellion in my gut.

She knelt in front of me. She reached for the buckle of my belt. "Don't," I said.

She didn't stop. She undid the buckle. She unzipped my jeans. She pushed them down my hips. I kicked them off. I sat there in my boxers, exposed, waiting for the next blow.

She pulled the waistband of my boxers down. The diaper was there. It was a thick, white thing, swollen and sagging at the center. Obscene. It looked like a slur. I looked down at it. It was wet. You could see the darker shadow spreading in the middle, the heat trapped inside the cotton.

She ran a hand over the messy bulk. "Look at that," she said. "Soaked. Again. And you woke up dry enough to get up here. You knew. You woke up and you peed anyway. Because you can't stop. Because you need it."

"No," I hissed. "I just woke up and didn't get up. I would have gone."

"Next time, you won't even wake up," she said. She grabbed the tapes. She ripped them open. The sound was loud. CRACK. The diaper fell away, heavy and wet, landing on the rug. The air hit my skin, cool and damp. The smell hit my nose, sharp and sour. I smelled like a toilet.

She didn't let me hide. She pulled me forward, forcing me to lean back against the headboard. She used a wipe on me. It was rough, scrubbing at my skin. She cleaned me. She cleaned the mess I had made. She did it with clinical precision, like she was scrubbing a wound, not a man's groin.

"Stay," she said, tossing the wipe into the bin.

I sat there, naked in the bright room, while she went to the dresser. She pulled out a fresh diaper. It was crinkling, a loud, sharp sound in the quiet room. She set it on the bed. She pulled out a tube of cream. She pulled out a fresh pair of boxers.

She turned back to me. "Hands up."

I raised my arms. She pulled a fresh diaper under me. The white pad was cool against my skin. She powdered me. She rubbed the powder into my hips. She taped me up. She pulled the tapes tight. She patted the thick bulk. "All secure," she said. "No leaks. You are trapped in this."

I glanced down. I looked like an infant. I looked like a joke. The crinkling sounded like a dress rehearsal for the wedding, for the day I would walk down the aisle in this. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. I wanted to rip this diaper off and rub it in her face. But I couldn't move. I couldn't speak. I just sat there while she pushed me back onto the bed.

"Today is the tuxedo fitting," she said. She was opening the bedside drawer. She pulled out a remote control. She pulled out a small, vibrating egg. "You will wear this under the tuxedo. You will wear the diaper. You will go downstairs, you will smile, you will act like an adult."

"And if I don't?"

"If you don't," she said, turning the egg on. The buzz was immediate, small, but insistent. It pressed from inside, right against the head of my cock. I gasped. My cock jerked. It grew hard instantly. The egg hummed against the sensitive skin.

"Then I will leave you in this room. I will take the keys. I will feed you baby food. I will potty train you like a toddler," she said. She leaned over me. She kissed me on the forehead. It was dirty. It was degrading. "Do you understand, Theo?"

"Yes," I breathed. The buzzing was driving me insane. It was pulling at my resolve. It was making me want to beg.

"Good boy," she said. She rubbed her thumb over my wet diaper. "Now, show me how sorry you are for lying to me."

She took my hand and placed it on my diaper. She guided my fingers into the diaper, into the wet heat. "Touch it," she whispered. "Feel how wet you are. Feel how disgusting you are."

I traced the line of the wet spot. It was warm. It was gross. It made my stomach flip. My fingers were coated in the smell of my own piss. I rubbed it in. I smeared it. I was touching myself like a piece of garbage.

"Good," she said. She climbed onto the bed. She straddled my waist. She was wearing a skirt now. I could see the hem of it, the curve of her thigh. She leaned down. She took my cock in her hand. She stroked it. Hard. Fast. The vibrator in my ass made the sensation double, triple, spiked. My nerve endings screamed.

"Open your mouth," she said.

I opened my mouth. She spit into it. It was hot, salty. She forced a final command in before she lowered herself onto me.

"Show me this week's work," she said.

She took me into her mouth. She swallowed me whole. She bobbed her head. She sucked hard. The vibration in my ass made my hips jerk. I couldn't stay still. I bucked up into her throat. She moaned around me. The sound was filthy, wet and sloppy. It short-circuited something in me.

I was coming apart. The folder, the betrayal, the wet diaper, the spit, the buzzing egg, the humiliation of seeing her look down at me like I was a project, it all crashed into me at once. I grabbed her hair. I pulled her face down. I needed to be deeper. I needed to be used.

"Fuck," I groaned. "Priya."

She sucked harder. She used her tongue. She worked the vein. She took me to the edge. She pulled back just an inch. She looked up at me. Her eyes were glazed. Her lips were red and swollen. She was panting.

"Not yet," she said.

She moved up. She straddled my face. She lowered herself onto my mouth. I ate her out. I drank her down. I buried my face in her pussy. I lapped at her slit. I tasted her. She was sweet, hot, wet. She ground her hips against my face. She moaned. Her moans vibrated against my cock.

The vibrator in my ass was killing me. It was relentless. It was pushing me toward the edge of a cliff I couldn't see. I was spasming, my whole body shaking. I was losing control. I was becoming nothing more than a hole for her to use. A diaper. A toy. A dirty boy.

"Come," she commanded. "Cum for me, Theo."

I couldn't stop. I exploded. I came in huge bursts, jet after jet, emptying my balls, coating her throat. It felt like my entire life was squirting out of me, everything I thought I was, everything I thought I had kept hidden. I screamed into her pussy. I bucked my hips. I soaked the diaper. I soaked the mattress. I soaked everything.

She rode me through it. She ground down on my face. She milked my cock with her mouth. She took every drop. She swallowed it. She licked me clean.

She collapsed beside me. She lay on the rumpled sheets. She stroked my hair. She looked at me like I was nothing. Like I was hers.

The buzzing of the egg slowed down. It died. The silence returned to the room, heavy and suffocating. I lay there, spent, panting, sticky. I looked at my hands. They were shaking. My eyes dropped to the wet diaper. It was darker now. It was soaked through to the sheet.

"You did well," she said. She sat up. She pulled the sheet off my body. She took the used diaper off me. She held it up. She showed me the mess. "You filled it. You made a mess. You enjoyed it, didn't you?"

"Yes," I whispered.

She tossed the diaper into the hamper. She stood up. She went to the door. She opened it and called out into the hallway.

"Rest for an hour," she said. "Then come down. The family is waiting."

She closed the door. I was alone in the room. I listened to the silence. I remembered the date on the folder. I remembered the words Handle Theo Quietly. The rebellion was over. The game was rigged. I had tried to take back control, but I had only found more proof that I had never had any to begin with.

I lay back on the rubber mattress cover. I closed my eyes. I felt the phantom buzz of the egg still inside me. I felt the weight of the thick diaper between my legs. I was broken. I was fixed. I was ready.

"Four days," I whispered to the ceiling. "Four days until it ends."

I waited for the sleep that wouldn't come.


Chapter 6: Wet on Purpose

Two o’clock in the morning. The hallway was empty. The guest house was too quiet for this kind of movement. My bare feet made no sound on the hardwood, but the urge in my bladder was a roaring fire in a dry room. I stopped in front of the door. It was the only room with a light under it.

I didn’t want to go back to the other room. I didn’t want to lie on the rubber mattress cover and stare at the ceiling and wait for the dawn. I didn’t want to wake up dry again, only to have her come in and check me and confirm that I had failed. I wanted to be found. I wanted to be caught.

My hand hovered over the wood. I knocked.

Priya opened the door a moment later. She wore a silk robe that tied at the waist, nothing else. Her hair was down, loose and dark, stopping at her shoulders. She didn't look sleepy. She looked like she had been waiting.

“Theo,” she said. Her voice was low. “I heard the floorboards.”

“I couldn’t sleep,” I said. The lie tasted like dust in my mouth.

She stepped back and gestured to the bed. “Come in.”

I pushed the door open. It creaked on its hinges, a lonely sound in the silent hallway. I walked inside.

The room smelled of vanilla and something else. Something sharp. Something like old paper. My eyes went to the nightstand. The laminated protocol sat there, right next to a glass of water. She had been reading it when I knocked.

I walked to the bed and sat on the edge. The mattress cover crackled under me, a sharp, teasing sound.

“You’re back,” she said.

“I couldn’t wait,” I said.

She walked to the window and pulled the curtains tight. The room plunged into twilight. Her silhouette was a black cutout against the darkness outside. “Did you wake up wet?”

“I’m standing in front of your door,” I said. “I must be very wet.”

She turned around. The light from the hallway still touched her face. “Are you?”

“I’m leaking,” I said. I looked down at my lap. The thick diaper bulged, heavy and uncomfortable between my legs. It had been wet for hours. It had been wet since the night before.

She walked to the side of the bed. She didn’t look at the paper. She didn’t turn around and mock me or laugh at me. She just looked at the bulge in my trousers. She reached out and touched the fabric.

“You’re holding it in,” she said.

“I’m trying,” I said. “Why do you care?”

