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Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

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

Image Disclaimer

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.
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Daddy Plugs His Audiologist and Fucks Her in a Wet Diaper — Daddy Dom Diaper Girl ABDL

Ispend my days in a little soundproof booth at a hearing clinic, fitting people for hearing aids and listening to them almost catch the words I read out to them. You learn a lot about people in that booth. A man will tell you he’s doing fine, and you can see in his face that he stopped going out to dinner because he couldn’t follow the conversation anymore. A woman will laugh at the beeps and then go quiet when you ask her what she misses hearing most. I’m good at that part of the job. I hear what people don’t say. The funny thing is that I almost never say what I want myself.

That Thursday was like most of them. I finished with my last patient, cleaned up the booth, and drove home the long way with the windows down, because I’d been breathing clinic air all day and I like the quiet of the car. No radio. Just the road and the hum of the tires and my own thoughts, which were mostly about whether there was anything in the fridge besides yogurt.

I live in an old brick walk-up on the east side, the kind of building where the buzzer sticks and the stairwell always smells like somebody else’s dinner. My apartment is on the second floor. I’ve had it since I was twenty-six, the first place that was ever only mine, and I still get a small thrill out of turning the key and knowing nobody is inside waiting to ask how my day went.

A couple of weeks before all this, someone new moved into the apartment right above mine. For days his things sat out on the landing: cardboard boxes, a rolled-up rug, and a stack of those heavy black road cases with metal corners that bands haul their gear around in. I had to turn sideways to squeeze past them every time I went up. Once I put my hand on one to keep my balance and it didn’t budge at all, it was that heavy, and for some reason I pulled my hand back fast, the way you would if you’d touched a stranger’s arm by mistake.

The first time I saw him, he was hauling a speaker up the stairs on a hand truck. He was a big man with broad shoulders and a gray-flecked beard, in a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbows, and he took the stairs slow and steady, like a man who had nowhere better to be. He gave me a nod. I nodded back and slipped past him into my apartment, and that was all. Later I saw his name written in black marker on the side of one of the boxes. Hank. I didn’t think I’d ever have a reason to say it.

The first time we actually talked was down at the mailboxes.

I was standing there sorting a bill out of a pile of pizza flyers when the street door opened behind me, and I knew it was him before I turned around, just from the weight of his steps on the tile. His box was the one right above mine. He didn’t crowd me. He waited until I’d stepped aside, then reached past me to open it, and I couldn’t help noticing his hands, big and calm, the way he got the little key into the lock on the first try.

He glanced at the card in my slot. It only has my first name on it.

“Leah,” he said, like he was just checking he’d read it right.

It was the voice that got me. Low and even, a chest voice that didn’t rise at the end the way most people’s do when they’re meeting someone new. I catch myself doing that at work all the time, sizing up a voice before I’ve even thought about the person it belongs to, and I was doing it now. He looked about fifty, maybe a little more. I’m twenty-nine. I remember thinking that should have made him less interesting to me, not more.

“That’s me,” I said.

“I’m Hank,” he said, and he smiled at me, a real smile, warm and easy, the kind that goes all the way up into the eyes. “I live right above you.” He pulled out a single envelope and nodded at the building-meeting flyer hanging half out of my box. “Looks like we both got invited to the meeting nobody ever goes to.”

“I never go,” I admitted.

“Me neither, and I only just moved in,” he said, and he laughed a little, low in his chest. He looked at me a second longer than a neighbor really needs to, then went back to his envelope like it had asked him something. “I hear your door some nights, a good while after I’ve gone to bed. I figured you were either a nurse or a bartender.”

“Neither. I just get home when I get home,” I said, and I could hear how prim that sounded.

“Fair enough,” he said, easy, like it was a fact he was happy to keep. “Have a good night, Leah.” Then he headed up, and I stood there holding my bill and listening to him climb, one steady step after another, until his door closed upstairs and the building went quiet again.

I told myself it was nothing. A man read my name off a mailbox and said it out loud. People do that. But all evening I kept hearing it, that low easy voice saying my name, while I boiled pasta and ate it standing up at the counter and washed my one plate. I’m good at hearing what people don’t say, like I said, and what I heard in him was almost nothing, and that was the trouble. Most people rush to fill a silence. He’d just let it sit there and let me stand in it.

The thing is, what I wanted was older than Hank.

It started the year I got this apartment. I was a grown woman living alone for the first time, with a door I could lock and nobody to explain myself to, and that’s when I finally let myself do something about a want I’d been carrying around since my early twenties without a name for it. One night I sat on the kitchen floor with my laptop and ordered a pack of adult diapers. The thick kind. Plain white. My hands were shaking the whole time I clicked through the order, and afterward I shut the laptop and went to bed feeling ashamed of a box that hadn’t even left the warehouse yet.

When it came, I hid it at the back of the hall closet behind my winter coats, the way you’d hide a bottle you didn’t want anyone to know you were drinking. The first night I wore one, I turned off every light in the apartment and lay on my back and didn’t move for a long time. It was warm and ridiculously thick between my thighs, and it crinkled every time I breathed. I was wet before I’d even admitted to myself that I was going to touch myself. And then I did. I came with my hand pressed over the front of it, grinding against the padding and whispering to nobody, and afterward I lay there in the mess I’d made and hated how good it had felt. Then I did it again before morning.

Since then that box has lived on the closet shelf, and I’ve never let it run empty. Most nights I let myself have it, it goes the same way. A shower. The lights off. The tapes pulled snug. Then I lie in bed in the dark and whisper to the ceiling all the things I’d let a man do to me if I ever found one who wouldn’t laugh at me, and who wouldn’t be gentle in the wrong way. Hold me down. Open the tapes and look. Make me wet it while he watched. Keep his hand there until I came. I’d never said any of it to a real person. The whispering was the safest way I knew to want something, and I’d kept it that way ever since.

Then the vent started bringing me his life, whether I wanted it or not.

There’s an old heating grate high on my bedroom wall, black metal slats painted over so many times the screws don’t turn anymore. I’d always known it connected to the apartment above me, because in winter it ticks and knocks when the heat comes on. Now it carried him. I could hear his footsteps crossing the floor, heavier than mine, stopping and starting like a man who’s on his feet all day and keeps forgetting he’s allowed to sit down. I could hear music, low, mostly bass. I could hear his voice when he talked on the phone, that same low voice, short answers, nothing wasted. I’d lie under the vent and listen to him the way I’d listen to a patient’s hearing test, picking out every little sound, and I’d feel my face get hot, because paying that close attention to him didn’t feel clinical at all. It felt close.

The first night I heard my own faucet echo back down from upstairs, I understood that sound goes both ways. If I could hear his phone calls, he could hear me. The fear came up fast and hard. I lay very still in the dark, listening to my own pulse, and I told myself to stop. Take the diaper off, I thought. Be a normal woman in a normal bed with a normal neighbor upstairs.

I whispered anyway.

Not loud, and not the whole thing. Just a little piece of it, aimed up at the slats. I said I was wearing one. I said I wasn’t going to take it off. Then I clapped my hand over my mouth and waited for his footsteps to change, for his voice to come down through the vent and ruin me. Nothing happened. The music kept playing, soft. And I was so wet I couldn’t stand it. I came with two fingers pressed hard against my clit through the thick padding, biting the side of my other hand to keep quiet, and then I slept like someone who had gotten away with something and already wanted to try it again.

After that it built the way bad habits always do, one small permission at a time.

The next night I told myself I’d only listen. I put one on anyway, and I lay there with my knees falling open, and I talked a little more than the night before. I said I loved how thick it was. I said I wanted a man to see the wet spot and not look away. Above me, his footsteps crossed the room and kept going, and I took that as a kind of mercy and made the most of it. I rubbed myself through the front of the diaper until it was slick and my hips were lifting off the bed, and I had to stuff the corner of my pillow into my mouth to keep from making noise.

The night after that, his footsteps stopped.

They stopped right above the vent. A heavy pause, his weight settled on the floorboards, not moving at all. I’d just whispered that I’d let him watch me piss in my diaper if he told me to hold still, and the words were already up there in the pipe. I froze with my hand on the front of the diaper and my heart slamming, so ashamed I could taste it. The pause went on and on. Then his footsteps moved again, slow, into another room, and a door clicked shut, and I lay there shaking and so turned on I couldn’t have walked a straight line.

I should have stopped then. I know what a person is supposed to do when her neighbor might have just heard the worst sentence she owns. I got up and drank a glass of water and stood in the dark bathroom and told my reflection we were done with this. Then I went straight back to bed, because the want had a voice now, and it was using mine, and I wasn’t winning.

The night I said “Daddy,” I hadn’t planned on it. It just came out, the way it always had when I whispered to the ceiling, only this time it went up into the vent like a stone dropped down a well.

“Daddy,” I said.

Upstairs, a chair creaked. Then nothing. No music, no footsteps. Just a silence with a man sitting in it. I stared up at the black slats and my whole body tried to disappear into the sheets, and at the same time my clit throbbed so hard that I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. The silence held. He didn’t call down. He didn’t walk away. He was just sitting there, listening. I could feel him listening.

And I couldn’t stop.

I pushed my hand down the front of the diaper, under the waistband, then changed my mind and pulled it back out and rubbed where the padding was thickest, the way I like it best, plastic and padding and my own slick heat all pressed against my cunt. My clit was hard under all of it. I rubbed in sloppy circles, my hips rolling, the tapes tugging at my sides. I whispered his name, and then I whispered Daddy again, because the chair had creaked when I said it the first time and I wanted that creak more than I wanted to be decent.

“I want you to hear me,” I whispered up at the slats. “I want you to know I’m doing it.”

Then I wet. It came in a hot rush I didn’t completely decide on and didn’t completely fight, soaking into the padding and spreading underneath me until the diaper went heavy and warm against my thighs. The shame and the pleasure hit me at the same time, and they didn’t cancel each other out. They piled up. I ground my clit against the soaked front, two fingers, then the heel of my hand, chasing it, my breath coming apart.

“Daddy,” I said again, smaller, completely wrecked. “I’m coming. I’m coming in it.”

And I did. It hit me hard, a clench that ran up through my stomach and down my legs, my cunt pulsing, a little more wetness letting go into a diaper that was already soaked, my mouth open toward the vent like I was trying to put the whole thing right in his ear. I rode it until my hand cramped. Then I lay there, scared and soaked, the diaper sagging warm between my thighs, and I didn’t take it off. I just listened. The chair didn’t creak again. After a while his footsteps crossed the room, slow, and I heard his front door open and close, and I understood that he’d sat through every second of it and then gone somewhere else in his own home to let me finish falling apart. I slept in the wet diaper and woke up sticky and absolutely certain I’d never be able to look him in the face again.

The next evening I needed to get my mail. I told myself he wouldn’t be there. He was.

He was standing at the mailboxes holding a single envelope, not even pretending to sort through anything. When I came in, he turned his head and looked at me a beat too long. Not at my body. At my face, and then, just for a second, at my mouth, like he was matching a sound to the person who’d made it, and the match was already made.

“Evening, Leah,” he said.

That was all. Low and even, with no smile I could hide behind.

My keys were digging into my palm. I got my mail out without seeing any of it, managed something that was a nod more than a word, and then took the stairs way too fast, practically running, the want and the shame pulling me in two directions and both of them winning. I didn’t look back. I heard him come up after me, in no hurry, and pause on my landing for a moment while I fought with my lock before he went on up to his own. I got inside and leaned my forehead against the door and breathed until the shaking turned into something I recognized.

I told myself not to.

I said it out loud in the kitchen, to the sink, to the dark window. Not tonight. Not after the way he looked at my mouth. Take a shower, sleep in a T-shirt, and be a woman who can share a wall with a man without whispering filth into it. I stood there long enough that I almost believed I meant it.

Then I went to the closet anyway. I took a diaper down from the shelf and got undressed and lay back on my bed and lifted my hips and taped it on, snug and thick, the padding already pressing against my cunt before I’d done a single thing to deserve it. I turned off the lamp. The vent was a black square on the wall right above my face.

I had a whole speech inside me, and I was scared of every word of it, and I gave it to the slats in a whisper anyway, because being scared had stopped being a good enough reason.

“I’d let a man open the tapes and look at my pussy,” I whispered. “I’d let him hold me down and make me piss. I’d let him rub my clit through the diaper until I came, and fuck me if he told me to hold still. I’d call him Daddy. I wouldn’t make him stop.”

My hips pressed down into the bed and the thick padding pushed up against me, and I was wet before I’d even finished, I could feel it spreading. I turned my face toward the cold metal and gave it one last line, the boldest one yet, because I was done pretending the vent belonged only to me.

“I want him to hear me do it,” I whispered. “I want him to know I’m wet before I say a word.”

❦

The knock came before I’d even finished breathing out.

Two knocks on my front door, heavy, both in the same spot, the way a man knocks when he’s already made up his mind. My hips pressed down into the padding all on their own, and my nipples went so hard under my T-shirt that they hurt. I lay there for one long second with my last sentence still up inside the vent. Then I got up.

The diaper swung heavy between my thighs when I stood. I dragged my gray sweatpants on over it, and a tape caught on the waistband, so I stood in the dark tugging it free with my heart going like a drum. It didn’t even occur to me to take the diaper off. The chain was on the front door, because it always is. I put my hand on the knob and listened: breathing on the other side, a big man standing close, not shifting his feet.

I opened the door as far as the chain would let it.

The hall light fell across his chest. It was Hank, of course, in the same flannel shirt, open at the throat, his beard grayer under that bad yellow bulb than it had looked at the mailboxes. His face was calm. He didn’t lean on the door or try to see past me.

“Sorry to knock so late,” he said. “It’s Hank. From upstairs.”

“I know who you are,” I said. “Show me some ID anyway.”

He didn’t huff. He just said, “Fair enough,” and his driver’s license came through the gap, flat between his fingers, waiting for mine.

I took it into the light. Hank, and a birth date that made him fifty. Same broad mouth, same eyes that weren’t trying to sell me anything. I read it twice, and my hand was steady, which surprised me.

“I’m twenty-nine,” I said, as if that was what he’d come down for. “And it’s late.”

“I know what time it is.” His voice sat low and close in the narrow hall, that chest voice I’d been listening to through my ceiling for weeks. I spend my days sorting voices into high and low, and his was the lowest thing in the building.

He looked at my mouth, then at the chain, then back at my face.

“That heating vent in your bedroom carries,” he said. “Sound goes up it as easy as it comes down. I’ve heard you, Leah. More nights than one. I’m not going to stand here and pretend I haven’t.”

My cunt clenched while he was still talking. A slick warm pulse let go into the padding, and my thighs pressed together before I could stop them. His eyes dropped for a second to where my legs had moved, then came back up. He’d seen it.

“So here’s what I came down to say,” he went on. “If you want a Daddy for your diapers, I’m right upstairs. If you don’t, I pack that vent with foam tomorrow and you never hear another word about it. Your lease, your quiet, all of it stays exactly how it is.”

I held on to the edge of the door. The chain was a thin bright line between his shirt and my knuckles.

“You heard me,” I said. It sounded like a question and it wasn’t one.

“I heard you. You whisper, but it comes up the pipe anyway. I can hear the diaper when you move. I hear what you’d let a man do.” His voice got a shade softer. “Tonight I heard you say you’d call him Daddy.”

“We’ve said hello at the mailboxes. That’s it. You could be anybody.”

“You’ve seen my license. You’ve got the chain on. And you’re hiding a diaper under those sweatpants that I already know about, so you don’t have to work so hard.” He said it kindly, which was almost worse. “But you still haven’t answered me.”

I swallowed. “What do you even do up there? All those cases.”

“Live sound. I mix bands, mostly in clubs.” A small smile came and went. “So I know what a pipe does to a voice. That’s not what I asked you, though.”

Then his voice dropped. Not louder, just lower and flatter, like he’d laid it down on the wood between us.

“Do you want a Daddy for that diaper? I’d like to hear you say it out loud.”

“Not in the hall,” I whispered.

“Then let me in and we’ll sit down like grown-ups. I’m not doing this through a chain. Open the door, Leah.”

He waited, without pushing on the door. Then I slid the chain off, and he stepped inside and shut the door behind him, quietly, and didn’t touch me. He smelled like soap and the cold of the stairwell, and he was bigger in my hallway than he’d looked through the gap.

“Kitchen,” I said, because I couldn’t think of anything else.

I sat down at my table and the diaper crushed under me with a thick crinkle nobody would mistake for cotton. He took the chair across from me. My mug was still there, the tea I’d made before bed and forgotten, stone cold now. I took a sip anyway, so he could see that my mouth worked and that I was sober. He watched my throat move.

“You pick the stop word,” he said. “You say it, and I stop. Whatever we’re in the middle of.”

I didn’t have to think. “Mute.” I know exactly what mute does. It cuts the sound. It ends the thing.

He nodded once. “If you say mute, it all stops that minute. Nothing changes for you. I foam the vent tomorrow, you go back to your bed, I go back upstairs, and we’re two neighbors who nod at the mailboxes. Saying it costs you nothing.”

“And if I don’t say it?”

“Then you do what I tell you. You answer me out loud. You keep the diaper on until I’m the one who takes it off. And you call me Daddy when I want to hear it.”

I turned the mug in my hands. “If I say no, or too much,” I said slowly, “that’s just me fighting it. It doesn’t mean stop. Only mute means stop.” I hesitated. “Except the big overhead light. If I say no about that one, I mean it.”

Something in his face eased, like I’d told him a thing he was glad to know. “Only mute,” he said. “And the big light.”

Then he just waited, with the cold tea between us. I shifted, and the diaper told on me again. The padding had gone heavy in the middle, and not from anything but me.

“You’re wet,” he said. “You’re sitting there so careful, and your legs just did it again. Tell me what you’re hiding.”

“I’m wet,” I said. My face burned, and my clit jumped at my own voice saying it. “The diaper’s wet from my pussy. I got wet while you were talking. At the door, too. You saw.”

“I saw.” He tilted his head. “What do you do all day, that you missed your own vent?”

That made me laugh a little. “Ears. I put headphones on people in a booth and listen to what they can hear. Last week I fitted an earpiece made from a mold of a woman’s ear, and I was so proud of how well it sealed. And all that time my bedroom had a hole in it going straight up to you.”

He smiled at that, properly, for the first time. “Happens to the best of us. Now say the last thing you whispered tonight.”

I looked down into the mug. “I want him to hear me do it. I want him to know I’m wet before I say a word.”

“I knew,” he said quietly. “Before you ever opened the door.”

“Yes,” I said. I put both hands flat on the table where he could see them. “I’m saying yes. I’m sober, and I’ve got the word if I need it. I want you to be Daddy for my diapers. Nobody’s making me. I’m picking it.”

“Good girl,” he said.

It went through me like a hand pressing down on my back. My hips rolled once on the chair before I could stop them, and I made a sound I’d have been embarrassed to catch on a patient’s headset.

He saw it. “Stand up.”

I stood, and he walked me to the switch by the doorway. The big overhead light was hard and white, and it showed everything: the sweatpants stretched over the diaper, the tapes at my hips, my nipples through the thin shirt.

“No,” I said. “Not with the big light on.”

His voice went all the way down. “All right.”

He reached past my shoulder and turned it off himself. The click was clean. The little bulb over the stove still threw a dull bar of light across the living room rug, enough to see a mouth by. He didn’t argue, and he didn’t touch the switch again.

“Go lie back on the couch,” he said.

The word was right there on my tongue. I could feel the shape of it, and I kept it there, and I lay back. The diaper crinkled so loud I felt it in my teeth. He stood over me until I was all the way down, knees up, hands at my sides.

“That word you’re holding,” he said. “Where is it?”

“In my mouth. I’m not using it. It’s staying there.”

He nodded, like that was the right answer, and my thighs opened a little on their own.

He hooked his fingers into my waistband and pulled the sweatpants down slowly, the soft cotton dragging over the plastic so the whole diaper rustled, and dropped them on the rug. Then it was just my T-shirt and the thick white diaper and my bare legs, cool air on my thighs and all that heat shut in the padding.

He sat on the edge of the couch by my hip. Two of his fingers slid in at the leg of the diaper, under the elastic, and ran along the cuff the way I’d run a finger around a new earpiece to check the fit. Not into me. Just feeling the heat and the slick at the edge.

“Warm in here,” he said. “You’ve been leaking. I can feel it at the leg. Tell me.”

“Yes. My pussy’s wet in it. The cuff’s damp. I can feel your fingers.”

“Open your legs for me.”

I spread them. He kept those two fingers at the leg and laid his other hand flat on the front of the diaper, right over my cunt, heavy and still. He didn’t rub. The weight of his palm pressed the padding against my clit, and I could hear my own breathing, and the fridge, and his breath, slower than mine.

“You’re going to let go under my hand,” he said. “I’m not moving until you do.”

“I can’t just...”

His palm went flatter and his voice went lower. “You can. I felt you clamp down just then. Let it go, Leah. Right now.”

I stared up at the dark ceiling, and my belly went tight, and then the tightness just gave up.

It started low, behind the bone, a soft give I couldn’t pinch shut. A warm bead left me and sank into the dry fluff under his palm. I tried to pull it back, and clenching only pushed more out. Then the give widened, and a thin warm thread ran out of me with nowhere to go but the padding, and the inside of the diaper swelled under his hand in a slow, fat rise that got hotter with every breath. I could hear it, a hush inside the plastic right up against my cunt. It came in a slow push and then a harder one, and the front went heavy and hot against my clit, crept up toward my belly and out to the leg where his fingers were, so the cuff under them went warm and then wet at the very edge. My hips jerked up into his palm and more came out of me, a heavy flood that filled the whole crotch, and when I shifted, the soaked padding squelched against my hole and my clit at once. The smell came up, sharp and mine. One last hard pulse, a few drips, and then I lay there full, and his palm was warmer than it had been when he laid it down.

“That’s piss,” he said. “Say it.”

“I pissed,” I said, and my voice broke on it. “I pissed in my diaper under your hand. Daddy. It’s full. I can feel it all over my pussy and down by my ass.”

He pressed down once, slowly, to let me feel how heavy it was, and my hips came up to meet him and I ground the swollen front against his palm and gasped.

“Stay still for me.”

He made me lie in it. Every breath moved the hot padding against my cunt, and his fingers stayed hooked in the leg so I couldn’t close my thighs.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what? Use your words.”

“Rub my clit. Through it. Please, Daddy. Don’t take your hand away.”

“Hands on the cushion, then. Don’t grab at me yet.”

I put my hands down, and he started.

He went slow. His palm worked the soaked front in a heavy circle, and the padding rolled my clit around underneath it, the wet bulk squelching like it was coming through a pair of headphones. He was watching my mouth in that thin light from the stove.

“There,” he said, when I jumped. “That’s your clit. Tell me where.”

“Right under your palm. Right in the middle of all the piss. The diaper’s so thick I can feel every little thing you do. It’s... oh...”

He pressed harder and made the circle smaller. My hips came up and he let them, once, and then he pinned me with the heel of his hand and ground down until I couldn’t chase anything, only take what he gave me. The soaked inside had gone slick, and every time the padding slid back it pressed into my cunt and the crack of my ass at once. I moaned out loud. He’d already heard worse from me, and this time I wanted him to.

“Louder,” he said. “You’re holding that sound in.”

“Daddy. My clit. I’m going to come in it. I’m going to come in my own piss, right under your hand.”

“Not till I tell you.”

He slowed down, and I made a needy sound, and my hips tried to fuck his palm. He held me flat until the shaking eased. I wanted the next grind more than I’d ever wanted a light switch, and he gave it to me, the same spot, meaner, the wet diaper making a soft filthy rhythm against his skin. I grabbed at the front of my shirt and he shook his head once.

“Cushion.”

I put my hands back. He opened his jeans one-handed, the belt and then the zipper, clear as a click in a quiet booth, and took his cock out. He was hard and thick, the head already wet, and he let it rest by my ribs, heavy in the dark.

“Look at it.”

I looked. My mouth watered. “I want it in my hands.”

“When I say so. Eyes up here.”

He went back to my clit, faster now. My hips bucked up and he met them every time, and the pressure stacked and stacked. My hole clenched on nothing. The piss-soaked front mashed against my clit in short hard grinds and my voice went thin and high.

“I’m close,” I said. “Daddy, I’m right there.”

“Hold it.”

He eased the circle but kept all his weight on me. I shook and didn’t come. The padding stuck to my pussy and peeled away and stuck again, and I heard every peel.

“Now,” he said. “Come for me.”

It hit. My hips slammed up into his palm and stayed there shaking, and it rolled through my cunt in hard pulses, every one shoving my clit into the wet padding and making my thighs clamp his wrist. I came with my mouth wide open, and then I broke his rule and grabbed him. I pulled his shoulder down and bit it, flannel and the hard muscle under it, and moaned into the bite while I came and came. He didn’t pull away. His palm kept grinding, slower, riding it out with me. A weak little hot spill left me into the diaper that was already full, and that set off another clench, and I bit down harder. The word never came anywhere near my lips.

“There you go,” he said into my hair. “There you go.”

My cunt gave another throb at that. He eased his shoulder out of my teeth, and his cock bumped my wrist, hot and jumping.

“Both hands,” he said. “On me.”

I wrapped both hands around him and my fingers didn’t meet. Hot skin, a vein under my thumb, slick at the head. He kept his palm on the front of my wet diaper, not grinding now, just holding the mess against my pussy so I had to stay in it while I worked him.

“Tighter. From the base. Slow, I want your hands, not a blur.”

I stroked him long, the way his breathing asked me to, and shorter when he made a low sound in his chest. My hands were clumsy at first, then his slick made it easy, and the only sounds were skin on skin and the wet crinkle under his hand.

“Where’s it going to go?” he asked.

“On the front. On my wet diaper. Right over my cunt.”

“That’s right.”

I aimed him down, the head of his cock just over the swollen front of the diaper, which was dark now and heavy under my wrists. His thighs went tight against the couch. I twisted a little at the head, both hands working him from base to tip, and he came.

The first shot landed hot on the plastic, a heavy stripe right across the front where he’d ground me. Then more, thick, pumping over my fingers and onto the soaked diaper. Some of it pooled in the fold over my clit and some ran toward the leg, toward his fingers, and he didn’t move them. I kept stroking because he hadn’t told me to stop, and I felt the heat of his cum through the plastic, a new warmth right over my pussy. He groaned once, low, and gave up the last of it in a slow pulse that dripped over my thumb.

“Okay,” he said, a little hoarse. “You can stop.”

I stopped. The diaper was a wreck, cum striped across the front, piss heavy inside, my clit still twitching underneath all of it.

“You didn’t use it,” he said.

“No. It’s still in there. I didn’t want to.”

He smiled, a tired, real smile, and something in my chest went soft. “Where do you keep the wipes and a fresh one?”

“Bedroom. The drawer by the bed.”

He came back with them and sat down again. The tapes ripped open, and the cool air hit my soaked pussy so suddenly that I jerked.

“What a mess,” he said, almost fondly. “Hold still for me.”

The wipe was cold. He cleaned me in slow passes, my pussy, my clit, down along the crack of my ass, the insides of my thighs. He didn’t play. He was just thorough, the way I’m thorough with an ear. I flinched when he went over my clit, and he said, “Easy,” and waited.

The fresh diaper was loud when he shook it out. I lifted when he tapped my hip, and he brought the front up snug and pulled the tapes across, one side and then the other, and ran two fingers around each leg to settle the cuffs. Then his palm lay flat on the clean front, once, just resting there.

“Dry, for now,” he said. “Bed.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He walked me to my bedroom door with a hand at the small of my back. Then he let himself out, and I heard him pull my front door shut and try the knob to make sure it had locked.

I lay down on my back in the fresh diaper he’d taped on me, the plastic quiet until I breathed. I heard him climb the stairs, then his feet crossing the floor right over my head. The vent ticked, and his voice came down through the slats, low and close, as if he had his mouth right up against the metal.

“Goodnight, Leah. Sleep in it. When I want you upstairs, the vent will tell you.”

His goodnight stayed in my ears long after the floor above me went quiet. All day long I ask strangers what they can hear. Tonight a stranger had heard me, and what I felt wasn’t fear. It was being found. The vent was his now.

❦

The next evening the vent told me. “Come on up, Leah,” it said, in that low voice, and I went.

Hank’s headphones were heavy, the good kind, and I knew that weight from work. I stood in the little booth in his studio wearing a plain white diaper and his flannel shirt, with the glass in front of me and the rug and the worn leather couch on the other side of it. The diaper sat thick between my thighs. In a room that small I could hear my own breathing bounce off the walls.

He’d settled the headphones over my ears himself, with both hands, slowly, until the pads sealed me in and the room went small and my own swallow sounded loud. His thumbs checked the fit at the top of my ears. Then he walked out, and the door shut with a soft thud I felt more than heard. Through the glass I watched him sit down at his desk and rest one finger on a button. He looked at me and didn’t say anything yet.

The quiet in the headphones wasn’t really quiet. It had a low hiss to it, the kind I know from my own booth, a floor under everything. I kept my hands at my sides where he’d put them. The front of the diaper was already warm, and he hadn’t said a word.

Then his mouth moved, and his voice landed in both my ears at once, close, with no room around it.

“Leah.”

“Yes.”

“Keep your hands right where they are.”

“They are.”

“I can see the front of that diaper from here. You’re wet in it already, and I haven’t even started.”

Heat climbed my neck, because he was right. The crotch had gone soft and hot against my pussy while he was still crossing the room. My clit gave a small pulse and I stood still for it.

“Say it,” he said.

“I’m wet. In the diaper. Standing up. You can see it.”

He smiled at me through the glass, slow, like I’d handed him something, and my pussy clenched and a little more slick pushed out into the padding. I heard it, a faint stick against the plastic, right under the hiss.

“Now you’re going to piss for me.”

I shook my head once. My hands stayed down.

“I said now.” Lower. The button made a tiny click under his finger, and I heard that too, in both ears. “Hands at your sides. Eyes on me. Let it go.”

I tried to hold it, and my thighs shook, and then it stopped being a choice. It started as a thin warm line high between my legs and then it opened up, a hard stream I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to. It hit the thick padding and spread out hot and fast to both sides, and the front of the diaper went heavy all at once. Warmth climbed the insides of my thighs and pooled low, a wet weight dragging the plastic down. The headphones made everything closer, so I heard the soft rush of it inside the diaper like it was miked, and a small crinkle when the soaked front swung and tapped my leg. The smell of my own piss came up warm under the flannel. Another push came, and the tapes pulled, and the diaper swelled between my legs, sodden and hot against my clit, until a little dripped from the leg onto the booth floor. I stood in it with my hands at my sides. He watched, finger on the button, and didn’t once look away.

“There,” he said. “All of it.”

One last weak spurt, and a small sound left me, and the headphones handed it right back.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed. Standing up. In the diaper. And you watched me.”

“And your pussy?”

“Wet. Before, and now.”

“Stay right there.”

He took his finger off the button and the hiss stayed. He came around the glass and opened the booth door, and the room sound rushed in under the pads before he lifted the headphones off with both hands and set them on the ledge. My ears felt bare. I could hear the drip off the diaper.

“Come here.”

His hand closed around my wrist, not hard, and he walked me out.

The leather was cool under my belly when he bent me over the arm of the couch. The wet diaper swung and smacked my thighs. He stood behind me, found the tapes at my back and peeled them open, slow and sticky, and cool air hit my ass while the soaked front stayed shoved up against my pussy, heavy and still warm.

“Hank,” I said.

“Daddy,” he corrected me, gently.

“Daddy. I can feel it. The back’s open.”

“I know.” A cap clicked. Cold lube touched my hole, a thick stripe, and then his finger worked it in a slow circle.

I jerked. “No, that’s too much.”

His palm came down flat on my lower back and stayed there, a steady weight, not a slap.

“Is that the word?” he asked.

“No,” I said into the leather. “I’m not saying it.”

“Then hands on the cushion, and don’t lift them. I’m going slow.”

I put my hands on the cushion with my cheek on the leather. It smelled old and warm, under the piss and the lube. His finger pressed at my hole and waited while I breathed. Then he pushed, just the tip, and the tight ring gave a little. He didn’t rush. In, a pause, out to the rim, in again and deeper until his knuckle met me. My pussy clenched in the wet padding.

“Too much,” I said again, smaller.

“You’re doing fine. Tell me where my finger is.”

“In my ass. Your finger’s in my ass, and the diaper’s open.”

“Good girl.”

My hole fluttered around him. I hated how fast that worked on me. My hips tried to push back and his palm kept them where they were.

He pulled his finger out, and I heard the cap again and the soft wet sound of more lube going onto the plug. Then the blunt tip was at my hole, narrower than his finger at first, and then not.

“Breathe for me.”

I did, and he pressed. The plug stretched me in a steady burn and my ass opened around the widest part, and I made a noise into the leather. He didn’t shove. He held it there at the wide point until I stopped fighting, then seated it, and my hole closed on the narrow neck and I was full in a strange, heavy way, the base snug between my cheeks.

“It’s in,” I said. “The plug’s in my ass. I can feel it every time I clench.”

“You will all night.”

He drew the wet diaper back up over it, the soaked padding sealing against me, warm on my pussy, the plastic over my ass holding the plug right where he’d put it. He pulled the tapes across and pressed them down, loud in the quiet studio, and ran his fingers along the leg holes.

“Stand up.”

I pushed off the arm and the plug shifted and I gasped. He turned me and laid me down on my back on the couch, my head on the far cushion, the flannel open over my breasts. When my weight settled the plug pressed deeper. There was no forgetting it. Every breath moved it.

He picked up the wand from the side table, where the wipes and a fresh diaper were waiting, and didn’t turn it on yet. He set the round head on the front of the wet diaper, right over my clit, and held it there with one hand and kept the other on my hip.

“Look at me.”

I did. He was calm, a big man in a small room with his flannel sleeves shoved up, and I was on his couch in a pissed diaper with a plug in my ass and my body already answering him. I could feel my own pulse in the soaked front.

“You hear that?” he asked.

A faint tick came from the grille in the floor by the couch, the heat kicking on. Until last night that vent had been the only thing between his floor and my mouth. I’d fed my wants into it like a fool, and he’d kept every one.

I’d barely finished the thought when he switched the wand on, low.

The buzz came through the wet padding like the padding wasn’t even there, and I arched, and the plug pushed, and my hands grabbed the cushion.

“Hands down,” he said. “Or it comes off.”

I put them down. He didn’t move it around. He held it in one place, the head sunk a little into the swollen front, and let the buzz do the work. The wet padding carried it close and mean. My clit swelled under it, and every time my pussy clenched, the plug answered with a thick nudge.

“Daddy.”

“I see it. You’re lifting your hips. You’re fucking the wand through your diaper.”

I was, and I hadn’t decided to. My hips rose, the head pressed harder, and a broken sound came out of me. He kept his hand steady and didn’t give me more speed. Low was plenty. The heat built fast, a tight pull from my clit back to the plug and forward again. I heard the wand humming against plastic and my own breath and the small wet sound when I ground up into his hand.

“Don’t come until I say.”

“I can’t...”

“You can. Tell me where it is.”

“On my clit. Through the diaper. It’s wet. And the plug, Daddy, the plug...”

“Stay there.”

He held it. My thighs shook. I was close enough to taste it, a bright edge, and he watched my face and kept the wand right where it was.

“Now.”

I came hard, my pussy pulsing and the wet padding mashed against my clit and my ass gripping the plug in sharp little squeezes. I cried out. My hips jerked and he followed them and kept the head seated so I couldn’t twist away. The first wave rolled through and a smaller one chased it, and I was still coming when he spoke.

“Again.”

“I just...”

He clicked the wand up one notch, and the buzz deepened, and my clit, already raw, lit up under the soaked front. I sobbed, and my hips lifted anyway. He pressed it in and held it there with a steadiness that had no mercy in it at all.

“Say my name when you come this time.”

“Hank...”

He shook his head, almost smiling.

“Daddy,” I said.

“Not yet. Hold it.”

I tried. The plug made it worse, or better, I couldn’t tell anymore. Every clench shoved me down onto it and up into the wand. The diaper was heavy and hot and stuck to my pussy, and the hum went through all of it. I heard the leather creak under me and his breathing, even and close.

“Now. Say it.”

“Daddy...” It broke out of me as I came the second time, longer and meaner, my whole cunt seizing and my ass tight on the plug, my thighs shaking so hard the couch moved. “Daddy. Daddy.” He kept the wand on me through the peak and through the ugly aftershocks, until I was pushing at his wrist with a weak hand and still coming in little spills. I felt a fresh wet spread under the buzz, not piss this time, slick and hot.

He switched it off, and the sudden quiet was loud. He left the dead head resting on me for a second before he lifted it away. I lay there with the plug deep and the diaper ruined and the flannel stuck to my sweat.

“Look at you,” he said softly, and my clit throbbed like he’d put his mouth on it.

He set the wand down, opened his jeans with one hand, and stood on the rug in front of the couch.

“Down here.”

My legs didn’t want to work. I rolled, felt the plug shift, and got onto my knees on the rug, the diaper bulging warm and heavy and loud when I settled. His cock was out, thick and hard, the head wet. He put a hand in my hair, not pulling, just resting it there.

“Open my jeans the rest of the way. You do it.”

I did, the button and the last of the zipper, and shoved the denim down his thighs. His cock bobbed against my cheek. He smelled like skin and soap and warm electronics.

“Mouth.”

I opened. He didn’t shove. He waited for me to take him, the head on my tongue, salty, then more, my lips stretching. I sucked and wrapped my hand around what I couldn’t fit. The plug moved every time I leaned in, and the wet diaper pressed my clit when I rocked back on my heels, and I moaned around him.

“Eyes up.”

I looked up. He was watching my mouth.

“Can you hear yourself?”

I could. Wet, obscene sounds, my spit, the little hitch when the head hit the back of my tongue. I pulled off to breathe.

“I hear it.”

“Then back on.”

I took him again, deeper and slower, the way he’d gone with the plug, and worked my tongue along the underside. He grunted, the first rough sound I’d heard out of him, and his hand tightened once in my hair and then eased.

“That’s it. As far as you can. Swallow when I tell you.”

I nodded with him in my mouth. Spit ran down my chin onto the diaper. I sucked harder, hollowed my cheeks, used my hand at the base in short strokes, and his hips started a small, careful thrust, fucking my mouth an inch at a time. I took it. My pussy ached in the soggy padding and every rock of my knees drove the plug.

“Leah.”

I hummed.

“I’m close. Stay on it.”

I stayed. He swelled on my tongue, and his hand cupped the back of my head, steady, not forcing, and a low sound left him. Then he came, hot thick pulses against the back of my throat, and I swallowed, and he kept coming, and I swallowed again with my mouth full and a little of it slipping out at the corner. I worked him through it until his hand loosened and he softened on my tongue.

“Show me.”

I opened my mouth. Empty, except for the shine of him.

“Good girl,” he said, and I shivered, with cum and spit on my chin, the diaper heavy, the plug still in.

He tucked himself away and helped me back onto the couch, careful of the plug. From the side table he took the wipes and the fresh diaper.

“Roll over for me.”

I rolled onto my side and he peeled the wet tapes. The soaked diaper came away with a sticky sound, and he wiped me slowly between my legs, over my pussy, around the plug. The wipe was cold and I jerked.

“Easy.”

His fingers found the base and drew the plug out in one smooth pull. My hole closed on nothing and I made a small hurt sound at how empty it felt. He wiped there too, gently, and rolled me onto the fresh diaper he’d spread out under me. He brought the front up snug over my clit, which was still too sensitive to touch, and taped it, one side and then the other, two fingers at each leg. Then he pulled the flannel closed over my breasts and did up a few of the buttons. His buttons.

“Downstairs.”

My legs were weak. He walked me down with a hand at the small of my back, and at my door I used my own key. Inside, the vent ticked, the same old slats. He stood in my doorway and didn’t come all the way in.

He touched the shell of my left ear. “I’m going to build you an earpiece for this one,” he said. “It’ll carry my voice and nothing else. Next week you’ll get out your kit and we’ll take molds of both your ears. Until then, there’s one rule. When the vent talks, you listen.”

I stood there in his shirt and the clean diaper with the taste of him still in my mouth, and nodded.

“Say it.”

“When the vent talks, I listen.”

“Goodnight, Leah.”

The door closed. I didn’t move for a long time. I spend my days fitting sound into other people’s ears, and now his voice was inside mine, and there was no turning it down.

❦

It was two in the morning, the night before we were going to make the molds, and I was lying awake in the dark in my own bed. The diaper he’d taped on me was thick under the blanket, and the plastic brushed the insides of my thighs every time I breathed. The old vent sat in the wall above my head, a black square, clicking the way it does when the heat cycles.

Then it was his voice, quiet and close, as if his mouth were in my pillow.

“Wet for me, Leah.”

Both my hands were flat on the sheet, and I left them there, palms down, fingers spread. I didn’t reach for myself. Before all this, that vent only ever knocked when the heat came on, and I’d lie under it and listen and drift back to sleep. Now it had him in it, and my legs had already opened.

“I can hear you breathing,” he said. “Keep your hands flat. Let it go. All of it.”

I tried to hold it anyway. The first push was small and hot, a little leak I could still have stopped, and my belly went tight. The diaper made a soft sound when I shifted, so I stopped shifting.

“Leah.”

That was all it took. A hard stream came out of me, hot, and the thick padding took it. The heat spread over my clit and under my ass, and I could hear it inside the plastic, a rush louder than my breathing, then a softer sound at the leg where it gathered and stayed. My thighs wanted to close and I kept them open. The front swelled and got heavy, warm and fat against my pussy, and it kept coming until my belly eased and there was nothing left but the soaked heat and the shake in my hands on the sheet.

“I heard every drop of that,” he said, and it landed somewhere low. Under all that warm wet my pussy clenched and went slick, and my hips tipped up off the mattress before I could stop them.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I wet,” I said. My voice came out small. “I pissed, all of it, in the diaper. With my hands flat. For you.”

“The diaper stays on.”

I turned my face up to the slats. “Come down,” I said. “I’ll unlock the door.”

I got up. The diaper swung heavy with every step, a soft slap of plastic, the warm piss shifting against my clit. At the front door I turned the lock, and the click was clean and loud in the hall, and I left it that way for him.

On my way back to bed I opened the drawer of my nightstand and took out the plug I’d bought months ago and never dared open. I tore the box and set the plug on the nightstand. Then I lay down on my side with both hands on the sheet again. Socks on the stairs, slow, no shoes. I listened to every one of them the way I’d listen to a patient’s tones, until my bedroom door opened and the mattress dipped and he was sitting on the edge of my bed.

His hand found the back of my thigh, then the swollen plastic. He pressed, and the piss moved under his palm.

“Soaked,” he said. “You didn’t cheat at all.”

“I didn’t.”

“Look at me.”

I rolled onto my back. The light from the hall cut across his face, calm, in no hurry. He pressed again, lower, right over my pussy, and I got wetter while he was still looking at me, slick under the piss. He felt that too.

“There it is,” he said. “First the piss, then this. You get wet when I talk to you.”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I get wet when you talk to me. I’m wet right now. Daddy, I want you to plug me. I want you to spank me.” I’d never said either of those out loud to anyone in my life. “It’s on the nightstand.”

“Over my knee, then.”

He pulled me across his lap with my hips on his thigh and my face toward the blanket, ass up. The wet diaper was heavy and loud when it settled, and his palm came down flat on it and stayed, wide, covering all the heat.

“You waited for me with your hands flat,” he said. “I liked that.”

My cunt clenched, and he felt the diaper jump.

“No,” I said. “Not hard.”

“Is that the word?”

“No. I’ve still got it.”

He gave me three, harder than I’d asked for, flat on the wet plastic. Each one shoved the soaked padding up into my pussy and my clit, a dull crack that the diaper muffled and the room didn’t. My fingers grabbed the sheet. By the third my ass was burning under the padding, and I stayed where I was.

“Daddy. That was hard.”

“I know it was.” His hand rested on the wet bulge, heavy, not rubbing. “Let’s get these tapes.”

He peeled them, sticky and loud, and pulled the wet diaper down off my ass and left it bunched under my hips, still heavy, cold where it had come away from my skin and hot where it still pressed against my thighs and my pussy. Air hit my bare ass. He covered one cheek with his palm, feeling the warmth there.

“Red yet?”

“I don’t know. I can’t see it.”

“You will.”

He spanked me bare with his flat hand, taking his time between them. The first on skin was brighter than the ones through the diaper, a clean crack, and the sting arrived a second later, deep in the cheek. He did the other side the same, then the first spot again until it sang, then lower, where my ass meets my thigh. I heard every one with nothing between his hand and me, no booth, no glass, just the smack and my breath and the wet diaper grinding against my clit every time I rocked on his leg.

“Louder.”

“It hurts.”

Smack. “Where?”

“My ass. Daddy, my ass.”

He kept going, the undercurve, the full of each cheek, a harder one that curled my toes. When my voice went thin he waited with his hand on the burn until I could breathe again, and then he went on. My skin went tight and hot, and I could feel the shape of his palm long after his hand had lifted.

He turned me a little so the hall light hit my skin, and looked.

“Red,” he said, with something like satisfaction. “Both sides. That’s mine.”

His palm rested there and I shook. I was dripping, not piss now, slick running down over the bunched plastic, because every smack had ground my clit into the wet padding.

“I can feel you on my leg,” he said. “Tell me.”

“I’m wet. My pussy’s so wet. And my ass is red. Please.”

“Up on the bed. On your knees. Face me.”

I climbed off his lap with the diaper hanging half down, tapes open. He didn’t take it off. He knelt me in front of him at the edge of the bed, sitting back on my heels, with my tits bare and the wet padding dragged forward between my thighs. From his shirt pocket he took a pair of small clamps with a thin chain between them, and my nipples pulled tight before he’d even touched them.

“Hold still.”

“I am.”

“You’re not. Your chest is jumping. I can see it.” He put one hand under my breast and held my ribs, and with the other he rolled my left nipple until it was hard and set the clamp. The bite was sharp and it stayed. I hissed. My hands stayed on my thighs, and he waited until I was quiet before he did the right one the same way, slowly. The chain hung between my tits, light and cold.

“Look at me. Where’s the word?”

“Right where I left it,” I said. “They hurt. But I can take them.”

“Good girl.”

My hips rolled without my meaning them to, and the chain swung, and I felt the tug of it all the way down in my cunt. He watched it happen.

“What can you hear?”

“The chain when I breathe,” I said. “And the diaper. And my own mouth.”

“Hands on the bed. Face in the pillow. Ass up.”

I turned and went down with my knees wide and my chest low. The clamps bit harder when my tits met the sheet, and I moaned into the cotton. The wet diaper was still caught around my thighs. His hand pressed the small of my back until I stopped lifting.

Something small and smooth touched my ass, cool and slick. He had the plug from the nightstand. He worked it at my hole with his thumb in slow, slippery circles until I tightened.

“Open for me.”

“It’s big.”

“It’s small. Open.”

I pushed back. The tip stretched me, a burn and then a thicker burn, and he didn’t rush it. He held it there until my hole stopped fighting and then gave me more. A thin sound came out of me into the pillow. My pussy clenched on nothing and got wetter, and he felt that with two fingers of his other hand sliding through me, and didn’t say a word about it. He just kept the plug coming. The widest part made me gasp, and then my ass took it and closed around the neck, and I was full, the base snug against me.

“It’s in,” I said. “Daddy, the plug’s in my ass.”

“I know.”

He pulled the wet diaper back up over the plug and over my red ass, heavy and warm and smelling of piss, and settled it so that every breath pressed the plug deeper. Then he folded the front down. I felt him do it, the wet bulk peeling off my pussy and folding toward my belly, so my cunt was bare while the rest of the diaper stayed up around my hips with the plug buried under the plastic. Cool air touched my slick folds. My own wet was running down the insides of my thighs.

“Listen,” he said.

I heard his fist move on his cock, once, soft. Then the blunt head of it was at my pussy, nudging my clit, and I jerked, and the chain tugged where it was caught under me.

“Up. Get your face off the pillow. The vent’s right there. Let it hear you.”

I lifted my face. The vent was a dark square above the bed, and I opened my mouth, and he pushed into me in one long thick slide, cock into my pussy, and I was loud. Not words at first. A raw open cry that went straight up at the metal and came back down thinner, the way a narrow duct throws a sound back at you.

His hand found the chain and pulled.

The clamps bit, my nipples screamed, my cunt grabbed him, and I cried out again, higher, and heard it in the vent, my own voice coming back down on me.

“Daddy. I can hear it. I can hear myself.”

“Good. Stay loud. Don’t you put your face down.”

He fucked me deep and not fast, out until the head tugged at my entrance and back in until his hips met my red ass and the plug shoved tight under the wet diaper. The plastic rustled with every stroke, and the folded wet front pressed against my belly when he seated himself. Both holes full, the chain in his fist, me on my knees with my hands knotted in the sheet and my mouth open at the vent like he’d put me in front of a microphone.

“Tell me what I’m in.”

“My pussy. Your cock’s in my pussy, and the plug’s in my ass, and the diaper’s wet on me. Daddy, please.”

“Please what?”

“Don’t stop. Fuck me. I was wet before you even sat down. I’m so wet you can hear it.”

He could. The sound of him in me was wet and plain under the slap of his hips on my spanked ass. He pulled the chain and I sobbed his name at the vent. He let it go slack and took my hip, and pulled it again whenever I went quiet, and the noise came back every time.

All my life I’d thought I wanted to be quiet. I wasn’t quiet, the vent carried every bit of it, and I didn’t care.

“I’m close,” I said. “Daddy, I’m so close.”

He reached under me. With the front folded down my clit was bare and swollen and easy to find, and he rubbed it with two fingers, plain and steady, while his cock stayed deep. The same press over and over while he ground in and held.

“You hide in quiet,” he said. “Not tonight. The vent gets all of it.”

“I’m not hiding. Daddy, I’m not. Please let me come. Your cock’s in me and your hand’s on my clit and I need to come on your cock.”

“Then come.”

It took me hard. My pussy grabbed him in pulses I couldn’t have stopped, slick flooding his cock and his fingers, my thighs shaking, the plug locked tight while I clenched on it. I yelled into the vent until my throat hurt. He didn’t pull out. He fucked me through it in short deep strokes with his fingers still on my clit and the chain pulled tight, and I came again on the tail of it, messier, my voice cracking, my face sinking toward the pillow.

“Up,” he said. “I want the rest of it up there.”

I got my face up, and a broken high sound came out of me, and the vent took it. He let go of my clit and took my hip with that hand and went faster. The wet slap of him in my pussy was louder than anything. My ass burned every time he met it, and the plug made each stroke feel like I was split in two, both holes taken. I kept the noise coming because he’d told me to and because I couldn’t have stopped it anyway.

“Daddy. You’re so deep. I’m still coming. Don’t stop.”

His breathing changed, and that was all the warning I got. He drove in and stayed, thick and jerking, and I felt him come inside me, hot pulse after pulse, deep, while his hand hauled on the chain and my nipples lit up. A low sound left him, and then my name, just once.

“Leah.”

I shook underneath him. His cum leaked around his cock, warm on my pussy, mixing with me. He stayed in until he’d softened a little and then pulled out slowly, and I felt the emptiness and the drip at the same time, more of him sliding out of me and onto the wet plastic he’d folded down.

“Don’t move.”

He took the clamps off one at a time. The blood rushed back into my nipples and I cried out at the vent, sharp, and he held each breast in his palm until the worst of it passed. Then he eased the plug out, and my ass closed slowly, sore and loose, and I heard him set both things on the nightstand.

He pulled the pissed diaper down and off, and it hit the floor heavy. He turned me onto my back and slid a clean one under my hips, thick and plain and white, and spread my legs. His cum was on my pussy and in it, a white mess at my hole. He looked at it for a moment, then pressed his palm low on my belly and brought the front of the fresh diaper up over all of it and taped it snug. His palm went flat on the dry front and stayed.

“That stays in you,” he said. “Diaper on. You don’t take it off.”

“I won’t. Your cum stays in me. The diaper stays on.”

He kept his hand there until my breathing slowed. The vent ticked, just the heat this time, and I listened to it anyway. He pulled the blanket up over us and didn’t leave. I felt the bed take his weight and his arm come over my waist, his palm low on the diaper, like he meant to know about it if I moved.

I fell asleep like that.

When I woke, his hand was pressing the diaper, slow, checking. The morning light was gray on the wall. The plastic was dry on the outside, still thick between my legs, still holding what he’d left in me. My ass was sore, my nipples ached, and deep inside I was sore and full of him.

He was sitting up in his flannel, calm, and the vent was quiet. His fingers left the diaper and touched my ear, the shell of it, lightly, the way you’d trace a shape you were trying to learn. That night in the booth he’d looked at my ears the same way, when the headphones were covering them.

“Leah.”

“I’m here.”

“One thing,” he said. “We’re doing your ears today. Go get your kit.”

❦

My kitchen table was bare except for my clinic kit, lying open, and the front door was locked. Under my skirt the diaper sat thick between my legs, plain white, the tapes snug at my hips, because he’d taped it on me himself before breakfast. The fridge hummed, a sound I could have named in my sleep. Nobody else was coming. For once, this was the one thing in the room I knew better than he did.

“Tell me how,” Hank said. “Before I touch anything.”

So I told him, step by step, the way I’d explain it to a new assistant. First he shone my little ear light into each canal so he could see it was clear, which made him frown in concentration like a man reading a map. Then a small cotton stop on a thread in each ear, pushed gently past the bend so nothing would go in too deep. Only then did I let him load the two syringes of soft mold silicone, and I talked him through filling each ear from the inside out, slowly, the tip kept in the stuff so no air got trapped. It was cold for a second and then it took my heat. I held still with my head tipped. The shell of my ear, the little fold, the opening that led in. In bed that morning he’d touched that same shell like he was learning it. For a few minutes I kept my hands off my face and let the silicone set, and the whole world went muffled and close, my own heartbeat louder than the fridge.

When it was firm I told him how to ease the molds out, a slow twist and never a pull. Then two soft copies of my ears lay on the table, every ridge and curve. He laid them side by side in the little box from my kit. When I shifted on the chair the diaper rustled, and I was already wet in it, not from piss, just from watching his big careful hands do the thing mine do all day. I didn’t touch myself. He hadn’t said I could.

He closed the box and slipped it into his shirt pocket, a small hard shape behind the flannel. I caught my reflection in the window over the sink: a woman in a skirt, with the faint bulge of a diaper if you knew to look for it. My face was calm. My pussy wasn’t.

He took the box upstairs.

A week later his studio smelled like warm dust and the old leather couch. Hank stood by his workbench in his flannel and held up something no bigger than the tip of my thumb, tinted pale blue and smooth, shaped exactly like the inside of my left ear.

“Sit down for me.”

I sat on the couch. The diaper under my dress was dry and thick. He came over and tipped my chin up.

“This is yours,” he said, holding it so I could see. “Your ear, my voice. Nothing else gets in.”

“Did both molds come out all right?”

“Good enough to build on.” He brushed my hair back, and his fingers were warm on the shell of my ear, the same place as before, only now he had a reason. “Hold still.”

He fitted it himself, a soft push and a little turn, and it seated. The room fell away on that side. With my other ear I could still hear the hum of his gear, but in the fitted one there was only a faint hiss, and then him, as close as if his mouth were inside my head.

“Leah.”

“I’m here.”

“Tell me if it hurts.”

“It doesn’t. It’s perfect.” I meant it. I’d fitted dozens of these on other people, and none of them had ever sat right in my own ear before.

“Good girl.”

The words landed low in my belly. My pussy clenched, and I felt a slip of wet against the lining, and he saw my thighs press together.

“Already,” he said, almost amused. His thumb stroked the earpiece once, settling it deeper. “Leave it in. Stand up.”

I stood. He sat on the couch and drew me in between his knees, and his hands went up under my dress, found the tapes and peeled the dry diaper down. Cool air touched my pussy. I was shiny, and he looked.

“Hands on my shoulders.”

I put them there. He took a small egg from his shirt pocket, slicked it with lube from the tube on the cushion, and set the tip against me.

“Open.”

I moved my feet apart, and he slid it in slowly. It was small and hard and cold at first, and then my heat took it, and it sat just inside, a weight against the front wall. My clit jumped and I made a sound.

“There.” He held it with two fingers until I’d closed around the little stem. “Don’t push it out.”

“I won’t.”

He shook out a fresh diaper, plain white and as thick as the last, and brought it up between my legs so the front cupped the egg in. He pulled the tapes tight, one side and then the other, and laid his palm flat over the bulge so I felt the egg shift.

“Walk.”

I took a couple of steps. The diaper crinkled and the egg nudged me with every move. He picked up the remote, small and black, and thumbed it once, and a low buzz started inside me. My knees went soft.

“Daddy.”

“The glass.” He nodded at the booth wall. “Palms flat on it. You don’t take them off until I say.”

He walked to the far side of the room. I went to the glass and put both palms on its cool surface, and my breath fogged a small patch in front of my mouth. Through it I could see him, the flannel, the calm face, the remote in his hand. In the earpiece his voice was the only voice in the world.

“Feet apart.”

I set them apart, and the diaper pulled at my hips. The egg hummed, steady, not hard yet.

“Look at me.”

I looked at him, and he looked back at me, my hands stuck to his glass and a toy in my cunt under a diaper he’d taped on.

“You told me how to take those molds,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Door’s locked?”

“Yes.”

“Then we’re all set.” His thumb moved, and the buzz climbed. My pussy grabbed the egg and I rocked once before I caught myself. “Still.”

I went still. I was slicking the lining already, my wet, not piss, warming the plastic. I could smell myself.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“The egg. The diaper. Your voice in this ear. The glass is cold.”

“And your pussy?”

“Wet. Throbbing. All around it.”

He turned it up, and the buzz went mean. Nothing was touching my clit and it pulsed anyway. I whimpered, and my palms squeaked on the glass.

“Don’t you move those hands.”

“I won’t.”

“You would if I let you. I’m not letting you.” He watched my hips try to chase the buzz and fail. “In the booth you wet on my word with your hands at your sides. Same rule. Different room.”

My face went hot. The egg hammered a spot that made my thighs shake, and a thin string of my slick slid down and soaked into the padding. I heard it, a soft tack, because the studio was quiet and my free ear was still working.

“Daddy.”

“Not yet.”

He let me stand there. The buzz dipped, rose, dipped again. I fluttered around the egg. I wanted to grind the front of the diaper against the glass and I didn’t. Sweat gathered under my breasts, and the tapes dug in when I clenched.

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Let me come. Or let me wet. Something. I can’t...”

“You can.” Lower. “Hands stay where they are. When I say, you piss. And you don’t come until the piss is running. Do you hear me?”

“I hear you. I don’t come until I’m pissing.”

He turned the remote all the way up. My mouth fell open, and my palms stayed flat, and I stared at him through the glass and shook.

“Now.”

It didn’t start in my head. It started low, a hot push I’d been holding since the couch, and I let go. The first spurt hit the lining and spread, sudden and warm, right over my pussy and the trapped egg, and I gasped. Another push, longer, and the piss flooded the padding, heavy, soaking out to the leg cuffs. I felt it climb the front, hot against my clit, and then settle into a thick wet weight that dragged the diaper down between my thighs. A little leaked from the left cuff and ran warm down the inside of my leg. And the egg never stopped buzzing, in the piss and in me.

“Oh, God...”

“Come.”

I came with my hands stuck to the glass. My pussy clamped down so hard on the egg that the buzz went dull and sharp at once, and my clit kicked in the hot wet padding. I cried out, and my knees buckled, and I didn’t take my palms off. It rolled through me messy and loud, the diaper squelching when my hips jerked, and I kept pissing in small spurts all the way through it, each one making it worse. My forehead touched the glass. I was sobbing his name and I didn’t move my hands.

He turned the egg down to a murmur, and I twitched. The diaper hung heavy, sloshing a little when I breathed.

“Stay.”

I stayed. The piss cooled at the edges and stayed hot in the middle, right where the egg sat, and my slick and my piss mixed until I couldn’t tell them apart. I heard his socks on the floor as he came around the glass, and his hand settled between my shoulder blades.

“Hands down now.”

I peeled them off, and my prints faded on the glass. He turned me and walked me to the couch with a palm on my lower back, and I walked stiff-legged, the soaked diaper swinging and slapping my thighs. He sat and stood me between his knees again.

“Look at it.”

I looked down. The front was dark and swollen, wet yellow through the white, sagging off my hips.

He opened the tapes and the wet front fell forward with the weight of it. Cool air hit my soaked pussy. The egg’s stem peeked out, shining, and he hooked two fingers around it and drew it out slowly, and it left me empty and clenching.

“Come here. On me.”

He opened his jeans, and his cock came out thick and hard, the head already wet. I climbed on with my knees on the leather and the soaked diaper hanging open between us, the back still under my ass. The earpiece stayed in. My free ear caught the creak of the couch and the wet sound of my own skin.

I took him in my hand and fit him to me. He was hot. I sank down, and my pussy, swollen from the egg, gripped him inch by inch until I was seated and full, his cock deeper than the toy had ever been. I moaned into his shoulder.

His mouth found my other ear, the bare one, his breath first and then his teeth on the lobe, light.

“Ride.”

I rode him, slow at first and then the way my body wanted, up and down, the open wet diaper slapping his jeans, piss smearing his stomach and my thighs. His hands held my hips and set the pace when I rushed. In the earpiece there was only his breath and then his voice, doubled, mouth and mold at the same time.

“You came on the glass.”

“Yes.”

“With your hands flat. Like I told you.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

I clenched around him so hard that he grunted. Praise again, and I chased it like a fool. My clit dragged on the soaked front every time I came down. The smell of piss was all over both of us, and he didn’t care. His thumbs dug into my hips and he fucked up into me, unhurried and deep.

“You’re going to wet again,” he said.

“I just did...”

“Again.” His mouth was at my bare ear, and the word went in there and through the earpiece together. “When you come. Not before. You hear me in both ears, and you piss on my cock.”

“I don’t know if I’ve got any left.”

His palm came down flat on the side of my ass, one hard smack on bare skin beside the hanging diaper. Not angry. Just an order.

“You do. Say it.”

“I’ll piss when I come. On you.”

He held my hips and stopped letting me set the pace. I rose and he pulled me back down, again and again, and the head of his cock knocked the same spot the egg had ruined. I was close already, the second one building meaner than the first because he was inside me and talking in both my ears at once.

“Look at me.”

I looked. His face was calm, but his cock wasn’t. I felt him thicken.

“Now.”

I bore down. For a second there was nothing but the clench, and then it broke. Hot piss poured out around his cock, over his stomach and into the open diaper and onto his jeans, running in a sheet, soaking his lap. I felt every bit of it leave me, the relief and the shame and the filthy slide of it over his skin, and I came right in the middle of it, my pussy milking him while the piss kept running, and I cried out against his mouth. He didn’t pull out. He held my hips down and fucked up through the flood, a few hard strokes, and came. I felt it pump into me, thick and hot, mixing with the last of the piss leaking around him. He groaned once, low, and stayed buried.

I shook on top of him. Piss dripped off the edge of the couch. The earpiece hissed with his breathing.

“Stay down.”

I stayed, and he softened a little inside me, and his cum started to slip out of me along with the last of it. He stroked my hair once.

“The earpiece stays in until I take it out.”

“Okay.”

We sat in it until my legs stopped jumping. Then he lifted me off, folded the ruined diaper closed and set it aside, cleaned me with warm wipes, slowly, and taped a fresh one on me, his palm flat on the front until my legs were steady. “Water,” he said, and held the glass while I drank. I stood there in my dress, padded and warm, his cum still in me.

My coat was on the hook by the door. I went to it, and my fingers found the spare key in the pocket. I’d taken it off its hook in my kitchen cupboard before I came up. It had hung there since the day I moved in, and nobody had ever touched it.

I came back. He hadn’t asked for anything. He saw it in my fingers and held out his hand, palm up, and I dropped the key into it. He closed his fist around it and put it in his pocket.

“You don’t ask for it back,” he said.

“I won’t.”

He touched the earpiece, not to take it out, just to know it was seated. “When I talk to you in this, you answer.”

“I will.”

I’ve spent my whole working life telling people their ears are fine. Mine weren’t fine anymore. They were his.

A few nights later it was four in the morning, and I was in my bed in the dark, on my side, in a fresh diaper because he’d told me to sleep in one. The earpiece was in. The room was black, and my free ear heard the fridge in the kitchen and nothing else.

His voice came through the mold, quiet and close, from somewhere that wasn’t the vent.

“Wet for me.”

I smiled into the pillow and let go. Warm piss spread through the diaper, slow, filling the padding under my pussy in a soft flood I didn’t fight. I sighed and lay still and listened to it soak in.

Down the hall, his key turned in my lock.

If you want more like this, read Taken Care Of by Daddy next


Mommy Seals His Permanent Diaper Contract and Pegs Him on Her Desk — Mommy Domme Contract Enema and Messing ABDL

I’m a divorce lawyer, which means I spend my days writing the endings of other people’s marriages. That evening it was a couple who hadn’t spoken a civil word to each other in a year, and I was dividing up a life I’d never seen: a house with a bad roof, a boat that spent more time on its trailer than in the water, and a wall of old records that one of them called a collection and the other called junk. She kept the house. He kept the boat. The records were supposed to go to whoever could list them without crying, and since neither of them could, I split the shelves down the middle and called it fair. I’m good at other people’s endings. Mine had been shorter and worse, and I didn’t bring that to work.

The office gets a particular kind of quiet after everyone goes home. The heat ticks in the ducts, somebody’s screensaver throws slow blue light across the conference room glass, and the copier makes a little clicking noise you never notice during the day. I made a joke to nobody about how I could split up a whole marriage and still forget to buy milk. Nobody laughed, which was fair. I saved the file and printed the affidavits that needed to be notarized and stacked them perfectly square, because Paula always noticed when a stack wasn’t square. I’d learned that about her the way you learn the weather. You don’t argue with it. You just bring an umbrella.

I’d turned thirty-eight that spring, and the work hadn’t gotten any kinder, only more familiar. A client had cried in my office that afternoon and then asked whether the little espresso machine actually worked or was just for show. I told her it worked if you hit it on the left side, which was true, and she laughed once and signed where I pointed. People will sign almost anything if you give them a quiet minute and don’t rush them. I’m not saying that’s kindness. It’s just how I keep a room from catching fire.

When I finally shut the computer off, the building felt hollow around me, the way downtown always does after the shops close. Mine was the last car in the lot. I stood there with my coat over my arm and felt that old private pull start up under my ribs, the one I never let myself think about at the office. I told myself it was just tiredness. I told myself that most nights, and most nights I didn’t believe me.

Paula’s office is on the second floor of an old brick building downtown, above a tailor’s shop, up a staircase that creaks under every step. I’d been climbing those stairs with affidavits for years. The handrail is worn smooth, and the stairwell smells like dust and the lemon soap somebody uses on the steps when they remember to. Her door has a frosted glass window with her name on it in plain black letters, and that’s all the advertising she’s ever needed, because every lawyer in town already knows where she is.

Her desk lamp was always on, shining down on a big green blotter that made every white page look like it had been called in to be judged. She kept a tray for her stamp, a red pen, and a glass of water she actually drank. And she never hurried. I’d stand there in my coat and she wouldn’t look up until she’d finished the line she was reading. When she did look up, she held my eyes a little longer than business strictly required. It wasn’t a smile, exactly. It was attention. I always felt it in my hands.

Paula was somewhere in her mid-forties, and she read like she thought hurrying was a kind of sloppiness. Every page twice, the second time slower than the first, her pen moving along under the words. When she found a mistake she didn’t sigh at it. She’d make some small, dry remark and fix it in red ink, and I’d stand there feeling like a man who’d been caught with his shirt untucked.

“You wrote ‘severally’ where you meant ‘separately,’” she told me once, without looking up. “Unless you wanted them to be lonely on purpose.”

“I just wanted them to be done,” I said.

“Then write ‘done.’” She stamped the page, a short firm press, and the sound of it was clean and final. I watched her hands on that stamp more than I ever admitted to myself on the way back down the stairs.

I always left her office a little warmer than I came in. The air in the stairwell seemed thinner afterward, and I’d sit in my car with the engine off and feel the heat under my collar and tell myself it was the climb. She had no say over my work. I could have taken my affidavits to any notary in the city. I didn’t. I brought her the ones that mattered and a few that didn’t, and I told myself her office was just conveniently close.

What I never let myself put into words was how much I liked the way she noticed things. A crooked stack of paper. A word that was showing off. The fact that I hadn’t slept. She never mentioned that last one, but her eyes would go to my face and then back to the page, and the page would get a dry little comment while I got the look. On the nights I’d been up those stairs, I’d drive home gripping the wheel with a want in me I still wouldn’t name. I’d had it since I started living alone. It wasn’t about her, I’d tell myself, and then I’d tell myself again, which is what you do when something is partly a lie.

I live in a tidy apartment on a quiet street, one bedroom and a kitchen I keep spotless because a clean kitchen makes me feel like a man with a plan. After my marriage ended, I lived there alone, and alone was when the want stopped being something I could pretend wasn’t there. I’d lock the door, turn off the bedroom lamp, and stand in the stripes of streetlight coming through the blinds, and I’d do the thing I had started doing as a grown man with his own lease and nobody to explain it to.

I wore a diaper to bed.

There. Even thinking the word in that room felt loud. Plain white and thick, the crinkly kind, so I always stood still for a minute after I put it on and let it settle, the tapes snug at my hips and all that padding strange against me, and then, slowly, not strange at all. It calmed something in me. My shoulders came down. My jaw unclenched. I’d lie on my back and feel held in a way I didn’t have words for, and at the same time the shame would come up hot behind my eyes. A grown man who wrote the endings of other people’s marriages, padding himself up like a secret. I’d tell myself to stop. I’d wear it anyway. I had the same argument with myself every night, and I lost it every night, which is to say I got exactly what I wanted and hated myself a little for getting it.

And the lawyer in me couldn’t leave a want like that without paperwork. That was the worst part, or maybe the most honest part. One night I sat down at the kitchen table with a pen and a clean sheet of paper and drafted it. A private care agreement, one page. No heading that would mean anything in a courtroom, just plain lines in plain verbs, the way I write every settlement. Diapers, day and night. Checked. Changed. Punished if I broke a rule I hadn’t let anyone set yet. My name on one signature line, and a blank where somebody else’s name should go. I sat there staring at that blank until it felt louder than the refrigerator.

I didn’t even sign my own line that night. I put the page in a folder and put the folder in the drawer with my tax papers, which was just cowardice pretending to be filing. Then I took it right back out again, because the very first line said the diaper went with me. Not only at night. Everywhere. So I started carrying one in my briefcase, tucked in beside the affidavits, taped shut on itself so it would lie flat. I told myself I was just complying with a document nobody had signed. I told myself a lot of things. The diaper went in the briefcase, the folder went in with it, and I carried both of them to work every day and never once opened them under the office lights, and the weight of that case against my leg was a small, steady, dirty relief.

The night everything started to tip was supposed to be just work. I had a stack of affidavits that needed to be sworn before a hearing the next morning, and regular office hours were long over. I called Paula’s office anyway and got her voice, as calm as if the building hadn’t emptied out around her hours ago.

“I can do them,” she said. “I stay late on quiet evenings. Once the tailor locks up, I have the whole building to myself. Come up when your pages are clean.”

“They’re clean,” I said.

“We’ll see.”

I climbed her stairs with a briefcase that felt heavier than paper. The stairwell was dark except for the light from her frosted window, and every step I took sounded guilty. She opened the door before I could knock, which meant she’d heard me coming, and her lamp made a warm circle on the green blotter. She looked at my face, then at the stack in my hand, and the look stayed on me.

“Sit,” she said. “The coffee’s from the pot. It’s not good, but it’s hot.”

I sat. She read. Then she read it all again. Halfway through the third affidavit, her pen stopped, and she made a small sound in her throat that was almost a laugh.

“You’ve got a sentence here with two verbs in it and no idea which one you meant,” she said. “That’s sloppy. You don’t get sloppy with me. Fix it in the margin, or I will.”

“I’ll fix it,” I said, and my voice came out perfectly even. Under the desk, though, my cock had started to get hard, stupid and immediate, because she’d said “you don’t get sloppy with me” in that dry voice without once looking up from the page. The shame came right behind it. She was my notary. I was a man with a diaper in his briefcase and a blank signature line at home, and I had no business getting hard over a grammar correction.

She slid the page back across the blotter. Our fingers didn’t touch. Her hand rested there for a moment with the red pen loose in it, and I watched the tendons shift as she set the pen down.

“I like the building empty like this,” she said. “You can hear the heat. People rush less when they think there’s nobody left to perform for.”

“I wasn’t performing.”

“Yes, you were. You always square the stack before you hand it to me.” She stamped the affidavits one after the other, that same clean sound I’d been listening to for years. “There. Go home, counselor. Fix that ugly sentence before you go to sleep, if you sleep.”

I thanked her and made it down the stairs without running. Then I sat in my car with my forehead on the steering wheel and my cock still hard against my zipper, furious with myself. Furious that a comment about a verb could do that to me, and furious that what I really wanted was to go right back up those stairs and hand her the other page, the one she was never supposed to see. I drove home. I didn’t touch myself. I told myself the feeling would be gone by the time I got to my street. It wasn’t.

At the kitchen table, I took the agreement out again. The blank line looked even worse under the overhead light. So I rewrote the whole page from the top, slowly, the way she reads. Diapers, day and night. Checked. Changed when she says so, and I caught myself writing “she” and didn’t cross it out. Punished for wetting without asking first. Punished for hiding it. And at the bottom, in handwriting that shook more than I liked, I added one more line: The other party may edit this page in red ink, and any mark she makes stands.

Sitting there with the pen cap in my teeth, I finally understood what I wanted. It wasn’t a fantasy. I wanted her stamp. I wanted that clean, final sound. I wanted the thing to feel real because her hand had made it real, the same way her hand made my affidavits real, even though this page could never be notarized in a million years. The wanting and the shame were sitting in the same chair, and for once I didn’t put the page back in the drawer.

I took a shower and told myself I’d sleep in shorts like a normal man. Then I opened the dresser drawer anyway. I taped a diaper on in the bedroom with the blinds down, thick and plain and crinkly, and the bulk of it pushed my thighs apart. My cock was filling against the padding before I’d even finished the second tape, like the diaper itself was the permission I’d been refusing to give myself. I stood in front of the mirror long enough to hate what I saw and long enough to get even harder. Then I took the page to bed and lay on my back with the lamp turned low.

I read the lines out loud. Not in my voice, in hers. Slow. Exact. In no hurry at all.

Diapers, day and night.

I could hear her saying it across the green blotter, pen moving under the words, eyes on the page and then on me.

Checked.

I imagined her hand at my waistband, not touching yet, just deciding. I was already leaking a little into the padding, a warm seep I couldn’t pretend was an accident. The shame flared up again. I kept reading.

Changed.

I slid my hand down over the front of the diaper. It was warm. My cock was a thick ridge under the padding, trapped and aching, the head so wet the inside of the diaper clung to it. I stroked myself through all that thickness the way I’d taught myself to, my palm heavy, pressure instead of grip, and every stroke made the plastic crackle. When I read the punishment line in her voice, my hips jerked off the bed.

“You don’t get sloppy with me,” I whispered, and I pictured her mouth saying it, that dry almost-laugh, the red pen hovering over the page.

I imagined her editing me. A red line through a soft verb. A note in the margin that just said “harder.” I imagined her bringing that stamp down next to my name while I stood in front of her desk, hard in my suit, and she didn’t look away. My hand moved faster. I let go and wet the diaper, and the front of it went hot and soaked, the heat spreading under my cock and down between my legs, and I didn’t try to stop it. The page said wetting was part of the care. I was obeying an agreement that nobody had signed, which was so pathetic I almost laughed, and the laugh turned into a groan.

“Checked,” I said again, at her pace, and I pressed the heel of my hand down hard on the head of my cock through the soaked padding and came.

It hit me hard. My back arched off the mattress and I came into the diaper, pulse after pulse, hot and messy, the plastic holding all of it against me while I shook and said her name once, ugly and quiet, into the dark of my own bedroom. I kept grinding the wet padding against my cock through the aftershocks, slow, until my thighs were trembling and the shame came back down over me like a clean sheet.

I lay there for a long time. The page had stuck to my chest where I’d dropped it, ink against skin. The diaper was heavy and warm and obscene, doing exactly the job I’d written for it. I didn’t get up. I listened to the refrigerator and to my own breathing, and I didn’t peel that page off my chest until the lamp started to feel too bright to leave on.

In the morning I was precise again. Shower, suit, the used diaper wrapped up and buried in the trash under other trash, because I’m not a man who leaves evidence lying on top. A fresh one went into my briefcase, taped flat, because the page still said so. And I called her from the car before I could talk myself into being a better person.

“I have a personal document,” I said. “It’s not a filing. It’s one page. I’d need to see you after hours, when the building’s empty. If you still stay late.”

There was a pause. I heard paper move on her end of the line, and I pictured the green blotter.

“I still stay,” she said. “Bring your ID. I don’t notarize strangers’ secrets, and I don’t notarize yours without reading them first. You know how I read.”

“I know.”

“Then book it. Come after the tailor’s gone. And don’t bring me a sloppy page.”

“I won’t.”

She hung up without saying goodbye, which was exactly like her, and I sat there in the parking lot with my pulse in my throat and my briefcase on the passenger seat like a witness.

The waiting turned out to be its own punishment, and I hadn’t even written that into the agreement, which felt unfair. I spent days on ordinary work. Settlements. Somebody’s boat. Somebody’s record collection that nobody wanted anymore once it was written down. I wrote other people’s endings and ate lunch at my desk and never opened the folder. At night I wore the diaper and didn’t let myself come again. I was saving it, which is a ridiculous thing for a grown man to do, and I knew it, and I did it anyway. Every morning I was ashamed, and every afternoon I drove past her building with my face hot and didn’t go up. I told myself to cancel. I didn’t cancel.

The evening finally came, gray and quiet. Downtown had already closed up for the night, and the tailor’s metal grate was pulled down. The stairwell was dark except for the light from her frosted window, the same light as always, the same faint smell of lemon soap on the rail. My shoes sounded loud on every step. My briefcase pulled at my shoulder, the folder and the diaper inside it and my license in the side pocket where I always keep it, and just the weight of it made my cock stir before I reached her door. I hated that, and I didn’t stop it. I stood on her landing listening to nothing but the heat in the pipes. Then I knocked.

She opened the door with the lamp behind her and the green blotter glowing in its light. The red pen was already sitting on the tray. She looked at my face, then at my briefcase, and her eyes stayed on me a beat too long, the way they always had, only now I knew exactly what I’d carried up those stairs to meet them.

“Hello, Reed,” she said. “You’re right on time. Sit.”

I stepped inside, and the door clicked shut behind me. The whole building felt empty all the way down to the street. She didn’t offer me the bad coffee. She just held out her hand, palm up, as steady as her stamp.

“License.”
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I set my briefcase on her green blotter and opened it. My license lives in the side pocket, where it always is, but the clasp stuck the way it does when I’m in a hurry, and when I thumbed it loose the file slid, and the folded white diaper slid out with it, right into the circle of her lamp.

Paula didn’t reach for the license. She looked at the diaper. It lay there thick and white on the green, taped shut on itself so it would sit flat beside my affidavits, and it crinkled faintly when the file settled against it. I have stood in front of judges with less color in my face.

“License,” she said again, as if nothing on her desk had changed.

I put it in her hand. She held it under the lamp the way she holds everyone’s, and read my name off it, and then my birth date, and did the sum in her head with her lips barely moving.

“Thirty-eight,” she said. Then she tipped her chin at the framed commission on the wall behind her. “And since we’re being thorough, that’s me up there. I’m forty-six, and I’ve read every kind of page people carry up those stairs. The tailor’s gone home. It’s just us in the building.”

Her eyes went back to the diaper. I was already hard in my suit, the wool holding my cock up against my stomach, and she hadn’t even given my license back. She saw the shape of it and didn’t look away.

“You’re hard,” she said, conversationally. “Before I’ve even handed this back. Over a diaper you brought in a briefcase.”

“It’s in the file because the page says to bring it,” I said. My voice came out perfectly level. My cock didn’t care about my voice.

She laughed, low, just once, and slid the license back across the blotter to me.

“Sit down, Reed.”

I sat in the leather client chair. The diaper stayed where it was, white against the green, between us. She got up, poured a cup from the pot on the credenza after all, and put it in front of me.

“So your hands have something to do,” she said. “It’s still terrible.”

It was terrible. I held it anyway. Then she took the agreement out of my file, uncapped the red pen, and read the page all the way down. Then she read it again, slower, the pen tracking each line without marking anything yet. I watched her eyes reach the bottom the second time and stop.

She tapped the blank line with the pen.

“Caregiver,” she said. “Who’s this for?”

“Nobody.”

“You wrote yourself a blank, and you carried the diaper your own first line asks for. Who were you saving the line for?”

“Nobody,” I said again. “I thought a stamp would make it real. I bring you things to stamp. That’s what you do.”

She looked at me over the top of the page. “I can’t stamp a page I sign. You know that. You write other people’s endings for a living, you know exactly whose name can sit on a line and whose can’t.”

“Then it stays blank.”

“No, it doesn’t.” She turned the page around so I could see the line. “I can sign it. Not as the woman who stamps your papers. As your Mommy.” She let that sit for a moment. “Your affidavits get my stamp tonight either way, same as any client’s. This page is a separate thing, and nobody hears about it. Do you understand me?”

My cock jumped in my trousers. She hadn’t touched me. She’d only said the word the way she’d say a line she was willing to put ink under.

“Watch what I write,” she said.

She wrote under the blank line, slowly, in red, and then she read it out to me, every word, in that unhurried voice.

“If Reed says void, it all stops that minute and his other papers get stamped either way and nobody hears about this page.”

She set the pen down. She didn’t add anything, and she didn’t smile to make it softer. She just waited.

I picked up the coffee. The cup was steady in my hand. I’d had nothing stronger all day, and I was as sober as I’ve ever been in a courtroom. The office was quiet behind the blinds. I looked at her hand resting beside the page and at the line she’d just made.

“Yes,” I said. Out loud, so there’d be no question about it. “Yes.”

She signed the Caregiver line. Paula. I watched the pen move, and she didn’t rush the last letter. Then she turned the page back toward me and held out the red pen.

“Your turn. Read me that clause first, out loud. Then sign under your name.”

My mouth was dry, but the words came out clean. I read her clause back to her word for word, void and all.

“One more thing,” she said, when I’d finished. “In here, a no is just you fighting it, and I’ll ask you once. Void stops me. Only void.”

“Only void,” I said, and I signed. The pen scratched. She took the page back, read my signature twice as if it might have changed its mind, and set the agreement square on the blotter beside the diaper.

“Stand up.”

I stood. My cock was a bar in my suit. She looked at it and named it again, plainly.

“Still hard. All right. Strip.”

“No.” It was out before I had a plan. “Not on the desk.”

She looked at me for a long moment. “Is that void?”

“No.”

“Then it’s a no, and I heard it.” The word was right there, I knew exactly where to find it, and if I’d said it the whole evening would have folded up like a card table. I didn’t say it. She lifted the stamp tray off the blotter, set it on the credenza, and patted the green with her palm twice, the way you’d pat a place where you meant a man to lie down.

“Jacket, shirt, trousers, shorts. On the chair. Then up on the blotter, on your back.”

I took off my jacket. My hands were precise and nothing else about me was. My cock tented my trousers so hard the zipper hurt. Shirt, belt. I stepped out of the trousers and folded them, because I’m that kind of man, and she laughed that low laugh again.

“Shorts too. I want to see your cock and your balls. Then the diaper.”

I pushed my shorts down. My cock stood out thick, the head already wet, my balls hanging heavy under it, and the cool office air was on all of it. I was a grown man standing in a notary’s office in nothing but my socks, and I kept the socks on because she hadn’t mentioned them, and she let that pass with the faintest twitch of her mouth.

“Up you get.”

I got onto the blotter. Oak under my back, the lamp warm on my stomach. My cock lay up on my belly and twitched when she unfolded the diaper.

She shook it out, thick and white, my size, the tapes loud in the quiet. She slid it under my ass, cold for a second and then warm where my skin met it, brought the front up over my cock and balls, tucked me in, and pulled the tapes snug at each hip, pressing them flat with her thumbs. I could hear the plastic every time I breathed.

“Clause one,” she said. “You wrote it, sweetheart. Read it to me.”

Her palm settled flat on the front of the diaper. She didn’t rub. It was just weight and heat, right over my cock.

I found the line.

“Diapers day and night. Changes when she says. Checks when she says. The diaper stays on in the office, in the car, in the bed, and...”

Halfway through, it hit me.

Heat low in my belly, then a push I hadn’t ordered. I was hard under her palm and the piss came anyway, a hot rush at the head and then a thicker stream with nowhere to go but the padding. I felt it flood the front and soak in under her hand, warm and then hot, creeping down around my balls and out toward the leg gathers. The diaper swelled. It made a soft wet sound, a private sound, right under her palm, and I couldn’t stop it. My thighs tried to close and the bulk stopped them. It kept coming until there was nothing left, and the diaper held every drop, hot and sagging a little at the front, taped tight so none of it reached her blotter.

Her palm stayed flat, and I knew she could feel the heat coming up through the plastic.

“You pissed,” she said. “All of it, in the middle of your own line. Keep reading.”

My face was burning. My cock was harder in the wet than it had been in the dry, the piss warm all around it, and every pulse of blood made the soaked front shift under her hand.

“The diaper stays on in the office, in the car, in the bed, and he does not take it off. She takes it off. Day and night. No exceptions he writes for himself after the fact.”

“Again, from the top,” she said. “I read everything twice. So do you.”

And her palm started to move.

Not fast. She rubbed my cock through the soaked front with the heel of her hand along the shaft, the padding squelching, the warm piss working up around the head. I could feel the shape of her hand and the shape of my cock under it with nothing but wet padding between them that mattered. My balls drew up in the soggy pouch. Her breathing was even. Mine wasn’t.

“Read.”

“Diapers day and night.” My voice cracked on the last word. She slowed down, longer strokes, base to head, the diaper bunching and letting go. “Changes when she says. Checks when she says.”

“You’re leaking in there already,” she said. “Not piss, the other thing. I can feel the head jump. Go on.”

“The diaper stays on in the office, in the car, in the bed, and he does not take it off.”

She pressed harder, and the wet front molded itself to me. My cock throbbed in a puddle of my own piss while her palm worked the length of it, with a little twist at the head that made my hips buck off the blotter. The tapes held. I grabbed the edge of her desk and didn’t cover myself.

“She takes it off,” I said, and the words shook. “Day and night. No exceptions...”

It broke over me in the middle of the sentence.

I came into the soaked padding, hard and thick, pulse after pulse, hot on top of the warmth of the piss. I felt every stripe land inside the diaper against the head and smear as her palm kept moving. My ass clenched and my balls pulled tight, and the groan that came out of me was ugly and I let it. A second wave, weaker, spilled out while she rubbed the mess around the shaft, the front of the diaper heavy and obscene under her hand. The blotter creaked under me. I came until my cock was jerking dry and too sensitive in the wet, and she still didn’t take her palm away.

She let the last twitch finish. Then she waited.

I had a sentence to finish. My mouth worked. The diaper was full of piss and cum and her hand was resting on it again, flat, holding the heat in.

“No exceptions he writes for himself after the fact.”

“There,” she said quietly. “Now it’s a clause.”

That was what undid me, not the hand. My cock gave one more helpless kick in the mess and let out a last thin string, and she felt that too.

“Call me Mommy.”

“Mommy.”

“Again. While I feel what you did.”

“Mommy.” My voice was rough. “I came in the diaper. While I was reading. Mommy.”

“I know you did.” She patted the soaked front once, the same way she’d patted the blotter. “Stay there.”

She stood and lifted her skirt. She wasn’t wearing anything under it. I saw her cunt in the lamplight, the hair trimmed short, her lips already wet. She sat down in her leather chair behind the desk with her knees apart, one shoe braced on the rug, and looked at me lying on the blotter in a diaper I’d just pissed and come in, and pointed at the rug between her feet.

“Off the desk. Kneel. Mouth on me. You don’t touch that diaper and you don’t touch your cock. You use your mouth until I come.”

I slid off the blotter. The diaper sagged, warm and heavy, everything in it shifting against my cock and balls as I got down on my knees on the rug between hers. She smelled like skin and salt, with paper and leather underneath.

Her hand went into my hair. Not a yank, a hold.

“Lick.”

I put my mouth on her. The first lick was flat, from her opening up to her clit, and she tasted sharp and slick. I did it again, slower, and her hips settled into the chair, and her fingers rested against my scalp and told me the pace by pressure alone.

“There,” she said, when my tongue found her clit and stayed. “Small. Don’t show off. You’re a careful man. Be careful with that.”

I licked her clit in short strokes. The diaper pulled at my thighs every time I leaned in, warm and soaked, and my cock, spent and still half hard, lay in the mess and throbbed whenever she made a sound. She was opening under my tongue, slicker every pass, and I licked into her and back up and settled on her clit the way she’d said. Small and steady.

“You drafted a whole page so somebody would have to do this to you,” she said. Her voice was even. Her thighs weren’t. They tightened against my ears. “And then you told me nobody. Look at you. On your knees in a wet diaper, licking your Mommy’s cunt in an empty office. Tell me yes.”

“Yes,” I said against her clit, and she shivered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

My cock jumped in the wet again. I groaned into her and kept going. She held my head and rocked against me in a small grind, her clit swollen under my tongue, and I sucked it gently, then licked the underside, then sucked again when her breath caught. Her juice was all over my chin. Her heel dug into the rug beside my knee. Every time she said nothing and only pulled my hair a little tighter, I licked harder and messier.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Right there. Tongue flat. Yes.”

I kept my tongue flat on her clit and let her use my mouth. She rubbed against it, short, then longer, and her cunt flexed under my lip. A low sound came out of her, not a laugh this time, and her hand fisted in my hair and held me there, and I licked her through it. She came on my mouth with her thighs shaking and her clit pulsing against my tongue, a rush of wet I swallowed and licked up, and I didn’t pull away until her hand eased and her breathing came back down into the chair.

She held me there one more second. Then she let go of my hair and laid her palm on top of my head, the same weight she’d used on the diaper, and left it there longer than she needed to.

“That’s enough, sweetheart,” she said, softer than I’d heard her say anything.