She reached for the buckle of my belt. Her fingers were warm. They brushed against my hip. A shock of heat went through me, straight through my zipper to my cock. “Your brother wants you dry for the wedding. He doesn’t want a wet spot on the tuxedo. He doesn’t want the family pictures ruined.”

“You told him,” I said. The pieces were falling into place. “The file. The laminated sheet. It was printed a week before I got here.”

“I printed it yesterday,” she said. “I read it to him. He was very specific. He said he didn’t want you to be embarrassed. He said he asked me to handle it quietly. So you wouldn’t have to deal with the hotel laundry. So I could keep you dry.”

I looked at her. The anger was there, but buried under something else. Something like relief. He knew. He didn't want to hide it. He wanted to fix it. He just didn't want me to fix it.

“So this,” I said, touching the diaper, “this is the fix.”

“This is the fix,” she said. She pulled the belt through the buckle. The metal clicked. “You’re supposed to be here. This room is for you. I’m the nurse. This is my job.”

She unzipped my trousers. She pulled them and my boxers down to my knees. I shivered. The cool air hit my legs and my groin. The diaper was right there, thick and pink-white against my skin. It was heavy. It sagged to the left.

She knelt on the floor.

I watched her. Her face was close to my cock. The diaper made a wet, crinkling noise every time I shifted on the mattress.

“Do you want me to check?” she asked. She didn't wait for an answer. She reached for the tapes. She pulled the right side down. The diaper fell away from the left side, exposing the front. It was soaked. The front panel was heavy and warm and transparent. The smell hit me, a strong scent of ammonia and musk. It was embarrassing. It was intimate.

“It’s wet,” she said. Her voice was flat. Clinical.

“It’s soaked,” I said.

“You failed,” she said.

“I know,” I said.

She reached for the phone on the nightstand. She buzzed it. The screen lit up. I looked at the notification. It was a message from Marcus. Did you handle him yet? We need him dry for the rehearsal dinner. I stared at the screen. It was the final proof. I wasn't just suffering this. I was an item on a checklist. A project.

Priya put the phone down. She looked up at me. Her eyes were dark. “You can stop fighting it, Theo. The wedding is coming. I’m not going to let you ruin it.”

“I don’t want to ruin it,” I said. “I just want to sleep.”

“You can’t sleep until you’re checked,” she said. “And you can’t be checked until you’re full.”

She grabbed my wrist. She pulled me back. I fell onto the bed, my head hitting the pillows. The mattress cover crinkled. The diaper sagged, pressing the mess against my skin. It was uncomfortable, but it was also reassuring. It was evidence. I was exactly who they thought I was.

She climbed onto the bed between my legs. She found the tape on the left side and pulled it down.

The diaper fell open. The warmth pooled around my hips. The mess was everywhere. The cold air of the air conditioner hit my bare skin. I was exposed. I was naked in front of her, dressed only in a diaper that was leaking.

She didn't wipe me. She didn't change me. She just looked at me.

“I want you to wet,” she said.

“What?”

“I want you to wet right now,” she said. “I want you to fill the diaper. I want to see it happen.”

I met her eyes. “Why?”

“Because you need to ask,” she said. “You need to beg for it. You need to show me that you know what you are.”

I looked at the empty diaper. Then at her face. She was waiting. She was calm. She wasn't going to do it for me. She was going to make me do it.

I took a breath. My hands clenched the sheets. I focused on the pressure in my bladder. The urge to let go swelled. I thought about the humiliation. I thought about the shame. I thought about being an adult who couldn't control his own body. And I didn't fight it. I let it go.

I pushed.

A warm flood streamed out of me. It hit the inside of the diaper instantly. It soaked through the diaper. It felt like a hot bath in my lap. The diaper expanded. It grew heavier. The bulk pushed against my cock and my balls. The mess spread up my back and down my thighs. I gasped. Heat radiated off me.

It felt good. It felt wrong. It felt like coming.

Priya watched the front of the diaper expand. She reached out and pressed her hand against the wet fabric. She rubbed it. She smothered the mess under her palm.

“So wet,” she said. She drew her hand back and brought it to her nose. She inhaled. She closed her eyes. “You are so wet, Theo.”

I lay there, breathing hard. The shame was hot in my throat. I had done it. I had wet on purpose because I needed her to see it. I needed her to touch it. I needed her to know.

She leaned forward. She kissed my stomach. Her lips were soft. They moved over the sweat on my skin. She stopped at the top of the diaper.

She unbuttoned her robe. She pulled it off. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her breasts were heavy, pale against the dim light. Her nipples were hard. She rubbed her legs together. Her skin was flushed.

She straddled my waist. The diaper was heavy and wet between us. It squished when she moved. It made a gross, wet sound that filled the room.

“Now,” she said. “I’m going to service you. I’m going to take care of you.”

She opened the bedside table and took out the vibrator. It was a thick black toy with a curved tip. It hummed when she turned it on. The sound was loud.

She turned off the main lights. The only light came from the streetlights outside and the glow of the phone on the nightstand. She held the vibrator in one hand. Her other hand grabbed my cock. She wrapped her fingers around it. She stroked it. It throbbed in her hand.

She lowered her head. She took my cock into her mouth.

She didn't use her tongue. She just sucked. She took it deep. Her throat tightened around it. She gagged. She pulled back, swallowing hard. She took it again.

I groaned. The vibration buzzed against her lips. She teased the tip. She ran the toy down the length of me, from the head to the base. She circled my balls with it. The buzz was intense. It made my skin tingle.

She picked up the pace. She bobbed her head up and down. She made wet, slippery sounds. She used her hand to stroke what she couldn’t fit. She looked up at me. Her eyes were wide and dark. She was relentless.

I gripped the sheets. My hips bucked. The diaper was heavy and soaked. It felt like it was crushing me. I couldn't move my legs. I was stuck in the mess. I was stuck in her mouth.

“Priya,” I gasped.

She didn't stop. She took me deeper. She hummed. The vibration went through my cock straight to my spine. My toes curled. The pressure built, cresting right at the edge. I was going to come. I was going to come in her mouth.

She pressed the vibrator against my asshole. She circled the tight ring of muscle. She pushed it in. It slipped inside. The buzz was muffled, but it was still strong. It buzzed against the inside of my body. It made everything feel sensitive.

I arched my back. The diaper sagged and squelched. I came.

I shot my load into her mouth. She swallowed it. She kept going. She sucked hard. She used her tongue. She milked every last drop out of me.

I collapsed back onto the mattress. I stared at the ceiling. The room spun. The vibrator buzzed inside me. The diaper squeezed me. I was floating.

She pulled away. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She left a wet trail on her skin.

She picked up the phone and lit the screen. The darkness swallowed her face, but the light showed her eyes.

“The rehearsal dinner,” she said. “You’ll need to be dry for that.”

“You’re going to make me,” I said. My voice was weak. My body was broken.

“I am,” she said. “I’m going to make sure you are.”

She got off the bed. She gathered her robe. She looked at the wet diaper, then at the mess spreading on the sheets.

“You belong in this room now,” she said. “You don’t go to the wedding as a brother. You go as a patient. You go as mine.”

She turned off the light. She left me in the dark, buzzing and leaking, comforted in my defeat.

I lay there for a long time. I listened to the hum of the vibrator against my insides. I listened to the wet squish of the diaper. I closed my eyes and opened the valve again. I let go until there was nothing left.

It was the only thing I could do.


Chapter 7: Scheduled Like Everything Else

White powder coated my spine. The tailor’s chalk line cut a jagged path from my neck to the small of my back. The trousers were half-buckled, loose around the hips but tight at the calves, and underneath all of it, a thick, plastic-lined bulk pressed against my groin. The diaper crinkled every time I shifted my weight. The sound was loud, like a sudden intake of breath, and the fabric trapped the heat.

Priya was three doors down. I could hear the snip of the shears and the rustle of silk. She was in there with the bride and the seamstress. She was needed by the family, by the future, by the person who would walk down that aisle and wear the title of sister-in-law. I was just a groomsman. I was just the guy in the guest wing, the one with the wet history and the rubber sheets.

The tailor adjusted the caliper on my hip. "Shoulders back."

I didn't move. The bulk between my legs made it hard to hold the posture. The diaper sagged, heavy and warm. It dragged at my center, a weight I hadn't earned. I was trapped in a suit that cost more than my old car, padded like a toddler, waiting for a woman who belonged to the wedding, not to me.

The door opened.

Priya stepped inside the guest room. She wasn't wearing the white dress. She wore black slacks and a fitted blouse that showed the line of her waist. Her hair was pinned up, exposing the sharp line of her neck, leaving the soft skin of her throat vulnerable. She looked clinical. She looked like she was here to check a vitals chart, not to help a brother get ready for his big day.

The tailor nodded to her. "The groom is waiting."

"I'll handle the fit," she said. Her voice was calm, flat. "You can get the lapels."

The tailor nodded once and left the room, pulling the door shut behind him. The lock clicked. The room was small, the air still and smelling of lemon polish and old cedar.