I sat back on my heels. The diaper squelched, my mouth was wet with her, and my cock ached in the soaked front. She looked at all of it and didn’t pretty it up.

“Piss and cum, on your knees, in my office. You said yes over coffee, and you didn’t say void when you had it right there. I heard your no. I never heard the word.”

“I didn’t say it,” I said.

“I know.” She pulled her skirt down and stood, took the agreement off the blotter, read our signatures once more, and ran it through the copier on the credenza. She folded the copy into the breast pocket of my jacket on the chair. The original went into her bottom desk drawer, on top of a leather paddle she didn’t explain, and the red pen went in after it, and the drawer slid shut.

For years I’d been writing endings for strangers. The first one I couldn’t edit was my own, and it was signed in somebody else’s ink, and the relief of that was worse than the wet.

She wrote on an appointment card in her steady hand and held it out until I took it, with my chin still wet from her.

“Thursday. After hours. Bring a pen.”

The diaper hung heavy between my legs, warm and loud when I moved, and my cock pressed against the wet front like it had already agreed to the date.

“Yes, Mommy.”

She ran her fingers once through my hair, the way you’d smooth a page flat, and tapped the card with her nail. “Get dressed. The diaper stays on. You wrote day and night, and it’s night.”
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On Thursday the agreement came back across the green blotter covered in her red ink, and I stood at her oak desk in the diaper I’d taped on that morning, after I’d phoned her first to ask if I could change.

The blinds were down and the building had emptied out below us. The stamp tray sat by her elbow. Paula had her leather chair pushed back from the desk, and she didn’t get up. She just set two fingers on the page and slid it the last inch toward me.

“Read,” she said.

I put both hands on the edge of the desk. Under my suit the diaper hung heavy between my legs, warm from the day and loud whenever I moved, and my cock was already thickening in it. She hadn’t touched me. The red ink was enough.

Until that first night, this page had been all mine, my own handwriting on yellow paper, a few thin clauses and a blank Caregiver line I’d been too careful to fill. I write other people’s endings for a living, and I’d left my own so full of holes you could have driven a moving van through it, and called it clean.

She had filled every hole.

Where I’d written Caregiver she’d crossed it out and written Mommy in the margin, and then gone over it again, darker, as if the first one might argue. Where I’d stopped at day and night she’d added a line of her own. My eye snagged on it, and I read it twice before she even asked me to.

“Out loud,” she said.

“Mommy has him on her desk whenever she likes,” I read. My voice came out dry. “No appointment. No file. Just the desk.”

“Read it again.”

I did, and the second time my cock pushed against the front of the diaper hard enough to make the plastic crinkle, and she heard it, and laughed once, low.

“Hard over a clause about furniture,” she said. “Keep going. All the ones you left out.”

“You skipped them on purpose, you know,” she added, before I’d started.

“I thought a first draft could afford to be polite.”

“It isn’t a draft.” She tapped the page with her nail. “What did you call that blank line, the first night? In your own head. Don’t dress it up for me.”

“A door,” I said. “I left myself a door.”

“Mm. Read.”

So I read them, one at a time, while her finger moved down the margin ahead of me. Bathroom at her say. A check at this desk before I left the office, and if the front was too far gone to pass anybody in the hall, the jacket came off and stayed on her chair until she said otherwise. He asks before he takes the diaper off, even at home, even to shower. He brings his own wipes, tape and a spare, and if he forgets, he uses what she has and says thank you. No hand on his cock unless she gives the word. After hours, in this office, he answers to Mommy.

My face was hot by the end. The diaper had slipped lower than it was in the car, the leg gathers biting, the front snug over my cock. When I shifted it gave a little wet sound that was only sweat and plastic. Not yet, I told myself, which is a lawyer’s trick, and it has never once worked on my body.

Paula was watching the front of my trousers. “You’re clenching,” she said. “I can see it in your jaw. Stop that.”

I stopped. That was the mistake.

Heat pooled low behind my balls, a soft give I hadn’t chosen, then a small push, then not a small one. Warmth broke at the tip of my cock and spread into the diaper in a slow sheet, not a stream I could pinch off but a soak that climbed the front, hot against the head, and ran down the insides of my thighs where the gathers held it. I heard it before I had a word for it, a hush inside the plastic close against my skin. The weight dropped and the tapes pulled at my hips. A trickle found the crease under my balls and stayed there, and my cock stayed hard right in the middle of it, slipping on the soaked lining every time I breathed. The left side went heavy first. Some of it reached the back and cooled there, and I made a short sound I hadn’t meant to make.

I kept my eyes on the red line about the desk and my hands on the wood.

Her chair creaked. She came around the desk and laid her palm flat on the front of my trousers and pressed. The warmth moved under her hand. She pressed again, slower, and found the ridge of my cock in the middle of it.

“There,” she said. “You read my desk line and you let go standing up. What did you do?”

“I pissed,” I said. “In the diaper, standing at your desk. I didn’t get a vote.”

“You got a clause.” Her palm stayed where it was. “Heavy. That’s this morning’s diaper, isn’t it?”

“Clause one. Day and night.”

“I can read.” Her thumb moved once, exactly, and my cock jumped against it. “How much?”

“A lot. It’s down both thighs and the back’s wet too. And I’m still hard in it.”

“I can feel that you are.” She sounded pleased, and my knees went soft, and one last thin push leaked out of me and joined the rest. She took her hand away, and the front went cool where it had been. “Pen.”

She held out the red pen and waited until I took it. The barrel was warm from her fingers.

“Initial each new line. Standing up. You don’t sit in my chair in a soaked diaper unless I put you there.”

I leaned over the blotter, and the diaper squelched, and some fresh warmth shifted toward my left thigh. I put an R in the margin beside the desk clause, red over red. It looked like I’d lost an argument in my own handwriting, which was fair.

Her knuckle came down on the page and moved to the next line. “That one.”

I initialed the line about asking before the diaper came off. Then the one about the wipes, the tape and the spare.

“Thank you is in there now,” she said. “Say it once, so I know you can.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

“Initial.”

I did. The diaper clung to my balls, and every time the pen touched paper I got a little harder, which I’d have struck out of anybody else’s draft and couldn’t strike out of my own trousers. She had me read the desk check twice and the jacket line twice, then the line about my hands, and I initialed each one with her finger already waiting at the next. She didn’t rush, and she didn’t fill the quiet. When I made a joke about all the red making it look like a crime scene, she just said, “Initial,” and I did.

I’ve watched people sign away houses at tables like this one. I’d never once pictured myself bent over one, initialing my own.

“After hours, in this office, he answers to Mommy,” I read.

“And you are?”

“Answering.”

“I want the name in the room when you mark it.”

“Mommy,” I said, and put my R in the margin.

She made a small sound that wasn’t quite a laugh, and her finger moved down the page and stopped.

The next line was shorter. She’d written it in the space under what I’d generously called acts, where I’d put a dash and nothing else and told myself the dash was good manners.

Strap-on, on her desk, when she wants his ass. He takes it. He tells her what it does to him.

My pen stopped over the margin.

“No,” I said. “Not that one.”

Paula didn’t argue. She took the red pen out of my hand, turned it around, and held it out to me again, point first, and waited.

“Initial it,” she said. “Or put the pen down, and we stop at the lines you’ve already signed, and that’s the end of it for tonight. Your cock doesn’t get a vote here. Your mouth does. Pick.”

The wet diaper dragged at my thighs. I was hard enough that the front tented out, piss-warm plastic pushed forward by my cock, and she was looking at that, not my face.

“I left that dash there for a reason,” I said.

“You left it there because you wanted me to write in it.” She set the pen down on the blotter instead of in my hand. “Pick it up.”

I picked it up. The point hovered over the paper. My hole clenched on nothing, which gave me away worse than the hard-on did.

“Tell me what you’re initialing,” she said.

“The strap-on clause. Strap-on, on her desk, when she wants my ass. I take it. I tell her what it does to me.”

“Then initial it.”

I did. The R shook. The period after it didn’t.

“Thank you,” she said, quite seriously, and that landed lower than anything else had all night, and meaner. My cock jerked in the soaked diaper and leaked a slick drop that joined the piss, and I heard myself make a short sound and hated how plain it was.

She put the pen in the tray beside her stamp, where it sat as if it had watched every bit of red go down.

“Face the desk,” she said. “Don’t turn around.”

Her hand came between my shoulders. Not a shove, a press, exact, and my chest went down until my cheek met the green blotter and the agreement crinkled under my jaw. I could smell red ink and leather and, close up, my own piss.

“Hands flat.”

I put them flat on the cool wood. My cock hung heavy in the soaked front, pointing at the floor inside the plastic, swaying with every breath.

She opened my belt and pushed my trousers down to my ankles, then reached up under my jacket for the tapes. The left one ripped open, sticky and loud, then the right. The wet diaper dropped and hung at my thighs, caught by its bottom corners, a thick sling swinging between my legs. Air hit my ass. My cock swung free into the open front and slapped the wet plastic, and a last drop shook off the tip.

“What a mess you are,” she said, and palmed both cheeks and spread me. “Stay right there. Tell me where you are.”

“Bent over your desk. Cheek on your blotter. Diaper open at my thighs, and my cock hanging in it.”

A drawer opened. The cap came off the lube, and a glove snapped. Two cold slick fingers pressed at my hole and held there until I pushed back without meaning to.

“Open up for me.”

One finger slid in to the knuckle, slowly, then the second beside it. The stretch burned in a clean line up my spine. She crooked them and found the spot, and my cock kicked in the open diaper and a drop fell onto the plastic. I heard it land.

“What am I doing?”

“Two fingers in my ass. On my prostate. Mommy.”

“Does it hurt?”

“A little. It’s good. Please don’t stop.”

She fucked me with them until the burn went slick and my thighs were shaking inside the hanging diaper, in, a twist, out to the tips, in again. When my hip knocked the desk, the stamp tray ticked in its well. She pressed the spot and held it, and my cock drooled a steady string onto the wet lining.

“Talk to me,” she said.

“I can’t think. Every time you press, my cock leaks. It’s swinging in the diaper and the diaper’s slapping my thighs, and I’m making a mess of the plastic.”

“You did that a while ago.” She pulled her fingers out, and I clenched on nothing and made a noise at the loss. “Stay down.”

I heard the leather buckles and the wet sound of her slicking the toy. Then the head of the strap-on nudged my hole, thicker than her fingers, blunt and patient, and she waited until I breathed.

“Out,” she said.

I breathed out, and she pressed in an inch. The stretch was bigger and meaner, and my cheek slid on the blotter, and I gripped the far edge of the desk. Another inch. My hole opened around it in small gives.

“Tell me,” she said. “That’s in the clause, remember.”

“It’s opening me. Slowly. I can feel the head, it’s past the tight part. My legs are shaking. The diaper’s hanging off me and I don’t care.”

She made a pleased sound and gave me more, and then she seated the rest of it, and I was full, and a sound came out of me that wasn’t a word. My balls drew up. The desk jumped, and the stamp tray clattered, her stamp hopping in its well.

She held there. “Deep enough?”

“Deep. I can feel it in my stomach. Don’t pull out.”

She drew back halfway and pushed in again to the same depth, slowly, and the tray answered with a clatter. Then again. She kept that pace, unhurried, every stroke a full drag across the spot, each one knocking the tray so the whole room kept time for her. My cock swung and slapped the piss-wet plastic and swung back and slapped it again.

“Listen to that,” she said. “That’s my desk taking you. How’s your cock?”

“Hard, and heavy, and useless. It hits the wet part every stroke, and it’s leaking. I want to touch it and I’m not going to.”

“No, you’re not. Hands flat.”

My hole clenched around the strap-on. She felt it and laughed again, softly, and didn’t speed up. She fucked me the way she reads a line, twice and thoroughly. Out until I almost lost the head, in until the tray jumped. Lube ran down over my balls and into the diaper. My cheek stuck to the blotter, and from an inch away I could see her desk clause in red, and there I was on the desk, which had been the whole point of the ink. My body had signed it before my pen ever did.

“You’re pushing back,” she said.

“I know. I want it. I want you to fuck me on your desk. My cock’s dripping like I’m about to come, and you haven’t even gone hard yet.”

“Then ask.”

“Go hard, Mommy. Please. Hold me down and fuck me.”

Her hand left my hip and settled on the back of my neck and pressed me to the blotter. Not a choke, a pin. Then she went hard.

The first stroke knocked the air out of me. The tray jumped and didn’t settle. She drove in deep, the harness slapping my ass, the toy dragging over that spot until my legs tried to fold, and I stayed up because her hand told me to. The desk creaked. My cock swung wildly in the open diaper, heavy, slapping the plastic, dripping a string that grew thicker every time I swung back into it.

“Mommy...”

“I’m right here. Don’t you go quiet on me.”

“You’re fucking me so hard I feel it in my stomach. Every stroke hits and my cock jumps. It’s dripping all over the diaper. I can’t hold it. I’m going to come like this, with no hands. Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me come. Keep it in me. I’m right there.”

She didn’t slow down. Her hand stayed firm on my neck, and the tray clattered on every stroke, a bright messy sound, and my hole fluttered around the toy, trying to keep it, losing it, taking it again. My balls pulled tight. The drip from my cock turned into a pulse I couldn’t stop.

“Then come for me,” she said.

Her voice and the next stroke landed together, and it broke out of my cock in hard spurts with no hand on it at all, just the swing and the spot inside me and her voice in my ear. The first stripe hit the wet plastic hot, right over the piss, then another, and I heard them patter in the diaper while my hips jerked and my hole clamped down on the strap-on and I said Mommy like it was the only word left on the page. She kept fucking me through it, and every thrust milked out another spurt, weaker, then one more, thick, hanging off the head in a long string. My thighs shook. My hands stayed flat. I came until I was just jerking, empty and still hard, swinging in the mess I’d made.

“Stay,” she said.

She buried the strap-on and stopped thrusting. She ground it in small circles with the base snug against my ass, the toy shifting on that sore, good spot while the last of my cum leaked into the open diaper. Her hand left my neck only to slide under the harness, and I heard it, skin on skin, fast and rough, her fingers on her clit. Her breath changed against my jacket. The grind got shorter and meaner. The tray gave one last clatter and went still, because she wasn’t pulling out anymore. She was just in me to the hilt, rubbing herself while I took it.

“Don’t push me out,” she said, tight.

“I won’t, Mommy. I can feel you using me. Stay in. My ass is still holding on to it. I don’t care how, just don’t pull out.”

“Hush. Take it.”

I took it. She rubbed harder, and I felt the harness creak and her hips jerk and the toy twitch deep inside me when her thighs locked. Her low laugh broke into a groan. She pressed her face between my shoulder blades and came like that, buried in me, her fingers working her clit, grinding through it in short hard pushes that knocked little sounds out of both of us. She held the last grind until the groan faded, and then she just stayed there, the toy deep and her hand still and her weight on my back.

The room was the two of us breathing, and the wet diaper shifting when my thighs trembled, and the stamp tray ticking as it settled.

She pulled out slowly. I hissed, and my hole fluttered, empty and slick, and a string of lube ran down to my balls and into the diaper with everything else.

“Don’t move.”

She cleaned me with wipes and a practical hand, my ass, my balls, the underside of my cock where the cum still clung. The open diaper peeled off my thighs with a wet sound, and she balled it up and dropped it in the bin by the desk. Then a fresh one landed on the blotter beside my cheek, thick and my size, shining in the lamplight.

“Up on your elbows. Not all the way.”

I got my elbows under me, and she slid the fresh diaper between my legs and brought the tapes around my hips. She pulled each one flat, ran two fingers around the leg gathers, and pressed her palm once over the front, over my soft cock.

“Dry,” she said. “For now.”

She patted the front twice, and my spent cock made a weak attempt to thicken.

“Stand up.”

I stood and pulled my trousers up over it. The fresh diaper rode high and thick between my legs, already warm from my skin, and my ass ached in a way I was going to feel all the way home. The agreement was still on the blotter, a little creased where my cheek had been. She’d kept the ink clear of me. Of course she had.

Paula picked up the red pen. She didn’t give it to me. She bent over the page and wrote one more line at the bottom, under everything I’d initialed, slowly enough that I could read it as she made it.

Weekends at Mommy’s house. Full care. Friday night through Sunday. Diapers. Her say. Her bed. Her desk if she wants the desk.

She read it once under her breath, and again out loud, so I’d have it in the room, and her mouth did that small exact thing it does when a line is finished. Then she held the pen out to me.

I looked at the clause. The new diaper crinkled when I shifted my weight, and my hand hovered, and she waited with the red point toward the page and let the quiet do the rest.

❦

The bag was already warm when she put me on my side.

Her townhouse sits on the other side of the river, a narrow brick place with a bathroom bigger than my kitchen, and that Friday night she’d covered the whole floor of it in towels, the thick kind. The enema bag hung from the shower rail above my hip. Paula sat on the edge of the tub with my agreement open on her knee at the full-care clause, the red pen tucked behind her ear, and I lay on her towels in the diaper she’d told me to tape on before I crossed the bridge.

“Knee up,” she said. “I’m opening this. You don’t help.”

The tapes gave under her thumbs and cool air found my cock and my balls and the crack of my ass. I was half hard already, from the drive and from her voice, and she hadn’t even started on the clause. She smiled.

“Look at that. Say what I’m looking at.”

“My cock,” I said. “In your bathroom. Apparently it read ahead.”

“Cute.” She pulled on a glove and put lube on one finger, and then the finger was at my hole, slow, the way she presses a period into a page. “Breathe out.”

I did. She went in to the knuckle, turned, and came out, and the nozzle followed, slick and narrow. She seated it and laid her palm flat on my belly.

“Weekends at Mommy’s house,” she read. “Full care. Friday night through Sunday. Diapers. Her say. Her bed. Her desk if she wants the desk.” Then she read it again, slower, and opened the clamp on the second pass.

Heat moved into me, not a rush, a steady pour. My belly rose into her hand a little at a time. The bag on the rail ticked and softened, and a cramp grabbed my left side, and she rubbed a slow circle there without ever stopping her reading.

On Thursday that clause had been a line of red at the bottom of a page on her desk. I’d stood over it like the ink might blink first. It hadn’t.

“Where’s it going?” she asked.

“Into my ass. Up into my belly. I can feel the line of it under your hand.”

“Louder.”

“It’s filling me up. It’s warm, and heavy, and your hand’s right on the swell.”

“That’s right.” The pour went on, and my gut pushed out against her, and another cramp rolled through and eased when she pressed. “Do you need to piss?”

“Not this. If I piss, it’ll be later, in a diaper. I initialed that one.”

“So you did.” The bag went slack and the last of it slid into me. She drew the nozzle out, held a corner of the towel against my hole for a few breaths, and put her hand back on my belly. “You don’t let go on my floor. You carry that to the bed and you hold it.”

“Paula...”

“Mommy. In this house. On that page. Say it.”

“Mommy.” My cock jumped, and she saw it. She always takes inventory.

“There you are.” She got up and went into the bedroom and opened the tall wardrobe, and from the towels I could see inside it. A stack of diapers sat on its floor, my brand and my size, put there before I’d ever set foot in her house. I hadn’t known. Above them, on the top shelf, sat a leather box with the lid shut.

She came back with one thick diaper and shook it open, loud. She rolled me onto my back on the towels, careful of my round full gut, and slid it under my ass and brought the front up over my cock. A clear drop from the tip smeared the inside. She pulled each tape snug and pressed it down twice with her thumb, the way she’d seat a seal.

“Nothing leaks down your legs,” she said. “That water stays where I put it. Up you get.”

I stood, and the plastic crinkled, and my belly sat low and hot and full. She wound a kitchen timer, and it started ticking at once.

“You hold until I say. If you need the whole thing to stop, the word is void. Now walk.”

I followed her into the bedroom in nothing but the diaper, with one arm hovering near the swell and not quite touching it. The blinds were down and towels were stacked at the foot of the bed. She set the timer on the nightstand, where it ticked like a clock in a waiting room.

“Kneel. Hands on the mattress. I want your face where I can see it.”

I knelt. The diaper shoved up between my thighs and talked every time I shifted. The water sat in me like something I’d signed for. A cramp took me just under the navel and I made a sound I hadn’t planned on.

She sat on the edge of the bed and put her palm on my belly above the waist of the diaper. Warm. Exact. In no hurry at all.

“Read me the weekend line.”

I had to wet my mouth first. “Weekends at Mommy’s house. Full care. Friday night through Sunday. Diapers. Her say.”

“And?”

“And I initialed it. In red. My R is in the margin.”

“So whose water is that?”

“Yours.”

“Whose belly?”

“Yours.” The next cramp was worse, and I rocked on my knees, and the diaper crackled. “Mommy. I can’t. Not in front of you.”

She didn’t argue. Her palm just pressed, steady, the way you’d keep a page from curling.

“Is that void?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “It’s not void. I just can’t.”

“Then you can,” she said gently. “And you’re going to. I’m right here. The timer isn’t in charge of you, I am. Let it go.”

I shook my head anyway. She kept her hand where it was.

“Push, sweetheart. I want it in the diaper. I want to feel your belly give under my hand.”

My face burned. My cock was hard in the padding, trapped and leaking, as eager as the rest of me was trying to lock up. Holding the last sentence back is a lawyer’s trick, and it doesn’t work on a gut full of warm water and her hand.

The first give was small, a hot slip low inside me, and then a stop I forced. The diaper stayed quiet. She felt me stop, and her thumb stroked once across the tight skin.

“Again,” she said. “Don’t tidy it up. All of it.”

The next cramp didn’t ask me. It took the muscle I was holding with and turned it, and heat left me in a slow push I couldn’t make any neater. Soft and heavy, it spread back into the seat of the diaper and packed the padding out against my ass and up under my balls, and the plastic went from a crinkle to a dull stretch. Warmth climbed between my cheeks. Another push came on its own, wetter, and I heard it, thick and muffled, right there by her knee. My belly dropped under her palm, then dropped again. I groaned into her sheet with my fists bunched in it.

She didn’t lift her hand. “Finish. I’m not moving until you’re empty.”

I pushed again. The diaper sagged, hot and full, the tapes holding, the leg cuffs tight so none of it reached her floor. One last thin spill, and then the ache turned into a raw, open, shaky feeling. My cock throbbed in the front, still hard, smeared on the inside. I was breathing like I’d taken her stairs two at a time.

The timer kept ticking. It hadn’t rung.

“Before the bell,” she said, and her mouth did that small finished thing. “Well done.”

I jerked in the loaded diaper at that, like she’d touched me, and she felt it through my belly, or saw it in my face, and laughed once.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I messed the diaper,” I said. “On my knees, in front of you, before the timer. And I couldn’t stop the last of it.”

“Whose diaper?”

“Yours. I’m only the one wearing it.”

She left her palm there until the last tremor went out of my gut. Then she stood, switched the timer off, and patted the towels on the bed.

“Up. On your back. Arms over your head. You don’t help me with this.”

I climbed on. The diaper was heavy between my legs, warm and loud when I sat back into it. She looked at the tent in the front and then at my face.

“Hard, full and shaking, and you told me you couldn’t. Lie down.”

I lay back. She opened the tapes one at a time, sticky and loud, and folded the front down and looked at all of it. My cock stood up out of the ruin with my balls drawn tight, and what I’d pushed out sat in the seat as plain as an exhibit.

“There,” she said. “Every bit of what I asked for. Hold still.”

She cleaned me the way she reads, twice and without skipping anything. Wipes warm from her hand, my cock first, under the head, down the shaft, around my balls, lifting them, wiping the seam, and then my ass, carefully, with a fresh wipe each time, and she talked the whole way through.

“This is the part you draft around,” she said. “You write other people’s endings all week, and you’d never write the sentence where I wipe your ass. So I’ll say it for you. I’m wiping your ass. I’m wiping your cock. I’m checking you the way the clause says. You don’t get to be neat about it.”

“Very thorough redline,” I said, though it came out thin. “I’d object if I had a leg to stand on. I don’t. I’m on my back.”

“Hush.” A fresh wipe, slower, over the sore rim, and I twitched, and she pressed my hip flat. “Are you with me?”

“I’m with you. All here.”

She finished, dropped the wipes into the used diaper, folded it up with the tapes over, and set it aside. My cock lay up on my belly, wet at the tip, and it wasn’t piss. She hadn’t let me piss. The water had gone the other way. I was empty and hard and stupid on her towels.

She reached into the leather bag beside the bed and came out with the paddle from her office drawer, the one she hadn’t explained that first night. Dark leather, worn smooth at the grip. She’d brought it across the river on purpose.

“Over my knee, at the edge of the bed. Twenty, and you count them. Lose the count and that one starts over. Hands on the sheet, not on your ass.”

I went. Over her knee with my ass up and my cock trapped against the warm inside of her thigh, and the first press of it there made me leak on her. She felt that.

“We haven’t even started,” she said, “and you’re dripping on me. Want to try bargaining me down?”

“I can’t bargain. Twenty.”

“Then we’ll get there.”

The first landed square on my left cheek, a clean flat crack, with the heat rushing in right behind the sound. I said the number, and she said, “Louder,” and I said it again.

She didn’t rush the spaces between them. The next caught my right cheek, the one after sat lower, where ass meets thigh, and when I jolted my cock rubbed against her leg. I counted every one into the sheet, and my voice went rough before I was halfway. At the halfway mark she laid the paddle flat on the hot skin and left it there, and her other hand stroked once down my spine.

“Your cock is painting my thigh,” she said. “I can tell you want to make a speech. Don’t. Keep counting.”

The second half turned the sting into a deep, spreading burn. My hips tried to tuck under, and she hooked her leg over mine and kept me where she wanted me. One of them pulled a sound out of me that wasn’t a number at all, so she gave me that one again, and I said the number like I meant it to stick. My ass throbbed in time with my cock. Near the end one landed right on top of the last and I swore before I got the number out. The last was the hardest, a full swing of her arm, and I shouted it.

She set the paddle down and covered one cheek with her palm. Checking, not fussing.

“Red. Nice and even. You took all of them.”

I was shaking, and those few plain words hit lower than the leather had. My cock kicked against her thigh and left another wet stripe.

“On your back. There’s a fresh one open on the towels. Lie in it, and don’t close it. Arms up. You don’t get your hands. You’ve already leaked on me once, so the rest goes in the diaper or it doesn’t go anywhere.”

The diaper lay spread under me, tapes out, thick and dry, and when my ass hit it the burn flared up and I hissed. She watched my face while she undressed, the blouse and then the skirt, nothing coy about it, just exact. Then a glove, and the click of the lube cap.

“Not the strap today,” she said. “You had the strap on my desk. Today your mouth does the work and you take my finger.”

She swung a leg over and sat on my face. Her weight settled, warm and already wet, and her clit found my tongue when she rolled once to put me where she wanted me. I licked. Salt and skin. My nose was buried in her, and my breath came short, which was the point.

“Flat tongue. Then the tip. Don’t guess. I’ll move you.”

She rode in small grinds. I reached for her thighs and she pushed my hands back up over my head, so all I had to hold was the sheet. I worked her the way she’d told me, flat, then the tip, flat again when she pressed down, and she smeared my chin, and when I found the spot she made a low sound, not for show, just a line landing.

Her gloved hand found my cock and didn’t stroke it. She pressed it down into the open diaper so it couldn’t bob, and then her fingers slid under my balls to my hole, cold with lube for a second, and one finger pushed in past the sore rim. I groaned into her, and the sound went up into her and nowhere else.

“Take it. You’re open from the bag and from me. There.”

She crooked it, and the pressure hit the gland, and my cock jumped in the diaper with no hand on it, just the padding under the shaft, and a heavy drop soaked into the lining. She did it again, slowly, in time with her hips on my tongue.

“Stay on my clit. Don’t chase yours. I’ll take it out of you myself.”

I licked until my jaw ached. Her thighs tightened on my ears. Her finger fucked me in short strokes, pressing that spot until my legs shook and my ass tried to lift, and every clench lit up the burn the paddle had left. She felt me clench and laughed, out of breath.

“Greedy. On Thursday you took the strap and called it paperwork. Today you mess a diaper on your knees, drip on my thigh while I paddle you, and now you’re going to come on my finger with your mouth full of me. Nod if you’re taking it.”

I nodded underneath her and licked harder, and she took the nod.

She came the way she finishes a page, exact and then suddenly not. The small grind broke, and she ground down hard, and her clit pulsed on my tongue and she got wetter, a rush over my lip. She said my name once, short, and stayed where she was until the shaking went out of her thighs. I swallowed what I could and kept going, because she hadn’t told me to stop.

“Now you,” she said.

The finger pressed and held and rubbed, and there was no hand on my cock at all. The open diaper caught the leak and then the first hard pulse, and I came up into nothing but air and padding, striping the inside of the diaper and my own belly, again and again, while she milked me and my hole fluttered on her glove. A broken noise came out of me into her. She stayed seated through the last weak spurt, until my legs went flat and my balls eased.

She lifted off slowly and I sucked in air, and the room came back: the towels, the paddle on the sheet, the smell of her and the clean plastic and what I’d just shot. My face was wet with her. My cock lay in my own cum on the open diaper. When her finger slid out I felt empty somewhere new. Ass red, belly soft, used right down to the last line.

She looked at what I’d put in a diaper I hadn’t even been allowed to close.

“Hands-free,” she said. “Into the diaper, the way I wanted it.” She patted my thigh once, a stamp, not a fuss. “Stay put.”

She cleaned off the glove, wiped my cock and my belly slowly, and then brought the front up over the cum and taped me in, snug. The way the weekend had started, except that now none of it was mine to manage.

“Weekend hold,” she said. “You stay in that until I say otherwise. You initialed clause one.”

I lay there listening to the plastic settle, with her taste on my tongue. On Thursday the red pen had felt like the whole threat. Today the threat had a timer and a paddle and her hand on my belly, and the pen was the quiet tool, tucked behind her ear. It still wasn’t finished with me.

On Sunday night the townhouse was down to one lamp on the kitchen table. I had a fresh diaper on under my clothes, taped after a check I didn’t argue with, and my ass still remembered every one of the paddle strokes. She set a blank page in front of me and put her red pen in my hand herself, closing my fingers around it.

Upstairs, the leather box on her wardrobe shelf was still shut. I hadn’t asked what was in it.

“The permanent clause,” she said. “You’re the lawyer. You write it. Diapers day and night. This house on weekends. My hand on the checks. My desk when I want it. The stop word stays void. Everything else in words I can initial. When the ink’s down, read it to me. I’ll read it twice, and if I redline a word, you fix the word. Then I’ll decide whether it gets signed.”

“The Mommy line is yours,” I said.

“I know where my line is. Write.”

The diaper crinkled when I leaned in. I wrote in red, because she’d put the red pen in my fist and hadn’t offered me a black one. I kept the sentences short. I put my name to the duty to wear, to hold, to take her hand and her desk, and I left void exactly where it was, one word, no decoration. When I’d finished I read it aloud in a dry voice, and my cock, under the table, answered the sound of my own clause before I’d even signed it. She saw my lap shift and didn’t smile, not yet.

She took the page and read it, and read it again. The pen came back to one verb and circled it.

“Not allow,” she said. “Keep. I don’t allow your body. I keep it. Fix that.”

I fixed it. She read the line twice more and nodded once, and then she didn’t sign. She folded the page in half and laid the red pen across it.

“Not yet,” she said, and touched my cheek with the backs of her fingers. “You write it again when you mean it.”

❦

On Monday night the blinds were down again, and her office was quiet except for the leather creaking under me and the thick diaper crinkling under my trousers. I sat in her chair, on her side of the oak desk, with her red pen in my hand and a blank page on the green blotter. Paula sat across from me in the client chair with her skirt smoothed over her knees, watching. She didn’t hurry. She never does.

“Read me the top line before you write it,” she said.

My cock was already thick in the wet padding. She hadn’t touched me. She’d only sat down and looked at me.

“Permanent care,” I said. “Diapers for good. Day and night. You change me. You have the last word on all of it.”

“Then write it just the way you said it. Plain. No lawyer fog.”

I wrote, and the pen scratched, and the diaper made a soft wet sound when I leaned in. It was heavy between my legs and warm, taped tight at my hips, the plastic sticking a little to the inside of my thigh. I’d gone in it on the drive over and again in her parking lot, and the padding had taken all of it and still felt thick.

The last time I’d written this page, at her kitchen table, she’d folded it in half unsigned, and I’d gone home like a man with one more draft to finish. It was the same red pen in my hand, the one she’d used on every line of the care agreement. I knew what it could do.

“Out loud,” she said.

“I wear a diaper day and night, for good. Paula changes me. Paula has the last word on when, on how, and on whether I stay in it.”

“That’s my page,” she said softly.

I shifted in the chair. The wet front pressed up against me, and I got harder against it, and she laughed under her breath.

“I can see that from over here. Sit still and keep writing.”

I wrote the rest in short lines. No end date. No review. The weekends already belonged to her, and this page made the weekdays hers too. Diapers at the office. Diapers in court. Diapers in her bed and in mine. She picks them, she tapes them, and she says when they come off and when they go back on. I don’t argue with a wet one, and I don’t hide a dry one. If I piss, I piss in it. If I come, I come where she puts me.

Then my hand wrote a way out before I’d decided to. Old habit. A line about either party ending it on a month’s written notice.

I looked at it.

“Say it,” she said.

“A month’s written notice. Either of us. A clean walk-away.”

“Is that what you want on this page?”

“No.”

“Then fix it.”

I crossed it out with one clean line. She watched my hand and didn’t reach for the pen. She stayed still in the client chair and let me do the work.

I wrote another one, a line that said the clause could be reopened if we both signed a release.

“And that one?”

“A mutual release. Both signatures. An exit, if we both agree.”

“Do you want an exit on my page?”

“No, Mommy.”

“Cross it out.”

I did, and the red was bright on the white. My cock throbbed in the piss-warm padding.

A third one came out of me anyway. If I was sick. If the court calendar got brutal. If I couldn’t keep a diaper under a suit and still stand up straight in front of a judge. It was the soft kind of line I’d put in anybody else’s contract so they could sleep at night.

She waited. The client chair creaked when she uncrossed her legs.

“Read it.”

“If Reed can’t keep the diaper for work, the clause pauses until he can.”

“Drafting yourself a little hole?”

“Yes.”

“Whose page is this?”

“Yours.”

“And whose diaper?”

“Yours. On me.”

“Then cross it out. Slowly this time. I want to hear the pen.”

I drew the line through it slowly, and the nib caught on the paper, and my face went hot. A new push started low in my gut before I had a word for it. Heat moved, and it wasn’t a choice. A fresh stream pushed out of my cock into the already soaked front, hot and then hotter, spreading under my balls and back into the crease of my ass where the diaper had bunched from sitting. I heard it, a small hiss against the plastic, right there at her desk. The padding went heavier in my lap. A new stripe of heat ran under the head of my cock and down one side, and the tapes tugged at my hips as the weight dropped. I held the pen still until it was over. A drop found the edge of the leg gather and cooled there, and I didn’t reach down.

She saw my face. She always does.

“You just went in it.”

“Yes.”

“While you were crossing out your exit.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed in my diaper at your desk while I killed the last way out.”

“Plainer than that.”

“I pissed myself. The diaper took it. I’m wetter than I was, and it’s warm on my cock and my balls and it’s running underneath me.”

She just nodded, slowly, as if I’d finally used the right word in a sentence, and my cock jumped in the mess and I nearly dropped the pen.

I didn’t write another exit. I initialed the crossed-out lines the way I initial any redline, so the kills stayed on the page where anyone could see I’d tried and failed. Then I set the pen down on the blotter and kept my hands where she could see them.

“Read me the live lines,” she said. “Not the dead ones.”

“Diapers for good, day and night. Paula changes me. Paula has the last word on all of it. No notice, no release, no pause for work. I live in it.”

“You left out the piss.”

“If I have to go, I go in the diaper. I don’t ask first.”

“Write that too.”

I wrote it. My hand was steady and the rest of me wasn’t.

She stood, without rushing, and came around the desk and took the page with two fingers, the way she takes a document she means to keep, and read it standing at my shoulder. Then she read it again, slower, her lips moving on the hard words and not on the ones I’d killed. I could smell her soap and the diaper and the red ink.

“That’s the best page you’ve ever written,” she said.

My cock ached. The praise sat in my gut like a hand. I looked down at the green blotter so I wouldn’t look at her mouth, and that didn’t help, and I was hard enough that the wet padding hurt.

I’d spent my whole career writing endings with doors in them. This was the first one I’d written with no way out, and the first one I’d ever actually wanted to sign.

“Stand up.”

I stood, and the diaper sagged, thick and loud, the wet shifting against my cock and balls. She undid my belt, opened my trousers and pushed them and my shorts down to my knees. The diaper was white and swollen, tapes straining, the front dark and heavy, and the smell of me was plain in the quiet office.

“The client chair,” she said.

I shuffled over to it, leather sticking to the backs of my calves, and she turned me and sat me down in the chair she’d just left, still warm from her. She pulled the tapes one by one, and the diaper opened with a sticky sound, and cool air hit my wet cock and my wet balls and the soaked padding underneath me. She left it spread open under my ass, wet side up, my cock standing up out of it, shiny with piss, the head dark.

“Look at that,” she said. “Hard in a puddle. You wrote yourself into this, and your cock agreed before your mouth did.”

“It does that.”

“I know it does.” She bunched her skirt up at her waist and held it there with one hand. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her cunt was already wet, the lips swollen, her clit showing when she stepped in close. She put one knee on the chair beside my hip, then the other, and climbed on, and the chair took both our weight. Her hands came down on my shoulders, heavy and sure, her thumbs settling into the hollows by my neck.

“You don’t put it in,” she said. “I do. Hands on the arms. You don’t grab.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

I put my hands on the leather arms. She took my cock in her fist, her palm dry and hot against the wet of me, and rubbed the head up through her cunt once, slowly, and my hips tried to follow. She pushed me back down by the shoulders.

“Stay.”

“I’m staying.”

She rubbed again, her wetness smearing over the piss on my cock, her clit dragging along the underside, and she made a small sound, just air. Then she lined me up and sat.

Heat, and tightness, all the way down in one long slide until her ass met my thighs and the open diaper crinkled under us. My cock was inside her for the first time. I’d drafted more endings than I could count and not one of them had this in it: her cunt around me, the wet padding under my balls, her hands pinning my shoulders to the chair she keeps for clients.

“Oh,” I said. It was a stupid sound, and I left it there.

“There you are,” she said. She didn’t move yet. She just sat full of me and looked at my face. “Tell me where you are.”

“In you. In the chair. With the diaper open under me.”

“Whose cock is that?”

“Yours.”

“And whose page did you just write?”

“Yours.”

I throbbed inside her and she felt it. Her mouth went soft for a second, and then she laughed, low, and started to ride.

She didn’t bounce. She rolled. Up until only the head of my cock was still in her, then down, slowly, until I was buried and her clit was grinding against me. The diaper rustled every time her weight came down on my thighs, my balls stuck to the wet padding, every drop of her on me mixing with the piss already there. I held the arms of the chair so hard the leather squeaked.

“Look at me,” she said.

I looked. I could see my cock shine when she rose, wet from her, and disappear when she sat back down. Her hands stayed on my shoulders. She used them to steer, not to hold on.

“Can you feel that?”

“Your cunt around my cock. You’re so wet. I’m wet underneath you. The diaper’s open and it’s cold on my ass and hot where you’re sitting.”

“Better.” She rode a little faster, not rough, exact, her clit rubbing the base of me every time she came down. A drop of sweat ran down her throat into the open neck of her blouse, and I wanted my mouth there, and I didn’t move my hands.

“Mommy.”

“I’m here. You don’t come.”

“I know. Not until you say.”

“That’s the page you wrote. Live in it.”

She ground down and held there, and her thighs shook against mine. I felt her cunt flutter, a tight pulse and then another, and she came with her mouth open and no pretty sound at all, a low rough noise, her hands clamping my shoulders, her hips jerking in small hard hits. She soaked me. It ran down my cock onto my balls and into the open diaper. I stayed still because she’d told me to stay, and my cock jumped inside her anyway, and she felt that too and laughed once, breathless, right through it.

“That’s one,” she said.

She didn’t get off. She sat on me while the shaking left her legs, my cock still hard in her, the smell of sex and piss soaking into the leather.

“Still with me?” she asked.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Where’s your edge?”

“Close. Not yet. If you move like that again I’ll have to tell you.”

“Good. You tell me, out loud. No heroics.”

She started again, slower at first and then the same roll, deeper. She put more weight on my shoulders and rode me like she had all night and meant to use every minute of it. Her eyes went half shut and her cunt got tighter. I was so hard it nearly hurt, and every time she sat I made a sound I’d have struck from any transcript.

“Talk to me,” she said.

“I can feel you coming up again. Your hands are on me and I can’t move, and I don’t want to.”

She leaned in, and her blouse brushed my mouth. I didn’t kiss her until she said, “Here,” and then I did, open-mouthed, on the skin above her breast, and she rode me harder for it. The wet sound of her on me was loud in the quiet office. Blinds down, door locked, her cunt taking me over and over. I thought of the red pen on the blotter and the lines I’d killed, and then her body took the thought away.

She came the second time harder. She bore down and shook and said my name once, plainly, and her cunt clenched in long pulls that almost finished me. I gripped the arms of the chair and held on. My hips wanted to come up off the seat and I kept them down. She rode the last of it out on me in small wet grinds until she was panting against my shoulder and I was right at the edge, throbbing, one stroke from gone.

“Mommy, I’m there. If you move, I’m going to come.”

She stopped and lifted off me in one smooth rise. My cock left her and slapped wet against my stomach, shining with her, the head angry and dark, and when the air hit it I groaned. She stayed on her knees over my lap with her skirt still bunched and her cunt open and dripping on my thigh. One hand stayed on my shoulder. The other came down, wet from her, and wrapped around my cock.

“Thank you for telling me.”

My cock jumped in her fist at that. She stroked, not fast, firm, her palm sliding on her own wet and on what was left of my piss. She looked at my face and at my cock and at the open diaper waiting under me.

“In the diaper,” she said. “All of it. You don’t touch.”

“Mommy...”

“Come.”

She stroked me through it, a few pulls with her wet hand tight under the head, and I came hard. The first shot striped the open front of the diaper, thick and white on the yellow wet. The next landed across my balls and the padding. I said it while it happened, because my mouth was doing what my body was already doing.

“Mommy. Mommy, I’m coming. Fuck. In the diaper, I’m coming in it.”

She kept stroking until I was empty and shaking, milking the last of it onto the padding, her hand slick with cum and her own wet. I sagged in the chair with my hands still on the arms, and my cock twitched in her fist and gave up one more drop that ran down onto the tapes.

“There,” she said, looking at the mess, and shook her head, amused. “Best page you ever wrote, and then you go and paint it.”

I couldn’t talk yet, and she didn’t need me to. She folded the front of the diaper up over my softening cock and my cum-wet balls, the padding heavy with piss and cum together and warm against me, and pulled the tapes across and pressed them down firmly, one side and then the other, until it was shut over all of it. Then she patted the front through the plastic and left her hand there until I looked up at her.

“Filed,” she said.

My cock gave a tired throb under her palm, and I nodded. It was all I had.

She climbed off the chair and let her skirt fall. Except for the flush on her throat and the shine on her fingers, she looked like a woman who’d just wrapped up a meeting. She wiped her hand on a towel from the drawer and nodded at my trousers.

I stood, the diaper thicker and louder now, taped shut over a load and a puddle, and pulled my shorts and trousers up over it with hands that were still shaking. She was already at the desk, where the page lay on the blotter and the red pen waited.

We signed. I signed under my name, the way I’d signed the care agreement, and my signature came out a little wide because my hand wasn’t back to being a lawyer’s hand yet. She signed the Mommy line in the same red, and read both signatures twice, and tapped the page flat with two fingers.

“I can’t stamp a page I’m on,” she said. “You know that.”

I did. She’d told me so the very first night, and then lifted the stamp tray off the blotter to make room for me. She opened the bottom drawer. The leather paddle was back in there, and she left it. Beside it sat the leather box from the top shelf of her wardrobe, brought over from the house. She opened it, and inside was the first seal she’d ever owned, a small brass hand press, retired years ago. I’d seen the box and never the seal. She set it on the blotter as if it still had a job to do.

She fitted the edge of the page into its jaws and looked at me.

“This one only comes out for a page I mean to keep,” she said. “Ask me.”

“Stamp it, Mommy.”

She pressed. The old seal bit into the paper under both our names. She lifted it and read the mark twice. It was a little light on one side and perfect where it counted. Then she patted the front of my diaper through my trousers with the same two fingers and left her hand there until my eyes came up to hers.

“You live in it now,” she said.

I didn’t say it back. My body already had.

She put the seal away and the pen in the tray, and I stood there in my suit with a shut diaper full of piss and cum and tried to look like a man who could make it to his car.

At her townhouse the hall was dark and the bedroom lamp was on. She opened the tall wardrobe. My diapers were stacked on the floor of it, thick ones in my size, in a neat pile she’d made herself. She took a roll of tape from the shelf, held the page against the inside of the door above the stack, with both signatures and her old seal showing, and taped down each corner, pressing each one twice.

“You’ll see it every time I open this,” she said. “Every change.”

“Diapers for good,” I said. “You change me. You have the last word.”

“And the exits?”

“Dead. I crossed them out myself.”

She smiled at that, a real one, and ran her hand once through my hair before she shut the wardrobe door, and the page went into the dark with my diapers. She sent me to the bathroom to wash my hands and face and nothing else. The diaper stayed on. I slept in it, because she said the page was filed and that night was no special case.

In the morning she laid me back on her bed, peeled the night’s diaper off me, wiped me clean and taped me into a fresh one from the stack under the page, which was the first time that clause ever got used. Then she patted the front and handed me my good suit off the hook. The new diaper was thick and dry and crinkled when I walked. I dressed over it, shirt and tie and jacket. The padding changed my walk by an inch and the suit hid the rest.

I drove to the courthouse with the mark of her seal still in my head and the pat of her hand still on the front of me. Side door, metal detector, a couple of gray-haired bailiffs who’d been working that door longer than I’d been practicing law and didn’t look twice at my jacket. I set my briefcase on the belt and stepped through, and the diaper shifted, thick and snug, loud only to me. I was still the lawyer. I had a morning hearing, a page taped up inside her wardrobe, and her last word in my trousers, and I walked in like all of it was true.

If you want more like this, read Diaper Discipline next


Caged, Laced and Pegged by His Wife Until His Small Cock Leaks — Wife-Led Sissy ABDL

Iprice risk for an insurance company, which is a polite way of saying I spend my days working out how likely it is that things will go wrong for people I’ll never meet. A man in his fifties takes up motorcycles, and I tell the company how much more he should pay. A young couple buys a house two streets from a river that floods every few winters, and I put a number on that too. I sit at two monitors in a glass building downtown and move numbers around until they tell the truth. I’m good at it. There’s something calming about a world where everything has odds, even the bad things. Especially the bad things.

The joke at work is that I’m the safest man in the building. I’ve never been in a car accident, a fistfight or a casino. I eat the same turkey sandwich from the same deli every day because I know exactly what I’m getting, and when they changed the bread last year I stood at the counter so long that the woman behind it asked if I was feeling all right. I’d turned thirty-nine that winter, and the most dangerous thing I’d done all year was switch brands of coffee. It’s easier to be the punchline than to explain that some of us are careful because we know exactly what we’d do if we weren’t.

That Monday was like most of them. I finished a report on kitchen fires, saved it twice, and walked home, because our condo is only a short walk from the office and walking is the one part of my day that doesn’t come with a spreadsheet. Downtown at six smells like bus brakes and somebody’s fried onions. I stopped at the bakery on the corner for bread, found they were out of the sourdough, and stood there weighing the rye against the seeded loaf for longer than any grown man should.

Sable was already home. She’s a pension director, which means she reads numbers for a living too, only she reads them faster than I do, and out loud, and with opinions. She was sitting at the kitchen island with her shoes kicked off and a glass of red wine and a stack of printed reports, with a red pen tucked behind her ear. She’s thirty-seven, two years younger than me, with dark hair she keeps short because she says she doesn’t have time for anything that needs a brush, and she has a way of looking up from a page that makes you feel like you’re the page.

“You stopped somewhere,” she said, without looking up.

“The bakery. They were out of the sourdough.”

“So you stood there.”

“I considered my options.”

She laughed, a short real laugh, and finally looked at me. “You priced the bread.”

“I didn’t price the bread.” I set the rye on the counter. “I compared it.”

“Dennis.” She took the pen from behind her ear and pointed it at me. “We’ve been married six years. You have never once in your life just grabbed a loaf.”

“It worked out,” I said, and held up the rye like evidence.

“It always works out with you. That’s the problem.” She hooked a finger in my tie and pulled me down and kissed me, a short warm kiss that tasted like the wine, and when she let go of my mouth she kept hold of the tie for a second longer than she needed to. She looked at me the way she looks at a column that adds up when she doesn’t trust why. “One of these days you’re going to surprise me.”

“What are the odds?”

“Low,” she said, and let go of the tie and went back to her report, smiling at it.

I loved her for that, and she scared me a little too. Being seen that clearly is a lot to live with when you’re keeping something in a drawer.

On Sundays she did the house budget at the kitchen table. I loved watching it more than I ever told her. She’d set out the paper folder with the receipts and the bills, open her laptop beside it, uncap the red pen and go through every line of the week, reading the bigger ones out loud. When a number was wrong, she didn’t sigh. She tapped it twice with her fingernail, clean and quick, and circled it in red.

That Sunday it was the cable company, which had charged us twice.

“There you are,” she said to the line, tap tap, and drew her circle.

I was leaning on the counter with my coffee, watching her, and a heat climbed up under my collar that had nothing to do with the coffee. It happened sometimes when I watched her do that, and I’d never tried to understand it.

“You’re staring,” she said, without looking up.

“I like watching you find things.”

“I always find things, Dennis.” She looked up then, amused, the red pen resting against her lip. “You should know that by now.”

I laughed, and I went to refill a cup that didn’t need refilling, and my stomach did a slow tight turn that I told myself was nothing.

Because there was one thing she hadn’t found, and it was sitting on my laptop in a workbook called Car Maintenance, on a tab I’d hidden so long ago I sometimes forgot it was there. The tab was called Risk Scenarios.

It started long before Sable, back when I was in my late twenties and living alone for the first time in a one-bedroom across the river, over a dry cleaner that made the whole building smell like warm starch. I was a grown man with my own lease and nobody to explain myself to, and that’s when a want I’d been carrying around since my early twenties, without ever giving it a name, finally got the room it needed. I’d lie awake thinking about a woman who would laugh at me. Not cruelly, not to hurt, but the way you laugh at something small and obvious, and then do exactly what I asked anyway. I thought about lace, and, God help me, about diapers, thick plain white ones.

I’ve never been big. That’s the plain truth, and I learned it in my twenties, from the glances in a health-club locker room and the polite silences of a couple of girlfriends. Most men with a small cock spend their lives hoping nobody mentions it. Lying in that apartment over the dry cleaner, I wanted, more than anything, for somebody to mention it.

One night I drove to a pharmacy two neighborhoods over, paid cash, and brought home a pack of adult diapers in a bag I held like it was ticking. Later came a pair of pink lace panties, ordered online. For a couple of years I’d come home, lock the door, tape a diaper on and lie in the dark, and I’d come so hard thinking about that laughing woman that afterward I lay there ashamed of how good it had been. Then I’d do it again the next week.

When I met Sable and we moved in together, I threw all of it out. I put the diapers and the lace in a black garbage bag and took it down the trash chute at six in the morning like a man getting rid of a body. That was risk management. I had a woman I loved, and I wasn’t going to bet her on a want I couldn’t even say out loud.

The want didn’t care. It just changed shape. A few months later I opened a blank tab one night and started pricing it.

That’s what a careful man does with a thing he can’t have: he makes a list. Pink lace panties, with a price from a real shop. A lace bra and garters and stockings. A case of plain white adult diapers. A small plastic chastity cage, the smallest size, because I knew my size and pretending otherwise would have been bad data. Nipple clamps on a short chain. A crop. A strap-on with a harness. Every line had a price and a column for the odds that it would ever happen, which were always low, because I was honest in my spreadsheets even when I wasn’t honest anywhere else. Later I added a notes column for what she’d say and do and how long I’d last, and some of those notes were so filthy I’d have to close the lid and go stand in the kitchen for a while.

There was an Assumptions tab, because of course there was. Subject: me. Age thirty-nine. I’d updated it on my birthday that winter before I’d finished my cake, feeling ridiculous and hot at once, which was how that tab always made me feel.

At some point Sable’s name got into the notes. The first time it wasn’t on purpose. I’d written “she laughs at how small it is” and then, without thinking, “Sable laughs,” and I sat looking at her name in that column for a long time. I could have deleted it, and I didn’t. After that, every line had her name in it.

I told myself it was safe because it was only numbers. A list you never act on isn’t a risk, it’s a model. That’s what I told myself, and I’m a man who knows how often people believe what they tell themselves.

Then the steps started getting smaller, the way they always do right before something gives.

I used to open the tab only after she was asleep. Then one evening I opened it on the couch while she sat at the other end reading, with her bare feet tucked under my thigh and my heart going like I’d stolen something. Nothing happened. She turned a page. So the next week I did it again, and the week after that I did it at the island while she was in the shower, with the water running and the bathroom door open a crack.

One night in bed, with the lights off, she rolled over and put her hand flat on my chest.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“What do you want? Really.” Her voice was soft and plain, the way it gets in the dark. “You never ask me for anything. Not in bed, not anywhere. Six years, and I couldn’t tell you one thing you want that you haven’t already got.”

I thought about the tab. I thought about every line.

“I’ve got what I want,” I said.

She was quiet for long enough that I started counting her breaths. Then she patted my chest twice, the way she taps a number she’s going to come back to.

“That’s a very safe answer, Dennis,” she said, and rolled back over, and I lay there awake until two.

The week after that she flew out for a pension conference, two nights in another city, and I had the condo to myself for the first time in a long time.

I told myself I’d catch up on work. At lunch on Tuesday I got in my car instead of walking to the deli, drove across the river to a pharmacy where nobody on earth knew me, and stood in the aisle with the adult diapers for a long time, the way I stand at the bakery. I bought the plain white ones, the thick kind, with cash. In the parking lot I sat with the bag on the seat beside me and did the math on it out of habit. Odds that anyone I knew had seen me: very low. Odds that I’d regret it: high. Odds that I’d do it anyway: I didn’t need to work that one out.

That night I took a shower and stood in the bedroom in a towel and looked at the pack on the bed for a long time. Then I opened it.

The first one crackled loud when I shook it out, and the sound went right through me, years of it all at once. I lay back on our bed and lifted my hips and slid it under me, cold plastic on my ass, and pulled the thick front up between my legs. I was already hard, and even hard there wasn’t much of me, a short stiff ridge that the padding swallowed whole. I pulled the tapes across, one side, then the other, and pressed them flat, and I lay there breathing like I’d run up the stairs.

The long mirror on the closet door caught all of it: a grown man on his back on a made bed, in a thick white diaper, with the laptop open beside him. I looked at myself and wanted to turn the light off, and didn’t.

I opened the tab. I read it the way I knew she’d read it, out loud, in her voice, quick and flat, with no lift at the end.

“Pink lace panties,” I said, in her voice. “Lace bra. Garters. Diapers, a case of them.” Then, in her voice, the thing she’d never once said, “And a cage. The smallest one. Dennis, honey, have you seen the size of you?”

My cock jumped against the padding, and a hot wet spot started at the tip.

I slid my hand down over the front of the diaper and pressed. I didn’t need much. I never have. I pictured her at the island with the printout, tapping a line twice with her nail, the way she’d tapped the cable company. I pictured her looking up at me, amused, and then down at the front of my trousers, and laughing the real laugh she’d given the bread. I pictured her saying, “Two fingers. That’s all that little thing needs,” and I put two fingers on the front of the diaper and rubbed, and the plastic crackled under them, and I made a sound in my empty bedroom that I’d have been ashamed of in front of anyone.

I wanted to wet. In the fantasy I always had, with her telling me to and watching and laughing.

“Go on,” I whispered, in her voice. “Let it go. I want to see the front swell.”

It took a while. My body didn’t believe me at first, all those years of being careful, and I lay there with my stomach tight and my face hot and nothing happening. Then something low in me let go, and the warmth came, a thin hot trickle and then a real rush, spreading out under my cock and down between my legs and back under my ass, and the diaper got heavy and warm all at once. The front swelled. I could hear it, a soft hiss inside the plastic, and I could see it in the mirror, the white going dull and thick at the crotch. I was pissing in a diaper on our bed, and I was so hard it hurt.

I rubbed harder, two fingers, then my whole palm, grinding the soaked padding against my cock. In my head she was standing over me now, still holding the printout, laughing at the swollen front and at the little ridge of me pushing up against it. “Look at that,” she said in my head. “You’re going to come in it, aren’t you? From two fingers. In a wet diaper. You priced all this, and this is what it comes down to.”

“Yes,” I said out loud, to nobody. “Yes. Sable.”

I came hard. My back came up off the bed and my hips jerked against my hand, and I spilled into the diaper in hot pulses, the cum mixing with the piss already in there until I couldn’t tell which wet was which. I kept rubbing through it, slow, until I was too sensitive to stand it and my thighs were shaking, and then I lay there with my palm pressed flat over the sodden front and listened to my own breathing.

The shame came down after, the way it always had, heavy and familiar. I lay in the warm, wet diaper and looked at the ceiling. Then, because I’m the kind of man I am, I pulled the laptop onto my stomach and scrolled to the bottom of the sheet and typed one more line.

She finds this.

In the odds column I typed two percent. It was an honest number. She never touched my laptop, the tab was hidden in a workbook nobody would ever open, and she had never once gone looking through my things. I saved it and closed the lid and slept in the diaper, which I hadn’t done in more than ten years, and I slept better than I had in months.

At six the next morning I wrapped the used diaper in a grocery bag with the rest of the pack, every single one, and took it all down the trash chute in my bathrobe. Another body. I stood at the chute door listening to it fall and told myself that was the end of it, and I almost believed me.

I didn’t delete the line. I thought about it all day and didn’t.

Sable came home Wednesday night tired and happy, with a story about a speaker who’d gotten his own slides wrong. She kissed me in the hall and I laughed too loud at nothing. While I was in the shower she borrowed my laptop, because hers had died on the plane and she needed to check something for work. When I came out with a towel around my waist she was at the island with it open, and my heart stopped and started again in the same second.

“Relax,” she said, without looking up. “I’m not reading your emails. Your work is boring.”

“It’s very boring,” I said.

“I know.” She closed the lid and slid it back to me and smiled, and the smile went on a little long, and I told myself it was the wine she’d had on the plane.

Thursday morning she was at the island in her robe when I left, and she said she was working from home that day.

“Come straight home tonight,” she said. “Don’t stop for bread.”

“Why?”

“No reason.” She tapped the counter twice with one fingernail. “Just come home.”

I went to work and got nothing done. I went over it again and again, the hidden tab, the closed workbook, the two percent I’d written down honestly and believed. By late afternoon I’d talked myself in and out of calling her three times, and when I finally left I walked home faster than I’ve ever walked anywhere, with my bag banging against my leg.

The elevator was slow and our hallway was quiet. I stood at our door with my key in my hand and my bag still on my shoulder and listened, and heard nothing at all, and I thought, quite clearly, that a careful man would turn around and go get a sandwich.

I turned the key and pushed the door open.

❦

Six brown boxes stood in the hall, stacked in two neat piles, and a case of plain white adult diapers sat on top of the nearest one with the plastic wrap still on it. The wrap ticked faintly when the heat came on. I counted the boxes without meaning to, the way I count everything when I’m scared. I had my bag on my shoulder and my keys still in my hand.

Sable was on a stool at the kitchen island with my laptop open in front of her. Across the top of the screen I could read the name of the tab from the doorway, Risk Scenarios, and beside the laptop lay a printout of the whole sheet with the last line circled in red. I didn’t need to read the line. I’d typed it on Tuesday night with a wet diaper on. She finds this: two percent.

She didn’t look up when I stopped in the doorway. She tapped the trackpad once, clean, the way she taps a column when a number is wrong.

“Assumptions,” she said, and read it to me in the same flat voice she uses on a pension report. “Subject: me. Age thirty-nine.”

The strap of the bag dug into my shoulder. I didn’t move.

“I’m thirty-seven,” she said. “In case you wanted that on the tab too. You put your own age in and left mine off, which is very cute of you. It took me about four minutes to find, Dennis. I read every line. Then I went out and bought every line.”

My cock went hard in my trousers while she was still talking. I shifted my weight to hide it and the bag swung and bumped my knee, which only made it worse, because that was when she finally looked up, and her eyes went to the front of my trousers before they ever got to my face.

“Put the bag down,” she said.

I put it on the floor, far too late. The shape of me was right there in the cloth.

“You were hard before that bag hit the floor,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Say it properly. I want to hear you say it.”

“I was hard before I put the bag down.”

She smiled at that, the small smile she gives a column that comes out the way she knew it would. Then she reached right past the wine for the water pitcher, poured a full glass and slid it across the stone until it touched my knuckles.

“Drink that,” she said. “You’re sober, and I want you to stay sober for this.”

I drank. It was cold and tasted like the tap, and my cock didn’t go down at all. The printout lay between us with that red circle on it. Two percent. That number had let me sleep at night, and I’d have thrown it out of a real model without a second look.

She tapped the red circle with one fingernail.

“Here’s how this goes,” she said. “If you want it, I run it. All of it, on my clock, not yours. If you say decimal, it all stops that minute. The boxes go back tomorrow, and nothing between us changes. No bill, no speech, no sulking from me. Not one thing. Do you hear me?”

“I hear you.”

“You’ve had your water. You’re thirty-nine, I’m thirty-seven, and you’re standing in your own kitchen with your little cock hard because I read your spreadsheet.” She capped her red pen. “So it’s yes or it’s decimal, darling. Either one is fine with me.”

The word sat on my tongue like a coin. If I said it, the boxes would go back tomorrow and she’d never bring it up again. But the tab would still be there, and she would still have read it, and I would still be a man who’d priced his whole life and never once bought anything.

“Yes,” I said.

“Louder.”

“Yes.”

She nodded once, slowly, and something low in my stomach turned over. My cock jumped in my trousers and a wet spot started at the tip, small and hot, sticking the cloth to me. She saw that too. She always finds the column I’m hoping she’ll skip.

“Hall first,” she said. “I want you to walk past what I bought. Then the bedroom.”

I walked. My sleeve brushed the case of diapers and the wrap rustled, giving off that clean, slightly sweet smell of new plastic. They were the thick kind, plain white, the same kind I’d bought on Tuesday and thrown down the chute on Wednesday morning. The wet spot rubbed the head of my cock with every step.

She came along behind me with the smallest box tucked under her arm, and her free hand found the back of my belt and steered me down the hall like a shopping cart.

The bedroom light was already on. Before I had both feet on the rug her fingers hooked my belt from the front, and the buckle clicked open.

“Still yes?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

The other word was right there behind my teeth. I left it where it was.

She pulled the belt free in one long yank and dropped it on the floor. My trousers went next, her hands quick at the button and the zip, and then she pushed them down past my knees with my shorts still caught inside. I stood there in my shirt and my socks with my cock out, hard and thin, the head wet, my balls drawn tight up underneath it. She looked down at it, and she laughed. It was a real laugh, short and a little mean, the kind of mean that’s still fond.

“This,” she said. “This is what you priced a small cage for?”

Heat went straight up my neck. “Yes.”

“Tell me what it is.”

“My cock.”

“Your tiny cock.” She flicked the underside with one finger, not hard, just enough that it bobbed and a clear string swung off the tip. “Look at it. Hard from a spreadsheet and a glass of tap water. Your balls are pulled up like you think you’re in trouble, which you are. Turn around.”

I turned. She pulled my shirt over my head and tugged my socks off, and then I was bare on the rug with my cock pointing at the bed. She walked around me once, slowly. I heard the diaper before I saw it, the plastic crackling as she shook it open.

“On the bed,” she said. “On your back, legs apart.”

I got on the bed. My cock stood up off my belly and looked even smaller against all that white. She knelt between my knees with the diaper, thick, with soft leg gathers and four tapes, and I counted the tapes without wanting to.

“Lift.”

I lifted my hips and she slid the diaper under me. The plastic was cold on my ass, and the padding cupped my balls before I was ready for the weight of it. She pulled the front up over my cock, and the head dragged along the soft dry lining, which was far too much padding for what I had. My cock pressed up into it and didn’t come close to filling it.

“Hold still,” she said.

She pulled the left tape across and pressed it flat with her thumb, in one long slow stroke from my hip toward my belly. Then the right one. Then the top pair, both thumbs at once, hard enough that I felt the whole thing seal against my skin. My cock was trapped against the front panel, still hard, leaking into the lining, and every tiny movement made the plastic talk.

She reached off the side of the bed and came back with a pair of pink lace panties. They were small, sheer at the front, with a scalloped edge along the waist, exactly the pair I’d linked to on the sheet with a price and an odds column beside it. She worked my feet through the leg holes and drew them up my calves, slowly, so the lace caught on the hair. At my knees she stopped and looked at my face.

“Is decimal still in there?”

“Yes.”

“Are you going to use it?”

“No.”

“Then hips up.”

I lifted, and she pulled the lace up over the diaper. Those panties were never made for that much bulk. They stretched tight, the leg holes riding high, the pink sitting snug over the white plastic, and the front was sheer enough that you could see the shape of my cock through both layers, a small ridge in a thick pad. She settled the waistband under my navel and ran her thumbs over the tapes once more through the lace, checking her own work.

“There,” she said. “Priced, bought, and on you. Pink lace over plastic. You look exactly like what you wrote.”

I looked down. The diaper made a fat white mound and the lace held it in place. My cock throbbed inside and the mound barely moved. There was already a damp spot starting in the lining, a heat I could feel more than see.

“Two fingers,” she said, softer now. “That’s the line you wrote in your notes and didn’t have the nerve to price honestly. Two fingers is plenty for that little cock.”

She set two fingers on the front of the diaper, right over the head, and pressed. The padding gave, and my cock had nowhere to go. The pressure went straight through the lining onto the tip, and I made a sound I hadn’t planned on making.

“You can count with me or not,” she said. “I’m counting.”

She stroked. Only those two fingers, up and down the short ridge of me, the lace sliding over the plastic and the plastic sliding over my wet head. Not her hand around me, not even her palm, just two fingers, like she was running them down a column. My hips tried to chase them and the diaper crinkled.

“One,” she said, and brought the stroke back down. My balls drew up tight against the padding, and the wet spot spread under her fingertips, warm, soaking out from the tip into the quilted front.

“Two.”

I grabbed the sheet. “Sable.”

“You don’t get my name yet. You get numbers. Three.”

She pressed harder on three and my head mashed into the padding, and a slick pulse leaked out of me into the lining, not the real thing yet, only the run-up to it, hot against me. The diaper held it right there. I could smell myself, salt and clean plastic.

“Four.”

My thighs started to shake. I knew I was going to come, the way I know a bad number in a report, early and with no time to fix it. My cock kicked inside the padding, and she felt it.

“Five. Already? Five seconds and that tiny cock is done?”

“I’m close. I’m really close.”

“I didn’t ask you. Six.”

She kept the same two fingers on the same short path, no mercy and nothing extra, up over the head and back down into the thick of the diaper. The lace had gone damp where my leaking came through the lining and onto her fingers, and she didn’t stop to wipe them.

“Seven.”

My hole clenched. My ass came up off the bed and the diaper rustled loudly. The ache behind my balls was right there, and her fingers were nothing at all, two narrow presses through all that padding, and it was enough. I hated that, and my cock didn’t care.

“Eight.”

“Sable, please.”

“Nine.”

I broke on nine. I came in the diaper with her fingers still moving, and the first shot went up the inside of the padding in a hot sudden stripe, and the lining caught it and held it against the head, so the next pulse had to push out through my own cum. I jerked under her hand and the lace scraped. She didn’t take her fingers away.

“Ten,” she said, while I was still coming. “Eleven.”

Another pulse, smaller and messier, soaked the spot under her fingers until the front of the diaper went warm and heavy and stuck to me. My cock throbbed in the wet, far too sensitive, and she stroked right through twelve and thirteen as if the counting were the point and my mess were only the total at the bottom.

“Fourteen. Fifteen. There it is. All done.”

I fell back on the bed. The diaper made a small wet sound under me, cum smeared under the panel, my cock softening into it and still twitching. There was a dark round patch on the pink lace right over the ridge. She pressed her two fingers there and held them still, feeling the last little kicks through the plastic and the lace and the mess.

“Fifteen seconds,” she said. “And I never even got my whole hand on it. Two fingers, through a diaper. You put odds on this like it was a risk, Dennis. It isn’t a risk. It’s a fact.”

I was breathing through my mouth, my face burning.

“Look at it,” she said.

I looked. The front was swollen a little where I’d filled the lining, not with piss but with cum, a glossy patch under the pink. My tiny cock lay in the mess it had made and was already trying to stiffen again, because her fingers were still on it.

“Are you going to cry about the lace?” she asked.

“No.”

“Are you going to say the word?”

“No.”

“I didn’t think so.” She smiled and gave the wet spot a little pat, and my cock twitched in the mess, and she felt it and looked like she’d won a bet she’d already booked.

She swung her legs off the bed and sat on the edge of it with her knees apart. Her skirt was gone, and I had no idea when that had happened. Her blouse hung open and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her cunt was bare and right there at the height of my face if I knelt, the lips a little swollen and her clit standing up out of the fold, wet enough to catch the light. She planted one heel on the rug and looked at me.

“Down,” she said. “The lace stays on. The diaper stays on. You made the mess, so you can kneel in it.”

I climbed off the bed with the diaper sagging under the weight of what I’d put in it and the panties holding the whole thing up. I knelt on the rug between her feet. The bulk between my thighs pushed my knees wider than I wanted, and the cum smeared when I settled my weight.

She put her left heel on my back, firm, right between my shoulder blades, and pulled me in.

“Tongue on my clit,” she said. “Not a guided tour. You know where it is.”

I did know. I put my mouth on her and licked. She tasted of salt and skin after a long day. Her clit was hard under my tongue, a small slick point, and I worked it the way she had worked me, in short strokes, without showing off. She was already wet, and it slicked my chin, and the heel on my back pressed harder when I got the angle right.

“There,” she said. “Stay there.”

I stayed, with my soft cock sitting in the cooling cum and the lace hem biting my hips, and I licked and listened to her breathing go thin. She steered me with her heel instead of talking. When I drifted too low, she pushed. When I hit her clit dead center the heel eased off, which was her way of praising me, and then she said it out loud anyway.

“That’s it. That’s my good sissy.”

My cock thickened in the wet padding so fast that it hurt. I groaned into her.

“Even now,” she said. “Tiny cock in a diaper full of its own cum, and one nice word stands it right back up. Keep licking.”

I kept licking, flat tongue, then the tip, then flat again, and she got wetter until it ran down onto my lip. Her thigh trembled against my ear and her heel dug in. I counted her breaths, because I was scared of stopping too soon and just as scared of not stopping soon enough. On the fifth one she grabbed my hair, and she wasn’t gentle about it.

“Don’t you speed up,” she said. “Stay exactly as you are.”

I held the pace. Her clit jumped under my tongue. She was close, I could feel it in the way her cunt clenched when my chin brushed lower, in the wet sound my mouth was making, in the heel that had stopped steering me and was just holding me there now, pinned. My jaw ached.

“Right there,” she said. “Right there. Fuck.”

She came on my tongue, and she didn’t make it pretty and didn’t try to. Her cunt pulsed in a hard little beat against my mouth and a rush of wet hit my chin and my lip. She ground down on my face with her heel digging in and her thigh shaking, and a short rough sound came out of her throat and broke into a laugh at the end, because she laughs when a thing lands. I licked her through all of it. She didn’t tell me to stop until the pulses faded and the hand in my hair went from a fist to a gentle press.

“Enough,” she said. “That’s enough.”

I sat back on my heels with my mouth wet from her and the diaper squelching under me. She looked down at me kneeling there, pink over white with my chin shining, and she shook her head slowly, like I was a number she’d already circled.

Then she leaned down and wiped my chin with her thumb, and when she spoke again it wasn’t the pension-report voice at all. “Hey. Are you all right? Really?”

“I’m all right,” I said, and it came out shakier than I meant it to. “Better than all right. I just don’t know what to do with my hands.”

“Put one on my knee,” she said. So I did, and she covered it with hers and kept it there until my breathing settled.

She reached down beside the bed and came up with the smallest box, brown and still sealed and light in her hand. She held it up where I could see it, between her open knees, right above my wet mouth.

“Line three,” she said. “Tomorrow.”

I stayed on my knees. The diaper warmed again where my cock leaked a fresh drop into the old mess. Two percent, I thought. I had worked out the odds of this night to the decimal and I’d been completely wrong, and being wrong was the best thing that had ever happened to me. She set the box on the sheet, tapped it once with her nail, and left her heel resting on my back, like she wasn’t finished owning that spot yet.

❦

The cage sat in the palm of her hand, small and clear and still warm from her skin. I was standing naked in front of the long mirror on the closet door. Behind us, on the bed, the smallest box lay open, and beside it was a fresh plain white diaper, thick, the plastic shining under the lamp.

“Hands on the glass,” Sable said.

I put both palms flat on the mirror. It was cool. In the glass my cock hung soft and small, with my balls pulled up tight underneath it. She hadn’t touched me yet, and still the skin at the tip had drawn up, as if it had heard her before I had.

For years that line had been nothing but a cell with a price in it. I’d honestly believed a cell could stay a cell if you never clicked on it.

“Eyes up,” she said. “I want you to watch me put it on.”

She took my cock between two fingers, and that was all she needed, which she made sure I noticed. She fed the head into the tube. The plastic was smooth and slightly cold and it went on without any fight at all. The ring settled in behind my balls, her thumb ran around it to check the gap, and the little lock clicked shut.

It was a tiny sound, and I felt it all the way down in my stomach.

She let go. The cage dropped a fraction and hung there, loose. The tube wasn’t full. My cock shifted around inside it and didn’t come close to filling it, and she tapped the plastic once with her fingernail, a bright little tick.

“Even the smallest one,” she said, and she laughed, short and plain. “It sits loose on you. Look at that gap. Your tiny cock has room to knock around in there.”

Heat climbed up my face. My cock tried to swell and only nudged the side of the tube. She saw the nudge in the mirror and tapped it again.

“Tell me what you see.”

“It’s loose.”

“What’s loose? On what?”

“The cage. On my cock.”

“Use the word you wrote on the sheet.” Her nail rested on the tube. “Out loud, please.”

“Tiny cock.” My mouth had gone dry. “It’s loose on my tiny cock.”

“There you go.”

My balls pulled tight at that, and a thin clear string pushed out of the slit and touched the end of the tube. She watched it happen in the mirror.

“Locked for all of ten seconds and you’re already leaking,” she said. “Hold still for me.”

The diaper crackled as she shook it open behind me.

“Feet apart. Take a step back.”

I stepped back. She brought the padding up between my legs, cool against my balls and the underside of the cage. She drew the front panel up over the tube until the plastic made a hard little shape under the white, and then she ripped the tapes open, two on the left, pressed hard at my hip, two on the right. Her palm ran over each one and stuck it down flat.

“That’s four,” I said. I’d been counting. “You did all four.”

“I know how a diaper tapes, darling,” she said. “You don’t have to count them for me. Can you feel the cage in there?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“In the front. In the middle. It’s pushing the padding out.”

“Look at yourself.”

I looked. There was a man in the mirror wearing nothing but a thick white diaper, and the cage was only a small bump in the front if you knew to look for it. She stood at my shoulder and smiled at the glass, like it had told her something true.

“Bra next,” she said.

The lace was pink in her hands. She threaded my arms through the straps, hooked it behind my back and settled the cups on my chest. The lace scratched. My nipples had already gone stiff from the air and her voice, and the cups didn’t hide them.

“Now the garters.”

She knelt and fastened the belt around my waist above the diaper. She rolled a stocking up my left leg, the nylon dragging over the hair, and snapped the clips into place, and then she did the right one. I counted the clips as she fastened them and kept the number between my teeth.

“Turn back around.”

I turned. Diaper, lace bra, garters, stockings, and my cock locked away under the padding. I looked like the list had won and I was the last one to hear about it.

She held up the clamps. They were metal, with a short chain hanging between them.

“These go on while you watch,” she said. “You put them on the list. Do you still want them?”

“Yes.”

“Say it all the way.”

“I want the clamps on.”

She tugged the left cup down and closed the clamp on my nipple, mean and exact. The pain shot straight down to my cock, and my cock had nowhere to go. It shoved at the cage and the cage shoved at the diaper, and a thin whine came out of me through my teeth.

“And the other one.”

The second clamp bit down. The chain hung across my chest and swung when I breathed, tugging both of them at once.

“How’s that feel?”

“It hurts.”

“I know,” she said, pleased, as if I’d read her back the right total.

My hole clenched. Another drop slid out inside the tube and wet the padding from the inside, and the diaper soaked it up without a sound.

She flicked the chain with one finger. Both clamps pulled, and my knees went soft, and she watched that in the mirror too.

“Are you hard?”

“I can’t get hard. The cage won’t let me.”

“You’re pushing, though. I can see the bump move. Answer the question I asked.”

“Yes. I’m trying to. It hurts. It’s pushing at the tube.”

“And the tube’s still loose,” she said quietly. “That little cock can’t even fill the smallest one, and it’s already drooling into a diaper. Face the glass.”

She had the printout in her other hand. I knew that page by heart, my lines, my columns, my notes. For years the only thing I’d ever kept locked away was a hidden tab on my laptop. This lock was a lot smaller than that, and it was already shut, and the key wasn’t mine.

“You’re going to wet,” she said. “And you’re going to watch yourself do it. Eyes open, on the glass, the whole time.”

My stomach dropped. “Sable. Please don’t make me watch.”

“Is that the word?” she asked.

I shook my head. One of her fingers caught my chin and turned it gently back toward the glass until I was looking into my own eyes, and she left the finger there, and she waited.

The room went so quiet I could hear the chain tick against the lace each time I breathed. I could hear the diaper crinkle when I shifted my feet. Her finger didn’t move. I counted, because I always count, and somewhere past ten my mouth opened on its own.

“I’m looking,” I said.

“Then go ahead. Don’t look down. I want to see it happen in the glass.”

I tried to hold it, and the holding lasted exactly one breath. Then the pressure low in my belly gave way, not all at once but in a slow push behind my cock, inside the cage, and the heat came out in a thin line before I had a word for it. It hit the slit and filled the loose tube and spilled out the end in a hot little rush, and the padding drank it. The plastic over the front went warm in a spot the size of a coin, right where the cage sat.

I saw it begin. A darker patch spread under the white and crept downward, and the thick padding swelled as it took in more, and it just kept coming. My thighs shook. The warmth climbed the front panel and soaked out toward the leg gathers, heavy now, and there was a soft hiss inside the diaper even though the room around us was perfectly still. The cage sat in the middle of all of it, plastic inside plastic, my tiny cock soaking in the heat while it tried to thicken and couldn’t. The padding pushed out against the tapes. A wet weight settled under my balls and stayed there, hot, squishing every time I clenched.

I was pissing in a diaper and watching myself do it. The dark patch spread until the whole front was shiny and sagging, lower than the cage, heavy enough to pull at me. A drop found the edge of one of the leg gathers and hung there without falling. The smell came up, sharp and unmistakably mine, under the clean smell of the fresh padding giving way.

“Eyes on the glass,” she said. Her finger was still under my chin. “Are you looking?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what it’s doing.”

“The front’s swelling up. It’s hot. I can hear it. It’s running all around the cage. My balls are wet. The padding is getting thick.”

“Keep going. Don’t you dare cut it off.”

I couldn’t have cut it off if I’d wanted to. There was another push, hotter than the first, and the hiss got louder in my ears. The diaper pulled down between my legs, and the tapes held. The piss moved every time I breathed, a slow shift inside the plastic. My face in the mirror was bright red. The chain swung and my nipples burned, and there was a wet sound every time I moved my feet.

She reached around me and flicked the cage through the wet plastic, one sharp tick of her fingernail, muffled by the padding but bright enough to make my cock jump and leak a clear string into the piss.

“There,” she said. “Now listen.”

She didn’t show me the page. She read it to me.

“Line four. ‘She puts me at the mirror in a fresh diaper and I wet it while I watch. I don’t get to look away.’ You wrote that like you were being brave. Look at the front of you. It’s enormous. You’re dripping in it. Tell me what you did.”

“I wet.” My voice cracked in the middle. “I wet the diaper. I watched. I didn’t look away.”

She flicked the cage again and I jerked, and everything in the padding shifted under her nail.

“Line six.” Her eyes stayed on mine in the glass. “‘She sits on my mouth until she comes. Twice. The cage stays on. I leak in the wet diaper and I don’t get out of it.’ That one’s next. Are you still with me?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want the word?”

“I don’t need it.”

“Then get on the bed. On your back.”

Her finger left my chin.

The wet diaper swung between my legs as I walked, heavy and loud, and the cage bumped the soaked padding with every step. I lay down on my back on the bed. The clamps tugged when I lay back, and the diaper squelched under my ass, warm, the piss shifting up against me.

She stood beside the bed and pulled her shirt off over her head. She left her bra on, a dark plain one with the cups full. Then she hooked her thumbs into her pants and pushed them down with her underwear and stepped out of them, and my cock shoved at the cage so hard that the wet front of the diaper jumped.

“Look at that little thing,” she said. “Locked up, sitting in its own piss, and still trying. Open your mouth.”

I opened it.

She put one knee down beside my ear, then the other, and sat on my face.

Her cunt came down hot and already wet, the lips spreading over my mouth, and the smell of her was sharp and close. I got my tongue out, and she settled her weight on me, not all of it, but enough that I had to breathe through my nose and work for it. She had the clamp chain in her fist before I’d found a rhythm, and every small movement of her hips tugged at both my nipples.

“Can you breathe all right?”

“Yes.”

“Then flat tongue. Slowly. Don’t get clever yet.”

I licked in long strokes, from the opening of her cunt up over her clit and back down. She was slick, and she tasted stronger than she had the night before, musky and a little sweet. She rocked along with it, a small easy grind, and she kept the chain short in her fist so the clamps never quite let go. The pain ran down my chest and met the push of my cock inside the tube. The tube didn’t give. The diaper did, with a wet creak underneath me.

“Right there,” she said. “Stay on my clit. Small circles.”

I gave her small circles, and she got wetter, and it ran down over my chin and onto the lace. Her thighs closed a little around my ears until the room went muffled, and all I could hear was her breathing and the wet sound of my mouth and the diaper rustling every time my hips twitched.

Her free hand found the front of the diaper. She laid her palm flat over the cage and rubbed the soaked plastic in the same slow circles I was giving her. The padding was hot and heavy and loud under her hand. She pressed down, and the cage dug into my tiny cock, and the piss moved around it in a wet shove against my balls.

“Can you feel that?” she said. “Your little cock pushing up at my palm through a wet diaper. I can feel the gap from out here. It isn’t filling the tube. It’s just knocking around in its own mess.”

She laughed, and the laugh shook her cunt against my tongue. I groaned into her and licked harder, and she pulled on the chain, and both my nipples lit up. My cock leaked. I felt it go out of me in a thin warm strip, nothing like a shot, just a leak into the heat that was already in the padding. She felt the bump jump under her hand and rubbed harder, the plastic creaking, the wet squelch right up against the lock.

“There you go, leaking again. You don’t get to come tonight, darling. You only get to drip. Say it.”

“I drip,” I said into her, thick and muffled. “I don’t get to come.”

“Keep that tongue working.”

I kept it working. She started riding me for real then, slowly at first, her hips rolling and her clit dragging over my tongue, and then a harder grind that mashed my nose and made me chase her. I sucked, and she hissed and bore down.

“Fuck. Yes. Like that. Don’t you stop.”

Her palm ground the diaper down onto the cage. The piss and the cum shifted under the padding and squeezed out against my skin inside the leg gathers. I couldn’t get any bigger than the tube, and the tube was still loose, and that made it so much worse, my little cock knocking around in its own wet while she used my mouth. I got my tongue up under her clit and stayed there, and she rode that spot, and her thighs shook once and settled and shook again.

She came the first time with her thighs clamped shut around my head. Her cunt pulsed, a rush of wet hit my mouth, and she ground down and stayed down, shaking, with a rough sound in her throat and no words at all. I licked her through it, because she hadn’t told me to stop. She held the chain yanked short the whole time and my nipples burned white, and my cock gave up another helpless strip into the padding. Her hand pressed it there and held it.

She lifted up an inch. Air hit my mouth and I gasped, and she didn’t get off.

“That’s one,” she said, rough and pleased. “You wrote twice. Open up.”

I opened. She sat back down, slower this time, and rolled her hips until my tongue found her opening.

“Inside. As far as you can.”

I pushed my tongue up into her. She was open and slick, and she sank down onto it and rode it in small strokes, the chain going slack for a few breaths and then tightening again. Her palm never left the diaper. She rubbed and pressed the cage through the wet plastic, and every press made my tiny cock shove back and fail.

“Now back to my clit,” she said. “And answer me while you do it. Did you come?”

“No. I leaked. I’m still leaking.”

“And what’s in there with the piss?”

“Cum. It won’t shoot, it just keeps coming out, and I can feel all of it move when you push on the front.”

“Little cock,” she said, breathless, and then she started to ride me hard.

The bed rocked. She ground her clit down on my tongue and took what she wanted, then pulled back and gave it to me again. I sucked when she stayed still and licked when she slid. Her fist worked the chain in short little jerks that kept both clamps biting. The diaper kept talking under her palm, a wet plastic sound, the piss squeezing around the cage every time she leaned on it to brace herself.

“Look at you, still trying,” she said. “Caged and soaked and pushing away like that tiny cock is going to manage something. It isn’t. It’s going to leak and stay locked while I come on your tongue. Tell me yes.”

“Yes.”

“Louder. Say it into me.”

“Yes.”

She rode like she meant to have the second one right then. Her rhythm broke apart. She mashed down with her clit on my tongue, her fist crushing the chain short and her palm crushing the wet diaper over the cage, and I sucked and didn’t drift an inch. Then she said my name. “Dennis.” Just once, low, the first time all night she’d given it to me, and after that she went completely silent and still over my mouth, her thighs locked around my head, with nothing but the slow, hard throb of her against my tongue to tell me she was coming. I kept licking. When it finally let go of her she shook, and squeezed my head between her thighs and held me there, her breath ragged and her whole weight on my face and her hand still on the diaper, as if she could read the lock through the mess.

“Two,” she said.

She sat there for a moment. I couldn’t see her, but I could feel her, the last little pulses in her cunt, the heat of her, her palm pressing down on the bump, checking.

“Still locked,” she said. “Still leaking. I can feel it jump and go nowhere. You didn’t come, Dennis. You dripped. That’s all that tiny cock gets tonight.”

She swung off me and unclipped the clamps, the left and then the right, and the blood rushing back made me gasp. She put her hand flat on my chest while it burned and kept it there. Air hit my wet face and I blinked up at the ceiling. The diaper was hot and swollen under the print of her hand, the cage a hard lump in the soaked padding, my nipples ringing. Cum and piss were mixed together in there, heavy, and my cock kept giving little leaks I couldn’t stop. Every time I moved I heard it, a thick wet sound that was nothing like the dry crinkle from when she’d first taped me in.

She lay down beside me with her hand still on my chest, and when she spoke it was her real voice, the one from that night in the dark.

“You okay?”

“I’m okay,” I said. Then, because she waited, and because I was done giving her safe answers, “I’m a little scared of how much I liked that.”

“Me too,” she said, and her thumb moved once over my heart.

Then she sat up and picked the key up off the sheet. I hadn’t even seen her put it down. She looked at it, and then at the bump in the front of my diaper, and didn’t say anything at all.

She pulled the left cup of her bra away from her skin and dropped the cage key inside. It disappeared against her breast. She let the cup go, and the key stayed where she’d put it.

“Saturday,” she said. “Line five.”

❦

The blinds were down, and Saturday afternoon came through them flat and gray. I stood by the wide arm of the couch in the pink lace, with the wet diaper thick underneath it and the cage a hard little lump under both. Every time I shifted my weight the plastic rustled and the warm, wet padding pressed up against my balls.

Sable knelt on the rug with the last box between her knees. She slit the tape with her thumbnail and folded the flaps back.

“Line five,” she said.

Inside were black straps, and a cock that wasn’t mine, thick and blunt, seated in a harness. There was a small egg in a clear sleeve, a remote about the size of a car key, and a tube of lube. The crop was already lying on the cushion, from the box she’d opened before lunch. I counted the straps I could see, and the buckles, and then I counted them again because my mouth had gone dry.

She looked up at the bump in the front of the lace.

“Still wet,” she said. “I can hear it every time you move. Tell me.”

“The diaper’s wet.”

“I know it is. I just like hearing you say it.”

My cock tried to swell inside the cage and had nowhere to go, and the lace jumped.

“Look at you. Tiny and locked and leaking into a wet diaper at two in the afternoon.” She stood up, stepped out of her shorts, and sat on the edge of the couch with her knees apart. She slicked the egg with two fingers, reached down, and pushed it up inside her cunt while I watched. She breathed out through her nose, amused and not the least bit shy, and rolled her hips once, like she was settling a number into place.

“Hold this.” She put the remote in my right hand and closed my fingers around it. “You don’t press a single thing until I tell you to. If you drop it, I start over, harder. If you turn it up on your own, same thing.”

I nodded. The plastic was still warm from her palm.

“Out loud, please.”

“I won’t drop it. I won’t turn it up.”

“Then turn it on. Low.”

I found the button. The remote buzzed in my fist half a second before she did. Her mouth opened a little, and she stepped into the harness anyway. The straps went around her hips and down between her legs, right over where the egg sat, and she buckled them snug. The strap-on jutted out from her, shiny, longer than anything I had and thicker than my cage by a ridiculous margin. She tugged the base tight, and the egg must have shifted, because her thigh jumped and she laughed at herself.

“Leave it on that,” she said. “Once you’re down, I want both hands where I can see them. The remote stays in your right.”

She picked up the lube and nodded at the arm of the couch.

“Over it. Face the cushions. Ass out.”

I bent over. The wide arm dug into my belly, the lace pulled tight across the wet diaper, and the heavy sag of it swung forward and bumped the front of the couch. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of the panties and drew them down, slowly, over the thick padding and past my thighs, until they sat in a pink tangle just above my knees with the tops of the stockings. Then she found the tapes.

They tore open with a soft sound. The diaper fell open and the warm smell came up, piss and plastic, and she let the whole heavy thing hang open at my knees, shiny inside where I’d already used it, the leg cuffs sticking to my skin. Cool air hit my ass and the cage.

She crouched down behind me to look. I could feel her breath on the plastic.

“Look at that little cock,” she said. “Locked up since Friday night, and it still thinks it gets a vote.” She flicked the cage with one finger. It made a small mean ring, and my cock twitched inside it and smeared a clear thread across the slit. “It doesn’t.”

The key had gone into the cup of her bra on Friday night, and as far as I knew it hadn’t come out since. I thought about the printout and the two percent, and about the little cell where I’d typed line five myself, years ago: strap-on. Those were my numbers. All she was doing was cashing them.

“Hands on the cushion,” she said. “Spread your feet. The diaper stays right where it is. If it falls, you pick it up with your teeth and we do this longer.”

I put my left palm flat on the cushion. My right hand stayed curled around the remote.

She slicked the strap-on. I heard the lube, a thick wet sound, her hand working it down the shaft, and then her thumb was on my hole, opening me.

“Breathe for me.”

The head pressed in, blunt and far too much. A thin, high noise came out of my throat, and my knees tried to lock.

“Slower,” I said.

“Is that the word?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Don’t stop.”

She didn’t slow down at all.

The head popped in, and the stretch went white behind my eyes, and I grabbed the cushion. She didn’t wait for me to settle. She fed me the next inch and then the next, one hand on my hip and the other guiding, and the crop rested across her thigh, where I could hear it tap her skin whenever she shifted her weight.

“You wrote ‘slower’ in the notes,” she said. “I read the notes. I also read the line right under it. ‘Hard. Crop. Until I leak.’ So which one am I supposed to believe, darling? The scared one, or the one you typed when you thought I’d never do it?”

“I...” The strap-on sank deeper and the word broke in half. “Both.”

“Wrong answer.” She pushed in the last of it, and her hips met my ass. The harness buckles were cool against my skin, and through them I could feel the faint buzz of the egg inside her, running down the base and into me. “You get what you asked for. On my clock.”

She drew back, and the drag was obscene, my hole clinging to it, and then she drove back in, harder than the first time, with a clean slap of her hips. Before I could catch my breath she laid the crop across my ass. It wasn’t a tap. It was a hot stripe, right where my cheek met my thigh, and I lurched forward over the arm and the cage knocked against the open diaper.

“Count,” she said.

“One.”

She fucked into me again, deep, and brought the crop down on the other side between strokes, exactly the way she’d promised she would if I asked for the list and then flinched.

“Two.”

“Louder than that. The blinds are down and there’s nobody in this condo but me, and I want to hear you admit it.”

“Two.” My voice cracked. “Two.”

She found a pace. She drew out until the head tugged at my rim and pushed in until the harness ground against me and the egg’s buzz jumped through the shaft into my belly. The crop came on the third stroke, then she skipped one, then she hit me twice close together, and I lost the count and had to start again because she told me to.

“From one,” she said. “You don’t get to fudge a column with me.”

“One.” A stroke. “Two.” The crop, heat stacking on heat. “Three.”

My cock had no room at all. It strained against the cage in a useless throb, and the tip pushed out a fat drop of clear slick that hung and swung and fell onto the shiny inside of the diaper hanging at my knees. I felt the string break, and I heard it land, a tiny wet tick.

“Oh,” she said, delighted. “It’s dripping. Nobody’s even touching that little cock and it’s dripping onto its own diaper. Tell me what it’s doing.”

“It’s dripping.”

“What is?”

“My cock. My tiny cock. It’s dripping on the diaper.”

“That’s exactly right.”

Hearing her pleased with me hit harder than the crop had. My hole clenched around the strap-on and she groaned, short and surprised, because the clench pushed the base back against her and the egg. She ground there for a moment in small circles, and the buzz was loud enough now that I could hear it in the quiet room, a mean little motor under the wet sounds of lube and skin.

“Don’t you touch that remote,” she said. “I can feel you thinking about it. Your fist is shaking. You leave it on low until I say.”

“I won’t.” The remote was slippery with sweat, and my thumb hovered over the button, and I made it stay where it was. “I won’t, Sable.”

“You will when I tell you to. Not a second before.”

She pulled almost all the way out and slammed back in. The couch arm bit into my belly. The open diaper swung and slapped my shin, heavy with last night’s piss and this afternoon’s dripping, and another drop worked its way out of the cage and ran down the plastic curve and fell, and then another. They weren’t spurts. It was a slow leak, clear and then thicker, pulsing along with her strokes even though both her hands were on my hip and the crop, nowhere near my cock.

“Look at it,” she said. “Look down.”

I looked down between my arms. The cage hung there uselessly, my balls drawn up tight above it, and a shiny string ran from the slit to the diaper and broke and ran again. My cock jerked inside the plastic with nothing to fuck, and every jerk pushed more out, so that it pattered onto the wet padding, louder now, like a small messy rain.

“Hands-free,” she said. “That’s the whole trick with a cock that small. Lock it up, put it in a diaper, put something real in your ass, and it just leaks. Like a budget line you’ve already blown.”

She cropped me again, lower this time, across both cheeks, and fucked right through the flinch. The stripe burned. I kept counting, because she hadn’t told me to stop.

“Four. Five. Six.”

“Turn it up one,” she said. “Now.”

I pressed the button. The remote jumped in my fist and her whole body went tight behind me. The buzz went from a tick to a hard hum, and she swore once, plainly, and drove in deeper, grinding the base against her clit and the egg at the same time. I felt her stroke change. It got shorter and meaner, and at the end of each thrust her hips stuck to my ass and rolled.

“Stay right there,” she said. “Don’t you pull away. If you pull away without the word, we start the count over.”

“I’m staying.” My voice was wrecked. “I’m staying, I promise.”

Then the leaking changed. The clear drip went thick, and a pulse rolled up from somewhere underneath the cage. It wasn’t a normal orgasm, nothing my own hand could ever have given me. It was my body giving up in long slow squeezes. Cum pushed out of the slit in a fat white rope and dropped onto the open diaper, and then another, and I made a sound like I’d been hit. The strap-on was buried in me, and every clench squeezed out another pulse from a cock nobody was touching.

“There it is,” she said. She didn’t slow down. She fucked me through it, the crop forgotten on the cushion now, both hands on my hips, grinding. “Leak it. All of it. Onto the diaper, where it belongs.”

I couldn’t answer her. The pulses kept coming, weaker and longer, a dribble that wouldn’t stop, streaking the inside of the padding and mixing with the wet shine that was already there. My hole fluttered around the shaft. She felt it and ground in harder, out of breath, with the egg buzzing against her and the harness creaking.

“That’s all a cock this tiny is good for,” she said, right against my back, her hips sealed to my ass. “Leaking in a diaper while I use your ass. It doesn’t get to fuck anything. It doesn’t get to come on me. It hangs there in plastic and drips while I get off.”

And she came like that. I felt it in the way her thighs locked and the harness jumped. I couldn’t see her, but I could feel her bear down on the egg and the base. She ground in small, mean circles, not thrusting anymore, just using my ass as the thing to press against, and a low, rough groan came out of her. Her fingers dug into my hips. The buzzing in my fist seemed louder, because she’d gone quiet except for her breathing.

“Stay still,” she said, wrecked and sharp at the same time. “Don’t you move. I’m not done.”

I stayed bent over the arm, shaking, cum still easing out of the cage in thin pulses onto the hanging diaper. She rolled her hips once more, and again, chasing the last of it, and the egg must have hit just right, because she gasped and bit off whatever she’d been about to say.

“Fuck. There. Oh, that’s lovely.”

My spent cock twitched in the cage like it had heard a bell, and another thin string fell. She felt me clench and hummed, pleased, and held herself deep inside me until the shaking went out of her legs.

The remote was still buzzing in my sweaty fist. She reached around, took my wrist, and pressed my thumb on the button until the hum died. The quiet after it was enormous. I could hear the diaper dripping, and my own breathing, and the sound of her unbuckling the left strap and then the right with the shaft still inside me.

“Easy now,” she said, and pulled out slowly.

The drag made me whimper. My hole stayed open for a second, wet and obscene, and then clenched on nothing. The lube went cool on my skin. She worked the shaft out of the harness ring and set it on a towel she’d laid on the rug. Then she stood behind me with one hand on the small of my back so I wouldn’t fold in half.

“Don’t stand up yet,” she said. “You’ll dump that diaper all over my rug, and then you’ll be scrubbing it on your knees, and I don’t feel like watching that before I look at the numbers.”

“Okay.”

“Up on the couch, on your back. The diaper comes off. Leave the lace at your knees if you have to. The cage stays.”

I climbed up clumsily, holding the open diaper in both hands, warm and streaked with cum, the pink panties tangled at one ankle until I kicked them free of the stocking. She took the used diaper from me, folded it once, and set it on the rug without a word. My cock sat in the cage, shiny and spent and ridiculous, and she looked at it and laughed, not unkindly, and not exactly kindly either. Just accurately.

“All that noise for a teaspoon,” she said. “Lie back.”

She already had a fresh diaper on the cushion, plain white and thick. She slid it under my ass, pulled the front up over the cage, and smoothed it down with both palms flat, pressing the plastic snug over the lump of my tiny cock and the sore heat of my balls. She did the tapes left and then right, tight enough that I felt held, and then pressed her palms flat on the front again for a long moment.

“Dry for now,” she said. “We’ll see how long that lasts. You don’t take it off, and you don’t ask for the key. Saturday isn’t over.”

“I won’t.”

The key was still in her bra. I thought about it sitting against her skin since Friday night, warm, and I thought about the column on my sheet where I’d guessed how this afternoon would go, and how that number had been wrong too. Then I thought about the house budget folder on the kitchen table, and the one line I’d never had the nerve to type into anything.

She saw my face. She always did.

“Kitchen,” she said. “Walk. I want to hear the diaper.”

I stood up, my ass striped and stinging and my hole wet and empty. Every step rustled. She walked ahead of me with the harness straps still hanging loose around her thighs and the egg’s remote in her own hand now, and she didn’t look back to check whether I was following.

At the kitchen table she pulled my chair out with her foot and nodded at it. I sat, and the diaper crinkled loudly against the wooden seat. She opened the laptop, waited for the screen to wake up, and turned it so the house budget filled the light between us. The numbers came up, and she smiled at them.

“Tomorrow you get the line you never had the nerve to type,” she said. “And then you read it to me. Out loud.”

❦

On Sunday morning I sat across the kitchen table from her with my knees apart, because there was no other way to sit. The diaper was fresh and thick and plain white, the tapes riding high on my hips, and the cage made a hard lump in the front of it.

Sable had the red pen. The laptop was open on the house budget, and the paper folder lay beside it, open to a fresh page. She wrote without looking at me, the pen dragging dry and steady across the paper.

“Sit still,” she said.

I put both hands flat on the table. The diaper ticked softly every time I breathed.

She finished the line, turned the folder so it faced her, and read it out loud in the same voice she uses on a pension report.

“Cage key: kept by Sable. Unlock: once a quarter, scheduled by Sable.”

She looked up. “Now you. Read it like a line in a budget, not like you’re asking me a favor.”

I read it back to her, and my mouth went dry. She watched my face, then the front of the diaper, then the page.

“So tell me how it works,” she said. “Whose key is it?”

“Yours. It’s been yours since Friday night.”

“How often does it come off?”

“Once a quarter.”

The house budget still filled the screen, all our ordinary numbers, with the folder beside it and the one new line in red.

“This is the line you never had the nerve to type,” she said. “If you want it, initial it.”

She slid the red pen across to me. I didn’t pick it up.

“Can I check the laptop first?”

“Go ahead.”

She turned the screen toward me and waited while I scrolled through it. There was no hidden tab anywhere in it, nothing she’d ever tucked away from me, just our life in her columns. That was the difference between us, and we both knew it.

“Yes or decimal?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.

Before she found my tab, that line had lived only in my head, where I’d thought it was safe. I picked up the pen and wrote a shaky D next to it and pushed the pen back across the table.

“And where’s the key right now?”

“In your pocket. I don’t have it.”

She took it out and set it on the folder, nowhere near my hand, so I could see it and not touch it.

“Tell me you don’t pick the day.”

“I don’t pick the day.”

“And what do I do if you ask me early?”

“You say no. Or you move it later.”

“That’s exactly right,” she said, and smiled at me.

My cock pushed into the cage at the sound of her being pleased, and the ring held it back, and a dull ache went down into my balls. The diaper crinkled. “It’s tight,” I said, because my body had already given me away.

“I can see that,” she said. “The front of your diaper’s all peaked up over the cage. You got hard off a line in the house budget, Dennis. Stay put.”

She drew a box around the new line in red and closed the laptop.

“Up,” she said. “Over to the fridge.”

I followed her to the fridge, walking wide in the thick diaper, the cage bumping with every step. The calendar hung on the freezer door with all its big empty squares. She didn’t ask me to look away. She flipped forward and wrote in red: the twenty-eighth of March. Then she flipped again and wrote it on the twenty-eighth of June, and September, and December.

Four red marks. I counted them out loud, because a number sits worse when you only hold it in your head.

“Four,” I said. “Four days a year.”

“Read me the dates.”

“March twenty-eighth. June twenty-eighth. September twenty-eighth. December twenty-eighth.”

“And what happens on them?”

“You unlock it. If the date’s still where you wrote it.”

“If I still want it there. Yes.” She set the pen on top of the fridge. “I keep those dates. I move them if I feel like it. You don’t add a square, and you don’t ask me for a better number. Say it.”

“No other number,” I said.

Her hand came down flat on the front of the diaper and she pressed the cage back into me, slowly, until I went up on my toes and grabbed the edge of the counter.

“Four,” she said. “That’s the line you initialed. You don’t get to ask for an extra date. Decimal still opens it on any day of the year, but that isn’t a fifth date, darling, that’s the word, and you know the difference.”

She flicked the plastic, and the cage jumped, and my balls pulled up tight under the ring. I made a short sound in my throat and didn’t reach for her wrist.

“Hands on the counter. Whose dates are they?”

“Yours,” I said. “All four of them are yours.”

“Good man,” she said softly.

That one landed even harder than the first. Something warm left my cock inside the cage, a small slow seep, and it soaked into the front of the fresh diaper, hot and then thin. I looked down at the white padding and said, “I leaked.”

“I know you did,” she said. “That’s what the diaper’s for. Leave it. And those dates stay red until I change them.”

I sat back down at the table. The padding squashed under me, thick, with the new wet spot cooling against the cage. She picked up the key and put it back in her pocket and touched the calendar on her way past. From my chair I counted the red marks again, and for the first time in my life I did the math on something and didn’t wish the answer were better. I didn’t ask her for anything else.

Weeks went by like that. Every night in the shower she washed me through the cage herself, with warm water and soap and her fingers working through the holes, and the key never left her. The first red square came, and she hadn’t moved it.

On the night of the twenty-eighth of March the lamp clicked on, and her fingers were already under the tape at my hip. I was lying on my back in bed in the diaper I’d worn to sleep, the plastic a little slick from my skin and the padding still thick between my thighs.

“The lamp stays on,” Sable said. “I want to see that little cock in the light. Don’t help me.”

She peeled back the left tape and then the right, sticky and loud, and folded the front down. Cool air hit my balls. They hung full and tight from the ring. The cage was the same small clear one, and my cock lay loose in the tube, small and pink, with the head resting well short of the end. Under the lamp it looked even smaller than it had in the dark.

She held the key up where I could see it and then fit it into the lock. On that first Friday it had gone into her bra, and in all the weeks since, it had never once been in my hand.

The lock turned with a small click. She eased the cage off my cock and then off my balls, carefully, so the ring wouldn’t catch, and my cock flopped onto my thigh, soft and short and bare. She laughed. She meant it, too, and the laugh went on a second longer than it needed to.

“Look at that,” she said. “A whole quarter locked up, and this is the big reveal. Hold still.”

She lifted it between two fingers so the lamp lit the whole length of it, and it started filling before she’d even finished. It thickened in her fingers and the head pushed out, shiny, and a clear drop gathered at the slit and fell onto my balls.

“Hard just from me laughing at it,” she said. “I haven’t even stroked it yet. Tell me what I’m holding.”

“My little cock.”

“And what does it get tonight?”

It stood up in her fingers, not long, but hard anyway, and leaking again. “One turn.”

“One turn. I say when it starts and when it stops. You don’t thrust, you don’t grab, and you answer me when I ask you something. Nod if you understand.”

I nodded, and my cock jumped. She let go of it, and it bobbed over my belly, wet at the tip.

She was already naked. She took the wand off the nightstand, and the cord knocked against the lamp. Then she swung a leg over my hips and stayed up on her knees, so I could see myself underneath her. Her cunt was right above my cock, wet and open, with her clit standing out where the wand could sit. She looked down at the size of me against her, and one corner of her mouth went up.

“Before I sit down,” she said, “tell me what doesn’t make me come.”

“My little cock.”

“And what does?”

“The wand. On your clit.”

“Clever man.”

Then she held me at the base with two fingers, set the head against her and sank down in one slow drop.

It was hot and wet, and she took every bit of me, and her ass settled onto my thighs while there was still more of her left over. The head was as deep as I went, which wasn’t deep for her.

“That’s the whole thing,” she said. “In, and gone. I can grind all I like and never lose it. It never had far to go. Can you feel where it ends?”

“Yes. It’s hot and tight on the head. I can feel your weight, and my balls are right up against you. There’s nothing left outside.”

“Hands on the sheet.”

I grabbed the sheet. She clicked the wand on, low at first and then higher, and set the round head on her clit, just above where I went into her. Her stomach jumped. The buzz came through her into me, a fast little tick along my cock, and she let out a breath that wasn’t pretty and wasn’t meant to be.

“That’s what does the real work,” she said. “You stay hard so I have something to sit on. That’s your whole job. Say it.”

“I stay hard and you sit on it. The wand does the real work.”

She moved. They weren’t long strokes, because there wasn’t the length for them, just an inch up and back down, over and over. The wet sound was loud, but that was because she was dripping, not because I was filling her. Every time she sat down I disappeared to the root and her ass met my thighs and the wand stayed right on her clit.

“Count them,” she said. “Out loud. I want to hear you counting while I use it.”

I got to three, and my hips tried to follow her up. She stopped dead with me buried inside her and put her free hand flat on my stomach and pushed me down into the mattress.

“I said no thrusting. Start over.”

I started over, louder, and she rode the count with the wand turned up. Her breathing went short. On every downstroke her cunt clenched around the head of me in a tight ring, and a little leak pulsed out of me into her that I couldn’t hold back.

“You’re leaking inside me,” she said. “That little cock’s already spending and I haven’t even come yet. Say it.”

“I’m leaking. I’m not coming. You’re not done.”

I kept counting. She ground down in slow circles, and the wand buzzed so hard against her clit that I felt it in my teeth, and her thighs shook against my ribs. I counted because if I stopped I’d shove up into her and finish, and she’d already put me down once. Somewhere past fifteen my balls drew up tight and aching, and the edge was right there under the head, hot and ready, and my toes curled.

“Sable,” I said. “I’m close.”

“I know. I can see it on your face. Stay where you are. The wand isn’t finished. What’s doing the work?”

“The wand. On your clit. Not my cock.”

She bore down and rode me faster, short and mean, with the buzz grinding steadily on. I held the sheet until my fingers hurt. My voice broke around twenty, because she clenched and her body squeezed my little cock and it was right there, with the cage off and nothing to hold it back.

“Don’t you dare,” she said.

“I’m holding.”

“You want to come inside me. Say it, if that’s what it wants.”

“I want to come inside you.”

“No.”

She didn’t argue it any further. She came. The wand stayed on her clit and her whole body went tight, and her cunt gripped me in hard pulses. I lost the count completely. Her voice broke, sharp, and her hips jerked, and wet ran down over my balls and my ass and onto the sheet. She shook and kept the wand right where it was and rode it out on my cock like it was a handle.

“That’s mine,” she said, her breath all chopped up. “The wand did that. Your tiny cock got squeezed, and that’s all. Who came?”

“You did.”

She was still pulsing around me, and I was shaking, and I knew one more squeeze would finish me. “Please,” I said, and my hips jerked up once in a short thrust, all the length I had.

She lifted off.

There was air, and the sudden loss of her, and my cock slapped wet against my belly, red and small and shining with her, the head swollen and furious. I almost went off from the slap alone. I locked my jaw, and a sound came out of me that wasn’t any kind of word.

“No,” she said. “Not inside me, and not on your stomach either. The turn ends when I say it does.”

I was still thrusting at nothing. She put two fingers on my hip and pinned me flat.

“Still. Your hands stay where I put them.”

Plastic crinkled beside the bed. She shook a fresh diaper open, plain white and thick. She slid a hand under my ass.

“Up.”

I lifted, and she spread it underneath me, the back panel under my ass and the front left open, so the inside was a pale square under my cock and balls.

“Down.”

I dropped. The padding was cool. My cock stuck up over it, twitching, already dripping clear onto the white.

“Look at it,” she said. “One turn all used up and it still hasn’t come. Two fingers, that’s all it takes to hold it. Watch.”

She took it between her thumb and one finger, snug under the head. She didn’t need the rest of her hand. She milked me from the base up toward the tip, slow and tight, and the first pass brought nothing out, and I shouted anyway.

“Where’s it going to go?”

“In the diaper. On the plastic.”

“Again. Watch it leave you.”

She milked me again, base to head, with those two fingers, and the first spurt left me, hot at the slit, a hard pulse, and then there was a stripe across the plastic, warm and spreading and cooling at the edges while I stared at it. My cock jumped in her fingers and gave her another one, thicker, over her knuckles and onto the padding.

“There you go,” she said. “A whole quarter, and that’s two little stripes and a mess. Don’t grab. I’m not finished.”

I kept my hands on the sheet. The third pulse spilled and strung from the head to the plastic, and the fourth was weaker, dribbling down the little shaft into the middle of the padding. My balls jumped, and my hole clenched on nothing, and the sound I made was ugly. She didn’t speed up. It was the same stroke every time, base to head, squeezing the last of it out like a line she meant to finish.

“Empty?”

“Almost.”

She did it once more. A last thin run of cum leaked out and dropped and sat glossy on top of the rest. My cock twitched and went soft between her two fingers, and the edge was gone, and I was wrung out. The front of the diaper was a mess, cum on the plastic and on the padding and stringing between my balls and the white.

“Look at your little cock,” she said. “All done. Say thank you.”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For the turn. For not letting me pick the day. For the diaper.”

“Stay down.”

She came back with a warm cloth and wiped my cock, slowly. The head was so raw that I hissed and tried to twist away, and she held my hip and finished anyway. She wiped my balls. She didn’t wipe the cum off the diaper. She left it shining there under the lamp.

Then she brought the cage back. My soft cock didn’t want to go in, and she tucked it in anyway and eased the ring in behind my balls, and I let out a hard breath when it settled into place. The lock clicked. She tugged on the cage once so I could feel that it was shut, and then she closed her hand around the key.

She pulled the front of the diaper up over the cage, and the cum smeared across the plastic and the padding pressed it against me, wet and warm and already cooling. She did the tapes left and then right, snug and high on my hips, and pressed them down with her palm.

“The key stays with me,” she said. “You sleep in that, and you don’t open it. If you leak any more, it stays in the diaper. Say it back to me.”

“I sleep in it. I don’t open it. The key is yours.”

She didn’t reach for the lamp right away. She sat on the edge of the bed and looked at me, and I asked her the question she’d asked me in the dark all those months ago, because it was my turn.

“What do you want? Really.”

She thought about it the way she thinks about a number she means to sign her name to. “This,” she said. “You, asking. Six years I waited for you to want something out loud, Dennis. I’d have settled for a loaf of bread you didn’t price.” Then she smiled. “And I like holding the key a lot more than I thought I would. You surprised me.”

She clicked off the lamp. Her hand stayed on the front of the diaper for a moment, right over the cage, and then it was dark, and the soft plastic sound of my own breathing was all I had.

On Monday morning I stood at the kitchen table in my suit with the diaper thick under my trousers. The cage was a hard shape I’d checked twice in the mirror. Last night’s cum had dried stiff in the padding, and I could feel the rough patch whenever I stood still.

Sable had the budget folder open in front of her and an envelope in her hand. She slid the key into it while I watched, and it ticked once against the paper. She folded the flap and clipped the envelope inside the front cover of the folder, and she didn’t let me hold it.

“Next quarter,” she said. She wrote a date on the envelope in red and held the folder up, the ink still wet, so I had to read it in her hand. “The twenty-eighth of June. Unless I move it. Say it.”

“The twenty-eighth of June. Unless you move it.”

“And where’s the key?”

“In the envelope, clipped into the folder.”

“And what’s under that nice suit?”

“The cage, and a diaper. Locked and taped.”

“Turn around,” she said. “I want to hear it.”

I turned, and the diaper crinkled under the suit, thick enough that you’d notice if you stood close. She nodded, like a column had come out even.

“Four dates on the fridge,” she said. “I keep them, and I move them. You don’t ask me for another number. Now go to work.”

I picked up my bag. At the door I looked back. The budget folder lay open under her palm, with the line in her handwriting, Cage key: kept by Sable, boxed in red, and the envelope clipped inside the cover with the key in it and June written on the front, the ink not quite dry. On the fridge the four red dates held their squares. She tapped her pen once on the folder and didn’t look up. I closed the door behind me, caged and padded, and the red dates stayed exactly where she’d put them.

If you want more like this, read The Sissy Bride next


Mommy Eats Her Diapered Chef on the Steel Counter Until She Squirts — Lesbian Mommy ABDL

People hear “private chef” and picture marble kitchens and grateful millionaires. Mostly what I get is somebody else’s kitchen with dull knives, a fridge full of half-used jars, and an oven that runs hot on the left side, and four hours to turn it into a dinner people will talk about. I’m good at that. I’m better than good at it, if you want the truth, and I’m not shy about saying so. I can walk into a stranger’s house at three in the afternoon, open every cupboard, and have twelve plates going out at eight without anybody seeing me sweat. Every kitchen I’ve ever walked into, I’ve run.

I carry my own knives, always, in a canvas knife roll that I’ve had longer than any apartment. Seven blades, each in its own slot, edges kept the way I like them, and a deep pocket at the back for the things a chef needs and doesn’t want on show. Nobody has ever unrolled that roll but me. I’ve had clients reach for it, and I’ve moved it out of their reach without a word, and they always laugh and say I’m protective of my knives. I let them think that’s all it is.

I’d turned thirty-three that winter. I had a burn mark on the inside of each wrist from oven doors in other people’s kitchens, a little car that smelled permanently of onions, and an apartment over a laundromat where the dryers hummed through the floor at night. I was cocky about my timing and my knives and almost nothing else.

The first time I saw Ida, I was finishing a sauce.

It was a Saturday dinner party in a big house out past the river, eight guests and a host who kept coming in to ask if everything was all right, which it was. I was reducing a red wine sauce for the lamb, watching the bubbles slow down the way they do when it’s almost there, when someone came into the kitchen and stood just inside the door. I could tell she wasn’t the host. The host fluttered. This woman just stood.

She was tall, taller than me by a head, in a dark shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and her dark hair had silver running through it at the temples, the way some women’s hair goes and they have the good sense to leave it. She looked somewhere in her mid-forties. She didn’t say hello. She looked at the range, then at the counter, then at the narrow space between them where I’d been dodging the corner of an island all night, and she frowned at it like it had done something to her personally.

“Can I taste?” she said.

Nobody asks that. They either don’t, or they just stick a finger in. I held out the spoon, mostly from surprise, and she took it out of my hand and blew on it once and put it in her mouth. She didn’t rush. She held it there, tasting all the way down, and then she handed me back the spoon.

“Salt’s late,” she said.

“It’s not late. It’s on its way.”

“Then it’s late.” She said it kindly, the way you’d tell someone their shoe was untied. “Everything else is right. The acid’s lovely.” Then she smiled at me, and it was a real smile, warm and dry. “I’m Ida. I design kitchens. This one is badly designed, and none of that is your fault. Whoever put that island there has never cooked a meal in his life.”

I laughed out loud, which I never do on a job. “I’ve hit my hip on it four times.”

“I know. I’ve been watching you do it from the dining room.” She nodded at the sauce. “Salt it now. Not in a minute.”

I salted it right then, while she stood there, and she was right, and I hated that she was right, and I liked it in a way I didn’t stop to look at. She stayed in the doorway for a moment longer than a dinner guest has any reason to. Then the host called her name and she went back out, and I plated the lamb with my face hot and my timing a half-beat off for the first time in years.

At the end of the night, when I was packing up, she came back in and asked for my card. Her fingers didn’t touch mine when she took it. I noticed that they didn’t, which is not the kind of thing I usually notice.

She called the following Tuesday. Her voice on the phone was the same as in the kitchen, level and unhurried, like someone reading out orders she already knew would be filled.

“I’ve built a test kitchen,” she said. “On the ground floor of an old bakery I bought. I live in the flat above it. Before I show it to clients, I want a real chef to cook in it for a full week and tell me what works and what doesn’t. I’d pay the whole fee up front. You’d have the run of the place.”

“Why me?”

“Because you salted the sauce when I told you to, and then you looked like you wanted to throw the spoon at me.” I could hear her smiling. “I need someone who’ll tell me the truth about my counters.”

I said yes before she’d finished telling me the dates. I said it so fast that she laughed, low and pleased, and I stood in my little kitchen afterward holding the phone and feeling like I’d been caught at something.

I should explain about the back pocket of the knife roll.

It started the first year I had a place of my own, with no roommates and no one sleeping on my couch. I was twenty-four that year, working dinner service at a restaurant downtown, five nights a week, and I’d come home at one in the morning so wired that I’d lie in bed with my heart going for hours. I tried everything people tell you to try. Then one night, for reasons I still can’t fully explain, I ordered a pack of adult diapers online. Plain white, thick, the tape-on kind. I’d been reading things late at night that I’d never have admitted to, and there was one thing in particular I couldn’t stop thinking about: being put in one, and being looked after, by a woman who didn’t laugh at me for wanting it.

The first night I wore one, I lay in the dark with the thick padding snug between my legs and the plastic crinkling when I breathed, and something in me that had been clenched for years let go. I slept like a stone. I woke up wet, and ashamed, and more rested than I’d been since I started working nights. And then the next night I put one on again, and that time I didn’t sleep right away. That time I lay there with my hand pressed over the front of it, rubbing slowly, and came so hard I had to bite my pillow.

After that I couldn’t sleep without one. That’s the plain truth, and years later I still can’t. At home they live on the top shelf of my closet behind my winter sweaters. On overnight jobs, at a ski house or on a boat or anywhere I’m cooking past midnight and sleeping in a spare room, two of them ride folded flat in the back pocket of my knife roll, under the sharpening steel, where nobody will ever look because nobody but me ever unrolls it.

I’m not going to pretend it’s only about sleep. In the dark, alone, the want had a shape, and over the years the shape got clearer. A woman, older than me, calm, who’d find out and not make a fuss. Who’d tape me in herself and tell me what to do and expect me to do it, the way I expect a kitchen to do what I tell it. I’d never put a face on her. I’d never let myself say the word I wanted to call her, not even in my head.

After that phone call, she had a face, and I knew it, and I hated it a little, and I didn’t stop.

That week I looked her up, which I told myself was research. She’d designed the kitchens in half a dozen restaurants I knew, including one where I’d worked a season of brunches years ago and thought, every single morning, that whoever had laid out that line understood exactly how a cook’s body moves when she’s tired. I’d never once wondered who that was. Now I sat in my car outside a client’s house, scrolling through photographs of her counters on my phone like they were something else entirely, and I had to put the phone face down on the seat before I could go in and cook.

The Friday before the week started, Ida showed me the kitchen.

The bakery was an old brick building on a quiet street, with a faded painted sign above the door that you could still half read if you knew what it said. Inside, she’d gutted everything. There were long counters of brushed steel, a six-burner range that made my hands itch, a walk-in cooler humming in the corner, and tall front windows papered over from top to bottom so that the light came in soft and nobody on the street could see in. It smelled like new steel and fresh paint and nothing else, not a single meal.

“Nobody’s cooked in it yet,” Ida said. “You’ll be the first.”

“It’s beautiful.”

“It’s not finished until someone uses it.” She ran her palm along the long counter, slowly, the way you’d run your hand down the side of a horse. “This one’s for plating. I want to know if the height’s right. I want to know everything that’s wrong with it.”

“I’ll find something,” I said. “I always do.”

“I’m counting on it.”

“What do you want me to cook?”

“Whatever you think is right,” she said. “And then I’ll tell you what’s wrong with it.”

“You can try.”

“I’ll taste,” she said. “It comes to the same thing.” She glanced at my wrists, at the burn marks, and then back at my face. “Oven doors?”

“Other people’s oven doors. Every single one of them has tried to kill me.”

She laughed. “None of mine will. I check.” Then, as if it were nothing, “There are only two keys to this building. Mine, and the one I’ll make you on Monday. Bring your license and I’ll copy it for the key fob, the insurance people insist. And bring your own knives. I’d like to see what you cut with.”

The back pocket of my knife roll seemed to get heavier, right there on my shoulder, though I hadn’t even brought it.

“I always bring my own knives,” I said.

“I hoped you would.” She pointed toward a narrow door at the back. “Those stairs go up to my flat. If you need anything at two in the morning, I’m right up there. You won’t, but I am.”

She walked me to the door. On the step she stood a little closer than she needed to and looked down at me, and for a second neither of us said anything at all. Then she said, “Seven on Monday. I’ll have the coffee on,” and went back inside, and I sat in my car for a long time before I started it.

On Sunday night I packed.

I laid the knife roll out on my kitchen table and cleaned every blade, and checked every edge, and then I opened the back pocket and took out the two diapers and put them on the table. I told myself I’d be sleeping in my own bed every night of that week. I told myself there was no reason on earth to bring them into her kitchen. I put them on the shelf in my closet with the others.

Then I took one out again, and put it on, and went to bed.

I lay on my back in the dark with the dryers humming through the floor and the thick padding snug and warm between my legs. I didn’t touch myself, not at first. I lay there and thought about the long steel counter, and about her palm running down it, and about her voice on the phone. And then I thought about Monday, about her saying, “Let me see what you cut with,” and reaching for my knife roll, and me not moving it out of her way. About her unrolling it on that steel, slowly, the way she’d run her hand down the counter. About the two white diapers sliding out of the back pocket and landing beside the blades.

I imagined her face. Not laughing. Just looking at them, and then at me, calm.

“Look what you brought into my kitchen,” she said in my head.

I pressed my hand down over the front of the diaper, and I was already so wet that the padding was warm where it touched me. I rubbed slowly, in circles, through all that thickness, and the plastic crinkled loud in my quiet bedroom. My clit was hard under the padding, and every circle dragged it against the soft lining until my hips started lifting off the bed on their own.

I needed to pee. I’d been holding it since I’d gotten into bed, and now I let myself feel it, the fullness, the ache low in my belly, and I imagined her standing beside the bed with her hand flat on the front of the diaper, waiting.

“Go on,” she said in my head. “I want to feel it.”

I let go. It came out slowly at first, a warm trickle, and then a real flood, hot against my cunt and spreading out under me, soaking forward and back until the whole diaper went heavy and warm. I gasped out loud. I could hear it, a soft hiss inside the padding, and I rubbed harder through the wet front, and the soaked padding pressed against my clit, slick and hot, and I was shaking.

In my head she leaned down close to my ear.

“Who am I?” she asked.

And I said it. I said it out loud, into the dark of my own bedroom, a word I’d never once let myself say about anyone.

“Mommy,” I whispered.

I came so hard my heels dug into the mattress. My cunt clenched and pulsed against the wet padding, and my clit throbbed under my fingers, and a last little spurt of piss let go while I was coming and made it all hotter. I rode my own hand through it, rubbing the soaked diaper against me, whispering it again, smaller, until the pulses faded and I was lying there wrecked and ashamed and soaking wet with my hand still pressed between my legs.

I lay there a long time afterward, staring at the ceiling, telling myself I’d made a fool of myself in front of nobody.

In the morning I woke up wet, the way I always do. I showered and dressed and folded my clean whites into my bag, and then I stood at the closet for a minute longer than I meant to. I took two fresh diapers down from the shelf. I folded them flat and slid them into the back pocket of the knife roll, under the steel, where they’d always gone. I told myself it was habit.

It was still dark when I drove across town. The bakery’s papered windows glowed faintly, and Ida opened the front door before I could knock, in a gray sweater with her sleeves pushed up and two mugs of coffee in her hands.

“You’re early,” she said.

“I’m a chef. Early is on time.”

She smiled and handed me a mug and let me in. The kitchen was cold and bright and empty. I hung my whites on the hook by the range and did what I always do in a new kitchen. Before anything else, I put a sauce on. Stock, wine, a little tomato, the heat on low, just to have something going, just so the room would smell like somebody worked there.

Ida set her mug down on the long counter and watched me do it without a word. Then she held out her hand, palm up.

“License,” she said. “For the key fob.”

I dug it out of my wallet and gave it to her. She crossed to the copier in the corner and lifted the lid and laid my license face down on the glass. I set my knife roll on the long steel counter, the way I set it on every counter I’ve ever worked at, and unbuckled the strap without thinking. The roll eased open a little on its own.

The copier woke up with a hum and a flash of light, and I looked down and saw the white corner of a folded diaper peeking out of the back pocket, and I hadn’t meant for it to show.

❦

The copier spat out a page, and Ida read my license out loud into the quiet kitchen, the way you’d call out a ticket.

“Bess. Thirty-three.”

I stood at the end of the long steel counter with both hands on my knife roll. The windows were papered over, and nobody else had a key.

She set my license down next to the building key fob and looked at me over the top of the copier.

“I’m forty-six,” she said. “I’ve built forty kitchens. This one is mine. You cook in it all week and you tell me what works.”

“That’s the job,” I said.

“That’s the job.” She came around the copier. She looked even taller in the morning light, and as steady as a pan with the heat already on under it. She put two fingers on the knife roll and pulled it open along the steel, as easily as a drawer she’d designed herself.

My blades lay in their slots the way I always keep them, and for the first time in all the years I’d owned that roll, somebody else had opened it. Two folded white diapers slid out of the back pocket and landed on the steel with a soft, thick sound.

My knees went weak. Heat went through my nipples under my shirt before I could get a single word out, and I felt them go hard against the cloth, fast and stupid, and I knew she saw it.

I’d nearly left them at home. Now they were lying on her counter in the clean morning light.

Ida picked one up. Thick and plain white, the adult tape-on kind that crinkles if you breathe wrong. She didn’t laugh. She set them both down beside my blades, neatly, like they belonged with the knives.

“The test fee is already in your account,” she said. “The kitchen is yours all week, whatever you say next. If you walk out now, you still get paid. You still have the key fob. You still cook.”

Our two mugs sat on the counter, and mine had gone cold.

“Or,” she said, “it’s the same week. You cook. And you’re Mommy’s diaper girl.”

The word landed low in my belly. My pussy clenched once, hard, before my mouth had done anything at all. I felt myself go wet, a small slick heat between my legs, and I shifted my feet on the tile as if she might hear it.

“Sit down,” she said.

I sat on the stool at the counter. The diapers lay there between us, white against the brushed metal, right beside my knives.

She pushed my mug toward me.

“Drink that. You’re sober, and I want you sober for this.”

I drank. It was bitter and fine. My hands were steady. My cunt was not.

“The stop word is saffron,” she said. “If you say it, everything stops that same minute. The kitchen stays yours all week, and the fee stays paid. Nothing else rides on it. Do you hear me?”

“I hear you.”

“Say it back to me.”

“I say the word and it all stops. I keep the kitchen. I keep the money.”

She nodded and waited, level. She didn’t smile and she didn’t sell it. “Yes or no?”

I knew exactly how that diaper would feel taped tight on me. I was thirty-three and she was forty-six, the coffee was in my mouth and my head was perfectly clear, and I’d whispered the word she wanted into my own dark bedroom not twelve hours ago.

“Yes,” I said.

“Louder.”

“Yes.”

She nodded once. That was all the praise I got, one nod, and it went down through me like a thumb pressed right where I wanted it.

“Get your whites off the hook and leave them on the stool,” she said. “Pants down. You’re going on the counter.”

I looked at the long steel, cold as the door of a walk-in.

“No,” I said. “Not on the steel. It’s cold.”

She didn’t argue with me. She took a folded apron off the peg, shook it out once and laid it on the counter.

“Better?” she asked.

“Better,” I said.

Then she put her hands under my arms and lifted me. I’m not a small woman. She lifted me anyway, sat me down on the apron, and stepped in between my knees.

The word was right there on my tongue, and I didn’t want it, and I kept it.

“Shirt,” she said.

I pulled my shirt off. My nipples were already hard and dark, standing out in the cool air of a kitchen that had never served a single plate. She looked at them the way she’d looked at my sauce the night of the dinner party.

“Pants.”

I got them down, and my underwear with them. She took both and set them on the stool, folded, not tossed. My pussy was bare to the smell of new steel and the papered windows. I was wet enough to feel the air on it, and a string of it clung when I opened my knees for her.

“Your knees went soft for a reason,” she said. “You packed these. You knew what you were doing.”

“I knew.”

She shook a diaper open, and the crinkle was loud in the empty kitchen, along with that clean, plain smell. She slid it under my ass, with the apron keeping off the worst of the cold, and brought the front up over my pussy. It was thick, and it covered me from the small of my back to my belly and sat snug before she’d even taped it.

“Hold that.”

I held the front, and my fingers sank into it. She pulled the tapes across one at a time, left and right, top and bottom, and pressed each one flat with her palm like she was sealing a lid on a pan. The diaper hugged my hips. It pushed up between my legs and sat fat and warm against my clit, and every breath I took made it talk.

“Too tight?” she asked.

“No.”

“Already wet?”

“Yes.”

She pressed on the front once, checking, the way she’d check a reduction, and I jerked. The padding was warm where I was wet and cool everywhere else.

“Your whites,” she said. “The sauce is on. Don’t let it break.”

I slid down off the counter. The diaper crinkled with every step, thick between my thighs, taped so tight I couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there, and I pulled the chef’s jacket on over it. The jacket hid the bulk if you didn’t look. If you did look, you could see the white crotch of it under the hem whenever I reached for something. She looked.

The six-burner was still low under my pan. It smelled of stock and wine and a little tomato, reducing the way I like it, slowly, with a skin just starting at the edge.

I picked up my spoon. The diaper rubbed my clit every time I shifted my weight, and my nipples stayed hard under the jacket. I reduced the sauce and tried to keep my timing, and failed at the second part.

Ida came and stood at my shoulder, close enough that I could smell the coffee on her and the clean cotton of her shirt.

“Let me taste,” she said.

I lifted the spoon. She took it out of my hand, blew on it once and put it in her mouth, and she didn’t rush it. She tasted the way she did everything, all the way down.

“Salt’s late,” she said. “You’ll fix it.”

“I will,” I said, and I heard the little laugh in my own voice, because it was the same thing she’d said the first night, and she heard it too.

She put the spoon back in my fingers. Her other hand came to rest on the small of my back, over the jacket and the top of the diaper.

“In this kitchen,” she said, “you call me Mommy.”

The sauce popped once. My cunt pulsed against the padding. I stared down into the pan, because if I looked at her I was going to say it too fast and too needy.

“Say it.”

“Mommy.”

“Into the pan. That’s where the work is.”

I leaned over the reducing sauce, the heat on my face and the diaper thick and loud under my jacket, and my voice came out small and plain.

“Mommy.”

“Again.”

“Mommy.”

“That’s my girl.”

That hit my clit harder than her hand had. I squeezed my thighs together and the diaper squished, already damp from earlier, though not with piss yet.

“You’re going to wet,” she said. “When I tell you to. Not a second before.”

“I can’t just...”

“You can. You’ve been holding it since the copier. I watched you shift your feet.”

She was right. The coffee was sitting in me, my bladder was full enough to matter, and she wasn’t going to let me pretend it was only my pussy that was wet.

“Sauce,” she said.

I stirred. The reduction climbed the spoon in a slow coat, almost there.

“When I say so, you let it go in the diaper. You don’t take your whites off and you don’t step away from this pan. You keep that sauce alive.”

“Mommy.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“Yes. Yes, Mommy. I wet when you say. I stay on the sauce.”

Her hand came around my hip and settled flat on the front of the diaper, below the hem of the jacket. She didn’t rub. She just held it there, checking. The heat of her palm went through the plastic and the padding and found the wet I’d already made and the fuller ache underneath.

“You’re soaked in the middle,” she said. “And that isn’t piss. That’s your pussy. You’re dripping into it while I talk to you.”

“I know.”

“Tell me what your clit is doing.”

I swallowed. The spoon clicked against the pan.

“It’s hard. It’s pushed right up against the padding. Every time you talk, it jumps.”

“Good girl.”

I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. My hips pushed into her palm before I told them to, and the pressure was mean and perfect.

“Not yet,” she said.

I held it. I stirred. The sauce thickened, and a thread of it clung to the spoon and dropped slowly. My bladder pressed and my cunt fluttered. The diaper was like a fat warm hand between my legs that wasn’t moving, and hers was a real hand that wasn’t moving either, and I was going to lose my grip on one of them if she made me wait much longer.

“Mommy.”

“Hold.”

I held, with sweat at my hairline from the burner, rocking just a little to chase her palm.

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Let me wet. I can’t hold it and the sauce both.”

She tasted from the spoon again, right off my hand, with her mouth at my knuckles.

“Salt’s right now,” she said. “Don’t touch it again.”

“Okay.”

“Now.”

She only said it once, quiet and level.

I let go.

It didn’t all come at once. It came the way my body does when I finally stop arguing with it, a hot push low in my belly and then a spill, and then the padding taking it. The warmth spread out under her palm, right in the center where my pussy was, and for a second I gasped because I couldn’t tell the piss from the slick I’d already made. Then I could. The heat went wider. It ran forward into the thick front and back toward my ass, soaking through in a slow heavy flood I could actually hear, a soft hiss and then a wetter sound as the crinkle went dull where it filled.

“Oh,” I said. “Oh, fuck.”

“Keep going.”

I kept going. I stood at the stove in my whites with a pan of sauce reducing in front of me and pissed into the diaper she’d taped on me, and I didn’t stop until it was heavy and hot and sagging between my thighs. It swelled up against my clit and clung to my hole. A little of it reached the leg gathers and stayed there, warm on my skin, and didn’t get past the tapes, because she’d taped me right.

Her palm stayed on the front the whole time. She felt it happen. When the flood peaked she pressed once, and I whimpered and pushed my hips into her hand as if I could piss harder, which I tried to.

“There,” she said. “That’s it. It’s heavy now. I can feel the weight of it.”

“It’s hot,” I said. “It’s all over my pussy. Mommy, I can feel it on my clit.”

“I know you can.”

The last of it trickled out of me. My legs were shaking. The diaper hung thick and used, warm as the sauce. My cunt was throbbing in the wet, and every pulse pushed me against the soaked padding.

She didn’t take her hand away.

“Sauce,” she said.

I looked. It was still going at a bare simmer. I hadn’t let it break. I was proud of that for about half a second, and then her fingers moved and all the pride went out of me.

She slid her hand up under the hem of my jacket and in under the waistband of the diaper. The tapes held; she didn’t peel them. She just worked her hand down the front, into the heat and the piss-warm padding, until her fingers found me.

Her skin was on my skin, wet on wet, and her fingers knew exactly where they were going.

“Spread your feet,” she said.

I spread them on the tile and the diaper pulled. Her middle finger slid along my slit, through the mess I’d made, and settled on my clit.

“Fuck.”

“Talk to me.”

“You’re on it. Right on it. It’s swollen. The padding’s soaked and you’re, oh...”

She rubbed in slow circles, not fast at all, the way you’d stir something you didn’t want to scorch. Two fingers and then the pad of one, slick with my piss and my own wet, circling the head of my clit where it had gone hard.

My hips pushed into her hand and I couldn’t stop them. The counter edge was right in front of me, and I grabbed it with my free hand, the one that wasn’t on the spoon, and held on. The steel was cold under my fingers.

“Don’t you stop that reduction,” she said.

“I won’t.”

“What is your clit doing now?”

“Jumping. It’s jumping under your finger, every circle. Mommy, it’s so wet in there. Your hand’s in the piss. I can hear it.”

I could, too. There was a soft wet sound every time she moved, the diaper talking around her wrist and the padding squelching. She pressed a little harder and my knees nearly went again, and I locked them. I stirred once, uselessly, because the sauce didn’t need me, but I needed that spoon in my hand to keep feeling like a cook.

“Do you want them inside?” she asked.

“Not yet. Please stay where you are.”

“Ask me properly.”

“Mommy, stay right there. Don’t stop.”

She stayed. She went in slow circles, then a little tighter, then slow again whenever my hips started chasing too hard. She read me as she went, correcting and never making a speech about it. When I got close she eased off half a beat, and I made a broken sound into the pan.

“Mommy.”

“You’re close.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you need.”

“I need to come. I need your fingers. Please don’t stop.”

She didn’t stop.

Her finger worked my clit in steady circles, slick and hot, and the wet diaper held everything in against me so there was nowhere for the feeling to go but up. My hole clenched on nothing and my ass tightened. Piss and my own slick slid under her knuckles. The padding was heavy on my pussy, taped flat, and every push of my hips ground me into her hand and into the bright steel kitchen she’d built.

“Look at the pan,” she said.

I looked. The sauce glossed the spoon, and my breath fogged a little over it. I was going to come standing up in my whites, in a diaper full of piss, with her hand inside it and the sauce still going, and I wanted that so much that my eyes stung.

“Mommy, I’m...”

“Come for me.”

It hit me, and it wasn’t pretty. My clit pulsed under her finger in hard kicks, one after another, and I bore down on her hand and on the edge of the counter until my knuckles hurt. My cunt squeezed and fluttered and squeezed again. A fresh little spill of piss leaked out of me while I was coming, hot into the padding that was already soaked, and that made it worse, or better, I honestly couldn’t tell. I said her name into the pan, Mommy, over and over, broken, and my hips jerked in short helpless thrusts against her fingers, the crinkle gone to a wet slap.

She kept the circles going through all of it. She didn’t speed up and she didn’t quit. She rode the orgasm right out of me until my thighs shook and my spoon hand slipped and I only just caught the handle before the pan walked off the burner.

“Fuck,” I said. “Fuck, I’m still coming, I’m still...”

“I can feel it.”

She could. When the pulses got smaller she pressed down once, flat, and I whimpered and pushed into that too, greedy, the aftershocks running up through my belly and out into my nipples, hard against the jacket. I was far too sensitive by then, and I still didn’t want her to take her hand away.

“Don’t stop yet,” I said. “Not yet, please.”

She gave me three more slow circles, and I jerked at every one. Then she held still with her fingers resting on me in the wet, letting me throb against her.

“That’s enough,” she said.

“Okay.”

My voice was wrecked. I was still standing, somehow, and the sauce hadn’t broken. I was proud and ruined at the same time, and the diaper was a hot heavy weight between my legs, soaked with piss and soaked with me, taped on, mine because she’d put it there.

She drew her hand out slowly, and the diaper sucked at her fingers. She wiped them once on a kitchen towel, looked at the towel, and looked at me.

“You came holding on to my counter,” she said. “And the sauce is still good. The salt’s right.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

It just came out of me, plain, with no joke in it anywhere. My cocky kitchen mouth had nothing left.

She nodded, that same nod, and one last weak pulse went through me inside the wet padding.

“Turn the burner down,” she said. “It can sit.”

I turned it down. My hands still worked, even if the rest of me was buzzing. The diaper squelched when I shifted, loud in the quiet, and I felt a blush come up my face that had nothing to do with the stove.

Ida went back to the counter and picked up her key ring. She worked one key off it, a plain brass one, not the fob, and held it up so I could see it. Then she opened the back pocket of my knife roll, the same pocket the diapers had come out of, and dropped the key inside. It landed with a small metal sound against the canvas.

“You sleep upstairs this week,” she said.

I looked at the roll. Last night that pocket had been a secret I was never going to let her find. Now her key was in it, and I was standing in her kitchen in a soaked diaper under my whites, with the sauce on the spoon and her taste still in the air between us.

I didn’t want the word. I hadn’t wanted it once.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said.

She closed the pocket with two fingers, neatly, the way she closed everything.

“Wash up upstairs after the test run,” she said. “The diaper stays on until I take it off. Now go and plate a taste of that sauce for me. I want it in a cup, not a bowl.”

I reached for a cup. The diaper hung warm and used against my pussy, her key was in my knife roll, and I was going to sleep in her flat tonight.

❦

The water was already running when I stopped in the bathroom doorway. Steam was coming up off the claw-foot tub, and Ida stood at the taps in a long nightgown, with one hand held under the stream the way she’d test the heat of a sauce.

“In you come,” she said.

I stayed in the doorway in my whites. The diaper under them was thick and warm and heavy from the whole long day, the plastic gone soft against my ass and the wet padding stuck to my pussy. Every step up the back stairs had squished. She’d have heard it.

“Whites off.”

I got one button undone. She crossed the tile and did the rest herself, top to bottom, quick and sure. The jacket fell open, and there was the diaper, plain white and swollen, the tapes pulled a little from walking. She looked at the front of it, and then at my face.

“Still full,” she said. “I could smell it from the door. You carried that all the way up here.”

“Yeah.”

“Say it properly.”

“I walked up your stairs in a wet diaper.”

My thighs pressed together before I meant them to, and the padding squashed warm against my clit. Heat climbed up my neck.

“Hands down by your sides.”

She pulled the left tape and then the right. The wet front peeled off my skin with a sound I felt in my teeth, and cool air hit my pussy and the shiny creases of my thighs. She dropped the diaper in the bin, where it landed heavy. I stood there bare from the waist down with the jacket hanging off my arms, my thighs stuck together and already aching from nothing but her looking at me and the air on my skin.

“Tub.”

I knelt at the edge of it. She turned the tap hotter and held my wrists under the water. The burn marks were there, the old shiny ones and a new red one from this morning, and she soaped them slowly, running her thumbs over the worst patches, not gentle and not rough, just checking.

“The sauce pan,” I said. “I grabbed it without a towel.”

“You grab things when you’re cocky.” She rinsed the soap away. “You were cocky at seven this morning. Then the diapers fell out of your roll and you weren’t anymore.”

This morning a key had meant a job, a way into a kitchen I was going to run. Tonight her key meant these stairs, and her bed, and I was going to sleep in it.

She turned off the water and dried my wrists on a towel. She didn’t dry anything else. She left me wet there on purpose.

“Bed.”

There was already a towel spread out on her wide bed, and on the nightstand beside it sat wipes, powder, a stack of plain white diapers, and a wand, quiet for now. She put a hand on my hip and I lay down on the towel, because my body had already said yes before I’d thought about it. I lay on my back with my legs a little open.

The first wipe was cold. She cleaned the inside of one thigh, then the other, then the sticky place where the diaper had been, slowly, looking at her work.

“The sauce was right,” she said, as if we were sitting at a table. “You salted it late, and it still came out. The bread was tight, though. You rushed the crust.”

“I don’t rush crust.”

“You did.” She opened me with two fingers and wiped away the slick that wasn’t piss, right over my hole and up over my clit in one pass, and I jerked. “You rushed this too. You were wet at the stove before I’d laid a hand on you. What did the sauce need?”

“Acid. A splash of vinegar at the end.”

“And the bread?”

“More time. I pulled it early, because the clock in my head was running fast.”

“That’s right.”

I squirmed on the towel at that, and she saw me squirm and didn’t smile. She shook powder into her palm and patted it into my skin, over my mound, down the creases, between my cheeks, slowly enough that I could have counted every pat.

“You hid the diapers in your knife roll,” she said. “Under the knives. You thought I’d never open the back pocket.”

“I thought you’d look at my license and the edge on my chef’s knife.”

“I look at all of it.” She powdered the burn on my left wrist again, lightly, like it was part of the same job. “You cook clean when somebody’s watching the plate. You fall apart when somebody’s watching you. We’re going to fix that.”

“I don’t fall apart.”

She pressed two fingers against the outside of my pussy, not inside, just there, and they came away wet. She held them up so I had to look.

“Tell me what this is.”

“I’m wet.”

“From talking. From powder. From me telling you that you rushed your crust.” She wiped her fingers on the towel by my hip. “You don’t get to call that nothing.”

I closed my mouth. My hips had already tipped up into her hand and dropped back down. She kept powdering with her palm flat, checking the coverage as she went.

“I’m going to soak your bed,” I said. “I can feel it coming. I’ll soak right through your sheets.”

“No, you won’t.”

She didn’t raise her voice. She caught both my ankles in one hand and lifted, and my ass came up off the towel into the cool air, powder on my skin, and I was wide open while she looked at my pussy and my hole like they were on a plate in front of her.

“You’ll soak the diaper,” she said.

She slid a fresh one under me, thick and plain white, the plastic cool on my ass and the padding dry and high between my legs. She set my ankles down, pulled the front up over my pussy and taped it, left and then right, snug at my hips. She ran one finger around under the waistband to check it. The padding sat heavy on my clit, dry for now, and already taking the wet from me.

“There,” she said. “Make all the mess you like. The bed stays mine.”

I could feel myself leaking into the clean padding, and she knew it. She smoothed the front of it once with the flat of her hand, and my thighs tried to close on her wrist.

“Open.”

I opened.

She stood beside the bed and drew her nightgown up over her hips. She wore nothing under it. Her pussy was right there, dark-haired, the lips shining and her clit standing out a little. She climbed up, one knee by my ear and then the other, and sat down on my face. Her thighs closed around my head, the nightgown bunched at her waist, and both her hands went to the headboard. I couldn’t see the room anymore. I could only smell her, salt and heat, and she was wet enough that it touched my mouth before I’d even moved.

“Tongue on my clit,” she said. “Flat. Don’t show off with it.”

I put my tongue exactly where she said, flat. She tasted strong and not at all dainty, the way a reduction tastes before you’ve cut it with anything. I licked steadily, and she settled her weight onto me and let the headboard take her hands.

“Higher. Right on it. Stay there.”

I stayed, with short licks, and her hips rocked in small movements, using my mouth without asking. She slicked my chin. I swallowed and kept the flat of my tongue on her clit, because she hadn’t told me anything different.

“Mommy,” I said into her. It came out muffled against her skin.

“Again. Say it on it.”

“Mommy.”

She ground down. My nose was buried in her and I couldn’t get a full breath and I didn’t care at all. My hands found her ass, and she let them stay there. The diaper on me crinkled when my hips shifted, the plastic still dry and the padding already damp in the middle from my own leaking.

“Inside now. Tongue in my hole. Slowly.”

I pushed my tongue up into her. She was hot and tight around it and gripping, and a low sound came out of her chest that wasn’t a word. I fucked her with my tongue the way she’d said, slowly, until she lifted up just enough.

“Back on my clit. Suck it.”

I sucked. She tasted sharper there. Her thighs shook once against my ears and then steadied, and I did it again, sucking and licking, sucking and licking, and she rode it with both hands white on the headboard and the hem of her nightgown brushing my forehead.

“Don’t get clever,” she said. “You rush your crust. You don’t rush this. Stay.”

I stayed. My jaw ached. Spit and her wet ran down my neck onto the towel. Somewhere in the back of my head I was thinking about the steel counter downstairs, cold under the apron that morning. That counter was supposed to be where I worked. She’d put me on it anyway, and she was going to put me on it again. Then she rolled her hips and my tongue slipped, and I lost the thought.

“Up. There. Hold it there.”

I held it. She was dripping steadily now, a thin line that I caught on my tongue and swallowed. I throbbed in the diaper every time she gave me a short order. I was soaking that clean padding and she wasn’t even touching me.

“That’s my good girl,” she said.

My hips jerked and the diaper rustled, and she heard it and bore down, her pussy on my mouth and her clit fat on my tongue.

“Right there. Don’t move. Lick.”

I licked, and she rode me harder. The headboard knocked the wall once, a dull thud. Her thighs clamped around my head, and I held her ass and pulled her down onto my tongue, because my hands knew what to do before I did. She let me. She came like that, gripping the wood, her pussy clenching, a rough sound in her throat, and her wet smeared across my lips and my nose and my chin. She didn’t lift off. She used my tongue through all of it in small shaking grinds until the clenching eased and she was just heavy and wet on my mouth.

“Stay,” she said, still coming down. “Clean me up.”

I licked her slowly. Her clit was too sensitive and she hissed, so I moved to her hole and then to the wet on the insides of her thighs. She tasted like she was finished and still giving me the last of it. My face was a mess. I said Mommy into the soft skin of her thigh, and that time she hadn’t even asked me to.

She slid off to one side and lay down next to me with her nightgown still rucked up and one knee bent, breathing hard. She looked at my mouth. She didn’t wipe it. She left it.

“You did that cleanly,” she said. “Open your mouth.”

I opened it, and she looked at my tongue and at the shine on my chin.

“Ask me for the next thing.”

“I want to come.”

“Not yet.” She reached over to the nightstand. The wand clicked on in her hand, low, a buzz I could feel through the mattress before it ever touched me. She set the head of it on the front of the diaper, right over my clit, through the padding. Even on low it went through all that thickness and into me, and I grabbed the sheet.

“Ask properly.”

“Mommy, I want to come.”

“In what?”

“In the diaper.”

“Then that’s where you’ll do it.”

She pressed it down. The padding kept the wand off my skin just enough that I had to lift to get to it, and I lifted, my hips working up into the plastic. She watched my stomach and the way the front of the diaper shifted, and the wet spot I was already making in the middle.

“Stay in it,” she said. “You come in the diaper or you don’t come at all. Hands off the wand.”

I put my hands back on the sheet. The buzz sat there, mean and steady. My clit swelled into the padding, and every rock of my hips crinkled the plastic and pushed me closer. She didn’t move her wrist at all. She held it there like a thermometer in a pot.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her face was perfectly calm, her nightgown rucked up, her pussy still wet from my mouth. She was watching my hips, not my eyes.

“You’re close. Tell me.”

“I’m close.”

“From a wand on a diaper. Say that.”

“I’m close from the wand on the diaper.”

She pressed down a fraction harder, and the first one hit me fast and mean. My clit pulsed under the padding and my pussy clenched on nothing, and I came with my mouth open and a broken sound coming out of it, my hips up off the bed and the diaper suddenly too tight. She didn’t take the wand away and she didn’t turn it down, and the aftershocks ran straight into the next climb before I’d had a chance to come down.

“Again,” she said.

“I can’t, Mommy, it’s too much, I can’t...”

“Is that the word?”

“No,” I gasped. “No, it isn’t. Don’t stop.”

She turned it up. The buzz went sharper through the padding, and my hips fucked up into it anyway, my cocky body with no timing left at all. The second one built lower down, deep in my belly, not just in my clit. I was panting. The front of the diaper was damp with my slick, and I could smell myself under the powder.

Then it started before I had a word for it.

There was heat low down, and a giving way, pressure I’d been holding since the bath and the stairs and her taping me in, and it broke. Warmth rushed out of me into the padding right under the wand, spreading fast through the thickness, hotter than my slick and heavier. It ran back between my cheeks against the plastic. It soaked the front until the wand was sitting in a warm wet pocket and the buzz went liquid, straight into my clit, filthy and exact. I could hear it, a soft rush and then a squelch when my hips ground up, and the smell came up sharp, piss, mine, cutting through the powder. I was still climbing. I couldn’t stop the stream. It kept coming in pulses while she held the wand right there, pressed into the soaked front, and I made a sound that wasn’t any kind of word.

“That’s it,” she said. “Soak it. Don’t hold back a drop.”

I didn’t. Another rush came, weaker, hot into the padding that was already hot, the plastic ballooning warm against my pussy and my ass. She kept the wand seated in it. The wet made everything louder, and my clit felt raw and huge under the buzz and the piss.

“Now come in it.”

I came again into the warm plastic, harder than the first time, my thighs shaking and the diaper sloshing under her hand, piss and my own come mixed in the padding and my cunt pulsing while she held me on the wand. I said Mommy. I said it into her shoulder when she leaned over me. I said please, and she didn’t move the wand, so please didn’t change anything at all. The orgasm kept going in little hits, each one pushing out another leak I didn’t think I had left, the padding heavy and hot and stuck to me, until finally I grabbed her wrist and she let me hold on to it but not pull it away.

“Stay through it,” she said. “All of it.”

I stayed. The buzz in the wet was almost too much, and then it was the only thing in the world, and then it tipped over and I was jerking, oversensitive, still coming in small mean pulses, the warm diaper squishing every time my hips dropped and lifted. She watched my face and the front of the diaper until I went limp.

She turned the wand down, not off, and held the low buzz there while I twitched.

“One more drop, if you’ve got it.”

A last thin warmth leaked out of me and joined the rest, and after that there was nothing left. She clicked the wand off and set it on the nightstand, and the sudden quiet made my ears ring. The diaper was swollen and hot between my legs, so heavy that when I tried to close my thighs I couldn’t quite manage it.

She laid her palm flat on the wet front, checking, and the plastic gave under her hand and the warmth inside it moved.

“Full,” she said. “You did both in it. The first one nearly dry, and the second one you pissed right through the middle of and came in the mess. That’s how it goes from now on, when I say again.”

I couldn’t talk yet. I nodded. She pressed once, and a little of the wet shifted against me, and I made a small sound.

“Words, please.”

“I came twice. I pissed in the second one. I came in it.”

“Good girl.”

Even then, as wrung out as I was, that landed somewhere deep, and my pussy clenched once around nothing. She felt the diaper move and left her palm right where it was.

She pulled her nightgown down and lay on her side, her hand still on the soaked front, not cleaning me, not changing me. The towel under my ass was dry, and so was the bed. The diaper had taken every bit of it, thick and warm and loud if I moved.

“Wednesday,” she said. “The counter. And the thing on the counter is you.”

I didn’t say it back. I lay in the dark with her palm on the warm plastic and thought about the steel. On Wednesday she’d put me back on it. I already knew I’d be in a diaper when she did, and I already knew I wouldn’t say the word. The want sat in me the way it had since my first year alone, with no story to it, just the weight between my legs and her hand on top of it.

“Sleep,” she said.

I slept, in her bed, in the wet diaper. Her palm stayed where it was until I went under, and Wednesday was already sitting on the week like a ticket she hadn’t called yet.

❦

The papered windows had gone dark and the range was off. I was wiping down the long steel counter, and the steel gave the cold right back up into my wrist. My whites were still buttoned. Under them the diaper was thick and heavy at the crotch, wet twice over from the day, so that every step I’d taken since lunch had made a sound. Whenever I leaned over the counter it pushed up into my pussy, and I had to stop the cloth and breathe through my mouth.

The back stairs creaked, and Ida came down. She was tall in the doorway, silver through her dark hair, unhurried the way she always was when a plate was wrong and she already knew how to fix it. She stopped at the bottom of the stairs and looked at me, then at the counter, then at my thighs, which had pressed together all on their own.

“Counter,” she said.

“I’m wiping it.”

“I can see you’re wiping it.” She came around the end of it, close enough that I could smell her soap and the warm air of the flat upstairs. Her hand landed on my hip. It wasn’t a grab, just a check, and she pressed. The diaper gave under her hand, thick and wet, and the plastic made a soft sound.

“Still in it.”

“Yes.”

“Say the whole thing.”

“I’m still in the wet diaper.” My face went hot, and my cunt went hotter. She was only standing there, and I was already slicker than the padding.

She nodded once, and I felt that nod all the way down my spine.

On Monday morning this steel had been mine, the pans and the spoons and the timing. I’d run every kitchen I ever walked into. Tonight the range was dead and the steel wasn’t my work surface anymore. It was the thing being tested, and so was I.

She laid her forearm on the counter and swept.

The pans went, and two tasting spoons, and the towel. They hit the floor, the metal first and then the soft drop of the cloth, and the long steel came up bare and cold and empty, still a little wet where I hadn’t finished.

My thighs pressed together hard inside the diaper and the padding squished. Heat sat low in my belly, and then it moved, slowly, a warm spread in the middle of the thick padding that I hadn’t chosen at all. The plastic warmed against my ass. There was a little more weight, a little more give, and I made a sound I didn’t mean to make.

She heard it.

“You just let go,” she said.

“A little.”

“A little what?”

“A little piss. It just came out.”

“I saw your thighs do it.” She tapped the steel with two fingers. “Up you get.”

“The pans are all over the floor.”

“Up.”

I put both hands on the edge and got my ass up onto the steel. The cold shot right through the diaper and I hissed, and the plastic crinkled loudly in the quiet kitchen.

“On your back.”

I lay back. The counter was long enough that my head had room and my boots stuck out past the end. I went still. She never said things twice, so I didn’t make her.

She stood at my hip and unbuttoned my whites, all the way down, her fingers sure. She opened the jacket and pushed it off my shoulders so it bunched under me with the sleeves still on my arms, and my chest was bare to the kitchen. My nipples were tight. She looked at them and didn’t touch them.

“Pants.”

She undid them herself. She pulled my boots off and hauled my pants down over the bulk of the diaper and off my feet and dropped them in with the pans. Then I was lying on her steel in an open jacket and a thick white diaper, the front dark and swollen and the tapes pulling at my hips.

She hooked the tapes and peeled them back, sticky and loud, and opened the diaper flat underneath me, wet side up, so that my ass and my pussy were lying on the soaked padding with the plastic between me and the steel. Air hit my cunt. I was shiny, and I could feel the shine. The hair there was damp and stuck down, and my clit stood out bare in the low light. The padding under me was heavy with the day and with the little I’d just let go, and the smell came up, piss and skin and the powder from that morning.

I lay still. She hadn’t said I could move.

She looked down at me the way she looked at a plate before the spoon went in.

“Open.”

I opened my knees, and the wet padding tugged at my ass.

“Wider.”

I did. My hands lay on the steel at my sides, and the burn marks showed on both wrists. She didn’t wash them, not tonight.

“You’re going to make a mess,” I said. My voice came out thin and cocky at the same time, which is how I get when I’m losing. “Wait. I mean I’m going to make a mess, on your steel. I cook. I don’t... this counter’s clean. I just wiped it.”

“You know the word,” she said.

“I know it. I don’t want it.”

She put both hands on my hips, her palms hot and her thumbs set just over the bones. I lifted a little out of habit, and she pressed me back down flat against the padding and the steel underneath it.

“A mess is exactly what you’re on my counter for,” she said.

“Ida.”

“Mommy.”

I shook my head against the steel, and the jacket bunched worse under my shoulders. “Wait. I’ll piss again. I’ll... I don’t know what’ll come out of me if you do this. I’ve never once...”

“You’ve never squirted,” she said, level, like she was reading it off a ticket. “I can tell by the way you’re bracing for it. And now you’re on your back on my counter, and that’s what you’re here for.”

My cunt clenched, and a thin string of wet slid out of me onto the open diaper. She watched it land.

“Look at you,” she said. “Running right down onto the piss.”

“Don’t say it like that.”

“Answer me. Are you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Wetter than the diaper?”

“Yes.”

“Say the whole thing, so I can hear it.”

“My pussy is wetter than the diaper.”

“Good.”

The word hit me like salt on a cut. My hips tried to come up, and her hands kept them down, and my clit throbbed out in the open air where she could watch it jump.

“Those burns,” she said, with her eyes on my wrists. “You grip too hard when you’re scared of a plate.”

“I’m not scared.”

“You’re lying. Your hole just winked at me.”

I closed my mouth. She was right, and she didn’t need me to say so.

She stepped in between my knees with a warm wet towel and wiped me clean first, slowly, everywhere the diaper had been. She bent down, and her hair fell forward, silver and dark, and brushed my thigh. She didn’t hurry. Then she put her mouth on me.

It wasn’t a kiss. It was her mouth, open and hot. She licked up the split of my pussy, slowly, tasting, the way she tasted everything, missing nothing. She licked the creases where the edges of the diaper had rubbed me raw, and she made a low sound, crude and pleased, right into my skin.

“Your cunt,” she said against me. “All of it. You worked a whole test day in that diaper.”

“I cooked in it.” My voice cracked. “I wet it twice and kept the pans moving. Nobody else was here to see.”

“I saw.” Her tongue found my clit, flat at first and then the tip of it, and she sucked, and my hands flew to the edge of the counter. The steel bit into my palms and pulled at the old burns.

“Mommy.” It just came out. I hadn’t lined it up at all. My cunt had already said it, and my mouth caught up.

“Again.”

“Mommy.”

“Good girl.”

I nearly came off those two words. My clit jumped under her tongue, and she felt it and laughed once, short, into my pussy, and sealed her mouth over me and sucked harder.

Then two fingers. She set them at my hole and pushed, and I was so wet they went in with hardly any fight at all, to the knuckle and then deeper. She curled them, up into the front wall, into a spot I’d only ever found with my own hand in the shower and had never let anyone near on a counter. She found it on the first curl, like it was written on a ticket.

“There,” she said, and the word buzzed against me.

“Fuck.”

“Don’t swear at me. Tell me what it is.”

“Your fingers. Two of them, in my hole, curled up. Mommy, that’s the spot. Don’t press it, I’ll...”

“I will.” She fucked me with them, slowly at first, in and curl and drag out and in again, and then not slowly at all, a steady mean rhythm. Her mouth stayed on my clit, sucking and licking, her lips pulling, the flat of her tongue and then the tip right on the head of it. My ass slipped on the open diaper, and every time I moved there was a wet noise underneath me.

“Mommy, I’m close,” I said. “And it isn’t a normal kind of close.”

“Hold it.”

“I hold sauces. I don’t hold this.”

“You’ll hold this.”

I tried. My cunt gripped her fingers. Wet ran down her hand onto the padding and off it onto the steel, and I heard it tick. My eyes closed.

“Eyes open.”

I opened them on the dark paper of the windows and her head between my thighs, her mouth shining with me. She looked up at me while her tongue worked and her fingers curled and pressed, curled and pressed, with no mercy in the rhythm at all, like a line that doesn’t break.

“Talk to me,” she said.

“I can feel it building. Not only in my clit. Behind it, where you’re curled. It wants out. Mommy, wait, I’m going to make a mess, a real one. I can feel it pushing. It’s going to come out of me.”

“Let it.” She didn’t lift her head. She pressed harder on that spot and sucked my clit into her mouth and held it there.

The push got bigger, low down and mean. My belly went tight and my toes curled at nothing. I gripped the counter so hard that the burns stung and my arms shook. The diaper under me was hot, and my ass was stuck to it, and a string of my own wet was already hanging off her chin, and she didn’t care at all.

“Mommy, I can’t hold it, it’s right there...”

“Don’t hold it.”

“I’ve never... if I let go...”

“Let it go.”

It broke.

I squirted, hard, for the first time in my life. It left me in a hot rush that wasn’t a leak at all but a real spurt, clear and sharp, out of my pussy and across the steel and up onto her chin and her mouth and her cheek. I felt it go. I heard it hit, a wet slap and a splash on the bare counter beside the open diaper. My cunt clamped down on her fingers and my clit throbbed in her mouth. Another pulse came, weaker, and then another, spraying shorter and hitting her jaw and the steel by my hip. I made a sound that wasn’t any word at all. My hips tried to buck, and she stayed right on me, fingers curled and mouth sealed, and took the whole mess like she’d ordered it.

It smelled clean and sharp, nothing like the piss in the padding, and it ran in a thin sheet toward the edge of the steel and hung off her chin.

She lifted her face with her chin dripping and her mouth open, and she laughed, a real laugh, short and crude and glad, in the dead quiet kitchen.

“There she is,” she said. “Look at that. First time ever, and it’s all over my counter and all over my chin. And you finally give it up on a Wednesday night with your pants on the floor.”

“I didn’t mean to, I couldn’t help it, Mommy, it’s everywhere.”

“You did mean to. Your body did.” She licked her chin, slowly. She licked her fingers, the two that had been inside me, with her eyes on mine, tasting me. Then she bent down again and licked me clean in long strokes, from my hole up over my pussy to my clit, licking the squirt off my skin. She turned her head and licked a stripe of it off the steel beside my thigh, metal and all, and then came back to my cunt as if the plate wasn’t finished yet.

“Mommy.”

“You’ve got another one in you,” she said, with her mouth an inch from my clit. “I can feel it. Do you want it?”

“I’m shaking. I don’t know if there’s anything left.”

“That isn’t what I asked.”

“Yes. I want it. Don’t stop.”

“Then you’re not empty. You’re wet.” Her two fingers went back in with the same curl, faster now. She knew where the spot was and she hit it on purpose, a little meaner and a little deeper, and her tongue was on me without a single pretty pause. The sounds got worse, sloppier. The diaper under me had squirt in it now on top of the piss, and every rock of my ass made it talk.

I gripped the edge, and I called for her.

“Mommy.”

“Louder.”

“Mommy. Please.”

“Please what? A whole sentence.”

“Please make me come. Mommy, please don’t stop. Your mouth on me, I need it.”

“Now you’re asking properly.”

That landed right in the ache. My hole fluttered on her fingers and she felt it and curled harder, and the second one came up different from the squirt. It wasn’t a push at all. It was a sharp, mean snap, right under her tongue.

“It’s... now, Mommy, now...”

She sucked and didn’t let up.

I came. My clit seized and my hole clamped down on her two fingers so hard she had to work to keep the curl going. I said her name with my mouth wide open, Mommy, Mommy, with my thighs shaking against her ears. My back tried to arch off the steel and couldn’t, because she had her free hand flat on my belly, holding me down on the counter and the wet padding while she licked me through it. It went on and on, little pulses of slick over her fingers dripping off her wrist onto the diaper. She didn’t stop when I twitched. She licked until I pushed weakly at her head and my voice went thin.

“Enough. Mommy. Enough. I came. I came again. Please.”

She gave me one last slow lick, from my hole all the way up, and lifted her head. Her face was a mess, her chin and her mouth and one cheek, and she didn’t wipe any of it. Her face had gone smooth again, like the sauce had broken exactly the way she’d wanted it to and the rest was just heat.

“Stay there.”

I stayed on my back with my knees open, my cunt throbbing and my hole empty and clenching on nothing. The diaper was stuck to my ass, soaked with piss and squirt and the wet she’d licked and left. The steel all around me shone.

She straightened up and pushed her trousers down without any fuss. She was bare under them, and wet, and she kicked them over toward the pans. Then she climbed up onto my counter like it was a step she’d designed herself, one knee and then the other, and straddled my right thigh. Her cunt settled onto the meat of it, hot and slick, the lips spreading, and she let her weight down until I could feel the hard point of her clit drag along my skin.

“Don’t move,” she said.

“I won’t.”

“Hand off my hip. Flat on the steel. You grip when you get cocky.”

I put my hands back down flat on the steel, palms down, with the burns stinging.

She ground on me, slowly. Her pussy dragged along my thigh, wet, and I could feel her lips open and close as she rolled, and her clit catch and slip. She put one hand flat on the steel beside my hip, right in the puddle I’d made, with her fingers spread in it, and braced herself there. Her other hand came to my breast, squeezed it once, ran a thumb over the nipple, and then let go and took hold of my knee so she had the angle she wanted.

“Watch,” she said.

I watched. Her hips rolled, and her cunt left a shine on my skin, a clear streak and then a thicker one. Silver hair was stuck to her cheek where my squirt had dried. She used me with her shoulders perfectly calm and her mouth not calm at all.

“You squirted all over my steel,” she said. “Say it.”

“I squirted all over your steel.”

“For the first time.”

“For the first time in my life. For you. Mommy.”

“Where else?”

“On your chin. In your mouth. On the diaper. I made a mess, and you told me that was what I was for.”

“That’s right.”

She ground faster. The sound was skin on skin, wet and rude. The hand on the steel slipped in my squirt and she set it again, palm flat and fingers wide in the mess, and used it to push against. Her breathing broke a little. Her pussy clamped on my thigh, and I felt the flutter of it and then a hard grind, her clit rubbing itself raw against me.

“Tell me who I am.”

“Mommy.”

“Again. While I come.”

“Mommy. Mommy. Use my thigh. Come on me.”

She did, almost quietly, with a low sound in her throat and no shout at all. Her hips jerked, again and again, and hot wet pulsed out of her onto my thigh and ran slick toward my knee, mixing with the shine that was already there. She kept her hand braced flat in my mess. She rode out the last of it in small tight grinds until the jerking went soft and she was just sitting on me, her weight on my thigh, breathing.

She stayed there, astride my thigh, and looked down at all of it: my open jacket, my bare breasts, the diaper peeled flat under my ass, the wreck of her counter.

“Mess,” she said. “You were right about that.”

I turned my head. The steel beside me was wet, a long sheet catching the low light and running to the edge, pooled in places and streaked where her hand had braced. It looked like a sauce I’d never plated, a dish I’d never made. I stared at it. My cunt was still twitching. I could smell all of it, the piss in the padding and the squirt on the steel and her come cooling on my thigh. A week ago I’d have wiped that shine away before anyone ever saw it.

She swung off me and stood beside the counter without wiping her hand, her trousers on the floor and her shirt still on.

“On the last night of the week,” she said, “you cook seven courses. For one. And you wear only what I tell you to.”

I looked at the shine on the steel, and then up at her face, her chin still marked with me.

“Yes, Mommy.”

She set her wet hand on my belly, warm, checking, and left it there. The range stayed off and the papered windows stayed dark, and I didn’t move.

❦

The first plate went down on the long steel counter while the pan behind me was still hissing.

“Course one,” I said. “Don’t let it sit.”

Ida picked up her fork. She was in a dark shirt with the sleeves pushed up, as easy on her stool as if she owned the night, which she did. I stood across from her with the apron strings crossed on my bare back and a thick white diaper under the apron, and nothing else. The paper was still on the windows, and there was nobody in that kitchen but us.

She took a bite and looked past the plate at the bib of my apron, and then down at the diaper under its hem.

“Spoon,” she said.

I held it out. She closed her mouth over it, and her eyes stayed on my hips the whole time.

“Salt’s late. Get it in sooner on the next one.”

“My timing’s fine. You just chew like the rent’s due.”

She didn’t argue. She reached across and ran two fingers along the tape at my hip, checking it, the way she’d check the edge of a pan.

“Turn around.”

I turned. The strings pulled across my back, and the diaper sat thick between my cheeks and rustled when I moved.

“Tell me what you’ve got on.”

“An apron and a diaper. That’s it, Mommy.”

“Good.”

My pussy went warm in the diaper while she was still swallowing, a slick little give against the dry padding. She saw my thighs press together.

“Already?” she said.

“From one word. You know it does that.”

“Say it anyway.”

“I’m wet. You told me I was good and my cunt listened.”

“Back to the range, then.”

I went. Course two was a clear broth, hot, with green oil floating on top. I wanted her mouth on my spoon again, so I ran it fast and clean, and she tasted the spoon before she touched the bowl.

“Acid,” she said.

“It’s in there.”

She took hold of my burned wrist and set my palm flat on the steel. “Acid. Now.”

I fixed it, and she ate. All week my knife roll had sat on that shelf, and I hadn’t gone home once, and I looked at it for too long.

“Eyes over here,” she said.

“They were on the shelf.”

“So tell me what you want off that shelf.”

“Your key. I want it still in my roll when this week’s over. Not while I’m plating, though.”

“Then plate.” She held the spoon out for me to fill again. “And keep that diaper on. I want to see it when you walk.”

“You can see it. It’s white as a plate and it’s thick and it talks every time I move.”

“I can hear it.” She swallowed. “Course three. Don’t char the edges just for show.”

“I char what ought to be charred.”

“Then do it right.”

I did it right. The pan was hot, the vegetables hit it with a hard sizzle, and I kept my wrists clear of the lip the way I always do. She watched my hands, and she watched my ass.

“Fish next,” she said. “Keep the skin whole. I’ll send it back if you tear it.”

“I don’t tear skin.”

“You rush anything you think you can win.” She set her fork down. “Go.”

The fillet hit the pan, and the kitchen filled up with oil and salt. I had the tongs in my hand and the count running in my head, skin side down, a press, then the turn. I was winning.

Then a heat opened up under my clit that had nothing to do with the stove.

I locked my knees on the mat, and it pushed anyway. It wasn’t a choice. A hot line dropped through my belly and broke at the front of me, sudden and thin at first, ticking into the diaper in soft little beats I could hear under the apron. I clenched, and it didn’t care. More came, hotter, a rush that spread fast across the crotch and climbed up the front, soaking as it went. The diaper drank it and went heavy in a single breath, and it swung when I shifted my weight to turn the fish. The front swelled up hot against my pussy and stuck the hem of the apron to it. A sharp smell rose up into the steam off the fish, mine and nobody else’s.

I didn’t stop plating. Skin whole, fish rested, sauce, herbs. My hands knew the work while the diaper filled, and a last weak pulse leaked out of me and added more weight and more heat, the whole thick thing pulling at the tapes.

She came around the counter, and then her palm was flat on the front of the diaper. She laid it there and left it. I was still going, a slow seep into all that thickness, and she pressed like she was checking whether something was done. Another spurt left me, and I felt it meet her palm, and my clit jumped, and a sound came out of me.

“Plate,” she said.

“It’s going down.”

“Put it down.”

I set the fish on the steel in front of her stool. Her palm stayed where it was until the plate touched the counter. The diaper was hot and sagging and loud with it. I was finished. She wasn’t finished feeling it.

“Say it.”

“I pissed. In the diaper, at the stove. The fish is down, Mommy, and the skin’s whole.”

She held it there a moment longer, checking, and then took her hand back. Her palm was shining, and she wiped it on a kitchen towel, the way she’d wipe a spoon.

“The skin’s right,” she said.

My hole clenched inside the soaked diaper, and I put a hand on the counter so my knees would stay under me.

“Eat it,” I said, “before you start grading my piss.”

“I can do both.” She took three bites standing up, with her eyes on the dark swollen front of the diaper. “You kept plating. Well done.”

My pussy pulsed, slick now on top of the piss, and she saw it happen on my face.

“Don’t,” I said.

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t tell me I’ve done well if you want the next plate out on time.”

She put her fork down and hooked one finger in the top of my apron. “Apron up.”

I lifted the bib, and my nipples were already tight. She took the clamps out of her shirt pocket and clipped the left one on before I’d finished taking a breath. The bite was sharp, a mean pinch that shot straight down my belly into my cunt, and I hissed.

“Fuck.”

“Now the other one.”

“I didn’t tell you to stop.”

She clipped the right one on, and both nipples were caught in a steady hurt that pulled every time I breathed. She dropped the bib back over them, so they were hidden, and every step I took was going to jog them.

“Too much?”

“No.”

“Range.”

I went. She didn’t say it twice.

Course five got away from me for a minute. Every step slapped the wet diaper against my thighs, heavy and hot and full, and the clamps bit under the apron bib every time my breasts moved. Then I got the pan back under control, and I got the count back, because I always do.

“Spoon,” she said from her stool.

I brought it to her. The bib brushed the clamps on the way and I bared my teeth. She tasted, watched me do that, and nodded.

“Salt’s on time.”

“Told you.”

“You told me after you’d fixed it.” She tapped the soggy front of the diaper once. “Still full. You don’t change it. Not until I say.”

“I wasn’t going to ask.”

“You were up on that shelf again, in your head.”

“I was,” I said. “I was thinking about your key.”

“Say it,” she said.

“I want your key to stay in my roll after tonight. I want to come back. Right now, though, I’ve got a plate.”

“That’s my girl.”

My cunt clenched so hard that the diaper shifted, and it was fresh slick, not piss. She pointed me back at the range.

I ran the sixth course with my jaw tight and my nipples on fire, the diaper a fat weight between my legs. She ate, and watched the wide way I walked.

I set the plate down in front of her. “That’s six. The last savory one. Eat it or I’m coming for the bowl.”

She cleared the plate, put it in the sink and pushed her stool back. The steel between us was bare. Under the counter, the harness sat where she’d put it before we started.

“Dessert is you,” she said. “On the counter.”

My pussy answered before my mouth could, a hard clench that made the clamps flare and the wet diaper pull.

“The bowl’s ready,” I said.

“The bowl can wait.” She took the strap-on out from under the counter and stepped into the harness. It was thick and blunt and already oiled. She buckled it low, checked the straps with one hand, and looked at me. “Tell me what this is.”

“A strap-on. And I’m dessert. Mommy.”

“Come here.”

She put her hands under my ass, diaper and all, and lifted me, tall and steady, with no show about it. My feet left the mat and the apron strings dragged, and the clamps jolted so that I swore into her shoulder. She laid me down on my back on the long steel. It was cold through the wet diaper and cold under my shoulders. The apron stayed tied and the bib stayed over the clamps. She pulled my legs up and apart and stepped in between them.

On Wednesday I’d squirted on this same steel. Now it was cold under my back again.

“Open for me,” she said.

“I’m open. I’m on my back.”

Her hands went up under the apron, found the tapes and pulled the wet diaper open underneath me. It peeled off my pussy with a wet sound, heavy and soaked and sharp with piss and slick with me, and she left it spread under my ass with the inside facing up and the tapes hanging loose. Air hit my cunt. I was swollen, and my clit stood out, and the dried piss was tacky on my thighs. She looked, and she told me what she saw.

“Soaked right through. Piss in the diaper and your own wet all over your lips. You cooked in this.”

“From the fish on. You watched me.”

“I did.” She set the head of the strap-on against my hole and held it there, not in. “Ask me.”

“Fuck me, Mommy.”

“All of it.”

“Fuck my pussy with the strap-on. I want it in me. Please.”

She pushed in slowly. The head spread me in a thick burn, and then there was a deep, filling stretch, an inch at a time, until the base pressed against me and I had all of it. I grabbed the edge of the steel. The clamps shifted under the bib and both nipples shouted. My hole gripped the strap-on, and the open diaper bunched up under my ass, cold and wet and crinkling.

“Stay there,” she said.

“I’m staying. It’s big. Give me a second.”

“Take your second.” She held herself deep inside me with one hand flat and warm on my belly. “Breathe.”

I breathed. She drew back to the head and slid in again, slow and level, one long stroke, then another. At the bottom of every stroke the harness nudged my clit, and I made a short sound each time. I could hear the soft suck of my pussy on the strap-on, and under that the diaper talking every time my ass shifted.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her shirt was still on and her face was steady, and the strap-on shone with me every time she drew back.

“You’re dripping down it,” she said. “All over the diaper. Tell me what you need.”

“Harder.”