"Turn around," she said.

I swiveled on the heel of my shoe. The diaper made a sharp, dry rustle.

She walked around the chair I was standing near and looked at the chalk line on my spine. She reached out, her fingers cool against the powder on my skin, and traced the line with the tip of her thumbnail. The touch grated, intrusive.

"You’re dilated," she said. Not a question. A statement of fact. She pointed at the stomach area of the trousers. "The waistband digs in here. The bulk is high."

"I'm fine," I said. The lie tasted like copper.

"Not yet," she said. She stepped closer, her knees brushing the fabric of my trousers. "Stand wider."

She reached up and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my pants. She pulled them down an inch. Not off. Just enough to expose the heavy bulk of the diaper. The plastic crinkled again, louder this time. The air hit the damp top layer of the fabric that was already soaking up the sweat gathering in my groin.

She didn't look at the diaper in a clinical way. She looked at it like a piece of property she owned. She ran a hand over the top tape, smoothing it down. "Marcus wanted you in this. Specifically said he didn't want you waking up in a hotel bed the night before the vows."

She moved to my back. "You’re stiff. Tense."

"I'm standing still," I said.

"Turn."

I turned back to face her. She was between my legs now. The space between us was filled with the smell of her, lavender and something sharper, like metal.

She reached for the hem of my shirt. She lifted it. The diaper was fully exposed. The white cloth was thick, bloated and round, pressing against my groin. It was humiliating. To be inspected in front of the mirror, to have her studying the way the diaper held my cock and balls, trapped in the plastic.

"Pull out," she said.

I reached behind me and unfastened the tabs. The diaper dropped slightly, the plastic crinkling as it settled lower. The front panel bulged, tented by my cock.

She pressed a hand flat against the front of the diaper. Her palm was warm. The heat radiated through the plastic. She didn't rub. She just held. She leaned in, her face inches from mine. She smelled like expensive shampoo.

"Hard already," she murmured.

The tip of her finger traced the outline of my cock through the cloth. It shot straight to my gut, electric. My knees wobbled. I gripped the back of the chair.

"That's the effect of the diaper," I lied again. "It rubs."

"It's the effect of me," she said. She stepped closer, her legs pressing against my thighs. The fabric of her slacks rubbed against the diaper. "You know what you are, Theo. Don't you?"

I stared at her. Her eyes were dark, rimmed with red liner. She looked tired but sharp. "I'm the groomsman."

"You're the baby," she said. Her voice dropped to a whisper. "The one who needs his diaper changed. The one who wets the bed."

"I haven't wet the bed the last three nights," I bit out.

"That's because I wake you up," she said. "And because you're scared. You're scared of the humiliation. But you like it. I can feel it."

She released the front of the diaper and grabbed my shoulder. She spun me around so my back was to her and my chest was to the mirror. She pressed me down into the chair.

"Hands behind your head."

I put my hands on the top of the chair back. My chest heaved. I watched her in the mirror. She walked around to the side of the chair. She picked up a measuring tape from the dresser where the tailor had left it.

She clamped the end of the tape around my upper thigh. She walked down the leg, measuring the length of the pant leg. The tape bit into my skin. She stopped at the ankle. She released the tape and brought her hands to the hem of the pants.

She lifted the leg.

"You’re leaking," she said.

I looked down. The front of the diaper was darker at the center, a spot spreading outward.

"I'm not," I said.

"It’s visible," she said. She tapped the spot in the mirror. "You’re making a mess in there. You’re pathetic."

"It’s sweat," I said.

"It’s wetness," she corrected. "And you’re leaking it out the sides. The diaper is too big. Or you’re too wet."

She dropped the pants leg. She walked back in front of me. She reached into the pocket of her slacks and pulled out a small, flat box. She opened it. Inside was a silver vibrator. It was thin, about the size of a finger, but the head was wide and ribbed.

"I need to check the fit," she said, holding up the vibe. "If the tape is too tight, it will dig in. If it's too loose, you'll leak. I need to gauge the pressure."

"W-what?" I asked.

"That's not for you to decide," she said. She moved to the side of the chair again. She tapped the seat cushion. "Get up."

I stood up. She stepped behind me.

"Lift the diaper."

I reached behind and pulled the front down. The diaper sagged, exposing my ass. I was naked from the waist down, save for the diaper that was now piled at my ankles.

She pressed the cold metal of the vibe against my lower back, right where the spine meets the glutes. The cold shock made me flinch.

"Relax," she commanded. Her hand landed on my shoulder and held me still. "Breathe."

She moved the vibe downward, over the curve of my cheek. The harsh cold bit against the heat trapped in the diaper. She pressed it against the fabric that covered my asshole. The vibration hummed against the skin, a tickle that edged toward pain.

"You're already opening up for it," she said. "Look at the mirror."

I looked. My asshole twitched against the vibe. I pushed back, trying to escape the sensation, but it was useless. Her hand was a weight, holding me in place.

"Count back from ten," she said.

"What?"

"One."

She pressed the vibe harder against the hole. The vibration buzzed, rattling my bones.

"Two."

She pressed inside. Just the tip. The plastic of the vibe forced the muscles around my hole to stretch. It burned. It felt wrong. It felt delicious.

"Three."

She pushed past the resistance. The vibe slid inside me. It was thick. It filled me up. The noise of the motor was loud in the quiet room.

"Four."

She pulled it out just an inch and pushed it back in. Hard. The sensation was sharp, a spike of pain that turned into a throb.

"Five."

She started a rhythm. In and out. Slow. Deliberate. The diaper was dry against the front, but the back felt wet with sweat. The vibe worked its way deeper. She found the spot that made my knees buckle.

"Six."

The heat climbed my spine. My cock strained at the front of the diaper, throbbing against the plastic. I gripped the arms of the chair.

"Seven."

She twisted the vibe. She was working it in circles, grinding it against the rough patch of nerves inside me. My hips jerked. I couldn't help it. My body moved without me. I was getting fucked by a sex toy in a guest room, with a woman I wanted to hate watching me.

"Eight."

Static roared behind my eyes. I was panting. The diaper felt heavy, sodden with the sweat and the pre-cum leaking from my cock.

"Nine."

She stopped. The vibe remained inside me, humming against my insides. The pressure was intense. The muscles spasmed around it, trying to grip it, trying to pull it deeper.

"Did you like that?" she asked.

"Yes," I rasped.

"Say it."

"I liked it."

"Good boy," she said. Her hand came down hard on my ass cheek. "But you're not done yet."

She grabbed the vibe. She pulled it out with a wet sound. I groaned, the void immediately too empty. She didn't stop. She put the vibe down on the chair and grabbed my hips.

She spun me around.

I was gasping for air, my chest heaving. The diaper was tented out, the head of my cock pressing against the plastic. The sight of her, standing over me, looking down at me like a piece of meat, made my stomach flip.

She reached for the waistband of the diaper. "We need to check the tapes."

She pulled the tapes down. The diaper fell away. My cock sprang free, slapping against my stomach. It was red, angry, dripping precum onto the floor.

She took the diaper off completely and tossed it onto the chair with the vibe. I stepped out of the diaper, kicking it aside. I was naked. I was exposed. I was hers.

"Kneel."

I sank to my knees on the plush carpet. I looked up at her. She undid the top button of her slacks and pushed them down slightly. She kicked her shoes off. She stepped out of her panties and stepped closer. Her pussy was shaved, pink and wet.

"You want this?" she asked. She grabbed my hair and forced my head back. "Tell me."

"Yes."

"Who owns you?"

"You do."

"Who decides when you come?"

"You do."

"Who checks your diaper?"

"You do."

"Who makes you wet?"

"I do."

"Liar," she said. She slapped my face with her wet pussy. The heat of her skin was shocking. She rubbed it against my cheek, smearing her fluids across my skin. "You wet yourself because you're a baby. And now we're going to fix you."

She grabbed my shoulders and pushed me back onto the floor. She straddled my face. She lowered herself until her pussy was inches from my mouth.

"Lick," she commanded.

I opened my mouth and took her in. She tasted like musk and salt. She ground her hips against my face. Her clit was hard, pressing against my lips. I licked and sucked, trying to please her, trying to distract myself from the ache in my groin.

She reached down between her legs and grabbed my cock. She stroked it firmly. Pleasure jolted through me, instant and overwhelming. My eyes rolled back. I moaned into her pussy.

"Not yet," she said. She pulled her hips back. "Look at me."

I looked up at her. She was standing over me, her hand on my cock, her juice glistening on her fingers.

"Beg for it."

"I want to come."

"Beg for permission."

"Please," I said. "Please let me come."

She laughed. It was a short, cruel sound. "Not yet. You haven't earned it. You're too loose. You haven't earned the right to splatter all over my floor."

She let go of my cock. She grabbed the vibe off the chair. It was still buzzing. She put the tip against the head of my cock. She held it there, right on the slit.

"Count to five."

"One."