“Ask properly.”

“Harder, Mommy. Fuck me harder. Please. I can take it.”

“I know you can.”

She took hold of my hips and drove in. The slow was gone. It was hard and deep, the base smacking against my cunt and the steel jolting under me, my breasts bouncing under the bib so the clamps bit on every thrust. I heard the sounds I was making and didn’t clean any of them up.

“Fuck. Mommy. Like that. Don’t you stop.”

“I didn’t say anything about stopping.” Her thumb found my clit and settled there, firm, not rubbing yet, while she fucked me. “This. You come on this. Say yes.”

“Yes. Yes, Mommy. Keep your thumb there. Fuck me harder.”

She rubbed in tight circles, and with the strap-on pounding into me, thick and deep, the two things met and blew every count out of my head. My legs shook in her grip. The open diaper slid around under me on the steel. She leaned over me with one hand by my head, her thumb never leaving me and her hips snapping.

“It’s so deep,” I told her. “I can feel it in my belly. My pussy’s grabbing it. The clamps hit every time you thrust. I’m wet all down my ass. The diaper’s under me and it’s soaked and I don’t even care.”

“You care. You’re shaking.”

“I’m going to come. Mommy, I’m close. It’s going to squirt. I know that push now. It’s right behind my clit.”

“Don’t hold it.”

“I’m not. Fuck me. Stay right there. Please.”

She fucked me harder, her thumb faster in a rough grind right on the head of my clit, and I broke.

There was pressure first, low and enormous, my hole clamping down on the strap-on so tightly that she had to push through it. Then a hot rush shot out around the shaft, a real squirt, splashing her harness and her wrist and the open diaper and the steel under my ass. I cried out. She didn’t pull out. The next thrust drove another gush out of me, messy and loud, soaking the wet diaper all over again and running down between my cheeks onto the counter. The orgasm tore through me, long, my cunt squeezing the strap-on, my back arching up off the steel with the apron strings cutting in and my mouth open on her name.

“Mommy. Fuck. I’m squirting. Don’t stop.”

“That’s it,” she said. “That’s it.”

I came harder at her voice. Another spurt came, weaker, dribbling out around the base, and my whole pussy pulsed. She kept fucking me through it, not gently, her thumb still working, and it rolled on until my thighs jumped and I grabbed her shirt in both fists.

“Don’t pull out,” I said. “There’s another one. I can feel it.”

“So can I,” she said.

She ground in deep with the strap-on buried and rubbed my clit in short hard strokes, mean and exact, and I came again underneath her, sharper this time and almost too much, a bright crack that made me sob out a breath and clamp down so hard the strap-on barely moved. There was no big squirt that time, only a slick pulse of come leaking out around her. I was far too sensitive, my nipples screamed in the clamps, and my ass slid around on the wet diaper.

“Mommy. I’m coming. I’m coming again. Stay in. Stay inside me.”

“I’m right here.” Her mouth found my neck, hot and open, with a press of teeth. She stayed deep and started to grind, her hips rolling, her clit working against the base of the strap-on, using me to get herself there. Every grind pushed the strap-on deeper and shoved her thumb against my raw clit, and I took it, shaking, pushing up to meet her, not finished either.

“Use me,” I said into her hair. “Grind. I want to feel you come. Mommy, come on it.”

She was breathing roughly against my neck, and the calm was gone. She ground harder, the base mashed against my cunt and the strap-on as deep as it would go, her whole weight in it. I held on to her. Her hips jerked, and she made a low sound against my neck that wasn’t a word, and she came grinding against the base, shaking and pushing, locked up tight and still grinding as if she could fuck it deeper. Her mouth stayed on my neck. She said my name once, plainly. Bess. And then nothing, just her breath, and the wet sound of the strap-on seated in me while she rode out the last of it.

She gave one more deep push, and then she was done. She didn’t pull out yet. Her mouth rested warm on my neck, and my pussy fluttered around the strap-on, a little more squirt still slipping out onto the ruined diaper.

“Off,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “The clamps. Please.”

She lifted her head, pulled the bib up and took them off, left and then right, and the blood rushing back made me gasp and clench around the strap-on. Then she eased out of me slowly, and my hole fluttered, empty, leaking onto the open diaper and the steel. She looked at the slick on the strap-on, at the squirt across her counter, and at my pussy, red and open.

“Mess,” she said.

“Your mess, Mommy. I asked for harder, and you gave it to me.”

“I did.” She unbuckled the harness and set the strap-on on a towel. Then she took a clean diaper from the shelf, plain white and thick, and the wipes and the powder. She cleaned me the way she plated, wiping through the piss and the squirt and the slick, over my clit and around my hole and down between my cheeks. I flinched. She used a second wipe when the first one came up shiny, and then she powdered me, and lifted my hips, and pulled the wet diaper out from under me and slid the clean one in.

“Bin,” she said, and I heard the wet one land in it.

She brought the front up over my pussy, snug, and taped it at both hips. Afterward she laid her palm on it, checking.

“Dry,” she said. “For now.”

“For now.” The clean diaper crinkled when I let my knees fall open.

She fetched the bowl, the real dessert, just one bowl. She climbed up onto the steel beside me, my apron still tied, her shirt damp, and set the bowl between our hips.

“Fingers,” she said.

We ate it with our fingers. Cream and fruit, with a bitter note under the sweet, the one she’d asked for and I’d built. She fed me a bite off her fingers and I fed her one off mine. She licked a smear of cream off my thumb, and I went wet in the clean diaper, fast, and her hand was already on the front of it, so she felt it.

“Already?”

“You licked me.”

“Eat.”

I ate.

“The plating counter’s an inch too high,” I said, once I’d swallowed. “That’s the only thing wrong with your kitchen. Everything else is right.”

“You said you’d find something.”

“I always do,” I said, and she laughed, low and pleased, the way she had on the phone.

“Last night of the booked week,” she said.

“I know what night it is.”

“And you wore what I told you to.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She set the empty bowl aside. Her hand stayed on the front of the diaper, warm, and she left it there.

“Good girl.”

I closed my mouth. My pussy pulsed once in the clean diaper, and I stayed exactly where she’d put me.

❦

In the gray light of the morning the back door’s lock turned with its low metal sound.

Her hand was in the back pocket of my knife roll before I’d even got my shoes on straight. Two diapers, folded flat and thick and plain white, went in beside her key to the flat. She pressed the pocket flat and held the roll out to me.

All week that key had kept me upstairs, and the roll had stayed on the shelf, and I hadn’t left. Now I took it from her. The diapers made a soft weight against the knives, and the key clicked against a handle.

“Keep them in the pocket,” she said. “So you come back.”

I tucked the roll under my arm. The fresh diaper she’d taped me into at first light was on under my clothes, dry and snug, and the one I’d soaked in my sleep was already in her bin. She opened the back door, and the cool air came in, and the street outside was empty.

“Go on,” she said.

I went. The knife roll went with me, with two diapers and her key in the back pocket, and the door closed behind me with that same low metal sound.

If you want more like this, read The Diapered Woman next


Mommy Enemas Her Late-Night DJ and Rides His Cock After Sign-Off — Mommy Domme Enema and Messing ABDL

I’ve been talking to the city from one to five in the morning for nine years, and I still couldn’t tell you who most of them are. That’s the overnight. You put a record on, you say a few warm things about the man on the horn and the room he played it in, and somewhere out there a nurse is on her break, or a cab driver is parked down by the river with the engine running for the heat, or a woman who can’t sleep is lying on her back with the radio on the pillow next to her. Or nobody is. You never really find out. Some nights I liked it that way. Other nights it felt like singing down a well and waiting for the splash. Either way, not one of them knew what I had on under the desk.

The station sits at the edge of town in a two-story brick building that used to be an insurance office, and if the streetlight hits the front window right you can still read the ghost of the old gold lettering. Downstairs there’s the booth, a hallway with a filing cabinet nobody opens, and a little kitchen with a coffee maker that has outlived three owners. Upstairs there’s an apartment. For most of my years there it stood empty, and the ceiling over the booth was just a ceiling.

The booth is small, and I love it the way you love an old coat that still smells like a good winter. There’s the host chair, a big tired thing on wheels that sighs when you lean back in it. There’s the mic on its arm, and record shelves on two walls that go all the way up, the sleeves packed in so tight you have to work them out with two fingers. Somebody laid a rug on the floor years ago to soften the echo, faded red and gold, worn bald in a half-moon where the chair rolls. Over the door is the red ON AIR light, and when it’s lit the whole room seems to hold its breath with you. The door locks from the inside, and from one to five I always lock it. Nobody has ever tried to walk in on me at three in the morning, but a man should get one room in the world where nobody walks in on him.

I got the overnight because nobody else wanted it. The man who owned the station back then smoked cigars in the hallway and called everybody pal, and when I asked him for the hours he laughed so hard he had to put his cigar down. “One to five? Pal, you can have them for life.” So I made him write it down. I’d saved some money tending bar, and I bought the overnight outright on a long contract, the kind that says the hours are mine to fill however I like, my show, my records, my name on it. He took my check and shook my hand and sold the whole station two years later anyway. The next owner sold it again. Through all of it my contract sat in that filing cabinet in the hallway like a cat that won’t leave with the old tenants. Owners came and went. The overnight stayed mine.

Then Loretta bought the place.

I met her at ten past five on a Tuesday morning, which is not an hour anyone should be met at. I’d signed off and was carrying my bag out through the hallway when the front door opened and a woman came in backward, pushing it with her hip, a box of books in her arms. She had dark hair going silver at the temples, pinned up loose like she’d done it without a mirror, a pair of reading glasses on a chain around her neck, and a long gray cardigan over a skirt. She looked like a woman who’d decided the weather was her own business.

“You must be the voice,” she said.

“I’m Jonah,” I said. “The voice comes and goes.”

She laughed, low, down in her chest, the kind of laugh you’d want to put right after a slow ballad if you could get it on a record. “Loretta. I bought this place, God help me, and I’m moving in upstairs.” She shifted the box onto her other hip. “I read your contract last week. Whoever wrote it didn’t leave me a single crack to get my fingernails into.”

“I wrote it,” I said. “Mostly with a dictionary and a lot of coffee.”

“Well, it’s a good one. The overnight’s yours. I wouldn’t know what to do with it anyway.” She looked at me over the box a second longer than she needed to. “If I walk around too loud up there, bang on the ceiling.”

“It’s a high ceiling.”

“Then throw a record at it,” she said, and she went up the stairs with her books, and I stood in the hallway with my bag over my shoulder and listened to her climb all the way to the top.

After that she was part of the building, like the radiator. She left notes on the corkboard in the kitchen, always by hand, always in blue ink, in a slanted looping writing that looked like it had all the time in the world. The roof man comes Thursday, don’t let him tell you the gutters are fine. L. Somebody keeps buying the bad coffee, I’m not naming names. L. I’d stand at the coffee maker at midnight and read her notes twice, the way you’d read a postcard, even though they were about gutters.

She started bringing the listener mail down herself, too. It used to pile up in a shoebox by the front door for a week until somebody remembered it. Now it was waiting on the desk by the mic when I came in, squared up, a rubber band around it, and every so often a note tucked under the band. This one’s sweet. Or: This one wants the sad trumpet again, give the man his trumpet.

And some nights I could hear her. The building is old and the floors talk. Around two, now and then, a slow creak crossed the ceiling over the booth from one side to the other and stopped, and I’d think, she’s up. Then I’d think, she’s up and the radio’s on, and without deciding to I’d talk a little slower into the mic.

There’s something else about the booth, and I’d better tell it the way it happened to me, which was slowly.

It started the winter I was twenty-six, the first winter I lived alone, in one room over a laundromat where the floor stayed warm from the dryers all night. I’d come home from the overnight at dawn too wired to sleep and walk to the all-night drugstore for something to do, and one morning I stood in the aisle with the adult diapers longer than a man buying toothpaste has any reason to. I couldn’t have told you why. I only knew that something in my stomach went tight and warm at the sight of those plain white packages, and I went home without one and thought about them for a week. The next time I bought a pack, with coffee filters and a toothbrush on top of it so it looked like groceries, and I carried it up the stairs like it was ticking.

The first night I wore one, I lay on my back on the mattress with the dryers thumping below me and didn’t move for a long time. It was thick and warm and it crinkled every time I breathed, and I felt held in a way I hadn’t felt by anything in years. I lay there and let myself wet it, slowly, on purpose, and the heat spread out under me, and I got so hard so fast it scared me. I came with my hand pressed flat over the front of the diaper, and afterward I lay in the warm mess of it feeling ashamed and better than I had in months, both at once. Neither feeling ever cancelled the other out. They still don’t.

The booth came later. I told myself I’d only wear one on the long cold nights, and then the long nights turned into all of them. I keep a bag under the host chair while I work, a canvas thing that looks like it holds records and goes home over my shoulder every morning: thick adult diapers, wipes, a tin of powder. At one o’clock, before the show, I change in the little bathroom off the hallway and powder up and pull my corduroys on over all of it. I wear wide-wale corduroys, loose in the seat, and nobody has ever looked twice. Then I lock the booth and the red light comes on, and I’m Jonah, the slow warm voice of the overnight, padded thick under the desk where only the chair knows.

The long records were made for it. That’s the only way I can put it. A slow side running a good long while, the mic off, the city getting the horns and the brushes and none of me, and I’d sit back in the host chair and let go. I never touched myself during the show. I just wet, slow, and let the diaper take it, and sat in the warm weight of it through the next break with my voice easy and steady, and nobody knew. Seven years of nobody knowing. I talked to the whole city every night and never really believed anybody was listening that closely.

Loretta changed that, though she didn’t do a thing.

I turned thirty-three last month, on a Tuesday, and because it was half past three and the record had been a sad one, I told the city about it between two ballads. “It’s my birthday,” I said, “for the four of you still up. Thirty-three. Don’t send anything, I wouldn’t know what to do with it.” It was a dumb thing to say. I said it anyway, and laughed at myself, and played the next one.

The next morning at five she was in the hallway in her cardigan, holding two paper cups of coffee from the pot she kept upstairs, and she handed me one.

“You said a number on the air the other night,” she said.

I felt my face warm. “You were up.”

“I’m always up.” She blew on her coffee. “You sounded older at three o’clock than you do in the hallway.”

“Everybody sounds older at three o’clock.”

“Not everybody.” She smiled with one corner of her mouth, and her eyes stayed on mine a beat too long, and then she went back up the stairs. I stood there with the cup burning my hand and my corduroys over a diaper I’d wet two hours before, and it felt like she’d looked straight through the cloth.

Then came the night of the crinkle.

It was a little after three. A record had just ended and I’d switched the mic on to do the weather, and I leaned over for the next sleeve on the low shelf, and the diaper under my corduroys made a sound. Not a whisper, either. A good loud crinkle of soaked plastic, right there in front of the open mic. I froze with my hand on the shelf. The clock over the door said twelve past three. I finished the weather in a voice I didn’t recognize, put the record on, switched the mic off, and sat there in a cold sweat staring at the studio phone, waiting for it to light up.

It didn’t. Nothing happened at all. But above me the ceiling creaked once, right over the host chair, and then went still, the way a person goes still when they’ve stopped walking to listen.

I didn’t wear one the next night. I made it all the way to the parking lot without the bag, and then I sat in the car with the engine running and my hands on the wheel, and I went back up to my apartment and got it. That’s how it always went with me. I’d tell myself no and mean it, and then I’d do it anyway.

After that it got worse, which is to say better. I started picking longer records. I stopped changing at five and drove home wet, sitting in it at the red lights with my heart going. When I signed off I started saying goodnight to the ceiling instead of the city. And when I passed Loretta in the hallway, with her glasses on the chain and her slow way of looking at a person, I’d feel the diaper under my clothes like it was lit up.

The morning it all came loose in my head was a Thursday. She was in the hallway again at five with her coffee, and she said, “Drive careful, Jonah,” and her eyes dropped, just for a second, to the bag on my shoulder. That was all. I drove home with my pulse in my ears.

At home I pulled the blinds against the sun, because I sleep days and the light is my enemy, and I stood in my bedroom in a soaked diaper and told myself to take it off, shower, and go to bed like a grown man with a job. I opened the tapes. Then I taped a fresh one on instead, thick and dry, and lay down on top of the covers with the blinds glowing at the edges.

I closed my eyes and let her walk into the booth.

In my head the light had just gone dark, and she came in with her glasses on the chain and turned the lock behind her without asking, the little bolt going home with that small metal sound. She didn’t say anything at first. She just looked at my lap, at the way I sat wide in the chair. Then she put her hand on my knee and said, in that low unhurried voice, “Let me check you,” and I lay there on my own bed and wet the fresh diaper so hard and so fast it took my breath away.

The heat spread under me and up the front, and I was already hard in it, my cock pushing at the soaked padding. I pressed my palm on the front and rubbed, slow, the way I pictured her doing it, two fingers first, checking how wet I was, and then her whole hand. In my head she was kneeling on the booth rug with her skirt tucked under her and her glasses swinging, and she was saying, “You soaked it on the long record, didn’t you,” and I was saying yes. I said it out loud to my empty bedroom. Yes. My hips came up off the bed into my own hand.

There was a word I wanted to call her, and I wouldn’t let myself have it, not even in my head. I could feel it right behind my teeth, and it made my face burn just to come near it. So I called her by her name instead, Loretta, quiet, into the pillow, and I imagined her opening the tapes and looking at me, wet and hard and found out, and not laughing. Just looking, the way she’d looked at me over the coffee. I imagined her hand closing around my cock, warm and dry and sure, and I rubbed harder through the soaked front, the plastic crackling under my palm, the wet padding dragging over the head of my cock with every stroke.

“Please,” I said to nobody.

In my head she said, “Not yet,” and I stopped, shaking, my hand pressed flat and my cock jumping under it, and I held there as long as I could stand it. Then in my head she said, “Now,” and I came. It came up hard from my balls and I spilled into the diaper in thick pulses, groaning into my own shoulder, grinding the heel of my hand down on the wet front until there was nothing left in me. Afterward I lay in the warm mess of it with the blinds glowing and my heart going, and the shame came down over me like it always did, a clean heavy sheet. Nine years on the radio, and here I was coming in a diaper over the woman who owned the building I worked in. She didn’t own a single minute of my show, though. That was the part that made it worse. Nothing made me need her. I just did.

I slept in it. I woke up at dusk sticky and stupid and certain I’d never be able to look her in the eye again, and I showered and ate eggs standing up at the counter, and at half past midnight I drove to the station anyway.

The hallway was dark. Her light was on upstairs. There was a new note on the corkboard about the furnace, and on the desk by the mic the listener mail was waiting, squared up under its rubber band, a little thicker than usual. There was no note tucked on top of it that night. I didn’t think anything of it.

At one I changed in the little bathroom and powdered up and pulled my corduroys on, and the diaper settled thick and dry between my legs. I locked the booth. The red light came on over the door. I said good evening to the city and played the first record and talked about the drummer, and the first two hours went by the way they always do, slow and warm and mine.

At three I reached for the long one, the slow side with the tenor sax that runs longer than most people’s patience. I set it going, switched off the mic, and sat back in the host chair. Somewhere over my head a floorboard creaked and settled. I let my thighs fall open, and I waited for my body to do what it did every night.

❦

The long record was still going, the mic was off, and the red ON AIR light sat lit over the door like a little sun that never warmed anything. I shifted in the host chair and the diaper under my corduroys crinkled, loud in a room with nobody else in it.

It started low, a heat in my belly while the sax took its second long run at the melody, and then came the give, and then I was wetting in a slow push I didn’t fight. It was warm on my cock first and then on my balls, and then it spread out through the thick padding until the front went soft and heavy and the plastic warmed against my thighs. I let it. I always let it on the long ones. Out there the city thought I was sitting back with a good record, and in here I was pissing into a diaper the way I did every night in this chair. When I rolled my hips the plastic rustled under the corduroy, a dry little sound laid over a wet one.

The mail sat stacked by the mic under its rubber band, and I pulled it toward me because my hands wanted something to do that wasn’t my lap. The top envelope had no return address and no name, just the station, the word overnight, and my name, in a careful upright hand I didn’t know. I slit the envelope with my thumbnail and read the letter under the red light.

It described a man. A man who read the listener mail padded under his clothes, who wet during the long records with the mic off, and who once, at twelve past three in the morning, had crinkled loud enough to be heard.

I read it twice. My cock twitched hard against the soaked front of the diaper. For one wild second I thought of the creak in the ceiling that night, and then I told myself not to be ridiculous, because her notes were all loops and slant and this hand stood up straight like a fence. The last line was set apart from the rest.

You told the whole city you turned thirty-three last month. Happy birthday, sweetheart.

I’d said it on the air between two ballads, stupid and warm. Now it was in ink, in the hand of somebody who had been close enough to hear plastic move.

I got harder in the wet padding and didn’t touch it. I set the letter down by the mic arm and tried to breathe like a man with two hours of jazz still to get through.

I did my breaks the way I always do, low and easy, talking about the drummer, and under the desk my cock stayed thick in the wet diaper. Every time I leaned for a sleeve it crinkled under the music. Sweetheart. I didn’t touch the letter again until the clock said it was nearly five.

Nine years I’d talked into that mic believing nobody was really listening. Somebody was.

My hands were shaking when I let the last track fade under my own voice.

“That’s the night,” I said into the mic. “I’m Jonah, and you’ve been with me since one. The morning feed takes it from here. Go easy out there.”

I flipped the switch. The red light went dark, and the morning feed came up in the hall speaker, some bright voice selling coffee to people who had actually slept. The booth went ordinary again, my paper cup gone cold beside the mic. I reached over and turned the bolt back, the way I do every morning when the light goes out, because once the show is over the room isn’t mine to lock anymore.

The door opened before I had the headphones off.

Loretta came in like she lived there, which, in fairness, she did, one floor up. Reading glasses on the chain, a dark skirt, the gray cardigan, and that low laugh already in her somewhere, waiting for a reason.

“That letter’s mine,” she said, before she was even around the chair. “I printed it in capitals so you wouldn’t know my hand. I’m forty-seven years old, Jonah, and I’ve listened to every one of your shows since the week I moved in.”

I looked at the page by the mic. My cock, still half hard in the wet diaper, jumped like it had been called on.

“You listened,” I said.

“Every night.” She picked up the letter and held it where I could see my own birthday in her writing. “Thirty-three. You said it like you were apologizing for it. I’m up there with my glasses on and the radio going, and I know when you shift in that chair. I know about twelve past three. That one didn’t come through the radio, sweetheart. It came through the floor.”

My face went hot. I couldn’t stand up without the crinkle giving me away worse than the letter already had, so I sat there in it.

She set a fresh paper cup beside my hand, coffee from the pot she kept upstairs, steam still coming off it. “Drink that,” she said. “You’re sober, and I want you that way for this.”

I drank. It steadied my mouth, if not my lap.

“Now listen to me,” she said. “The overnight is yours. One to five, your contract, signed long before I ever bought this building. I can’t touch it, and I wouldn’t if I could. You say no to me tonight and it stays yours, I go back up those stairs, and we never do this. Nothing changes.”

“Never do what?”

She looked at the way I was sitting, wide because the padding was thick, and then back up at my face. “Be your Mommy.”

The word landed in my stomach and in my cock at the same time. I laughed once, short, because I didn’t have any other sound ready. It was the word I’d kept behind my teeth all those mornings with the blinds down.

“Mommy,” I said.

“If you want it.” She didn’t smile big. She waited, her glasses resting against her chest on the chain. “And before anything happens, I’m giving you a word. You keep it. You say it and I stop that minute. Hands off, door unlocked, and your show stays yours under your own contract. Nobody puts a price on any of it. Do you hear me?”

“I hear you.”

“The word is static.”

I turned the cup in my hands. The building was empty the way it always was after five, just the two of us and the smell of coffee.

“Static,” I said, so I’d know I had it.

“Do you want this? Say it out loud, with that cup in your hand.”

I looked at the steam, and then at her. “Yes.”

She nodded once, like I’d read the weather clean. Then her hand came down on my knee, warm through the corduroy, and stayed there.

“Let me check you,” she said.

“Not with the door open.” It came out fast. My cock was hard again under the wet bulk, and there was no hiding it.

She didn’t argue. She walked to the door and turned the lock, and the bolt caught with a small metal click that I felt in my back teeth. For nine years that lock had only meant nobody walked in on a live break. Now it meant she’d heard what I asked for and done it.

She pointed at the worn rug between the chair and the shelves. “Down there, please.”

Static sat on my tongue with the taste of the coffee. I didn’t say it. I set the cup down and stood up, and the diaper crinkled so loud in the locked booth that I shut my eyes for a second. Then I lay down on my back on the rug, because she was already crouching beside it with her skirt tucked under her, waiting like she had all morning and I was the only thing on her list.

“Corduroys,” she said.

I opened them and pushed the soft cloth down my hips. The diaper showed, thick and yellowed at the front from the long record, the plastic shiny where I’d shifted, and my cock made a hard ridge under it. She looked at all of it and didn’t hurry.

“You soaked it on the ballad,” she said. “And you were hard when you read my letter, weren’t you? I’d like to hear you say it.”

“I was hard,” I said. “I’m hard now.”

Her hand hovered over the front of the diaper without touching. “Here?”

“Here. Yes.”

She laid two fingers on the front and pressed the wet padding against the head of my cock. The squish of it was awful and wonderful at once, and warm piss welled up around her fingers. She pressed again here and there, checking how far I’d gone.

“Full,” she said. “But you’re not leaking on my rug, so that’s something. Tell me what I’m touching.”

“My diaper. It’s soaked. My cock’s right under your fingers.”

“And what did you do in it?”

“I pissed in it. On the long record, with the mic off. Slow. I let it all go.”

“I know you did.” She peeled the tapes, left side and then right, the plastic lifting off my skin with a tacky little sound, and folded the front down. Cool air hit my cock and balls and the damp hair around them. My cock stood up out of the open diaper, flushed and hard, a clear drop already at the tip and my balls drawn up tight underneath. The padding under my ass was sodden. I could smell myself, piss and skin and the powder I’d put on at one.

She reached into the bag under the host chair without having to look for it, because of course she knew where it was, and came back with a wipe and the powder tin.

“Hold still for me.”

The wipe was cold. She cleaned the head of my cock first in slow circles, then down the shaft, then under my balls, lifting them to get into the crease, then the insides of my thighs where the wet had crept. When she went down toward my ass, just into the crease, I jerked.

“Easy,” she said. “I’m not going in there yet. And you’re still hard.”

“Yeah.”

She dropped the wipe into the open diaper, shook powder into her palm, and worked it between her fingers until her hand was white and soft. “You piss on the long records with the mic off,” she said, “and you think the building’s empty. It isn’t empty upstairs. What did you think that letter was?”

“I didn’t let myself think it was you.”

“I know you didn’t.” Her powdered hand closed around my cock.

I made a sound I would never put on the radio. She stroked once from the root to the head, the powder slick and dry at the same time, catching on my skin and then going smooth, and my hips came up off the rug. The open diaper crinkled under my ass, cold wet plastic against hot skin, and my cock leaked onto her knuckles.

“Stay put,” she said, and stroked again, as unhurried as the way she talked. “You don’t come until I tell you.”

She twisted her wrist at the top and my breath fell apart, and she watched my balls pull up when she squeezed the base.

“You asked for the lock, and I turned it,” she said. “You’ve still got your word. Do you want to say it?”

“No.”

“Then ask me for what you want. Out loud.”

“Stroke me.” My voice cracked right down the middle. “Mommy. Please. I’m close already. I was close when you walked in.”

“I saw.” She kept on, steady and not fast, her other hand flat on my stomach so I couldn’t chase her. The powder made a soft rasp. I leaked and she spread it with the powder until her fist was warm and slick and white. “Look at you. You read one letter and got hard in a wet diaper and sat on it for two hours, and now you don’t have a secret anymore. So tell me what you did.”

“I wet. On the air, with the mic off. I wet the diaper and got hard, and then I read your letter and got harder.”

That nearly finished me. She felt my cock jump in her fist and slowed right down until I was shaking and not spilling, my balls aching, the head of my cock dark against her white hand. A string of clear wet stretched from the slit to her thumb, and she smeared it back down the shaft.

“Not yet, sweetheart.”

“Mommy.”

“Hands on the rug.”

I put them back. She pumped me in long pulls from base to head with her thumb riding the underside, and the powder and my own leaking made a wet sound that filled the booth louder than the hall speaker. The open diaper cupped my ass and crinkled every time my hips jerked. She leaned over me with her glasses swinging on their chain and watched my cock disappear into her fist and come back out shining.

“You’re going to come in it,” she said. “In the diaper you pissed in, on my hand, and you’re going to call me what you just called me. Where’s it going?”

“In the diaper. On your hand. Mommy, I’m right there.”

“Say it again when it hits.”

She tightened her grip and went faster, still calm, still not raising her voice, just her hand doing all the work. Heat crawled up from my balls. I tried to warn her and it came out as a groan. The first spurt hit her wrist and the folded front of the diaper, thick and hot, and she kept stroking right through it. I came hard, hips bucking, my cock pulsing in her powdered fist, cum striping my stomach and the wet padding and her fingers, the smell of it mixing with the piss.

“Mommy,” I said. “Mommy, I’m coming, fuck, Mommy.”

“I see you.” She milked me down slower, pulling the last of it out onto the diaper, her palm smeared with powder and cum. “There. All of it. Look at the mess you made, piss and cum in the same diaper. You needed that worse than the coffee.”

My cock gave one more weak pulse, spent and tender, and I hissed when she held it. I lay there breathing like I’d run up the stairs.

She cleaned her hand and then me, gentle on the head where I flinched, until the cum and powder and the last of the piss were gone, and she dropped each wipe into the open diaper and rolled the whole thing up, tapes and all.

From the bag she shook out a fresh one and slid it under my hips when I lifted for her, and she dusted powder over my cock and balls, her fingers quick and sure. Then she brought the front up, tucked my softening cock down into the clean padding, and taped me in, snug on both sides. The new diaper crinkled dry and loud.

“Better,” she said. “Now stand up. Leave the corduroys down. I want to see it.”

I got up on shaky legs, and she sat down in the host chair like it was hers for the next ten minutes, which I suppose it was. She pulled her skirt up and let her knees fall apart. She wasn’t wearing anything under it. Her cunt was right there in the low light of the booth, the dark hair trimmed short, already wet, the lips parted a little from watching me come. I could see her clit. I could see the shine on the inside of her thigh, and I licked my lip before I knew I was doing it.

She rested one hand on the mic arm, the mic swung away and switched off, and pointed at the rug between her feet with the other.

“Kneel.”

I knelt. The diaper crinkled under me, loud against my heels, and my face was level with her. She smelled like skin and heat, not perfume.

“You licked your lip,” she said. “So do it for real. Slow. I come when I come, and you don’t stop till I say. Hands on my knees, not on yourself, and that diaper stays taped.”

I set my palms on her knees and leaned in and put my mouth on her, flat at first, just tasting her, salt and slick, and then I found her clit with the tip of my tongue and stayed there. She breathed out through her nose. Her hand tightened on the mic arm, and the chair creaked the way it does when I lean back during a long one.

I licked her the way she’d stroked me, not fast, long passes over her cunt and then small ones on her clit, and then lower, my nose in her hair and my tongue pushing in a little so I could feel her clench. She was soaked, and it coated my mouth. I swallowed and went back to her clit and circled it until her thigh jumped under my hand.

“There,” she said. “Stay on that. Hear how wet I am? That’s you. A grown man on his knees in a clean diaper with his mouth on me, in the same chair he talks to the city from. Look up.”

I looked up. Her face was calm and a little flushed, and she watched me like she was checking a level.

“Flat tongue, and don’t get clever. What do you taste?”

I pulled back just far enough to answer, my chin wet. “You. Salt. You’re soaked, and your clit’s hard.”

“Back down.”

I went back down, flat and slow, pressing on her clit and then sucking it gently until her hips rolled once toward my mouth. When I shifted closer the diaper crinkled, and my cock stirred in the clean padding, already interested again, thickening against the powder until the front tented. She saw my hips move and smiled with just her mouth.

“Getting hard in the new one already. Of course you are. Do you want your cock out?”

“Yes.”

“No. It stays right where it is. Lick.”

I sucked her clit, gentle and then firmer, and slid two fingers along her, not in, just along the wet, until she said, “Inside. Two. Slow.”

I pushed two fingers into her, hot and tight, and curled them while my tongue worked her clit in short licks. Her breathing changed, not louder, just deeper. The mic arm clicked when her grip shifted. Her other hand came down on the back of my head, not shoving, only holding me where she wanted me, and I could hear how wet she was every time my fingers moved.

“You sat wet in this chair all night,” she said, her voice still low, “and now you’re eating me in it. Tell me what you’re doing. Don’t stop your hand.”

I lifted my mouth just enough to talk, fingers still in her, chin dripping. “I’m licking your clit. I’m fucking you with my fingers. I’m on my knees in a diaper, and my cock’s hard in it. Mommy.”

“Back down. Faster now. Don’t you get shy on me.”

She was close. I could feel it in the flutter around my fingers and the way her heel dug into the rug. I licked faster and messier, spit and her wet all over my mouth, my tongue merciless on her clit, because her hand had tightened in my hair and that was all the instruction I needed. She rocked against my face once, twice, and a low sound came out of her that was almost her laugh. Then her cunt gripped my fingers in long pulses and her hips jerked and she held my head right there and rode it out. Wet flooded my tongue. Her thigh shook against my ear. I kept licking through the clench and the shaking and the small broken breaths until the pulses eased and her hand loosened in my hair.

I didn’t stop until she said, “Enough.”

I sat back on my heels with my mouth slick and my cock hard again in the fresh diaper, the plastic loud every time I breathed. She only looked wrecked in the eyes. Her skirt was still up and her hand was still on the mic arm, like she’d been about to start a record. A string of her wet clung to my lip, and I didn’t wipe it off.

She reached down and pressed her palm flat over the bulge in my diaper, once, without stroking. I hissed. My cock throbbed against her hand and I didn’t grind into it. I waited.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “After sign-off. You climb the stairs.”

I nodded. Static was still in my mouth, unused. The lock was still turned and the red light over the door was still dark. She kept her palm there a second longer, feeling how hard I was, and then took it away, and I stayed on my knees on the booth rug with her taste on my tongue, and I didn’t say no.

❦

The studio phone lit up at two. The little square by the mic arm went white in the dim booth while a record was running with the mic off, and I already had the next sleeve in my hand. The red light burned over the door and the lock was turned. Under my corduroys the diaper was thick and dry, and my cock was lifting in it from nothing but the sight of that light on the phone.

“Booth,” I said.

“The next long one.” Loretta’s voice was low, like she was standing right behind my shoulder. “Wet for me. Mic off.”

“I’m on the air,” I said, which was a stupid thing to tell the woman who had listened to every minute of it.

“I know what time it is, sweetheart. Is the door locked?”

“Yes.”

“Say it properly.”

“The door’s locked.”

My cock filled hard against the dry padding, fast and foolish, the head caught up in the thick front.

“Put the long one on,” she said. “Switch off the mic. Then you wet, all of it. I want that diaper heavy when you come up my stairs. Are you hard?”

I shut my eyes. The red light stayed red through my eyelids. “Yes.”

“Of course you are. I can hear it in your breathing. Play the record, and don’t you dare hold it.”

She hung up.

On the air every choice was mine. Every record, every word, when to talk and when to let a song breathe. And here was a woman on the phone telling me when to piss, and my hands were shaking with how badly I wanted to do it.

I set the needle on a slow one, the kind that goes on and on if you let it, and the speakers took it. I checked the mic twice. It was off. The city got the horns and the bass and none of me.

I sat back in the host chair. The diaper crinkled once, dry and loud under the corduroys, my balls sitting low in the seat of it and my cock straining the front.

“All of it,” I said to the empty booth, because one night with her had taught me to answer out loud, and the habit was already in me.

I let my thighs fall open and let go.

It didn’t come all at once. First there was a push I didn’t finish, and then the give, warm and sudden at the tip of my cock, spreading through the padding in a slow fan, hot right where I was hardest. The front went soft and heavy at the same time and the warmth climbed around my balls. I kept my hands on the arms of the chair and didn’t touch myself, because she hadn’t said I could.

Then more came, a long steady push, and it filled the diaper until it swelled between my thighs and started to sag. The leg cuffs held. The back stayed dry for a second, and then the wet found it too, a slow soak under my ass. When I shifted, the sound was wet now instead of the dry crinkle from before the phone rang. My cock stayed hard in the middle of all of it, the piss running around the shaft and the padding packing tighter against me, hot and heavy and filthy.

I went until there was nothing left. My belly went soft. The diaper didn’t. It hung full under the corduroys, a warm weight I couldn’t see and could feel all the way down to my knees. I sat in it and listened to the record play out its last quiet minutes, hard the whole time, sitting in what I’d done because she’d asked and I’d said yes.

I didn’t touch the phone. She’d know. She always knew.

When the record ended I let a shorter one play, something with a singer so I wouldn’t have to sell it, and I kept the mic off until I trusted my voice. When I finally came back on I sounded like a man who hadn’t just emptied his bladder into a diaper in the host chair. The city got the weather from me and none of the truth. I stayed hard under the desk until the wet cooled and its weight was the only fact in the room, and every time I leaned for a sleeve the diaper spoke up, so I stopped leaning.

At five I signed off the way I always do, slow and warm. The light over the door went dark, the morning feed came up in the hall, a man somewhere else talking like the day had started clean, and I took off the headphones and unlocked the door. When I stood, the soaked diaper dropped heavy between my legs and slapped wet against my thighs, my cock still thick in the mess.

The back stairs are narrow and lit by one bulb she leaves on. On every step the diaper crinkled under the corduroys, soaked and loud, a wet paper sound, and I had to walk with my legs a little apart because of the bulk swinging between them. The piss that had cooled in the chair warmed up again against my skin as I climbed. Halfway up I stopped with a hand on the wall, because my cock had thickened all over again, trapped sideways in the wet front, and I knew that if she was listening at the door the next step would give me away.

She was listening. Her door was open a crack, the light inside turned low, and I could smell her soap and the coffee pot already going.

“Shoes off,” she said through the gap. “Then come in.”

I toed them off on the landing, and the diaper made its noise when I bent over. She heard it. I could tell by the way her mouth stayed so calm when I came in.

She was wearing a thin nightgown with the hem at her knees and her reading glasses on the chain against her chest. The bed was turned down, and there was a pen on the nightstand. She didn’t make a speech. She just pointed at the bed.

“On your back.”

I lay down, and the soaked diaper spread under me, cold at the edges and hot where my cock pressed into it. She opened my belt and worked the corduroys down my hips, and the diaper came out into the lamplight, thick and swollen, the front dark and heavy, the tapes pulled a little crooked from the walk up. My cock made a ridge in it. I could smell myself, piss and heat and the powder I’d put on at one, back when I was still dry.

“Not yet,” I said. “Let me change first.”

“Change first, stay in it, or static,” she said. “Your call, sweetheart. Any of the three is fine with me.”

The choice sat there between us, as plain as a light switch. “I stay in it, Mommy.”

Her palm came down flat on the wet front and pressed. The warm padding mashed against my cock and balls and I jerked, hips up into her hand. She held the press without rubbing, just laying her hand there to feel what I’d done for her.

“Your cock’s hard in a diaper you filled because I told you to,” she said. “What is it?”

“A diaper.” My voice came out rough. “Soaked. I pissed in it, all of it, on the air with the mic off.”

My cock kicked under her palm. I hated how fast that happened, and I didn’t move her hand.

“You wanted to change before I touched you,” she said, “and then you chose to stay in it. Still yes?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She took her hand away, and the wet front held the shape of her palm for a second before it sagged. Then she climbed onto the bed and put a knee on either side of my ribs and looked down at me, glasses on, nightgown still down.

“Hands on the sheet,” she said. “You don’t grab. You use your mouth when I put it on you. If it’s ever too much, you know the word.”

“I know it.”

She lifted the nightgown slowly, past her thighs and her hips and up to her waist. There was nothing under it. I saw her the way I’d only ever pictured her, sure of herself, the dark hair, the soft curve of her belly, her cunt already a little open and shining. She swung a knee over my head, and her thighs came down on either side of my face, and the nightgown fell over my eyes until she gathered it in one fist so we could see each other.

“Open.”

I opened my mouth, and she sat.

Not all her weight, just enough. Her cunt met my mouth, hot and slick, the taste of her sudden after the smell of my own wet diaper, and I found her clit with my tongue because that was what she’d put there for me. She made a low sound, not a laugh, just the sound of a woman who’d been waiting since two in the morning.

“There,” she said. “Slow. Don’t you rush me. You stayed hard in that wet diaper the whole rest of the show. You can stay useful with your mouth.”

I licked with the flat of my tongue and then the tip, slow, the way she wanted. Her thighs tightened on my ears and the booth and the red light went away. There was only her taste, salt and skin, and the wet heat of her, and under my hips the soaked diaper, heavy, my cock throbbing in it with nowhere to go.

Then her hand found me.

She didn’t open the tapes. She worked my cock right through the soaked diaper, her fingers closing around the thick wet front and squeezing the shaft where the padding held it, warm wet cloth dragging over the head. I groaned into her cunt, and she pressed down a little harder so the sound went into her.

“That’s it,” she said. “Lift your hips if you need to. Just don’t stop that tongue.”

I lifted into her hand. The diaper squelched. She stroked me through it in slow pulls, my cock sliding inside the soaked front while her palm rode the outside, every stroke mashing the wet against me. When she reached lower she caught my balls under the same hand, heavy and tender in the piss I’d let go in the chair.

“Tell me what I’m doing,” she said.

I had to pull my mouth off her to answer, and she didn’t allow me long. “Your hand’s on my cock through the diaper. It’s soaked, and I’m...”

“Back on me.”

I put my mouth back on her clit. She rolled her hips in a slow ride, using my tongue and my lips, her wet smearing my chin and nose. I breathed when she lifted and lost the air when she sat. I licked the way a long record runs, no hurry, the same place over and over, until her thigh jumped.

She stroked harder. The wet padding made a soft filthy sound with every pull, and my cock got so hard it hurt, and I pushed up into her hand, and she let me. Her other hand stayed fisted in the nightgown. She looked down past her own body at my mouth and the mess between my legs, and she never once raised her voice.

“You picked this,” she said. “My hand, my cunt on your mouth, and that diaper staying on. Say it into me.”

“Mommy,” I said into her, muffled against her clit, and I felt her shiver.

“Again.”

“Mommy.”

She rode slower after that, grinding instead of bouncing, making me keep my tongue wide while she took what she wanted. She was getting wetter. It ran over my lip and onto my tongue, slick over the salt. When I sucked her clit I felt her clench, a small pull against my mouth, and she said my name once, low, like she was making a note of it.

“Jonah. Right there. Don’t get fancy.”

I didn’t. I sucked soft and then firmer when her hips told me to, and her hand on the diaper never lost its rhythm, stroke and squeeze and her thumb pressing the head through the wet padding until I saw white behind my eyes. I was going to come and she wasn’t there yet, and I tried to hold on, because I knew in my body before she said a word that she came first.

“Not yet,” she said, feeling the jump. She eased her fist and kept it wrapped around me without moving. “You wait, and your mouth keeps working. You come in that diaper when I say so.”

“Yes, Mommy,” I said against her, wet and helpless.

She started moving again, longer and deeper, her weight settling heavier when she leaned, and I took it, flat on her bed with her nightgown in her fist and my cock leaking into a diaper I’d already filled. The smell of it rose when she squeezed. She didn’t wrinkle her nose. She used it. Every time I pushed up she met me with that hand and made the padding drag.

Her breath went shorter. The calm in her voice thinned without breaking.

“Suck,” she said. “Steady.”

I sucked her clit and held it, flicking my tongue under the suction the way her hips asked without any words. Her thighs shook against my ears. She ground down in a slow hard circle, and her hand clamped on my cock through the diaper and just held it, hard and trapped, while she took her pleasure off my mouth.

She came like that, quietly. There was a low sound in her throat and her cunt pulsed on my tongue and a rush of wet ran over my mouth and chin. She didn’t lift off to be pretty about it. She rode it out with a few more slow rocks, using my mouth until the shaking left her thighs, and her hand stayed locked on the soaked front the whole time so I couldn’t forget I hadn’t been allowed yet.

“Mommy,” I said into the mess of her, because it was the only word I had left.

“I know.” Her voice was already steady again. She lifted just enough to let me breathe and looked down at her wet all over my face, and her mouth did the small thing it does when she’s pleased and not going to make a speech about it. “You did that right. Now you.”

Her hand started moving in long firm strokes through the diaper, the wet padding sliding over my cock from root to head, and I pushed up into every one of them. The bed made its old sound. My balls drew up in the soaked seat. She kept her cunt close, not sitting, just there, and I mouthed at her without being told, sloppy and grateful, while she jerked me off in the diaper I’d chosen to stay in.

“Look at you,” she said. “Hips up, cock so hard the diaper can’t hide it. You wet it all for me at two o’clock, and now you’re going to come in the same one. Where?”

“In the diaper,” I got out. “Mommy, I’m close. In the diaper...”

“Yes. Go on.”

She stroked faster. The wet sound got sharper and the head of my cock dragged through heat and soaked cloth, and I couldn’t hold it. My hips came off the bed and stayed there. I came in hard pulses into the front of the diaper, hot on hot, mixing with the piss already in it, and she kept working me through all of it, milking every spurt into that swollen front while I groaned against her cunt and said Mommy again.

It went on longer than I could stand, and she didn’t stop until my hips dropped and my cock twitched empty in the mess. She gave me one last slow squeeze and felt the wet heat of it through the padding.

“There,” she said. “Full and wet, and mine.”

She swung off my face and the nightgown dropped. She didn’t wipe my mouth. She looked at me for a second, her glasses crooked on the chain, and laid her palm flat on the diaper one more time, the way she had in the booth.

“You stay in it,” she said. “Sleep. I’ll know if you sneak off to change.”

“I won’t.”

“I know you won’t.”

She pulled the covers up over the corduroys tangled at my knees and the soaked diaper and the rest of me, and the weight of the blanket pressed the wet into my groin, and I was too far gone to care. Her hand rested on my chest until my breathing slowed. Then I heard the pen on the nightstand, a short scratch on paper. The morning feed was a rumor through the floor, somebody else’s hours now. I fell asleep in the wet under her covers with her taste drying on my mouth. Up here I didn’t even get to decide when I was changed, and I don’t think I’d ever slept that well in my life.

I woke on my own, and she was already sitting on the edge of the bed. Daylight showed through the crack in the curtains. My cock was half hard again in the cold soaked diaper.

“Change?” she said.

“Yes,” I said, and she peeled one tape back, slow, checking. The sound of it leaving the plastic was small and final.

On the nightstand, where the pen had been, there was a card in her handwriting, and I could read it from the pillow.

Sunday, your night off. Skip dinner.

❦

The enema bag hung warm from the shower rail, fat with water, its tube curled up so the nozzle wouldn’t drip. Towels covered the bathroom floor two thick from the tub to the door. I’d climbed her stairs in my corduroys on an empty stomach, because her card had said skip dinner, and I had.

“Clothes off,” Loretta said.

I pushed the corduroys down and pulled my shirt over my head. My cock was half hard already. She looked at it, and then at the bag on the rail.

“You know what the bag’s for,” she said. “Yes?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“And static is still yours in here, the same as in the booth.”

“I know.”

She pointed at the towels. “On your side, then, with your knees up.”

I lay down. She knelt behind me in her nightgown, the hem pooled on the floor, and laid her palm flat on my belly, low, under my navel. There was nothing in me yet but air and nerves.

“Breathe for me.”

I breathed. She slicked the nozzle, and there was the cold of the lube and then a slow push past my hole, not deep, just in. My cock jumped against my thigh.

“There. I’m opening it now.”

The water came, warm, a slow fill rather than a rush, and it moved up into me until my belly rose under her hand. She kept her palm flat so I could feel the swell against her and she could feel it against me.

“Don’t fight it. Breathe out.”

I let the air go. My hole clenched on the tube, and she waited with her hand still until it gave.

“How much?” I asked.

“Until I say. You skipped dinner, so you’ve got room. Tell me what you feel.”

“Warm. It’s sitting right under your hand. It’s getting heavy.”

“What else?”

“My cock’s hard and my balls are up. I want to piss, and I know that’s not what this is.”

“Then you hold both. Breathe.”

A cramp started low on my left side, and she rubbed one small circle there until it moved and settled. My belly pushed against her palm and I made a sound into the towel.

“Jonah,” she said. “Are you holding your breath again?”

“I was. I’m not now.”

“That’s better.”

Another cramp came, sharper, and I grabbed a fistful of towel. She pressed flat so the pressure had somewhere to go that wasn’t out of me. The last of the bag slid in, a heavy warm weight that packed my gut and made my ass feel full to the root. She closed the clamp and drew the nozzle out slowly, and my hole fluttered and tried to push the water back at her, so she laid two fingers there, not in, just a seal, until the fluttering stopped.

“Hold it.”

“I’m holding it, Mommy.”

A drop leaked from my cock onto the towel. She saw it and reached for the diaper, a thick one, its plastic loud in the small room. She had me roll onto my back with my knees up and slid it under me, the back of it high on my waist. Then she shook powder over my cock and balls and down between my cheeks, cool, and spread it with her hand, careful not to push on anything.

“Don’t push,” she said. “If you push now you’ll wear it early, and we still have reading to do.”

“I won’t push.”

She brought the front up with my cock trapped hard against my belly, the powder dry and then damp where I’d leaked, and she pulled the tapes snug one by one. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. When I moved, the water in me sloshed and I had to clamp down hard.

“Stand up.”

I stood. The diaper hung heavy and then held, and she ran her thumb over each tape and pressed the front, and my cock kicked into her palm through the plastic.

“Couch.”

She took my elbow, and every step the water in me surged. On the couch she had a towel folded twice on the cushion, and when she sat me down on it the need climbed so high that I grabbed the arm of the couch and held on.

She put the week’s listener mail in my lap, a stack of open envelopes with her pen marks in a few of the margins. The paper sat on the diaper right over my cock.

“Read them to me,” she said. “Out loud, all of them, until I tell you to stop.”

She sat down at the other end with one knee up and her nightgown in her lap, put her glasses on, and waited.

I opened the first one. My voice came out the way it does on the show, warm and a little slow, and a cramp hit me on the second line.

“Dear Jonah. I leave the kitchen light on so I can see the dial. Your sign-off got me through a long shift. Play the slow one again if you can. Mara.”

“Read the name like it matters,” she said. “I want the whole thing.”

“That was the whole thing. She wrote it on a receipt.”

“Next.”

The next was from a man who wanted the record with the brushed drums, the long one I save for after three. I read his words and held myself shut, sweat starting at my hairline, hard under the stack.

“You’re wet,” she said.

“It’s sweat.”

“It isn’t sweat. Look at the front.”

I looked. There was a dark spot at the leg, small and spreading. It had come while I was reading, and I’d only felt it late.

“I didn’t know I was doing it.”

“You were. It happens when you talk for me. Keep reading.”

The third was from somebody who drove the long way home to keep the show on. I got through it. My belly was tight as a drum, and her eyes went from my mouth to the diaper and back to my mouth.

The fourth was shorter. “I like it when you laugh on the air like you’ve got a secret and you’re not going to tell the mic.”

“I do have one,” I said.

“That isn’t in the letter.”

“Sorry, Mommy.”

“Read what she wrote, and you can tell me yours after.”

I read it clean. Halfway down, the cramp turned into a heavy drop inside me, and my hole opened a little and I caught it, just barely. My cock jerked under the letters and I made a sound into the page.

The next one was about the light. “I drive past the building some nights just to see if it’s on. If the light’s on, you’re in there, and the night isn’t empty.”

The red ON AIR light. The other night it had burned the whole time I sat in the host chair doing what she told me over the phone, and I’d watched the light instead of the door.

“You stopped,” she said. “Last line again.”

I read it again and my voice shook. The hold was going bad, waves rolling through my gut, and I locked my thighs, and the diaper creaked, and my cock leaked another thin warm spill into the front, helpless.

“Loretta.”

“Mommy.”

“Mommy. I can’t. Not on your couch.”

Her palm came down on my belly over the letters, flat in the same place it had been on the bathroom floor, and she pressed, a steady push down and in.

“You can.”

“I can’t,” I said, smaller.

“You know the word if you mean stop,” she said quietly. “If you only mean you’re scared, then read.”

Static was right there, dry and ready. It would have ended the night and cost me nothing at all, and I kept it behind my teeth anyway. My hands crushed the paper. “I don’t mean stop,” I said. “I’m scared, that’s all.”

She pressed harder. “You can. There’s a towel under you. I put it there. Open your mouth and read, and let the rest open when it comes. I’m not getting up.”

“It’s your couch. You live here. You sit here...”

“I know whose couch it is, sweetheart. I’m your Mommy. Read.”

I found the line. My voice cracked on a word about midnight, and then it went.

Not all at once. First there was a hot give at my hole, the muscle failing under her palm, and then a thick slow push, the warm fill leaving me in a heavy slide into the seat of the diaper. It swelled under my ass. I felt it mound up, soft and hot, spreading back toward my tailbone and forward under my balls, and the plastic went tight and loud. A sound came out of me that wasn’t a word. My cock, trapped in the front, kicked hard as the weight settled against it. Another push came and I couldn’t stop it, and then more, packing into the leg gathers, wet heat climbing the insides of my thighs. The smell rose, warm water and my own gut and the powder giving up. I shook, and the letters bent in my fists.

She turned the page with her free hand. Her other palm stayed on my belly.

“Finish it.”

“Mommy...”

“Out loud. Last paragraph. Go on.”

I read. My voice was thin and wet and I didn’t stop. The letter was about the song with no words, just a horn, the one I play when the night’s almost done, and I said every line of it while the diaper took the rest of me, a last slow ooze I felt in my hole and in the small of my back and against my balls. Some piss went with it, a weak stream I couldn’t tell apart from the rest, soaking the front where my cock was still hard and filthy. When it stopped I was sitting in it, heavy and stuffed, the plastic hot on my skin, and I finished the sentence.

The worst thing I could have pictured had just happened on her couch, out loud, and she’d simply turned the page and asked me to keep reading.

“That’s my sweetheart,” she said, and my cock jumped so hard the stack slid off my thigh onto the towel.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I messed. In the diaper, on your couch, while I read the mail.”

“And the word?”

“I didn’t say it.”

“I know you didn’t. Put the letters down.”

I set them aside. She looked at the sag, at the tapes still holding, at the dark front and the heavier seat, and pressed once more, gently, feeling it give.

“You did it, just like I said you could. Up you get.”

She got me on my feet. The mess shifted, a thick warm weight between my legs, and I groaned and grabbed her wrist, and she didn’t pull away. She walked me slowly to the bathroom.

On the towels she had me lie on my back with my knees up, and she opened the tapes one at a time and folded the front down and looked at all of it. The seat was full, smeared up my crack and under my balls, and my cock stood out of it, streaked and still hard. She didn’t rush, and she didn’t make a face.

“Hold your knees.”

I held them. She wiped me with long strokes of warm wipes, from my cock on down, lifting my balls and cleaning underneath, then my hole, patient, one wipe and then another until they came away clean and the smell thinned. My hole was sore and open, and I hissed when she passed over it.

“Sore?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll still take the plug. Tell me.”

“I’ll take the plug, Mommy.”

She folded the dirty diaper away and brought over a basin of warm water and a cloth, and she washed me, slow under the head of my cock and down the shaft and around my balls and lower, rinsing my hole until there was nothing left but skin and the ache. My cock didn’t go down. It lay on my belly and jumped when the cloth was soft.

“Tell me.”

“I’m clean, and I’m still hard. My hole’s open. I can feel the air on it.”

She dried me and powdered me lightly. Then she took the small plug off the shelf, shining with lube, and held it where I could see it. It wasn’t big, just enough to stay.

“Breathe.”

She pressed it to my hole, cold and then not, and worked it in with two fingers guiding it in a slow twist, and my body fought the widest part and then took it and closed around the neck. I grunted. It sat in me, firm and sure, holding me a little open and a little shut, and my cock slapped against my stomach.

“Feel it?”

“It’s in. When I clench I can feel the neck. I won’t push it out.”

“You won’t, because I’m taping over it.”

The fresh diaper was as thick as the first. When she slid it under me the plug nudged deeper, and she brought up the front and settled my cock so it had room to stay hard, checked the legs, and taped me in snug. I could feel both things at once, the plug in my ass and the diaper wrapped thick around my cock and balls.

“Walk.”

Every step shifted the plug. I leaked into the fresh diaper before we even reached the hall, and she heard the crinkle and didn’t slow down. On the couch the towel was a clean one. She sat me on it, and the plug pressed in deep, and I sucked in air as my cock kicked.

The wand was already in her hand. She’d brought it from the shelf without a word. She switched it on low, a plain close hum, and laid its head on my cock through the plastic, right on the shaft.

I jerked. The buzz went through the diaper into the meat of me, and the plug seemed to answer, a tickle deep in my ass. I grabbed the cushion.

“Hold still,” she said. “I’m the one holding it. You don’t grab me, and you don’t grab the wand.”

“Mommy, I can feel every bit of it. Through the plastic. If you put it on the head...”

She slid it up slowly, from the base where my balls were packed in to the head, where the diaper was already damp from my leaking. It made a dull ugly buzz against the plastic. My hips tried to rise, and she put her other hand flat on my belly and I went back down onto the towel.

“Look at you in there, hard again, wetting the front of a clean diaper because I put a toy on you. You sat in a mess on my mail, and now you’re hard like you think you’ve earned a prize.”

“I want one.”

“Then ask for it properly.”

“I want to come. In the diaper. Please, Mommy, I want to come in it while you hold that on me.”

She turned it up. The buzz got meaner and my cock had nowhere to go. It throbbed against the plastic, precum pumping out of me in a slick stripe so the cloth dragged on the head whenever she moved half an inch. The plug held me open, and every pulse in my cock echoed back there.

“Don’t come until I say.”

“I’m close. My balls are tight. I can feel them in the leg.”

“I can see the shape of them. Breathe.”

I breathed. She took the wand away, and I begged, a real begging sound, my cock kicking at nothing while the plastic cooled. Then she put it back lower, right where the head was mashed against the front, and held it still.

“Please.”

“Not yet.”

She did it again. Off, while my thighs shook. On, a little to one side, the buzz catching the side of the head through the wet spot. Off. On again, dead center and harder. I was sweating into the tapes. The plug felt bigger. My hole fluttered around it and the fluttering made me leak harder, piss and precum together, a warm soak I couldn’t stop, the front of the diaper dark and clinging.

“Mommy.”

“Ask me right.”

“Let me come. Please let me come in the diaper. I won’t move my hands. I’ll take whatever you give me.”

“You come when I press, and not before.”

She pressed. The wand ground into the head of my cock through the plastic, a steady cruel buzz, her palm on my belly so I couldn’t curl away from it, and the heat pulled tight in my shaft and my balls and somewhere behind the plug. It started low, a hard clench, and then it broke.

“Now,” she said.

I was already going. Cum shot into the diaper in thick pulses, hot on my skin and caught right under the wand. I groaned out loud, with no mic and no light, just her living room around me, and my hips bucked into her hand while she kept the wand on me. My hole clamped on the plug and the squeeze dragged one more weak pulse out of me, messy, mixing with the leaking already in the front. The crotch of the diaper went heavy and warm and stuck to my cock. She didn’t lift the wand until I’d stopped jumping and the last of it was only a slow ooze cooling against the head.

I made a broken sound. The cum sat in the diaper, a slick patch I felt with every breath, and the plug was still deep.

She turned the wand down, not off, and put it in my hand and closed my fingers around the handle.

“My turn,” she said.

She swung one leg over my lap and then the other, and her nightgown rode up with nothing under it. Her thighs were warm against the outside of the diaper, my cum right underneath her with only the plastic in between. She took my wrist and set the head of the wand on her clit and held my hand there until I had the spot.

“Hold it there. Don’t chase me. I move, you hold. If you drift I’ll put your hand back and we’ll start over.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She was wet on my knuckles. The wand hummed against her and she rolled her hips once, slow, and her breath turned into a low sound close to the laugh she does when the mail gets dirty, except it wasn’t a laugh. Her legs tightened over the diaper and the plastic crinkled under her weight.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her glasses were still on, her nightgown open at the throat, her mouth a little open. She put her hand over mine and pressed the wand harder against her clit.

“Stay right there.”

She rocked, and I held the wand steady, a fixed point, and she used it, grinding her clit on the head in small circles and then longer ones. Her thighs shook against the plastic. Her hand left mine and rested on her own thigh and then came up to grip my shoulder when it got sharp.

“Higher.”

I clicked it up one notch. She gasped, a real gasp, and her hips jerked, and the wand slipped a fraction toward her thigh. I moved only enough to put it back on her clit and then locked my arm.

“Stay.”

“I’m staying. I’ve got you.”

“Don’t soothe me. Hold it.”

I held it. She was close. Her breath went short, and for a while there were no words at all, only the hum and the wet and the diaper crinkling under her. My cock was hard again in the cum, useless and eager, leaking a little more piss I couldn’t help, the plug a deep ache every time she ground down and my hips answered.

“Don’t you take it off,” she said. “Not if I twitch, not if I say wait. I didn’t give you wait.”

“I won’t take it off.”

She came on it. Her thighs clenched hard around my wrist and her clit pulsed under the wand, a rush of wet on my fingers, her voice breaking into a moan she didn’t bother to dress up. She rode it with two more grinds and then a smaller third, her hand crushing my shoulder, her cunt fluttering so that I felt it in the hand holding the wand. I kept it on her until she pushed my wrist away, gently, done.

I switched the wand off. She stayed on my lap breathing, her nightgown stuck to her stomach and my diaper a loud wet bulk between us. She took her glasses off and let them hang, and she looked at my mouth.

“I want to give you something,” I said. “A sign-off. One line at the end of the show, and nobody in the city will know what it means but you.”

She was quiet for a long moment, and then she smiled, slow and pleased. “I’d like that very much,” she said.

❦

The last record faded under the needle, the brass going thin at the end, and I stayed on the mic, warm and slow.

“This is Jonah, signing off soft.”

I held still until my own voice had left the room, and then I switched off the mic. The red ON AIR light over the door went dark. In the headphones the morning feed came up, some other voice doing the weather, and I took them off and hung them on their hook. Then I leaned over and slid the bolt back, like every morning, and left the door shut. Five in the morning, and the building was empty except for the hum in the walls and the cold coffee in the paper cup beside the host chair.

Under my corduroys the diaper was thick and hot and already wet. I’d let go before the last record finished, a long easy give while the brass was still in the air, and now it sat heavy between my legs and pressed up under my cock and balls every time I breathed. When I moved my heel on the worn rug, the plastic crinkled. I kept my hands on the desk. The show was mine until that light went out, and the light was out.

I’d picked those words myself on my night off, as a gift for her, with her still sitting in my lap and her glasses hanging on their chain, and afterward she’d eased the plug out of me and tucked a blanket around me on her couch until I stopped shaking. On the air they just sounded like a man saying goodnight. Nine years of goodnights to strangers, and the first one I’d ever really meant was a line only one person in the city understood.

Then I heard the back stairs, the old creak of them, one step and then the next, no hurry in it at all.

I was thinking about the lock before I even saw her. That first morning her fingers on that bolt had shrunk the whole booth down to the size of her hand, and I wanted that click more than I’d ever wanted the coffee.

She came in from the stairs with her glasses on the chain and a letter folded in her hand, blue ink, her writing. She looked at the dark light first, then at my lap, then at my face.

“You said it,” she said.

“I said it.”

“On the mic. Slow.”

“Warm and slow, like the rest of the show.”

“And who heard what it meant?”

“You. That’s all. Nobody else has the line.”

She nodded and reached back and turned the lock. The bolt went home, small and hard, and my cock jumped in the wet diaper before I could say a word. The corduroys moved with it, and she saw.

“There it is,” she said.

“I couldn’t help it.”

“I didn’t ask you to help it.”

She set the letter face down on the shelf beside the night’s mail. It was the same blue ink as the card she’d left on her nightstand, the one that told me to skip dinner. She didn’t make me read this one.

“The building’s empty,” I said.

“I walked it.” She looked at my hands, still on the desk. “Do you want this tonight?”

“I want it.”

“Then stand up because I asked you to, and keep your hands where I can see them.”

I stood. The corduroys pulled tight over the bulk, and the diaper shifted against my thighs with a heavy wet sound. She stepped in close, soap on her skin and the booth smell all around us, dust and old vinyl, and her hands went to my belt. She undid the button like she had all the time in the world, and then the zip.

“Hard,” she said. “And I haven’t laid a finger on your cock.”

“The light went out. That started it. The lock finished it.”

She pushed the corduroys down to my knees and left them there with the belt hanging open. The diaper was loud in the quiet booth, thick and swollen at the front and warm from the whole show. She laid her palm flat over my cock and pressed, and it gave under her hand, soft and heavy, and I heard the wet move, and a sound came out of me that I hadn’t planned.

“Did you touch yourself?”

“No.”

“That’s what I like to hear.”

My balls drew up when she said it. She felt the kick through the diaper and gave that low laugh of hers, never loud.

“Tapes,” she said.

She caught the left one and pulled, and it came off the plastic with a soft rip and that side dropped, heavy with everything I’d let go. She did the right one the same way, watching my mouth, and then she folded the front down and the air hit me.

My cock stood up out of the open diaper with the head wet and a string of clear at the tip, my balls hanging against the soaked padding, tacky with piss and the powder from one o’clock. The diaper hung open off my hips, thick and used and yellow where I’d soaked it, and the smell of warm piss came up plain between us.

“Look at that,” she said. “All that from a dark light.”

“Mommy...”

Her palm landed flat on my stomach and stayed.

“You were about to make a joke,” she said. “Don’t. Sit down. The diaper stays open under you, you don’t close it, and you don’t touch your cock.”

“The chair’s old. It creaks if I so much as...”

She pressed, same spot, same weight, no argument in it at all.

“The chair holds. Sit.”

I lowered myself into the host chair with the open diaper spread under my ass and the corduroys bunched at my ankles. The seat took my weight and the diaper squelched, thick and loud, and warmth seeped along the crack of my ass where the piss had pooled through the last record. My cock stood up in the open air. I put both hands on the arms and held on to the wood.

“Better. What do you want?”

“You on it. Please.”

“Say it so I can use it.”

“I want your cunt on my cock, Mommy. For the first time. I want you to get up in this chair and ride me. Please.”

“Your hands stay on the arms until I move them. The skirt stays on. I’ll hike it, and you won’t help.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She hiked the skirt to her waist. There was nothing under it. I saw her cunt, bare and already wet, the low light of the booth catching the inside of her thigh, and my cock jumped before I could speak. She watched it jump and nodded, like I’d answered a question she hadn’t gotten around to asking yet.

“You’ve never been inside me,” she said. “You know that.”

“Not once.”

“Then you’ll feel all of it. And you talk while I do this. If you go quiet, I stop and ask, and you answer me out loud.”

“I’ll talk.”

She put a knee on the seat beside my hip, and the old chair let out a long creak. She brought the other knee over and rose above me with her skirt bunched in one fist, and she reached down and took my cock in her hand. Her fist was warm. She stroked me once, slowly, root to head, her thumb through the wet at the tip, and set me against her.

“Eyes up.”

I looked at her face. Static was where it always was, and I didn’t need it. She sank down onto me.

There was heat first, and then the tight slow give of her as my cock pushed up and her weight came down. She took me a little at a time, no bouncing, and I felt her open and take me and open again until she was sitting in my lap and I was in her to the base, my balls pressed into the wet diaper and her ass on my thighs. A sound broke out of me. I didn’t move my hands. The diaper squelched under me, and the chair creaked and held.

“All the way,” she said.

“All the way. Mommy, you’re so hot. You’re tight on me. I can feel you squeeze.”

“Don’t thrust. Just sit in it.”

She sat still and let me feel her, snug and wet around me. A small shift of her hips made a slick sound and nothing more. My arms shook. I kept them on the wood.

“You’re dripping down me,” I said. “Onto my balls and into the open diaper. I can feel it running into the piss.”

My cock swelled inside her when I said it out loud, and she felt it, and that low laugh came again right above my face.

She started to ride. Slowly, rising until the head of my cock nearly slipped out of her and the cool air touched the wet shaft, and then down again with all her weight until she had me to the root. The chair answered every drop with a creak. Her hands rested on my shoulders and her glasses clicked softly on their chain. She wasn’t putting on a show. She was using my cock, calmly, the same way she’d turned the lock.

“Stay still,” she said.

“I want to push up into you.”

“I know you do. Stay.”

I stayed, my thighs burning. Every time she came down, my balls mashed into the soaked padding and the plastic crackled and she took every inch. I could hear her getting wetter, a sticky sound at the bottom of each stroke. The booth smelled like piss and her and the old rug.

“Hear that chair?” she said.

“Every time you drop. If there was anybody in the hall they’d hear it too, and there isn’t. The hall’s empty.”

She leaned in, her skirt crushed between us and her mouth at my ear, and her breathing changed.

“Don’t move your hips,” she said quietly. “I’m going to come on this cock. You hold still and you feel it.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She ground down and stayed there, small slow circles, and I felt her tighten. She rolled her hips in short strokes and her cunt grabbed me, and she came with her mouth at my ear, a low rough sound and no shout, her breath hot on my neck, her body clutching my cock in long hard pulls. I held on to the arms. I didn’t thrust. My cock jerked inside her and I bit down on the groan and stayed put, because she’d told me to.

She stayed on me through it, trembling a little, her mouth open against my ear, taking the last of it.

“That’s one,” she said. “And you didn’t chase it.”

“I wanted to.”

“I know you did. You didn’t.”

My cock swelled again, and she laughed once into my neck and sat up far enough to look at my mouth.

“Again,” she said. “Harder this time. You meet me when I come down, not on the way up. If you grab, I put your hand back. Understand?”

“I understand. And I won’t come in you unless you say.”

“I won’t be saying that,” she said. “Not tonight.”

She rose and dropped, faster, and the host chair knocked a steady creak into the floor that the rug couldn’t hide. I met her each time she came down, hips up, driving into her, and the open diaper slapped wet under me, the padding stuck to my ass and the backs of my thighs. Her skirt fell and she shoved it back up and kept going. I could hear how wet she was every time she took me, louder than the hum in the walls and louder than my own breath.

“Whose cock is this?” she said.

“Yours, Mommy. I’m only holding it in this chair for you.”

“And who comes first in this chair?”

“You do.”

She rode shorter, her ass slapping my thighs and the plastic crackling, and without thinking I took a hand off the arm and reached for her hip to pull her down harder.

She caught my wrist in the air and laid it back on the arm of the chair and kept her palm flat over it. She didn’t raise her voice, and she didn’t lose the rhythm.

“No.”

“Sorry. You feel too...”

“No. Hands stay, mouth works. Are you close?”

“Not yet, but I’m getting there.”

“Then you tell me when you’re there, and you don’t come.”

“I won’t. Not till you say.”

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her face was flushed, her glasses hung crooked on the chain, and her mouth was open. She put that mouth to my ear again and rode harder, grinding at the bottom so my cock pressed deep, and she stopped asking me things. Her breath went ragged against my ear. She clamped down on me, let go, and clamped harder.

“Jonah,” she said, just my name.

She came the second time shaking in my lap, her mouth open on my ear, a rough sound with nothing dressed up in it. Her cunt pulled on me over and over, tight, and the chair rocked under both of us. I held at the bottom. My whole body wanted to follow her and I wasn’t allowed. My cock ached and my balls drew up against the wet diaper and I heard myself panting into her shoulder.

“Mommy,” I said. “I’m right at the edge. If you move again, I’ll come.”

She lifted off me.

Air hit my cock where she’d been hot, and a string of her wet stretched between us and broke. She stayed in my lap with her knees wide and her skirt around her waist and took my cock in her fist, slick from her, and stroked, firm, root to tip, with a twist at the head that undid me. Her other palm stayed flat over my wrist so I couldn’t grab.

“Look down,” she said. “Not in me, not on my skirt. On the diaper. Watch it.”

I looked. The diaper lay spread open under me, thick and soaked and yellow, the plastic peeled back and my ass sitting in the wet. Her hand worked my cock above all of it, the head dark and the tip shining.

“Tell me where you’re coming.”

“On the diaper. On the wet. Mommy, I’m...”

“Not yet.” She twisted at the head again, slower, and I felt it all the way down in my balls, drawn up tight over the open diaper. “Now say my name and come.”

“Mommy.”

I came. The first shot striped across the open diaper, white across the yellow, hot where it crossed my thigh. She kept stroking, steady, not fast, and I came again and again, cum landing on the soaked padding and the plastic, a drop on my balls, her fist slippery with both of us. I said Mommy because nothing else would fit in my mouth. My hips jerked once and the chair creaked and went still. She worked the last of it out of me onto the diaper and held my cock while it twitched in her hand, softening slowly, wet to the root.

“Look at your cum,” she said.

I looked.

“All of it,” she said, and she sounded pleased.

I breathed. For once I didn’t have a joke. The booth smelled like cum and piss and her, the ON AIR light stayed dark, and the headphones on their hook murmured the morning feed to nobody. My cock lay spent and shining in her fist over the mess she’d aimed me at.

She let go and looked at the open diaper the way she reads a letter, checking every line.

“Stay still.”

“I’m still.”

She brought the front up over my cock and balls, cum and piss together, the thick padding pressing all of it against me, warm and heavy and loud. She pulled the tapes across, the left and then the right, snug but not mean, and pressed each one flat with her palm. Everything I’d let go on the air and everything she’d stroked out of me in that chair was taped in.

“Feel that?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“You walk upstairs in that. You don’t open it, and you don’t wipe.”

“I won’t.”

She climbed off my lap and the chair eased under me. She let her skirt fall and stood a moment, flushed, her glasses crooked, and set them straight with one finger. Then she picked the letter up off the shelf and tucked it into my shirt pocket.

“Upstairs,” she said, and looked at the lock, and waited.

I stood on unsteady legs and hauled my corduroys up over the diaper. The bulk fought the zipper. The cum smeared against my cock inside, and the piss was still warm in the padding. I got the button closed while she watched my hands.

“Ready?”

“Yeah.”

“The stairs are mine.”

She turned the lock back, the bolt came free, and the door opened onto the dim stairwell. Her shoe touched the bottom step with one knock, and her hand found the back of my neck, light, steering me.

“Up you go.”

“The diaper’s loud.”

“I hear it on every step. You don’t fix it.”

“I won’t.”

I went. The diaper crinkled under my corduroys on every stair, thick and wet and taped shut over my cum, loud in the empty stairwell. She walked half a step ahead of me, unhurried, her glasses ticking on the chain, and once I was moving her hand left my neck. I followed her up, padded, with the dark booth behind me and her stairs ahead.

“Whose word is it?” she said, without looking back.

“Mine.”

“And whose walk?”

“Yours, Mommy.”

Every show since has ended the same way. The last record fading out. My voice, warm and slow: This is Jonah, signing off soft. The red light going dark. Then her hand on the lock, and the stairs. The letter she tucked in my pocket that night is in the filing cabinet in the hallway now, folded in with my contract, one line in blue ink: Next Sunday, skip dinner. The show is still mine. The walk up is hers.

If you want more like this, read Diaper Punishment next


Her Lover Fucks Her While Her Diapered Husband Leaks in the Chair — Cuckold Diaper ABDL

Idraw people on the worst day of their lives, and I get paid by the drawing. When a judge won’t allow cameras, the news stations need somebody who can sit in the second row with a pad on his knee and get a man’s whole situation down in the time it takes the lawyers to argue over one sentence. That’s me. I work in colored pencil in court because it’s quick and clean, and I keep a tin of pastels for the suits and the light coming through the tall windows. When I get home I put all of that away and draw with charcoal, which is slower and dirtier and the only thing I’ve ever really loved.

You learn faces in that job. You learn that a man who’s about to lose everything usually looks bored, because bored is the last thing he can still control. You learn that people on the stand touch their mouths when they’re getting close to the part they don’t want to say. You learn a judge’s hands better than his face, because he guards his face and forgets about his hands. I’ve drawn thousands of them over the years, hands and mouths and the backs of heads, people at their most naked, and until this year I’d never once drawn myself. I wouldn’t have known where to start. I’d turned forty that winter, and I still didn’t know what my own face did when I wanted something.

Gemma does. That’s her job, more or less.

My wife is a trial consultant, which mostly means lawyers pay her to sit at the back of a courtroom and read people. She watches the faces in the jury box and tells the lawyers which ones have already decided and which ones are only pretending. She reads witnesses and she reads judges, and at breakfast, over the top of her coffee, she reads me, and she’s right more often than I’d like. We met at a courthouse, which surprises nobody who knows us, at a vending machine that had eaten her dollar. I fixed it by thumping it on the side, and she looked at me like she’d already worked out exactly what kind of man thumps a vending machine and hadn’t decided yet whether she minded. We’ve been married eleven years. She’s thirty-six now, and as far as I can tell she still hasn’t decided.

We live on the eleventh floor of an old building downtown, with a view of a water tower and, if you lean out a little, a slice of the river. Gemma runs the apartment the way she runs a case. There’s a calendar on the fridge with everything on it in her small square handwriting, a drawer for batteries and a drawer for takeout menus, and the Thai place on the corner is the one thing we never argue about. My corner is by the big living room window, where the light comes in flat and gray in the afternoons: a drafting table, a stool, a jar of charcoal sticks worn down to stubs. It’s the only messy square yard in the place, and she lets me have it.

In the bedroom there’s an old leather armchair at the foot of the bed. We found it on the curb our first year, somebody’s castoff, cracked brown leather with the arms worn pale at the front where a lifetime of hands had rested. I carried it up eleven floors because the elevator was out, and Gemma walked behind me the whole way telling me how to hold it. Mostly it holds my clothes. Some nights I sit in it to take my shoes off. It’s just a chair. That’s what I’d have told you, anyway, if you’d asked.

“You’re doing the face,” Gemma said to me one Sunday morning, a while before any of this. She was at the counter in her robe, slicing an orange.

“What face?”

“The one you do in court when somebody’s lying and you can’t draw it fast enough.” She put a slice on my plate. “What are you thinking about?”

“The light on the water tower,” I said.

“Liar,” she said, pleasantly, and ate her slice, and let it go. That’s the other thing about Gemma. She knows when to leave a thing lying on the table and walk away from it, so that it’s still there when you come back.

Most evenings go the same way, and I like them like that. She comes home with a bag full of files and kicks her shoes off in the hall, and I make something simple, eggs or pasta, and we eat at the counter and tell each other about the faces we saw that day. She’ll tell me about a juror who checked his watch every time the prosecutor stood up. I’ll tell her about a witness who sat on her own hands for three hours so nobody would see them shake. Then Gemma spreads her files across the couch and reads with her feet in my lap, and I draw her, because she’s the only person I ever draw at home. She always knows when I’m doing it.

“You’re making my nose bigger,” she’ll say, without looking up from the page.

“I’m making it accurate.”

“Same thing, coming from you.” And she’ll turn a page and wiggle her toes against my leg, and that’s a Tuesday. Eleven years of Tuesdays like that, and if you’d asked me I’d have said I was a happy man, and I’d have meant it. I was. There was just one room in me I’d never shown her.

What I was thinking about, I’d been thinking about for ten years.

Part of it started before her. When I was twenty-eight I lived alone in a studio over a picture-framing shop, a room that always smelled of sawdust and wood glue, and one night I drove across town to a drugstore where nobody knew me and bought a pack of adult diapers without being able to tell myself why. Plain white, thick, the kind with tapes. I wore one to bed that night with the lights off and lay there feeling something in my chest unclench that I hadn’t known was clenched. Then I wet it, slowly, on purpose, and the heat spread out under me and I got so hard so fast it almost frightened me. I came with my hand pressed flat over the front, and afterward I lay in the warm mess of it hating myself a little and feeling better than I had all year. That went on for a while. I kept the box under the sink behind the cleaning things.

When I met Gemma I thought I’d stop. I didn’t, quite. The box moved in with me, to the back of the cupboard where I keep my paper and spare charcoal, behind the big pads that nobody but me ever touches. On the nights she traveled for a trial, I’d take one out.

The other part came a year into the marriage. We were at a holiday party, one of those law-firm affairs with bad wine and a man playing piano in the corner, and a lawyer from out of town leaned on the bar beside her and made her laugh. Not a polite laugh, either. A real one, with her head back. He was standing close and she let him, and I watched it from across the room the way I’d watch a witness: the angle of his shoulder, the way her hand came up to touch her collarbone. What I felt wasn’t jealousy. I kept waiting for the jealousy and it never came. What came was heat, low and heavy, and a picture so clear I could have drawn it right there on a cocktail napkin.

Her in our bed with a man like that, and me in the leather chair at the foot of it, watching. In a diaper.

That was ten years ago, and I never said a word. On the nights she traveled I’d take a diaper out of the cupboard and tape it on and sit in that armchair in the dark, looking at our empty bed, and I’d put the picture in it. I’d wet while I looked, and sometimes I’d come without even touching myself, just from pressing down into the seat. Then I’d clean up and put everything away and call her hotel to say goodnight, and she’d ask what I’d done all evening, and I’d tell her I drew.

Two weeks ago I told her.

We were in bed with the lamp off. She’d had a long day reading faces for a man who was going to lose anyway, and she was lying on her back telling me about it, and in the middle of a sentence she stopped and said, “You’re doing the face again. In the dark. I can hear it.”

“You can’t hear a face.”

“I can hear yours.” She turned on her side toward me. “Tell me, Evan. I’m tired of waiting.”

So I told her. All of it, the drugstore and the framing shop and the cupboard and the chair and the party and the lawyer at the bar. I told it to the ceiling because I couldn’t have said it to her face. I said the word diaper out loud to another person for the first time in my life, and my voice cracked on it, and I kept going anyway. When I ran out, the room was so quiet I could hear the elevator cables moving in the wall.

Gemma didn’t laugh. I’d been afraid of that for ten years, and she didn’t.

“Say the last part again,” she said. “Slower.”

“I want to sit in the chair,” I said. “In a diaper. And watch another man fuck you.”

“Just watch?”

“Watch. And whatever else you decide.”

She was quiet for a long time. Then she put her hand flat on my chest, over my heart, which was going like I’d run up all eleven floors. “Ten years,” she said. “You sat on that for ten years and drew everybody else’s worst day.”

“I didn’t know how to say it.”

“You just did.” She took her hand away. “Give me two weeks.”

She meant it the way she means a deadline. The next evening she asked me, perfectly calm, where I kept them, and I took her to the cupboard and moved the big pads aside and showed her the box. She looked at it for a while. She took one out and turned it over in her hands like an exhibit, felt the thickness of it, read the side of the package, and then she put it back exactly where it had been.

“Plain,” she said. “I’m glad. I’d have had questions if it was anything else.”

A few nights later she was at the kitchen table with her laptop, typing, and she didn’t turn the screen away when I came in. I saw a heading in bold capitals: HOUSE AGREEMENT.

“I’m writing the rules,” she said. “If we do this, we do it on paper. I don’t do anything that matters without paper.”

“I know you don’t.”

“And I’ve found someone.”

My stomach dropped and I got hard in my jeans in the same second, and she watched both things happen on my face like she was watching a witness come apart on the stand.

“His name’s Rick,” she said. “He’s thirty-eight and he’s a bail bondsman. I met him at the coffee cart outside the courthouse. He made a joke about my shoes and then bought my coffee before I could stop him. We’ve had coffee a few times since, just coffee, and I told him what you told me.” She let that sit a moment. “There’s no work between us. He’s never been near any case of mine and he never will be. I made sure of that first.”

“What did he say?”

“He laughed.” She almost smiled. “And then he asked when.”

I saw him the next week. I was coming out of the courthouse with my pad under my arm, and Gemma was at the coffee cart on the corner, and there was a man standing next to her, a big man in a sport coat that didn’t quite close, with a big loud laugh I could hear from the top of the steps. He had enormous hands. He was waving one of them around while he talked, and the paper cup in it looked like a toy. Gemma was looking up at him with her head tilted, the way she listens to a witness she hasn’t made up her mind about. Then she glanced past his shoulder and found me on the steps, and she held my eyes for one long second without changing her face at all. I stood there holding my pad against my chest like a shield, hot all the way down, and I couldn’t move until she looked away.

I didn’t sleep much that night.

On Saturday she told me she was meeting Rick for coffee to go over the draft with him, line by line. “Coffee,” she said. “Not wine. When we sign this, everybody at that table is going to be clear in the head, or nobody signs.” She kissed my cheek at the door and studied my face a moment longer. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t put in writing,” she said, and then she was gone.

I lasted about twenty minutes.

I went to the cupboard and took a diaper out of the box and went into the bedroom and pulled the blinds. I undressed and lay back on the bed and taped it on, the way I’d done it a hundred times alone, smoothing the tapes flat, and the thick padding settled between my legs and my cock was already filling against it. Then I got up and sat down in the leather armchair at the foot of the bed.

The bed was made. Gemma makes it every morning with the corners tight. I sat there with my hands on the worn arms and looked at it, and I let the picture in.

I gave it everything I had now. I gave the man Rick’s size and Rick’s hands, those big hands on her hips and on her knees, holding her open. I gave him that loud laugh, aimed at me. I could almost hear it. Look at him sitting there. And Gemma on her back on our bed with her head turned on the pillow toward me instead of toward him, watching my face while he fucked her, reading me the way she reads everybody, calm and amused and completely in charge of the room.

I was so hard it hurt. I pressed down into the seat of the chair and the diaper pressed back.

In the picture she said, “Watch, Evan,” and I let go.

It came slowly and then it didn’t stop, the heat spreading out under my cock and around my balls and back underneath me into the seat of the diaper until the whole thing was warm and heavy and sagging between my thighs. I gripped the arms of the chair and the leather creaked. I could smell it, sharp under the old leather smell, and the shame came up hot in my face the way it always did, and it didn’t slow me down at all.

I pressed my palm flat on the soaked front and ground against it, slowly. I didn’t let myself stroke. In the picture I wasn’t allowed. In the picture she decided. Rick was fucking her harder and she was making the sound she makes, and I was right at the edge, pressing and pressing through the wet padding, and I held there, shaking, because in the picture she hadn’t said it yet.

Then she looked at me over his shoulder and said, “Now.”

I came so hard my heels lifted off the floor. It pumped out of me into the wet diaper, hot on hot, my hand mashing the front against my cock while I bit my lip to keep quiet in an empty apartment. When it stopped I sat there for a long time in the chair at the foot of our bed with my hand still pressed on the front, soaked and spent and so ashamed I could taste it, and already wanting the real thing.

I cleaned up. I showered. I put the used one in a bag and the bag down the chute in the hall. Then I sat at my drawing corner in the gray light and tried to draw my own face for the first time in my life, and got as far as the jaw, and stopped.

Gemma came home at six. She stood in the living room doorway with her coat still on and looked at me for a while.

“You did something while I was out,” she said.

“Yes.”

She nodded slowly, like I’d confirmed something she already had in her notes. “Save the rest,” she said. “He’s coming tomorrow at two. Be showered.”

Sunday came up bright and flat, the kind of light that doesn’t leave a shadow anywhere to hide in. She made a full pot of coffee and set three mugs out on the kitchen table, and when I reached toward the wine rack out of habit, to be a host, she put her hand on my wrist.

“No wine,” she said. “Not today.”

At two the buzzer went. I opened the door, and Rick filled most of the doorway, the same sport coat and a grin that took up half his face.

“You must be the artist,” he said. His voice was as big as the rest of him. “Rick. Don’t worry, I read the part about my hands. I’ll keep them in my pockets.” He held them both up like a man showing he wasn’t carrying anything, and laughed, and walked past me into my kitchen.

Gemma was already at the table with the typed pages squared up in front of her chair and a pen beside them. She looked at me standing in the doorway with my mouth half open.

“Sit down, Evan,” she said. “I’ll get the last thing.”

She went down the hall to the cupboard where I keep my paper. I heard the big pads slide aside and the flap of the box. I sat down at my own kitchen table across from a man I’d only ever seen buying coffee, and listened to my wife’s footsteps coming back.

❦

The diaper lay on top of the typed pages, white and thick and folded once. Three mugs of coffee stood on the kitchen table and no wine, because Gemma wanted all three of us clear-headed for this. The Sunday light came in flat and hard. Rick sat across from her with his big hands wrapped around his mug, and I sat across from the diaper.

I was hard in my jeans before anybody said a word.

Gemma looked at my lap and saw it, and the corner of her mouth moved, and she uncapped her pen.

“Names and ages first,” she said. “I’ll say them, and you’ll both hear them.” The pen scratched. “Gemma, thirty-six.” She wrote the next line and looked at me. “Evan, forty.”

Rick set his mug down with a small sound.

“Rick, thirty-eight,” she said, and wrote it.

Forty years old and hard in my jeans over a diaper on my own kitchen table, and she’d said my age the way she’d state a fact in court, plain and on the record.

“You’re hard,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yes. I am.”

Her finger went to the first line under the names. “Wednesdays. Here, after work. Rick comes over, I fuck him, and you watch. You wear a diaper from the minute he walks in until I take it off you. Say it back to me.”

“Wednesdays. I watch. I wear the diaper.”

“Condoms,” she said, moving her finger down, “until Rick’s fresh test results are on this table. Not a picture on a phone. The actual paper. He doesn’t go in me bare before that. Rick?”

Rick grinned, wide. “I heard you. Rubbers till the paper’s here.”

“And you keep your hands off Evan. You don’t touch his cock or his face or his diaper. You can look and you can talk, and that’s all.”

“Fine by me,” Rick said. “I don’t need to touch him. I’m here for you.”

Her finger moved again. “Evan comes when I say now, and not before. If he comes before, he sits in it, he doesn’t get my hand, and he goes over my knee. Say it.”

“I come when you say now.”

“And when I ask you something, you answer out loud. You don’t get to nod at me.”

“Yes.”

Rick drank his coffee with his eyes on my lap. “He’s been hard since he sat down.”

“I know,” Gemma said. “He’s been hard for two weeks.”

She turned the page. The last lines were short, and she read them to me in an even voice, without hanging anything extra on the end.

“If any of us says charcoal, it all stops that minute and Rick goes home, Gemma and Evan order Thai, and nothing changes.”

On my drawing table by the window there’s a tin of charcoal sticks, and the one on top had a blunt end from the day before, from the jaw I couldn’t finish. Now the word sat on the table between us like that stick, and I didn’t pick it up.