She pressed the vibe against the sensitive skin. The vibration hummed, making my cock throb.

"Two."

She moved the vibe down the shaft, stroking slowly. It was maddening, good but not enough. I needed the friction of a hand or the suction of a mouth. The vibe was static. It was just noise.

"Three."

My hips bucked off the floor. I tried to fuck the vibe, but she moved it away.

"Four."

"I can't," I pleaded. "Please. I can't take it."

"Four what?"

"I can't take it. It's too much."

"Good," she said. "That's the point."

"Five."

She moved the vibe back to the tip. She pressed hard. The vibration shot through the whole length of my cock. The pain was sharp, quick, and turned into pleasure so intense it felt like it broke my brain. I shouted.

"Come."

The tension snapped. My back arched off the floor. My cock jerked violently. Thick ropes of cum shot out, landing on her stomach and dripping down her belly button. I gasped for air, my vision blurring, a white-out of pure sensation.

She pushed the vibe against my cock again, milking it with the vibration. I thrashed on the floor, trying to get away from the pleasure, but I was trapped. She rode out the spasms, holding the vibe there, forcing me to feel every twitch, every drop of cum.

When I finally went limp, she pulled the vibe away. She stood up and looked down at me. She wiped her hand on my chest, smearing the cum.

"You're leaking," she said.

I lay there gasping, my heart hammering against my ribs. "I'm sorry."

"Not your fault," she said. "It's the diaper. It's just too much for you to handle."

She picked up the diaper and the vibe. She packed them into her box. She put the box in her pocket.

"Up," she said.

I struggled to my feet. My legs were shaky. The room spun for a second before settling. I was sore. I was empty. I was used.

She buttoned her slacks and smoothed them flat. She looked perfect. I looked like a mess.

"Marcus is waiting for you," she said. "He wants to do a final walk-through."

"I'm ready," I said.

"You are," she said. "But not yet."

She walked to the door. She paused with her hand on the handle. She looked back at me. The look in her eyes was cold. It was the look of a nurse who had seen it all, a woman who had no sympathy left to give.

"I'm going to the bride," she said. "She's nervous. She asked for me."

She dropped the line like a weapon. I am going to the bride. The invitation. The exclusion. The reminder that they trusted her with everything now. She belonged in that room. I was still the dirty secret.

"I'll be right there," I said.

"No," she said. "I'll come for you later. After dinner."

She left the room.

I stood alone in the guest room. I looked at the chair where I had knelt. The carpet was wet where I had leaked. The diaper was gone. I was naked and exposed, but the shame didn't burn as hot as the jealousy.

I walked to the door and opened it. The hallway was empty. Down the hall, the door to Marcus's room was open. I could see them. I could see the way she touched his arm. I could see the way he laughed at something she said.

I slumped against the wall. I closed my eyes and remembered the way the vibe had felt inside me. I remembered the sound of my own voice begging.

It wasn't just pleasure I wanted. It was her. I wanted her to come for me, not because I was scheduled to come, but because she wanted to see me fall apart. I wanted to be the reason she smiled.

But she belonged to the wedding. She was part of the schedule. She was the authority. She owned my body, yes. But she owned my heart too, whether she knew it or not, and that made it worse. She was leaving me here to wait, to simmer in my own mess, while she went to prepare someone else for her life.

I walked down the hall toward dinner. I adjusted my tie. I put on a mask of a groomsman.

I had three days left. Three days until the wedding. Three days until her job here was done.

Three days until I had to face the morning again. Until she came in to check the diaper I had earned the night before. Until I had to beg for permission to be dry.

The clock was ticking. And she was the only one holding the time.


Chapter 8: Nothing Stays Private

The laminated card slid across the dresser again, but this time with a blank line at the bottom and a marker set beside it.

I stared at the white rectangle. A month ago, this would have just been paper. Now it was a death sentence written in plastic. It listed my name in block letters. It listed my embarrassing history with failure sheets. It listed the measurements of the rubber covering I wore to bed.

And now, empty space waited for my hand.

I kicked the heavy plastic sheet that had been wrapped around the mattress. It made a loud, sharp crack that vibrated through the soles of my feet. The room was a wreck. My clothes were a pile on the floor. The air smelled of stale sex and ammonia and the plastic of a diaper that had been holding back a flood for too long. I was lying in a wet spot the size of a dinner plate.

The crinkle of the thick pad under me was deafening. I hadn’t meant to leak. I hadn’t meant to lose control while I was pretending to be a man, pretending I didn’t need the protocol. But it had rushed out of me hot and fast, filling the pink plastic entirely, heavy and sloshing.

It felt good. It felt disgusting.

I sat up. The diaper sagged between my legs. It was heavy, dragging me down, pulling my hips into a helpless, babyish angle. I grabbed the marker. My hand was shaking. I looked at the bottom of the card. “Special Circumstances.”

“What do you think you’re doing?” the door said.

I froze. I didn’t turn around.

Priya stood in the doorway. She was holding a clipboard and wearing a clean white uniform. Her hair was pinned back in a tight, severe bun. She looked like a nurse from a nightmare. No smile. No sympathy. Just business.

“I’m signing,” I said. My voice came out rough, like I hadn’t used it all day. “I want the terms changed.”

She walked into the room. The click of her heels on the hardwood was the only sound louder than the diaper. She stopped at the foot of the bed and looked down at me. She looked at the wet spot spreading on the sheets. She looked at the thick, crinkled diaper around my waist. She looked at the laminated card on the dresser.

“You want to change the terms?” she asked. She walked over and picked up the card. She inspected the blank line. “You want to skip the protocol? You want to walk into the wedding dry and clean?”

“I want to keep the protocol,” I said. “After the wedding.”

She smirked. It was a tiny, cruel thing. “The protocol ends on the eighth day. That was the deal. You want relief? You want to stop being my patient? You sign this line, you agree to the new terms.”

“I’m not leaving until I make a new deal,” I said.

She laughed, dry. “You don’t make deals here, Theo. I do.”

“You said I could leave if I got dry,” I said, my voice rising. I stood up. The diaper rustled loudly as I moved. It felt huge. It felt like I was wearing a life jacket of shame. “I still haven’t wet. I’m dry tonight. I’m dry.”

“You will wet,” she said. She stepped closer. She grabbed the collar of my t-shirt. She pulled me down until I was eye to eye with her. “You are a wetter, Theo. It’s in the history. It’s in the protocol. The protocol is the law of this house. If you want to stay past the wedding, you have to accept the reality.”

“I can control it,” I snapped. I tried to pull away, but her grip was iron.

“You can’t,” she said. She let go of my shirt and pointed to the floor. “Get on your knees.”

“I’m not kneeling to you,” I said.

“Get on your knees,” she repeated. “And tell me exactly what you want. Use your words. Tell me you want to be my baby. Tell me you need the diaper. Tell me you need the protocol all the way to the honeymoon.”

I glared at her. The shame burned in my chest. But underneath the shame, there was a throb. A pulse of need that I couldn’t deny. I wanted this. I wanted the enclosure. I wanted to be small and held and watched. I wanted to stop trying to be the man who walked away from this.

“I want the protocol to continue,” I said, my voice cracking. “I want you to keep me. I want to wear the diaper every night. I want the check. I want the alarms.”

“And if you wet?” she asked. “If you fail?”

“I want to be changed,” I said. “I want to be humiliated. I want to be exactly what this card says I am.”

She stepped back and sat on the edge of the bed. She patted her thigh. The gesture was so casual, so commanding, that my knees gave out. I sank to the floor. The floor was hard, but the diaper was soft and wet beneath me.

“Thank you, Priya,” I said.

“Thank you, what?” she asked.

“Thank you for the protocol, Priya,” I said.

“Better,” she said. She opened a drawer and took out a thick, pink diaper. She tossed it onto my lap. “Put it on. Then we’ll talk about the terms.”

I stared at it. It was pink, thick, with blue elastic at the legs. It looked like a prop from a bad movie. I looked at Priya. She was watching me with an expression of bored curiosity, like she was watching an animal in a cage figure out how to turn the wheel.

I unbuttoned my pants. The diaper I was wearing was soaked. It stuck to my skin. I pulled it off. The smell hit me immediately. It was warm, pungent, and unmistakably human.

I put the fresh diaper on. I fastened the tapes tight. It crinkled loudly as I stood up. I felt small again. I felt enclosed. The diaper rose up between my legs, filling the space I was used to having open. I looked like a toddler who had just had a bad accident, but without the baby fat to make it cute.

“Come here,” she said.

I walked to the bed. I stopped at the edge. She pulled me between her knees. She smelled like antiseptic and expensive perfume.

“Talk to me,” she said. “Tell me why you want this. Why do you want to be handled like this? Why do you want to be wet and changed and checked by me when the wedding is over?”

I looked down at her face. She was smiling now. That smile was dangerous. She was going to strip me down until I was just a mess of desire and need.