“Yes,” I said.

“Read it yourself,” she said. “Then you sign.”

I put my finger on the line the way she had, and my voice came out plain. “If any of us says charcoal, it all stops that minute and Rick goes home, Gemma and Evan order Thai, and nothing changes.”

“Any of us means any of us,” she said. “Me, you, or Rick. And saying no costs you nothing, Evan. You can say no all night long if you like, that’s part of it, and I’ll hear it. But only charcoal stops it.”

She slid a pen across to me. I signed my name. She signed hers under mine, and Rick signed under both of us in big loopy letters and capped his pen with a click.

“Coffee’s gone cold,” he said.

“Drink it anyway,” Gemma said. “We start tonight. Then Wednesdays.”

I looked at the diaper. I was still hard.

That night the bedroom lamp was low and the old leather armchair sat at the foot of the bed, the same pale worn arms I’d sat between alone in the dark a hundred times. Gemma had the diaper in her hands, and she opened it on the bed.

“Clothes off, sweetheart. On your back.”

I took my jeans down, and my cock stood up, small and hard, the head already wet. Rick was leaning in the doorway with one shoulder on the frame, and he laughed.

“Look at that little dick.”

Heat hit my face. My cock jumped anyway.

Gemma didn’t laugh. She looked at it for a moment, considering. “It is small,” she said. “You knew that when you asked for this. On the bed.”

I lay back on the cool sheet. She lifted my hips with one hand and slid the diaper under me, soft and thick, and brought the front up, and for a second my cock stuck out over the top of it, red and short with nothing to hide it.

Rick laughed again, louder. “Tiny. She’s going to close that thing over it and you won’t even make a bump.”

“Hands at your sides,” Gemma said.

She pulled the front down over my cock, which pressed flat, still hard, trapped under the padding, and both her hands went to the tapes. She smoothed the left one flat and then the right, her palms slow, until there wasn’t a wrinkle anywhere. The diaper sat snug at my hips and thick between my legs, and my cock throbbed against the inside with no room at all to lift.

“Still hard in there,” she said. “I can see the shape of it trying.”

My hips pushed up once on their own. She pressed them back down with two fingers.

“Armchair. Now.”

I walked, and every step pushed the padding against my cock. I sat, and the leather took my weight, and she laid my hands flat on the arms, palms down and fingers spread, like she was posing them for a drawing.

“Watch,” she said.

“No.”

I looked at the window instead, at the dark glass that showed me the lamp and none of my face.

“Do you want the word?” she said quietly.

“No. Not that.”

Her hand came to my jaw, firm, and she turned my face back toward the bed.

“Then eyes on the bed, darling.”

I looked.

She lay back on the bed, naked, with her knees apart. Rick came off the doorframe and didn’t look at me again until he was between her legs, and then his mouth went to her cunt, and I could hear it, the wet of his tongue on her. Gemma’s hand found his hair and stayed there.

“Tell me what you see,” she said.

“His mouth on you.”

“Where?”

“On your cunt.”

My cock kicked inside the diaper, and the diaper held it down. I kept my hands on the arms because she’d put them there.

Rick licked her slow and then faster, his big hands holding her thighs open. I could see his tongue on her clit and the shine of it and the way her stomach jumped. Gemma breathed out through her nose and kept her eyes on me the whole time.

“Are you hard?”

“Yes. In the diaper.”

“Don’t look at the window.”

“I’m not.”

Rick sucked, loud in the small room, and her hips rolled up into his mouth and her free hand fisted the sheet. She came like that, quietly at first and then with a short broken sound, her thighs tight around his ears, and I watched her face, the line of her mouth, the flush spreading down her chest. My cock ached, trapped, leaking a little into the padding.

Rick lifted his head with his mouth wet and grinned at me. “She comes easy on a tongue. Your little dick ever do that for her?”

“No,” I said.

Gemma came up on her elbows. “Condom.”

The box was on the nightstand. Rick tore one open and rolled it down his cock, thick, the latex shining, and he got over her with her knees up and pushed in. I watched her open around him, slowly, until he was in to the base. She held his shoulders with both hands, nails short, holding on.

“Eyes,” she said.

“On the bed.”

He fucked her with long strokes at first. The bed moved and her breasts shook and I could hear his cock in her every time he went deep. My hands stayed flat on the warm leather.

The pressure had been building in me since the kitchen table, and now I couldn’t hold it anymore. Heat gathered under my cock and behind my balls and then it left me, slow at first and then more, hitting the inside of the diaper and staying there, hot against my skin, spreading under my balls and up the front where I was still hard. The outside held, and nothing ran down my leg. The weight grew, the thick padding taking it in right underneath me, and the seat of the diaper got heavy under my ass, and I couldn’t stop it. It kept leaving me in pulses while I watched his cock go into her and her hands stayed locked on his shoulders, until there was nothing left and the diaper sagged full and hot with the tapes tugging at my hips, and my cock stayed hard right in the middle of it.

Gemma saw my face. “You’re doing it,” she said. Her voice was rough now, because Rick was fucking her harder. “Tell me what your body’s doing.”

I didn’t have a clean word for it. “It’s coming out of me. All of it. Into the diaper.”

Rick laughed into her neck. “He’s pissing. Sitting there in his good chair, pissing himself while I fuck you.”

“Hands off him,” she said. “Just fuck me.”

He did, deeper, the headboard tapping the wall. Gemma’s mouth opened and her hands gripped his shoulders so hard I could see the tendons stand up, and she came again, loud this time, a raw sound, her eyes on me all the way through it. Rick swore and shoved in and held there and came in the condom. I watched his ass tighten and his face go slack. When he pulled out the tip of the condom was full and cloudy, and he tied it off and dropped onto his back beside her and laughed at the ceiling.

“Soaked himself. Look at the front of that thing.”

I had the word right there, the whole shape of it in my mouth, and I didn’t say it.

Gemma got off the bed, naked, and walked to the armchair, while Rick stayed where he was with one arm behind his head, grinning. She stood between my knees and looked at the diaper, swollen and dark at the front, the plain white gone slack and heavy, and she put her palm on it, flat, and pressed. Warm wet pushed up around my cock and I gasped.

“Still hard,” she said. “In all that.”

“Yes.”

“You watched. And you kept your hands on the arms.”

Her palm stayed where it was, not stroking yet. Rick laughed from the bed, low.

“Ask me,” she said.

“Now,” I said, and my voice cracked. “Please. Now.”

“That isn’t how it works, sweetheart. I say it. You don’t.”

She looked at my face for a long moment and read whatever was written there. Then her hand lifted and came back down on the soaked front, and she said it.

“Now.”

One stroke, her palm dragging up the length of me through the wet padding, and my cock kicked. Two, and the heat surged. Three, firm, and I came, tearing out of me in thick pulses into the diaper and the warm piss already in it, my hips jerking up into her hand and nowhere else. My hands never left the arms. Then I was empty, twitching in the mess, the diaper heavier than before.

Rick laughed. “Three strokes. In his own piss. Didn’t even need skin.”

Gemma took her hand away and looked at her palm and then at me. “Stay,” she said.

I stayed, soaked through, cum and piss held warm against me while my breathing came back. She went to the dresser and picked up the signed pages and looked at me once.

“Kitchen.”

I stood barefoot on the kitchen tile in the wet diaper, the weight of it pulling at the tapes, while she tore off a strip of tape and pressed the agreement flat against the fridge door with both hands, smoothing it the way she’d smoothed my tapes. Under it hung the calendar, this month’s blank squares. She picked up the pen from the counter, found the first Wednesday, and wrote it in, small and clear.

“Wednesday,” she said.

I looked at the square. Ten years I’d carried that picture around in my head, and the real thing had been louder and wetter, and I’d been smaller in that chair than I’d ever drawn myself. I’d never been so hard in my life, or so ashamed, and I was already counting the days. I didn’t say charcoal, and I didn’t say sorry.

“Yes,” I said.

❦

The living room lamp was turned low. A dining chair sat square in front of the sofa with a pair of leather cuffs laid on its seat, the buckles open. I stood in a fresh diaper, thick and white and taped snug at my hips, and the plastic rustled when I shifted my weight. Gemma stood by the coffee table with a vibrating egg in one hand and its little remote in the other.

Rick came in from the kitchen, set a folded sheet of paper on the coffee table, and dropped onto the sofa with one arm along the back.

“Date first,” Gemma said.

She unfolded the sheet and flattened it and tapped the top line with her pen. She read the date out loud, last Thursday, and the lab’s stamp under it. Then she went down the page, every test and every line, giving each one a small neat check mark without hurrying. My cock stirred in the dry diaper while she was still reading. The padding held it down, but she saw anyway, and her mouth went a little sideways, the look she gets in court when a witness has already given himself away.

“Clean,” she said. “All of it.”

She picked up the box of condoms from the end table, carried it to the sideboard, and dropped it in the drawer. The drawer shut with a soft click.

“No more of those on Wednesdays. You heard me read it on Sunday. Say it.”

“No condoms,” I said. “Not after the tests.”

The signed pages were still taped to the fridge in the kitchen, his name under hers under mine. On Sunday that paper had felt like a dare I could still back out of. Tonight the drawer was shut, and the paper was simply the way things were.

She came back to me and peeled open the front tapes of my diaper. Cool air hit my cock, already half hard and lifting off the padding, and she looked at it the way she’d look at a sketch that wasn’t finished yet.

“There you are,” she said.

She set the egg against the underside of my cock, right where the head meets the shaft, and pressed a strip of tape over it so it would stay put. Then she closed the front again and smoothed the tapes and gave the thick front a pat, so I could feel the hard little shape sitting there.

“The remote stays with me.”

Rick tipped his head. “Does that little dick even reach the egg?”

Gemma’s eyes came up to mine. “Sit down, sweetheart.”

I sat. The chair was hard under the diaper, and the egg pressed up into me, a small firm bump. She took my left wrist and buckled the cuff to the arm of the chair, and then the right. The leather was snug, and when I pulled once without meaning to, the chair didn’t budge.

“Answer him,” she said.

“No.”

“Do you want the word, sweetheart?”

“No. Not that.”

She waited a beat anyway, long enough that I could have changed my mind, and I didn’t. Then her thumb found the remote. The egg came on low, a hum I felt more than heard, right against the soft skin under my cock. My hips jumped and the cuffs held.

“Answer him.”

My face was hot. Rick was watching my lap like a joke he already knew the end of.

“Barely,” I said.

“Barely what?”

“It barely reaches it.”

My cock thickened against the egg until the tape pulled at my skin, and she saw that too. She set the remote on the sofa cushion where her knee would be and picked up her wand from the side table.

Rick had his jeans open. His cock stood up thick and dark against his stomach, bigger than mine, the head already wet. Gemma stepped out of her skirt and her underwear and left them on the rug, climbed onto the sofa facing me with her knees on either side of his hips, and took him in her hand.

“Watch,” she said.

She sank down on him, slowly. I saw her cunt open around his cock, her lips stretching and a shine of wet on him as she took him to the base. She let out a breath through her nose. Rick kept his hands on her waist and didn’t look at me yet. He looked at the place where they were joined.

The egg kept humming, low and steady. I leaked a little into the diaper and felt the wet spot growing under the head, warm and stuck to the tape.

Gemma switched the wand on and set its round head against her clit, a buzz louder than the egg. She rolled her hips in a small circle, Rick’s cock sliding an inch out of her and back, her breasts moving with it, and she kept her eyes on my face.

“You’re hard,” she said. “In a diaper, cuffed to a chair, and nobody’s laid a finger on you.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you’re looking at.”

“His cock in you. All the way in. Your cunt around him.”

Rick laughed, short. “He draws for a living and that’s the best he can do?”

Gemma didn’t argue with him. She lifted and dropped, a real stroke this time, and the wet sound of it filled the space between the sofa and my chair. The wand stayed on her clit and her free hand braced on Rick’s shoulder, and she rode him facing me, steady, not fast yet, her ass meeting his thighs with a soft slap every time she came down.

The egg didn’t change. It sat right where I was most swollen and worried at me, low and constant. My balls drew up in the diaper and I pulled at the cuffs, and the leather creaked.

“Don’t,” she said.

I stopped pulling. My cock didn’t stop anything. It throbbed against the egg in time with her riding, and a thin string of precum soaked into the padding and went cool.

Rick looked at me past her shoulder. “You going to sit there and leak in that thing while I fuck your wife?”

“Yes.”

“Ask her if you can come.”

“Not yet,” Gemma said, grinding down on him and the wand, her mouth coming open. “You ask when I tell you to ask.”

She rode harder, the sofa creaking. Rick’s cock shone every time she rose, thick and bare, her wet all over him, and I watched the shape of it, the vein along the top, the way her body gripped him on the way up. At work I get a few quick lines to catch a whole face. This I could have drawn with my eyes shut, and I didn’t want to shut them.

Her breath went short and the wand pressed harder. She tipped her hips so the head of his cock dragged inside her while her clit stayed on the buzz.

“Right there,” she said, mostly to herself.

Rick held her hips and let her use him. She came with her eyes open, looking at me, her cunt clenching around him so that I could see her stomach jump and her thighs shake and a rush of wet run down onto his balls. She made a low sound in her throat and held the wand there until the shaking eased, and then she lifted it away and sat full on him, breathing through her mouth.

The egg was still on low. I was close and nowhere near close enough. My cock ached under the tape, and my wrists hurt from not pulling.

She swung a leg off him and stood. His cock came out of her shiny and hard, a string of her hanging off the head. She turned and bent over the arm of the sofa with her forearms on the cushion, her ass up and her cunt open and pink and wet.

“In,” she said.

Rick stood behind her and pushed into her in one stroke, and she took it. Her fingers found the remote on the cushion, and her thumb rolled it up.

The egg jumped from a hum to a hard buzz. My hips came off the chair and the cuffs yanked my wrists back down, and a sound broke out of me, rough, not a word.

“Down,” she said.

I sat. She rolled the remote off, and the sudden nothing was worse. My cock kicked in the diaper, hunting for a buzz that wasn’t there anymore.

Rick fucked her from behind in long strokes, his hips hitting her ass, every thrust shoving a wet sound out of her. She kept her face turned toward me with her cheek on her arm and her hair stuck to her mouth, and her thumb ran the egg up again until my thighs shook and my cock swelled against it and the tape bit, and I was right at the edge, the kind you feel in your balls and the soles of your feet. She clicked it off.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Language later, darling. Hips.”

They’d come up again without my permission. I dropped them. Rick laughed into her shoulder and kept fucking her deeper, the sofa arm creaking under her stomach.

“Something twitching in there?” he said. “I can see the front move.”

Gemma’s eyes stayed on the diaper. “It is. Answer him.”

“Yes. It’s twitching.”

“Why?”

“Because you turned it up. Because he’s in you.”

That was the right answer, and the look she gave me for it was almost worse than the egg. My cock jumped so hard the egg shifted under the tape. I groaned and kept my hips down, and she watched me fight it.

After that she kept running the remote up and down, to the edge and away again, and each time my hips came up she waited without a word until I’d put them back down myself, shaking. Sweat ran down my ribs into the waistband. The diaper was hot and the front damp with precum, the egg a mean little point of pleasure I couldn’t get a hand anywhere near. Somewhere in there I understood that my body had stopped answering to me. It answered to her thumb.

Rick’s pace changed, shorter and harder, his balls swinging against her. He had one hand on her hip and one on the back of the sofa, and he watched my face while he fucked her.

“You want to come, don’t you.”

“Yes.”

“Ask her.”

Gemma held the egg on a middle hum. Not enough. I was leaking steadily now, the padding under the head soaked and slick, the egg sliding a fraction against me every time I throbbed.

“Ask,” she said.

“Now,” I said. “Please. Now.”

“Not now.” She clicked it off. “You wait.”

I waited. My balls hurt. Rick drove into her and she pushed back to meet him, the wand forgotten on the cushion, her cunt making a wet sound every time he bottomed out. I watched his cock disappear into her, and her ass shake, and a thin line of her wet run down the inside of her thigh.

“I’m close,” Rick said.

“Inside,” she said. “You earned the tests. Use them.”

He gave her three more hard strokes and held deep, his face going tight. I watched his cock pulse where it stretched her, the base jumping and his balls drawn up, and he came in her. A little white leaked out around him even while he stayed buried, running down onto his balls and her thigh.

She looked straight at me and shoved the remote all the way up.

The egg slammed on high and my whole cock lit up. My hips left the chair and the cuffs caught me and I hung there, shaking.

“Now,” she said.

I came before I could answer her. It pumped out of me into the diaper in hot spurts against the tape and the egg and the soaked padding, my balls pulling and my wrists hauling at the leather. The buzz didn’t stop. It kept worrying at the head right through it until it was too much and I was still coming, a broken noise in my throat, cum smearing under the front until the diaper bulged warm and wet against me.

“Stay,” she said.

I stayed up against the cuffs until the last weak spurt leaked out and my hips dropped. The egg kept going and I twitched, too sensitive, the cum cooling in the thick diaper and stuck to my cock and the egg still humming away like it had a job left to do.

Rick pulled out slowly, and a trail of his cum followed him and dripped from her onto the rug. He sat back on the sofa, breathing hard, and looked at my lap.

“Came in his diaper,” he said. “Just like you said he would.”

Gemma turned the egg off, and the quiet in my cock was a shock all its own. I sagged in the chair with the cuffs holding my arms out, the front of the diaper warm and heavy and smelling of cum. She didn’t unbuckle me yet. She stood between the sofa and the chair with Rick’s cum on her thigh and watched my face.

My body wasn’t finished. The orgasm had emptied me and left everything loose, and I felt a heat shift low in my gut a second before it started, pressure behind my cock in the soft place the egg had been worrying, and then it let go.

Warmth spread across the front first, right where the cum already was, hotter than the cum, soaking outward through the padding and running under my balls. The thick middle of the diaper filled and grew heavier and sagged between my thighs, the plastic bowing out with a soft crinkle. My cock, soft now, sat in the spreading warmth while more came, a long leak I felt all the way up in my belly, until the wet reached the back and soaked in under my ass. The chair stayed dry. The diaper took every bit of it, and I could feel its weight pulling at the tapes.

Gemma walked over and looked at the front, darker now and rounded and warm, and patted it twice with her open palm, firm enough that the wet padding squished and pressed some of the heat back against me.

Rick laughed from the sofa. “Jesus. He pissed it full.”

“He did,” she said. She patted it once more, lighter, and left her hand there a second so I had to feel how soaked I was. “And he kept the rules. He waited, and he came when I said now.”

Praise from her went through me even with my cock gone soft. My face burned. I didn’t say sorry, and I didn’t say the stop word.

She unbuckled the left cuff and then the right. My wrists were red, and she rubbed one with her thumb, checking it rather than comforting me. Then she put a sketchbook in my hands with a stick of charcoal on top of it. It was the one from the sideboard, its cover smudged from Sunday, when I’d sat at the kitchen table after the signing and tried to draw the calendar square and couldn’t get the lines straight.

“Next Wednesday,” she said, “you draw what you see. Him in me. You in that chair. All of it, while it’s happening.”

The charcoal left a gray mark on my thumb, the same gray I carry home from court on a bad day.

“Yes,” I said.

She nodded at the diaper. “You stay in that until I say. Go get yourself some water, and then come sit where I can see you.”

Rick was still laughing quietly, wiping himself with a tissue from the box on the table. Gemma clicked the remote once to be sure it was off and set it down on the spare copy of the agreement like a paperweight.

I stood up. The diaper sagged heavy and warm, piss and cum together, the egg a small hard lump against my soft cock, and it rustled when I walked. I didn’t cover it with my hands. She’d already seen it. She’d already patted it. I went toward the kitchen with the sketchbook under my arm.

I was at the counter on my second glass of water when I heard the front door close behind Rick. Gemma came in barefoot and took my wrist and turned it to the light, and then she looked up at my face, and it wasn’t the look from the sofa anymore. It was just my wife, checking on me.

“Are you all right?” she said. “Out loud, Evan. Not the face.”

“I’m all right,” I said. “My wrists are sore and my legs won’t quite hold still, and I’m all right.”

“Do you still want this? You can say no right here at the counter, and it costs you nothing.”

“I want it,” I said, and I heard how sure I sounded. “I want next Wednesday.”

She nodded slowly and put her hand flat on my chest, over my heart, the way she had the night I told her. “Then finish your water,” she said. “The first Wednesday stands.”

❦

I sat with the sketchbook open on my knees and the charcoal already black on my thumb. The old leather armchair stood a foot closer to the bed than it had on the night we signed, close enough that I could smell the sheets, close enough to hear them.

Gemma was on her back at the edge of the bed with her knees up and her feet on the mattress. Rick stood between her legs with his hands on her hips, and he went into her in one long push. She made a short sound, and her mouth stayed open.

“Draw,” she said.

I put the stick to the page. Her knee came first, the bend of it, the lamplight laying a pale stripe along the inside of her thigh. Then Rick’s fingers digging into her hip. I got the knuckles. I got the way her belly jumped every time he pulled back and shoved in again.

My cock thickened in the fresh diaper, and the plastic rustled once against the leather.

She looked past Rick’s shoulder and found my face. “Hard already.”

“Yes.”

“And you haven’t even gotten to my mouth yet.”

I looked at her mouth, open, the lower lip wet, and drew it as a dark open shape. Rick’s balls swung and hit her, softly and then again, and I drew the line of his cock where it disappeared into her cunt, thick, with that wet shine on it every time he came halfway out.

“Tell me what you see,” she said.

“His hands. Your knees. Your mouth open.”

“And you?”

“In the chair.”

Rick laughed once, not at me so much as at the whole situation. He fucked her steadily, the bed frame knocking the wall softly on every thrust, her breasts moving with it. I got the underside of the left one and the shadow beneath it and left the right one for later. My hand knew how to do this. In court I’d drawn other people’s hands for years, the judge’s hands on the bench, the lawyers’ hands, the hands of men who’d run out of luck. I had never once finished a drawing of myself.

Last Wednesday she’d put this sketchbook in my hands with my wrists still red from the cuffs and told me I’d draw what I saw, me in the chair too. I’d thought she meant the chair.

Rick’s thumb pressed a dent into her hip. She reached down and put her hand over his, not to stop him, but to keep him there.

“Slower,” she told him. “He needs the shapes.”

Rick slowed, sliding out to the head and back in, and I could hear how wet she was. I drew the dark between her legs and didn’t make it pretty: his cock, her opening, her clit a small ridge above where he went in. My own cock pushed up against the front of the diaper, a hard ridge under the white, and the chair creaked when I shifted.

“Don’t hide it,” she said.

“I’m not.”

My balls drew up. I kept the charcoal moving so I wouldn’t have to look at her while that happened. She turned her face to the side, cheek on the sheet, and watched my hand.

“The corner of the page,” she said. “You. The chair. The diaper, opened up. Put it on the paper.”

I didn’t argue. The stick went to the lower corner and made a block for the chair, then my knees, then the diaper with the tapes undone and the front peeled down the way she would have done it. Then my cock. I drew it small, a short thick line, my balls heavier than the cock above them. I’d looked at myself in the bathroom mirror that morning and I knew the size. On the page it came out smaller than Rick’s thumb.

My hand kept moving, and the wetting started while I was still drawing my balls.

There was heat low in my belly first, and then a push I hadn’t ordered, piss leaving me in a slow pulse that hit the inside of the diaper and spread, warm, under my cock and down between my balls and into the thick seat of it. The diaper drank it and got heavier in my lap. Another pulse came, longer, and I felt it run along the crease of my thigh and pool where the plastic held it. The front swelled, and the warmth climbed under my balls and stayed there, soaked and close. The charcoal smudged under my thumb and a black smear went right across the little cock I’d just drawn, and I didn’t lift the stick. I shaded in the wet the only way I could show it, a dark patch on the drawn diaper, wider than the cock, running off the edge of the corner.

Rick’s breathing changed. He was watching my hand and fucking her at the same time. “He’s pissing,” he said.

“I know,” Gemma said. “Keep going. Both of you.”

I drew the sag, the way the diaper would hang if I stood up. Another spurt left me, thinner, hot against skin already wet, and my cock stayed hard in it with the piss sliding along the underside. I could smell it now, sharp under the leather and her. My thumb was black to the nail. The page had my smear in the corner and their bodies above it, her mouth still open and his hands still on her hips.

Rick pulled out of her, his cock shining. He reached across the gap between the bed and the chair, the foot she’d closed since the signing, and lifted the sketchbook off my knees without touching me. The charcoal stayed in my fingers. The book left a warm rectangle on the wet diaper.

He found the corner and held the page up so the lamp caught it.

“Look at this,” he said.

Gemma turned her head, and Rick tapped the little cock on the page with one finger.

“He drew his own dick. Tiny. And he pissed himself doing it, his thumb’s all over it.”

“Read it,” Gemma said.

“It’s a drawing.”

“Then tell me what it shows.”

Rick grinned at the page and then at me. “Little dick. Short. Balls bigger than the dick. Diaper open. Chair. He’s sitting in his own piss, and he tucked himself down in the corner like he didn’t want you to find him. And he drew my cock three times the size of his.”

My face burned. My cock jumped in the soaked padding, and I was close, and I knew the rule. Her word, only her word. I bit the inside of my cheek. Rick laughed again, low, and turned the book so I had to look at what I’d done.

“That’s you,” he said. “Little dick in a diaper, drawing us while you leak. You’re getting off on your own tiny cock on a page.”

It hit me before I could stop it. My cock kicked in the wet and cum pushed out of me in hard spurts, into the piss and the padding. I grunted. My hips lifted off the leather and dropped. There was another spurt, and a weaker one after it, and the diaper hung heavy and warm and sagging between my thighs, and then I was going soft in the piss and the cum with the charcoal still in my fist, and no word from her at all.

Gemma looked at the front of the diaper. The white had gone dark and low.

“You came.”

“Yes.”

“I didn’t say it.”

“No. You didn’t.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I came in the diaper. You didn’t say now.”

Rick set the sketchbook on the nightstand face up with the corner showing and got back between her legs. He pushed into her once, twice, deep, and then pulled out and took his cock in his hand and came on her belly in thick stripes, one across her navel and one lower, toward the hair. A drop ran down the side of her stomach and stopped.

He stepped back. Gemma didn’t wipe it off. She pointed at the floor between the chair and the bed.

“Knees. Come here.”

The diaper sagged when I stood and pulled at the tapes, the warm weight of it swinging against my thighs. I got down on my knees on the rough rug and shuffled across the short gap, the wet padding rubbing my soft cock with every move. I didn’t put a hand over it. She was already looking, and Rick was already looking, and the smell of me came up off the plastic.

At the edge of the bed her belly was right in front of me. I put my mouth on the first stripe and licked, salty and thick, and swallowed and went back for the rest, tongue flat, cleaning her where she’d pointed me. A smear by her navel. A thin line running down toward her cunt, which I followed. My cheek brushed her thigh, and Rick’s cum and the taste of her skin ran together.

“All of it,” she said.

I licked until her skin tasted only of her. Then she spread her knees, and her hand came into my hair and held on.

“Stay there.”

I put my mouth on her clit. She was swollen and slick from Rick, and I licked up slowly and circled. She sighed. Her fingers tightened in my hair, keeping me exactly where she wanted, and I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked it with my tongue, and her hips rolled once against my mouth. I could still taste him faintly under her. I didn’t stop. I used the flat of my tongue and then the tip and then my lips again, and her thigh shook against my ear.

Rick had gone up to the pillows. I heard the headboard as he settled back against it to watch. I didn’t look up.

“There,” she said. “Don’t change a thing.”

I kept the same stroke. She got wetter on my chin, and I slid two fingers along the outside of her, not in, and she made a short sound and pushed my head harder into her. I licked faster. Her breath broke and her heel dug into the mattress beside my shoulder, and I stayed on her clit and didn’t reach for anything else.

“Evan.”

I answered into her with a sound instead of a word. She came with her hand fisted in my hair, holding me there, her cunt pulsing against my mouth and a rush of wet on my tongue, and I licked her through it. She jerked once and held me still until the shaking left her thigh, and then her hand loosened without letting go.

“He eats you like he’s been waiting all week,” Rick said from the pillows.

“He has,” she said.

She sat up. The paddle was on the nightstand beside the open sketchbook, and she picked it up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed and patted her bare knee.

“You came without my word,” she said. “You know what the paper says. Over.”

The wet diaper dragged at me as I shifted on my knees. I looked at her knee and at the paddle, and my mouth went dry.

“No.”

“Do you want the word?” she said.

“No. Not that.”

Her hand closed on my wrist. She didn’t raise her voice. She just pulled, and I came up off the rug and over her lap, chest on the bed and hips on her thigh, my face turned toward the sketchbook. The diaper, heavy with piss and cum, pressed between my stomach and her leg. She hooked her fingers in the tapes and tugged, and the wet front peeled away and cool air hit my ass. The diaper bunched at my thighs, soaked and stuck to my skin, my soft cock hanging free against her leg and my bare ass up in the air.

She palmed it once, a check. Then the paddle came down.

The first smack was flat and loud, and heat bloomed on my left cheek. I jerked. The second landed on the right, harder, and I grabbed the sheet.

“Count them for me,” she said to Rick.

“One,” Rick said, and I heard him leave the pillows and come closer. “Two.”

She swung again, a sting and then a deep heat, and when my ass clenched she waited for it to loosen and hit the same spot. Rick kept counting. I made a noise into the mattress. She didn’t ask me to count; she’d given that job to him. One caught the underside, where my ass meets my thigh, and I kicked, and her free hand pressed flat on the small of my back and kept me over her knee.

“Five,” Rick said. “He’s going red.”

“Keep the numbers coming,” she said, and the paddle answered her.

My cock stirred against her thigh. The wet diaper was bunched under it, and the head of my cock dragged on her skin every time I flinched, and the shame and the heat ran together into one thing. I was getting hard while she paddled me. She felt it, and her hand paused on my ass for a pat that wasn’t kind.

“There he is.”

The next one was the hardest yet, and I shouted into the sheet. I was all the way hard now, trapped against her thigh with the diaper a wet wad around my legs, and the charcoal was still in my fist. She reached down and took the stick out of my fingers and held it by my mouth.

“Nine,” Rick said.

“Open,” she said.

I opened, and she laid the charcoal between my teeth. It tasted like the page, dusty and bitter. She didn’t tell me to bite down, but I did so it wouldn’t fall. It lay across my tongue, and I could have said the word right around it, and I didn’t.

“Ten.”

The last one landed square across both cheeks. My ass burned. I stayed over her knee shaking with the charcoal in my mouth, my cock hard and leaking a thin line against her thigh, not a real come, only the edge of one. The diaper hung around my legs, cold at the edges now and still warm where the piss had pooled. Rick stopped counting, and the room was only my breathing and the tick of the paddle against her palm.

She set the paddle on the bed by my head and rested her hand on the red. It hurt when she touched it, and I didn’t pull away. The paddle had felt almost like relief. I’d broken the one rule that was mine to keep, and now it was paid for. Rick laughing at that drawing was the part that still stung.

“That was for coming without my word,” she said.

I nodded, and the charcoal clicked against my teeth.

“Out loud.”

I worked around the stick. “I came without your word. That’s why.”

That went through me all over again, and my cock throbbed against her thigh, and she felt it and didn’t tell me to get off her lap.

Rick picked up the sketchbook and looked at the corner one more time. “He’s hard again,” he said. “After all ten. Somebody ought to draw him like that.”

“I know.”

She shifted her knee so my cock had nowhere to hide, and the head smeared on her skin. I stayed still with the charcoal in my mouth and my ass pulsing with every heartbeat, hot and bare, the diaper a soaked weight around my thighs. From there I could see the page: her mouth open, his hands, and me in the corner with my cock drawn small and a thumb smear across it, like I’d tried to rub myself out and couldn’t.

The night we signed I’d thought the chair was as far as it went. Tonight it stood a foot closer and I was still outside the bed. My signature was at the top of the paper on the fridge, and when I’d signed it, I’d meant the chair.

She took the charcoal out of my mouth, slowly, and set it on the sketchbook. My tongue was black at the edges. She wiped her thumb across my lip and showed me the dark on it.

“The chair goes next time,” she said. “Next Wednesday you get in the bed.”

I looked at the empty stretch of sheet beside her hip. My ass burned, my cock was still hard against her thigh, and the diaper sagged with piss and the cum I hadn’t been allowed.

“Yes,” I said.

❦

I lay on my back on our bed and thought about the four dents in the rug. Last Wednesday the old leather armchair had stood there. I’d sat in it and drawn them and leaked in my diaper before she put me over her knee for the paddle and told me the chair was going. Now the dents were all that was left of it. The sheet under me was warm. A fresh diaper sat thick between my legs, white and taped snug, the front still dry against my cock, and I was already half hard from looking at that empty patch of floor.

Gemma came in with Rick behind her. She looked at my face and then at the bump in the diaper.

“There it is,” she said. “And I’m not even on you yet.”

She climbed up and turned her back to me and lay down on top of me, her shoulders on my chest and her hair against my chin, her weight settling in one slow drop. Her hips came down on the diaper. The padding took her ass and held it, and her heat came through the plastic onto my cock and balls.

Rick knelt on the sheet between her legs with his knees wide of mine. He didn’t touch me. He put his hands on her knees and opened them.

“Look at that,” he said. “Little dick trying to stand up in a diaper, underneath his wife.”

Gemma didn’t laugh. She read my face over her shoulder. “Hands on my waist, darling.”

I put them there. My fingers fit the warm dip above her hips, and I didn’t move them.

“Tell me where you are.”

“In the bed.”

“And where’s the chair?”

“Gone.”

She shifted, and the diaper crinkled under her ass. “That’s right.”

My cock thickened against the padding, trapped, pushing up into her. She felt it. She always felt it before I said anything.

“He gets hard while I’m still talking,” she told Rick. “He always does.”

Rick’s hands stayed on her knees. His cock was out, thick and wet at the tip, no condom. I knew his papers were on file, and I didn’t say anything about it. I watched the lamplight cut across his knuckles and the open shape of her cunt right above my diaper. I could smell her.

“Ask him,” she said.

Rick looked past her shoulder at my mouth. “You want me in her while she lies on that diaper?”

“Yes.”

“All of it. Out loud.”

Her hand came back and rested on my thigh, waiting.

“I want you in her,” I said. “While she’s lying on my diaper. While you fuck her on top of me.”

“Put it in,” she said.

Rick slid into her cunt. I heard the wet sound of it and felt her drop, her ass grinding down on the front of the diaper right onto my cock, and my hands tightened on her waist and stayed. He pulled back and pushed in again. Every stroke rolled her weight over the padding, over my cock and my balls, and let up, and came down harder.

“Fuck,” Rick said. “She’s tight. You feel that under there? Every time I go in I’m shoving her ass down on you.”

“I feel it.”

“What’s it feel like?”

Gemma turned her head just far enough for me to see that she was amused. She wanted the words, and she wasn’t going to supply them.

“Her ass on my cock,” I said. “Through the diaper, every stroke. Your hands on her knees. I can see the light on them when you pull back, and I can see your cock go in.”

“You make a nice mattress,” Rick said. “Soft in the middle. That’s your job tonight. Hold her and take the grind.”

He fucked her steadily. The bed moved under my back and her shoulders slid on my chest and her breasts shifted with the thrusts. I held her waist and watched the line of her throat and the shine on him when he drew out, and then the shine gone back into her. The plastic whispered. My balls sat hot in the thick padding. A little slick leaked from my cock into the dry front, a small warm spot under her ass where she could feel the bump jump.

“Don’t come,” she said. “You know when.”

“Yes.”

Rick picked up the pace. His knees stayed on the sheet, clear of me, and he never once brushed my leg. His hands clamped her knees and he drove into her, and every drive mashed her ass hard against the front of the diaper, and my cock bent under it and throbbed. I kept my hands where she’d put them.

“Talk,” she said. “What are you hiding from me?”

“Nothing.”

“Your mouth’s shut and your cock isn’t. Say it.”

“I want to come. I’m not going to. Not till you say.”

“And?”

“I like you on me. I like him in you. I like that the chair’s gone.”

My cock kicked, and she felt it through the padding and made a small sound that was only her noticing. Rick laughed once and fucked her deeper. The headboard ticked against the wall. Her breathing went shorter, and the smell of her got stronger right above the diaper, mixed with the clean plastic smell of a fresh one.

Then the heat low in my belly changed. It wasn’t the edge. It was heavier, a push behind my cock in the muscle underneath it, the kind that doesn’t ask. I tried to hold it. Her weight was on the front and Rick was talking about my little dick, and holding didn’t work.

It started as a hot thread I couldn’t stop and then became a rush. It left me in a hard push and hit the dry padding, and the front went warm right under her ass, right against my cock. I made a sound in my throat and my fingers dug into her waist. It kept coming, more and more, all of it, flooding the front and spreading to the sides, the thick diaper swelling fast against her. The plastic went tight and the crinkle turned wetter and louder. Heat soaked through to my balls and back into the crack of my ass inside the leg gathers, and the padding bulged, and her hips were still grinding, only now they ground into something soft and full and hot instead of the firm dry front. The piss shifted inside the plastic every time she came down, a warm wave over my cock, and I was still hard in it, hard in the mess, the diaper so full it pushed me up flat against her.

Gemma reached back and gripped my hip hard, her fingers in the tape.

“He just wet himself,” she said.

Rick laughed and didn’t slow down. “Fuck. I felt you go. The whole diaper just blew up under my cock.”

“All of it?” she asked me.

“All of it. Under you, while he fucks you.”

“While he fucks my cunt on top of your mess,” she said.

Rick slapped into her harder, still only her, his hands locked on her knees. “Listen to it. It squishes every time I bottom out. The bed was too much for him.”

Gemma’s grip on my hip stayed. She didn’t soothe me. She held me in place so I couldn’t twist away from the sound or the swelling. “Don’t you stop holding my waist.”

“I won’t.”

The diaper was huge between my legs, hot and heavy and loud. Every stroke of his cock shoved her ass down into the piss, and the piss moved, and my cock throbbed in it, and I didn’t come. I watched his stomach and the light on the wet of him and her cunt taking him with a slicker sound now that she was close. Her breath broke, and Rick’s rhythm broke with it.

“I’m going to come in her,” he said. “Right in her cunt. You hold her for it. That’s all your little dick gets tonight.”

“Yes.”

He shoved in and stayed, his hands clamped on her knees. I felt her take it, a jerk of her hips on the swollen diaper and a groan out of him, his cock pulsing somewhere I couldn’t see anymore. He came inside her. I watched his mouth open over her shoulder, the lamplight on his teeth, and I held her waist while my own cum stayed in me, aching, and his went into her.

He pulled out slowly. I heard the wet of him leaving her, and then nothing. Gemma’s breath shook once and settled, cool again, organized.

“Stay on your back,” she said.

She turned over and put her knee across my chest and knelt up the bed facing the headboard, and she sat on my face.

Her cunt came down on my mouth, hot and open and slick with her and with him, and Rick’s cum ran out of her onto my tongue before I’d even moved, thick, salt and her together. I opened my mouth and took it. It slid over my lip and onto my tongue, and I swallowed, and more came.

Her hands hit the headboard. I heard the wood.

“Tongue on my clit,” she said. “This is the only way you’re getting my cunt tonight, so use it.”

I put my tongue on her clit. She was swollen, and she rocked once and more of his cum smeared over my lip and my chin and the corner of my mouth. I licked her, flat and then with the tip, and she ground down with the taste of him all through her. My nose was in her. I could see the dark gap between her and the headboard and her fingers white on the wood. The diaper hung huge and hot between my legs, full of piss, my cock still hard inside it with nobody’s hand anywhere near.

“Tell him what you’re eating,” she said.

I tried to pull back to talk, and she sat down harder, so I said it into her cunt. “His cum. Out of you. On my tongue.”

“And what are you?”

“Hard. Soaked. In the diaper. Not coming.”

Rick was off the bed. I heard his feet on the rug, in the four dents where the chair had stood. He was watching, and he didn’t touch me.

“Look at him,” Rick said. “Face in it. Diaper blown out like a joke. Never even got a hand on himself, and he’s licking my cum out of you.”

Gemma’s hips rolled. “He gets my hand when I say so, not before. Lick.”

I licked. She rode my mouth, cum and her wet running together over my tongue, and I swallowed and kept my tongue on her clit and didn’t reach for anything she hadn’t given me. My hands had drifted up toward her thighs, and she felt them.

“Hands on the sheet.”

I put them flat on the sheet and used only my mouth. She rocked harder and the headboard knocked once, and her clit jumped under my tongue and her thighs shook against my ears, and she came on my mouth with a short sound, not a pretty one, her cunt pulsing, more of him and her spilling onto my tongue while I stayed there and took it, until she pushed off the wood and lifted away.

She turned and lay down beside me. In the lamplight her face was flushed and her eyes were still cool, still reading me. My mouth was wet, my chin was wet, and cum shone on my lip. The diaper sagged, enormous and warm, and crinkled loud whenever I breathed.

She laid her palm flat on the soaked front.

The weight of her hand pressed piss and heat and my cock all into one place, and I jerked under it. I didn’t ask. My cock answered her before I could get a word out, a hard throb in the mess, and she saw it, and she saw my face too. She saw I wasn’t sorry.

“Still hard,” she said. “After all that.”

“Yes.”

Rick stood in the dents with his arms crossed, watching the bed. “He’s going to blow in that mess. Look at the bump. Tiny and desperate.”

“When I say.” Her palm stayed where it was. She didn’t rub. She just held me through the swollen diaper, the plastic slick under her hand, the padding giving, my balls tight. “What do you want?”

“To come. In the diaper, under your hand.”

“Who decides?”

“You.”

She looked at me the way she does when she’s already decided and wants the last fact on the record anyway.

“Now.”

It hit me on the word. My cock kicked in the soaked padding and I came under her palm, hard, into the already full diaper, mixing with the piss, the heat of it sharp on my skin while her hand held me down without stroking, just staying. I shook and kept coming because she hadn’t taken the word back. My balls pulled tight and emptied, and the diaper took it, though it couldn’t get any fuller and somehow did, one last wet give under her hand that I heard and she felt. Rick watched from the empty place on the rug and laughed, low, and I didn’t look at him. I looked at her hand and breathed until the last weak throb went through me and stopped.

I wasn’t watching anymore. I was in it, under her, and there was nothing else I wanted.

“Good,” she said.

It reached me after I was already spent, and my cock twitched once in the mess, plain and pathetic. Her palm didn’t leave. My mouth still tasted of him. Rick stood in the four dents where the chair used to be, the sheet under my back was damp with nothing but sweat, and the diaper held all the rest.

She patted the front once, a small pat. “Stay wet till I take it off. Don’t touch it.”

“Yes.”

Rick pulled his clothes on at the edge of the rug, keeping well away from my side of the bed. “Same time,” he said to her, not to me.

“Wednesday,” she said. “It’s on the calendar.”

He left, and the front door clicked shut. She took her hand off the diaper at last, and the cool air hit the wet plastic, and I shivered and didn’t reach for myself. She went to the bathroom and came back with nothing but a towel for her own thighs, and she looked at the sag of me and my wet mouth and my hands still flat on the sheet where she’d put them.

“You can move your hands now,” she said.

I moved them. I didn’t touch the diaper.

She lay down on her own side of the bed, not on me, and turned off the lamp. In the dark I could hear the diaper every time I breathed, and I heard her breathing settle. My cock softened in the piss and the cum, stuck to the padding, and I stayed on my back because she hadn’t told me I could roll over.

The dents were still in the rug in the morning when she peeled the tapes off and the cold air hit my cock and balls and the red lines the leg gathers had left. She didn’t make a fuss over it. She didn’t need to. I could still feel the word from the night before in my skin.

On Sunday the charcoal scratched.

I stood at my drawing corner by the window with the sketchbook open and a stick of charcoal in my hand. I had a fresh diaper on under my clothes, thick and taped, and I felt it every time I shifted my weight. It was dry for now. My cock sat quiet in it, mostly. The afternoon light on the paper was flat and gray at the edges.

On Wednesday the book had stayed shut on this table and the bed had been the whole world. I put the first line down anyway. Gemma in the middle, on her back the way she’d lain on me, her shoulders where my chest had been, her hips low. Rick between her knees, kneeling on the sheet, hands on her knees, his cock in her. And me underneath her along the bottom of the page, holding her waist, in the diaper, drawn small the way I’d drawn myself before, except that now I wasn’t tucked into the corner of somebody else’s picture. I was underneath them. I made the diaper big. I drew the sag. I left my cock a small shape inside it, because that was its size, and I didn’t make it prettier.

I heard her come in behind me, and then her hand came down on my shoulder and stayed.

“Show me,” she said.

I tipped the book toward her. She looked at it for a long time. Her thumb moved once on my shoulder, like she was reading me through it.

“His hands,” she said. “You got his hands right. And the diaper. And you made yourself small on purpose.”

“Yes.”

“You like looking at it.”

My cock thickened in the diaper under my clothes before I could answer. She was standing at my shoulder and couldn’t see it, and she knew anyway. She always knows.

“Yes.”

“I know you do,” she said quietly.

I got harder against the padding, a slow push, and the charcoal left a dark smear where my hand had stopped. She saw the smear and didn’t take the stick away.

“Finish the frame line,” she said. “Then we’ll hang it.”

I finished it. Three bodies: her in the middle, him in her, me in the diaper under her, my mouth not on her yet, because the page was the fucking and not what came after. What came after was still on my tongue if I thought about it, so I tried not to. I fixed the light on Rick’s knuckles and the tape at my hip, and I stopped.

She took the sheet when it was done and slid it into the plain frame and carried it to the bedroom, and I followed her. The four dents were still in the rug. She hung the frame over the bed, centered it, and stepped back. Under the glass were the three of us and the afternoon light and nothing else: Gemma in the middle, Rick between her knees, and me in the diaper underneath her, holding her waist.

“There,” she said.

We went to the kitchen because she wanted coffee, not because she had a speech to make. Two mugs on the counter. The typed agreement was still on the fridge where she’d taped it that first Sunday, her rules in her typing, and the calendar hung under it with Rick’s name written on Wednesday in the same pen. I looked at the agreement and thought about Wednesday, about the chair already gone and the paper still saying exactly what it had said the day we signed: he got the bed, and I got the diaper and her word. It meant the same thing today. She didn’t read it out loud. She didn’t have to. She poured the coffee and put a mug in my hand and looked at my face over the rim of hers.

“Thursday you’re in court,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Pencils, not charcoal. You sit there and you draw the judge. Then you come home and show me the page and tell me out loud what you drew.”

“Yes.”

She saw the bump then, small under the front of my pants, the diaper doing a poor job of hiding it, because I’d gotten hard from her hand on the rules and not from anything I’d asked for. She set her mug down and palmed me once through my pants and the padding, a flat press, and didn’t say the word. I sucked in a breath. She took her hand away.

“Not now,” she said. “Wednesday.”

“Yes,” I said. Wednesday was Rick’s. It said so on the fridge in her small square handwriting, and I was the one who couldn’t wait for it.

If you want more like this, read Cucked Next Door next


Daddy Gives His Geologist an Enema and Fucks Her in the Bunkhouse — Daddy Dom Messing ABDL

Most of my working days that winter started with a rock hammer and ended with cold hands. I map rock for a mine high up in the mountains, which sounds grander than it is. What it really means is that I walk the ridges and road cuts above the mine with a hammer on my belt, a hand lens on a cord around my neck, a pocketful of cloth sample bags and a notebook in a plastic sleeve, and I write down what the ground is made of so the people in the office down the valley can decide where to dig next. I knock a piece off a rock face, turn it to the light, lick my thumb and wet it so the color comes up, and make a small mark on the map in colored pencil. Then I walk on and do it again. Nobody talks to you for hours. I like it more than I’ve ever liked anything I was paid for.

You learn things up there that no book teaches you. Sound rock rings when you hit it, a clean bright note, and rotten rock just thuds, like knocking on a wet door. The wind finds the gap between your glove and your sleeve no matter how you tuck it, and by the end of most days I could feel the cold sitting in my wrists like a pair of bracelets. The men at the mine office called me the rock lady when they thought I couldn’t hear. I’d been called worse by people who knew less.

I’d turned thirty-four that fall. I had been working this stretch of mountain for a few years by then, a few weeks up on the ridges and then a stretch at home in town, over and over. The mine had its own camp by the main gate, a row of trailers with thin walls and a cook who played the radio all night, but the high ground I map is an hour’s drive above it, and early on I’d found the depot.

The depot sits at a bend in the mine road, a long low building with a tin roof, a pair of fuel pumps out front and firewood stacked along the whole south wall. One end is the store and the storeroom, full of the things crews run out of halfway up a mountain: chain, lamp oil, canned peaches, boot laces, coffee. The other end is the bunkhouse. Six narrow rooms down one hall, a bathroom at the far end with pipes that knock, and a big kitchen with a long table and a cast-iron woodstove that I don’t think has ever gone out. In front of the stove there’s a sheepskin rug, worn flat in the middle by years of wet socks.

Malcolm runs all of it.

The first time I came in out of the weather, he was sitting at the end of the long table with a booking ledger open in front of him, a big cloth-bound book with a green cover gone soft at the corners. He keeps it by hand. A computer up here, he told me later, is just a thing that breaks the day you need it. He was a big man, wide through the chest and shoulders, with a short gray beard and reading glasses pushed up on his forehead, in a wool shirt with the sleeves rolled up over thick forearms. He looked to be somewhere in his fifties. He’d spent most of his life as a drill foreman out on the rigs, and he had the hands for it, big and scarred across the knuckles, one thumbnail ridged from some old accident he never explained.

He didn’t get up. He just turned the ledger around on the table and slid a pen across to me.

“Name, age, and how long you’re staying,” he said. “The rate’s on the wall.”

“Age?” I said. “Is that the law up here?”

“It’s a habit.” He had a low, slow voice, like he’d decided a long time ago that there was no point hurrying a sentence. “I signed crews onto rigs most of my life. You get used to knowing who’s sleeping under your roof.”

I wrote it all down. He turned the book back around, read my line, and looked up at me over it.

“Naomi,” he said, like he was testing the weight of it. “I’m Malcolm. The room by the kitchen is the warmest one. You look like a woman who’d want warm.”

“I look like a woman who’s been standing on a ridge all day.”

“Same thing,” he said, and the corner of his mouth went up in the beard. “Coffee’s on the stove. It’s as good as you make it.”

That was the whole first conversation. I took the room by the kitchen, and I’ve taken it every rotation since.

He was the kind of man who says what he sees, and it took me a while to get used to that. Malcolm would look at you across the kitchen and just say it. “You didn’t eat.” “You’re cold.” He’d say it once, and then he’d push a mug across the table or shift the bench closer to the stove with one hand while I was still pulling off my gloves. I’d tell him I was fine. He’d say “Sure,” in a way that meant he didn’t believe a word of it, and go back to his ledger.

On that first rotation I carried my own duffel in. It was the big canvas one, heavier than it looked, and when he saw me wrestling it through the door he got up and reached for the strap.

“I’ve got it,” I said, much too fast.

He let go right away. He looked at the bag and then at me.

“Heavy,” he said, “for a woman who travels light.”

“Rock samples.”

“Uh-huh,” he said, and that was all. He never asked about it again, and somehow that was worse, because I could feel him not asking every time I hauled it past the long table.

There were no rock samples in that bag. Not one.

What was in it was the one thing I’d never let a crew see, in all my years of camps and trailers and shared tents. It’s easy enough to say now. It wasn’t easy for a long time.

It started on my first mine job. I was a grown woman with my first real paycheck and my first apartment, a one-bedroom over a laundromat in a town where the wind never stopped, and I spent my rotations in a camp trailer with the toilet block across a frozen yard. One night I lay there in my sleeping bag needing to go and dreading the walk over all that ice in the dark, and a thought came out of nowhere: what if I just didn’t have to get up. It should have been a practical thought. It wasn’t. It sat low in my belly and got warm, and it stayed there, and it was still there when I drove home to town at the end of the rotation.

A few weeks later I sat on the kitchen floor of that apartment with my laptop and ordered a pack of adult diapers. The thick kind, plain white. My hands shook through the whole order. When the box came I hid it under the bathroom sink behind the cleaning stuff, and the first night I put one on I lay on my back in the dark with the radiator ticking, so stiff with nerves I could barely breathe. It was warm and absurdly thick between my thighs, and it crinkled every time I moved, and after a long time of lying there telling myself I couldn’t, I did. I let go. It spread under me slow and hot, and the shame and the heat of it hit me at exactly the same moment. I was wet in a way that had nothing to do with the diaper. I came with my hand pressed over the front of it, and then I lay there in the mess I’d made, half laughing at myself and half ready to cry.

I did it again the next night.

After that the diapers came up the mountain with me, rolled tight at the bottom of the canvas duffel under my wool socks and spare boots. In camps I slept with the bag under my cot and never once opened it with anybody else in the room. I only wore one on the rare rotations when I drew a trailer all to myself, and then I got up before light to bury the wet one at the bottom of the trash inside two other bags. Nobody ever found them. I zipped that duffel shut on every crew I ever worked with, and that shut zip was the most dependable thing in my life.

Then I found the depot, and a room of my own with a door that locked and a wall the stove kept warm, and I stopped rationing. Whoever had the other rooms down the hall, mostly gray-bearded survey hands and mine mechanics who’d been working these mountains for years, went to bed early and slept like stones, and none of them ever came near my door. Every night I was up there, I wore one. I’d lie in that narrow bunk with the stove muttering through the wall and Malcolm banking the fire on the other side of it, and I’d feel the padding thick between my legs and tell myself that was all it was. Warmth. Not having to get up.

But I started staying in the kitchen a little longer after supper. That was the first small thing. I’d sit by the stove coloring in the day’s map, and he’d sit at the end of the table with his ledger, and neither of us would say much. One rotation I came in soaked from sleet, and he took one look at me and said, “Boots,” and when I’d pulled them off he stuffed them with newspaper and set them by the stove. “That’s how you dry a boot,” he said, like I’d asked. I watched his hands while he did it, for a lot longer than anybody needs to watch a man stuff newspaper into a boot.

Another night, late, he looked up from the ledger and said, “You don’t sleep much the first night up.”

“How would you know that?”

“Your light’s still on under the door when I bank the stove.”

I told him I read. He said, “Sure.” That night I lay in my bunk in a wet diaper with the light off, listening to him through the wall, and I didn’t touch myself, because I was afraid I’d make a sound.

This rotation was January, and the weather had been sitting on the peaks for days. One morning Malcolm stood at the kitchen window with the radio crackling behind him and said a big one was coming over the pass, the kind that shuts the mine road for a week. The other renters, a pair of gray-haired surveyors and a bearded mechanic who’d been keeping the mine’s loader running for years, packed up in an hour and drove down while they still could. I stood at the window with Malcolm and watched their tail-lights go around the bend.

“You going?” he said, without turning around.

I should have. My samples would have been just as easy to bag in town, and I knew exactly what it meant to stay. One hall, the stove, and him.

“I’ve got samples to finish,” I said.

He nodded slowly, still looking at the road. “Then it’s you and me and the stove.”

That evening I noticed the keys. There was a nail beside the ledger where he hung his own key, and that night there were two on it, alike, one for his room at the end of the hall and a second one just like it. I didn’t ask what the second one was for. I thought about it all through supper and all the way down the hall to my room.

The bunkhouse was so quiet that night I could hear the snow starting, a soft hiss against the window, and Malcolm in the kitchen, the iron door of the stove, the scrape of the poker. I stood in the middle of my room and told myself I’d just go to bed like a normal woman, with nobody else in the building but her landlord and his stove.

Then I knelt down and unzipped the duffel.

I put the diaper on lying back on the bunk, lifting my hips the way I’d done it a thousand times, pulling the tapes snug and pressing them flat with my thumbs. The padding pushed my thighs apart. I pulled the blankets up and lay there in the dark with my heart going, and I listened.

His steps came down the hall, slow and heavy, the boards giving under him one after the other, and they slowed outside my door. I stopped breathing. He was right there, maybe an arm’s length from the bunk, with a door between us that suddenly felt as thin as paper.

“Stove’s banked,” he said through the door. That low voice. “Holler if you get cold.”

“I will,” I said, and it came out so strange that I put my hand over my mouth.

His steps went on down the hall. His door closed. And I lay there with one hand over my mouth and the other already between my legs, pressed flat on the front of the diaper, and for the first time I let myself think the whole thing all the way to the end.

I thought about him finding the duffel. Just that, at first. Him on his knees by my bunk, pulling it out, the zip sliding open, and him holding one up in those big scarred hands and reading the size off the front in that slow voice, the way he’d read my name out of his ledger. Not laughing. Just looking at it, and then looking at me, and saying what he saw.

My clit was hard under all that padding. I rubbed it through the front in slow circles, and the plastic crinkled under the blankets, and I bit my lip to keep quiet.

I thought about him laying me down by the stove on that sheepskin and taping me into one himself, pressing each tape flat with his thumb the way he’d stuffed my boots, like it was just one more job worth doing right. I thought about his palm settling on the front, broad and heavy, right over my cunt. And I thought about him saying it, just once and plainly, the way he said everything. Wet.

The pressure was already there, low and warm. I’d been holding it since supper without admitting why.

I let it go.

It came slow at first, a hot little thread, and then all at once, a rush I could feel spreading under me and up the front, soaking into the thick padding until the whole diaper went warm and heavy between my legs. I pressed my hand down on it and felt the heat come up through the plastic into my palm, and I pretended it was his palm, and that he could feel every second of it, and I made a sound into the blanket I’d never made in my life.

The wet front dragged over my clit when I rubbed. It was soaked and hot and slippery against me through the padding, and I rubbed harder, faster, the heel of my hand grinding down where it was thickest. I thought about him watching me do it. I thought about him saying good girl in that slow, even voice, and my hips came right up off the bunk.

I came with the blanket in my teeth. It went through me hard, my cunt clenching over and over on nothing and my thighs locking around the soaked padding, my breath going ragged through my nose, and under all of it the quiet from the end of the hall. I lay there afterward in the wet diaper with my face burning, sure he’d heard, sure he hadn’t, and wanting both.

In the morning the storm came over the pass the way he’d said it would.

By noon the road was gone, the wind was up and the snow was coming sideways. Malcolm put on his heavy coat and walked me out the back door and along a rope strung from post to post through the drifts, to an old outhouse with a half-moon cut in the door.

“If the pipes go,” he said, shouting it over the wind, “this is what we’ve got. Don’t laugh. It’s saved more crews than I have.”

I didn’t laugh. I looked back at the rope, already half lost in the white, and I knew I’d never walk it at night.

That afternoon he said he’d check the pipes in every room before dark, because the first night of a big storm was always the night something froze. So at dusk, while he was still banging around in the bathroom at the far end of the hall, I knelt by my bunk and shoved the duffel under it as far as it would go, right back against the wall, hard enough that I heard the zip give. I told myself he’d only look at the sink.

He checked the sink. He said it looked fine. We ate supper, and the wind got worse.

At bedtime I went to brush my teeth at the little sink in my room, and I turned the tap, and nothing came out. Not a drop. Just a dry knock somewhere deep in the wall, and then the faint tick of cold metal.

I pulled my boots on and knocked on his door at the end of the hall. He came out in his wool shirt with his own boots already laced, like he’d been expecting it, and stood in my room for a moment with his head tilted, listening to the wall.

“Under the floor,” he said. “Wait here.”

He went out into the storm with a light and a heat gun, and I stood there in my thermal shirt and sleep pants not thinking about the duffel, which is to say thinking about nothing else. When he came back there was frost on the shoulders of his wool shirt.

“Can’t get at it from the crawl space,” he said. “The run comes up under your bunk. Only way to reach it is from in here.”

He got down on the floor before I could say anything. He lay on his back on the boards and worked his shoulders in under the frame of my bunk, and my whole body went cold and then hot, because I knew exactly how far back that pipe ran and exactly what was lying against it.

He held his flashlight out to me without looking.

“Hold this for me. Keep it on my hands.”

I took it. The heat gun roared to life under my bunk, loud and hot, and the smell of scorched dust came up off the boards. I stood there in my boots with the light in my hand, pointing it at his big careful hands on the frozen pipe, and I held it as steady as I could.

❦

The heat gun clicked off under my bunk, and in the sudden quiet I could hear the pipe still ticking, cold metal giving up its ice a little at a time. The wind hit the north wall hard enough to rattle the latch. I stood there in my boots and thermal shirt with his light in my hand, and Malcolm lay on his back on the floorboards with his shoulders jammed under the frame, the frost from the crawl space melting into dark spots on his wool shirt.

“Keep it steady,” he said.

I kept it steady. The beam sat on his wrist and the brass fitting and the white crust that had crept along the pipe since dark. He was slow with a tool the way he was slow with a sentence, and the smell of hot plastic hung in the air. Then his elbow bumped something soft under the slats. He grunted, reached back without looking, and dragged it out by the strap.

My duffel.

The zip had already given halfway when I shoved it under there at dusk, and now it slid open the rest of the way across the boards, and the light fell right on what was inside: a stack of plain white adult diapers, thick and folded tight, the plastic backing as pale as the snow against the window.

He sat up, and the bunk creaked over his head. He took one off the top and held it up between us in both hands, the way he’d hold up a pipe coupling to see if it was cracked.

“Large,” he said, reading it off the front, and then he read the line underneath too, the waist and the hips, slowly, every word, before he looked at me.

My thighs pressed together before I could tell them not to. The room was so cold it sat on my skin like a wet cloth, and my nipples went hard under the thermal shirt anyway, two tight points he could see perfectly well. He looked at them, and he didn’t pretend he hadn’t. My hand went out for the duffel strap and stopped halfway and hung there in the air, and I didn’t take it.

I’d been shoving that bag out of sight since my first mine job, on every crew and in every camp. Now the zip was wide open in my own light, and a man was holding one up like it was something off his own shelf.

“Put it down,” I said.

He set it on my blanket, not back in the bag, and wiped his hands on his jeans. Then he looked at me again, at my face this time, and what he said was nothing I’d braced for.

“You warm enough in here?”

I stared at him. “What?”

“Room’s dropping fast and you’re standing there in a shirt.” He nodded at the pipe. “That’s going to take the night. I’ll come back to it with the gun so it doesn’t split. But you’re not sleeping in a room with no water and a frozen trap. Kitchen. Coffee’s on the stove.”

All those years of hiding that bag, and the first man who ever found it wanted to know if I was cold. I didn’t know what to do with that. The other renters had left the day before and the road was shut. There was nobody else in the bunkhouse and nobody for miles, just the man who ran the depot, my landlord for a week’s rent, and me with my bag open on the floor.

“Kitchen,” he said again, and he picked up the heat gun, the diaper and the duffel by its strap, all in one go.

The long table held the heat from the cast-iron stove. He poured two mugs of coffee, black and hot enough that the first sip stung my lip, and sat down across from me with the booking ledger open under his hand and a pen beside it. I kept my eyes on my mug. The cold was still in my boots, and something else had started up between my legs, a slow wet heat under my sleep pants, and all he was doing was turning a page.

He put his finger on my line and read it out loud, the same way he’d read the size.

“Naomi, thirty-four.”

I’d written it myself the day I came up, the way I always did. It sounded different in his mouth.

“And I’m fifty-three,” he said. “Retired drill foreman. I run the depot and I keep this stove lit. That’s who’s sitting at your table, so you know.”

I drank. The coffee was bitter and good. Under the table my thighs were still clamped together, and my pussy was wet enough that I shifted on the bench and hoped the table hid it. He watched my mouth on the rim of the mug.

“Storm’s got the road,” he said. “Bathroom’ll be next, the way that wall’s going. The outhouse is a long way of white tonight. You walking that rope in the dark?”

“No.” It came out dry. “I’m not walking to an outhouse in a whiteout.”

He waited. He didn’t fill the silence for me. He was very good at that.

I set the mug down. The handle was hot against my palm. “That’s not really why I have them,” I said. “I wear one every night, and I have for years. When I’m down for the night and the cold’s on me, I don’t go looking for a toilet. I use the diaper and I deal with it in the morning. Nobody on any crew has ever seen that bag. That’s the rest of it.”

He nodded once, like I’d just told him how deep a hole went.

“All right,” he said. “Then here’s what I’ve got. You can have the week the way it is, or you can have it with me.” He said it as plainly as he’d say the road was shut. “I’m your Daddy for the week, diapers and all. I tape you into them, I tell you when to wet, and I watch. You call me Daddy when I’ve got my hands on you and when you come. You sleep where I put you.”

That one word made my cunt clench, and I felt the wet slide against the cotton. He hadn’t touched me. His hand was still flat on the ledger. When I signed that line, the week had meant rent and a bunk and a man who kept the stove going, and nothing else at all.

“I get a word,” I said.

“Name it.”

“Bedrock.”

He looked at me for a while, in no hurry. “Bedrock,” he said. “You say that, and it all stops that minute. Same room, same rate on the week, and I fix your pipes either way. Nobody’s putting a price on it. Saying no costs you nothing. A plain no in there, I’ll stop and ask you about. Bedrock stops everything. You clear on that?”

“Yes.”

“Say it back to me, so I know you heard it.”

The stove popped. The wind leaned on the wall. I was stone sober, the coffee was just coffee, my hands were flat on the wood, and my nipples were hard again under my shirt where he could see them.

“If I say bedrock, it stops that minute,” I said. “Same room. Same rate. My pipes get fixed either way.”

“And the week?”

“Yes,” I said, out loud, and it was the clearest thing I’d said in years. “I want it. You’re my Daddy. Diapers and all.”

He closed the ledger, and the pen rolled an inch and stopped. On the nail beside it hung the second key, the one I’d noticed the night before and hadn’t asked about. I had a fair idea now which door it opened, and I didn’t say so.

“Good girl,” he said.

I felt that land somewhere under my belly button, a warm pulse that spread down and made it impossible to sit still. He saw my hips move on the bench. Of course he did.

“You’re wet already,” he said. “It’s all over your face. And I’ve been hard since you said every night, so we’re even. Stand up.”

I stood. His cock was pressing up against the front of his jeans, no mistaking it in the stove light. He came around the table, picked up the diaper and took the duffel strap in his other hand.

“Sheepskin,” he said.

The rug was warm under my back. He laid me down without any speech about it and pulled my boots off one at a time, and then my sleep pants came off in his hands with one tug at the waist, and my pussy was bare to the stove, swollen and shining, my clit standing out, wet all the way down into the crack of my ass.

He looked at it for a long moment.

“Soaked through the cotton,” he said. “And you sat there talking about the outhouse.”

“I know what I was doing.”

“Hips up.”

I lifted. He shook the diaper open with a dry crinkle and slid it under me. The padding was heavy against my ass, so thick I felt the weight of it before he’d even brought the front up, and then he settled the front over my pussy, snug, the inside already warming against my skin. He pressed each tape flat with his thumb, one hip and then the other, smoothing the plastic until it held without pulling, exactly the way I’d pictured it under the blankets the night before. The bulk sat between my legs so my thighs couldn’t close all the way, and I could hear my own breath, and the wind, and the small give of the diaper every time I moved.

Then his palm settled on the front, broad and heavy, right over my clit through all that padding.

“Wet,” he said.

“I can’t.” My voice came out thin. “Not with you watching.”

He pressed harder, and the diaper packed up against my cunt, warm from his hand and from me. “Wet.”

The word I’d given him was right there behind my teeth. I could feel the shape of it. One word, and his hand would come off and the coffee would still be warm and nothing would be owed. I didn’t say it. His palm didn’t move, and he was still hard. I could see the line of his cock in his jeans from where I lay, and the sight of it made my stomach drop.

“You going to say your word,” he said quietly, “or are you going to piss in that diaper under my hand?”

I stared up at the stovepipe. The heat built low in me, less a decision than a muscle starting to give, and my belly went tight. The first of it was small, a hot thread right at the center of me, and then the rest came in a rush I couldn’t have pulled back if I’d wanted to. It left me in a hard stream against the inside of the diaper and spread out under his palm, the padding swelling and going heavy and warm, a soft hiss I felt more than heard, until the thick middle bulged soft between my legs. The plastic held all of it, and his hand felt every second. Another push came, weaker, hot over the first and running back toward my ass, and the diaper got heavier and tugged at the tapes, and the wet front molded itself to my clit so that every tiny move of his palm dragged soaked padding right across it.

“There,” he said. “That’s it. Don’t stop it.”

I didn’t. The last of it leaked out of me in little spurts, my pussy fluttering around nothing, until the weight sat warm and obscene against my cunt and the tops of my thighs. My face was burning and my nipples hurt against my shirt. My body had answered him before my mouth ever got a vote.

“Good girl.”

I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. His fingers found my clit through the wet front and started to rub in slow circles, the soaked padding dragging and squelching faintly under his hand, and the smell of my own piss rose in the warm air by the stove. He didn’t rush. My hips jerked, and he put his other hand flat on my belly under my shirt and pressed me back down into the sheepskin.

“Feel that?” he said. “Hot and heavy. Tell me what you did.”

“I wet,” I said. “I pissed in it. With you watching.”

“And?”

“Daddy.”

“Louder when you come.”

He rubbed harder, two fingers working my clit through the warm wet bulk, the plastic slick under his palm, my clit so swollen I could feel it pushing back against the padding. My thighs shook against the thick sides of the diaper. I grabbed his wrist and didn’t pull him off. It hit me while he was still talking, low and crude, telling me he could feel me throbbing right through the diaper, and I came with my mouth wide open.

“Daddy.”

It broke out of me and kept on breaking. My cunt clenched and pulsed around nothing, and the piss-warmth and his fingers and that word all ran together into one long raw wave that went up through my belly and into my nipples. He didn’t let me off it. He kept rubbing, slower, through every aftershock, until I was gasping and the diaper was a hot soaked weight between my legs and I’d said Daddy more times than I could have told you.

“Again,” I said, stupid with it. “Don’t stop.”

“I decide that.” He opened the tapes one at a time and peeled them back. The wet diaper sagged open, heavy, the inside hot and yellow with my piss, the smell sharp in the dry heat. He folded it down off me and set it on the boards with the plastic side out. Cold air hit my wet pussy and I hissed.

He took the cloth from the hook by the stove, dipped it in the kettle and wrung it out with steam rising off the twist of it. He cleaned me in slow warm strokes, between my lips, around my clit and down over my hole, wiping every bit of piss off my skin until I was bare and still twitching under the cloth. Then he rinsed it and did the insides of my thighs and the crease of my ass, thorough and practical about it.

“Open your legs.”

I opened them. He looked at my cunt, red and wet with more than the cloth, my clit standing straight out.

“Pretty, clean like that,” he said, and put his mouth on me.

There was no talking in it at first, just his tongue flat on my clit and then the tip of it, and I was already raw from coming through the diaper and he didn’t ease up at all. He licked me open and sucked my clit into his mouth, slid two fingers into my pussy and curled them, and the wet sound of it was loud next to the stove. I dug my heels into the sheepskin and my hands found his hair. He ate me like he had all night to do it, his nose pressed against me and his tongue working that one spot until my hips were trying to climb his face.

“Say it,” he said into me, and I felt the words buzz right on my clit.

“Daddy. Daddy, I’m going to come.”

“Then come.”

I did. The second one was sharper than the first, my cunt gripping his fingers and a gush against his tongue that he took without lifting his head, my ass coming right up off the rug and a long ugly sound pulled out of me. He sucked and didn’t stop until the whole thing had broken over me and I was limp and shaking with my thighs clamped around his ears, and then he licked me slowly through the last of it, cleaning up what I’d given him.

He sat back on his heels. His mouth and beard were wet, and his cock was straining against his jeans, thicker than before, a dark spot showing at the head through the denim.

“You taste like you came twice,” he said. “On your knees.”

I got onto my knees on the sheepskin. The stove warmed my bare ass, and the wet diaper lay heavy beside my shin, still warm. He opened his jeans and took his cock out, heavy in his fist, the head wet and his balls full and hanging low. He put his hand on the back of my head, weight and direction, not a shove.

“Open up.”

I took him into my mouth, salt and skin, the head thick on my tongue, and I sucked him with spit running down my chin, nothing pretty about any of it. He was big. I took what I could and used my hand on the rest, and he kept his hand on my head and let me work.

“Look at me.”

I looked up. It was the same face that had looked at me from under the bunk, calm and watching.

“You want my cum,” he said.

“Yes.” It came out wet and garbled around him, so I pulled off long enough to say it properly. “Yes, Daddy. I want it in my mouth.”

“Then take it.”

I took him back in and sucked harder, my tongue under the head and my hand tight at the base, the sheepskin rough on my knees and my pussy still throbbing and dripping down my thigh. His breathing changed. His hips gave one short push, and he came in my mouth, hot and thick, pulse after pulse of salty cum until I had to swallow or lose it. I swallowed. He kept his hand on my head until the last of it jerked out of him, and I licked the head clean because he hadn’t told me to stop, and because I wanted the taste of him after he’d had the taste of me.

“That’s my girl,” he said, quietly.

He tucked himself back in. I stayed on my knees with the taste of him in my mouth and my pussy bare and used. He picked the wet diaper up off the boards, rolled it up tight and dropped it in the ash bucket by the stove, and zipped the duffel shut on the clean ones.

He looked down the hall, and the wind moved in the stovepipe.

“My room,” he said. “End of the hall.”

He lifted the duffel by the strap, and I could see the weight of the whole stack in the set of his arm. He carried it down the dark hall to the room at the end, his, and he left the door open behind him.

❦

By the third day of the storm the snow was packed up to the windowsills, and Malcolm decided it was a good time to count stock. So that afternoon I stood in the depot storeroom in two sweaters and my work pants, reading cans of peaches out loud to him by the light of a lamp hung on a hook.

The storeroom is the cold end of the building, and in there the cold sat right on the cans. Ice had grown on the inside of the window in feathery sheets, and my breath showed every time I said a number. Chain hung in loops on the next shelf, and a tin of lamp oil sat exactly where my elbow wanted to go. Malcolm stood at the end of the aisle with the stock clipboard and a pencil, his coat hanging open.

“Twenty-four,” I said, and turned the can so the label faced out like the others. “If this road stays shut much longer, we’re going to be eating these until the labels fall off.”

“There’s worse things than peaches,” he said, and wrote it down.

I went up on my toes for the top row, and the diaper under my work pants crinkled, loud in the cold, the plastic catching on the seam of my pants as I stretched. He wrote the number down. He wasn’t looking at the shelf. He was looking at my hips.

“You hear that?” he said.

“I hear it. It’s peaches. Keep writing.”

The urge came while my arm was still up, and it didn’t bother asking. Stretching like that pulled everything tight across my bladder, and before I could even squeeze, it was just going, all at once, a hard hot gush into the dry padding that I couldn’t have stopped with both hands. I clenched and it went on anyway, flooding the front and soaking back under me until the tapes tugged at my hips. A little crept up past the leg and went cold the second the air found it. The weight dropped between my legs, and I had to put my heels down or tip into the peaches. The smell came up inside my pants, sharp and unmistakably mine.

I set the can down. My hand shook once, and I made it stop.

“Next one,” I said, and read it off.

He wrote it. The pencil scratched. His eyes stayed where they were.

“You shifted,” he said. “The front of you did.”

“I’m counting your peaches, Malcolm.”

The diaper pulled when I took a step, swollen, hot in the middle and cold at the edges. And while he was still talking, my pussy had gone wet under all of it, a slickness that had nothing to do with what I’d just let go. I hated the way my knees wanted to bend.

“Come here,” he said.

I stayed by the peaches, so he came to me instead. His hand landed on my hip and stopped me between the chain and the cans.

“Hold still.”

He popped the button on my work pants and opened the waistband, and cold slid in over my belly. Two of his fingers pressed the front of the diaper right where it was thickest. The padding gave with a wet sound, heavy and full, and what I’d let go of shifted under his fingers. I sucked in a breath through my teeth.

“Soaked,” he said. “You pissed in it. The front’s hot and it’s gone right through to both sides. I can smell it from here.”

My ears burned. I looked hard at the cans.

“While I was writing,” he said. “You stood there and let it go.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you did.”

“I pissed in my diaper,” I said. “While I counted your peaches.”

“Good.”

My clit pulsed so hard I felt it in my teeth, and more slick came out of me onto the inside of the soaked padding. His fingers were still on the front, and he felt me jump.

“There,” he said. “Your pussy woke right up when I said that. Don’t hide it.”

“I’m not hiding anything. You’re standing on it.”

He took his fingers out and wiped them on my pants, looking at the sag between my legs, not at my face.

“Walk,” he said.

I walked. The diaper swung, a wet bulk, every step a soft squash. He pointed at the wooden crate by the shelves, an old one, splintered, the stencil worn off the side.

“Hiding your stash in my pipe run,” he said. “That earns you a spanking. So it’s bedrock, or it’s the crate.”

“Those are my things,” I said. “That’s my business.” Bedrock would have cost me nothing, and I knew it, and I didn’t want it. “The crate.”

He put a hand between my shoulder blades and bent me over it. It wasn’t a shove, just weight, and my chest met the wood. The lamp-oil tin ticked as it cooled. My ass went up, and the wet diaper strained at the waistband he’d already opened.

“All this over a duffel,” I said into the crate.

“Over my pipe run.”

“Malcolm.”

“Hands on the crate.”

I put them there. He hooked my work pants and pulled them down, and the diaper came down with them, the soaked padding peeling away from my ass and my pussy with a cold wet kiss of air, and he left it all bunched around my knees. The diaper hung heavy against my calves, yellow through the white, crinkling when my knees shook.

“Tell me what I’m looking at,” he said.

“My bare ass,” I said, “with my pants down and a wet diaper hanging at my knees.”

“In my storeroom.” His voice didn’t change. “You want me to stop?”

“No.”

His hand came down on my bare ass, open palm, and the smack was loud and flat in that cold room. Heat jumped into my left cheek, and I laughed. It came out short, a dry little bark, because one smack was nothing next to a whiteout and a frozen road. He spanked the right side, and I laughed at that one too.

“Funny,” he said.

“A little.”

The next one landed low, on skin that had stopped being cold, and the one after it crossed the same place, and the sound changed. Then one stung deep enough that it wasn’t a joke anymore, and I stopped laughing and my teeth came together. He didn’t speed up and he didn’t miss. He worked his way across both cheeks with the same slow, even swing, until one of them shoved me forward into the edge of the crate and my ass was hot enough that the cold air hurt every time it touched me between the blows.

“You laughing now?” he said.

“No.”

“I didn’t hear you.”

“I’m not laughing.”

He kept going. I could feel the red building under his hand without having to look at it, steady and mean. The wet diaper swung and slapped my calves. His hand was so big it covered most of a cheek at once, and when he caught me on the underside, right where my ass met my thigh, I grunted out loud and my fingers dug into the wood. And somewhere in there, with my ass on fire, a drop ran out of my pussy and fell onto the wet diaper bunched at my knees.

He stopped with his hand flat on the heat.

“Red,” he said. “Both sides. You feel it?”

“Yes.”

“Whose ass is it?”

“Mine.”

“And who put you over the crate?”

“You did,” I said, and then, because it was true, “Daddy.”

That was the strange part, the part I’d never have guessed when I said yes at the kitchen table. Being looked after turned out to include being told off, and I liked both, and I wasn’t sure which one I liked more. My hole clenched on nothing. Another drop slid down and soaked into the diaper at my knees. He saw it, and he said so.

“You’re dripping on your own piss. You want the rest of it?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Then you get it in my bed.” His hand patted the red once, not gentle and not hard. “Stand up.”

I stood, with my pants and the diaper around my knees and my ass burning in the cold. He looked at the red the way he looked at a count that came out right, and nodded.

“Hall,” he said.

I had to shuffle. The boards were cold through my socks, and the wet diaper crinkled with every short step, brushing the hot skin whenever I didn’t keep my knees apart. His door stood open at the end of the hall. The second key was still in his pocket; I’d watched him take it off the nail that first night, and I still hadn’t asked.

He shut the door with his heel. The room was warmer, and the kettle on the washstand was putting up a thin thread of steam. That was all the water we had, with the pipes still frozen. My duffel sat open on his chair, and my wand was in the side pocket where I always kept it.

“Sit,” he said.

I sat on the edge of his bed, and the wool blanket bit my spanked ass so that I hissed. He knelt and pulled my work pants off over my socks, and then the soaked diaper, heavy in his hand. He looked at the swollen yellow front and dropped it in the bucket.

“On your back.”

I lay back, and my ass complained the second it took my weight. He wrung a cloth in the kettle water and wiped me down with it, warm, down the crack of my ass, over my pussy and between my lips, and off my thighs where the leg of the diaper had left a line. He wiped until I was clean and shaking, and fresh slick came while he worked.

“Still wet,” he said. “That’s not piss. That’s your pussy.”

“I know what it is.”

“Spread.”

I spread my legs. He wiped once more, slowly, over my clit, and my hips jumped at the cloth.

“There,” he said. “Clean enough to fuck.”

He reached into the duffel and put my wand in my hand. My thumb found the switch without looking. It was mine, the one I used when I thought the bunkhouse was empty.

“On your clit,” he said. “You hold that. I’ll fuck you.”

“Now?”

“Now.”

I turned it on. The buzz went into my fingers, and when I set the head on my clit my whole belly went tight. It was too much for a second, and then it was exactly enough, and my knees fell open before my mouth had agreed to anything.

He shoved his pants down. His cock came out thick and heavy, the head already wet, his balls hanging low, and he got onto the bed over me like a man who had all night and meant to use it.

“Look at me.”

I looked. He was fifty-three, and none of it had gone soft in the shoulders. I was thirty-four, with a red ass and my own wand on my clit, and this want was mine. I’d been carrying it since my first mine job, zipped up in that duffel on every crew. But this wasn’t the duffel. This was his bed.

“Slow,” he said.

He pushed the head of his cock into my pussy, blunt and real. I was wet enough that he slid, but he was big, and he didn’t rush the first inch. My hole gripped him, the wand buzzed on my clit, and the two things met somewhere in the middle of me, and I said it.

“Daddy.”

“Again, while I go in.”

“Daddy.”

He sank all the way in. I felt his balls against my hot ass and the head of him deep inside, and my cunt fluttered around the thickness of him. He stayed there. He didn’t thrust, just let me feel how full I was, while the wand made my clit jump under my own hand and he watched my face, my hand, and the place where his cock went into me.

“You’re taking all of it,” he said. “Tell me what I’m in.”

“My pussy. Your cock’s in my pussy.”

I clenched on him and moaned. He pulled back slowly, almost out, the ridge of his head tugging at my hole, and then pushed in slowly again, and again. Every stroke rubbed deep, and my spanked skin dragged on the blanket and stung, and the sting made my clit hotter under the wand.

“Don’t lift that off.”

“I won’t.”

“You close?”

“Getting there.”

The wet sounds started, my pussy on his cock, loud and shameless in that small room. A line of gray light from the window lay across his shoulder, and I watched his stomach move every time he pushed into me.

“Talk,” he said. “I want it out loud.”

“You’re so big,” I said, “and you’re going so slow I can feel every bit of your cock, and my ass is burning, and if you keep doing that I’m going to come all over you.”

“Keep the wand where it is. I’ll decide how you get fucked.”

He kept the same slow stroke and let me climb, in and out, the head almost leaving me and then the long push that filled me so full I couldn’t talk straight. My free hand fisted the sheet. My hips tried to meet him, and he put a palm on my belly and held me down flat so I had to take it at his speed.

“Tell me when.”

“Close. Daddy, it’s close. Right on my clit. Don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping.”

The first one started in my clit, a tight bright knot, and then it broke. My pussy clamped down on him in hard pulses and I came with my mouth open, the wand pressed down hard and my hips trying to fuck up into him and not getting far, because he was heavy and deep in me. It went through me in waves, slick flooding around his cock and running down to my ass, my spanked skin burning on the blanket, and I said his name in the middle of it and didn’t dress it up at all.

“Daddy. Daddy.”

He fucked me through it, still slow, so I felt every squeeze of my own hole on him. When the pulses eased off I was shaking and wet to the crack of my ass.

“That’s one,” he said. “You’ve got another in you.”

“I don’t know.”

“You do. Keep the wand on.”

I kept it on. My clit was so sensitive I whimpered, and I still didn’t lift it. He looked at my face and saw I was doing what he’d told me.

Then the slow went out of him.

He fucked me hard. The bed knocked the wall on every stroke, his cock driving in full length, his balls slapping my red ass, the head hitting so deep I grunted. The wand slipped in the wet and I put it back on my clit because he’d told me not to lift it, and the buzz on a clit that had just come was sharp enough to make my eyes water. I took it. I took him.

“Listen to your cunt,” he said. “It’s gripping me. You’re dripping down my balls, and your ass is still red from the crate.”

“I can feel both.”

“You want the second one?”

“Yes.”

“Then ask me right.”

“I want to come again, Daddy. Fuck me hard and I’ll come on your cock.”

He gave it to me harder, one hand braced by my head and the other off the wand, because the wand was my job. His hips snapped, and I felt the spanking in every bounce, and the heat fed the come building again. I could hear my own breath, and the woodstove ticking down the hall, and the crude slap of him in my pussy.

“You going to come with me in you?”

“Yes. Now. Daddy, now.”

The second one was deeper. His cock dragged it up out of me and the wand pushed it over the edge, and it rolled up from my hole and broke over my clit and I said Daddy into his neck, loud and not pretty. My pussy milked him, greedy, pulling at his cock like it already wanted his cum. My legs shook. I kept the wand on through all of it, because taking it off would have felt like dropping a can off the top shelf. When it eased I was soaked in my own slick, his cock still driving, my ass throbbing in time with him.

He didn’t stop until I was done shaking. Then he drove in and stayed there, and I felt him get thicker.

“I’m going to come in you.”

“Yes.”

“In your pussy. Then the diaper goes on over it, and you hold still and keep it.”

“Yes, Daddy. Come in me.”

He came. I felt the first hot pulse high up inside me and then more, thick spurts, his cock jumping, his breath short against my hair, and a low groan came out of him. When he gave one last slow push his cum leaked out around him, warm over my pussy and down onto the red skin of my ass. I finally took the wand off, because I couldn’t stand another spark, and my cunt squeezed one more time around him anyway.

He stayed in until he’d softened a little, and then he pulled out, and I felt empty and open and full of him all at once. His cum slid out of me onto my thigh. He watched it.

“Leave it,” he said. “That’s mine. It goes in the diaper, not on a cloth.”

He took a fresh diaper from the duffel and lifted my hips without any effort at all and slid it under me, and the plastic was cool on my hot ass, so I hissed again. He brought the front up over my pussy and over the cum still leaking out of me, and taped it snug on both sides. I crinkled when I breathed. His cum sat warm inside the clean diaper, mine to carry and his to check.

Then his palm went flat on the front, heavy and warm, and he left it there.

“You sleep in it,” he said. “My cum stays in that diaper. You don’t take it off.”

“I won’t.”

“Tell me where it is.”

“Your cum’s in my pussy and in the diaper. Your hand’s on it.”

“That’s right.”

Even through all that padding I felt my clit answer him, and I made a small sound and turned into his chest before I’d decided to. He pulled the blanket over both of us. His hand stayed on the front of the diaper, feeling the bulk and the heat of it while I went under. My ass throbbed, snow hissed against the window, and his cock lay soft against my hip. I slept against him with the diaper taped tight and his cum held inside it, and the only sound in the room was the wind in the stovepipe.

A board creaked in the cold.

His hand shifted on the front of the diaper, and that was what woke me. Then the cramp did.

It sat low in my belly, a hard twist and then a dull push that went nowhere. It was still before light, and the wind had piled the snow higher than the sill. I’d walked the outhouse path with him on the first day; by now it was buried past anything you could shovel in the dark. The cramp came again. My belly hadn’t moved in days, not since before the road shut, and the pressure sat there heavy and stupid. The plastic rustled when I tried to curl up around the pain.

Malcolm’s breathing stayed slow. His palm pressed once, like he’d felt me wake and wasn’t asking yet.

I lay still in the dark with the cramp and the buried path and that useless weight in my gut, and I didn’t get up.

❦

His hand slid up off the diaper and onto my belly while I was still lying there with my eyes squeezed shut. The cramp had me curled on my side in his bed with both fists tucked under the sheet, and the weight of his palm settled right on the locked place and stayed there.

“Hard as a board,” Malcolm said. His voice was low, the way it got when the stove was the only light. “You’ve been holding that since before light.”

I groaned into the pillow. The diaper I’d slept in rustled when I tried to pull my knees up, and he didn’t let me. His thumb stayed on the tight band of muscle under my navel and pressed, slowly, until I breathed out through my teeth.

The depot first-aid box was open on his knees at the edge of the bed. I heard the latch, and then he held something up where I could see it in the gray light: an enema bag, clear, with a short hose and the nozzle still in its paper sleeve.

“You can say no to this,” he said, once and plainly. “Or you can say yes, and I’ll fill you up and we’ll get that gut of yours moving. The road’s still shut, the outhouse path is under the drift and the pipes are ice. This is what we’ve got.”

My belly jumped under his hand like it had heard him before I did. Heat crawled low, a wet warmth in the diaper that had nothing to do with needing to go, and I hated that he’d feel me twitch if he moved his palm an inch lower. He didn’t move it. He waited.

“Yes,” I said. My voice came out dry. “Yes, Daddy.”

He nodded once and put the bag back in the box. “Up. By the stove.”

The floor was cold under my bare feet. The diaper sagged between my thighs, still thick with his cum from the night before, the tapes pulling at my hips as I walked. Malcolm carried the box, the kettle and my duffel. I carried nothing but the cramp.

The tin tub was already sitting on the boards by the woodstove, empty, its rim cold when my shin bumped it. He poured the first kettle in, set the kettle back on the iron to heat again, and the steam hit my face. He did it again and again, until there was a hand’s depth of water smoking in the dim kitchen. Then he laid two towels down beside the tub, folded thick, and shoved the sheepskin back so it would stay dry.

“On your side,” he said. “On the towels.”

I lay down. He tested the kettle water with the back of his hand and let it cool before he tipped some into the bag, then hung the bag from a nail in the stove trim that he’d driven in years ago for drying gloves. When he pinched the hose and a drop hit his knuckle, he grunted.

“Warm. Not hot.” He looked at me. “Still a yes?”

“Still a yes.”

He knelt, and one hand went flat on my belly again, the same place, feeling the knot. The other hand peeled the tapes, and the diaper came away heavy and quiet. Cold air hit my ass and my pussy, and I clenched without meaning to.

“Don’t,” he said. “Open.”

I did. He tore the paper off the nozzle, slicked it with a little warm water, and set the tip against my hole. Not my pussy. The other one, the tight one that hadn’t let anything out in days. He didn’t rush. The nozzle slid in a little way and then a little more, and my ass took it with a burn that faded into pressure.

“There.” His palm pressed my belly. “Water’s coming. You breathe.”

The clamp on the hose clicked, and warmth ran into me, slow at first and then a steady push that filled the low part of my gut and climbed. I could hear a soft gurgle in the hose, and I could feel a spreading heat inside me that had nothing to do with the stove. My belly rose under his hand. The cramp fought it, and he kept the pressure even, not hard, just there, so I couldn’t curl away from what was going in.

“How much?” I said, and my voice shook.

“Enough.” He watched my face, then my belly. “If it turns into a pain that isn’t the cramp, you tell me. You know your word.”

I knew it. It was sitting on my tongue like a smooth stone I could spit out any time I wanted, and I kept it there. The water kept coming. My pussy got wet while he was still watching the bag, a slick trail running down toward the towel, and he saw it.

“There she is,” he said, and the warmth in his voice landed harder in me than the water did.

He shut the clamp when the bag was half empty. He left the nozzle in a moment longer, his fingers holding my cheek so I wouldn’t push it out, and then he drew it free slowly. I clenched on nothing and nearly lost the water right there.

“Hold.”

A thick diaper from my duffel was already lying open on the towel; he’d pulled it out while the bag drained. He lifted my hips with one arm and slid it under me, and the plastic was loud in the quiet room. He brought the front up over my pussy and my full belly and taped it tight at both hips. The bulk pushed my thighs apart, and every little shift made the water inside me slosh against the place his hand had been.

“Clamps,” he said.

He took them out of the side pocket of my duffel, where they’d been riding along next to my wand for longer than I’d ever admit, two little clamps with rubber tips, and he warmed them in his fist first. Then he pulled my shirt off over my head and rolled one nipple between his fingers until it stood up, and the first clamp bit, and I hissed. The second bit, and both nipples burned with a steady mean throb that ran down through me and settled between my legs. He checked the tapes and set his hand on the swell of my belly again.

“On your knees.”

I got there. The towels bunched under my shins and the diaper crinkled with every breath. The water sat heavy and warm and wrong in me, wanting out, and the clamps tugged when I leaned forward. Malcolm stayed close behind me, close enough that I felt his knee against my calf.

“Not in front of you,” I said. The words came out before I’d picked them. “I can’t. Not with you watching. I’ll go in the corner. I’ll...”

“No.” His hand settled on my belly through the diaper, the heel of it right over the water. “You hold it until I say. You do it here, on your knees, where I can feel it.”

“Malcolm...”

“Daddy,” he said quietly. He didn’t raise his voice. His hand pressed, gently, and the water surged and I clenched so hard my thighs shook. “Your word’s right there if you want it. Otherwise you hold for me.”

I put my forehead down on my wrists. My pussy was soaked inside the diaper, separate from the water I was holding, a hot slippery shame that had started when he said there she is and hadn’t let up since. I could have said bedrock and had it all stop, and I didn’t. The second key to his room was still in his pocket, and I’d slept in his bed anyway, because I’d already said the week was his. This was the same yes with more water in it.

“I can’t,” I said again, smaller.

“You are.” His other arm came around me, and then both his hands were crossed on my belly, his forearms heavy under my ribs and his chest against my back. The clamps pinched every time I breathed against him. “Feel that. It’s locked. You keep it locked until I tell you.”

The time went by the way my body counted it. A cramp rolled through and I groaned into my wrists. He didn’t rub. He just held. The stove ticked, and the water in the tub popped as it cooled. My ass clenched and unclenched around the memory of the nozzle, and the front of the diaper got damp from my pussy, not from anything else, and I knew he could hear the wet little sound it made when I shifted.

“Daddy,” I said, and it broke in the middle. “I have to...”

“Not yet.”

Another cramp rolled, sharper. I pushed back into his arms without meaning to, and he took my weight, his knees wide around mine and his hands still crossed on me. My nipples throbbed in the clamps. My clit rubbed against the soaked lining every time the cramp made me rock. I was going to come just from holding if he made me wait much longer, which was so ridiculous I almost laughed, and then the next cramp took the laugh right out of me.

His mouth touched the back of my neck. Not a kiss yet, just his breath.

“Now,” he said.

My body had already decided. I bore down, and the first push was a hot rush that the diaper caught low and heavy against my ass, and I made a noise I didn’t recognize. He held me through it. His hands stayed on my belly and felt it give, felt the tight band go soft under his palms while I messed the diaper on my knees, wave after wave of it, warm and thick and shameful, the plastic swelling and the tapes pulling and the smell rising between us with the steam off the kettle. Once it started I couldn’t stop. My thighs shook, and my pussy clenched and leaked, and I sobbed once, angry, into my own arm. He didn’t let go.

“That’s it,” he said into my hair. “All of it. I’ve got you.”

I pushed again, and there was more. The diaper sagged, full and obscene, the bulk of it dragging between my knees. One last cramp emptied whatever was left, and then my belly under his hands was soft and sore and empty in a way it hadn’t been in days, and I hung in his arms and shook.

He kissed the back of my neck, once, right through the whole mess of it, the smell and the rustle and the wet heat against his wrists where the diaper had ballooned out. His mouth stayed there until my breathing slowed down.

“Good girl,” he said.

I jerked like he’d touched my clit, and he felt that too.

He unclipped the clamps one at a time. The blood rushed back into my nipples and I yelped, and he covered each one with his palm until the sting settled into a deep ache. Then he laid me on my side on the towels, opened the tapes, and rolled the diaper away from me in one careful motion, front to back, the way you roll something soiled so it doesn’t smear. He didn’t make a face. He balled it up, set it on the far towel, and took a cloth from the kettle water.

“Easy,” he said, and wiped me, slow and thorough, the warm cloth and then another and another, until I was clean and bare and shaking. My hole fluttered under the cloth, and my pussy was swollen and slick and open. He saw all of it and didn’t comment, except with his hand, one last pass over my belly to check the knot was gone.

All week I’d been most afraid of exactly that, of him seeing the worst of me. It had happened, every bit of it, and he’d kissed the back of my neck the whole way through.

“Tub,” he said.

He lifted me. I am not a small woman, and he did it anyway, one arm under my knees and one at my back, and set me down in the tin tub. The water was still warm. It came up over my hips and stung where the clamps had been when I leaned back. He knelt on the boards with a cloth and the kettle and washed me like a job he meant to finish properly: my neck and shoulders, the sore nipples, under my breasts, the soft belly, between my legs. When he parted me and washed my pussy I grabbed the rim and didn’t tell him to stop. He rinsed the cloth and washed my ass, then poured a thin stream from the kettle over my thighs to rinse the soap away, and with every pass of that cloth the shame burned off a little more, until there was hardly any of it left.

“Stand up,” he said. “And bend over.”

I stood in the tub with the water around my ankles and bent over the rim the way he wanted, my forearms on the towel he’d folded over it, my ass up and my pussy bare to the room and the stove. The position opened me right up, and I could feel the air on everything.

When I looked back there was a small plug in his hand, short and smooth and wider in the middle, from that same side pocket of my duffel. He slicked it with water and with the wet from my pussy, gathering it on one finger, nothing fancy.

“This first,” he said. “Then me.”

“Yes.”

He set the tip at my hole and pushed. My ass was tender from the nozzle and from what I’d just done, and the plug burned going in, a stretch that made me grunt and grip the towel. He didn’t stop. He seated it until the base sat flush and my hole closed around the narrow neck and held it, full again, small but constant, so that every clench pulled at it.

“Stay bent.”

His cock pressed at my pussy from behind, thick and hot. He dragged the head through my slick once, twice, so I could hear it, and then he pushed in, not fast but not slow enough to be kind. My cunt took him in one long slide until his hips met my ass and the plug shifted, and I cried out at being filled twice over.

“Fuck,” I said. “Daddy. That’s deep.”

“I know.” He pulled back until the head tugged at my entrance and then drove in again. The rim of the tub bit my hips and the water sloshed around my feet. His hands took my waist, and then one slid under to my belly, the same hand, feeling me soft now while he fucked me. “You hear how wet you are? You got wet when I told you to hold. You got wetter when you let go.”

“I didn’t...”

He thrust hard, and the lie died. “You did. I watched it run into that diaper before you ever messed it. Say it.”

“I got wet.” My voice broke on the next stroke. “While you were talking. While I was holding. I got so wet I thought I’d come before you said now.”

“There.” His pace stayed even and deep, the sound of his cock in my pussy loud in the kitchen, and the plug knocked with every stroke and sent a mean little spark up my spine. “You don’t hide that from me. Not your piss, not this, not the mess. I’ve already seen it all.”

I pushed back to meet him. The angle hit the front wall of my cunt, and my clit was swollen and aching and untouched until he reached around and found it with two fingers and rubbed it in time with his hips, not gently. I shook. My ass clenched on the plug and my pussy clenched on his cock, and I couldn’t have told you which one was going to make me come.

“Don’t stop,” I said. “Don’t you dare stop.”

“Wasn’t going to.” He fucked me harder, and the tub rocked a little on the boards, and the smell of sex cut right through the soap and the woodsmoke. “You come on my cock. Then I pull out and come on that ass, and you keep the plug in while I do it.”

“Yes. Yes.”

His fingers got rougher on my clit, circling and then pressing flat and pinning it while he drove in and stayed deep and ground against me, and the plug made every grind filthy. I heard myself making short, high, helpless sounds, and then it started low, in my sore belly and in the clit under his fingers, and tore up through me so hard my knees buckled in the water. I came with his cock buried in me, my pussy gripping him in pulses I couldn’t control and my ass milking the plug, a wet rush running down my thighs into the tub. I said his name. I said Daddy, and I said it again when the second wave hit and my arms slid on the towel, and he held me up by the hips and kept fucking me through it, slower, so I felt every inch while I came apart.

“That’s my girl,” he said, rough now.

He pulled out while I was still clenching on nothing, and the loss of him made me whimper. I heard him stroke himself, fast and wet from me, and then heat striped across my ass, thick spurts of cum over the plug and the small of my back and the top of my crack. He groaned once, low, and kept a hand on my hip until he was done, and one last drop landed warm right where the plug held me open.

He stayed there for a moment, breathing. Then his thumb smeared the cum a little, not wiping it off, just feeling it on my skin.

“Stay,” he said.

I stayed bent over the rim with my legs trembling, the plug in and his cum cooling on my ass and my pussy still fluttering. He wiped his cock with a clean cloth and kettle water and set the cloth aside. He didn’t clean me yet. He wanted me to feel it.

The stove popped. Outside, the wind pushed snow against the wall. My belly was soft and empty and sore in a clean way, and my thighs dripped into the tub.

“Come here,” he said at last, and he eased the plug out slowly while I hissed, and washed the cum off me with warm water and the cloth, between my cheeks, over my pussy and down my legs. He helped me out onto a dry towel and wrapped another around my shoulders. My nipples were still dark and tender. He looked at them, then at my face, and ran his thumb over one, lightly, like he was checking it.

“Hurt?”

“Yes.” I leaned into his hand anyway. “The good kind.”

He grunted, which from him was practically a speech. He taped a fresh diaper on me while I stood there, thick and snug, my pussy still swollen inside it. Then he banked the stove, dumped the tub water out the side door in a steaming sheet that vanished into the drift, and walked me back to his bed.

I slept. When I woke, the light was already gone again and night had settled over the bunkhouse, and his arm lay heavy across the diaper at my waist. Far down the valley, a low engine was working, metal on ice. The plow was finally moving, somewhere past the shut road, a long way off. It didn’t reach us yet.

Malcolm’s breath stayed slow against my neck, his hand where he’d left it. I lay there listening to that engine and thinking about the road, and the duffel, and how easy it would be to slip out and pack while he slept. It took the plow the rest of the week to grind its way up the valley to us, and I thought the same thing every night of it, lying in his bed in a diaper he’d taped on me himself, and every morning the duffel was still sitting open where he’d left it.
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The last of the kettle came down over my shoulders in a thin hot sheet. I was standing in the tin tub with both feet on the cold tin, the woodstove knocking beside me, and somewhere far down the valley the plow was scraping, metal on packed snow, still a long way off. It was the seventh day, and the last night.

Malcolm’s hand followed the water down my back, big and slow. He soaped the long muscle beside my spine and the dip above my ass, and the soap ran warm into my crack and down the backs of my thighs. The tub rang under my heel when I shifted.

“Cold?” he said.

“The tin is. The air’s cold off the floor. The water’s fine.”

He made a low sound and slid his hand between my legs from behind, two fingers through the soap, over my hole and then forward over my pussy. He wasn’t fucking me. He was washing me. But I got wet under the soap while the word fine was still hanging in the air, a slickness under his fingers that wasn’t kettle water and wasn’t soap, and he felt it and stopped his hand right there.

“That’s not the water,” he said.

“No. That’s me.”

My clit jumped under his finger at the approval in his face, and my knees went soft. He washed me until the soap was gone, his thumb passing once over my clit, and then he took his hand away and rinsed me off with the kettle, hot down my ass and between my legs and into the tub around my feet.

“Turn around.”

I turned. He soaped my belly, gently, over the sore place that had been locked tight a few days before, and then lower, his hand cupping my cunt from the front and his fingers in the folds, washing the day off me. My nipples were tight in the cold air above the water. He looked at them and didn’t touch them, and then he looked at my face.

“You’ve thought about packing every night since that plow started,” he said.

“Every night.”

“And?”

“I didn’t.”

“I know. I had a hand on you.” He nodded toward the crate by the stove. “Step out.”

The diaper he’d taken off me was lying on the crate, thick, the tapes curled, still warm from my body and smelling of my piss. My hips remembered those tapes. Under the bench my duffel sat unzipped with the diapers stacked inside it. All week I’d still been half planning to zip that bag up when the road opened and carry it out to the truck alone, the way I’d hidden it from every crew since my first mine job.

He saw where my eyes went.

“Not yet,” he said, and held a towel open. “Out you come.”

I stepped out. He wrapped me up and rubbed my arms and my back, and then between my legs with the towel, rough enough that I made a noise into his shoulder. The plow scraped again, farther off than the stove, nowhere near us.

“Bed,” he said, and picked up the duffel.

His room was colder than the kitchen, with the stove all the way down the hall. I climbed onto his bed still damp, and he pulled the towel off me and lay back, naked, his cock already thick and hard against his belly. He didn’t touch it. He looked up at me and waited.

“Up here,” he said. “On my mouth.”

My face went hot. My pussy was already wet again just from being told, a cool slip on my inner thigh. I swung a leg over and walked my knees up until they were beside his ears and my cunt was hanging right over his mouth. I could feel the room air on me, but not his breath, not yet.

“Sit.”

I sat.

His mouth opened under me and his tongue went flat up the length of my pussy, slowly, from my hole to my clit, and I jerked. His hands came up and took my hips and held me down so I couldn’t lift off, and that hold was all the order I needed. I stayed.

“Daddy.”

He licked me slowly, the way he did everything, long strokes through the mess of me, and then the point of his tongue on my clit, steady, not fast. I could hear it, wet, my own pussy opening on his mouth. I put my hands on the wall and my thighs started to shake.

“Don’t hover,” he said into me, the words hot and muffled. “I want your weight. All of it.”

I let my weight down. His nose pressed against my clit and his tongue pushed into my hole, and I groaned, a low rough sound I’d never have made where anybody from a crew could hear it. He held my hips harder and licked up out of me and over my clit again, and again, the same path, until my legs wanted to close on his head and couldn’t, because his hands kept them where he wanted them.

“You taste like soap, and under it you taste like you,” he said. “You’re dripping on my chin. You feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“On your tongue. My pussy. Daddy, your tongue’s inside me.”

He made a sound of approval against me that I felt all the way up my spine, and I rocked, because my body did it for me. Every rock dragged my clit over his tongue and shoved his tongue back into my hole. The bed creaked, and I was loud and didn’t care. Spit and my own slick ran down over his mouth and he took all of it. He sucked my clit once, slowly, and let it go, and licked the underside of it until my stomach dropped.

“You going to come on my mouth?” he said.

“Yes.”

“Out loud.”

“I’m going to come on your tongue, Daddy. Don’t move. Right there.”

He stayed right there. His hands pulled my hips down another inch and held them, and his tongue worked my clit in short flat strokes, no mercy and no rush, and I came on it. It started in my clit and clenched on nothing and then on his tongue, and I ground down on him and shook and said Daddy into the wall, my pussy pulsing on his mouth, wet everywhere, my thighs locked around his ears. He didn’t let me up. He licked me through the worst of it, through all the jerking, until I was panting and trying to climb off and his hands still said no.

When the last shake had gone out of me he wiped his mouth on my inner thigh. His chin was soaked. He looked at it, and then at me.

“Now down,” he said. “On my cock.”

I slid down his chest, weak in the legs, and took his cock in my hand, hot and thick, the head wet at the slit. I fit it against my pussy and sank down on it, and the stretch made me swear. He filled me to the root, a deep ache, his balls against my ass, and his hands found my hips again with the same hold, keeping me seated so I couldn’t bounce off the size of him.

“Ride.”

I rode him, slowly at first because he was big and I was still clenching from his mouth, and then harder, because my clit wanted the grind and my hole wanted the drag of him. Every time I dropped there was a wet sound, my slick and the mess from his tongue. His cock curved up into me and hit a place that made my voice crack.

“Daddy,” I said. “Daddy, it’s so deep.”

“I can see it.” His voice stayed low. He watched my tits move and he watched where he went into me. “Your pussy’s taking every bit of it. Look at me.”

I looked. His face was steady, no speech in it.

“You hiding anything from me?”

“No.”

“You looked at that duffel like a woman with a plan.”

My rhythm broke. He was right, and my cunt knew it before I’d found a single word, and I tightened on him, and he felt that too.

“I was going to leave it in the truck,” I said. “Same as always.”

“And not ask.”

“And not ask.”

“Ask later.” His hands pulled my hips down and held me there, and he thrust up into me once, hard, and I cried out. “Right now you fuck.”

He let me move. I rode him saying Daddy every time I came down, the word getting thinner and thinner, stuck to my breath. Sweat ran down my back, and the room smelled of sex and of the woodsmoke drifting in from the kitchen. His thumbs pressed into the bones of my hips. He didn’t speed me up. He made me take the long stroke, all the way up until the head tugged at my hole and all the way down until I was sitting on his balls.

“You close?” he said.

“Yes. Daddy, yes.”

“Me too. You stay on it. I’m coming in you.”

“Come in me. I want it in me.”

“Whose?”

“Yours. I want my Daddy’s cum in my pussy.”

He grunted, one short sound, and his cock kicked inside me, and hot cum pumped into me in thick pulses I could feel one by one, deep, and then leaking back out around him because there was so much of it. That tipped me over. I came on his cock with his hands locking my hips, my cunt milking him, my mouth open on Daddy and nothing else, grinding my clit against him while he emptied himself into me. He held me down until he was finished, until his cum was deep in me and slicking out at the base, white on my pussy and on his balls, a warm string of it when I shifted.

I stayed there, shaking and full. The plow scraped, still nowhere near the gate, and his breathing was slow.

“Off,” he said. “On your back. Hips up.”

I climbed off, and his cum slid out of me onto my thigh and the sheet, hot and then cooling. He reached over to the duffel and took out a fresh diaper, thick and plain white, and the plastic rustled.

He slid it under my ass. The padding was cool, and his cum kept leaking out of my hole into it, a slow warm spill I could feel land on the dry lining and stay there. He pulled the front up over my cunt and over the mess, taped one side and then the other, pressing each tape down with his thumb and checking the seal at my hips.

“Snug,” he said. “You feel it?”

“I feel it. Your cum’s in it already.”

“I know.” His palm settled on the front, heavy, right over my clit and the padding. He didn’t rub. He just held. “You need to go.”

It wasn’t a question. The heat was sitting low behind my clit, the need I’d been holding since the tub, shaken loose by coming twice. I tried to keep it, and his palm pressed once.

“Daddy...”

“Let it.”

I didn’t rush it this time. I let it go slowly, on purpose, a little and then a little more, and while it went I told him about the apartment over the laundromat and the first box I ever hid under the sink, because it seemed only fair that he should know where all of this had started. It spread warm under his hand while I talked, back toward my ass and into the cum he’d left there, and by the time I got to the part about lying in the dark half laughing and half ready to cry, the front was heavy and hot against my clit. The tapes held, and nothing ran down my thigh. His hand never lifted, and when I ran out of story the diaper was full and I wasn’t ashamed of a single word of it.

“There,” he said. “That’s my good girl.”

I made a broken little noise, and the praise went down and sat behind my clit.

His fingers started to move, two of them, through the soaked front, finding my clit in the wet heat and rubbing slow circles. The diaper was thick between his skin and mine, so the pressure was broad and dirty and exactly right, and the plastic crinkled with every circle.

“Don’t stop,” I said. “Daddy, don’t stop.”

He rubbed until I couldn’t keep my hips down and shoved up into his palm. The swollen padding mashed against my clit while his fingers worked the top of it at the same steady speed, no faster when I begged him with my breathing. I came again, sharp, my cunt pulsing into the diaper and a sob caught in my throat, not a sad one, just everything used up. He kept his fingers moving through the worst of it until I grabbed his arm and went slack.

He left his hand on the front, heavy, and somewhere down the hall the stove popped once and settled.

“Sleep,” he said.

I slept in it against him, the diaper hot and thick between my legs and his hand a weight I didn’t want gone.

In the morning, light lay across the long kitchen table and the road was open. Sometime in the dark the plow had reached our bend and gone straight on up the mountain without stopping, and by the time I came into the kitchen it was only a faint grinding somewhere far above us. The tap in my old room was running again, too. He’d been back under my bunk with the heat gun every day of that storm, and overnight the last of the ice had let go. He’d told me he’d fix my pipes either way, and he had.

I had my work pants on over the diaper. I’d decided that myself while I was dressing, and nobody had told me to. It was loud when I sat down, a thick crinkle, still damp from the night, his cum dried into the padding under the wet I hadn’t been able to hold while I pulled my pants on. Malcolm set two mugs of coffee on the table, put the booking ledger between them and laid a pen on top.

That book had held my name once for this rotation, one line for the storm week, signed when I came in out of the weather with my duffel zipped shut, sure I’d leave exactly the same way.

“Write,” he said.

“How many times?”

“Every rotation. Twelve. Down the page.”

I wrote my name, and the pen scratched, and I wrote it again. The diaper pulled at the tapes when I leaned in. He watched my hand, not my face. I kept going, one line after another, until my name ran all the way down the paper like a log with no depths in it, only the coming back.

He turned the book around and ran one finger down the lines.

“And the room?” he said.

“I want the room at the end of the hall.”

“Say it plain.”

“I want your room. When I come back up. The bed, the stove down the hall. You, Daddy.”

He nodded once. Then he reached into his pocket and set a key on the table between our two coffees. It was small and ordinary, the second key to his room. It had lived in that pocket since the night by the stove, and I’d slept in his bed all week on his say-so, not because I could let myself in.

I picked it up. It was warm from him. I put it on my ring with the truck key and the key to the sample shed, and it clicked into place, ordinary and heavy.

“I’m keeping this one on till the mine gate,” I said, and put my hand on my lap, on the diaper. “I’ll pull over before I get there and change in the cab.”

“Then that’s where it comes off,” he said. “And you don’t hide the duffel in the truck like you used to.”

“I won’t.”

“The ledger stays like that. Twelve. If you’re going to miss a rotation, you call before you miss it.”

“I’ll call.”

“Good.”

That one word went right through my belly, stupid and true, and my clit gave a tired little pulse against the wet padding. I drank my coffee, which was hot. Outside, the yard was quiet and the road was clear, and the valley wind came in clean, with no new snow in it.

I stood up. The diaper tugged under my work pants, thick against my pussy. He walked me out to the truck without making any kind of show of it, though there was nobody on that whole bend of the mountain to make one for, and he put his hand on my belly through my coat, once.

“You get to the mine, you call me.”

“I will, Daddy.”

“Go on.”

I drove. The road was a scraped brown strip between white banks, and the gate stood open behind me in the mirror until the bend took it. The key knocked against my knuckle every time I shifted gears. Under my work pants the diaper was warm and thick, the night and his cum held close, and every rut pressed it up into my clit. My name was down his page twelve times. The mine was an hour away, the valley was bright, and I didn’t take the key off.

If you want more like this, read Daddy’s Little Rules next


Laced, Diapered and Pegged in Her Lingerie Atelier — Mistress-Led Sissy Enema and Messing ABDL

Icheck other people’s numbers for a living. I work for a firm that audits company accounts, which means that most weeks I’m sitting in somebody’s back office at a borrowed desk with a box of receipts and a calculator, finding out whether what a company says it spent is what it actually spent. Nobody is ever pleased to see me. People offer me coffee the way you’d offer a dog a biscuit before it decides to bite. I don’t take it personally. I’d be nervous of me too.

That Thursday it was a furniture importer on the edge of town, three floors of sofas still wrapped in plastic and an office upstairs that smelled of packing foam and burnt toast. The bookkeeper was a kind, rattled woman named Marta who kept apologizing for her filing, and she had nothing to apologize for except one thing: a fuel claim for a delivery van, every week for a month, while the van sat in a repair shop across the county with its engine in pieces. It wasn’t a big number. Most people would have let it go. I don’t let numbers go. I wrote it up in my neat small hand, and Marta looked at the page and then at me and said, “You really don’t miss anything, do you?”

“I miss my bus most mornings,” I said, which was true, and she laughed in spite of herself.

I like the work more than I let on. There’s a particular quiet to a back office in the afternoon, when the phones have stopped and the only sound is the printing calculator chattering out its little paper tape, curling down off the desk and onto the floor in a long white ribbon. I like the moment a column comes out right. I like it even more when it doesn’t, and I can put my finger on the exact line where somebody’s story about their money stopped being true. The other auditors at the firm tease me about it. They say I could find a missing cent in a snowdrift. They’re not wrong, and I’ve never been sure whether they mean it kindly.

When I’m nervous I count things. Ceiling tiles, stair treads, the buttons on my own shirt. I’d counted the tiles in Marta’s office twice before lunch and got the same answer both times, which was the most satisfying thing that happened to me all day. I’d turned thirty-seven that winter. I lived alone in a tidy apartment across the river, and I liked my life the way you like a well-kept set of books: everything where it should be, every column adding up, almost nothing left over at the bottom that you’d have to explain.

Almost nothing.

I took the long way home most evenings, through the side streets behind the market, and halfway along there was a narrow shop squeezed between a shoe repairer and a bakery that always sold out by noon. The window had small, plain gold lettering on it: Yvette. Lingerie made to measure. Fittings by appointment. Behind the glass stood three dress forms in lace, pale pink and ivory and black, and it was the kind of lace you could tell was good even from the street, every edge finished so neatly that I always found myself slowing down to look, the way another man might slow down for a nice car.

I’d been slowing down for most of a year.

Some evenings she was inside, working late under a lamp at a long table at the back of the shop. She was somewhere in her early forties, I’d have guessed, with dark hair pinned up off her neck and a tape measure hanging around it like a scarf, and she worked with pins held in her mouth, taking them out one at a time without ever looking down. One evening she looked up while I was standing there. She didn’t smile, exactly. She took a pin from between her lips, held my eyes through the glass a moment longer than a shopkeeper needs to, and went back to her work. I walked the rest of the way home counting my steps and lost count twice.

A few weeks after that I passed the shop early, on my way to a client, and she was out on the step with a broom, sweeping up the flour that drifted over from the bakery. She stopped when she saw me coming and leaned on the broom handle.

“Good morning,” she said. “Your tie’s crooked.”

I put my hand up to it. “Is it?”

“About a quarter of an inch to the left.” She said it the way someone else might mention the weather. “It’s been bothering me since the corner.”

I straightened it. She watched me do it and gave a small nod, like a seam that had finally lain flat, and went back to sweeping. I spent the whole day at that client’s office touching the knot of my tie to make sure it was still where she’d put it, though she’d never laid a finger on it, and I couldn’t have told you a single figure I looked at before lunch.

There’s a drawer in my bedroom dresser that I keep locked, which is a silly thing for a man who lives alone to do. I know that. There’s nobody to lock it against. I lock it anyway.

It started the year I got my own place. I was twenty-nine, a grown man with his name on a lease and nobody on the other side of the wall. For the first time in my life I had the room to notice what I wanted, and what I wanted, it turned out, was lace. I couldn’t have told you why. Nothing had happened to put it there. It was just there one evening, as plain as a figure on a page, and it didn’t go away.

So I ordered a pair of pale pink lace panties online, and because I’d never been measured for anything in my life, I guessed my size off a chart. Me, a man who will hold up a whole audit over a fuel receipt. I guessed, and I guessed wrong, and when they came they were too small. I wore them anyway, under my suit, to a client’s office the next morning. I felt the lace every time I sat down, and I didn’t hear a word anybody said all day.

The diapers came a few months later, and those I could explain even less. I ordered a pack of plain white adult diapers late one night and hid the box at the back of the wardrobe like it was evidence. The first night I put one on, I stood in the bathroom and looked at myself, a grown man in a thick white diaper with too-small pink lace stretched over the front of it, and I was so ashamed I couldn’t look at my own face and so hard I couldn’t look away from the rest of me. I lay on the bed for a long time. When I finally let myself wet it, the warmth spread out under me and I came almost before I’d touched myself. Afterward I lay there in it, feeling sick and wonderful at once, and did the arithmetic of how many were left in the pack.

So that was the drawer. Lace I’d sized by guessing, diapers I’d never told a soul about, and a man who checked everyone else’s numbers for a living and had never once let anybody check his.

In the end it was the rain that got me through her door. One evening in early spring I was standing in front of her window with water running off my umbrella, and the door opened and she leaned out.

“You’re going to drown out there,” she said. “Either come in or go home.”

“I’ll come in,” I said, which surprised both of us.

Inside it was warm and smelled of lavender and the steam from an iron. Rolls of lace lined one wall like bolts of cloth in an old draper’s, and the long table at the back sat under two bright work lamps. Past it, a curtain hung half drawn across a fitting room, and through the gap I could see a three-way mirror and a low wooden platform in front of it.

Up close she was taller than she’d looked through the glass, in a dark wool skirt and a cream blouse with the sleeves pushed up, a pencil stuck through the knot of her hair and a pin cushion strapped to her wrist like a watch. She had fine lines at the corners of her eyes and a mouth that looked as if it was always about to say something dry.

“I’m Yvette,” she said, and held out her hand. Her grip was dry and quick. “And you’re the man who reads my window every evening on his way home.”

“Oscar,” I said. “I’m sorry. I didn’t think anybody noticed.”

“I notice anything that stands still in front of my shop. It’s bad for business when it’s a man in a wet coat.” She said it lightly, and there was a smile in it, and something underneath the smile that was paying very close attention. “So, Oscar. What can I do for you?”

“It’s for my wife,” I said, and the lie came out so smoothly I nearly believed it myself. “A set. Something good. She’d like the pink in the window.”

“Would she.” Yvette leaned her forearms on the counter. “What size is she?”

“I’d have to check.”

“Most husbands would.” She looked amused. “Do you know what I hear most in this shop? Men telling me their wives are about a medium. There’s no such thing as about a medium, Oscar. There’s a woman, and there’s a tape, and there’s the truth. I don’t sell lace to guesses. If you want something that actually fits her, bring her in and I’ll measure her properly. I do private fittings after closing, for women who’d rather not have the door open.”

“She’s shy,” I said. “And she travels. A great deal.”

“Then bring me her numbers. Chest, waist and hips, measured properly with a tape, not read off a chart. We’ll go through the set together after I close, and I’ll fit it to her.” She opened a black appointment book. “What’s her name?”

“Helen,” I said. I’ve never known a Helen in my life. It just came out.

She wrote it down in a neat, upright hand. Then she reached under the counter and pulled open a drawer to take out a card, the second drawer down, and for a moment I could see what was inside it: pale pink lace folded neatly on top of something thick and plain and white. I knew exactly what it was. I’d have known it anywhere. My face went hot so fast I felt it in my ears.

She saw me see it. She didn’t hurry. She took out the card and then closed the drawer slowly, with two fingers, the way you’d close a book you meant to come back to.

“Special orders,” she said. “For clients who ask quietly.”

My throat had gone completely dry. I looked at the lace on the wall, at the iron, at anything else.

“Was there anything else you wanted to ask me, Oscar?”

“No,” I said. “Just the set.”

“Just the set,” she said, like she was reading a figure back to make sure she’d heard it right, and wrote the time of the fitting on the card and handed it to me.

I measured myself that night on my bathroom floor with a tailor’s tape I’d bought at the pharmacy on the way home. I did it twice, because I always do everything twice, and I wrote the three numbers on a slip of paper and put it in my wallet under Helen’s name. Chest, waist, hips. Mine. The next day, at Marta’s desk, I caught myself writing them in the margin of a working paper, small, in pencil, and I rubbed them out so hard I went through the page.

I told myself I could still cancel. A man who’d invented a wife could just as easily invent a reason. I picked up the phone twice that week to do it and put it down both times without dialing. I walked past her window every evening as usual, and I didn’t slow down once, which I suspect she noticed more than if I had. I kept thinking about the drawer. Not mine. Hers. The second one down, and the way she’d closed it, and the way she’d said for clients who ask quietly while she looked right at me. At night I wore the lace, and I didn’t wear a diaper, because I didn’t trust myself in one. I lasted until the night before the fitting.

That night I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and taped a diaper on myself, snug, the thick padding pushing my thighs apart, and I pulled the too-small pink lace up over the front of it so it stretched tight across the white. My cock was already hard under all of it. I picked up the tailor’s tape and wrapped it around my chest the way I’d imagined her doing it, and I read the number out loud. Not in my voice. In hers. Unhurried. Dry. A little amused.

I read my waist the same way, and my hips, and with every number my cock pressed harder against the padding. Then I let myself think about the one measurement I would never put on a card for anybody.

I’ve always been small. I’d never said it out loud, not even alone, but it was the one figure about myself I was certain of, and in my head that evening it sounded like something she would find funny. I pictured her looking at it. Not cruelly. Just reading it the way she’d read anything else, and then laughing that little laugh of hers, the one I’d watched through the window when she was talking to herself over a seam. I pictured her saying what she saw.

I put my palm flat on the front of the diaper, the way I imagined she would, over the lace and over my cock, and pressed. My hips moved on their own. I hadn’t meant to wet yet. I’d meant to wait, to make it last, to be disciplined about it, but the picture of her palm there undid me, and I felt the pressure give way and the first hot spurt of piss go into the padding right under my hand.

I watched it in the mirror. I couldn’t help it. The front of the diaper swelled, slow and warm, the lace stretched over it darkening at the very edge where the soak crept up, and I could feel the heat of it spreading around my cock and down under my balls and back toward my ass. It went on longer than I expected. I stood there with my hand on it and my face burning and let it all go, a grown man pissing himself in front of his own bathroom mirror, and I’d never been so hard in my life.

I stroked myself through the wet front, the heel of my hand pressing down on my cock through all that soaked padding, the plastic crackling under the lace with every push. I imagined her saying, “That’s not a size anybody writes down.” I imagined her hand instead of mine. I lasted almost no time at all. I came into the diaper in hot jerks, my knees nearly going out from under me, one hand braced on the edge of the sink and the other clamped over the front of the diaper, holding it all against me while I shook and made a sound I was glad nobody could hear.

Afterward I sat on the edge of the bath in the wet, heavy diaper with the lace still stretched over it and looked at the slip of paper on the sink. Three numbers under somebody else’s name. I didn’t throw it away.

The next evening I walked to her shop straight from work, and I counted my steps the whole way. The bakery was dark and the shoe repairer had his shutter down. She opened the door before I’d even lifted my hand to knock, turned the sign in the window to Closed, locked the door behind me and let the blinds down one after another, unhurried, until the street was gone.

“You’re punctual,” she said. “I like that in a man who brings me numbers.”

She went behind the counter and slid a client card and a pen across the glass to me.

“Fill it in,” she said. “Her details first. Everything you know.”

I uncapped the pen.

❦

The blinds were down and the shop was closed, and behind the counter her second drawer stood half open. From where I stood I could see straight into it: a pale pink lace diaper cover folded neatly on top of a plain white diaper, thick, with the tapes showing. Either she’d forgotten to shut it or she hadn’t, and I knew which. I bent over the client card with her pen and wrote a wife’s name at the top. Helen.

Helen was the answer I gave at my desk when anyone asked where I was off to after six. Helen had no accounts, no birthday and no face. Helen was a line on a page, and I’ve always been good with lines.

Under her name, out of pure habit, I wrote my own name and my age. Oscar, thirty-seven.

Yvette turned the card around with two fingers and read it out the way she’d read a tape.

“Oscar. Thirty-seven years old.” She didn’t look at my face. She looked at the pen in my hand. “You’ve put yourself on Helen’s card. That’s a first. I’m forty-three, since we’re writing ages down. File that wherever you keep the rest of your figures.”

My cock went hard in my trousers before I could get a single word out. The wool dragged over the head of it, and I set the pen down so I wouldn’t drop it.

“There it is,” she said. “Hard already, and I haven’t so much as touched you.”

“I came for a fitting,” I said, and it came out thinner than I wanted.

“You came with a card.” She tapped the column I’d filled in, in my neatest hand. “Chest, waist and hips. Thirty-eight, thirty-two, thirty-seven. You wrote those for Helen. Hold your arms out. I’ll take them over your shirt. I want them off a body, not off a pen.”

The cloth tape was soft and the little metal tip was cold against my breastbone. She ran it around my chest, snug, her thumb on the mark, and checked it twice, the way I check everything.

“Thirty-eight. Not an eighth over and not an eighth under. Now breathe out, please. Don’t hold it in. I can see you trying.”

I let my breath go, and the tape settled at my waist and bit.

“Thirty-two.” She slid it down over my hip bones, keeping it level at my sides with her hands well away from the front of my trousers. “Hips. Stand up straight.”

“Thirty-seven,” I said, because I already knew, and my mouth got there before hers did.

“I didn’t ask you to read it.” She pinched the tape. “Thirty-seven. The same three you wrote for a wife who didn’t walk in.” And she said them again, all three, out loud into the quiet shop, so they hung there.

The slip in my wallet said exactly the same thing. I’d measured it twice on my bathroom floor.

“Those are for the lace,” I said. “The set on the hook, with the tag still on. Her size.”

“No.” Her hand stayed on the tape at my hip. She didn’t need to look at the front of my trousers to know what my cock was doing. “They’re yours. You put your own chest on a woman who isn’t here, and your waist, and your hips. I’ve been cutting lace for twenty years, Oscar. I know when a man is trying to give his numbers away.”

She laughed, low, the way you’d laugh at a seam you’d watched go wrong before it happened.

“And that,” she said, with one glance at the ridge in my trousers, “is a figure you didn’t write down anywhere. It keeps answering before your mouth does.”

My eyes had gone to the little black marks on the tape hanging past my hip, and I was halfway through counting them before she spoke.

“Stop counting,” she said. “Look at me.”

I looked. She coiled the tape and set it down by the open drawer. The diaper in there was plain and thick, and the lace on top of it was the same pale pink as the set I’d asked for in Helen’s name.

“I can fit Helen,” she said, “or I can fit you. Lace on your own body. A cage, when I decide the week is right for it. And that diaper you’ve been staring at since you walked in. Every week, after I close, with the blinds down like tonight. You don’t bring a wife next time, because there isn’t one. So which is it? Do you want that, or do you want the set with the tag on it, and the door?”

“I came for the lace,” I said.

“You’ll have lace either way.” She drew a neat line under my age and wrote a word beneath it, Unpick, and under the word a full sentence in the same upright hand. Then she turned the card back to me. “That’s your stop word. Have you had anything to drink tonight? I can smell coffee on you and nothing else, but I’d rather hear you say it.”

“No. I’m sober.”

“Then read that out loud before you answer me. I don’t add anything to it later.”

I read it, the last line, the ink still wet. “If Oscar says unpick, it all stops that minute, and he leaves with the lace he came for at the tag price, and Yvette never mentions it.”

It cost me nothing to say no. She’d written it down in her own hand so I couldn’t pretend otherwise.

“Yes,” I said, and I signed my name under it. The pen shook once and then held. I’ve signed off on more files than I could count, and every one of them closed something. This one didn’t feel like a closing.

She took the pen out of my fingers. Then she reached out and pressed one finger against the ridge in my trousers, lightly, the first time she’d touched me anywhere that mattered.

“Little thing,” she said. “Hard as a pin.”

She stepped back. “Shoes off. Fitting room. Now, please.”

I left my shoes by the counter and followed her to the back. At the three-way mirror she started on my shirt buttons from the top, and when she pointed at the low platform I stepped up onto it.

“Off,” she said. “All of it. I don’t fit lace over cloth once I’m done measuring.”

I got my trousers down and she took them the rest of the way and dropped them on the chair without folding them, which hurt me a little. Then her thumbs went into the waistband of my shorts.

“These too. Don’t help unless I ask you to.”

She peeled them off. The air hit my cock and my balls and the crack of my ass, and I stood there in three panels of glass, front and both sides, and my hands came up on their own.

“Hands down,” she said. “You don’t hide a number from me. Look.”

I looked. It was small. It was hard, and it was still small, the head flushed dark and my balls drawn up tight beneath it. Front, left and right, there was nowhere in that mirror I could put my eyes that wasn’t my own cock.

She laughed, the same quiet, amused laugh as before.

“Look at that,” she said. “Three mirrors, and not one cock in any of them I’d cut a pouch for. That’s a clitty, Oscar. Short and thin, and only pretty if I decide it is. Tell me what you see. Out loud.”

“It’s small,” I said.

“Smaller than you tell yourself.” She lifted it on two fingers, weighed it like a spool of thread, and let it drop back onto my balls. There was nothing in the touch, no stroke, just a fact being checked. “Hard, and it still sits in my hand with room left over for your balls. Turn around. Slowly. I want the back as well.”

I turned. The side glass showed the hang of my ass and the crack, and then my little cock jutting out again when I came back round to face front. She looked at my hole as I turned, and didn’t touch it, and only named it.

“You’re clenched up tight back there. Stop that. I haven’t put anything there.” She turned me to the middle mirror. “Say it again. What is it?”

“A small cock.”

“Clitty,” she said. “That’s my word for it in this room. You can keep yours for now. Stay on the platform.”

She went back to the drawer, and I heard the wood slide. When she came back she had the white diaper open in both hands, thick through the middle with the tapes hanging loose, the pale pink lace cover over her arm, and the matching bra with its hooks undone and the tag already off.

“Step in. Feet apart. It’s an adult diaper, cut for a man. Your hips already told me the size.”

I stepped in. The padding was cool and dense against my balls. She drew it up between my legs and snug into the crack of my ass, and laid the front panel over my cock, which made a ridge in the white. She smoothed it flat with her palm, once, and my cock kicked under her hand.

“Eager,” she said, and stuck down the left tape, tight over my hip, and then the right. She ran a finger under each leg band to check it. “Thirty-seven hips. The tapes sit clean.” She patted the front, right on the ridge. “Good.”

My cock jumped in the padding hard enough for her to see the bump, and I made a sound and bit it off.

“Don’t swallow that,” she said. “I like hearing what your clitty does. Arms up.”

She pulled the pink lace cover up over the white. It was soft, with a little scratch at the leg openings, and it didn’t hide a thing: the diaper pushed the lace out thick between my thighs. She set the waistband even, tugged the sides straight, and looked at me in all three mirrors.

“There. Pretty over plain. You can still see you’re padded, and that’s the point.”

Then the bra, pale pink lace to match. She put my arms through the straps, and the cups sat empty on my bare chest while she reached around behind me, found the hooks and fastened them.

“Face front.”

I faced the middle glass and saw three of me: a lace bra, lace stretched over a thick diaper, my cock hidden and not hidden, the ridge still showing if you knew where to look. She knew.

“In this room,” she said, “you call me Mistress.”

“I don’t think I...” I started.

She didn’t argue, and she didn’t hurry me either. “The word, or a yes,” she said. “Either one is fine with me.”

There was a word on the card out on her counter that would have stopped everything, and I found I didn’t want it. “Yes,” I said. “I can say it.”

She looked at the band of the bra in the mirror instead of at me. “That’s sitting loose. I’ll fit it properly first.” Her hands came around, unhooked the bra and hooked it again one notch tighter. The band bit under my chest, the lace pulled, and my nipples scraped against the cups and stood up inside them.

“Mistress,” she said again, slower. “Say it to the middle one. He needs to hear it.”

The tighter band made my breath come short. My cock throbbed in the diaper, trapped, and leaked a little at the tip, a thin wetness I could feel in the padding that wasn’t the other thing yet. In the glass, my mouth opened.

“Mistress.”

“Again. Clearly.”

“Mistress.”

Her hand settled on my hip, warm and steady over the lace and the tape. She was watching the middle mirror, so I had to watch myself with her hand on me.

“Stand still,” she said. “Don’t count and don’t clench. What are you about to do?”

“I don’t know.”

“You do. Your belly’s tight and your clitty has been hard since the counter. Let it happen. I want it in the diaper. Tell me yes.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It started low, under her hand, a pressure behind my cock right at the root, the kind I’d always locked down and counted my way through. My eyes went to the pins in the cushion on her wrist, and I’d got as far as one before she said, “No. Let it.”

The hold broke, and the heat pushed out of me in a rush I couldn’t aim and couldn’t stop. For the first second it was only inside my body, a hot line leaving the head of my cock and going straight into the thick padding, with no air and no bowl and nowhere for it to go but the diaper. Then I heard it, a soft muffled hiss right against my slit, and the warmth spread under the head and down, soaking the middle and climbing the front panel from the inside. My balls sat in it. The diaper got heavier on its tapes and sagged slowly against my thighs, and it kept coming, pulse after pulse, until the front was swollen and hot under the pink lace. A faint sharp smell came up off my skin. The lace stayed mostly pale, darkening only at the leg where the soak pressed through. My knees went soft and I was still going, standing up in three mirrors with her hand steady on my hip. The word she’d written on my card was right there if I wanted it, small and sharp, and I could have said it at any second, and I let it be, because I didn’t want this to stop. When I finally finished and shifted half an inch, the diaper squelched, thick and hot against my cock and my balls and right up into the crack of my ass.

She moved her hand. Her palm went flat on the warm front, over the lace and the soaked padding, right where my cock was buried.

“You pissed,” she said, quietly amused. “All of it. I can feel the heat through the lace. Say it.”

“I pissed,” I said. “In the diaper.”

“I’m not going to make a speech about it.” Her palm pressed, flat, without rubbing. “Watch the middle mirror while I hold it.”

My cock jerked in the hot mess. Her hand, the soaked padding, the three mirrors and the tight band of the bra all hit me at once, and I came. It took seconds. Cum shot out of me into the warm wet diaper, my small cock kicking against her palm and my balls pulling up hard, and a raw noise came out of me that wasn’t any kind of word. I grabbed the edge of the mirror frame so I wouldn’t fold up. I could feel each pulse smear inside the padding, slicker than the rest, while she held her hand there without stroking, only pressing, and watched me shake in all three glasses.

She kept her palm right where it was.

“Seconds,” she said. “I put my hand on the front and you went off. That’s how fast your clitty is. Piss and cum in a diaper with the lace still on, and I couldn’t have counted to three. Look at you. You’re still twitching. Say how fast.”

“Seconds,” I said, and my voice cracked. “I came in seconds, Mistress.”

“I know. I felt every kick.” She gave the warm front one last flat press and took her hand away. The diaper hung heavy against my spent cock and my balls and my hole, where the back of it had caught some of the spill. In the mirror my face was red, the bra was still tight, and a dark patch showed on the lace where the heat had reached it. “Don’t sit down. I didn’t tell you to sit. Kneel at the edge of the platform, facing the chair.”

The fitting chair creaked when she sat in it. She lifted her skirt in both hands without any fuss, and she was bare underneath. I knelt at the edge of the platform in the wet diaper, the lace cover dragged tight over the soaked bulk and the bra straps biting my shoulders. The smell of my own piss and cum was right under my chin, and then I leaned closer and her smell cut through it.

“Mouth,” she said. “On me. You know where. Ask if you don’t.”

“Your clit,” I said.

“Then put your mouth on it. Hands on the chair legs. Not on me unless I move them.”

I put my mouth on her. Her pussy was right there, the hair trimmed short, and she spread herself with two fingers so her clit stood out, and then took the fingers away so I had to find it for myself. I licked her, salt and skin, with the flat of my tongue first and then the point of it, and her thigh jumped.

The wet diaper squished against my spent cock every time I leaned in, and she heard it too.

“Slower,” she said. “You rush your own. You don’t rush mine. What are you doing?”

“Licking your clit, Mistress.”

“Then do it as if you want the column to come out right. Steady. The same spot.”

I slowed down. I licked her clit in short strokes, underneath and then over the top, and then I sealed my mouth around it and sucked. She got wetter, slicking my chin and my lip, and when I groaned into her the sound went nowhere but into her skin. The diaper sagged between my thighs, cooling at the edges and still hot in the middle where my cum sat in the piss. My cock tried to stir and had nowhere to go, and ached in the mess.

“Down, once,” she said. “Tongue inside me. Then back. I want you to know the difference.”

I slid my tongue down through her pussy and pushed it in. She was slick and hot and she opened around it with a small squeeze, and I worked it there for a few breaths until she pulled my hair, not hard, just a correction.

“Clit. Stay on the clit. You don’t get to wander off because your diaper’s full and you want a prize.”

I stayed. I licked and sucked her clit, steady, the way I’d keep at a column until it balanced. Her hand came into my hair and stayed there, fingers tight at the roots, and her hips rolled up off the chair, and her breathing went short. A sound sat in her throat and she let it out, plain, with no pretty shape to it.

“There,” she said. “Don’t stop. Don’t get clever.”

My cock kicked uselessly in the wet diaper, and I licked harder on the same place, no new tricks, just that. Her thighs closed on my ears and the chair creaked. She held my mouth on her clit and came, jerking against me, wetter all over my tongue, her clit pulsing against my lip again and again and her pussy clenching on nothing, while I kept sucking through it until she pushed my head back an inch and let go of my hair.

She breathed. Then she looked down at me, kneeling there with the lace bra still hooked tight and my chin wet with her and the diaper heavy and warm and loud whenever I shifted my knees.

“Wipe your mouth on the towel,” she said. “Not on the lace. The lace stays as it is.”

I wiped my mouth, and my hands shook, and I didn’t count the shakes, because she’d already told me to stop doing that. She stood, let her skirt fall, and walked to the counter, and I heard a fresh card land on the glass.

“Come here,” she said. “Don’t take any of it off.”

I walked. The diaper swung thick between my legs and squelched with every step, and the lace cover clung where the wet had reached it. She didn’t smile about it. She wrote in a neat hand, the way I write.

“Oscar. Thirty-seven. Chest thirty-eight, waist thirty-two, hips thirty-seven. Real numbers. No Helen on this one.” She glanced at the clock and then at me, still in the bra and the soaked diaper. “Next week, after closing, same time. A corset. You bring nothing but yourself.”

She turned the card around so I could see my own figures in her handwriting.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

She capped the pen.

❦

I shut the door behind me and heard the latch drop into the quiet. The work lamps over the cutting table were already on, white and close, and the rest of the atelier sat in the dark. Yvette had her tape around her neck, and she didn’t look up until I’d stepped into the light.

The corset lay open on the wood with its front unfastened and its laces slack. Beside it sat a small steel cage, a plain white diaper folded thick, and the pale pink lace cover. Her wooden yard rule ran along the near edge of the table with the inches facing me.

“Shoes under the chair,” she said. “Then the rest. Folded, please. I’m not picking your work clothes up off my floor.”

I started on my shirt, and I’d counted three buttons before she said, “Stop counting. Shirt off.” I folded everything, down to my shorts, and then those went too. My cock hung small against my balls in the warm air off the lamps, and she looked at it for a long moment before she said anything.

“There you are,” she said. “Hands on the table, feet apart, and don’t cover it.”

I put my palms flat on the wood. She came around with the corset and set the cool steel of the front fastening against my belly.

“Breathe in. All the way. Now out, and keep it out.”

She hooked the front closed from the bottom up, each catch clicking against my skin, and then took the laces low at my back and pulled. The tape went around my waist, snug, and she read it where I had to hear it.

“Thirty-one and five eighths. Last week you stood here at thirty-two and put Helen’s name on it. Helen doesn’t breathe in this shop. Say the new number.”

“Thirty-one and five eighths.”

“Good.”

Heat settled low in my gut before I’d found another word, and my cock thickened against my thigh. She saw it, and her mouth didn’t change at all.

“Hard off a waist measurement,” she said. “Out again, please.”

She pulled, and the bones pushed up under my ribs and lifted my chest. I tried to count the eyelets and lost them every time she tugged, and every time she read off a smaller figure. Then she took my breath one last time, and the corset closed around me like a fist, and my breathing moved up high into my throat.

“Thirty even,” she said, and held the tape up to the lamp. “On the nose. That’s where I’m leaving you. You can still talk, and you can still use the word on your card if you want every hook off you. What’s the word?”

Both cards had been in my head all week, the first with the stop word written under my name and the second with my real figures in her pen. I’d looked at that word and left it alone, and the door out of here was still the same door.

“Unpick.”

“And you’re not using it. You’re saying it because I asked. Yes or no?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then we stay.”

She smoothed the corset down over my hips and checked the fastening with her thumb. My cock had lifted off my balls and bumped the edge of the table when I shifted. She looked down at it and laughed once, quietly.

“Thirty-two last week and thirty tonight. And this.” She tapped the head of it with one finger, and a clear drop stuck to her nail. “It heard one word of praise and stood up as if I’d promised it a parade. You’re not that big, Oscar. Tell me what it is.”

“Small.”

“Small what?”

“A small cock.”

“Louder. The lamp won’t blush.”

“I have a small cock.”

“There. Now it matches the card.” She wiped her finger on a scrap of muslin. “The next thing isn’t a measurement. It bites, and I want a yes from you before it does.”

“Yes,” I said.

She took out the clamps, rubber on the jaws and a short chain between them, rolled my left nipple between her fingers until it stood up, and set the clamp on it.

The bite was thin and bright, and my knees went. “It bites.”

“That’s the report I wanted. I don’t need a speech.” She did the right one the same way and waited for me to flinch before she let the chain hang. Then she took the pink lace bra from the table, drew it up my arms and hooked it closed over the clamps, so the chain sat under the lace and every breath dragged the lace across the jaws.

“Which is worse, left or right?”

“Left. It was first.”

“It’ll even out when you stop holding your breath.”

Over her shoulder, the pattern wall caught the edge of the lamplight, with last week’s strip pinned up in a row, and I knew thirty even was about to go up beside it. I wouldn’t argue with the ink.

She set the cage down where I could see every ring of it and the little lock. My cock stood up short and flushed, the head wet, not long enough to look sure of itself.

“Wait,” I said.

“Wait for what?”

“The cage. I thought tonight was the corset.”

“You came because I said after close, and I told you a cage when I decided the week was right. This is the week.” She said it without any heat at all. “The word, or a yes. Look at my face, not at your feet.”

I looked at her face. “Yes, Mistress. Put it on me.”

She took my cock in her hand and stroked it once from root to tip, and it jumped in her fist like it had been waiting for her rather than for me.

“I can hide it in my hand and still see knuckle,” she said. “Hold still. You said yes. I heard you.”

She worked the ring around behind my balls, snug against the root, and fed my cock into the tube. It didn’t want to go. She waited, her thumb under the shaft, until the hardness eased a little, and then she seated the tube and clicked the lock shut. The metal held me down and bent, and a sound came out of me I hadn’t planned on.

She shook the cage gently. There was a gap between the wet head of my cock and the end of the tube.

“Still roomy,” she said. “That’s the smallest cage I keep, and you don’t fill it. There’s air in there. Say it back to me.”

“Still roomy.”

“Whose?”

“My cock. It’s still roomy in the cage.”

“You can call it a clitty in here, if the other word starts to feel like a lie. I won’t make you.” She turned the key over in her palm. “You can piss through the slit, but you can’t get proud. That’s the whole job of a small cock in a smaller house.”

My face went hot, and inside the tube my cock tried to swell and died against the rings.

She had me step into the diaper and drew it up over the cage, and the bulk pushed my thighs apart before she’d even closed a tape. She taped it and ran a finger along each leg band until it sat in the crease without a gap, and every pulse of my cock met padding instead of air. Then she pulled the lace cover up and tucked its waistband under the edge of the corset.

“That’s the look,” she said, walking around me once. “Thick, with the pretty on top. Do you feel the cage in there?”

“Yes. It knocks the padding when I move.”

“Remember that knock. You’re about to lose the cover for a while.”

Her hand came down between my shoulder blades and bent me over the cutting table, and the corset dug in as I folded. She hooked the lace and the diaper together and pulled them both down to my thighs in one long draw. Cool air hit my ass, and the cage hung down over the open diaper.

“Stay bent. Don’t reach back.”

The yard rule left the table with a light scrape, and I heard her weigh it in her hand.

“You count out loud,” she said. “If you lose the number, we start again at one. If you grab your ass, we start again at one, and if you lie to me about where you are, we start again at one. You’re getting a dozen. Tell me how many you’re taking.”

“A dozen. Twelve, Mistress.”

The first one landed across both cheeks. The wood was broad, and it stung clean and even, more like a measurement than a slap, and the crack came back off the lamps.

“One.”

“I’m not across the street, Oscar. Louder.”

“One!”

The second caught me low, where my ass met my thighs, and I jerked, and the diaper rustled at my knees and the cage tapped against the padding. I counted it. She waited between strokes, and I could hear the rule tapping lightly against her palm, as even as her breathing. The third landed on top of the first and the heat stacked up, and I counted that too, and the next one, and the next. Then one landed where the last was still burning and I got the number out late.

“Late,” she said. “That one doesn’t count. Where do you think you are?”

“Six.”

“You’re on five, and you don’t get to think. Argue with me and we go back to one.”

“I had them. I said them all.”

The rule tapped the table once, beside my left hand. That was her whole answer. “One.”

“One,” I said, and she hit me.

So I counted the way I count a column, carefully, out loud, one after another, with my eyes watering at the grain of the wood. The diaper swung and crinkled whenever I rocked. When she caught the sorest stripe my voice cracked on the number, and she said, “Heard.” I didn’t reach back. My ass was a hot map of stripes, my hole kept twitching, and the cage dropped a thin string of clear leak into the diaper hanging under me.

She made me take all twelve from that restart. She didn’t rush, and she didn’t soothe me either. Partway through she stopped and asked, “Still with me?”

“Yes, Mistress. It burns. I can take the rest.”

“That wasn’t me offering mercy. That was a check. Go on.”

I went on. The last one landed square across both cheeks, and I shouted the number and stayed bent over, shaking, the wood hard against my chest below the bra and the clamps biting every time I gasped.

“Twelve,” she said. “That one I believe. Both sides marked, and the rule leaves a clean edge. You’ll feel every chair you sit on tomorrow. Stay down. Don’t rub.”

I heard the box of gloves on the shelf, the snap of one going on, and then the wet sound of lube on a finger, close by my ear, because she wanted me to hear it.

“One finger,” she said. “You don’t push back onto it and you don’t squeeze me out. You just answer me. What am I touching first?”

“My hole.”

“And after the rim?”

“Inside. The prostate.”

My hole opened a little on its own, a flutter I couldn’t take back, and the cage let another clear drop fall into the padding. She saw it and didn’t mention it.

She set the slick finger on me, cold, and circled the rim slowly, the sting from the rule making every pass louder in my skin. Then she pressed the center and let it refuse her, and pressed again.

“Breathe into the corset. Short breaths. There. Open for me.”

The tip went in, and then the knuckle, in no hurry. She held it there without crooking it.

“Is it pain or pressure?”

“Pressure. The rim burns from the rule. Inside it’s full.”

“Then we work.”

She crooked her finger and found it, a deep ache up behind my cock, sweet and mean at once, and my knees went soft. She didn’t speed up. She rubbed in small presses on the same spot, over and over, the way she’d set a seam.

“You won’t shoot,” she said. “A cage isn’t a barrel. It’ll come out of you in a crawl, and you let it. Tell me when the crawl starts. Not the wanting. The crawl.”

She milked me slowly. My balls drew up tight against the ring, and my cock strained, and the tube held it bent and small and roomy, so all that straining went nowhere useful. A tickle started in the slit, hot and thin.

“It’s...”

“Not yet. That’s still wanting. Stay on my finger. You can count the presses if you need a number.”

“One. Two. Three.” Her finger kept the same small circle. I got a few more out, and then the tickle thickened and something moved at the root of me, not a shot, a slow push travelling up the length of me inside the tube, and the next number was simply gone.

“Stop counting,” she said. “Feel it.”

It reached the slit and sat there, a heavy bead, holding. Then it spilled. It slid out of the cage in a thin warm rope and dropped into the diaper bunched underneath me, and another followed it, weaker, smearing the lining. My hole fluttered around her glove. It wasn’t a spray. It leaked and leaked, until the diaper under me had a soaked patch about the size of her palm.

“Now,” I said, and my voice had gone rough. “It’s coming out. Out of the cage, into the diaper. I can’t hold it. It’s my cum, just dribbling.”

“I didn’t ask you to hold it.” She kept her finger moving until the pulses thinned out to nothing and my legs were shaking and my hole was gripping her at the end of every press. Then she drew out slowly, and I clenched on nothing and made a noise into the wood.

She ran the glove once under the tip of the cage and held it up to the work lamp. The lube shone, and near the knuckle there was a streak of white where she’d caught the last drop.

“Look at it,” she said. “One finger and a little patience, and your balls gave up what they had. Not a handful. A shine. Where’s the rest?”

“In the diaper. It dripped out of the cage. I felt it hit the padding.”

“Small cock, small load, and the diaper did the catching, which is what a diaper’s for.” She peeled the glove off inside out and dropped it away. “You didn’t lie to me about the amount, I’ll give you that.”

She touched my hip. “Up off the table, and down onto the rug. On your back. The corset stays on, the clamps stay on and the cage stays on. Leave the diaper at your thighs until I move it.”

The rug was rough against the marks on my ass, and I hissed when I lay back on it. She stood over me in her dark skirt, bare-legged below the hem, and set a knee down on either side of my head.

“Mouth only,” she said. “Keep your hands on the rug or flat on your ribs, not on the clamps and not on me. If you need air and the word won’t fit, slap my thigh twice and I’ll get up. I don’t think you’ll need to. I’m sitting here until I come. Open.”

She lifted her skirt and sat.

It was warm and dark under there, the smell of her pussy right over my mouth and the lamplight gone a dim red through the hem. She settled her weight, just enough that the whole world was her. I licked. She was already wet, slick on my tongue, and when I found her clit she made a short sound and ground down a fraction.

“There. Small circles, and keep them small even when you want to hurry.”

I made slow circles. The corset kept every breath high and thin, and every breath was full of her. She rocked on me. The clamps burned when my chest rose against her thighs, and between my legs the cage throbbed with nothing left to give.

“Now fuck me with your tongue,” she said. “Deep as it goes, and when I squeeze, come back up.”

I pushed my tongue into her as far as it would go and tasted her and fucked her with it in short strokes until she tightened, and then I dragged it up and sucked her clit. She grabbed the edge of the table above us, and I heard the wood creak. Her thighs closed over my ears.

“Better. Talk to me. I want your mouth working and your voice in it. What are you doing?”

“Licking you. My mouth’s on your pussy. On your clit.”

“And your cock?”

“Caged. Still roomy. It’s trying and it can’t. My cum’s already in the diaper.”

My hips jerked, the cage knocked against the wet padding, and a miserable throb went through the root of me and died in the tube. So I licked harder, because my mouth could still finish a job even if nothing else could.

She rode my face in short grinds, and her wet spread over my chin and nose. I couldn’t see her, but I could hear her breathing, so even all evening, pick up and lose its edge.

“Flat tongue now. When I move, you stay put and let me find you.”

I stayed. Her clit swelled under my mouth into a hard little point, and I kept the circle she’d asked for even when my tongue ached and the marks on my ass flared against the rug.

“I’m close,” she said. “Same speed. If you speed up, I’ll start you over the way I started your count. You know that rule.”

I kept the speed. She pressed down until my nose was buried in her and her wet ran into my mouth and over my lip, and her thighs shook once and then locked. She came on my tongue. I felt her clit jump and her whole body clutch around my mouth, and a fresh rush of her over my chin, and she ground through it in one long shudder, using me, and then smaller ones, her pussy pulsing against my lips until the last of it left her and she went heavy and still.

A low sound came out of her, not a sentence. Then, “That’s enough.”

She lifted off me, and the lamplight hit my wet face. She stood with her skirt in one hand, flushed at the throat and not rattled anywhere else, while I lay there with my mouth slick and my ass on fire and the cage a small locked weight between my legs.

“You did the job,” she said. “Wipe your mouth on the towel, and leave the clamps alone.”

She drew the diaper back up and taped me in again over the cage, snug, so the wet patch sat right against the tube, and pulled the lace cover up over it.

“That stays on under your trousers,” she said. “The cum stays in it until I say otherwise, and you don’t take the cage off yourself. If you say unpick, the key comes off that ring the same minute, any day of the week. That’s the only way it comes off early.”

She slid the cage key onto the ring at her belt where her shears hung, and it clicked against the blades. It was a small sound, and it was done.

Until tonight that ring had only ever held her tools. Now my cock was at the far end of that click, and the click wasn’t mine.

“The clamps don’t go home with you,” she said. She slid her fingers under the lace cups and opened the jaws, left and then right, and the blood came back into both nipples hot, and I bit down on the noise. Then she sat me on the edge of the table, put a glass of water in my hand, and kept her palm on the back of my neck while I drank it, warm and steady, as if she had nowhere else to be.

“Your ass, your nipples or your hole,” she said. “Which one’s talking loudest?”

“My ass.”

“That’s the right answer. If anything turns into more than sore before morning, you ring me. I’d rather hear it tonight than next week.” She took the empty glass from me. “Now get dressed over the corset and the bra and the diaper.”

I dressed with hands that weren’t quite steady, and she watched me do up every button without once telling me to stop counting them.

“Next week,” she said. “After closing, same door. You won’t start at this table. Next week starts in the washroom. I lace you, and then I empty you. Say it back.”

“Next week starts in the washroom.”

❦

Yvette stood in the washroom doorway with the corset laces in both fists and drew them in until the back closed on me. The light in the little room was already on and the door stood open. A stack of towels sat on the edge of the sink, and beside them the enema bag, fat with water, its tube coiled and the nozzle waiting in a little smear of lube.

“Arms down,” she said. “Thirty even. You kept it all week. I can tell.”

The cage had been on me since the last fitting, a small hard ring around a cock that had nowhere to go. Her shears hung at her belt, and the key hung on the same ring beside them.

She tied the laces off and looked past me at the sink. “Towels on the floor, and then you get down on them. I’ll see to the bag.”

I looked at the nozzle, and my hole tightened before I could get a word out. “I don’t...”

She didn’t raise her voice. “The word, or a yes. Then down.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. I laid two towels on the floor and then a third, because I could already picture one soaking through. I got down on them, knees first and then my forearms. The corset held my ribs in a straight line, and the cage hung underneath me and brushed the cotton.

She hung the bag on the hook on the back of the door. The tube swung over and touched my calf, warm from the water inside it.

“Head down. Ass up. Hold still for me.”

Her hand went flat on my back, the whole palm, heavy. The nozzle touched my hole, circled once, and pushed. It wasn’t thick, but it still made me open, and I breathed out and felt it slide in a short slick way and my hole close around the neck of it.

“There,” she said. “Tell me where it is.”

“In my hole.”

“That’s right.”

The cage felt it. My cock tried to swell and met metal, and a drop of clear leak fell onto the towel. She saw it and made a small sound that was nearly a laugh.

She opened the clamp, and warm water came into me, not a rush but a steady push, and my belly took it under the corset. I started counting because my mouth needed something to do.

“One. Two. Three.”

“Out loud is fine until I tell you to stop. What do you feel?”

“Warm. Low down. It’s getting heavy.”

“Heavy’s the right word. That’s half the bag. Breathe.”

The water kept coming. A cramp rolled under the laces and I grunted into my arm. My balls drew up, and the cage tapped the towel when I shifted, so she pressed her hand down harder to keep me still.

“Stop counting.”

I stopped. My mouth stayed open anyway.

She ran the rest of it in. My stomach pushed out against the corset and found no room, and I made a sound that wasn’t a word. She shut the clamp, eased the nozzle out, and held a corner of the towel against my hole so nothing could get away.

“Hold it. Not on my floor. You’re holding it for the diaper. Tell me you understand.”

“I understand, Mistress.”

The plastic of a fresh diaper opened with a dry crack behind me. She slid the thick padding under me and up between my thighs and over the cage, which made a small lump and nothing more. She pulled the front up and taped me in, left and then right, both tapes snug under the bottom edge of the corset.

“Plain white,” she said, “over that locked little clitty. Look down. It hardly shows. That’s the size you are. You never put that one on any card, but I measured it anyway, and it’s even less now with the ring on. The real number’s on my wall. You can hate the wall later.”

She laughed, quietly, the way she’d laugh at a wrong sum on a page. The lace cover came up over the diaper, pale and thin, the leg bands settling into the crease of my ass, and she smoothed them flat.

“Up. Walk. If you leak in the hall I’ll hear the plastic before I see it.”

I got up. The water lurched to one side and I locked my hole down hard. The diaper was thick between my legs and rustled with every step, the lace taking some of the sound and none of the bulk, and my belly ached in short waves. She walked ahead of me, and I watched the key swing and click against her shears instead of watching the floor. A week ago she’d hung it there in front of me. Tonight it was still there, and holding the water was up to me.

The platform sat low in front of the three mirrors. She had a lace robe over her arm, a pin cushion on her wrist, and two pins between her lips.

“Up. Face the glass, hands on the rail. You hold until the hem’s done. Say it back.”

“I hold until the hem’s done, Mistress.”

“Look at yourself while you tell me the rest. What have you got on?”

“The corset. The cage. A diaper and the lace cover.”

“And a belly full of my water. Don’t leave out the part that matters.”

She put the robe on me, open at the front so the diaper showed in all three glasses. The lace was fine at the knee. She knelt and started on the hem, a pin through the edge and then another, the metal cool against my skin.

“Count the pins if your mouth needs the work. I’ll stop you.”

“One. Two.”

A cramp hit, and I bent a little. Her hand closed on my calf and put me straight again.

“Three. Four.”

“Stop.” A pin left her lips and went into the hem. “I can count perfectly well by myself. You stand, you hold, and you watch the three of you.”

I watched. The diaper sat white and thick under the pink lace, with a small damp spot on the front from the cage, just leak, not what I was holding. My hole fluttered around nothing. The water was right there at the door of me, and I clenched, and the corset made the clench short, so I had to do it again harder, my ass tight and my thighs shaking.

She pinned the side and moved around behind me with her hand still on my calf. In the side glass I could see her, unhurried, the pins going in neat, her mouth busy with the next one.

“You’re shaking,” she said. “Tell me why. One true line.”

“I can’t hold it.”

“Then don’t. The hem doesn’t stop for you, and I don’t drop a pin for you. Eyes on the glass.”

Unpick was still on my card, above my signature, and it still meant the whole night could end the moment I said it. I could feel it there behind my teeth. I didn’t give it to her.

The next cramp didn’t ask. My hole opened a little and then more, and the heat pushed out of me in a slow thick pulse into the seat of the diaper, water first and then heavier, spreading warm under my ass and up against the back of my balls while I stood perfectly still on the platform. The padding took it and sagged lower between my thighs at once, and I heard it, a wet rush inside the plastic, loud in that quiet room. Another push came, hotter, and the smell came with it, warm and sharp, right there in the lamplight and in all three mirrors. The back of the diaper swelled and hung down heavy, and one tape pulled. The front stayed nearly pale except for that small leak spot, and my caged cock jerked at the sound and let a thin line of piss go that I couldn’t stop, a hot little run into the front of the padding, separate from the weight behind.

She put a pin in at my knee. She didn’t look up and she didn’t drop it. Her hand stayed on my calf, steady, like I was a dress form that had shivered and needed a palm on it.

“There,” she said. “Standing up. You did it right in front of yourself. Keep your eyes up.”

I kept them up. The lace cover had gone dark and heavy at the seat. One last smaller push left me, and my legs shook, and I didn’t step off. My cock throbbed in the cage, useless, leaking into the front while the back of me hung full.

It was the worst thing I could think of doing in front of a woman I admired, and she’d hemmed a robe straight through it without missing a stitch.

“You had your word,” she said, “and you kept it.”

She pinned the last of the hem, stood up, and looked at the three of me with the pins still in her mouth.

“Robe off. You’re not wearing my lace over that. Table.”

There was already a towel spread on the long cutting table under the work lamps. I climbed up, and the diaper squelched under me, loud, and the smell came up off my own lap. I made a face, and she saw it.

“On your back. Knees up. I’m not rushing a change, and you don’t get to hide the front.”

I lay back. The corset wouldn’t let me curl. She peeled the lace cover down slowly, the wet lace sticking and then coming free, and opened the tapes one at a time, each with that dry little rip. She folded the front of the diaper down and looked at the cage.

“Look at that,” she said. “All that in the seat, and this.” She tapped the ring with one finger. My cock was small inside it, wet, the head shiny and pressed against the bars, not even trying to be a cock anymore. “Soft, it hardly needed the measuring tape, and you still walked in here hoping I’d say otherwise. Caged, you’re a clitty, Oscar. A little leaking clitty that pissed in the front while your ass did all the real work. I could hem a sleeve with what’s left of you.”

She said it with no unkindness at all, only the number being wrong and her being right.

She lifted my hips and slid the used diaper out from under me. It was heavy, and she dropped it in the bin without a word about the weight, which was worse. The wipes were cold. She cleaned me slowly, one wipe for the cage and one for my balls and then more for my hole, patient, until the smell was mostly the wipes and my skin was bare around the metal.

“Tell me what you are. A full sentence. I want it in the room.”

“I’m a small clitty in a cage, Mistress.”

“And you’re going to make a spot on this fresh one before I’ve finished the tapes. I know you. Knees wider. There.”

She slid a clean diaper under me, thick and plain white, with the same loud rustle under the lamps, and brought the front up over the cage. She taped it a little loose on purpose, so her hand would fit later, pulled a clean lace cover up, and then folded the front of the cover down so the diaper showed.

The wand lay on the table by her hip.

“Ask me,” she said.

“Please. The wand.”

“On what? Say it like a man who knows his size.”

“On my clitty. Through the diaper. Please, Mistress.”

She set the head of the wand on the front of the diaper, right over the cage, and turned it on low. The buzz went through the padding and the metal and into the head of my cock, and I grabbed the edge of the table. My hips tried to lift into it, the corset cut that short, and I dropped back flat, breathing hard.

“Stay down. You don’t fuck it. You take what I hold there. Tell me what it’s doing.”

“It’s in the cage. It’s on the head. I’m leaking.”

“I know. I can see the spot starting.” She didn’t move the wand, and the buzz sat in one place and got meaner the longer it stayed. My balls drew up under the diaper. Clear leak wet the inside of the padding, then more, hot, held against me by the plastic so I felt every bit of it.

“More,” I said. “Please.”

“No.” Her mouth said no, and her thumb turned it up a notch anyway. The buzz jumped. My cock throbbed against the bars, swollen as far as the ring allowed, which wasn’t far, and the pressure gathered behind my balls with no clean way out.

“Mistress, I’m going to come.”

“You’re going to try.”

She took the wand away.

Nothing touched me. The buzz was gone, and for a second the air felt cool on the wet spot, and then my cock went off anyway, pulsing in the cage, and cum spilled out of me in weak hot stripes into the diaper with no hand and no wand, just the metal and the thick padding taking it. I shook hard enough to make the table creak, and a short ugly sound came out of me. Another smaller pulse dribbled out and soaked the front from the inside, and then a thin run of piss I couldn’t hold back, mixing in with it, warm and shameful and plain. I wasn’t empty in any way that felt finished. I was still pushed up against the ring, still locked, the front of the diaper sticky and hot and mine.

She watched the spot spread. “Ruined. And you still went and wet a clean one. Look at me, not at the ceiling.”

I looked at her. My hands were fists on the towel, my breath wouldn’t settle, and the diaper clung to me, wet at the front and loud whenever I shifted my hips off the worst of it.

She was already sitting on the edge of the table with her work skirt pulled up in both hands and nothing underneath. She set her feet on the rung and opened her knees.

“Hands here,” she said. “Hold me open. You don’t touch my pussy and you don’t touch the wand. You watch, and you keep these thighs where I put them.”

I held her. Her skin was hot under my palms, and the smell of her was sharper than the wipes, close and real. She set the wand on her clit and turned it on, the same low buzz, and her stomach jumped once. She didn’t close her eyes. She watched my face.

“You see it?” she said. “That’s a clit that gets to come. Yours is sitting in a diaper full of its own cum. What are your hands doing?”

“Holding you open.”

“Wider.”

I held her wider. The wand stayed where she put it. Her breath went short, then long, then short again, with a wet sound under the buzz, and her thighs tightened in my hands and I didn’t let them close. She rolled the wand a fraction, and her pussy clenched, and she came with a low, rough sound, not pretty at all, her hips rocking once against nothing and the wand still on her, slick with her. I felt the shake go through her legs and into my wrists. She kept her eyes on me until it passed, and then she tapped my hand and I let go.

She switched the wand off, and the room was only the lamps and the rustle of the diaper when I breathed.

She reached across the table and pulled her sketchbook over, the one for the men’s line, and opened it on her thigh, still sitting there with her skirt up and in no hurry to be decent. The pages were pencil, clean lines: a robe, a short slip, a corset, a lace cover drawn over a diaper that had been measured, not guessed.

“Look,” she said. “Not at me. At the numbers.”

I looked. Every piece had my figures written in the margin, to the eighth of an inch. The waist at thirty even. The hips. The rise of the cover. The length of the cage, and a smaller note beside it for what the ring left showing. The hem of the robe was marked at the knee, exactly where her pins had been.

“This one’s the slip,” she said, and turned the page. “Cut to you. This one’s the cover, also cut to you. This one doesn’t close at the front unless I want it to, because your clitty doesn’t need the room you think it does. The whole line is you. Next week you can stand on that platform and wear the first piece, or you can tell me the wall is wrong. The wall isn’t wrong.”

The pattern wall was behind her, my card of figures pinned up with the others, the real ones, the same three I’d once written down for a wife who didn’t exist. The first night those numbers had been a fitting. Now they were a whole line of clothes with my name nowhere on them and my body in every cut.

She closed the book on her finger and looked at the wet front of my diaper, and then at my face.

“Your clothes stay off until I say so. You sit in that until I’ve finished this page. And you don’t count my pins, or my breaths, or your own little pulses. I already have the count.”

I sat. The diaper was warm and thick and loud whenever I moved. She picked up her pencil, and I kept my mouth shut and let her draw.

❦

The launch was over. It had taken her the rest of the spring, fitting me after closing every week, to cut the whole line from my numbers, and tonight she’d shown it to her clients for the first time, with wine on the counter and the blinds up. I wasn’t there for any of it. I came after, when her message said the last guests had gone home, and she locked the door behind me and let the blinds down again, and it was only then, back in the fitting room, that she laced me into the corset and taped me into a fresh diaper. The empty glasses were still standing on the counter. The shop was dark except for the work lamps over the cutting table, and every dress form on the floor wore lace cut to my numbers. I stood on the low platform in the same set as they did, the bra straps settled on my shoulders and the thick diaper loud under the pale pink cover.

Yvette came out from behind the counter with a harness in one hand and the strap-on in the other.

“Off the platform,” she said. “Walk with me.”

I stepped down, and the diaper swung heavy between my legs, warm from my skin, the plastic rasping with every step. She put a hand at the small of my back and walked me past the forms, past lace bras and lace covers and a corset I’d stood in for her more times than I’d let myself count. One of the forms had a waist marked on it in pencil, thirty even. I knew that number. She’d laced it into me and read it off the tape, and I’d said it back to her.

She stopped me at the long table, where the fitting-room curtain stood open and the three-way mirror faced us.

“Hands on the wood,” she said. “And look.”

I looked. In the glass I was a grown man in her men’s line, padded and caged, the diaper making a thick white shape under the lace. Behind me, where I could see her do it, she stepped into the harness and buckled it, one hip and then the other, and pulled the center strap up between her legs and cinched it tight. The strap-on stood out from her, thick and smooth and already shiny at the head. She checked the fit with one hand, then met my eyes in the mirror and smiled like she had all night.

“You watched the whole thing.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.”

My cock thickened in the cage and had nowhere to go. The bars held it down against the front of the diaper, and I felt the first wet smear start inside the padding and tried not to move. The diaper crinkled anyway.

She set a glove on the table where I could see it, and then the lube. “Stay facing the glass. I’m going to open you up. When I ask you what you see, you tell me. And you don’t count.”

I put both palms flat on the cutting table, which was cool. Behind me she folded the back of the lace cover down and out of the way, opened the tapes at my hips and let the back of the diaper fall, so the thick padding hung down off my ass. The front stayed where it was, caught under the edge of the corset, my caged cock sitting in that warm padded pocket and already leaking. Cool air touched my hole. The diaper hung open and heavy, loud whenever the plastic shifted.

Her gloved finger touched me, slick, and pressed in to the knuckle, slowly. She turned it.

“Tight,” she said. “You’ve been sitting in that diaper since I taped you, and you’re still this tight. Breathe.”

I breathed. The finger worked in and out and then curled, and my cock jumped in the cage and smeared more into the front of the diaper. I saw it in the mirror, the small shape twitching under the lace and the padding, nothing at all like the thing strapped to her.

“What do you see?”

“My cock. In the diaper. It’s dripping.”

“Say it the way it really is.”

“My small caged cock is dripping into the front of the diaper.”

She added more lube. A second finger pushed in beside the first. The stretch burned and then opened, and she spread them slowly and held them deep while she watched my face in the glass.

“Still with me?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Your hole’s taking them. And your little cock’s making a wet spot, and I haven’t even started. Look at it.”

I looked. A dark patch was spreading in the white diaper where the cage pressed against it, and every pulse pushed another bead out through the bars. I could feel each one, hot and then soaked away, the front of the diaper getting heavier while the back hung open for her hand.

She pulled her fingers out, and the sudden emptiness made me grunt. She wiped them on a towel, put more lube on the strap-on, and set the head of it against my hole. Both her hands came to my hips, and the plastic of the open diaper rustled against her wrists.

“The word, or a yes,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Then watch the mirror. Watch that little thing drip while I fuck you.”

She pushed.

The head spread me wider than her fingers had, and I gripped the edge of the table and made a sound I hadn’t meant to. She didn’t rush. She gave me an inch, and paused, and gave me another, and the harness creaked. Her hips met the open back of the diaper, and the thick padding swung and slapped against my thigh.

“All the way,” she said, and seated it.

I was full. I was bent over her cutting table in a lace bra and a corset laced to thirty, the diaper open at the back and packed at the front, her strap-on buried in my ass. In the mirror my mouth hung open. My caged cock jerked and let a thin string fall into the diaper, and she saw that too.

“There. Look at you. Thirty-seven years old, an auditor, and your cock’s the size of my thumb in a cage, leaking into a diaper while I stand inside you. Say it to the glass, loud enough for the whole shop.”

“My small caged cock is dripping into the diaper, Mistress.”

“Better.”

She drew back slowly, almost all the way out, and slid in again at the same pace. The drag lit up every inch of me. My balls pulled up against the cage, and nothing touched them, and nothing touched the cage. Her hands stayed on my hips with her thumbs pressing the lace at my waist, holding the cover out of her way. The front of the diaper swung with each stroke and slapped wet against my cock, and I could hear all of it, the crinkle and the slap and the soft sound of the lube and her breathing.

“You’re clenching,” she said. “Stop fighting it and let it in.”

I tried. The next stroke went in easier and deeper, and she found a rhythm, slow, the whole length every time, and held it until my arms were shaking.

“What do you see now?”

“You, inside me. My cock leaking. The spot’s bigger.”

“How much bigger?”

I nearly measured it. The dark patch had spread past the cage into a wet oval in the white. “Past the bars. Into the padding.”

“Good eye. Still small, though. Look at what’s fucking you and look at what’s dripping, and tell me which one’s doing the work.”

“Yours.”

“Mine isn’t a cock. Say the true thing.”

“The strap-on is fucking my ass. My clitty is just dripping.”

“There.” She smiled at me in the glass. “Clitty. You keep saying it all by yourself.”

She picked up the pace, not rough yet, just harder. The edge of the table bit into my hips. Every thrust pushed a sound out of me and pushed another pulse of slick out of my caged cock into the diaper, and the front was warm and wet now, swelling where it soaked me up. I could smell the lube and my own leaking and the clean plastic of the diaper. She watched all of it, and she never once touched the cage.

“You want to come,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.”

“From this. Nothing on that little clitty. You come in the diaper or you don’t come at all. Do you understand?”

“I understand, Mistress.”

“Then watch it happen.”

She fucked me steady and deep, the same stroke over and over, her hands locked on my hips and the harness buckles clicking. My hole burned and took her and burned again. In the mirror the wet spot darkened and spread, and a string of precum swung from the cage into the padding and broke, and another started. My cock throbbed uselessly against the bars, and the ache sat right behind them, building, with nowhere to go but out through the tip.

My mouth started shaping numbers without asking me.

“Don’t count,” she said. “I’ve got the count. You’ve got a hole and a drip. Use your mouth for what I asked you.”

“I’m dripping. Mistress, I’m dripping into the diaper. I can see it.”

“I can see it too. Pathetic little thing. Keep your eyes on it.”

The next thrust hit something that made my knees go soft, and she hit it again, and again. My cock kicked hard in the cage, and a thicker spurt pushed out of it, more than a bead, and soaked straight into the front panel. I groaned. She didn’t change her pace, the same depth and the same speed, her hands on my hips and nothing on the cage.

“Oh,” I said. “Mistress. I’m...”

“I know. Stay on it. Watch your clitty give it up.”

It broke. My hole clamped down on the strap-on and my cock pulsed inside the bars, shot after shot, hands-free, straight into the thick diaper. I felt each one leave me, hot, and disappear into the padding, and the front went heavy and warm and sodden against my skin. I shook over the table and said what she’d taught me to call her, because it came out of me with the cum.

“Mistress.”

She kept fucking me through it at the same pace. “There it goes. Look. Your little caged cock is coming in a diaper and I never laid a finger on it. Tell me what you see.”

“I’m coming. In the diaper. It’s soaking the front, Mistress. I can feel all of it in the padding.”

My cock gave one last weak spurt into the wet diaper and twitched, empty and trapped, the last of it dripping down the bars. She didn’t stop. She ground into me, slower now and deeper, rolling her hips so the base of the harness pressed against her. I heard her breathing change, and her fingers tightened in the lace at my waist.

“Hold still,” she said. “I’m not done.”

I stayed bent over, my hole full, the front of the diaper a hot wet weight and my cum cooling in the padding against my spent cock. She fucked into me in short grinds, chasing it, the strap-on shifting inside me every time she pressed her clit against the harness. I watched her face in the mirror, precise and amused and getting closer.

“Can you feel that?” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“My pussy’s right up against the harness. I’m going to come on your ass with that toy buried in you, and you’re going to hold still and watch both of us.”

“I’m watching.”

She gripped the lace harder, pulled me back onto the strap-on and ground, once, twice, in a tight circle. Her mouth opened. She pushed in to the hilt and stayed there, her hips jerking against me in small shocks, a low sound in her throat. I felt her come through the harness, the press and the tremble of it, the strap-on twitching inside me every time she clenched. Then she held still inside me, both of us in the glass: my face red, her hands in the lace, the diaper hanging open with its front dark and heavy with my cum and its back spread wide for the toy still seated in my hole.

She breathed, and didn’t pull out yet.

“Look at that,” she said. “You came in the diaper the way I told you to, and I came in your ass, and nobody touched that cage. That’s the line.”

I nodded. My arms were shaking, and my cum slid in the padding when I shifted, a wet squash against my cock and balls.

She eased out slowly, and I hissed. She folded the back of the diaper up over my hole, pressed the padding into place and smoothed the tapes down firmly, then brought the lace cover back over it and checked the fit with both hands, front and back.

“Heavy,” she said. “You put a lot in there for something that small. Sit.”

She pointed at the stool by the table, and I sat, and the padding squashed under me. She brought a glass of water from the back and held it for me, because my hands still weren’t steady, and kept her other hand in my hair until I’d drunk it all.

“Anything hurting that shouldn’t be?”

“No, Mistress. Just sore where you’d expect.”

“Then you’re fit to read.”

She slid two sheets of paper across the cutting table with her pen beside them. She hadn’t taken the strap-on off to do it.

“The top one first,” she said. “Out loud.”

I picked it up, and my hands left damp marks on it. “Fitting model, men’s line, paid by the hour. Model keeps his day job. His measurements are hers to cut from.” Under that was a line on its own. “This job stands by itself and doesn’t depend on anything else he signs or doesn’t sign.”

“Now the other one.”

“Weekly fitting after closing. The full set from the line. The cage stays on between fittings, and the key stays with her. The stop word on the client card still stands, and unpick takes the key off her ring that same minute, any day.”

The client card had been in her box since the first night, my name under that word. It was still a door I could walk out of whenever I liked. Tonight I wasn’t reaching for it.

“You read well when you’re not lying to me about inches.” She tapped the first signature line and then the second. “Two pages, two signatures. One doesn’t lean on the other. Sign them both, in the lace, in the diaper you’ve just come in. With my pen.”

I took her pen and leaned in, and the diaper crinkled. I signed the first page, Oscar, and then the second, and the letters shook once and then held. She watched the last stroke, took the pen back and blew on the ink.

“That’s the job,” she said. “You go to your desk in the morning. You come here after closing when I say. And you leave caged and laced and padded, every time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She unbuckled the harness then, slowly, set the strap-on down on a towel and peeled off her glove. The ring stayed on her hip, with the shears and the key, and she didn’t offer me either.

“Up. To the pattern wall.”

The floor was cool under my feet, and the soaked diaper swung and rustled all the way past the dress forms. She stopped me in front of the wall where her patterns hung, my old card already pinned at the side, waist thirty-two, the rest of me in her pencil. She took a fresh strip and a pin from her cushion.