“I’m tired of trying to be the hero,” I said. “I’m tired of pretending I can just… control myself. I can’t. I fail every night. I wake up in a puddle. I have to be cleaned. I have to be wrapped up. And every time you do it… it feels like the world shrinks. It feels right.”

“Right?” she asked. “It feels pathetic.”

“It feels safe,” I said. “I want to know that when I wake up, I’m already yours. I want to know that the first thing that happens to me is that someone takes care of me. I don’t want to be the groomsman. I don’t want to be the brother’s friend. I want to be your patient. I want to be your baby.”

“I don’t have babies,” she said. “I have patients. I have grown men who forget how to use their bladders.”

“I forget,” I said. “Please. Let me keep failing. Let me keep being your project. I can’t go back to normal. I don’t want to.”

She ran a hand down my chest. Her fingers brushed against my hard cock. It sprang to attention, trapped in the thick padding of the diaper. It pressed against the plastic, a strange, distorted bulge.

“You’re hard,” she said. “You’re dripping.”

“I’m a mess,” I said.

“You’re a horny mess,” she corrected. She undid her uniform trousers. She didn’t tease. She didn’t take it slow. She just stripped them off. She was beautiful. She was wet and ready. She pulled me closer.

“Kiss it,” she ordered.

I leaned in and pressed my lips against her. She tasted like peppermint. I licked her, tasting the salt on her skin. I moved down, kissing her stomach, her hips. I touched her. She was hot and slick.

“Now,” she said. “I’m going to use you. I’m going to fuck you while you’re in that stupid diaper. I’m going to make you thank me for the diaper. I’m going to make you beg.”

She pushed me back onto the bed. She climbed on top of me. The diaper crinkled loudly under her weight. She grabbed the base of my cock. It was trapped in the diaper, but she found it easily. She stroked it hard. The skin pulled tight over the head. It felt incredible, but it was exposed.

“Tell me what you are,” she whispered.

“I’m a patient,” I said.

“You’re more than that,” she said. She lined herself up. She didn’t use a condom. She didn’t use lube. She just sank down onto me. It was raw. It was hot. It hurt a little, then it felt even better.

She rode me. Hard. Fast. Her hips slapped against mine. The diaper was a barrier, a soft cushion that muffled the sound of our sex, but it didn’t stop it. It just made it wetter. We were sweating. We were grunting. The air smelled like sex and desperation.

“Are you wet?” she asked, panting.

“Yes,” I groaned. “I’m wet.”

“Show me,” she said. She lifted off me. She grabbed the front of my diaper. She pulled the pink plastic apart. She exposed my cock to the air. It was dripping with precum. It bobbed in the air, shiny and red.

She smeared the precum across the diaper. She rubbed it in. She made a mess. She grabbed the marker again.

“Sign,” she said.

I picked up the pen. My fingers trembled. I brought it down to the paper. I wrote my name.

She took the pen back. She uncapped it and held it over the blank line.

“Say it,” she said.

I looked at her. I looked at the line. I looked at her body, outlined by the dim light of the lamp.

“I want this,” I said. “I want to stay in the protocol. I want to be your wet baby. I want to be checked. I want to be changed. I want to be used until I can’t think straight anymore.”

She smiled. She capped the pen and tossed it on the floor.

“Good,” she said. “Then I’m going to give you the climax you’ve been begging for.”

She climbed back on top of me. She slid back down onto me. She started to fuck me again, but slower this time. Deeper. She leaned forward and put her weight on me. The diaper pressed against my back. It was warm. It was full of wet. It felt like a second skin.

“I’m going to make you cum so hard,” she whispered in my ear. “I’m going to make you scream. I’m going to make you thank me for this diaper. Say it.”

I grabbed her hips. I dug my nails into her skin. “Thank you, Priya,” I groaned.

“For what?” she asked.

“For the wetting. For the diaper. For the humiliation. For letting me be your baby.”

“You’re a good boy,” she said. She kissed my neck. She bit my ear. She moved faster. She moved harder. The sensations were overwhelming. The diaper was a constant reminder of my state. I was a diapered man being fucked hard by a woman who owned me. The shame coiled in my gut, tight and hot. It fed the pleasure.

“I’m going to cum,” I said. “Priya, I’m going to cum.”

“Cum,” she said. “Cum for me. Cum in the diaper. Cum like a baby.”

I couldn’t hold back. The pressure built up behind my eyes. My vision went white. My body tensed. My cock spasmed. Jet after jet of hot seed shot out, coating the inside of the diaper. It mixed with the wetness I was already wearing. It was a thick, white mess. It was the most erotic thing I had ever experienced.

I screamed. I bit her shoulder. I grabbed her hair. I rode out the wave of pleasure, my hips bucking against her.

She didn’t stop. She kept moving. She kept riding me until my body was too sensitive to take it anymore. Then she slowed down. She lifted off me. She collapsed on top of me.

We lay there, breathing hard. The smell of sex was thick in the room. The diaper felt heavy and full. It sagged against me, dragging me down. I felt small. I felt used. I felt exactly where I wanted to be.

“I signed it,” I whispered.

“You did,” she said. She propped herself up on her elbows. She looked at the card on the dresser. “The clock is ticking, Theo. Two nights. That’s all you have left to try and stay dry. If you wet tonight, you’ll have to sign it again. And I’ll make it permanent.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll sign it. I’ll sign it every night if I have to.”

She smiled. She got off the bed. She started to clean herself up.

“I’ll be in the other room,” she said. “Don’t think about rinsing off. I want to smell you. I want to know you’re still wearing it when I check on you in the morning.”

She walked out of the room. The door clicked shut behind her.

I lay there in the dark. I looked at the laminated card on the dresser. The ink was starting to dry. My name was there. My fate was there.

I shifted my hips. The diaper was uncomfortable. It was itchy. It was wet. It smelled. But I didn’t take it off. I didn’t reach for the tape. I just lay there and listened to the clock ticking on the wall, counting down the days until I was bound to her forever.


Chapter 9: She Rises Mid Toast

The crystal flute caught the light from the high window, circling slowly in Marcus’s hand. He lifted it, a silver halo of champagne resting at the rim. The room went still. The clinking of silverware and the murmur of the dinner guests faded into a low hum. My chest tightened. My breath snagged. I gripped the tablecloth under my napkin. It was white, starch-stiff, and smooth against my fingertips. I couldn’t look at Marcus. I couldn't look at the happy, expectant faces of the parents. I just wanted the floor to swallow me whole right there at the head table.

The vibration started deep in the tablecloth. It traveled up through the wood, through the bumper, and struck my thigh with a dull, rhythmic thump.

Buzz.

Then the screen on the small phone beside Priya’s plate lit up. It was bright blue, glowing in the dim light of the dinner tent. The moisture alarm. The bathroom sensor. The thing that was supposed to be my secret. The thing that Marcus didn't know about, the thing Priya was supposed to hide with a discreet check. But the phone was face-up. The light was blinding. It reflected in Priya’s eyes.

Silence stretched across the table. Not just silence, but the collective pause of a gathering that sensed something was wrong. My brother lowered his glass. He looked at Priya. He looked at me. He saw the light on the table.

Then Priya stood up.

She didn't scramble. She didn't apologize. She set her napkin on the chair with a deliberate, flat fold. She placed the buzzing phone face-down on the table. She smoothed the white linen over it, covering the flashing blue light like I wanted to be covered.

"Check," she said. Her voice was level. It didn't crack. It didn't tremble. It was a doctor calling a time of death.

I stared at her. My throat went dry. The air in my lungs turned to stone. The champagne in my glass sloshed over the rim, cold on my hand. Check? We were at the rehearsal dinner. We were surrounded by our friends, our families, the people who had known me as the guy who managed the warehouse, the guy who drove a truck, the guy who never had accidents. My heart slammed against my ribs. This was it. The exposure. The end of the dignity I had been buying with every dry night for six days.

"Excuse me," Priya said to the room. She didn't speak to me. She looked at the couple we were honoring. She held up a hand, palm open, a signal of pause.

"I need to take Theo to the bathroom for a check."

The room didn't gasp. It didn't laugh. It just shifted. People looked at each other, then back to Priya. They saw the phone under the napkin. They understood. Her tone didn't ask for permission. It stated a fact. She moved for the aisle.

I stood up. My chair scraped against the floor. The sound was loud, jagged, a rip in the quiet. I took a step, then stopped. I looked down at myself. I was wearing a rented tuxedo. A crisp white shirt. A black bow tie. And underneath, a thick, humiliating diaper. A diaper that was currently wet, warm, and heavy. The bulk of it shifted between my legs, the plastic crinkling against my thigh, a damp spot spreading into the silk lining of the tuxedo pants.

I wanted to sink into the chair. I wanted to disappear. But then I looked at Priya.

She was waiting by the door of the tent. She wasn't looking at me with pity. She wasn't looking at me with annoyance. She was looking at me with that absolute, terrifying certainty. She looked like the one in charge. She was the night nurse. She was the one who knew exactly how many times I had leaked in the last seven nights. She was the one who had signed the protocol. She was the one who had promised to handle me.