“Hold still.”

She pinned the new strip on the wall beside my old card. I could see the figures she gave me, and the note about the cage, and the hourly rate. Her hand was steady, and the pin went in clean.

“And the cock?” she said. “There’s no line for it on there. Tell me why.”

“Because it’s small and caged and not for measuring anymore. You already have that number.”

She laughed once, quietly, and smoothed the paper flat. “I had it the first day. You just stopped arguing with me about it.”

The key clicked against the shears when she turned. She didn’t take it off the ring. She looked at me in the lace and the heavy diaper, with the corset still holding thirty even, and nodded the way she did when a seam finally lay right.

“On Monday you count other people’s books,” she said. “Not mine, not your pulses and not my pins. And when you come back, you stand on that platform just like this, and we finish the same way. Caged, laced and padded, until I say the hour’s done.”

I stood there with her patterns at my back and my cum warm in the diaper, and I didn’t count a single thing.

If you want more like this, read Sissy in Lace next


The Engineer Diapers the Ship’s Cook and Fucks His Ass Below Deck — MM Gay Daddy ABDL

On a small freighter the galley wakes up before anyone else, and on ours that meant me. I was up before five most mornings, while the passage lights were still turned down and the engines hummed up through the floor the way they did all day and all night. Kettle on, ovens on, the bread dough out of the cold-store where it had been rising slowly overnight. By the time the first man came in for coffee the galley smelled of yeast and hot steel and onions, because there was always an onion going somewhere. You can’t feed a crew three times a day on a moving ship without an onion going somewhere.

Cooking at sea is like cooking in a kitchen that somebody keeps gently tipping. There are steel rails around the stove so the pots don’t walk off in a swell, and you learn to pour on the way up and not on the way down. I kept a stew going the whole run, a big dented pot at the back of the stove that I fed with whatever was left over, and the men called it the stew that never ends. I took that as a compliment.

I’d turned thirty-one that spring, and I’d been cooking at sea for most of my twenties. I liked that the work had a clock in it: breakfast, lunch, supper, the captain’s tray carried up covered, the night plates left in the warm oven for the men coming off the late shift. And I liked the order of a ship, which is simpler than people think. The engine room belongs to the chief engineer, the bridge belongs to the captain, and the galley answers to the captain too, so I had exactly one boss, and she was usually too busy to bother me. The crew was a dozen weathered old hands, most of them gray at the temples, who’d been sailing this coast together since long before I came aboard, and they worked hard and complained about everything except the food, which is the best review a cook can get.

This run was ten days down the coast, and we’d changed chief engineers at the start of it. The old one had retired. The new one came aboard with one duffel bag and a toolbox that two of the old hands had to carry between them, and for the first couple of days I only knew him as the man who came up last for every meal.

Everyone else crowded the serving counter the minute the food was out, but he came up after the rush, wiping his hands on a rag that he folded into his back pocket before he picked up a bowl. He was a big man with broad shoulders and a short gray beard, about fifty, I guessed, with oil worked into the creases of his knuckles and smeared along his forearms where his sleeves were pushed up. He moved slowly, like a man who’d learned that a ship will knock you over if you hurry, and he didn’t talk much. When he did, his voice was low and a little rough, as if he didn’t use it often enough to keep it smooth.

The second night out the engine room had some kind of trouble, and he didn’t come up for supper at all. I closed the galley and put a plate in the warm oven for him, the same as I would for anybody. It was nearly eleven when the door opened and he stood there with grease up to his elbows, looking at my clean counters as if he’d walked into the wrong room.

“Kitchen’s closed,” I said. Then, because his face fell a little, “But I kept you a plate.”

“You didn’t have to do that.”

“I know. But I hate it when a man eats cold food on my ship. It’s bad for my reputation.”

That got a laugh out of him, low and short, more breath than sound. “Your ship.”

“The part of it that matters.” I took the plate out with a towel and set it on the counter. “Sit down before it dries out. And wash your hands first, please. You look like you’ve been wrestling the engine.”

“I have been,” he said, but he went to the sink and scrubbed his hands with my dish soap, slowly and thoroughly, the way some men do everything. “I’m Lars. Relief chief, one run before I retire, so don’t get attached to my opinions about the soup.”

“Nico.”

“I know. It’s on the board.” He sat down and ate a spoonful of the stew and closed his eyes for a second, and I felt that somewhere in my chest more than I should have. “That’s good.”

“It’s the same stew as yesterday. I just keep feeding it.”

“Then it’s good all the way down,” he said, and went on eating.

I pretended to sort the next day’s onions while he ate, and watched his hands, big and unhurried, holding the bowl steady against the roll without even thinking about it. When he was finished he rinsed his own plate, which nobody ever did.

“Thanks, Nico,” he said at the door. “I’ll try to be on time tomorrow.”

“Don’t. I like having somebody to feed after everyone’s gone.”

He looked at me then, a beat longer than the joke needed, and I couldn’t tell at all what he was thinking. Then he nodded and went down, and I stood in my clean galley with my face warm, telling myself it was the oven.

After that he came up late most nights, whether the engine room had trouble or not. Sometimes we talked a little. He told me he’d spent half his life in engine rooms and could tell something was going wrong just from the way it sounded through his boots. I told him I could tell when bread was done by knocking on it. He asked me to show him, so I knocked on a loaf, and he listened with his head tilted as if it were a pump, and said, “Hollow,” and I said, “Exactly,” and then we both laughed at how serious we’d been about it. Once he pointed at his own cheek and said, “You’ve got flour, there,” and I wiped the wrong side, and he smiled and said, “Other side,” and I could feel the place he’d looked at for the rest of the night.

I’d like to say I didn’t think about him when he wasn’t there. I did.

There’s something I need to tell you, and I’ve never said it out loud to anyone.

I keep diapers on board. Plain white ones, the thick adult kind with tapes, in my size. On that run there was a stack of them and a tin of powder on the bottom shelf of the dry-stores, hidden behind the flour sacks, where nobody but me ever reached.

It started when I was twenty-six, between contracts, the first time I ever had a place of my own on land: a rented room over a bakery in a port town, with a sloping ceiling and a lock on the door. I’d carried a want around since my early twenties without ever looking straight at it, and alone in that room, with nobody to explain myself to, I finally looked. One night I sat on the bed with my phone and ordered a pack. My hands were shaking. When the box came I pushed it under the bed as if it might go off.

The first night I wore one I turned the light off and lay on my back and didn’t move for a long time. It was so thick it pushed my legs apart, and it crinkled every time I breathed, and something in my chest that had been clenched since I first started living alone just let go. I felt held. I also felt ridiculous, a grown man taped into a diaper in a room over a bakery, and the shame and the heat came up together and didn’t cancel each other out. I was hard before I’d even decided to touch myself. I came with my hand pressed flat on the front of it, and afterward I lay there in the mess and hated how good it had been. Then I did it again before the bakery opened.

When I went back to sea, the diapers came with me. I couldn’t keep them in my cabin. It was my own, but it was the size of a broom cupboard, the locker didn’t lock, and on a ship people knock and open the door in the same movement. The dry-stores was the only room aboard where nobody went but me. So the routine became this: after the galley shut and the night plates were in the oven, I’d lock myself in the dry-stores for a minute and put one on with the flour sacks for company, and walk to my cabin with my whites pulled down over it. I’d sleep in it. Most nights I’d wet it, slowly, in the dark, and touch myself through the warm front until I came. Before anyone was up I’d roll it tight and bag it with the galley trash, and by breakfast I was just the cook again, knocking on bread.

I’d done that on every run for five years. Nobody had ever found out. I was good at timing, and careful, and very tidy.

Then the cold-store compressor started coughing.

It sits in the dry-stores, in a corner right next to the flour, a gray metal box that hums all day keeping the meat and the milk cold. On the fourth day out it began to stutter, a dry little cough and then a long silence that stopped my heart every time, because a dead cold-store halfway down the coast means a crew eating rice and beans and blaming the cook. I told the captain, since the galley answers to her. The captain sent word down to the engine room. And that afternoon Lars came up with his toolbox and knelt on the floor of my dry-stores, about three feet from the flour sacks.

I stood in the doorway and watched him take the housing off, and I didn’t hear a word he said to me. All I could think about was the bottom shelf behind those sacks.

“It’s old,” he said, louder, and I realized he’d said it twice. “I can keep it going till the last port. After that it needs replacing.”

“Okay,” I said. “Good. Thank you.”

He looked up at me from the floor. “You all right? You look like I’m working on your heart.”

“I’m just worried about the milk,” I said, and he smiled a little and went back to work.

I should have moved them that night. I stood in the dry-stores after the galley closed with my hand on a flour sack and thought, take them to your cabin, put them at the bottom of your bag, be a sensible man. Then I thought about the locker that didn’t lock, and about how much I didn’t want to stop, and I left them where they were. I told myself the compressor was fixed.

It wasn’t. It coughed again two days later, and he came up again, and again the day after that. Each time I found a reason to be in there with him, holding a flashlight he didn’t need or bringing him coffee he hadn’t asked for. I’d tell myself to stay in the galley. Then I’d hear his wrench through the wall and find myself in the doorway again with a cup in my hand.

The third time, he stopped working and sniffed the air.

“Something smells nice in here,” he said. “Like a clean shirt.”

I’d been leaning in the doorway. I stopped leaning. “That’s the flour.”

“Flour doesn’t smell like that.” He said it mildly, the way he’d said “hollow” about the bread, a man stating a plain fact about a sound or a smell. Then he went back to the bolt he was turning and didn’t say anything else about it, and I went back to the galley and burned the bottom of the rice for the first time that run.

That night I should have stopped. I knew that too.

Instead I locked the dry-stores and stood there in the dark with the compressor humming beside me, and my hands were shaking when I reached behind the sacks and took a diaper down. The powder tin clinked against the shelf. I stood very still and listened, as if anyone could have heard it over the engines. Then I put the diaper on standing up, the way I always did in there, with my back against the door and my whites around my ankles, and I pressed the tapes flat and felt the thickness settle against me. I was already half hard. I’d been half hard since “like a clean shirt.”

In my cabin I didn’t turn the light on. I took off my whites and lay down on my bunk in nothing but the diaper. Somewhere below me the engines rumbled on, and I knew he was down there with them, or in his cabin close by, and I knew it was ridiculous to lie there thinking about where a man was sleeping.

I thought about him anyway.

I thought about his hands, mostly, those big slow hands with the oil in the creases, and what it would be like to have them where my own were. I put my palm flat on the front of the diaper and pressed, and the padding pressed back against my cock, and I let myself picture him kneeling by my bunk the way he knelt by the compressor, unhurried, his toolbox open beside him. In my head he didn’t laugh at me. He didn’t look disgusted. He looked at the diaper the way he looked at anything that needed fixing, calmly, and then he asked me something ordinary, the way a man asks about a part he needs to order. What size. And I told him, and he nodded, and he pressed each tape flat with his thumb.

My cock was fully hard by then, pushing up against the thick front. I rubbed slowly, and the plastic crinkled. I could smell the powder, that clean-shirt smell, and the thought that he’d knelt in my room and breathed in my secret without knowing what it was sent a hot shudder through my stomach.

Or maybe he did know. That was the thought I couldn’t put down. Maybe he knew exactly what that smell was and had decided to say nothing, and was lying in his own bunk down there thinking about it.

I needed to piss. I’d been holding it since supper without really noticing, and now, with my hand pressing on the front of the diaper, the need came on all at once, heavy and low behind my cock. Usually I waited until I was sleepy. That night I didn’t wait. I pictured him with his palm where mine was, telling me in that rough, unhurried voice to go ahead, and I let go.

It came slowly at first, a thin hot trickle that I could feel running down the underside of my cock, and then it opened up into a stream, hissing softly into the padding and spreading warm under my balls and back between my cheeks. The diaper swelled under my hand. It got heavy and soft and hot, and my cock stayed hard right in the middle of it, wet all over, and the shame of it burned in my face in the dark. A grown man, a good cook, a careful man, lying in his bunk pissing himself and pretending another man was watching. I hated it, and I let every last drop go, until the front of the diaper was soaked and sagging and warm against everything.

Then I rubbed.

I pushed the heel of my hand down on the wet front and moved it in slow circles, and the soaked padding slid over my cock, wet and heavy, dragging across the head on every turn. It made a soft wet sound I was sure the whole ship could hear. My hips came up off the bunk. I bit my lip. In my head he was pressing down the way I was, only harder and slower, saying something in that low voice I couldn’t quite make out, and I was saying “please” back to him like a fool, and I was saying it out loud, very quietly, to my empty cabin.

“Please,” I said. “Please don’t stop.”

My balls drew up tight in the wet. I pressed harder and faster, the warmth squelching under my palm, and I pictured his face, the gray beard, the way his eyes had stayed on me a beat too long when I joked about feeding somebody after everyone had gone. That was what tipped me over. Not his hands. The way he’d looked at me.

I came hard, my cock jerking inside the soaked diaper, shooting thick and hot into the wet padding again and again, my stomach clenching, my free hand over my mouth to keep the noise in. It went on longer than it had in months. When it was finally over I lay there shaking, the diaper heavy and hot and ruined between my legs, cum and piss all mixed together, my cock softening in the mess, and I said his name once into my palm. Then I lay very still, as if the word could travel down through all those floors and find him.

I slept in it. Before five I rolled it up tight and bagged it with the galley trash, the same as always, and stood at the stove making coffee with my heart going too fast. I told myself that was the last time I’d let it go that far.

Lars came up for breakfast late, as usual, and said, “Morning, Nico,” as if nothing had happened, because nothing had, not to him. I put an extra spoonful of eggs on his plate without meaning to, and he looked down at it and then up at me, and I couldn’t read his face at all.

“The compressor’s coughing again,” I said.

“I’ll come up this afternoon and take another look.”

After lunch I wiped down the mess board and pretended I wasn’t listening for his boots. When the dishes were done there was still a sack of onions by the galley door, waiting to go on the rack in the dry-stores. I picked it up. On my way down the passage I heard the compressor stop in the middle of a cough, and then the sound of tools, and a man’s low voice swearing softly at a bolt.

He’d come up while I was at the board. He’d let himself in.

I stood in the passage with the sack in my arms and my heart going like a drum. Through the door I could hear the clink of the wrench, and then it stopped, and I heard something else instead: the slow, heavy scrape of a flour sack being pulled across the shelf.

I hitched the onions up onto my hip, the way I always did, and pushed the door open with my shoulder.
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The dry-stores smelled of onion skins and the hot metal of the compressor, and of something else under that, something I knew better than anybody. The door swung shut behind me with a bang.

Lars was on his knees at the open compressor, right beside the flour, with the housing off and his toolbox open on the floor. One of the flour sacks had been pulled aside. In his oily hand, held up close to his face as if he’d just been smelling it, was one of my diapers.

He didn’t look caught. He didn’t drop it or shove it back or start explaining himself. He turned it a little in his hand so I could see the white of it, the thick padding, the tapes hanging loose at the sides, and he looked at me over the top of it with the same calm face he’d had when he listened to my bread.

“What size are these?”

My face went hot so fast it hurt. And in the same moment my cock went hard in my cook’s pants, all at once, before I’d said a single word, as if it had been waiting all week for somebody to ask. The onions shifted against my ribs and the sack crackled.

“Large,” I said. My voice came out strange. “They fit me.”

His eyes went down to the front of my pants. He saw. There was no way to hold a sack of onions that would hide it, and I didn’t even try.

“Large,” he said slowly, as if he were writing it down somewhere in his head. “So you buy them that way. For you.”

“Yes.”

He nodded once. Then he leaned forward and put the diaper back exactly where it had been, square with the others behind the flour, and slid the sack back over the stack with the heel of his hand. The powder tin clinked once against the wall and went quiet. The compressor sat there half open, half fixed, a bolt still loose on the housing.

“Onions go on the rack,” he said.

I set them down. My hands weren’t steady, and the papery skins stuck to my wrist. Five years of my life that nobody had ever seen, and he’d found them by smell. I’d been telling myself all week that the flour would cover the powder, and I could smell the flour right now, dry and a little sweet, and it covered nothing at all.

He picked up his wrench and went back to the bolt without another word. I stood there with my cock hard and my face burning, listening to the wrench tick, and then I left before he could look at me again, because I didn’t know what my face would do if he did.

Supper was fish and rice, a little late, because I’d lost twenty minutes standing at the galley sink doing nothing. Men came through with their bowls, joking about the weather and the captain’s mood. I kept my eyes on the rice. The captain’s tray sat at the end of the counter, covered, waiting to be carried up.

Lars came last, the way he always did, a dark line of oil on his wrist where his cuff had been. He held out his bowl and I filled it, and he didn’t smile, and he didn’t look at my eyes. He looked at my mouth.

“Meet me at the stern,” he said quietly. “After dark.”

That was all. He went and sat down. I heard his spoon on the rice, slow and steady, and I served the next man the wrong amount of fish.

When the line thinned out I went over to the mess board. The crew list was pinned in the corner, the same typed sheet that had been there since the first port, curling a little at the edges. I ran my thumb down it. Cook, Nico, thirty-one, reports to the captain. Further down: Chief engineer, Lars, forty-nine. So I’d guessed him a year too old. I don’t know why that made my throat tight. Every other name on that sheet was older than mine, the second engineer the youngest of them at thirty-six and the captain at the top at fifty-seven, and I was the youngest aboard at thirty-one, which the old hands never let me forget.

Reports to the captain. I knew that already. The engine room was his and the galley wasn’t; he had no more say over my soup than I had over his engines. He couldn’t sack me or change my hours or do anything to me at all except tell the captain, and standing there with my thumb on my own name, I didn’t believe he was a man who’d do that. It didn’t cool the heat in my face. It didn’t do anything about the ache that had been sitting in my cock since the dry-stores.

I wiped the counter twice. The bottom of the rice pot had caught, brown and sweet, and I scraped it into the slop and didn’t eat much of anything.

After dark the stern was all wind and the low slap of water against the hull, with one yellow light over the rail and the wake running white behind us into the black. Nobody else was back there. Ours is a dry ship, no drink allowed aboard, so nobody on her had a drop in them, and me least of all. I stood with my hands in my pockets and my cock already half hard again like an idiot, and a few days left on the run.

Lars came out of the dark with his sleeves rolled up, smelling of oil and soap. He stopped close enough that the wind had to go around both of us, and for a while he just stood there beside me, looking at the wake.

“You hide them behind the flour,” he said at last. “You put one on after the galley’s shut. And you wet them. Is that right?”

My mouth was dry. The wind took the heat off my neck and put it somewhere lower.

“Yes.”

“Tell me all of it. Out loud. I want to hear you say it.”

So I did. It was easier in the dark than I’d thought it would be, and harder too. “When the galley closes I lock myself in the dry-stores for a minute and put one on. I wear it to my cabin under my whites. I wet it in the night, and in the morning I roll it up and put it out with the galley trash before anyone’s awake. I’ve done it every run for years. I was going to do it tonight.”

He nodded slowly. His eyes stayed on my face, dropped to the front of my pants, and came back up.

“You’re hard,” he said. “Just from telling me.”

“Yes.” There didn’t seem to be any point in saying anything else.

The water hit the hull. Then he said it, low and plain, the way a man tells you what a job is going to cost.

“Here’s what I want. Nights in my cabin, for the rest of the run. The door locks. I put the diaper on you myself, with my own hands. And you call me Daddy.”

I heard my own breath, and something click in his pocket, a key or a coin.

“And if you don’t want any of that,” he went on, “you say so, and I still come up tomorrow and fix your compressor, and I never say a word about what’s behind the flour. Not to the captain, not to anybody. That stays the same whatever you answer. Saying no costs you nothing.”

I believed him. That was the strange part. I’d known him a week and I believed him completely.

“If I say yes,” I said, “I’ll probably still say no in there. I know myself. I say no to things I want, because I’m embarrassed. Don’t stop for that.” I swallowed. “Give me a different word. One that means really stop.”

He looked past me, down the coast, where a light was turning slowly on a point of land, sweeping out over the water and going dark and sweeping out again.

“Lighthouse,” he said. “You say lighthouse and it all stops that minute, whatever we’re doing. Anything else you say, I’ll hear it, and I’ll keep going. Lighthouse is the only word that stops me, and it costs you exactly what a no costs you out here. Nothing.”

“Lighthouse,” I said, to make sure it was mine.

I was sober. The deck was dry under my boots and the night was cold and clear, and I had never wanted anything as much as I wanted to go to that cabin. If I’m honest I’d wanted it since the night he washed his hands with my dish soap.

“Yes,” I said.

He put two fingers under my chin and turned my face toward the light over the rail, as if he were reading a gauge. His fingers were rough, and they smelled of oil and cold steel.

“Say it again, properly. So I know you mean it.”

“Yes. Your cabin. Your hands. I want it.”

Something changed in his face then, very slightly, at the corner of his mouth, and it went through me harder than any compliment ever had. My cock jumped in my pants. He saw it. He didn’t smile.

“Come on, then.”

On the way we stopped at the dry-stores. He waited in the passage while I took two diapers down from behind the flour, and the powder tin, and I carried them to his cabin under my arm like a man carrying clean laundry.

His cabin was small and plain: a bunk bolted to the wall, a steel locker with grease on the handle, a towel on a hook, the air close and warm and smelling of oil and washed cotton. He shut the door and turned the lock. The click was loud in that little room, and I was hard again before it had finished turning, because the door wouldn’t open now unless he opened it.

“Clothes off,” he said.

I took off my whites and stood there. My cock was standing straight up, already wet at the tip, my balls pulled tight. He looked at it for a long moment and didn’t touch it. He laid one diaper flat on the bunk, with the powder and a pack of wipes and the towel from the hook, and the plastic crackled as he smoothed it.

“On your back.”

I lay down. The bunk was narrow and the sheet rough under my shoulders. He shook powder into his palm, and it smelled exactly like the tin I’d hidden, only warmer, because it was in his hand.

He powdered me slowly. My cock first, along the underside and over the head, then my balls, lifting them in his palm, then the crease under them, and then down between my cheeks, where my hole twitched at the brush of his finger. I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. He didn’t hurry.

“Hard already,” he said. “And I haven’t even taped it.”

“I’ve been hard since the dry-stores.”

“I know. I saw.”

He lifted my hips with one hand and slid the diaper under me, and brought the front up over my cock and held it there without taping it, so I could feel the weight of the dry padding resting against my wet tip.

“Stay still.”

He pressed the first tape down with his thumb, slowly, and I heard it catch. Then the other side, then the top ones, each one smoothed flat with that same thumb until there wasn’t a wrinkle anywhere and the diaper sat snug around my cock and balls, so thick that you could only see a ridge under the white that moved when I breathed. Being closed in like that made my cock throb, and I felt a little damp spot start on the inside.

“Hands flat on the bunk,” he said.

I put them down, fingers spread. He laid his palm on the front of the diaper, right over my cock, and left it there. The heel of his hand sat right on the head. My hips wanted to come up, and I held them down because he’d told me to stay, and because the weight of his hand was telling me the same thing.

“Now wet for me,” he said.

It hit me in the stomach. My face went hot all over again and I shook my head against the pillow.

“No. Not with you watching.”

He didn’t take his hand away. He leaned down a little so he could see my face, and asked quietly, “Is that the word? Or just a no?”

“Just a no,” I said. “Not the word. I just can’t, with you looking at me.”

“All right.” He pressed the heel of his hand down firmly, pinning my cock against my stomach through the padding, and said it again, slower, as if he had all night. “Wet for me, Nico.”

The word was right there behind my teeth, and I left it there. I didn’t want him to stop. I wanted his hand exactly where it was.

I could smell the powder and the oil on his wrist and my own sweat. My hole clenched on nothing. I tried to hold it. I couldn’t look at his face and I couldn’t look away from it, and his eyes weren’t even on my face, they were on the front of the diaper, on what his hand was doing to it.

“You’re holding,” he said. “I can feel it. Let go.”

It started low, a hot push I couldn’t stop, something in my stomach just giving up. A little spurt into the padding, then more, then all of it. I pissed in a hard stream that soaked the front and spread warm under his palm, down around my balls and into the thick part under my ass. The diaper swelled and went heavy between my legs, with a small wet rushing sound against his hand that he must have heard, and I shook, and I kept going until there was nothing left. His palm never moved. He held it right there and took the warmth as it came.

“Daddy,” I said.

It came out with the last of it, and my voice cracked on it. I hadn’t planned to say it yet. My mouth had just decided.

“Pet,” he said.

That did something to me I still can’t explain. My cock jerked inside the soaked diaper, still hard in all that wet, and I tried to close my legs and couldn’t, because his arm was between them.

Then he started to rub.

Slowly at first, palm flat, working my cock through the warm, wet front. The padding squelched. Every stroke dragged the soaked material over the head of my cock and down the shaft and back up again. I grabbed the edge of the bunk and my hips came up into his hand.

“Stay down,” he said, and pressed me flat again, and kept rubbing.

“Daddy, it’s so hot. It’s all over my cock. I’m going to...”

“I know. You’re hard in your own piss. And you’re going to come in it.”

He rubbed faster, the heel of his hand on the head and his fingers curled so the wet diaper wrapped around my cock like a fist. The plastic crinkled, and the wet sound underneath it was the most private, filthy thing I’d ever heard, there in that locked little room. My balls pulled up tight against the soaked padding. Something thicker than piss leaked out of the tip, and I could tell the difference by the way it dragged.

“I can’t keep my hips down.”

“Then don’t. Come for me.”

I came. It hit hard, thick spurts pumping out of me into the wet diaper, against the padding and his palm, one after another, my stomach jumping. I said Daddy again, short and broken, and he kept rubbing all the way through it, steady and patient, working the cum around the head until I was jerking and sore, the front of the diaper hot and heavy and completely ruined. None of it got on his sheet. It was only on me, and only under his hand.

He kept his palm there until I stopped twitching. I was breathing as if I’d run up every ladder on the ship. The diaper sagged between my legs, warm and full, taped so tight that the weight stayed right where he’d put it.

“Look at you,” he said, and that was all, but the way he said it made my spent cock try to stir again.

I kept my hands flat on the bunk, because he hadn’t told me I could move them. His own cock was hard in his work pants, a thick ridge down one leg, pulling the cloth tight.

“I want to touch you,” I said. “Please. Let me.”

“In a minute.”

He opened the tapes one at a time, each one peeling away with a soft rip, and the wet diaper came away from my skin with a sound like a kiss gone wrong. He wiped me clean, slowly, the tip and down the shaft and underneath, then my balls, then the crease and my hole, a fresh wipe whenever one was used up, and he dried me with the towel without saying a word. When my cock tried to rise into the towel he moved the towel away, not unkindly, just finished with that part.

More powder, cool on my cock, which was already half hard again. He slid the second diaper under me and taped it up snug, the dry padding a shock after all that wet, each tape pressed down under his thumb just like before. Then he stood up and opened his work pants.

His cock was hard and thick, the head wet, a drop shining at the slit, his balls hanging heavy underneath. The smell of him filled the little cabin, oil and soap and skin.

“Your hand,” he said.

I wrapped my fingers around him. He was hot and hard, and the skin slid over the shaft when I stroked, and the head swelled in my fist. I worked him steadily, from the root up over the head, my thumb through the wet at the tip, and back down. He put one hand on the bunk rail and looked down at the white front of my fresh diaper, at my cock pushing up under it.

“On that,” he said. “That’s where I want it.”

I stroked faster. He swelled in my hand and his balls drew up toward my wrist. A drop of him smeared across my thumb, salty, sharper than the powder. My own cock stirred inside the clean diaper, trapped, leaking a little damp spot that wasn’t piss at all, only me, because his cock was in my hand and his cum was about to land on me.

“Daddy,” I said. “Come on it. Right there, where I’m hard. I want it on me.”

He grunted. His hips pushed into my hand once, twice, and then he came in thick ropes across the white front of the diaper, hot where it landed over my cock, some of it across my wrist, some of it pooling in the little dip the padding made over my shaft. I kept stroking him through it until he took my wrist and gently moved it away. His cum sat on the diaper he’d just taped on me, white on white, already cooling. Under it my cock throbbed, clean on the inside and marked on the outside.

He looked at what he’d done. Then he looked at my mouth.

“The engine room,” he said. “Three o’clock. When the ship’s asleep.”

He tucked himself away. The lock stayed turned. I lay there with his cum cooling on the front of my diaper and the rest of the run ahead of us, and I thought about five years of hiding behind the flour, and about the man who’d found me out, who’d held my secret up to the light and only wanted to know my size.
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At three in the morning the ship was asleep, or as asleep as a ship ever gets. I went down the ladders past the dark mess and the dark galley, down and down into the heat, until the engines were so loud I could feel them in my teeth. The workshop was at the bottom, a steel room off the engine room with one work lamp burning over the bench. Lars let me in and slid the bolt home behind me, and I felt the sound of it in the steel under my feet more than I heard it.

Before anything else he bent down to my ear. “You can’t hear a word down here, not even me unless I’m this close,” he said. “So in this room lighthouse is your hand. Three slaps on my leg, wherever you can reach it, and everything stops.” He took my hand and slapped it against the side of his own thigh three times to show me, and he waited until I’d done it myself.

Nobody works down there at night. He’d told me that on the way to his cabin: in the small hours the engine room runs itself, and if anything goes wrong the alarms ring in his cabin, not down here. So it was just us, and the roar, and that hard circle of light on the bench and on the steel floor plates. Oil shone on his forearms. The diaper he’d taped on me was still on under my pants, his cum dried stiff across the front, and the white waistband stood up above my belt in the lamplight. I could feel the lamp on the back of my neck like the heat from an open oven.

Then, without another word, he put his palm on the seat of my pants, over the diaper, and pressed, slowly, the way you’d check whether a loaf has risen.

“Dry,” he said, right at my ear, so I could hear it.

My cock thickened under the padding before I’d even answered. He felt it push and kept his hand where it was.

“Drop your pants,” he said, still at my ear.

“No.” I glanced up at the lamp, right above us, and turned my mouth to his ear so he’d hear it. “Not under that light.”

“Lighthouse?” he asked, right back into mine.

“No. Not that.” I shook my head against his beard. “It’s just the lamp. It’s so bright.”

He looked down at the waistband for a moment, then put his mouth back to my ear. “Drop them,” he said again.

I didn’t move, so he did it for me. He opened my belt, pulled the tongue out of the buckle, undid the button, and ran the zipper down under his thumb. My pants slid to my thighs, and there was the diaper, white and thick and taped, the front already pushed out where I was hard. He hooked two fingers under the waistband at my hip and tugged, not to take it off, just to check that the tapes were still flat. Then he turned me around.

“Hands on the bench.”

The steel was cold under my palms. His hand settled on the back of my neck, heavy, not squeezing, just there, and I thought about that afternoon: him on his knees by my flour sacks, asking my size, while I stood there with an armful of onions. It felt like a week ago and like five minutes.

He hooked the back of the diaper and pulled it down off my ass. The tapes held at my hips, so the padding folded down under me, still thick between my legs, the front still up over my cock. Cool air hit my hole. I was bare from the small of my back to the tops of my thighs.

“Count them for me,” he said.

The first smack was open-handed and flat across my left cheek. I felt it crack through my skin more than I heard it over the engines, and heat jumped up behind it.

“One.”

The right side, the same broad palm. He didn’t hurry. I counted, and he waited between them, and somewhere past ten my voice went thin and high and I couldn’t hear it at all over the roar, but I kept counting because he hadn’t told me to stop. He switched sides when one cheek was hot and came back to it when the other one was. A couple of them landed low, where my ass meets my thigh, and rocked me forward onto my hands. Every time I jerked, the diaper tugged at its tapes, and my cock leaked a slick spot into the dry front.

“Tell me how it feels,” he said, bent close to my ear.

“It burns. Your whole hand. The whole cheek.”

He slowed down after that, letting his palm rest on the heat before the next one. I told him it was red, that I could feel it standing up off my skin. I called him Daddy somewhere along the way without meaning to. When I got to twenty he stopped and left his palm on my ass, broad and warm, as if he were checking the color by touch.

“Red,” he said. “Nice and red.”

My cock kicked so hard against the diaper that I made a noise I couldn’t swallow, and my hips pushed back into his hand without asking me first.

“Tell me what you are.”

“Your pet.”

“Louder. I can’t hear you.”

“I’m your pet, Daddy.”

The engines took most of it. He nodded anyway, as if he’d heard every word. His thumb ran once over the hottest part of my ass, and then he let go.

He opened the bench drawer and took out a tube of lube and a plug, black and thick in the middle, with a flat base, made for a grown man. He set them on the steel under the lamp.

“Stay bent over.”

I stayed. I heard the wet sound of him greasing it. One hand went flat between my shoulder blades and held me down against the bench, and the other brought the slick tip to my hole. It was cold, and then it was pressure.

“Breathe,” he said.

I breathed. My hole clenched, and he waited for it, patient. Then he pushed again, and the tip opened me, and he turned it a little so it settled into the ring.

“Talk to me.”

“It’s cold. It’s opening me up. It’s already thick and that’s only the tip.”

He worked it in a little and out a little and in again. My ass was still hot from his hand and the plug was cool going in, and the two kinds of heat fought each other. When the widest part stretched me I grunted against the steel, and my cock jerked in the diaper.

“All the way now.”

He pushed, steadily. The wide part slipped past the ring and my hole closed around the neck, and the base sat flush against me. I felt full and heavy and I was shaking.

My knees went soft, and his hand on my back kept me up. He pulled the diaper back up over my bare ass, the padding coming up thick over the plug, and the base pushed the diaper out a little so I could feel it every time I breathed. He pressed the tapes flat with his thumbs, tugged at each leg, checked the waist. My red ass was covered again, hot against the inside of the padding, with the plug locked in underneath.

“How does it fit?”

“Tight. Every time I move, it moves.”

“Then get on your knees.”

I went down on the steel floor plates. They were cold through the diaper at my knees, and the plug shifted when I knelt and I gasped. My pants were around my ankles and the front of the diaper was tented out hard. He opened his own pants, and his cock came out thick and heavier than mine, the head already wet, his balls hanging full in the lamplight. His fingers, still slick, took my jaw.

“Open.”

I opened, and he fed me his cock. Salt and skin and the weight of the head on my tongue. I sucked.

Before he gave me any more of it he reached down, found my right hand, and laid it flat against the outside of his thigh, right where the three slaps would go, and held it there until I pressed back. Then he let go, and I left my hand where he’d put it.

Down there nothing you say carries unless it’s said right into somebody’s ear, and no voice ever gets past the engines and out of that room. I knew that, and between strokes I talked anyway, from my knees, where he couldn’t possibly make it out, because he’d told me to talk, and because I’d never had a place where I could say everything and have none of it land.

“I came down dry for you,” I said, pulling off for a breath. “I wore it all the way from your cabin. I checked the board twice to be sure nobody would be down here.”

His hand went into my hair. I took him back in, and spit ran down his cock onto my chin.

“Your cabin door locks. I thought about that all the way down the ladders. I thought about your thumb on the tapes.” The head hit the back of my throat and I swallowed around it. “I’m hard in it. I’ve been hard since you checked me at the door. The plug knocks every time I move my head.”

He didn’t answer. His other hand came up, and then he had my head in both hands and let me work, slowly, then a little deeper.

“I can taste you. You’re leaking on my tongue. I want you to come down my throat, Daddy. I want you to hold me there.”

All of it went into the noise and none of it came back. I used my tongue under the head, slow and even, and his balls swung against my chin when he pushed in. I cupped them once and he made a low sound I felt in my own chest more than heard.

Then a pressure started low under my cock, the kind I know from standing too long at the stove without a break. It wasn’t a decision. It was a heat that sat there and then leaned, and I sucked harder because my mouth needed something to do, and then it let go.

Warmth bloomed in the diaper, first a small patch right under the head, then more, running down the inside in a trickle that thickened and soaked the padding and crept under my balls toward the leg cuffs. The weight came on, the front swelling fat and hot, and my cock sat in the middle of that spreading heat, still hard. My stomach unclenched and another rush soaked through whatever was left dry, and the whole front went heavy and warm and swollen between my thighs.

I got my mouth off him long enough to tell him, knowing he couldn’t hear it.

“I’m pissing, Daddy. I’m pissing in it while I suck you. It’s all in the front.”

He took my head in both hands again and fed his cock back into my mouth, short firm strokes. The smell came up warm, piss and skin and the last of the powder from his cabin. A little seeped out at the left cuff and ran down my thigh, and then the cuff held again.

“Pet,” he said, the word more in his chest than in the air.

I moaned around him. He pushed in deep and I felt him swell on my tongue, and then the head was in my throat and he was coming, thick salty pulses, straight down. I swallowed. He held my head through every one of them, his balls drawn up tight against my lip. Then he eased back and wiped the head across my tongue, and I swallowed again. My eyes were wet. The diaper hung soaked and heavy all through the front, the back still drier except for sweat and the plug.

He pulled me up by the arm. My knees stung from the plates. He turned me so my ass was against the edge of the bench, and he put his palm on the front of the diaper and ground it in.

The wet padding mashed against my cock, hot and soaked and thick as a folded towel. His palm was hard and slow, circling, pressing my cock flat and then letting it rise into his hand. Every time he pressed, it pushed against the base of the plug, and the plug pushed against something inside me that made my knees go. I grabbed the bench.

“Feel that?”

“Yes. Daddy. You’re grinding it into me. And the plug.”

He slowed down, just to make me wait, and then ground harder. The wet diaper squelched under his palm, a fat sound even the engines couldn’t quite cover. With his other hand he reached around and worked the plug through the diaper, rocking the base in and out a little while his palm stayed on my cock. My red ass clenched and the spanked skin burned against the inside of the padding.

“Don’t hold it back,” he said.

“I’m close. It’s right there.”

“In the diaper.”

“I’m going to come in it, Daddy. Please.”

“Go on, then.”

He rocked the plug deep and ground his palm down, and I came. My cock kicked in the soaked diaper and cum spilled hot into the piss, pulse after pulse, going nowhere because the diaper held it all. I said Daddy. I said things I didn’t even hear myself say. My hole clamped down on the plug so hard my legs shook, and he kept his palm there, grinding through all of it, until I’d stopped twitching, and then he pressed once more, flat, as if he were sealing it all in.

“Breathe,” he said.

I breathed. The smell was strong and close and mine. He wiped his hand on a rag from the bench, practical, not soft, and pulled my pants up over the swollen diaper. The button fought the bulk and he did it up anyway, and then my belt. Anyone who looked would have seen the weight of it, and nobody was going to look. The ship was asleep.

He walked me to the door with his hand on the back of my neck and slid the bolt back. Then he leaned in close so I’d hear him.

“There’s weather coming down the coast,” he said. “When it hits, you sleep in my bunk.”

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice. The diaper hung heavy under my pants, the plug still in me, his taste still on my tongue, and I followed him toward the ladders through the smell of oil and hot steel, and his hand didn’t leave my neck until the workshop light was behind us.

❦

The weather hit less than an hour after I’d climbed out of the workshop. I felt it come on in my cabin, the long slow lean of the ship and the shudder at the bottom of it, and I lay there in the wet diaper with the plug still in me and listened to things start to slide. Then I remembered what he’d said. I pulled my jacket on, stopped at the dry-stores long enough to take two clean diapers from behind the flour and button them inside my jacket, and went down the passage holding the rail, and knocked on his door.

By the time he had me on his bunk the ship was really moving. A tin slid across the bottom of his locker and knocked against the side, slid back, knocked again. Every roll leaned us hard one way and then the other. I’d already grabbed the bunk frame once and let go of it, and the steel was cold under my fingers. I was on my back in the same diaper, thick and heavy with what I’d let go in the workshop, the wet worked round under my ass by now from lying in it, with the plug still sitting deep. Lars braced one hand on the frame so the roll wouldn’t throw him. In the other he had a pair of nipple clamps, two small steel bites on a short chain.

“Left one first,” he said.

He didn’t warm me up. He took my nipple between finger and thumb, pulled it a little, and clipped the clamp on. The bite was sharp and it stayed sharp. I sucked air through my teeth. My cock jumped in the wet diaper and the tape at my hip shifted, and he watched that happen. In the low light his beard looked almost white, and he was close enough that I could smell the engine room on it.

“Now the other.”

“No.” I put my hand over my right nipple. “Daddy, no. One’s enough. That one already hurts. I can’t take both.”

He stopped. “Lighthouse?” he asked, and waited, the clamp still in his fingers.

I shook my head. “No. Not that.”

He nodded once. “Then move your hand.”

He did it for me in the end. He took my wrist, not roughly, just his fingers around the bone, and moved my hand down to the sheet beside my hip and held it there a second so I knew it was decided. And I let him. I’ll be honest about that: my back came up off the bunk toward him while he did it, as if my chest had made up its mind before my mouth had. He clipped the second clamp on. The bite matched the first, and a line of heat ran across my chest from one to the other. I made a sound, and my knees came up, and the diaper crinkled loudly.

“Both,” he said.

“I said no,” I said, but it came out half a laugh, because I was arching into it.

“I heard you.” His thumb touched the left clamp and the sting flared up bright. “And I can see you.”

He could. I was hard anyway, pushing up against the wet padding. My mouth was still busy with its no while my cock had already answered him.

The ship climbed and the tin knocked again, a dull metal thump inside the locker. I gripped the sheet. Before this run his door had been a door I walked past on my way to start the bread. Now it was locked behind me with the weather on the other side of it, and the ship could do what it wanted.

“Look at me,” he said.

I looked. His eyes were slow and steady. He wasn’t angry and he wasn’t in a hurry. He was checking on me.

“Still want to hide the right one?”

“No. It’s on. I can feel them both.”

“Then leave them.” He put my hand on the bunk frame himself and closed my fingers around the pipe. “Hold on to that.”

I held on. He hooked a finger under the tape at my left hip and ripped it open, then the right, dry and loud, and opened the diaper under me and left it spread on the sheet, wet side up, the tapes sticking out like wings. Cool air hit my cock and balls. I was fully hard, the head slick, a string of it already on my stomach. The padding under my ass was dark where I’d pissed, and the smell came up warm, piss and grease and my own skin.

“The plug’s still in,” he said. “You didn’t tell me.”

“I didn’t know if you wanted it said.”

“I always want it said.”

“The plug’s still in me. It’s been in since you put it there.”

He put two fingers on the base and waited for the roll. On the way down he drew it out slowly, and my hole clenched at losing it, a wet sound and a stretch that didn’t want to close. He set the plug on the towel by the locker.

“Still open,” he said. “Look at that.”

“I can feel it. It won’t close.”

He picked up the tube of lube and worked it between two thick fingers, oil already in the cracks of his knuckles, warming it slowly, as if the weather could wait for his hand.

“Knees up. Tell me when they’re in.”

I pulled my knees up. The clamps tugged and the open diaper bunched under my back. He pressed. The first finger went in easier than I wanted him to see, after the plug, and the second came with it on the next climb, a blunt width and a burn that turned into pressure. He stopped when the ship hung at the top of the roll, his fingers in to the knuckles, and didn’t move them.

“They’re in,” I said. “Both of them, Daddy. I can feel your knuckles.”

My cock jerked and a clear drop landed on my stomach. He saw it and didn’t touch me there. His fingers stayed still in me through the next drop, so it was the ship that moved me on them, not him.

“Talk to me.”

“They’re thick. Wider than I thought, once they’re past the rim.” I was breathing the way I breathe over a hot pan, short and careful. “The ship’s doing half of it. Every time we drop, I go down on your hand. I’m so hard and you haven’t even touched my cock. The clamps hurt every time I breathe.”

Then he started to work them, one roll at a time, in on the drop, a little twist on the climb, out to the first knuckle and back in. My hole gripped and let go and gripped again, and the tin knocked in the locker as if it were keeping time for him.

“Want me to stop?”

“No.”

“You said no to the clamp.”

“I don’t say no to this.” I tightened my hands on the frame. “Don’t stop. Please. Deeper on the next one.”

On the next drop he sank his fingers deep and pressed up inside me until my cock jumped and my mouth fell open on nothing. My face was burning. I’ve spent my whole life timing things, and I couldn’t time a thing in that bunk. All I could do was take the roll.

“What didn’t you say in the workshop?” he asked.

“That I wanted your cock. Not just the plug. I’ve never had a man in me. I couldn’t say it down there.”

“Say it here, then.”

“I want your cock in my ass, Daddy. Please. I’m open. I can take it. I want it.”

I’d wondered all week whether it would hurt. Kneading bread in the mornings, I’d catch myself wondering, and then burn something.

He pulled his fingers out, and my hole clutched at nothing, and I heard myself make a small broken noise. He wiped his hand once on the open diaper and opened his pants. His cock came out heavy and thick, the head wet, his balls hanging low, and he stroked lube down it in two slow passes. The shine on him made my mouth go dry.

“Keep your knees up. And keep your eyes on me.”

He lined the head up against my hole, face to face, his beard close, oil and coffee and hot steel on his breath. The ship leaned and he waited it out with the head just resting against me.

“Breathe.”

I breathed, and he pushed.

It was bigger than the plug and hotter, and when the head went in the burn went white for a second, my rim stretched tight around him, and I held my breath. He didn’t slam into me. He fed it in until the head was past the tight ring, and then he held still. Not all of him, just that first thick claim, with the ship moving around it and his eyes on my face.

“It’s in,” I managed. “The head’s in. Daddy, it’s a lot.”

“I know. Breathe.”

I did. The burn eased into a deep stretch I could feel all the way up in my stomach. It did hurt, a little, the way I’d wondered it would, and then, while I lay there breathing with his eyes on me, it stopped hurting and turned into something else entirely. My cock stayed hard against my stomach, leaking, untouched. He didn’t move his hips at all. One hand was on the frame and the other was on my knee, holding me open.

“More,” I said. I let go of the frame and grabbed his hips, belt and rough cloth and oily skin, and pulled. “Don’t stop. Come in. I want the rest.”

He let me pull him in. His cock slid the rest of the way, slowly, until his hips were against my ass and his balls were resting against me. I made a sound into the little space between our mouths. He stayed there, just in me, heavy, and on the climb his weight settled deeper without him even trying.

“There,” he said. “First time. You took all of it.”

“I took it.” My eyes stung. “You’re in my ass. I can feel all of you. Daddy.”

“That’s it, pet.”

That went through me like a hand on my cock. I clenched on him, and a smear of precum slid across my stomach, and his jaw moved in his beard when he felt me squeeze.

“Going to ask me?”

“Move. Please. Fuck me with the ship. Don’t pull out, don’t stop.”

“Door’s bolted,” he said. “Nobody’s coming.”

He set his thumb on the right clamp, not pulling, just resting there, a warning and a promise both. The tin slid and knocked.

On the climb he drew back slowly, my hole dragging along his cock, the rim catching on the head as if it didn’t want to let go. On the drop the ship fell away and he drove in, hard, one deep stroke that knocked a grunt out of me and banged the bunk against the wall. The clamp bit harder under his thumb.

“Again,” I said. “Like that, Daddy. Just like that.”

He did it again. Slow on the climb, nearly all the way out. Hard on the drop, all the way in, his hips meeting my ass and the shock of it running up my spine. The tin in the locker kept the time and his cock answered it. There was sweat on his forearms, and oil smeared on my thigh where he held me. When the roll threw us close his beard scratched my cheek, and I turned my face into it because I needed somewhere to put my mouth.

He told me to count them, and I tried. I got as far as five, every drop shoving the number out of me, and then he ground in and stayed there with the ship hanging at the top of the roll, his thumb rolling the clamp so the sting flashed behind my eyes, and I lost the count completely.

“Then tell me what it’s doing,” he said.

“Fucking me open. You hit so deep and I take it. I can hear how wet it is. The diaper’s open under me and I’m leaking all over my own stomach.” I grabbed the frame again with both hands. “My nipples hurt and it goes straight to my cock, and nobody’s even touching my cock. Don’t stop. I asked you not to stop.”

“I heard you.”

He didn’t stop. Slow on the climb, hard on the drop. The weather did exactly what he’d said it would, and he used it, no speeches, just his hips and the lean of the floor. My balls drew up. Every hard stroke pushed a sound out of me that I would have been ashamed of in the galley, and I wasn’t ashamed of it here, and I didn’t want the storm to end. I wanted it to blow all night.

“Look at your cock,” he said.

I looked. It was hard and red and jumping every time he hit deep, with a wet stripe painted up my stomach and no hand on it.

“You’re going to come like that,” he said. “Aren’t you.”

“Yes. I’m close. From your cock and the clamps. I’m not touching it, Daddy, I swear I’m not.”

“Say it plain.”

“I’m going to come with nobody touching me, while you fuck my ass. Please don’t slow down on the drop.”

“Then come.”

On the next drop he thrust in hard and pressed the clamp flat under his thumb, and it broke me open. My cock kicked and cum shot up my chest, hot, one stripe and then another, across my stomach and up toward the clamps, without a hand anywhere near it. My hole pulsed on him, gripping and gripping, and the ship rolled right through it. I let go of the frame with one hand and grabbed his beard, gray and rough, and said it into it, almost into his mouth.

“Daddy.”

He held still while I spilled. Cum ran down my side onto the open diaper, and my nipple burned under the clamp. He stayed in me until the pulses eased off and my cock gave one last weak jerk and lay there wet in the mess.

He pulled out slowly. The head tugged at my rim and then I was empty, wet, used, the lube cooling at my hole. He knelt up between my knees and stroked himself in two long pulls, his eyes on my stomach, and came on me, thick spurts over the mess I’d already made, hot on my skin, some running down toward the diaper under my back. He watched it land. His breath was rough.

“Stay there.”

I stayed, my hands on the frame again because I didn’t trust them anywhere else, the clamps still on, my stomach covered in both of us, my hole aching and empty.

He took the left clamp off. The blood rushed back and I hissed, a high thin sound, and he covered the nipple with his palm, warm and firm, until the sting settled into a throb. Then the right one, the same way. I shook under his hand.

“Hurts?”

“Yes. They hurt worse coming off.”

“I know they do.”

He folded the used diaper out from under me, wet and streaked with cum at the edge, and dropped it by the locker. Then he took one of the two clean ones I’d carried up inside my jacket and shook powder into it, and that clean, dry smell came up through the oil and the sex.

The rest of them were still down behind the flour sacks, where nobody counting the stores would find white tapes among the bread flour. He was going to put this one on me with all of that still on my skin.

“Hips up.”

I lifted them, and he slid it under me. He didn’t wipe my stomach. His cum and mine stayed where they were, warm and already getting tacky, on my cock and in the crease of my thigh. He pulled the front up over all of it and smoothed it down and taped it snug, and the padding pressed the mess against me, wet and hot, sealed in.

He laid his hand flat on the front, over my soft cock.

“Full of us,” he said. “You’ll sleep like that.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“And in the morning you’ll walk around in it, under your pants. I’ll look. Nobody else will.”

“Yes.”

He wiped himself on the towel and switched off the little light. The ship dropped, and the tin knocked once more and went quiet at the bottom of the roll. He kept his hand on the diaper until my breathing slowed to match the ship. My nipples throbbed in the dark. Every time the bunk shifted, my hole remembered the shape of him.

At first light I was in the mess before anyone, flour on my wrist from the morning bread, my pants on over the diaper. When I shifted my weight the plastic crinkled softly under the hum of the galley fan. The dried mess of his cum and mine was a secret heat against my cock, and my nipples were sore under my shirt, so that every brush of cloth reminded me of the clamps. The weather had blown itself out in the night, and the sea outside the portholes was gray and flat.

Then his cup clinked against the rail under the mess board. It was just the two of us. Somebody had pencilled a note in the corner of the board: two days to the last port.

Lars stood there with his coffee and didn’t look at me. He read the crew list slowly. I’d always thought of that list as names to cook for, who wanted their eggs which way and who needed coffee before dawn, and I’d never in my life stood still and watched a man read it. His finger moved down the names and stopped on the cabin column, oil still at the edge of his nail. He tapped the square beside his own name, and then the square beside mine.

The diaper crinkled when I stepped closer. He heard it. His eyes stayed on the board.

“Nights,” he said quietly. “You know which door.”

My cock stirred in the diaper before I could answer, and my hand tightened on the rail, and he saw that too. He didn’t smile. The coffee smelled burnt, and right.

“Yes, Daddy,” I said, low, and the fan took most of it.

He kept reading, and his finger didn’t leave the column.

❦

On the last night of the run the coast lights came on one at a time off the stern, yellow and then white, broken up on the water. Lars stood at the rail with his shoulder against mine and didn’t move it. Nobody else was back there, the watch was up forward, and the dusk was warm on my neck and cold where the wind got under my shirt. The white edge of my diaper showed above my work pants. I’d worn it all day, through the bread and the lunch and the last big supper of the run, and every time the ship rolled it pressed against my cock and eased off again.

“Last port tomorrow,” I said. “We’ll be tied up before I’ve even got the lunch on.”

He didn’t look at the lights. He looked at that white band above my belt.

“You’ve had that on all day.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

His hand dropped to my belt. He slid two fingers under the waistband and pulled the front up until the padding sat hard against me, and I got hard in it while he was still looking out at the coast. He felt me push against his knuckles and left his hand there.

“There you go.”

“I can’t keep it down when you do that.”

“I didn’t ask you to.” His thumb rubbed once, slowly, over the cloth. “Did the crew get a look?”

“No. I kept my shirt over it all day. Nobody saw.”

He made a low sound in his chest, not quite a laugh, and I felt it in my cock.

“Where do you want to be?”

“Your cabin.”

“Cabin,” he said.

That was the whole order. His hand left my belt and settled on the back of my neck, and he walked me off the stern and down the ladder, along a passage that smelled of hot oil and the last of the stew I’d finally let die that afternoon. I didn’t say anything. I just went where his hand put me.

The lock clicked behind us. One lamp, the bunk, his grease-smudged locker, the tube of lube already out on the shelf with the cap off. He’d known.

“Pants.”

I pushed them down and stepped out of them. The diaper was warm from the galley, thick between my legs, the tapes pulling at my hips, with a darker patch on the front where I’d leaked a little into it between meals. He saw that too.

“On the bunk. On your knees.”

I climbed up. The sheet was cool. He came up behind me and opened the tapes, one and then the next, the plastic loud in the quiet, and pulled the diaper away in one hand. Air hit my cock and my hole at the same moment. My cock swung under me, already hard and wet at the tip, and a string of it dropped onto the sheet before he’d even touched me.

“Look at you,” he said. “Hard before I’ve even got the old one off.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Chest down.”

His hand went flat between my shoulders and pushed until my chest was on the sheet and my ass stayed up, and he held me there. I could smell the lube, sharp and clean, and under it the oil worked into his forearms.

He slicked his fingers and put two against my hole, cold, and worked them in, slowly, patiently. He turned them and opened me, and when I pushed back he added a third. His other hand never let my chest come up off the sheet. My cock dragged on it and smeared it.

“Tell me what you want.”

“Your cock.”

“Where?”

“In my ass. Please.”

“Louder. The door’s locked. Nobody’s in the passage.”

“Fuck my ass, Daddy. Put it in me.”

He pulled his fingers out. I heard his belt and his zipper and the slick sound of him greasing his cock. The head pressed against my hole, blunt and hot, and this time he didn’t ease it in the way he had in the weather. He set his hips and pushed in one long drive until he was in to the root and the bunk knocked against the wall.

I yelled into the pillow. I was full, split open, and his hand was still flat between my shoulders so I couldn’t rear up.

“Breathe,” he said.

I breathed. He stayed buried and let me feel how thick he was. Then he drew back until the head tugged my rim and drove in again, hard, and the bunk hit the wall. Again, and again. My knees slid. My cock slapped against my stomach and the sheet and left a mess under me.

“You feel that?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

“Tell me what I’m doing to you.”

“You’re fucking my ass. Hard. From behind. You’ve got me pinned down.”

“And?”

“And I want it. I wanted it on the stern. I was hard in the diaper before you even said cabin.”

He fucked me steadier and deeper after that, his beard brushing my shoulder when he leaned over me. Every stroke knocked a sound out of me and I didn’t try to keep any of them in. The wall took the bunk and gave it back.

I’d come aboard at the first port planning to walk off at the last one with my bag and my pay and my secret, the same as every run. I’d never planned on wanting anything this much.

“Harder,” I said into the pillow, and my voice came out wrecked. “Daddy. Harder. Don’t ease off.”

He didn’t argue. He grabbed both my hips, then put one hand back between my shoulder blades and pinned me again, and gave it to me rough and even, his hips snapping, his cock dragging at my hole on every pull and punching the air out of me on every push. I could hear how wet I was, and his breath, short and close.

He bent over my back until his mouth was at my ear.

“Sweetheart,” he said.

Nobody had ever called me that, and in his rough voice it undid me faster than anything his hips were doing. I shook and said Daddy into the pillow again, and my balls drew up and I came all over the sheet without anything touching me, my cock jerking, stripe after stripe, while he kept moving. He didn’t stop for it. He held my hips and fucked me straight through it, and the drag of my spent cock across the wet sheet made me whimper.

“Hold still,” he said.

I tried. He shoved in deep and stayed there, grinding, and then he came inside me. I felt it, hot pulses, his cock kicking, his fingers digging into my hips, a low sound in his throat he didn’t try to dress up. He stayed buried until the last of it, his forehead resting between my shoulders, his breath hot on my spine.

“Keep it in,” he said.

“I will.”

He pulled out slowly. Some of it followed him anyway, warm, slicking my hole and running down over my balls. He turned me over onto my back with both hands, onto the mess I’d made on the sheet.

He shook a fresh diaper open. He lifted my hips on one forearm, the oil on his skin smearing across my thigh, and set the thick padding under my ass so whatever was running out of me went into the diaper instead of onto his bunk. He brought the front up over my cock and balls, the powder smell coming up off it clean and plain, and pressed each tape flat with his thumb, no wrinkle, no hurry.

“Full of me,” he said. “And taped up.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He put his palm on the front, over my soft cock, and left it there, heavy and still.

“Now go,” he said.

I didn’t get a word out. Heat gathered at the base of my cock, a tight bright push I couldn’t hold once he’d said it, and then it let go in a hot rush along the underside, flooding the diaper under his hand. The padding drank it and swelled, the warmth spreading out to the leg cuffs, the tapes pulling as the front got thick and heavy. His palm got warmer where it sat, and he didn’t move it.

“That’s it,” he said. “All of it.”

I kept going until I was empty and shaking. The diaper was sodden and sagging, hot against my cock and my hole at once, his cum and my piss in the same thick padding, held on me by his tapes.

“And you’re getting hard again,” he said.

I was. I could feel my cock filling up in the soaked padding under his palm, trapped, the wet heat making it worse. He felt the front lift against his hand and ground his palm down into it in slow circles. The padding squelched, and every circle dragged the wet over the head of my cock.

“Stay on your back. Hold the rail.”

I grabbed the bunk rail. He ground harder, the heel of his hand on my balls through the diaper and his palm working my cock, the diaper loud and obscene between us. Every time I clenched, more of him leaked out of me into the mess.

“Are you going to come in it?”

“Yes. If you keep going. Yes.”

“Then ask me.”

“Make me come, Daddy. Grind it. I want to come in my wet diaper with your cum in my ass.”

He leaned in, his beard brushing my jaw, his oily forearm braced beside my head, and worked me in short hard presses and then one long grind that flattened my cock into the soaked padding and rolled back up over the head. My hips tried to buck and he put his other hand on my stomach and held me down.

“Look at me.”

I looked. His face was close and calm and a little flushed, and he was watching my mouth and the way the diaper jumped under his palm. That look was what did it. I came a second time, trapped and rubbing, spilling into the soaked diaper while he kept grinding through every pulse, and I said Daddy, and said it again, until I was twitching and empty and the front of the diaper was a hot heavy swamp against me.

He pressed each tape once more, checking his work, and wiped his palm on the towel by the locker.

“Sleep in it.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He switched off the lamp, and I fell asleep with his hand on the front of the diaper.

Later I woke up alone in his bunk and went looking for him.

The mess was empty, the lights turned down to the one over the board. I stood there in my work pants with the soaked diaper still on under them, so thick I had to walk with my legs apart. Lars was at the counter with one of the request slips from the captain’s tray laid flat in front of him. Before every port she writes up the crew list for the next voyage, and anybody who wants a different watch or a different cabin puts a slip in her tray first. For two days he’d been reading the old list, where his own line said last run, signed off, with Oskar pencilled in as chief after him. Tonight he had a pen.

I watched his hand, oil in the creases. The pen didn’t hesitate. My name went in on the line under his, same cabin.

“Read it,” he said.

“Nico. Your cabin. The next run.”

“Out loud, the way it’s written.”

“Nico, sharing with Lars.” My voice wasn’t steady. “But you signed off. This was your last run. Oskar’s getting the engine room.”

“Oskar can wait one more year for it. He’s waited this long, and he’ll thank me for the practice.” He crossed out the word last on his own line, one clean stroke, and initialed it. “Now say the rest.”

“If she says yes.”

“She’ll say yes,” he said. “I haven’t asked her for a single thing all run.” He tapped the slip once.

“There are more behind the flour,” I said, before he could ask. “The rest of the diapers. The whole stack.”

“In the morning they go in my locker.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He put the slip in the captain’s tray. Then his hand found the small of my back, over my pants and the diaper, and pressed until I felt the wet padding give.

“Back to bed.”

I went.

Morning came in gray through the portholes. The new list hung on the board, written up in the captain’s hand with her initials at the bottom, black and plain, and nobody else was up yet to read it. Two names on one cabin, mine under his. I stood there with a tray of cups and read it twice. The coffee smelled burnt and right, the same as the morning after the storm, only now the list had changed.

I set the cups down and went to the dry-stores.

The flour sacks were where I’d left them, stacked so the corner looked like nothing but flour. I pulled the back one out, and there they were, plain white, my size, the stack I’d kept out of sight on every run for years. I got my arms around them. They crackled against my chest, and powder dusted my wrists.

In the cabin, Lars’s locker stood open, grease smudged across the steel, the bottom shelf cleared. I set the stack in, white on gray metal. He watched me from the bunk, already in his work shirt, and when the last one was in he closed the locker door with his palm.

“They stay there now,” he said.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He turned the lock on the cabin door, then turned it back so I could hear the bolt work, and left it ready. By noon we’d tie up at the last port, and I’d still cook, and he’d still run the engine room, and the run after that was already written down on the board, in the captain’s hand, with my name under his.

If you want more like this, read Diaper Hypno next


Mommy Makes Her Auctioneer Wet His Diaper at the Podium, Then Straps Him — Mommy Domme Public Wetting ABDL

Isell things out loud for a living. People hire me when they want a room to spend money: estate sales in hotel ballrooms, charity dinners where the dessert plates are still on the tables when I start, and once a whole barn full of farm machinery in the pouring rain, which I still think was some of my best work. You walk up to the podium and look at the room, and within a few seconds you know who came to buy and who came to watch, and which two people are going to fight over the painting of the dog. Then you open your mouth, and you don’t stop until it’s sold.

Not one person in any of those rooms has ever guessed how my nights end after a big sale, once the good suit is hung up and I’m alone with the one thing about me I’ve never said out loud. I meant to keep it that way for the rest of my life.

That Thursday it was a charity dinner at a hotel downtown, for a group that cleans up the river. A week on a sailboat, a signed guitar, dinner for eight cooked by a chef who kept coming out of the kitchen to watch his own lot sell. The room was warm and a little tipsy, the good kind of tipsy, the kind that raises its hand. I had a glass of water on the podium, my card of lots in my left hand and the gavel in my right, and I had them laughing by the second lot and bidding against each other by the third.

There’s a rhythm to it that I’ve never been able to explain to anyone who hasn’t done it. The numbers come out of you in a kind of song, fast enough that the room doesn’t have time to think, slow enough that everyone knows exactly what they’re agreeing to. You count the quiet between bids the way a drummer counts rests. You learn which faces will go one more and which ones are finished, and you learn never to look at the finished ones, because a man who has been watched while he quits will never bid again. And at the very end, before the gavel comes down, I always say the same two words. Fair warning. I drop my voice on the first word and lift it on the second, and those two words have made more people raise their hands at the last second than anything else I know.

The other thing people know me by is the pocket square. Red silk, folded square, in the breast pocket of a dark suit. I wore one at my first big sale because a friend told me a room needs to find the auctioneer before he opens his mouth, and I’ve never called a sale without one since. Clients mention it when they book me. You’re the one with the red. Yes. I’m the one with the red.

I’d turned forty-one in March, and I’d been calling sales for almost twenty years. I was good at it, and proud of being good at it, which I know isn’t the most attractive thing about a man. I owned every room I worked. I never stumbled. I could feel a room the way some people feel weather coming, and I could turn it, and when I walked off a podium I usually walked off with the best numbers anyone had seen in that building.

The guitar went for three times what they’d hoped. The chef cried a little. I said fair warning, brought the gavel down on the last lot, thanked the room, and went out through the kitchen, as I always do, so I wouldn’t have to shake a hundred hands on the way to the door.

My voice is always rough after a sale. I drove home with the radio off and made tea with honey and lemon in my clean kitchen and stood at the window looking down at the parking garage across the street. I live on the ninth floor of a building with a doorman who calls me “the auctioneer” and a hallway that smells of other people’s laundry. It’s a quiet place. I bought it when I was thirty-four, the first home that was ever only mine, and I’ve lived there alone ever since.

Maeve called the following Monday.

I knew her name, the way everyone in the business knows it. She owned a gallery downtown in an old bank building with tall windows, and the gallery sold erotic art: paintings, photographs, drawings, a few bronzes people talked about in lowered voices. Once a year she held a sale, by invitation only, and the invitations were the kind of thing people pretended not to want. I’d never called it. I’d heard she usually brought a man in from out of town.

“I’ve heard you can sell a room anything,” she said on the phone. Her voice was low and unhurried, with a dryness in it that made everything sound a little like a private joke. “I’d like to find out if that’s true.”

“It’s mostly true,” I said. “I’ve had some trouble with taxidermy.”

She laughed, a short, surprised sound, and I liked her for it straight away. “There’s no taxidermy. There’s a great deal of skin. Does that bother you?”

“Not in the least.”

“Then come and see the room on Thursday. I like to watch a man stand in a space before I hire him.”

The gallery was cool and bright, white walls and pale wood floors, with a long sale room at the back where the chairs were stacked against one wall and a small podium waited at the far end. The art was everywhere. I’d seen erotic art before, but never hung with that much care: a huge painting of a woman’s bare back, her wrists loosely tied with a silk scarf; a row of black-and-white photographs of two men’s hands; a small bronze of a kneeling figure that I couldn’t stop looking at, and then made myself stop.

Maeve was waiting by the podium. She was somewhere in her fifties, tall, with short silver hair and pearl earrings, in a gray dress that looked simple and probably cost more than my car. She shook my hand once, firmly, and looked at me the way I look at a room.

“You’re taller than I expected,” she said.

“I hear that a lot. People expect a little man with a big voice.”

“I expected a big man with a big voice. You’re just tall.” Her eyes went to my breast pocket and stayed there a moment longer than it takes to notice a piece of silk. “Is it always red?”

“Always. It’s how people find me.”

“I’m sure it is,” she said.

She asked me to call something to the empty room, so I stepped up to the podium and picked the bronze I’d been staring at and sold it to a room full of stacked chairs, fast and then slow, the way I’d do it on the night. The room had good bones; my voice came back off the far wall just late enough to sound big. At the end I dropped my voice and said fair warning, and brought my hand down flat on the podium in place of a gavel.

She hadn’t moved the whole time. She stood in the aisle with her arms folded, and when I finished she smiled, very slightly, at one corner of her mouth.

“Say that again,” she said. “The thing at the end.”

“Fair warning?”

“Yes.” She said it back to me, quietly, in my rhythm, with the drop on the first word and the lift on the second, and something in my stomach turned over. “Do you always say it?”

“Every sale. It’s a habit.”

“Habits are the most honest thing about a person,” she said. “The job’s yours if you want it. I’ll send a contract, and you’ll come and sign it here, in daylight. I don’t sign things by email. I like to watch people read.”

Behind the sale room a door stood half open, and through it I could see her office: a wide desk with nothing on it but a lamp and a pen, a leather sofa, a small wooden lectern in one corner, and a shredder beside the desk. She saw me looking.

“That’s where we’ll sign,” she said. “Don’t be late.”

I wasn’t late for anything that week, because I barely slept.

This is the part I have to explain, and I’ve never explained it to anyone in person.

I wear diapers. Not all the time. At night, mostly, alone in my apartment: plain white adult ones with tapes, thick enough that I walk differently in them. It started the year I bought the apartment, when I was living alone for the first time and finally had a door I could lock and nobody to explain myself to. I’d carried the want around for years without ever looking straight at it. One night after a sale, still high on the room, I ordered a pack online, and when the box came I left it unopened in the hall closet for a week, as if it might go off.

The first night I wore one I stood in my bedroom with the lights off, feeling the thickness between my legs and the tapes snug at my hips, and something that had been wound tight in me for my whole working life just went slack. A man who controls every room he walks into, standing in the dark in a diaper. It was ridiculous. It was also the most relieved I’d ever felt. I was hard before I’d decided to be, and when I wet it, slowly, standing up, my legs shaking, I came almost as soon as I touched myself through the warm front.

After that it became a ritual, mostly after sales. The bigger the room, the more I needed it. I’d come home with my voice rough and my head still full of numbers, and I’d shower and tape one on and lie in the dark and let everything go.

And three years ago I did something stupid.

It was late, after a sale that had gone so well I couldn’t come down from it. I was lying in bed in a wet diaper with my laptop open on an adult forum where people wrote about exactly this. I’d never posted anything, and that night I did, under a made-up name, GoingTwice, that nobody could ever connect to me. I wrote what I’d never said out loud to anyone. That I wanted to call a whole sale wet. Stand at a podium in my good suit with a diaper under it and wet it in front of a full room and keep calling, and nobody would know. Nobody except one woman in that room, who knew exactly what was under my suit, because she was the one who’d told me to do it.

I should have stopped there. I didn’t. I put in details, because details are what make anything feel real, and I’ve always been proud of being specific. I wrote that I’d be wearing a red pocket square. I wrote that I’d say fair warning before the last lot, the way I always do, and that only she would know what the warning was really for.

Then I posted it and closed the laptop and lay there in the dark feeling sick and hard at the same time. I never deleted it. Every few months I went back and read it, and the handful of replies from strangers, and felt the same thing all over again.

The Thursday night after the gallery, I read it again.

There it was. Red pocket square. Fair warning. I read those two lines until they stopped looking like words. Then I told myself that every auctioneer in the country says fair warning, which is true, and that half of them probably wear a pocket square of some color, which is probably true. I told myself that a woman who owns an erotic art gallery has better things to do at night than read anonymous forums, and that she’d only said it back to me because it’s a strange little phrase and people like to try it in their own mouths. I put my finger on the delete button. I didn’t press it.

The contract came the next week, plain and fair, with a fee that made me raise my eyebrows and a deposit due on signing. I read it at my kitchen table, and then I read it again, and the second time I was wearing a diaper under my shorts, in broad daylight, which I’d never done before, and I told myself that had nothing to do with anything.

The signing was set for the following Monday, a week before the sale.

I thought about wearing a blue pocket square to it. I actually took a blue one out of the drawer and held it against my jacket in the mirror. Then I put it back and took out a red one, because I’ve never worn anything else, and because if she knew, she knew, and if she didn’t, changing it now would be the most suspicious thing I’d ever done.

The night before the signing I didn’t even pretend I was going to sleep.

I showered and taped on a diaper and got into bed with the lights off, and I didn’t open the laptop. I didn’t need to. I knew the post by heart. I lay on my back and said it to the ceiling in a whisper, line by line, and somewhere around the second line the voice saying it in my head stopped being mine.

It was hers. Low and dry and in no hurry at all.

I pictured her sale room, full. Every chair taken, people standing along the back wall, the lights bright on the podium and on me. My good suit. The red square. And under the suit, the diaper, thick and warm. I pictured her in the second row, on the aisle, with pearls in her ears. I pictured her lifting one hand, just slightly, not enough for anyone else to notice. And I pictured what I would do.

My hand was on the front of the diaper. I was hard under it, a thick ridge pushing up against the padding, and I pressed down with my palm the way I imagined she would, flat and patient.

“Last lot,” I whispered to the dark, in my podium voice, and my voice shook. “Who’ll start me?”

I needed to piss. I’d been drinking water all evening, and I’ll admit now that I’d done it on purpose. The need sat low and heavy behind my cock, and in my head she was looking straight at me from the second row, and she lifted her hand.

I let go.

It came in a hot rush, harder than I meant, flooding the front of the diaper and spreading under my balls and down between my legs, and I kept whispering numbers to the ceiling while it happened, because in my head I was still at the podium and the room was still bidding and nobody knew. The diaper swelled and went heavy and warm under my hand. My cock stayed hard in the middle of it, soaked and throbbing. The shame came up hot in my face, the way it always did, a grown man whispering bids into the dark in a wet diaper, and it only made me harder.

I rubbed my cock through the wet front, slowly, the padding squelching under my palm, and in my head she was watching me do it. Not my hand. My face. She was watching to see if my voice would break.

“I have seven hundred,” I whispered. “Fair...”

I didn’t finish it. I came before I could, my cock jerking inside the soaked diaper, thick hot pulses into the wet, my back coming up off the bed, my free hand over my mouth to keep the noise in. It went on and on. When it finally stopped I lay there panting in the dark, the diaper heavy and hot and ruined between my legs, and I said her name once, out loud, into my own palm. Then I lay very still, as if I’d said it in a crowded room.

I didn’t take it off for a long time.

Monday was bright and cold. I shaved twice. I put on my good dark suit and folded a red square into the breast pocket, and my hands were steady, which surprised me. I parked a block from the gallery so I could walk and let the cold air hit my face.

The gallery was closed to the public on Mondays. She let me in herself, in a black skirt and a white blouse, pearls in her ears, and held out her hand.

“License,” she said. “For the contract. I copy everyone’s.”

Every client asks for it, so I gave it to her. She looked at it for a moment in the doorway, at my photo and my name, and then at me, and I couldn’t read her face at all.

“Give me five minutes,” she said. “Then come back to the office.”

She walked off toward the back with my license in her hand, and I stood alone in the white sale room with the chairs stacked along the wall and the podium at the far end, empty, waiting. I counted the rows out of habit. I counted the five minutes too, the way I count the quiet between bids.

Then I straightened the red square in my pocket, the way I do before I walk out to a podium, and went down the hall to her office.

❦

Daylight came through the blinds in stripes across Maeve’s wide desk. My license lay there in the light, next to a sheet of paper turned face down and one plain white adult diaper, folded thick. She was standing by the window when I came in, and she waited while I closed the door behind me.

“Hang your coat on the hook,” she said. “Then come here. No, don’t sit yet.”

I hung up my coat and stood in front of her desk, and I didn’t sit, because she hadn’t said I could, and because I wasn’t sure my knees would manage it gracefully.

She picked up my license and read it out loud, the way I read a lot when I want the whole room to hear the number. “Rafe. Forty-one.”

“That’s the man you hired,” I said.

“And I’m fifty-two.” She set it down so it touched the folded diaper. “I’ve been selling art for thirty years, and I’ve hired a lot of men to stand at my podium. You’re calling my sale a week from today, which you already know. Now you can sit, before you fall down.”

My eyes went to the diaper. Plain white, thick through the middle, an adult cut, my size, the tapes still folded on the wings. My cock was hard in my trousers before I’d reached the chair. I sat, and the hard line of me didn’t go anywhere, and she looked right at it and didn’t look away.

“You haven’t even touched me,” I said, which was a stupid thing to say.

“I can see it from here, Rafe. Sit back. Hands on the arms of the chair.”

I sat back, and the wool pulled tight across me. The red square was still in my breast pocket. She hadn’t asked me to take it out.

She slid the fee contract across the blotter and signed it in front of me, a clean signature with no flourish, and turned it so I could see her name. Then she handed me the pen. I read every line before I signed my name under hers, and she watched me read the whole time, her chin on her hand, as if that was the part she’d been looking forward to. After that she tore a check from a book and handed it to me, the deposit, still warm from lying under her hand.

“Your fee is signed and your deposit is paid,” she said. “Whatever happens in the next ten minutes, you’re calling my sale. If you walk out that door right now, you still call it. Say that back to me.”

“I still call the sale.”

She nodded, once, the way I nod at a bid I like, and my cock jumped against my fly. She saw it. Then she reached out and turned the sheet of paper over.

It was my post, the one I’d signed GoingTwice, with no real name anywhere on it. I knew it from the shape of the paragraphs before I’d read a word. She didn’t read it to me. She just tapped one line with a short, clean fingernail.

“A red pocket square,” she said. Her eyes went to my breast pocket and came back to the page. Then she said the next two words in my rhythm, the drop and the lift I use when I want the last bid to come in scared. “Fair warning.”

I kept my face still. I’m good at that. My cock wasn’t.

“You matched a square of silk to a man,” I said. “There must be a hundred of us.”

“I matched the silk, and the way you sell, and the way you said it to my empty room on Thursday. Don’t dress it up, Rafe. You wrote it. I read it a long time ago, and I’ve thought about it more than I should have.” She folded her hands on the desk, and the pearl in her left ear caught a stripe of light. “So here’s my offer. You call my whole sale padded. That diaper, or one just like it, under your suit. And you wet it when I touch this earring.” She touched it lightly, to show me. “The room will hear your bids. The room won’t know why you went quiet for a second. You’ll know. So will I. Now ask me whatever you need to ask, out loud.”

I’ve stood in front of rooms that wanted to throw things at me, and I’ve never had to hold myself together the way I did in that chair. I’m the most controlled man in any room I walk into, and the one woman who’d read my post had simply asked me to sit down, and I’d sat.

“The suit I brought will show it,” I said.

“I have another suit for you, cut a little fuller. Next question.”

“What happens if I say no?”

“You already have the check. You still call the sale. That paper goes through the shredder by my desk while you watch, and I never mention it again, to you or to anyone.” She picked up her pen. “Nobody’s putting a price on the word I’m about to write. Anything else?”

“No.”

She turned the contract over and wrote two words on the back, in a hand a buyer could read from the third row: no sale. Underneath them she wrote one sentence, small and clear, and then turned it to face me.

“This is the last thing before you answer. Read it to me.”

I read it out loud, in the daylight, sober, with both feet on her rug. “If Rafe says no sale, it all stops that minute, and he still calls the sale, and the paper copy of his post goes through her shredder.”

She waited.

“Yes,” I said. And again, because once didn’t feel like enough. “Yes.”

“Initial it.”

I initialed under the sentence, and she initialed beside me. Only then did she get up and lock the office door, a small click in the quiet, before she came back to her side of the desk. The shredder sat quiet by the leg of the desk. The diaper was still folded on the blotter, the loudest thing on that desk besides my license.

She looked at the ridge in my trousers. “It starts here. Today. My hands.”

“Yes.”

“Then stand up, darling.”

I stood. She came around the desk and nodded at the leather sofa, and her hands were on my belt before I’d even turned toward it. Buckle, button, zip, and she pushed my trousers and shorts down together in one movement. My cock came out hard, the head wet, a clear string shining in the striped light, my balls tight. She looked at all of it and described it the way I’d describe a lot.

“Hard. Wet at the tip, and I haven’t laid a finger on you. Step out of those.”

I stepped out of them. I stood in her office in my shirt and tie and socks, with the red square still in my breast pocket. The air was cool on my bare ass. My cock didn’t care.

“Lie back on the sofa.”

The leather was cold under me. She shook the diaper open, and the leg gathers crackled. She lifted my hips with one hand, as if she already knew the weight of me, and slid the thick padding underneath. Then she drew the front up between my legs, so it came up under my balls and pressed my cock against my stomach, and settled it there. The left tape, then the right. She pressed them flat with her palms, slowly, until the plastic held, and then she kept her right hand on the front, over my cock, and left it there.

“Tell me how it feels.”

“Tight on my cock. I’m hard in it.”

She didn’t stroke me. She only held. A little wet spot of my own slick was already spreading on the inside, and I knew she could feel me pushing against her palm.

“Now get up and walk to my desk.”

I walked. The diaper rustled loudly in the quiet, every step shifting it against my cock and my balls and the crack of my ass. I was harder, if that was possible. She watched the front of it move.

She pointed at the rug in front of her desk. “Stand there. Hands at your sides.”

I stood there with the edge of her desk against my thighs. My license was still on it, and the contract with our initials on the back, and my cock made a long ridge down the plain white front.

“Now wet,” she said.

“I don’t know if I can,” I said. “Not standing up.”

She put her hand flat on the front of the diaper, over the ridge, and kept it there. She didn’t raise her voice. She said it again, the same way, as if the first time had simply come a little early. “Wet, Rafe.”

The two words she’d written on the back of the contract were right there. I could have said them. I wanted the next minute more.

The pressure had been building since she’d taped me in, a hot weight low behind my cock, worse because I was hard and she was holding me. Her palm was warm through the plastic. I let go.

It started as a small hot give and turned into a push I couldn’t take back. The first of it hit the padding right under her hand, and I felt it strike and soak out to the sides, the diaper getting heavier between my legs in the same second. Then more, a soft muffled rush close against my cock. The front swelled under her palm. Warmth spread down over my balls and back toward my hole, and I was still hard in the middle of it, the stream running down my shaft, her hand not moving. My thighs shook. I kept going until there was nothing left, and the diaper sagged, warm and heavy, the plastic gone tight and shiny over the swell, and a little of the smell came up, sharp and mine.

“All of it?” she said.

“All of it.”

“Tell me where it is.”

“In the diaper. Under your hand. And I’m still hard.”

“I know you are.” She pressed, and the wet padding gave and pushed back, hot and thick, molded around my cock.

She rubbed once through the wet front, slowly, from the base up over the head. The heat of my own piss and the heat of her hand met on my cock and I made a sound I hadn’t planned.

Then she began to stroke me properly, the heel of her hand on my balls through the soaked padding and her fingers riding the ridge of my cock up to the head and back. The diaper squelched, a thick wet sound, very loud in that quiet room. She didn’t hurry. She watched my face and my cock and the dark wet shape spreading under the white.

“Don’t hold your hips still,” she said. “I want to see them move.”

I rocked into her hand. The padding slid on my cock, soaked and heavy. My balls drew up in the wet, and I felt it starting, the tight pull at the root that I usually count down from when I’m alone. I didn’t count. She was looking at me.

“You’re close. Say so.”

“I’m close. I’m going to come in the diaper.”

“Then come for me.”

She stroked harder, palm flat, a steady pull from my balls to the tip, and my cock kicked. The first shot flooded into the soaked padding, hot on hot, thicker than the piss, right where her hand was. I grunted. She kept going. The second pulse hit and spread, my cock jerking, cum smearing over the head and the wet lining, and she felt every throb through the plastic and didn’t stop until the last weak twitch had passed. I stood there shaking, her palm still on the front.

“Look at it,” she said.

I looked down. The plain white diaper was swollen and dark through the middle, warm against my softening cock, the shape of me still there under her hand. Piss and cum together, held exactly where she’d put them.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I wet standing up, and I came in it, and your hand was on me the whole time.”

“Yes,” she said, like a woman pleased with something she’d just bought, and I swayed on my feet.

She wiped her hand on a cloth from the drawer, then came around and sat on the edge of the desk. Her skirt went up with a short dry sound. She set her heels apart on the rug, and she had nothing on under it. The hair between her legs was neat and silver-dark, her cunt already a little open from the way she sat, her clit showing. She smelled of clean skin and the beginning of wet.

“In this office you call me one thing,” she said. “Not my name. Kneel down and say it.”

I knelt. The wet diaper pressed up between my legs, heavy and warm, crackling as my knees hit the rug. My face was level with her. The word came out polished, the way I say a price I mean.

“Mommy.”

I’d never said it to anyone, and it sat there in the room. My spent cock gave a tired twitch in the mess.

“Again,” she said. “And then your mouth.”

“Mommy.”

I put my mouth on her. She was already wet. I licked up the length of her, slowly, and found her clit with the flat of my tongue. She didn’t grab my hair. She put one hand on the desk behind her and watched me.

“Stay on it. Little circles. Don’t rush the bid.”

I almost laughed into her. I circled her clit, small, then wider when she opened her knees another inch. The taste of her filled my mouth, salt and slick. I sucked gently, and harder when her breathing changed. My hands stayed on my thighs, because she hadn’t told me to use them, and every time I leaned in, the wet padding shoved against my soft cock and reminded me what I’d just done in front of her.

“Under it with your tongue,” she said, and her voice wasn’t quite so dry now. “There.”

I did. The underside of her clit, then the top, then a slow suck that pulled a sound out of her she didn’t bother to hide. Her thighs tightened against my ears. I didn’t come up to make a speech. I licked and sucked and licked again, the way I work a room that’s almost ready, staying on the number that’s moving.

“Two fingers,” she said. “Inside. And keep your mouth where it is.”

I slid two fingers into her cunt, and she was hot and tight and bore down on them. I curled them and put my mouth back on her clit. She rocked once against my tongue and I matched it, my fingers moving slowly in and out to the same count.

“Mommy,” I said into her, because that was the name she’d given me, and then I sealed my mouth on her again.

She came on that. I felt it on my fingers first, a hard clutch, and then on my tongue, her clit pulsing and her cunt gripping in short tight pulls. She didn’t cry out. She made one low sound and finally put her hand on my head, not pushing, just holding me there, and a rush of wet hit my mouth and chin. I licked her through it until the clutching eased and her hand left my hair.

I stayed on my knees, my mouth wet, my diaper wet, my cock a soft heavy shape in the mess she’d made me make.

She smoothed her skirt down and looked at the front of the diaper, at the sag, at the tapes still flat where she’d pressed them.

“Trousers,” she said.

I stood and worked my trousers up over the diaper, and left my shorts on the rug. The zip barely closed. This suit hadn’t been cut for it, and anyone who looked would have known I had a soaked diaper on under the wool. She looked. She was the only one in the room.

She took a garment bag from the hook behind the door and hung it over my arm, and put my license back in my hand. Through the plastic I could see a new suit, dark, cut a little fuller through the seat and thigh.

“You’ll wear this one next time,” she said. “But you go home in that. Padded, just as you are. The gallery’s closed and the hall’s empty all the way to the street. Don’t change it in the car.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“The sale is in a week. You’re still calling it.” She unlocked the door, and the daylight from the hall fell across the wet front of my trousers and the red square and the bag on my arm. “Go on, darling.”

I went. The diaper rustled with every step down her hall, heavy and warm. Outside, the street was empty, not a soul on it between her door and my car, and I walked that cold block the way I walk off a podium, like a man who has just sold something for more than anyone thought it was worth.

❦

The last viewer left the preview a little after nine, a man in a camel coat who’d spent twenty minutes in front of one photograph and then walked out without a word. Maeve locked the street door behind him, and then she locked her office door behind me, and the gallery went quiet in a way I could feel through the floor.

The small lectern stood in the middle of her office now, facing the leather sofa, with a sale catalog open on it. I stood behind it in the new suit, the fuller one, buttoned, with a thick diaper on underneath, dry and snug around my cock and balls. It rustled whenever I shifted my feet. Maeve sat on the sofa with a riding crop across her knees and her own copy of the catalog open flat under her palms.

The red square was in my breast pocket, folded that morning, same as always. She could see it. She didn’t even glance at it.

“Lot one,” she said. “Give me the whole room. I’ll nod when I nod, and you don’t look at me to see if I’m going to.”

“Lot one,” I said, in my podium voice. “A small oil, a river and bare trees, no signature. I’ll open at six hundred. Do I have six hundred?”

She watched my mouth while I called it. I took the imaginary room up to a thousand in a few quick breaths, the numbers coming out of me the way they always do, and dropped my voice at the end. “I have one thousand. Fair warning at one thousand.”

“Shoulders down,” she said.

I put them down. “Sold, at one thousand.”

“Again. The same lot. This time the signal comes in the middle of the call, and you keep the numbers going right through it.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

I called it again, the river and the bare trees and six hundred and up. Her hands stayed flat on her catalog. Somewhere near the top she nodded, just once.

I felt that nod under my belt. My stomach clenched, and the hold I’d kept through the whole preview, three hours of smiling at strangers with a full bladder, broke in one long push. Heat hit the head of my cock first, a sudden burn, then a hard stream straight into the dry padding, so hot I felt the plastic warm against my skin in a second. I kept my mouth on the call.

“Nine hundred,” I said. “I have nine hundred.”

It didn’t stop, and it wasn’t something I could pinch off. It was a full let-go, a steady rope of it, packing the front until the padding swelled up around my cock and pushed up under my balls. The weight dropped and pulled at the suit. Then the wet found a gap at the left leg, a hot line running down the inside of my thigh where the cuff didn’t catch it, and it hissed inside the wool. When I shifted my weight, the swollen padding slapped against my thigh, and more of it worked its way back to the seat until I was standing in a warm, heavy sling. The smell came up under my shirt, sharp and close.

“One thousand,” I said, and another push left me, thinner but still hot. “Sold. One thousand.”

“Has it stopped?” she asked.

“No.”

“Then the lot isn’t finished either. Stay on it.”

I stayed on it. The last of it trickled out, a weak hot dribble I couldn’t cut off, soaking into what was already soaked, until there wasn’t a dry place left anywhere in that diaper.

“It’s stopped now,” I said.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed in it, Mommy, all of it, and some got past the leg and ran down the inside of my thigh.”

“Is there any dry left?”

“None.”

She smiled, just slightly, and that was all it took. I thickened right there in the soaked padding, and the front of the fuller suit changed shape. The cut hid the wet. It didn’t hide that, and she saw it.

“Hard already,” she said. “And you weren’t going to mention it.”

“I’m hard.”

“Call lot two. And get the second number right.”

“Lot two. A small bronze horse, no mark on the base. I’ll open at four hundred. Four hundred. Five hundred.”

The second number slipped. Five hundred came out where four fifty belonged, smooth and wrong, and I heard it in the same moment she did.

She stood up and came around the lectern without any hurry at all, opened my belt, and pulled my trousers down to my thighs. Then she tore the tapes open. The back of the wet diaper peeled away from my ass with a sticky sound and dropped toward my knees, the soaked front still hanging off my cock, heavy, dripping a thin line onto the rug between my shoes. Cold air hit my bare ass. She laid the crop across both cheeks once, flat, and the crack of it died fast in that small room.

I stayed on my feet with my hands on the catalog. The line burned, and my cock jumped against the wet padding.