Relief, sharp and surprising, pierced through the shame. She was taking the weight. She was timing it. She was making the announcement. She was the one doing the humiliating thing. I didn't have to hide it. I didn't have to whisper or sneak to a bathroom. She was dragging me into the light. Her being in control made it feel safe. If she was doing it, then it was real. If she was the one saying the words out loud, then the secret belonged to her. And for the first time, I didn't want to fight it.

I walked to her.

"Come along," she said.

She didn't touch me, not yet. She just turned and walked into the night air. I followed her, my heels clicking on the concrete paving stones. We walked past the catering tent, past the string lights, past the guests who were now glancing in our direction. Their eyes were on me. The crinkle of my diaper sang in the silence. It was loud. It was the loudest sound in the world. Crinkle. Crinkle. Crinkle.

We reached the side of the building. There were some trees back there, shadows that moved with the wind. Priya stopped under a spotlight. The light hit her white blouse, making it look clinical, sterile. She turned to me.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

I looked at her. I nodded. My mouth was too dry to speak.

She reached for my arm. Her fingers gripped my elbow, firm and sure. She steered me toward the door of the guest house. It was the same room I had been staying in. The room with the mirror. The room with the hamper.

She opened the door and pushed me inside. The door clicked shut, locking us out of the night and into the small, dim room. She flipped the light switch. The bulb hummed overhead. We were in the bathroom. The tiles were white. The sink was chrome. The air smelled like soap and lemon.

She released my arm and stepped back. She crossed her arms over her chest. She looked me up and down. Her gaze was a physical weight, pinning me, dissecting me.

"Stand against the sink," she commanded.

I went to the sink. I leaned back against the cool porcelain. I looked at my reflection. I looked like a groom. I looked like a grown man. But the diaper was visible past the tail of my tuxedo jacket. The pale bulk was there, shaped by my hips and legs. It was a lie I was wearing.

"Unzip," she said.

I reached behind me. I fumbled with the zipper. It got stuck on the fabric of the diaper. I pulled harder. Zzzzt. It came down. I stepped out of the pants and let them pool around my ankles.

Priya stepped forward. She didn't look at my face. She looked at the diaper.

She reached out. Her hand was warm. Her fingers brushed the imprint of the wetness on the outside of the fabric. I flinched. A current shot up my spine. My cock twitched against my stomach. It was a betrayal. My body reacted to the touch, to the shame, to the situation. She hummed. A low, thoughtful sound.

"Impressive," she said. "You held it until you absolutely couldn't."

She ran her fingers over the leg bands. The plastic rustled.

"Turn around," she said.

I turned. My back hit the sink. I looked at her in the mirror. She was looking at my ass.

"Hands on the sink," she ordered.

I put my hands flat on the porcelain. I gripped the edge. My knuckles turned white.

She reached between my legs. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the diaper. She pulled it down. It was heavy. It slid past my hips and pooled at my feet. She kicked it aside. It made a soft thud on the floor.

The air hit my skin. The wet warmth was exposed. The diaper was soaking. The front was heavy, swollen with pee. The diaper was translucent in places, showing the dark stain of the liquid held inside.

"I need to verify," she said.

She put on a pair of latex gloves. Snap. Snap. The sound was sharp in the small room. She stepped between my legs. She reached up. Her fingers grazed my cock. It was hard. It was straining against my stomach. She touched it. She squeezed the base. I groaned.

"Is this for me?" she asked.

"Yes," I whispered.

"Not for the wedding?" she asked.

"No," I said. "For you."

She smiled. It was a cruel smile. It didn't reach her eyes. "Good boy."

She stepped closer. She lifted my left leg. She placed it on the edge of the bathtub. Then my right leg. I was spread open, wide, exposed to her. I leaned back on the sink. My palms were sweating on the cool porcelain. I looked at her, down the length of my body. She was looking at my hole. She was looking at my ass.

She used the gel on her glove. She stroked it over her fingers. Her hand moved to my back entrance. She pressed a finger against the tight ring of muscle.

"Relax," she whispered.

She pushed.

It burned. It stretched. I let out a breath. My hips bucked forward. The finger slid in. It was cold. It was slick. It was intrusive. She moved it in and out. She scissored her fingers. She opened me up. I moaned. The sound was high, pathetic. It echoed in the small room.

"One," she said.

She added a second finger. The burn increased. I gritted my teeth. I looked at myself in the mirror. I saw my face contorted. I saw the diaper on the floor. I saw her hand, disappearing into me. It was the most pathetic thing I had ever seen.

She pumped her fingers. She rubbed my prostate. I gasped. My eyes rolled back. My cock throbbed. I was leaking precum. It was dripping down my thigh. She wasn't even touching my cock yet. She was using my ass to make me lose my mind.

"Two," she said.

She added a third finger. She curled them. She hit the spot inside me. I bucked harder. I groaned. I felt like I was melting. I was leaking. My bladder didn't care. My body was screaming for release. I wanted to cum. I wanted to spill it.

She pulled her hand out.

I whined. The loss was sudden. The empty ache was sharp.

She stepped back. She stepped to the bedside table. She grabbed the drawer and pulled it open. It clattered. She took out a device. It was a vibrating plug. It was thick. It was black silicone. She turned it on. It buzzed in her hand. A high-pitched whine.

She lubed it up with more gel.

"Turn around," she said.

I turned back to face her. I looked down at the toy. I looked at her. I was naked from the waist down. I was wearing only a shirt and a bow tie. I was holding onto the sink for balance. I looked like a doll. A wet, desperate doll.

She pressed the toy against me.

"Push out," she said.

I pushed. The tip of the plug forced its way into me. It was wider than her fingers. It burned. It was huge. I groaned. I had to breathe through it. It slid past the tight ring. It filled me up. It stretched me until I felt like I was going to rip.

She twisted it. She pushed it in all the way.

I leaned my head back. I gripped the sink. I looked at her. She was holding the remote. She was looking at me with a predator's eyes.

"Lift your hips," she said.

I lifted my hips. I ground my ass against the plug. It was heavy. It pulled at my insides. It was the most intense fullness I had ever felt.

She wrapped her fingers around my cock. She gave it a gentle stroke. I jumped. My eyes widened. She was using me. She was using my body. She was using the diaper. She was using the wetness. She was using my ass.

She turned the vibe on the plug to low.

I gasped. The vibration radiated through me. It woke up every nerve ending. I could feel it deep inside, buzzing against my prostate. I could feel the toy pressing against the rim of my bladder. I was going to leak. I was going to pee. I wanted to pee. The sensation was overwhelming.

"Please," I whispered.

"Please what?" she asked. She stroked my cock harder. She matched the rhythm of the vibe to the stroke of her hand. She knew exactly what she was doing. She knew how to break me.

"Please," I said again.

"Need it?" she asked.

"Yes," I said. "Need it."

"Tell me what you are."

I looked at her. I looked at the remote in her hand. I looked at the vibrating plug inside me. I looked at the diaper on the floor. I looked at my cock, leaking and hard in her hand.

"I'm a baby," I said. "I'm a diaper baby."

She smiled. "Say more."

"I'm a wet baby," I said. "I'm a mess."

"And?" she asked.

"I'm yours," I said. "Whose?"

"Mine," she said.

"Yours," I said.

She turned the vibe up to medium.

I threw my head back. I screamed. The vibration was everywhere. It was in my ass. It was in my cock. It was in my teeth. I was shaking. I was grinding my hips. I was leaking. I couldn't stop it. A warm flood escaped me. I felt the diaper filling up again. I felt the warmth spreading. I felt the shame. But I also felt the pleasure. It was too much. It was perfect.

She pumped my cock. She squeezed the head. She played with the sensitive ridge. She moved her hand faster. The timing was perfect. The vibe was pulsing. The plug was buzzing. My body was on fire.

I came. It slammed through me. I spasmed. My cock jerked. It ejected a jet of cum. It arced in the air and landed on the sink. Then another. Then another. My hips bucked wildly. I was riding the waves of pleasure. I was gibbering. I was drooling. I was emptying myself into her hand.

She kept going. She didn't stop. She milked every last drop out of me. She rubbed the over-sensitive head. She twisted the vibe.

I cried out. It hurt. It was too much. It was too intense. I wanted her to stop. I wanted her to take it away. But I couldn't find the words. My brain had melted. My thoughts were gone. I was just a body. A body being used. A body leaking and cumming and empty.

She turned the vibe off.

The silence rushed back in. It was deafening. The buzzing stopped. The pleasure stopped. The pain returned. I slumped against the sink. I was panting. I was shaking. I was a mess. I looked at my hand. It was covered in cum. It looked messy. It looked like the hand of a man who had been ruined.

She wiped her hand on a tissue. She tossed it in the trash.

She reached for the plug.

"Wait," I whispered. "Don't take it."

She paused. She looked at me. "Why?"

"It's too empty," I said.

She held the remote in one hand. She touched my cheek. Her thumb was cold. "It's not empty," she said. "You're full."

She pulled the plug out.

A loud pop echoed in the room. A gush of juices and lube followed. The smell filled my nose. It was musky. It was dirty. It was me. She tossed the plug onto the counter.

"Clean up," she said.

I looked at her. I looked at the mess. I looked at the opening of my ass. It was gaping. It was red. It was trembling. It was leaking. It was the most vulnerable thing I had ever been.

"Why?" I asked. "Why am I cleaning up?"

She walked over to the sink. She washed her hands. She turned off the water. She dried her hands. She looked at me in the mirror. She met my eyes. For the first time, I saw something in them. Not just dominance. Not just control. But something else. Something deeper.

"Because you are mine," she said.

She opened the cabinet. She took out a fresh diaper. She laid it out on the counter. She took out baby powder. She took out wipes.

"Come here," she said.

I walked to her. I stood between her legs. She reached around me. She gathered up the cum on my hand. She made me hold it out to her. I had to look at it. I had to watch her smear it on the diaper.

"Spread it," she ordered.

I spread my arms. She smeared the cum over the front of the diaper. It made a white streak against the pale fabric. It made it look used. It made it look dirty.

"Now the powder," she said.

She sprinkled the powder over my crotch. It covered my cock. It covered my balls. It covered the mess. It was dry and itchy. It made me feel fresh. It made me feel like a baby.

"Step into it," she said.

I stepped into the leg bands. I pulled the back up over my hips. It fit perfectly. It was tight. It was thick. It was the thing I had been wearing all week. It was the thing that had marked me. The thing that had reduced me.

She pulled it up tight. She adjusted the tabs. She smoothed the sides.

"Perfect fit," she said.

She pulled my pants back up. She reached for my zipper. She zipped me up. She buttoned my fly. She reached for my jacket. She helped me put it on. She adjusted the lapels.

"You look good," she said.

I looked at her. I felt different. I felt like I had shed a skin. I wasn't the guy who managed the warehouse anymore. I wasn't the guy who drove the truck. I was Theo. I was Theo the baby. I was Theo the diaper. I was Theo the mess.

"Mine," she said again.

"M-mine," I said.

She kissed my forehead. It was a chaste kiss. It was a mother's kiss. But it felt like a brand. It felt like a seal.

"Go back to the party," she said. "Act like nothing happened."

I turned to the door. I hesitated. I looked back at her. I wanted to stay. I wanted to be here with her. I wanted to be in this room with her. But I also knew I had to go back. I had to face them. I had to face Marcus. I had to face myself.

"Thank you," I said.

She smiled. "Goodnight, Theo."

I opened the door. I stepped out into the night. The cool air hit my skin. I pulled my jacket tighter around me. I started walking back toward the tent. I walked with a heavy step. The diaper hung heavier. It pulled at my hips. It made me walk differently. I stood up straighter.

I walked back into the dinner tent. The noise hit me like a wave. Laughter. Music. Clinking glasses. It was normal. It was life. But I was different. I was changed. I carried the secret in the diaper. I carried the shame in the plug. I carried the pleasure in the ruined climax. I carried her approval.

I reached the table. Marcus was talking to someone. Priya was sitting down. She was sipping her champagne. She didn't look up. She didn't look at me. She knew. She knew I was out there. She knew I was back. She knew I was hers.

I sat down. I sat in my chair. I crossed my legs. The diaper rustled. I smiled. I picked up my glass. I tasted the champagne. It was sweet. It was bitter. It was everything.

I looked at Priya across the room. I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking about the plug. She was thinking about the cum. She was thinking about me. She was thinking about the next time.

I leaned back in my chair. I relaxed. I let the diaper do its job. I let the shame do its job. I let the pleasure do its job. I was ready.

I was ready to lose it all again.


Chapter 10: Dry Means No Check

Sunlight hit the crackling mattress cover, a harsh yellow glare across the pristine white duvet. I woke. The sheets were bone dry against my skin. I lay there for a long time, staring at the ceiling, my heart beating a slow, stupid rhythm. The air in the room smelled of lemon polish and old furniture. There was no smell of urine. There was no heavy, damp weight dragging my hips down. I was dry. I had been dry for hours. The panic that usually seized me in the dark, the frantic scramble for the bathroom, the wet slap of sheets against my legs, was missing. It was the quietest morning I had had in a week, and it made my skin itch.

I lifted my hips and pulled the sheet back. The mattress cover was smooth. The lines of the bed were perfect. No dark stain. No wet patch marring the white. I stared at the spot where I usually woke up a puddle. Now, there was nothing. Just empty fabric. A sick feeling dropped into my gut. A hole opened up inside me. The empty space was colder than the cold sheets ever were. A dry night meant she didn’t come. A dry night meant I was alone with my own body again. If I wasn’t a patient, if I wasn’t a project, who was I?

The door clicked. The handle turned. Priya walked in. She moved without sound, her heels sinking into the carpet. She held a tray with a glass of water and a small white pill. She placed it on the nightstand. She didn’t look surprised. She didn't look relieved. She just looked at me, her eyes measuring me, assessing the dryness of my skin.

"You're dry," she said.

The words just hung there. I didn't know how to answer. I stared at the back of her hand.

"Good morning." She turned to the closet. She pulled out a plastic bag. The crinkle of the plastic was sharp, loud, and obscene. She laid the items on the bed. A thick white diaper. A jar of baby oil. A pack of wipes. The items looked innocuous on the expensive duvet, but I knew what they did. I knew how they re-made me. I knew the shame of being put into them in front of a mirror, the humiliation of the white bulk filling my vision.

"I guess I can stop the alarms," she muttered, mostly to herself.

She sat on the edge of the bed. "Stand up."

I sat up. My legs were shaky. My knees knocked together. I slid off the bed and stood on the carpet. The cool air hit my legs, but there was no dampness to warm it. My stomach growled, a loud, hollow sound in the quiet room. She took my hands and pulled me toward the dresser mirror. I looked at myself. I looked tired. My eyes were ringed with dark circles. The suit I had worn last night hung on the door. I looked like a man who had been through a war, not a man who had just woken up in a clean, dry bed.

She reached out and touched my waistband.

"Tuck it in," she commanded.

She worked the waist of my boxers down, pushing them past my hips, past the curve of my ass. She grabbed the thick white diaper, the front panel. It was cold. It snapped against my skin. I shivered. She fanned it open. The sound ripped through the quiet room. She wrapped it around me, the soft cotton hugging my waist, the thick layers crinkling and rubbing against my groin. She arranged me, pulling the side flaps up and tight. The tape ripped loudly as she secured it. She pulled it tight. The diaper pressed firmly against my cock and balls, trapped between layers of cotton and plastic. It felt tight. It felt secure. It felt like a cage.

"You're stiff," she observed. Her thumb rubbed against the front panel. She found the hard line of my erection.

"I'm awake," I muttered.

"You're awake," she agreed. She picked up the baby oil. The cool glass jar was heavy in her hand. She opened it. The scent of mineral oil filled my nose, a chemical, sterile scent that stung. She poured a glob onto her hand. Her fingers were long and strong. She rubbed them together, warming the oil. She reached between my legs. Her fingers slid over my scrotum, then gripped my cock. She stroked it once. Hard. She squeezed the base. I flinched. The oil was cold, but her touch was sharp.

"If you're going to be dry today," she said, her voice low and clinical, "we need to make sure you don't make a mess. Insurance."

She tightened her grip. She stroked me again, faster. The diaper rubbed against the back of my legs with every motion. The plastic crinkled. The sound was embarrassing. I covered my face with my hands. I was thirty years old. I was standing in front of a mirror in a guest room, wearing a diaper, getting jerked off by a nurse. I should have been furious. I should have been trying to escape. But my body betrayed me. My cock swelled in her hand. The oil slickened the skin. A flush rose up my neck, hot and ashamed.

"Look at me," she said.

I lowered my hands. I met her eyes in the mirror. She was watching me. She was watching her hand working me. She knew I was close. She knew I was losing control. She always knew.

"Count for me," she ordered.

"I don't have to," I said.

"Do it, Theo," she snapped. "Count."

I couldn't stop her. My hips bucked forward. She pulled the skin back. She pressed her thumb against the slit. "One."

She stroked harder. The diaper pressed against my thighs. The front was getting wetter. The oil mixed with the pre-cum. The diaper became a slick, noisy, useless barrier. "Two."

"Three."

She leaned in, her face close to my neck. She whispered in my ear. "You're a baby. You can't hold it. You're just a wet boy in a diaper. You don't need a tuxedo. You don't need a job. You just need to be used."

The shame jolted through me. My knees buckled. I gripped the edge of the dresser to stay upright. "Four."

"Five."

She pinched the head of my cock. The pain was sharp, mixing with the pleasure. "Six."

My vision blurred. The white light of the room became a wash of color. I felt the diaper sag a little, the weight shifting on my hips. I felt small. I felt owned. "Seven."

"Eight."

I screamed at her, a high, thin sound of surrender. "Nine. Ten!"

I came. It burst out of me, hot and thick, spurting onto her hand and dripping down onto the thick white diaper between my legs. She kept stroking, milking me through the contractions, making the climax last until it became agony. I leaned my forehead against the mirror. I could see her reflection behind me. She was calm. She was in control. I was a mess. I was leaking. I was wearing the diaper like a second skin.

She stopped. She wiped her hand on a towel. She looked at the front of the diaper. The white fabric was darkening, glistening with oil and semen. She ran a finger through it. She touched her thumb to her tongue and tasted it.

"Mmm," she hummed. "Good boy."

She took my hand. She didn't let me look at myself. She led me out of the room and down the hallway. The carpet swallowed my steps. We walked toward the reception hall. The hallway was filled with family and friends. Groomsman. Bridesmaids. They were all dressed up. They were all laughing. They were all normal.

I felt the diaper. It was heavy. It was warm. It made walking difficult. It made sitting down awkward. I felt conspicuous. I felt like I was wearing a neon sign around my neck that said I was wet and I liked it. I gripped Priya's arm. She didn't flinch. She held me steady. Her grip was possessive. She steered me toward the main hall.

We entered. The noise hit me, a wall of sound. Toasts. Clinking glasses. Music. The room was beautiful. Crystal. Flowers. The bride was laughing. The groom was beaming. Marcus, my brother, waved at me. He looked good. He looked happy. I waved back, my hand trembling slightly. A strange detachment settled over me. I was part of the picture, but I was not in the frame. I was the background object, the prop.

Priya walked me to the head table. She pulled out the chair for me. I sank into it. The chair was stiff. The diaper made me sit differently, spreading my legs a little. I felt the crinkle against the chair fabric. I adjusted my jacket to hide it. I leaned forward, putting my elbows on the table. I kept my hands in my lap, covering the tell-tale bulk of my thighs.

"Thirsty?" Priya asked, placing a glass of water in front of me.

"Yes," I croaked.

She touched the back of my neck. Her fingers were cool. She massaged the muscle slightly. "Don't spill. We don't want a mess before the pictures."

I swallowed. I looked at the glass. The water was clear. I took a sip. It tasted like tap water. I looked at her. She was watching me. She was waiting. She was always waiting. She knew I was wearing the diaper. She knew I was hers.

The toasts began. The best man stood up. He talked about how brave I was. How I had been there for everything. He talked about the wedding. I stared at my plate. The food looked like food. It looked solid. I could not eat solid food anymore. I was a fluid handler now. I was a diaper wearer. The contradiction was dizzying.

A hand landed on my knee under the table. I jumped. I looked down. Priya’s hand was there. Her fingers were tracing the line of my thigh, pressing against the thick white of the diaper. She found the waistband. She slid her fingers under the elastic. She pressed her fingertips against the front panel. She felt the dampness. She felt the heat. She pushed her fingers in, rubbing the wet spot. I gasped. I almost choked on my water.

She smiled at the best man. She kept talking to him, nodding politely. Her fingers kept working me. She rubbed the wet cotton against my cock again. It tried to harden. I was half-hard, throbbing against the diaper.

"That's right," she whispered, just loud enough for me to hear. "You're a mess. You're soaking it."

I looked at her. Her eyes were dark. She was ruthless. She was beautiful. A flush of heat crawled up my chest. I looked down at her hand. I looked at the water glass. I looked at the empty chair beside me. I felt small. I felt trapped. But the feeling wasn't fear. It wasn't anger. It was something else. It was peace. I gave up. I leaned back in my chair. I let her touch me. I let her mark me. I was Theo the Groomsman. And I was Theo the Diaper Baby. The two things did not fit. And they did not matter.

Later, the music changed. A slow, romantic song played. It was the first dance.

Priya stood up. She reached a hand out to me. "Come on."

I stood up. The diaper shifted. The crinkle was loud. Marcus smiled at me. "Hey, big guy. Ready to dance?"

"Ready," I said.

I took Priya's hand. She tugged me toward the center of the floor. The room parted for us. Everyone watched. They knew she was the nurse. They thought it was a sweet gesture. They didn't know what she was doing to me. We stepped onto the floor. She pulled me close. Her body pressed against mine. She was warm. She was hard. She was dominant.

She held my left hand in hers. Her right hand slid down my back. It found the curve of my spine, then moved lower. Under the jacket. Under the tuxedo. She cupped my ass. She squeezed. I let out a low groan.

"Dance, Theo," she said.

I pulled her closer. I rested my head on her shoulder. I could smell her perfume, lavender and something sharp, like ammonia. I could feel her heart beating. I could feel her breath on my neck. Her hand on my ass slid around. She found the side panel of the diaper. She pressed her fingers into the soft, crinkly plastic. She rubbed a circle into the fabric. The sound was muffled, but it traveled. Crinkle. Crinkle.

I was dancing with my nurse. I was dancing with my owner. I was leaking in my diaper in front of everyone. The shame was there, a hot poker in my chest. But it was mixed with the pleasure of the touch. Her hand was warm against my hip. She pulled me tighter. Her other hand tightened on mine. She spun us. We moved in a circle. I stumbled slightly, the diaper bulk throwing off my balance. She caught me. She held me up.

We stopped moving. We were right next to a pillar. Out of the main line of sight of most people, but still visible if they looked. She pulled my head down. She kissed me.

It was not a gentle kiss. It was full of teeth. It was demanding. I opened my mouth. I kissed her back. I tasted her lip gloss. She pressed her body against me. Her hips ground against mine. She could feel the diaper. She could feel the stiffness of the plastic pressing against us. She ground harder. The friction was intense. The diaper was loud. Crinkle-crinkle-rub-crinkle.

She broke the kiss. She looked up at me, her eyes ferocious. She pressed her hand against the front of the diaper, right over my cock. She pushed down. She pressed it against me. She rubbed it. She wanted me to feel it. She wanted me to feel how much she had taken over my body.

"Messy," she whispered. "Soaking wet. Look at you."

I moaned. My legs were weak. The music was a blur in the background. I was floating. I was falling. "Yes," I admitted it. "I'm messy."

"Good," she said. "Now count."

She didn't give me time to prepare. Her hand moved under the diaper front. She found the spot where the diaper was wettest. She rubbed it. She pinched it. She used her fingers to spread the wetness around. She teased me. I was hard again. I was throbbing. I was desperate for release. I was a puppet on a string. My head lolled back. My mouth hung open. I drooled a little.

"Three," I chanted.

"Four," she answered. She found the head of my cock. She wrapped her fingers around it. She stroked it. Hard. Fast. The diaper moved with her hand. The plastic rubbed against my thighs. It was obscene. It was loud. It was perfect.

"Five. Six. Seven."

The room spun. The faces of the guests blurred into indistinct shapes. All I saw was Priya's face. All I felt was her hand. All I was, was the cock in her hand and the wet diaper between my legs. I was a thing. I was a toy. I was nothing.

"Eight. Nine. Ten!"

She pushed me into the pillar. She leaned her weight against me. She used her body to crush me against the stone. She pumped me with her hand. She sped up. The friction was too much. The diaper was too much. I clamped my eyes shut.

"Eleven," I screamed. "Twelve!"

I came. It erupted inside her fist. It spurted out of me, coated in oil and pre-cum, leaking out around her fingers and soaking into the front of the diaper. I shook. I spasmed. I moaned her name. The sound was husky and broken. I felt like I was dissolving. The dryness of the morning was gone, replaced by a flood of fluids.

She didn't stop until I was limp. She stroked me through the aftershocks. She watched me come down. She held me up. She kissed my forehead.

"You're empty," she murmured against my skin. "All done."

I leaned back against the pillar. I looked down at her. Her hand was covered in my seed. She wiped it on the front of the diaper. She smeared it into the wetness. She made me dirtier. She made me messier.

The music stopped. People clapped. Priya pulled away. She straightened my jacket. She fixed my hair. She wiped her hand on a napkin. She offered me a smile. It was the smile of a queen. It was the smile of a keeper. She was not the nurse anymore. She was the mother. She was the wife. She was the family. And I was the charge.

We walked back to the table. Marcus stood up to take my place for the next dance. He smiled at me, concerned. "You okay, man? You look like you saw a ghost."

"I'm fine," I said. My voice was hoarse.

"You sure?"

"Positive."

I sat back down. I adjusted the diaper. It was heavy. It was wet. It felt good. Priya sat beside me. She took my hand. She intertwined our fingers. She squeezed. It was a possessive grip. It told everyone in the room that I was hers. And I looked at our hands. I was hers. I had been hers for a long time. And I was never going back to the dry mornings. I wanted to be wet. I wanted to be checked. I wanted to be hers.

I looked out the window at the wedding reception below. The sunlight was catching the glass. It was blinding. I smiled. I lifted my glass. I drained the water. I looked at Priya. She was watching me. She knew. I knew she knew.

I was counting down to the next morning. I was counting down to the next check. I was ready.


THE END
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