“From the top,” she said. “That second number doesn’t get to be wrong twice.”

I called it again, and this time the second number was right, and I pushed the count along the way I push a room that’s gone quiet on me. She stood at my hip with the crop resting against her leg. I could smell the leather and the piss on me. A few bids later I snagged, hit the six and hunted for the rest of it, and the crop answered, once, lower than the first, across the curve underneath. Heat on top of heat. I rocked forward, and the hanging diaper swung and smacked my knee.

“What did that one do?” she asked.

“Landed under the first one. My cock jumped.”

“Keep calling.”

Two numbers later I lost the step again, and the third stroke landed on the same skin as the first, meaner, right where that line already lived. I hissed and didn’t take my hands off the catalog.

“From now on you call the strokes like bids,” she said.

“No.”

“Then don’t,” she said, quite easily, and lowered the crop to her side. Three strokes were burning across my ass. I leaned on the edge of the lectern with my cock rigid in the soaked front, and I found, a little to my own surprise, that I wanted the fourth anyway.

“Give me a fourth,” I said. “I’ll call it.”

The fourth came down harder than the other three and knocked a sound out of me.

“Go on, then,” she said. “Call it like a bid.”

“Four,” I said. “That was four.”

“Four what?”

“Four on the crop. Like a bid. I have four.”

“The whole call, darling.”

“Four hundred bid on the crop. Fair warning. Sold.”

She looked at the red square, then at my cock, then at my face. Precum slicked the head and ran down into the cold piss in the padding, and she watched it happen and didn’t say a word.

My fee contract lay on the corner of her desk, our two names on the front and our initials on the back.

“Hands stay on the catalog,” she said. “You stumble, you count it.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She laid the crop on the sofa where I could still see it. Then she drew the wet diaper back up over my cock. The padding was cold against me at first and then took my heat, piss and fresh slick pressed all around the shaft and the head. She settled the front and left the back loose, the tapes open, the plastic gaping so my ass stayed bare under my shirttail. I stood there with my trousers at my thighs, stuffed into a loaded diaper with my hole out.

I heard her desk drawer, and a glove snapping on, and the click of a tube. She coated one finger and didn’t bother warming it.

“Bend over.”

I bent over the lectern, my palms on a harbor print I’d priced that morning as if prices were the only thing that could ever happen to me. The front of the diaper squashed against the wood with a wet sound, my cock trapped upright in it, leaking.

Her finger came in through the loose back, cold and slick on my hole. She circled the rim once and pressed in, and I opened for it because my body did, before I had a sentence ready. She went in to the knuckle and stopped.

“A pretend lot,” she said. “You don’t get to stop because I’m inside you. I’ll press when you land a number. If your voice breaks, I stop, and you start the whole lot again.”

“Lot four,” I said, and my voice was still whole. “Charcoal, a seated figure, no date. I’ll open at two hundred. Do I have two hundred?”

She slid deeper. The tip of her finger found the firm place inside me and rested there. Not a thrust. A placement. My hole clenched, and she waited until I eased around her.

“Two fifty,” I said. “Three hundred.”

She pressed, slow and steady. The pressure sat right behind my cock and turned into a throb I could feel in my balls, down in the soaked padding. More slick left me, a thin wet click inside the diaper, nothing like the sound of the piss.

“What am I touching?” she asked.

“My prostate, Mommy.”

“And what’s your cock doing?”

“Getting harder. Leaking into the diaper. Into the piss.”

She hadn’t told me to stop, so I kept calling, and she pressed every time I landed a number and held it through the pause, the same weight, no hurry. My thighs were shaking.

“Louder,” she said. “You’re not whispering a sale to me.”

So I put it in my chest, the way I do when the back row is real. “Seven hundred. I have seven. Looking for seven fifty.”

She pressed on the seven and held it, and my cock spat another thread into the front. I could smell piss, and slick, and the glove.

“Are you close?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Then you come with the call still in your mouth. A gap isn’t a bid. Land the next one like you still own the room.”

“Nine hundred.”

The nine broke. Not the count. The voice. It cracked high on the word and fell out from under me, and I heard it happen, the first time in twenty years of selling. My voice had never done that, not on a number, not in a room I was paid to hold.

Her finger stopped. It stayed in me, still as a pin, no pressure at all. The ache went bright and then empty, and my cock jerked at the loss of it.

“That wasn’t a bid,” she said, quite gently. “Start the lot again. First number true. I’m not moving until it is.”

I stared at the harbor print until the lines held still. My hole fluttered around the glove, and she didn’t so much as twitch.

“Lot four,” I said, building my voice back up from the chest. “Charcoal, a seated figure. I’ll open at two hundred. I have two hundred. That’s a true bid.”

She pressed, slow and steady, right back on that place, as if the stop had never happened. My knees almost went.

“There he is,” she said softly.

That went straight to my balls. I leaked hard, a thicker pulse, not cum yet, and I locked my jaw to keep the next number in the shape I wanted.

“Two fifty,” I said. “I have two fifty. The bid is live.”

She pressed longer this time. My ass tried to rock back onto her finger and she didn’t let the rhythm change. She kept it slow, in the same place, and I felt my balls draw up tight in the soaked padding, trapped, nowhere to go.

“Three hundred,” I said, and I built the sentence to run on the way a call runs when the room is still with me, “and I’ll take the next raise from the left if the hand is real, I’m still in the...”

It hit me in the middle of that sentence. No hand on my cock, just her finger, still pressing with that same slow weight, and I started to come.

The first shot left me thick and hot into the soaked padding while I was still on the word, and the sound that came out of me wasn’t a number. My ass clamped on her finger and she didn’t leave the spot, she held the pressure, and the second pulse tore out of me, and a third, cum pumping into piss, the front of the diaper flooding until it bulged and slapped against the lectern when I jerked. It smeared around the head because there was nowhere else for it to go, and my hole kept gripping her while she held me there, and it went on, weaker and weaker, my cock twitching in the mess. My hands stayed on the catalog. I hadn’t been told I could move them.

“Finish your sentence,” she said.

I dragged in a breath. “Three hundred,” I said, wrecked, and then steadier, because she was waiting and the call was the call. “From the left. I have three hundred. Three hundred is the bid.”

“Did you come?”

“Yes, Mommy. Right in the middle of a sentence, which has never once happened to me at a podium.”

“Is it still coming?”

I checked, the way I’d check a fact. One last thin pulse eased out of me into the ruined front. “Yes. A little.”

She held the pressure until that last bit was done. Then she drew her finger out slowly. My rim clung and let go, and the lube cooled on my hole. The loose back of the diaper settled over my ass, just hanging there. I stayed bent over, the front a heavy soaked bulk, piss and cum in one pad, my cock softening in it.

She peeled off the glove, and I heard it turn inside out. Then she came around the lectern to where I could see her and touched two clean fingers to the pearl in her left ear, small and bright.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “This. When you see it, you let go, and you don’t stop the call.”

❦

On the night of the sale the white room was full all the way to the back wall. The podium was lit, and on the front table, beside a bowl of white roses, the printed invitations billed the sale adults only, sent out by a house that had never once in its hundred years invited anybody under thirty. Every chair was taken and people were standing along the sides. I set the gavel in my right hand and looked down at my card of lots, and then out at the room, and I felt what I always feel in a good room, warm and restless and ready to spend.

“Lot one,” I said. “I’ll open at four hundred.”

A paddle came up in the third row, and another at the back. I took them both without looking at my card again and ran the price up fast, the way the room wanted it, past anything I’d ever called in that building. Sold. The gavel came down once, clean.

I didn’t look at the second row yet. I knew she was there, on the aisle, where she’d told me she would sit, with a pearl in each ear.

The second lot went the same way, bids coming from every corner. The red square sat just so in the breast pocket of the fuller suit. For twenty years that square had meant the room was mine. Tonight it mostly meant that the jacket hung right over what was underneath it.

The diaper was thick and dry against me, and I could feel the tapes at my hips every time I shifted my weight. Nobody out there had the faintest idea. That was the whole point, and it sat in my chest like a second heartbeat.

On the third lot a man in the fifth row and a woman by the side wall got into it with each other, and I let them, voice level, no stumble, taking each of them a little higher than they’d meant to go. On my way to the back of the room my eyes passed over the second row. Maeve sat with her hands folded in her lap, my client for the night, looking like a woman who’d come to buy a small frame and go home early. One pearl caught the light. She didn’t nod. She didn’t smile.

Sold, to the man in the fifth row, and a murmur went through the room and died away. I turned the card.

“Lot four.”

I was halfway through the description when she lifted one hand. Only the fingertips. They found the pearl in her left ear and rested there lightly, the way a woman checks that a clasp is still holding.

The heat hit low in my stomach before I’d finished the sentence I was in. My cock thickened against the diaper. I kept talking.

“I’ll open at fifteen hundred.”

The first bid came, and I took it. And then it started.

Warmth bloomed at the tip of my cock, a thin push I couldn’t call back. I held the next number in my mouth for a second, and then let it go along with everything else.

“Sixteen hundred.”

It came harder then, not a leak but a hot rush, all at once, flooding the front of the diaper. The padding drank it and went heavy against my cock and balls, and the heat climbed into the crease of my thigh. I felt a line of it find the left leg and slip out, warm and slow, down the inside of my thigh, under the fuller cut where nobody could see the cloth go dark.

“Seventeen. Eighteen hundred.”

My voice didn’t break. The rush kept coming, and I stood there with my feet planted and took a bid from the back wall while I pissed myself in front of a full room. My cock stayed hard in it. A drop ran past my knee and stopped somewhere above my sock. I didn’t look down.

She took her fingers off the pearl, and I was still going. I couldn’t have stopped it and I didn’t try. The front of the diaper sagged with the weight of what I’d let go, and the suit hid the shape of it. My left leg was warm all the way to the calf. Between numbers I took a breath and smelled nothing but the room, floor polish and wool and somebody’s drink.

A paddle went up, and I pointed at it. One more, and then nothing, and I gave the room its quiet and counted it.

“Fair warning,” I said, and brought the gavel down. “Sold.”

It sounded exactly like every other sale I’d ever closed. Nobody in that room had seen a thing. I turned the card and felt the wet drag against my leg as I moved my left foot half an inch back into place.

“Lot five,” I said. “We’ll open at nine hundred.”

I called the rest of the first half with a dry mouth and a wet diaper. The bids kept coming and the prices stayed high, the best numbers of my life, and all I could think about was the warm weight under my trousers and the woman in the second row who’d put it there. Between lots I felt the diaper cool at the edges and stay hot where my cock pressed into the soaked front. I didn’t adjust it. I didn’t let my hand go anywhere near my belt. When the break came I thanked the room and sent everyone through to the front gallery, where her staff were pouring coffee at the far end of the building. Then I laid the gavel on the podium and walked off the lit floor at exactly the pace I use when a sale is only a sale.

The office door shut behind us, a heavy oak door from the days when the building was a bank, and she turned the lock.

“On the desk,” Maeve said.

The wide desk had been cleared. She put a hand on my chest and I lay back on it, and the wet diaper shifted under me, heavy, a little warmth squeezing out against my thigh. She undid my belt, slipped my shoes off one at a time, and worked my trousers down and off and laid them over the chair. The fuller cut had done its job; the cloth was dark only on the inside of the left leg, where nobody could have seen it. Underneath, the diaper was swollen and yellow across the front, the tapes straining at my hips.

“Hard,” she said. “Through the whole call.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you did when I touched it.”

“I let go. And I kept the call.”

She peeled open the tapes and folded the front of the diaper down, and cool air hit my cock and balls and the wet skin of my stomach. The smell of my own piss came up, sharp and warm. She didn’t wrinkle her nose. She looked at what she’d made me do and nodded once, as if a piece had sold exactly where she’d hoped.

“Knees apart for me.”

I opened them. She took a packet of wipes from the desk drawer, the same drawer where a fresh diaper had been waiting since the preview. The first wipe was cold. She ran it from the base of my cock down over my balls, slowly, and I hissed, and my cock jumped against her wrist.

“Hold still, darling.”

She wiped me again, under the head and along the shaft and into the crease where my thigh met my groin, then under my balls, then the inside of my left thigh where the leak had run. Each wipe went into the bin without her looking away from me. My cock stood up off my stomach, red at the tip.

“You called the top of that lot with this full,” she said. “I heard the bid. I didn’t hear you.”

“That was the job.”

“That was mine.” She rolled up the used diaper and set it aside. Her hand rested on my bare hip, warm, and my cock twitched before she’d even touched it. “Hands on the edge of the desk. No grabbing.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She stepped out of her heels and hiked up her skirt, with no ceremony about it at all, and climbed onto the desk with her knees on either side of my head. I saw the soft insides of her thighs, and then she lowered herself and I couldn’t see anything but her.

She was bare under the skirt. Heat came down over my mouth, her own clean, sharp smell, no perfume. She settled until my nose was pressed into the short hair above her clit and my mouth was open against her, and she was already wet. It slicked my lips the second she sat.

“Tongue,” she said.

I found her clit, small and firm under the hood, and licked. She made a low sound, not a word. Her hands came down flat on my chest, holding me to the desk, and her thighs closed a little over my ears, and the room went quiet except for the wet sound of my mouth and her breath above me.

I licked in a steady line, the way I’d keep a bid moving, no rush and no stop. She rolled her hips once and set herself exactly where she wanted me. My tongue slid lower, into the soft give of her, and then back up to her clit, because that was where her hips kept chasing me.

“There,” she said. “Stay right there.”

I stayed. I sucked gently and she tightened. One of her pearls brushed my forehead when she leaned forward, a little cool touch I couldn’t see, and I kept my tongue flat and slow on her clit, then faster when her breath got short.

My cock ached in the open air, and nobody was touching it. Precum cooled on my stomach. My hands stayed on the edge of the desk, my knuckles tight.

She ground down. I breathed through whatever gap she left me and licked harder, and her thighs shook, and a drop of her ran down my chin. I heard a rough little catch above me, and then she said my name once, not an order, just my name, and she came.

It rolled through her in pulses I could feel on my tongue. She pressed down and held still, her clit throbbing against my mouth, more of her spilling over my lips and chin, and I kept licking through it because she hadn’t told me to stop. Her hands fisted in my shirt. She rode the last of it in small quiet rocks, elegant even then, until the shaking eased and she lifted an inch off my mouth.

“Oh, you’re good at that,” she said, a little breathless, and my cock jumped, untouched, and a fresh bead of precum slid down the shaft.

She climbed off and stood beside the desk and looked at my face, wet from her, and at my cock standing up over my stomach. She didn’t wipe my mouth. She wrapped her hand around me instead.

Her palm was warm and dry at first, then slick from what I’d leaked. She stroked me from the base to the head, one slow full pull, and my hips came up off the desk before I could stop them.

“Down,” she said.

I put my ass back on the wood. She stroked again, thumb over the head, a twist, and down, and every pull dragged a low, helpless noise out of me.

“You didn’t refuse me anything out there,” she said.

“I wasn’t going to.”

“Then tell me what you want.”

“I want to come.”

“Where?”

“On my stomach. Please.”

She stroked faster, a plain wet sound. Her other hand cupped my balls, just holding them while she worked my cock. I watched her face, dry and patient, a pearl in each ear, the same woman who’d sat in the second row and touched one of them and made me flood myself in front of a full room.

“Maeve,” I said.

“Mommy,” she said. “In here.”

“Mommy. I’m close.”

“I know. I can feel it.”

She tightened her grip just under the head and stroked short and fast, and my thighs shook, and I couldn’t hold it. Cum shot up my stomach in a thick hot stripe, then another, weaker, across the hair below my navel. She kept stroking until she’d milked the last of it out of me and I was twitching and hissing, and only then did she stop.

I lay there breathing while my cock softened in her fist. She took a fresh wipe and cleaned my stomach in long passes, my cock, my balls, the crease of my thigh, with the same unhurried care as before. Then she took a plain white diaper from the drawer, my size, as thick as the one she’d taken off.

“Hips up.”

I lifted them. She slid it under me, dry and cool, brought the front up over my soft cock and smoothed it flat, and taped it on one side at a time, snug but not cruel. She pressed the front once with her palm, checking the fit, and my spent cock stirred under all that clean padding.

“Dry,” she said. “For now.”

She worked my trousers back up my legs and put my shoes back on me, and I sat up when she told me to, and she buttoned the trousers over the fresh diaper. The fuller cut closed without a pull. Belt. Shirt tucked in. She did all of it herself, quick and sure, the way she might dress a piece for the sale floor. Then she poured me a tall glass of water from the carafe on her shelf and stood there while I drank every drop, and then she filled it again and watched me drink that one too.

“In the second half,” she said, “I’m going to touch the earring twice.”

The diaper sat thick between my legs and I could still taste her. My voice came out level anyway.

“Not twice,” I said. “Three times.”

She didn’t argue. She finished the last button at my waist and looked at my pocket square, which had gone a little crooked when I lay down.

“Three times, then.”

My cock gave a dull throb inside the clean diaper. She saw it in my face, or in the front of my trousers, and she didn’t smile, but something in her eyes did.

She straightened the red square with two fingers until it sat exactly the way it had when the sale began.

“Sell the last lot slow,” she said.

❦

The second half opened at nine. Every chair in the white room was still taken, the same invited crowd that had filled it at the start of the night, and the coffee at the break had made them louder.

“Lot twenty-one,” I said. “I’ll open at six hundred.”

The fresh diaper sat dry and thick under the fuller cut, and I could feel the tapes at my hips whenever I breathed. I worked the room the usual way, my eyes moving, my hands easy on the wood, and I didn’t let myself look at the second row more than once a lot.

A few lots in, she touched the earring.

Two fingers on the left pearl, a small, tidy movement, the kind of thing a woman does a dozen times a night without thinking. Nobody else in that room would have seen anything in it. I was in the middle of taking a bid from the aisle, and my body answered before my head did.

I let go on the next number. It came slowly this time, a warm push behind my cock that spread through the clean padding while I took the next bid, and the heat crawled down under my balls and stayed there. My cock thickened into it. I kept my hands still and sold the lot, and my voice didn’t move at all.

Then she touched it again.

I was ready for it this time, and that made it worse. She’d watched me drink two glasses of her water at the break, and this one came much harder than the first, a real stream into padding that was already soaked. I felt it reach the edges. I felt the leg cuffs take it and only just hold, and a thin warm line slipped along the inside of one thigh, past the elastic, and stopped. I stood very straight. I called the lot sold and heard my own voice come out half a step lower than I’d meant it to.

Maeve didn’t look at my trousers. She looked at the piece on the easel with mild interest, as if she might bid on it later.

The fuller cut held, and the padding didn’t show. And my cock was hard in the wet because of it, because I was standing in front of all those people soaked to the skin and not one of them knew.

Near the end, she touched the pearl a third time.

There wasn’t much left in me, and somehow that made it worse. It came in a short hot spurt and then a dribble that wouldn’t stop, and the padding was already full and had nowhere to put it, so it pooled under my balls, swollen and hot. My cock jumped in it. I was calling twenty-eight hundred, and the number caught in my throat for half a beat. I swallowed and said it again, clean.

“Twenty-eight hundred. I have twenty-eight. Selling.”

The gavel came down, and my hand was steady on it. Inside the suit I was soaked from my cock back to the crack of my ass, and hard, and leaking clear into the piss every time my pulse went.

I sold the next one in under a minute without once looking at the second row.

And then it was the last lot. The room went quiet the way a room always goes quiet for the last lot. In the second row Maeve kept her hands in her lap. She didn’t touch the earring again. She didn’t have to.

The red square sat where her two fingers had put it at the break. I looked down at it once. Then I gave my eyes back to the room.

“Lot forty,” I said, slowly, one bid at a time, as she’d told me. “The last piece of the night. Who’ll start it for me?”

A hand came up at the back. I let it stay up there a moment before I took it.

“I have three thousand,” I said, and I didn’t chase the next number. I waited for it. “Three thousand. Who’ll make it thirty-five hundred?”

Another hand, fourth row. I nodded to it.

Maeve’s hands stayed in her lap and her face didn’t change. My cock thickened in the wet padding while I was still calling, simply because she was watching me and hadn’t said a word, and the swell pushed the head into heat that was already piss. I kept my voice level. I counted the quiet.

A paddle came up on the side aisle at four thousand, and then the room went completely still, the way it does when two people want the same thing. Nobody coughed. I know that kind of quiet. You don’t talk over it. You let it work.

“Fifty-two hundred,” I said at last, taking the last bid, the top price of the whole night. “Fifty-two hundred. Going once.”

I waited. The diaper pulled when I shifted, thick and wet, the plastic warm where my ass sat in it, and the last of what was in me went then, without any signal from her at all, a slow warm leak into the full padding while I held the room on that number.

“Going twice.”

The gavel was smooth in my palm. I let the quiet run one breath longer than anybody in that room could stand, and in the second row the only person who knew what the warning was really for sat perfectly still. I dropped my voice on the first word and lifted it on the second.

“Fair warning.”

I brought the gavel down. “Sold. Fifty-two hundred. Lot forty is sold.”

People started to move, coats and low voices and chairs scraping. I stepped down off the podium with the padding swinging a little between my thighs, and walked off like a man who’d just closed the best sale of his life. I suppose I had.

When the guests and the staff had gone and the lock on her office door turned behind us, her hand was on the small of my back before I’d even got my coat off my arm.

My signed fee contract lay face up on the desk. Until that night it had been an invoice, as plain as the license in my wallet that lets me stand up anywhere in this city and say sold. I looked at it. My cock pushed against the wet front of the diaper, and she hadn’t touched me yet.

“Stand there,” Maeve said.

I stood.

She opened her purse, took out a one-dollar bill, and laid it on the contract, square, the way she’d lay down anything she meant to keep. Her voice stayed low. It always did.

“I bid one dollar,” she said.

“On what?”

She looked at the front of my trousers, where the fuller cut hid some of the bulk, but not from her.

“On the contract,” she said. “The one you signed. Call it, darling.”

I was hard while she was still talking, the head of my cock rubbing against the wet lining every time I breathed. She saw the cloth shift. She always sees what I don’t say.

She smiled, barely, and my cock jumped and another thin leak soaked in. I kept my face as still as I keep it at a podium.

“One dollar,” I said, in my room voice, made smaller for her desk. “I have one dollar on the contract. Do I hear two?”

There was nobody else in the room. She waited, and she made me wait too.

“One dollar. Going once.”

Her hand rested on the bill. She didn’t lift it.

“Going twice.” I held it there as long as I’d held the last lot, and then I gave her the two words, quietly, the drop and the lift, just as she’d first said them back to me in her empty sale room. “Fair warning. Sold. One dollar. The lot is sold.”

“To whom?”

“To you.”

“Say all of it.”

“Sold to you, Mommy. For one dollar.”

Sold to the one bidder I’d have picked out of the whole city, and I’d called it myself. She slid the bill to one side of the paper. She didn’t smile.

“Are you still wet from the second half,” she said, “or did you add to it out there?”

“From the second half. And a little more on the last lot, without your signal. I got hard in it. That’s all.”

“I’ll see for myself.” She pressed two fingers to the front of my trousers, slowly, so the padding gave and the hard shape of me showed through all that warm thickness. “Trousers down to your ankles. The diaper stays on.”

I opened my belt and pushed my trousers down. They caught on my shoes and stayed around my ankles like a hobble. The diaper was plain white and thick and swollen dark across the front, hanging a little between my thighs. I could smell myself on the air, warm and strong, with the wipes from the break still faintly underneath it.

She looked, and said what she saw.

“Wet. You called the last lot in that, and you kept your voice.”

“Yes.”

“Bend over the desk.”

I didn’t move for a second. My mouth wanted to make a joke, a clean line, the kind that owns a room.

“I can stand for it,” I said.

“I said bend,” she said, no harder, no louder. So I bent. My chest met the wood, my cheek beside the contract, the dollar bill at the edge of my eye. My ass was up, my trousers holding my feet, the diaper pulled tight across me.

She leaned down to my ear. “Stay.”

Behind me a drawer opened. I heard straps, and a buckle, and then another buckle pulled snug, and I knew the sound of her checking a thing before she used it.

“Look back,” she said.

I looked. Maeve, with her pearls still in and her blouse still buttoned, a harness around her hips and a cock strapped into it, plain and thick. She stroked it once with her hand, short, like a tool she’d just set right. My hole clenched before she was anywhere near me.

“Eyes front.”

I put my face back down on the desk.

Her hands came to the back of the diaper and found the tapes. She opened them one by one, a dry rip each time, and folded the back panel down. The wet front stayed up, cupped under my cock and balls, still holding all of it. The air was cool on my bare hole, and the smell came up stronger with the back open.

“You didn’t ask me to change you,” she said.

“No.”

“You wanted this one left on.”

“Yes.”

“Then ask me to open you.”

I didn’t ask with words. I pushed back toward her hand.

She spread me with one palm and pressed a dry finger against my hole, not in, just there, harder than before.

“Ask me,” she said. “Now.”

“Open me,” I said. “Mommy. Please open my hole.”

She took the lube from the drawer. It was cool on her fingers and then on me. She didn’t rush. One finger at the ring, waiting until I pushed back, and then in, slowly. She turned it and found the place inside that makes me leak, and pressed it once, plainly, like a fact on a page.

My cock jerked in the wet front, and a string of slick left the tip and slid down into the soaked padding.

“There,” she said. “Tell me what I’m touching.”

“The place inside that makes my cock drip,” I said, “and it’s all going into the front of the diaper.”

I made a sound I’d never make at a podium. She worked a second finger in beside the first, opening me, while her other hand held the diaper at my hip so the front wouldn’t slide off my cock.

“More,” I said.

“You don’t set the pace in here.” She fucked me with her fingers until I was slick and loose around them, and then pulled them out, and the head of the strap-on touched me, wider, slick, and she held it there.

The two words were on the back of the contract under my cheek, initialed. They’d have ended it, and they’d have cost me nothing. I wanted her cock more.

“You’ve got something in your mouth,” she said.

I nodded against the desk.

“Out loud. Are you using it?”

“No.”

“Then take what you asked for.”

She pushed. The head stretched me, a burn, then a give, then the thick slide past the ring. I breathed out hard through my nose with my hands flat on the wood. She didn’t slam into me. She fed it in a little, then paused, then a little more, and I felt my ass take her cock because I wanted it to, and the dollar only made it official.

“How much?” she said.

“The head’s in. I’m open around it. It burns, and then it doesn’t.”

She gave me more, halfway, and stopped, and the stop was worse than the push. My hole fluttered. A steady thread ran out of my cock into the diaper.

“Halfway,” I said, before she could ask. “I can take the rest. I want the rest.”

“You will.” She pressed in until her hips met my ass. The harness was warm. She was all the way in, the head of it resting right on that place inside, and my cock drooled into the padding, hot into hot. My balls hung in the wet front, brushed by the soaked lining whenever she shifted.

She put both hands on my hips and held me exactly where she wanted me.

“Count them for me,” she said.

She drew back, and the drag made me cling to her, and she pushed in, and I said one. Then two, then three, the same deep place every time, my cock kicking out a drop on every stroke. I could hear it in the padding, a small wet sound under the sound of her hips against my ass.

“Who’s fucking you?”

“You are.”

“Use the name you use in this room.”

“Mommy.” It came out on the next stroke. “Mommy’s fucking my ass.”

“Again. While I do it.”

“Mommy,” I said, and she thrust, and I said it again, and she thrust again, and the count broke up completely into her name. She found a pace, not fast but deep, every stroke landing on that same place. The front of the diaper was a soaked pouch by now, heavy enough that it swung a little under me every time she pulled me back onto her.

She didn’t touch my cock. The strap-on did the work inside and the wet padding did the work outside, rubbing over the head every time my body rocked.

“Tell me what’s dripping,” she said.

“My cock. Into the front. The diaper’s taking it all. I haven’t touched myself.”

“And you’re not going to.” She fucked me steadier. The edge of the desk bit into my thighs, and the dollar bill lifted and settled. “You’re going to come in it. No hands. Tell me when it starts.”

The heat sat low in my balls. My hole clamped on her and wouldn’t let the next stroke be a small one.

“It’s starting,” I said. “Mommy. I’m going to come in my diaper.”

“Then come.”

She fucked me right through it, her hands on my hips, and I came without anything touching me, bent over her desk, the first shot leaving my cock in a hard pulse and sinking into the wet that was already there. I called out to her while it was happening.

“Mommy. Mommy, I’m coming. In the diaper. It’s coming out of me.”

Another pulse, and another, cum pumping into the front with the piss and the slick, the diaper getting heavier and hotter, the plastic bowing out under the mess. My hole clenched on her in time with each one. I shook, and I didn’t take my hands off the desk. She kept going in short strokes, staying deep, right on that place while I emptied out.

“I can feel it,” she said, close, her voice still low. “Your cock’s kicking. The diaper’s taking every drop. And you never touched it.”

That pulled one last weak spurt out of me, and I groaned into the wood. My legs shook inside the hobble of my trousers, and the front of the diaper was a hot soaked weight, the head of my cock too sensitive, still drooling.

She didn’t pull out.

Her hands left my hips and came to the diaper at my waist, both of them, holding the wet thing on me so the whole mess stayed cupped against my cock and balls. She pushed her hips in all the way and stayed there. Then she started to grind.

Small circles, her hips against my ass, the cock inside me stirring instead of thrusting, a deep grind that kept me open and full. I felt the harness working. I felt her using my ass to get herself there.

“My clit’s right on the base,” she said, plainly. “Stay still for me.”

I stayed still. My hole gripped her. Every grind pushed a last smear of cum out of me into the wet.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“You. Deep in my ass. You’re grinding, and your hands are holding my diaper on, and my cum’s in the front with the piss.”

Her hips rolled tighter and her breathing changed, though she stayed quiet. “Ask me.”

“Come, Mommy. Come with your cock in my ass. Please.”

She ground harder. Her hands tightened on the diaper and pulled me back until there was no space at all between her hips and me. I felt her thighs start to shake, and her pearls clicked once, softly, when her head moved. She came the way she did everything else, without a shout, in one long press, a few tight grinds and then a stillness deep inside me, the harness jerking as her body did, a low sound in her throat. She worked her clit against the base until the shaking passed through her and into me, and her hands never let go of the diaper.

“There,” she said, almost nothing. “There.”

She stayed in me while it finished, and I felt her ease. The office smelled of lube and sex and the diaper.

She pulled out slowly and left me open and wet and empty. She put her hand flat on my back and kept it there until my legs stopped shaking. The harness came off and landed on the chair.

“Up,” she said.

I stood up. Trousers at my ankles, the diaper open at the back, the front soaked and heavy and sagging off my soft cock. She looked at it, and then at my face.

“You sold,” she said.

“I sold.”

She turned me toward the wall. Between two of her pieces an empty gallery frame was hanging, the glass clean. My license was in my wallet on the chair, the thing I check every other night of my life before I walk out the door. She picked up the contract instead.

She turned it so I could see the back. My initials, and hers. The words no sale, written down and initialed and never once said.

“This stays on the back,” she said. “You didn’t use it.”

“I didn’t use it.”

She slid the contract into the frame face out, the fee and the two signatures toward the room, the stop word on the back where it would hang and never be spoken. She hung the frame between the two pieces and straightened it until it sat level. Then she looked at me.

My hand went to the red square. I pulled it out of my pocket, creased from the long night, and held it out to her.

She took it with two fingers and tucked it into the corner of the frame, a small red flag at the edge of the paper, where she’d see it from her desk.

“It stays with the paper,” she said.

“Yes, Mommy.”

Then she took the ruined diaper off me, sat me down on the leather sofa, and got the wipes and a fresh diaper from her drawer. She cleaned me just as she had at the break, slowly and everywhere, my cock and my balls and the crease of each thigh and the lube still slick on my hole, and she taped the dry one on snug and pulled my trousers up over it herself. Then she sat down beside me and put her arm around me, and neither of us said anything for a long while. I was more tired than I’d been after any sale of my life, and happier, and I let my head rest against her shoulder.

So the contract hangs on her office wall now, with no sale on the back of it, never used. I still call sales all over the city, and I still have the best voice in any room I walk into, and I stand at the podium padded whenever she tells me to. And every year, I call hers.

If you want more like this, read ABDL at Work next


Daddy Breeds His Diapered Blacksmith and Tapes the Creampie In — Daddy Dom Breeding ABDL

Most of what I make, people walk right past without looking at. A railing on somebody’s porch steps. A gate at the end of a gravel drive. Hooks for a mudroom, a fire poker, and now and then a kitchen knife for a cook who heard about me from another cook. Nobody stops to admire a railing. They just grab it on the way down the steps on an icy morning, and it holds, and they never think about it again. I like that. I like being the reason something holds.

The forge sits on a county road about four miles out of town, an old brick building with a tin roof and two big wooden doors that swing open onto a yard of packed gravel and weeds. There are two fires in it, one at each end, each with its own anvil and its own sooty hood, and a long workbench down the back wall scarred by a hundred years of people setting hot things on it. By my anvil stands the bucket I cool my iron in, which is really an old water barrel sawed down to the height of my hip, black inside and always a little greasy on top. Up a ladder at the back is the loft where I sleep.

That Tuesday a man drove out about a railing for his front steps. He wanted twisted bars, he wanted a scroll at the bottom of each post, and he wanted it for about half of what that costs, and he told me so with the easy smile of a man who has never once priced steel.

“That’s a lot of railing for that money,” I said.

“I figured somebody just getting started might want the work.”

“I’ve been here four years,” I said. “I’m not starting anything. I’m finishing your railing, or I’m not. That’s the price.”

He paid the deposit. They usually do. People trust a woman with burn freckles up both forearms who doesn’t bother to be charming. My mouth works fine for prices. It was everything else it wouldn’t say.

I’d turned thirty that spring, and I’d had the forge, or half of it, since I was twenty-six. My name is on one line of the lease, and for the last year or so Emile’s has been on the other. Half the rent each, half the floor each. Before him the other half belonged to an old man who made weathervanes and talked to them while he worked, and when he retired, I put a card on the board at the feed store in town. Emile was the one who called.

He’s a farrier, which means he spends his days driving from one client’s barn to the next with his tools in his truck, and he wanted a fire to come back to at night, somewhere to make his shoes and, I think, somewhere to be that wasn’t an empty kitchen. He came out on a Sunday to look the place over. He was a big man, bigger than me, and I’m not small, with broad shoulders and a short beard going gray at the chin, in a canvas work shirt gone soft at the collar and boots that had been resoled more than once. He looked about forty-five, maybe a little past it. I noticed his hands first, because I always notice hands, the way other women notice shoes. His were huge and scarred across the knuckles and very steady.

“You’re Petra,” he said, and held one of them out. “I’m Emile. We talked on the phone. You sounded like you’d rather be hitting something.”

“I usually would,” I said.

He laughed at that, low and easy, and the laugh went all the way up into his eyes. “Then we’ll get along fine. I don’t talk much, and I won’t ask you to either.”

He walked the whole floor slowly, and he laid his palm flat on the old man’s anvil and left it there a while, the way you’d feel a stove to see if anybody had used it lately.

“Which side’s yours?”

“That one,” I said, and pointed.

“Then this one’s mine, if you’ll have me,” he said. “I’ll keep to it. I work late, though. If my hammer keeps you up, you bang on the floor and I’ll quit for the night.”

“It won’t keep me up,” I said, which turned out to be true and a lie at the same time.

He signed the next week. Since then our days have run the same way. He leaves before I’m up and comes back around dark and lights his fire and works until late. We don’t talk much. He borrows my tongs and brings them back cleaner than he took them. I borrow his rasp and don’t. Once, after he saw me hiss over a spark on my wrist, he left a tin of burn salve on my anvil without a word, and I used it, and I never thanked him, and he never seemed to need me to.

But he says my name. That was the trouble, if I’m honest about where it started. Most people say Petra fast, like it’s something to get past on the way to the sentence. He said it slowly, like he was setting it down somewhere careful.

“Petra,” he said one night, looking over from his fire. “You’re holding that hammer like it owes you money.”

“It does,” I said. “Everything in here owes me money.”

“Mm.” He watched me hit the bar twice more. “Loosen your hand. You’ll last longer.”

I don’t take advice from anybody, and I loosened my hand, and then I felt my face go hot over nothing and turned back to the fire so he wouldn’t see. He didn’t look again. I kept feeling the place on my back where he hadn’t looked.

There’s a crate at the foot of my bed up in the loft that nobody has ever seen into, because nobody but me has ever climbed that ladder.

It started the first winter I lived up there. I was on my own for real, with my own fire and my own door and nobody to answer to, and that’s when a want I’d been half carrying for a while finally got loud enough that I did something about it. The old man went home every night at six, and after that the whole building was mine, the cold, the tick of the tin roof, the wind finding every gap in the brick. One night I ordered a pack of adult diapers. Thick ones, plain white, nothing on them. I had them sent to the post office in town instead of the forge, as if the mail carrier was going to open the box and judge me.

The first night I wore one, I turned the lamp off and lay on my back on the iron bed I’d built myself out of bar stock, and I didn’t move for a long time. It was warm, and thick between my thighs, and it crinkled every time I breathed. Something in me went quiet that had never been quiet before. My shoulders came down. My jaw let go. And at the same time I was wet, so wet it scared me, and I put my hand on the front of it and pressed, and I came almost before I’d started, biting my own arm so the empty building wouldn’t hear me. Then I lay there in the dark and felt ashamed of myself, a grown woman who could forge a gate, lying in a diaper in a loft. And then I did it again.

After that it was a habit, and then it was more than a habit. And it wasn’t only the diapers, although the diapers were the only part I could buy. There were two other things I’d never said out loud to anybody, not to the couple of men I’d taken to bed over the years, nice enough men who asked if everything was okay and used a condom without being asked. I wanted a Daddy. Not a boyfriend, not a nice man. An older man, steady and heavy-handed, who would put me in the diaper himself and check it whenever he liked and call me his girl. And I wanted to be bred. I don’t mean the polite word for it. I mean I wanted a man to come inside me, deep, and tell me to keep it there, and tape me up with it in.

I’d never said that sentence to a living soul. It sat behind my teeth like a nail I was holding while both my hands were busy.

So I didn’t think much of it, at first, when Emile started lighting his fire at night. It was noise, that was all. I’d climb up after I banked mine, and below me his hammer would start, and the floor of the loft would carry it up into the frame of my bed. He has a slow rhythm, slower than mine. Three strikes, a pause while he turns the iron, three more. You could set a clock by it. I’d lie in the dark, in my diaper, with my hands flat on the blanket, and listen to it, and tell myself I was listening to it because it was there.

Then I started timing things. I’d wait to put the diaper on until I heard his fire roar up. I never touched myself while he worked, not at first. I’d just lie there, padded and warm and listening to a man’s hands working iron right below me, and I’d get so wet I’d have to press my thighs together. That was the rule I made. Listen, don’t touch. I kept it longer than I expected to.

The next step felt like nothing when I took it. One morning I woke up late, his truck already gone, and I was still in the diaper from the night before, dry and warm. I thought about taking it off. Then I thought, nobody’s here. I went down the ladder in it and put my work trousers on over it and my leather apron over that, and I lit my fire. All morning I could feel it. Every time I set my feet to swing, the padding pushed up between my legs. Every time I bent for the tongs, it crinkled under the trousers, a quiet plastic sound that only I could hear. I made a set of hooks that morning, the best I ever made, and I couldn’t tell you a thing about making them.

After that, it was most days. I’m not proud of how fast it went. I’d tape one on before I came down the ladder, and it would stay on under the trousers and the apron all day while I made railings and argued with customers about money. Nobody could tell. The first time I was still wearing one when Emile’s truck came up the gravel at dusk, I stood at my anvil with my heart going like a bellows, and he came in and nodded at me and went to his fire, and nothing happened. I was so wet by the time I climbed the ladder that night I didn’t even make it under the blanket.

Then one evening I bent to pick my tongs up off the floor and the diaper crinkled, loud, louder than it ever had, and I knew he was close enough to hear it. He was at the long workbench with his rasps. I froze bent over. I didn’t breathe.

“You all right?” he said.

“Fine,” I said. “Back’s stiff.”

He looked at me a beat too long. Not at my back, at my face, and then back down at his work, and I went to my fire and hit a bar of iron that didn’t need hitting until my arms burned. I wore one the next day anyway. I was going to keep doing it until something happened, and maybe I wanted something to happen, and I didn’t like knowing that about myself.

That was the week I started the ring.

I’d never worn one. Rings catch on things, and in my work that’s how you lose a finger. But I’d been thinking about a plain iron band for my own hand, something heavy and round that said I belonged to something. Nobody was going to give me one, so I figured I’d make it myself, which is the kind of logic you get from a woman who sleeps in a diaper above her own forge. It’s harder than it looks to make something that small come out round.

Emile came over to the workbench one night while I was holding it in the tongs, frowning at the join.

“What’s that going to be?” he asked.

“A ring,” I said.

“Whose?”

“Mine.”

He looked at it, and then at my hand, the bare fingers with the burn spots across the knuckles, and he smiled, slow, the way he does everything. “Lucky finger,” he said, and went back to his fire.

I stood there holding a hot ring in a pair of tongs and couldn’t have told you my own address.

That night, the night before everything, I worked on the ring until late. I couldn’t get the join to close clean, and I kept heating it and fussing with it and making it worse, and finally I set it on the anvil and banked my fire. I said goodnight, which I don’t usually do, and he said, “Night, Petra,” without looking up, and I went up the ladder with my legs feeling strange under me.

I took off my trousers and the diaper I’d worn all day, which was still dry, and taped on a fresh one, a thick one, snug at the hips. I lay back on the iron bed. The loft was warm from the fires underneath it. Below me his hammer started up again. Three strikes. A pause. Three more.

I broke my rule.

I put my hand flat on the front of the diaper and just pressed, and the padding pushed up against my pussy, and I was already so wet I could feel it spreading. Below me the hammer came down, and I pressed in time with it without meaning to. Three. Pause. Three. Then I let myself think it, all of it, the way I never let myself think it while he was right there.

I thought about the hammer stopping. I thought about his boots on the ladder, one rung at a time, slow, the whole frame of the loft creaking under the weight of him. I thought about him standing at the foot of my bed in the dark, looking down at me lying there in a diaper, and not laughing. Not even surprised. Just looking, the way he looks at iron to see if it’s ready.

“Let me check you, girl,” he’d say, in that slow voice.

My hips came up off the mattress. I rubbed harder, the heel of my hand right over my clit through all that thick padding, plastic and padding and my own slick heat pressed against me. I thought about his big scarred hand pushing mine away and laying itself flat where mine was. I thought about him peeling the tapes, one and then the other, and opening the front, and looking at my cunt with the same patience he gives everything. I thought about him saying Daddy’s here. I bit my lip so hard it hurt.

And then I thought the worst thing, the thing I’d never let myself picture all the way through. Him on this bed with me, on the frame I built, his weight pressing me down into the mattress, his cock in me slow and deep, and me saying it out loud, breed me, and him doing it. Coming inside me. Holding still while he did it. Then taking a fresh diaper out of the crate and taping it on me over his cum, tight, and laying his hand on the front, and telling me to keep it in.

I wet. I hadn’t decided to. It came out of me in a hot rush that soaked into the padding under my hand and spread back between my thighs, and the diaper went heavy and warm against me, and the shame of it and the heat of it hit me at the same time and didn’t cancel out. They stacked. I ground against the soaked front with two fingers, then my whole palm, chasing it, my breath coming apart.

“Daddy,” I whispered. I’d never said it out loud before, not even alone. It came out of me so easily.

I came hard, clenching on nothing, my pussy pulsing under the wet padding, my heels digging into the mattress. A sound came out of me that I couldn’t stop, a raw one, much too loud for a loft with nothing between it and the floor below but some old boards.

The hammer stopped.

I went still with my hand pressed between my legs and my heart slamming. The silence went on and on. I could hear the coals tick down there. I couldn’t hear him at all, and I lay there in a soaked diaper with my face burning in the dark, waiting for him to call up and ask if I was all right, which would have been the end of me.

He didn’t call up. After a long while the hammer started again. Three strikes. A pause. Three more. Just as even as before.

I didn’t take the diaper off. I slept in it, and in the morning I woke up sticky and ashamed and absolutely sure I’d never be able to look him in the face again.

I looked him in the face that same evening, because we share a building and there’s nowhere to hide in a forge. I’d worn a fresh one all day under my trousers, because by then I couldn’t seem to stop, and his truck came up the gravel just as the light was going. He came in and set his tools on the long workbench and looked over at me for a second. Then he said, “Evening, Petra,” the way he always did, and I let out a breath I’d been holding since breakfast.

We worked. I fussed with the ring again and gave up again and left it on the anvil. He sat at the workbench with his rasps and a row of shoes, the sound of it steady and dry. When it was full dark he went to the big doors and dropped the bar across them, the way he did every night he meant to stay late. Nobody came out this far after dark, but he said a barred door let a person think. Then he went back to his rasps and banked his fire down to a red glow.

I banked mine. I had one more piece to dip, and then I’d go up the ladder and not think about the sound his hammer made, or the way it had stopped.

❦

The big doors were barred from the inside. Both fires sat banked under gray ash, a dull red if you looked for it, and the forge had gone so quiet I could hear the leather of my apron creak when I breathed. I bent to the quench bucket by my anvil, and the apron swung forward off my hips, and the waistband of the thick white diaper rode up above my work trousers and crinkled, loud as paper, in the open air of the shop.

I’d only meant to dip the last piece and be done for the night. The ring I’d been fighting with all week lay cold on the anvil beside me, the join still rough, nowhere near fit for a finger.

“What’s that sound?”

Emile’s voice came from the dark on the far side of the bucket, slow and low. He’d been at the long workbench with his rasps. I hadn’t heard him cross the brick.

I stayed bent over the water. The last of the heat came off it into my face. “No,” I said. “It’s nothing.”

The lie was barely out of my mouth before my body went against it. There was a hot little push low in my belly, and then a thin warm spill I couldn’t pinch off, spreading in a small patch right against my pussy and soaking into the padding, warm in the middle and cooler at the edges. My clit jumped, sudden and mean, and I was slick under that patch before he’d so much as touched me.

His big hands came down on the rim of the bucket across from where mine would go, and he waited.

The water sat black and still between us. I watched his knuckles, thick through the joints and nicked white with old scars, and the patience in them made my thighs tighten.

“Tell me,” he said.

There was no push in it. He had all night, and so did I. The doors were barred, nobody else was on the property, and the lease on the wall had his name on one line and mine on the other. Neither of us was the other’s boss or landlord or anything but the man and the woman who shared a floor.

I put my own hands on the rim across from his. My mouth was dry, which was more than I could say for the diaper, and it crinkled again when I shifted my weight. His eyes went to the white band above my trousers and stayed there.

“I asked you to tell me,” he said, just as quiet. Then he waited again.

So I told him. It came out the way I talk when the hammer is still ringing in my head, short and straight, with nothing to soften it.

“I want a Daddy,” I said. “I want diapers. Thick ones. I’ve worn them to bed since I was twenty-six, and lately under my trousers too. I want somebody to check me. And I want to be bred. I want you to fill me and make me keep it in. I’ve never said any of that to anybody, and I’m tired of not saying it.”

His hands didn’t move. “How old are you?”

He asked it the way he’d ask for a measurement, plain and unhurried, like the answer mattered and he meant to get it right.

“Thirty,” I said. “I know my own mind.”

The patch in the diaper had gone cool against me, and I got wet all over again anyway, because he was still standing there waiting, and because I’d just said the whole thing out loud over a bucket of black water.

He looked at the waistband, shoved up by the apron and bunched where the trousers fought it. “I’m forty-six,” he said. “And I heard every word.”

He let that sit a while. Then, slowly, he said, “I’ll be your Daddy. I’ll check you, and I’ll change you, and I’ll breed you whenever you ask me to. And the lease stays split down the middle whatever you answer. That paper doesn’t move. Saying no to me costs you nothing.”

I stared at the water. My fingers were starting to ache on the rim.

“Did you hear the part about the lease?” he asked.

“I heard it.”

“Say it back to me.”

“The lease stays split,” I said. “Whatever I answer. It doesn’t move.”

“Good girl.”

Those two words landed low and stayed there. My clit throbbed against the cool wet patch and something deep inside me clenched on nothing at all. I made a small sound, and I hated that he could hear it, and I didn’t take it back.

“One more thing,” he said over the water. “If you say quench, it all stops that minute and the lease stays split. You say it, I stop. My hands come off you and we go back to the rent and the fires and nothing else. You understand me?”

“I understand.”

“Have you had a drink today?”

“No.” My voice came out rough. “Not all day. Water out of the tin cup, that’s all. I’m sober.”

He nodded once, his hands still on the rim. “Then you say yes out loud, or you say quench. I’m not going to guess what you mean.”

I knew exactly what that word would do, and I didn’t want it. I wanted his hands and the diaper and the breeding and whatever the morning looked like after, and I wanted it with a clear head, standing at my own bucket, saying it where he could hear me.

“Yes,” I said. The word went down onto the water and came back small. “Yes. Be my Daddy. Check me, change me, and breed me when I ask.”

“Once more.”

“Yes.”

He took his hands off the rim, and that was all the answer he gave. No speech, no reasons.

“Loft,” he said.

The ladder rang under his boots. I climbed after him with the diaper crinkling on every rung. My narrow iron bed took up most of the loft, the frame I’d welded myself out of bar stock, with the crate of my plain white diapers and a roll of tape against the wall.

His hands found my hips before I had both feet on the boards. He turned me so my back was to the bed and pushed the leather apron aside, and then he unbuttoned my work trousers, one button and then the next, like a man who saw no reason in the world to hurry. The trousers dropped to my boots.

The diaper was already wet, and he saw it. The front sagged warm and heavy between my legs, the white gone dark in a wide patch from the spill at the bucket and from how slick I’d been the whole way up. It crinkled when his knuckles brushed it.

The stop word was in my mouth, the way I keep a nail between my teeth when both my hands are full. I held it there and didn’t use it.

He laid his palm flat on the front. His hand was heavy and hot through the plastic, and it covered the whole dark patch and pressed the thick padding up against my pussy and my clit.

“You leaked,” he said. “Right here. You told me it was nothing, and this isn’t nothing. It’s soaked, and you’re wet underneath it. I can feel the heat coming off you.”

My knees went soft. He hadn’t even praised me and still I felt myself flutter. I grabbed the rail of the bed behind me.

“I...”

“Hush.” His palm stayed where it was, pressing, waiting. “You’re going to let the rest of it go, all of it, right here on my hand. And you tell me out loud when it starts.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He pressed harder, flat and sure, and said it again, just once. “Let it go.”

My belly answered before my mouth could. It was a deep loosening, the kind I’d only ever let happen alone in this bed with the lights out. There was pressure first, and then a hot push I couldn’t pretend away, and the first rush hit the inside of the diaper right under his palm, so sudden and scalding that the padding swelled against my pussy. Another came on its heels, a steady hot stream that flooded the front and soaked out past the old patch until the whole thick crotch of it was heavy and warm and pooling at the leg gathers. The front went tight under his hand, and every time he shifted his weight it gave a soft, wet crinkle. My clit throbbed in the heat of it. I had hold of his wrist and I didn’t push him away. It just kept coming, everything I’d been holding since the bucket, and then it ebbed, and I was standing in a soaked diaper with his hand still pressed flat to the front of it.

“It’s coming,” I got out, much too late, my voice cracking. “Daddy, it’s all of it. I can’t stop it.”

“That’s my girl.”

I pulsed at that, and a few last hot spurts left me just because he’d said it. Then I was empty and shaking and soaked through, the diaper heavy with piss and my own slick, sagging off my hips and warm as a rag pulled off the forge.

He looked down at what his hand was doing and pressed once, testing the weight. “Soaked through,” he said. “Heavy in the front. You’ve been hiding this under your trousers and you thought the crinkle would pass for nothing. Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed,” I said. The word was blunt in my mouth, and it fit there. “I pissed in my diaper. On your hand. All of it.”

“And before that?”

“I leaked at the bucket when I told you no. And I got wet. My pussy did. Before you touched me.”

“I know.” He peeled the tapes, and the diaper opened with a wet sound, the front falling away. Cool air hit my pussy and my clit and the soaked mess of my thighs. He didn’t take it off. He folded the front down and looked, and he told me what he saw. “Piss all over the padding. You’re slick and it’s running down into it. Your clit’s swollen. You’re shiny. And you haven’t asked me to touch you yet.”

“Touch me.”

“Ask properly.”

I swallowed. “Touch my clit, Daddy. Put your fingers in my pussy. Please. I need it.”

He made a low sound in his chest. Two thick fingers pushed into me, slow, while his thumb settled on my clit, and I was so wet he went in to the knuckle without any fight at all. I clenched around him and the sound of it was loud in that small loft. He worked them slowly, in and then curling, out to the first knuckle and back in deeper, and his thumb rubbed my clit in short heavy circles, not fast, the way he does everything, as if nobody on earth could rush him.

“You’re tight,” he said. “And you’re dripping down my hand. You came up that ladder wet. You were wet at the bucket while you were telling me it was nothing. Say it.”

“I was wet at the bucket.” My voice was shaking. His fingers found a spot inside me that made my knees buckle. “I was wet while I was hiding it. Daddy, don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping.” His other arm came around my waist, the apron creaking against his sleeve, and he held me up while he fucked me with those two fingers, slow and deep, his thumb never leaving my clit. The open diaper hung down at my thighs and crinkled every time I rocked onto his hand.

“You wanted a Daddy,” he said, curling harder, “and now you’ve got one. So you stand here and you come on my hand, and you don’t hide it from me. Tell me when you’re close.”

The heat was building low and mean. I could smell the banked coal downstairs and the clean plastic of the diapers in the crate, and under that the sharp smell of piss on the open padding and my own slick running down his wrist. Every curl of his fingers dragged across that spot until my belly went tight and my clit jumped under his thumb.

“Close,” I said. “I’m close. Don’t take them out.”

“I’m not taking them anywhere.” He pressed his thumb down harder and held his fingers deep, working that spot in small hard strokes, and he watched my face the whole time. “Come on my hand. Now.”

I came hard, with no pretty edge to it at all. My pussy clamped down on his fingers and pulsed, a long squeezing throb that ran up through my clit into my belly, and I made a raw sound into his shoulder. I soaked his hand. It ran down his wrist and dripped onto the wet diaper at my knees. He kept moving through all of it, slow and patient, until the pulses got smaller and I was shaking and open and still full of him.

“Good girl,” he said, low against my hair, and I fluttered around his fingers like those words were a third one.

He held still for a moment. “You finished, or are you still coming?”

“Finished,” I said, and then I shook my head, because he’d asked for honesty and he was going to get it. “Mostly. If you move, I might go again.”

He drew his fingers out slowly, and the drag of it made me gasp. Then he laid me on my back on the iron bed, pulled off my boots and the trousers after them, stripped the soaked diaper the rest of the way off, and dropped it by the crate, where it landed with a heavy crinkle. Then he opened his own trousers. His cock was thick and already hard, the head wet at the tip. He looked at my pussy, open and shining from coming on his hand, and then at my face.

“Tell me what you want,” he said. “Out loud. I don’t guess.”

“Breed me,” I said, and I didn’t dress it up. My voice was blunt and wrecked. “Breed me, Daddy. Fill me up. Come in my pussy and make me keep it in.”

He pushed my knees up. I had the rail of the bed in my fist, the rough weld I’d made myself under my palm. He set the head of his cock against me and waited one breath, watching my mouth, and then he sank in. Slowly. Deep. He stretched me open a little at a time until his hips met mine and I was full in a way his fingers had only promised. He was big. Once he was all the way in he held still, one hand on my hip and the other braced beside my head, and looked down at where we were joined.

“Taking all of it,” he said. “Squeezing me. You’re swollen from coming and you’re wet enough that I slid right in, and you’re still this tight. Can you feel that?”

“I feel it.” I could barely get the words out. “You’re so deep. Please move.”

He did, slow and deep. He drew out until he’d nearly left me and then slid back in with a long heavy stroke that pushed a sound out of my chest every time. The bed creaked on its welds. The sound of his cock in my wet cunt was loud in that little room, and he didn’t speed up when I begged him to. His hand was heavy on my hip, holding me exactly where he wanted me.

“Look at me,” he said.

I looked. His face was calm, and his eyes went to my mouth, to my nipples pulled tight against my shirt, to the place where his cock disappeared into me.

“Your nipples are hard,” he said. “Your clit rubs me every time I grind in. You’re dripping onto the mattress. Say it again.”

“Breed me, Daddy.” My voice broke on it. “Come inside me. I want your cum in my pussy, and I want you to tape a diaper on over it so I can keep it. Don’t pull out when you come.”

He grunted, and his next stroke went deeper. His balls pressed heavy and warm against my ass. I was wet enough that it was easy and still tight enough that I could feel every ridge of him, and when he ground in at the bottom of the stroke my clit dragged against the base of his cock and I jerked under him.

“You’re going to come again,” he said. It wasn’t a question.

“If you stay deep like that. Yes. If you keep doing that.”

He kept doing that, a slow grind and then a long pull and then all the way back in, again and again, and he talked to me while he did it, crude and quiet, just telling me what he saw.

“Listen to you,” he said. “So wet you’re loud. Taking Daddy’s cock like you were made to be bred. You asked for this at the bucket. You said yes sober. Now you’re getting it.”

“I’m getting it.” I locked my ankles behind his thighs. “Harder. Not faster. Harder. I want to feel it tomorrow at the anvil.”

He gave me harder, the same slow pace with more of his weight behind it, his hips meeting mine with a sound that went right down into the iron frame. I was close again and stupid with it, a new one building where his cock dragged across that deep spot.

“You’re going to take my cum,” he said. “All of it. Then a fresh diaper, taped on tight, with my hand on the front. You’ll work your fire in it in the morning. You’ll stand at that bucket with my cum in you and the diaper on. Do you hear me?”

“I hear you.” I was panting. “Breed me now. Please, Daddy, now. I’m going to come. Come with me. Fill me up.”

He fucked me through three more long strokes, slow and deep, and I felt him swell, thicker, and I came around him before he’d finished the third. My pussy clamped down and pulsed, milking him, and I cried out with no words in it at all. He shoved in to the root and held there, and I felt him come. Hot thick pulses flooded me, one after another, his hips jerking small and hard against mine while he emptied into me, and a low sound came out of his throat. He filled me until I could feel the heat and the weight of it, and a little pushed out around his cock and slid warm down toward my ass. He stayed buried. His hand came up to my face, not gentle for show, just holding it, and he watched me take it.

“All of it,” he said. “Stay open. Don’t push it out.”

“I won’t.” My voice was thin, and I was still fluttering around him, squeezing his cum deeper. “Keep it in me, Daddy.”

He only eased out once the last pulse had gone. I felt his cock leave me, the sudden empty of it, and then his cum sitting deep inside and starting to leak, a warm trickle over my hole and down between my cheeks. He didn’t let it get far. He reached into the crate without looking away from me, took out a fresh thick diaper, and slid it under my ass, the plastic cool and the padding thick. He brought the front up over my pussy and over my swollen clit, over all of it, and pressed the padding firm so the leaking stopped against it.

“Hold still.”

He taped it, left side and right, snug across my hips but not cruel. The diaper was clean and thick and it pressed his cum back up into me, and I could feel it trapped there, a warm heavy spot already forming low in the front where a little more slipped out. He ran his fingers along the tapes and the leg gathers, checking them. Then he laid his palm flat on the front, right over the place where his cum sat. It was the same hand that had felt me piss and the same hand that had made me come, and it didn’t move.

“This stays on in the morning,” he said. “With my cum inside it. You’ll work your fire in it. You’ll stand at that anvil with this diaper on under your trousers, and you won’t take it off until I tell you.”

He pressed once more, checking, and left his hand where it was. I lay under it, full and taped, in the bed I’d built myself, and I never once said quench.

❦

The hammer came down on the scroll, and the diaper shifted under my trousers, and his cum from the night before slid warm against my pussy. I set the iron back in the fire and stood still for a second with my legs a little apart, just feeling it sit there, taped in, thick and heavy and mine to carry until he said otherwise.

The big doors were shut and no customers were due. There was just the fire and the anvil and the long workbench, where my stack of plain white diapers and the tape and a wand were sitting exactly where he’d put them at dawn.

I turned the scroll. Every step made that soft thick sound under the wool of my trousers, and under that I could feel the wet of last night, not piss, only him, sealed in against me.

I had the hammer up again when I heard his boots on the brick.

“Come over to the bench a minute,” Emile said.

I put the hammer down. I clenched as I walked, and the cum smeared a little higher. I stood at the long workbench with my hands on the wood, and he came in behind me, big and unhurried, and hooked two fingers into the waistband of my trousers and then the waistband of the diaper, and pulled the front out and looked down into it.

“Dry,” he said.

My face went hot. The front was still white except where his cum had soaked a patch in the crotch, and I could smell the two of us mixed together.

“You slept in it and you’ve worked in it all morning,” he said. “And you haven’t wet it once.”

“I’ve been at the fire.”

“I can see that.” His fingers stayed in the waistband. “Wet it for me.”

My belly went tight. “No.”

He took his fingers out, and the diaper settled back against me, thick and warm.

“Not standing at the anvil,” I said. “I’ve got a scroll in the fire. I’m not going to piss my trousers in the middle of the floor.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment, and his hands stayed off me.

“Then it stays dry till closing,” he said, “and I check you on the low bench by the door. Or you do it at the anvil, now. That’s your choice to make, not mine.”

I looked at the scroll glowing in the coals. With his hand gone, the no was mine to keep or to take back, and I found I didn’t want to keep it. “The anvil,” I said. “Now.”

He walked past me to the anvil and stood there, looking at the scroll in the fire and then at my hammer lying where I’d left it.

“Come here, then.”

The diaper talked the whole way over. I stopped where he pointed, between him and the anvil, with the quench bucket by my knee and the hammer in reach. He laid his palm flat on my belly, over the wool and over the padding, heavy, but he didn’t press.

“Here?” he said, and waited.

The weight of his hand sat right over my bladder. I’d been holding since I came down the ladder, all morning, and every time I’d bent for the tongs the hold had gotten thinner. With his hand there it was hardly anything at all.

“Emile...”

“Daddy,” he said, gently, correcting me.

I got wet under the cum while he was still looking at my face. He felt the give in my belly and kept his hand perfectly still, patient and flat.

“Yes, Daddy. Here.”

Then he pressed.

The first leak was hot and small and I bit it off. It spread through the diaper right over my pussy, a warm coin of it, and the padding took it without a sound. My thighs shook. I grabbed the hammer, because my hand needed hold of something that wasn’t him.

“All of it,” he said.

I nodded, and let go. There was a longer spill, then a stop, and then it broke, and the heat ran out of me in a hard stream into the thick front. The diaper swelled against my clit. I could hear it, a soft rush inside the padding and not a drop on the brick, every bit of it caught. My trousers went warm at the crotch. It kept coming, more than I could have stopped if I’d tried, and his palm rode the swell as the diaper filled, heavy and hot, spreading back between my cheeks and forward until the whole front was sodden and sagging lower on my hips.

I was standing at my own anvil with the hammer in my hand, pissing myself because I’d said yes, and I’d never felt anything like it.

It went on for a long time, all of a morning’s holding. My knees wanted to bend and I locked them. A drop found the leg seam on my left thigh and cooled there, but it never reached the floor. Then the stream thinned to drips, and then there was nothing but the soaked weight and his hand still flat on me.

Under all that piss and his cum, my pussy was wet in an entirely different way. I hated that he’d know it. He already knew. His palm had felt every push.

“That’s my girl,” he said.

My clit throbbed against the wet diaper and I made a sound I hadn’t planned on making.

He took his hand away and looked at the damp spot on the wool at my thigh, and at the hammer still in my fist.

“Finish your scroll,” he said. “You’ll feel it every time you move. At closing you come to the low bench by the door. Don’t change it, and don’t hide it.”

Then he went out to his truck, because he had his rounds until closing, and I stood there dripping inside a diaper full of piss and his cum, with the hammer in my hand and the iron in the fire gone well past the color I wanted.

I turned the scroll anyway. Every strike jarred the wet bulk up against my clit. The quench bucket sat by the anvil the way it always had. Until the night it gave me my stop word, it had only ever been water for hot iron. Now I couldn’t look at it without clenching.

He barred the big doors at closing, iron dropping on iron, and the forge went quiet except for the coal settling.

“Bench,” he said.

I walked to the low bench by the doors. By then the diaper was cold at the edges and still warm in the middle, heavy and reeking of piss, and it crinkled so loudly in the shut forge that I felt it in my teeth.

He sat down on the bench and patted his thigh once.

I stood there. “I finished the scroll.”

“I saw that.” He looked at the wet patch on my trousers. “Over you go.”

I went over his knees, belly down, my ass up and my boots on the brick and my hands on the slats of the bench. He was solid as a beam under me, and his cock was already hard against my hip through his trousers. He undid my belt and pulled my trousers down to my boots, and when the air hit the soaked diaper I jerked. He peeled the tapes. The wet diaper came away from my ass with a sticky sound, and he folded it down so my ass was bare and the sodden front still cupped my pussy, hanging heavy between my thighs.

He laid his palm on my bare ass, warm and flat, and pressed once, the way he’d pressed my belly at the anvil.

“You want my hand?”

“I want it. Spank me, Daddy.”

“Then you’ll get it.” His hand stayed put. “I’ll do the counting. You keep still, and you don’t reach back.”

“How many?”

He didn’t answer that. His hand lifted, and came down.

The crack of it was loud in the barred forge, and the heat bloomed across my left cheek, flat and hot, just his palm and nothing else.

“One,” he said.

I gasped, and the wet diaper swung and slapped my thigh. The next one landed on the right cheek, with the same weight behind it, and he said, “Two,” in the same slow voice, and when I said his name he only said, “Three,” and laid that one in harder and put his other arm across my back to hold me down.

He counted every one of them out loud. The burn stacked up. I kicked once and his arm didn’t move. Somewhere around five, piss I’d thought I was finished with leaked fresh into the hanging diaper, a hot rush against my pussy, and the diaper got heavier between my knees.

“There,” he said. “Wet again. I see it.”

By seven my ass was on fire. Each smack landed full and patient, and he waited until I stopped kicking before he gave me the next. By eight the tears had come. I didn’t want them and they came anyway, hot on the bench, salt in my mouth, and I could feel my cunt dripping into the piss, slick and separate and running down to join the rest.

At ten I was sobbing. The stop word was right there, and I knew it was mine. It would stop his hand and the counting and the whole day, and he wouldn’t even be angry with me. I held it behind my teeth.

“It hurts,” I said after the twelfth.

“I know it does,” he said, flat and calm, his hand resting on my hot skin. “Do you want the rest?”

“Yes,” I said into my arm.

“Thirteen.”

I cried for real then, messy, my face pressed into my arm and my ass red and jumping under his palm. He didn’t speed up. He just counted. Fourteen, fifteen, and a fresh leak spurted into the diaper, and we both heard it, and his hand paused on my skin, feeling me shake.

“Don’t stop,” I said. “Daddy, don’t stop.”

Seventeen was the hardest one yet and I yelled. By eighteen my clit was pulsing every time the diaper swung back and touched it, the shame and the hurt and the want all piled up in the same place, and I ground once against his thigh, and he felt that too.

“Keep still,” he said, and gave me nineteen, and I kept still, crying, red, the diaper a soaked weight between my knees, his cum from last night long mixed into the piss and still in there somewhere against me.

“Twenty.”

His palm stayed down after that one, hot and heavy, and then it started moving in slow circles over the burn until my shaking eased off, and he let me just breathe there for a while.

“Red,” he said. “And crying. You did so well.”

I clenched so hard I moaned into the bench, and a little more piss slipped out of me, helpless.

He turned me onto my back on the low bench, my trousers still around my boots and my spanked ass screaming against the wood, tears all over my face.

“Open your legs.”

I opened them. The soaked diaper hung half off me, peeled back from my ass, the front still over my pussy, yellow and heavy, the tapes dangling. He pulled it back up with both hands and settled the soggy bulk over my cunt and pressed it there, and piss squelched out of the edges onto my sore skin, and he smoothed it flat over my clit.

“Stay just like that.”

He got the wand off the workbench. I heard it click, and the buzz started low, and he set the head of it on the front of the diaper, right where my clit was swollen under all that wet padding, and held it there.

The buzz went through the piss and the padding and straight into me, and I arched, and the bench bit into my spanked ass, and I cried out again, a different kind of cry.

“I’ve got you,” he said. He held the wand perfectly still. He didn’t grind it, he just held it. “You come when it takes you. Then you come again. And you keep your legs open.”

My clit was trapped under the wet padding with nowhere to go. I grabbed the edge of the bench, and my hips tried to lift into it, and he put his other palm on my belly, the same flat press as at the anvil, and kept me down.

“Look at me,” he said.

I looked at him, with tears on my face and my mouth open, and he watched me the way he watches iron come up to color.

The first one came fast, too fast, because the spanking had already brought me most of the way there. The buzz bored into my clit through the diaper and my belly jumped under his palm and I came, hard, my legs shaking, shouting his name and nothing else. My pussy pulsed and pulsed, and a little more piss leaked out of me because I couldn’t hold anything back anymore, and the diaper soaked it up. He didn’t move the wand.

“That’s one,” he said.

I tried to twist away from it. It was too much, my clit was screaming, and he just held the wand where it was and kept his palm on my belly, and the buzz went on.

“Daddy, I can’t...”

“Do you want it off?” he asked, and waited for the answer.

I shook my head. “Again,” I said.

I sobbed and stayed open for him. The raw, too-much feeling turned over slowly into something deeper and meaner than the first. My ass burned on the bench every time I jerked, and my nipples were hard under my shirt, and I wanted his mouth on them and didn’t ask. I just took what he was giving me.

“Please,” I said. “Please.”

“Ask for what you want.”

“Keep it there.”

He kept it there, and the second one rolled up out of me and broke. I yelled. My hips bucked against his hand and the wand and the diaper, and I came and kept coming, my clit pulsing under the wet bulk, the tears running back into my ears. He held the wand on me through all of it, until I was twitching and pushing weakly at his wrist.

Then he clicked it off. The sudden quiet was loud. I lay there gasping, the diaper soaked worse than ever, my ass red, my belly rising and falling under his palm.

He set the wand down on the bench and looked at my mouth.

“Down on your knees for me.”

My legs didn’t want to work, but I got off the bench anyway, my trousers tangled around my boots, and knelt on the cold brick. The diaper sagged off me, untaped, the piss cooling on my thighs.

He stood in front of me and opened his trousers. His cock came out thick and heavy, the head already wet, and I knew the smell of him from the load still trapped in the diaper.

“You want it in your mouth?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Then open up.”

I opened my mouth and he set the head on my tongue, salt and heat, and I closed my lips around him, and he let out a long slow breath.

“Hands on my thighs,” he said. “Your mouth’s going to be full, so if you need me to stop, you tap my thigh twice. That’s the same as saying quench. Otherwise you take what I give you.”

I put my hands on his thighs, solid as posts. He pushed in slowly, filling my mouth until my lips stretched and the head of him nudged the back of my throat. Then he drew back and pushed in again, a steady fuck of my mouth, his hand in my hair, not pulling, only holding me where he wanted me. I looked up at him. His face was calm, and his cock swelled on my tongue, and when I worked my tongue under the head his hips pushed deeper. Spit ran down him and onto my chin. I took him to the back of my throat and gagged once, and he eased off, and then gave it to me again, patient, not counting anything now, just using my mouth.

“You feel that?” he said. “That’s the load you don’t get in your cunt.”

I moaned around him, and his hand tightened in my hair.

“You want it inside you. I can see it. Your hips are working on nothing and you’re dripping into that piss. And you still haven’t asked me for it.”

I pulled off enough to talk, with spit stringing from my lip to his cock. “I want...”

He waited, but the rest wouldn’t come. So he put himself back in my mouth, not roughly.

“Not like that,” he said. “This one you suck, and you swallow. The next load goes in your cunt only when you ask me for it out loud. Clear words. Breed me, fill me, keep it in, whatever it is you mean. I won’t guess.”

I sucked harder. My eyes were streaming. He fucked my mouth in short pushes, the head sliding over my tongue, and at last his breathing went rough.

“Stay right there.”

He came in hot thick pulses straight onto my tongue, bitter and salty, a lot of it. I swallowed the first and my mouth filled again, and he held my hair and kept coming, his hips tight, a low sound in his chest, and I swallowed and swallowed until he was finished and softening on my tongue. A little leaked out at the corner of my mouth, and he pushed it back in with his thumb.

“Swallow.”

I swallowed, and when he tapped my chin I opened up and showed him my tongue.

“Good girl,” he said, and my whole body answered him. My knees were weak on the brick, my cunt was empty and aching, and my ass was on fire.

He tucked himself away. “Up you get.”

I stood, shaking, and he walked me to the foot of the ladder.

He stripped the wet diaper down my thighs and off. The air hit my soaked pussy and I hissed, and he dropped the used one in the old pail by the ladder he’d set out for that. Then he took a fresh one from the stack he’d carried over, thick and plain and white and empty.

“Lie back on the brick for me.”

I lay back on the brick, my sore ass on the cold floor, my thighs open, and he wiped me with a cloth, slowly, between my legs and over my clit, until I was clean and still swollen. Then he slid the fresh diaper under me. It was dry and thick and huge against my sore ass. He brought the front up over my pussy, pulled it snug, taped one side and then the other, the tapes crackling softly in the quiet, and pressed his palm flat on the front, over my clit, over that empty padding.

It was dry and empty. No cum in it, no piss. Just me, throbbing under his hand.

“This one stays empty until I check it,” he said. “You don’t wet it in the night unless you ask me first. You don’t take it off. You go up there and lie in your bed and you work out the words, and in the morning you say them out loud, or you don’t get filled.”

He pressed once, checking, the way he always did.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Go on up.”

I climbed, the fresh diaper crinkling on every rung, my ass hurting on each step, my mouth still tasting of him. At the top I lay down on the bed I’d built. Below me his side of the forge was quiet, and my ring sat unfinished on the anvil with its rough join, and I didn’t know anymore if I’d ever finish it.

I lay awake in the dark and moved my mouth without making a sound.

Breed me.

I’d said it before, underneath him, when he asked me for it. But saying it first, with nobody asking, it felt too small and too big at the same time. I clenched on nothing. The diaper stayed dry. I tried again, quieter, into the blanket, working the shape of it until my jaw ached.

Fill me. Keep it in.

Below me his boots crossed the brick once and stopped at the foot of the ladder. They didn’t come up.

I stared into the dark and held the asking in my mouth the way I’d held that other word all day, and I didn’t sleep.

❦

By noon the heat sat thick on the brick and both fires were up. Mine was roaring under a bar I meant to draw out before closing, and his sat lower and steadier, the way he keeps it for shoes. He had no calls that day, no customers were due, and nobody else was anywhere on the property.

I’d been carrying the asking around for days. The first morning it had stuck behind my teeth, and he’d kept his word and hadn’t filled me, and every day since it had gotten heavier. So I put my hammer down flat on the anvil, and the sound of it went across the forge and died, and I said it.

“Breed me tonight, Daddy.”

Emile didn’t look up right away. He had a shoe in his tongs, and he turned it once and looked at the toe and set it back in the fire. Then he nodded, just once, and went back to the row of shoes on his bench with the rasp in his big hand, slow strokes, iron dust on his wrist. That was all.

I picked the hammer up again. My palm was already damp on the handle, and it wasn’t from the bucket.

I’d had the diaper on under my work trousers since morning, thick and plain and taped tight at my hips, and it rubbed every time I set my feet. I swung, and the bar jumped, and a spark bit my apron. Across the forge he didn’t say a word. I could hear the rasp and the pop of his fire and my own breath getting short every time the padding shifted against my clit.

By the time the light at the big doors went flat and gray, I had to stop.

It came while I was still holding the hammer. There was a hot push low in my belly, and then a give I couldn’t pull back, and the warmth spread under me, a slow seep at first into the padding between my thighs. I locked my knees. It kept coming, a thicker rush right where the diaper sat fullest, soaking out to the leg cuffs and up the crease of my ass. My trousers hid it, but the smell didn’t stay hidden. I stood there and let it finish with the hammer hanging from my hand and my pussy throbbing in the wet, and then there was just the heavy, sagging weight of it, stuck warm against me.

I set the hammer down. I could have walked out at closing, and he wouldn’t have followed me past the door. A few days ago that had felt like a way out. Now it felt like nothing I wanted.

He killed his fire first. I heard the damper go, and then his boots on the brick, heavy and in no hurry. He barred the big doors, the bar dropping into its brackets, and the forge went dim except for my fire, and he let that one die down too. The coals ticked. The quench bucket by my anvil gave off its iron smell, the water gone black from the day.

“Keep the apron on,” he said. “Take your shirt off under it, and your trousers and boots. Then stand at your anvil for me.”

I did it. The trousers peeled down over the soaked diaper and caught at the cuffs until I kicked them free. I worked my shirt off under the bib and dropped it with my boots under the bench, and then I stood there in nothing but the wet diaper and the leather apron, the bib hanging over my chest and the skirt of it brushing the tops of my thighs. The anvil had already gone cold. I put my palms on it, because I didn’t know where else to put them.

I heard him open the drawer under the workbench, and then something plastic, and then his hand was on my hip, turning me half a step so the apron skirt lifted.

“Bend over for me.”

I bent over the cold anvil. The iron bit my forearms and the diaper pulled tight across my ass.

He held a plug where I could see it, and waited, and I said yes. Then he tugged the back of the diaper down under my cheeks. He worked two slick fingers into me first, opening me while his other hand held the small of my back down, and I grunted against the face of the anvil. He didn’t rush it. The plug was thick in the middle and narrow at the neck, and he eased it in slowly, one steady push until my ass took the widest part and closed around the neck, and I felt full in a way that had nothing to do with the diaper. I clenched on nothing and got wetter, on top of the piss already in the padding.

“There,” he said. “Stay like that.”

He reached under the bib. His hand was still hot from the fire he’d just put out, and he found my left nipple, hard already, and showed me the clamp first, and I said yes. He clipped it on, and the bite of it ran straight down into my belly, and I made a noise into my wrist. He did the right one the same way, slow, making sure it sat even, and then he let the bib fall back. The leather hid the metal, and every breath I took dragged the bib across the clamps.

“Say it again,” he said.

“I said it at noon.” My voice came out rough.

He didn’t argue. He took his hands off me. I heard his belt, and then nothing, nothing at all, while he waited. The plug shifted when I breathed and the clamps pulled when I tried to lift my chest.

“Say it again,” he said, just as quietly, and went on waiting.

The forge was so quiet I could hear the coals dying.

“Breed me, Daddy.”

“That’s my girl.”

That went through me harder than the clamps had. I felt a fresh slick seep into the soaked padding, thinner than the piss, and my hips jerked, and he saw it and put his hand back on my hip to steady me.

He pulled the diaper down to my thighs. The tapes gave with a rip and the cool air hit my pussy, and the padding peeled away from my skin, heavy with what I’d let go at the anvil, and hung between my knees. His fingers slid through me and came away wet.

“Soaked,” he said. “And this part’s new. You were dripping while I was still at the shoes.”

“Yes.”

“Ask me where it goes.”

“Inside me. In my pussy. Breed me.”

He lined himself up and pushed in from behind in one long stroke. The plug made me tight, and his cock opened me up anyway, thick and slow, all the way in until his hips met my ass and pushed the plug a little deeper. I grabbed the horn of the anvil. The clamps swung under the bib and bit all over again.

“There she is,” he said. “Taking it.”

He didn’t start fast. He drew back until the head tugged at me and pushed in again to the same depth, so that I felt every inch of him twice. His fingers found my clit underneath me, two rough pads circling while he fucked me, and they stayed there as if he had all night. The anvil held my chest down. The leather stuck to my skin where I was sweating under the apron. Every thrust shoved the plug and filled my pussy at the same time.

“Feel that?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Tell me where I am.”

“In my pussy, Daddy. And the plug’s in my ass. Don’t take it out.”

“Wasn’t going to.”

He kept that pace until my thighs were shaking against the sagging diaper. I could hear us, the wet of it, the slap of him, my breath catching every time his fingers pressed my clit flat and let it go. The clamps had turned from a bite into a deep ache that pulsed with my heartbeat. I tried to rock back onto him and his hand on my back put me right where he wanted me again.

“Are you going to come on it?”

“Yes. I’m close. Don’t stop.”

“I won’t stop till you do. Then I fill you. You asked me to.”

His fingers got meaner, tight little circles, and his cock stayed deep in short strokes, grinding the head against the spot that made my knees go. I came with my mouth open against the anvil, no pretty sound at all, a broken grunt and then a long shudder that ran all through me around him. I clenched so hard the plug moved. I could feel how wet I was running down his cock and onto the diaper at my thighs. He held still through it with his fingers pressed to my clit and let me ride it out on him.

“That’s one for you,” he said. “Now keep still for mine.”

Then he fucked me harder. The anvil rang once under my hip. His hand left my clit and took hold of my hip, his other hand still flat on my back, holding me down while he drove into me. The plug made every stroke feel thicker. I was sore and still clenching and he didn’t ease off, and I heard him breathing through his teeth.

“Keep it in when you come,” I said. “Fill me.”

“That’s the asking. Say it clean.”

“Fill me. Breed me. Keep it in me.”

He buried himself in me and came. I felt the first pulse deep and hot, and then more, his cock jumping inside me while he held himself still, just the way he’d said he would. He didn’t pull out. A little leaked out around him and ran down over my clit, and he reached under me and pushed it back up with two fingers, keeping me plugged on his cock until the pulses stopped.

“Stay on it,” he said. “Don’t push.”

I didn’t. I stayed bent over, shaking, his cum sitting deep in me, the plug still in, the clamps still on, the diaper dragged down around my thighs.

He pulled out slowly. A thick string of it followed him, and he caught it with the padding as he drew the soaked diaper back up between my legs. It was cold where it had been out in the air and warm where it had been against me, and he settled it over my pussy and pushed the bulk up so nothing could run out, and then he taped it, left hip and right hip, firmly, the way he does when he means a thing to hold. His palm stayed on the front, over the thickest part, right where his cum and my wet were sitting together.

Then he tapped the front once, flat, not hard.

It went through the padding into my clit and into the ache low in my belly, and I hadn’t known there was anything left in me. There was a sting behind the tape, and then a give, and warmth pushed out of me into the diaper under his hand, slowly at first, soaking the padding he’d just fitted over his cum. I grabbed the horn of the anvil. It kept coming, hotter, spreading to the cuffs and pulling at the tapes, and I could hear it, a soft patter inside the plastic, and feel his palm take the weight as the front got heavier. He didn’t move his hand until I was empty and panting, the diaper swollen and hot and stuck to me all the way around the plug.

“There,” he said. “All of it kept in.”

He took the clamps off under the bib, one and then the other, and the blood rushed back into my nipples and I hissed. He left the plug where it was and he left the diaper on. Then he turned me around and walked me to the ladder with his hand on the back of my neck, not rough, just sure.

The loft boards were warm from the day’s fires. I lay down on them on my side, because standing made the diaper swing, and he lay down behind me with his hand on the front of it, heavy, feeling how full it was.

The ring was in my head then, the one I’d been working on in the evenings, plain iron with no stone, sized for my own hand. I’d finish it tomorrow. Up to now it had only ever been mine. Tonight his cum was taped in against me and his hand was resting on the proof of it.

“I’m making something tomorrow,” I said. “At my fire. And you aren’t allowed to watch until the end. Then you marry me. Saturday, here. Ward can do the paper, the county justice.”

His hand pressed once, slowly, over the soaked front.

“All right,” he said. “I won’t look till the end. Then Saturday.”

❦

The band was almost a circle. I had it on the horn of the anvil, feeding it around with my left hand while the hammer came down short and even with my right. The big doors were shut, and Emile was out on the other side of them loading his truck. Now and then I heard his boots on the yard stones, and then nothing for a while.

Under my leather apron the diaper sat thick between my legs. The plug was out, washed and put away in the drawer. I’d taped this diaper on myself before I lit the fire, and it was still dry, and I meant to keep it dry until the ring was done.

I turned the band and tried it on my finger. The seam still gapped a little. I took it back into the coals and waited for the color and closed it on the horn, tapping it around until it sat snug and the gap was gone. I didn’t leave it on my finger. He had to strike it. That part was his.

The quench bucket stood by the leg of the anvil, the water dark, a skin of coal dust on top. That was where I’d stood the night I first said it all out loud.

I lifted the ring in the tongs and let it drop in.

It hit the water and hissed, and steam came up into my face, hot and wet, and then the sound died away. I waited, then fished the ring out and set it on the face of the anvil. It was black and tight and the right size for me.

I went to the doors. The diaper crinkled when I turned. I threw the bar up, and daylight cut across the floor, and there was Emile, alone in the yard, and nobody else anywhere.

“Emile,” I said. “Come in.”

He came in slowly, his shirt stuck to his back, his hands already dirty from the yard. He looked at the ring, and then at the bulge of the diaper under my apron, which the leather didn’t do much to hide.

“You called me,” he said.

“I finished the shape. And I didn’t let you watch.”

“I heard the hammer. I stayed out like you said.” His eyes stayed on the front of the apron. “Dry?”

“Dry.”

“Then hold out the hammer.”

I was already holding it. I turned the handle toward him and kept my grip on it, and his hand closed over mine, big and heavy. He didn’t yank. He felt how I was holding it first, and then I let him have it.

“Where do you want it?”

“Once, on the seam,” I said. “And then you’re done looking.”

He set the ring flat with one finger and struck it once. The seam sank flush, and the sound went down through the anvil into my boots and up my legs into the thick padding. He laid the hammer down in the spot I’d cleared for it.

“Saturday,” he said.

“Saturday,” I said.

He laid his palm on the front of the diaper, over the apron, and pressed, checking. I was dry, and he felt that and took his hand away.

“You didn’t call me in to watch the making.”

“I didn’t.”

“Good girl.”

I felt that one land low, a single pulse of my clit against the padding, and my lips parted, and he saw it.

“I’ll be outside,” he said. “Bar the doors after me.”

He went out, and I dropped the bar myself. The ring had cooled enough by then, and I pushed my finger through it, and it fit, heavy and mine, though it wasn’t really on yet.

On Saturday the big doors stood open to the yard, and both fires were lit, his and mine. I stood at my anvil in a plain cream dress, no apron. Under it I’d taped on a fresh diaper, thick and white, because I wanted the feel of it there. I’d chosen that for myself, and I was dry.

Ward came up the yard with a folder under his arm. He’s the county justice of the peace, a white-haired man past sixty who’s married most of the county in their own kitchens.

“This the place?” he asked.

“This is the place,” I said.

Emile stood across the anvil from me in a clean shirt. His hands were scrubbed, and they still looked exactly like his hands. The ring I’d made sat in his palm.

Ward set the license down on the cool end of the anvil. “We’ll keep it short, the way you wanted. You both say yes, we sign, and I get out of your way.”

“Sounds right,” Emile said.

Ward looked at me. “Petra, do you take Emile as your husband?”

I stepped in close. “I do.”

“Emile, do you take Petra as your wife?”

“I do.”

He took my left hand and slid the iron ring onto my finger. It was warm from his palm, not from any fire, and it sat exactly where I’d sized it on the horn, heavy all the way around.

I had his band in the pocket of my dress, a plain one he’d brought along and I’d said I would put on him. I pushed it onto his finger. It stuck at the knuckle, and he helped, and it went on.

“That’s the rings,” Ward said. “You’re married. Come sign before my pen gives out.”

We went over to the long workbench. Ward signed, and I signed, and Emile signed slowly, the pen tiny in his fist. Ward blew on the ink and slid our copy aside and tucked his into the folder.

“Congratulations, both of you,” he said. “I’ll leave you to it.”

“Thank you,” I said.

He walked out to his car, and we heard the engine and the gravel crunching away down the road. Emile went to the big doors and dropped the bar across them. There was nobody else in the building now. He turned and looked at the dress, and at the round of the diaper underneath it.

“Your paper,” he said.

I took the scrap out of my pocket at the anvil. My hands were steady. The rest of me wasn’t. Just the bar coming down on the doors and his eyes on that bulk under my skirt had me slick inside the padding.

“Read it to me,” he said.

“The doors are shut,” I said, as if that were an answer, and unfolded it.

He brought his palm down flat on the front of the diaper, over the dress, and left it there, and I wanted it there.

I read it out loud.

“I take you as my husband. I take you as my Daddy. You put the diapers on me, and you check them, and you change them. Every night I ask, you breed me, and you tape it in, and I keep it. And the stop word stays mine.”

The shop was quiet. The paper shook once in my hand.

“Read the breeding line louder,” he said.

“Every night I ask, you breed me, and you tape it in.”

“That’s my girl.”

My clit jumped. I could feel myself getting wetter against the dry diaper, and I stood there and let him watch my breath go short.

“Now say yours,” I said.

He didn’t take the scrap from me. He said his to my face.

“I take you as my wife. I take you as my girl. I check your diaper and I change it. You ask, and I breed you, and I tape it in. You keep it till I say otherwise. And quench stops all of it that minute.”

He picked the pen up off the bench and wrote his name on my scrap of paper, right next to the word breed. Then he laid the paper flat on the long workbench, where the license had been.

“Once more,” he said. “The part you want from me. Out loud, here.”

“Breed me. Fill me. Tape it in.”

“You asked for a night at your anvil. Today you got the ring.” His hand went up under the dress, his palm on the diaper, no hurry in it at all, and he pressed. “Are you wet yet?”

“No. Slick. Not wet the other way.”

“You will be.” He pressed once more, slowly. “Up to the loft. Take the dress off on the ladder if you like. The diaper stays on until you open it yourself. My hands go on your hips, not on the tapes.”

“I know.”

“Tell me back, so I know you’ve got it.”

“I open it. You hold my hips. I sit on your face. And then I ride you, and you keep it in me.”

“Up you go.”

The loft was hot from the fires under the floor. On the crate by my iron bed sat fresh diapers, a pack of wipes and a roll of tape. I got the dress off at the top of the ladder. The front of the diaper was still pale, though the inside was already damp where I’d been leaking on the way up.

He came up behind me. “On the bed, on your back, with your knees open. I’ll watch. You do the tapes.”

I got onto the iron bed. He stood at the foot and looked at the diaper, and at my breasts, and at the ring on my finger.

“Tell me what you’re about to do.”

“I’m going to open my own diaper.”

“Keep your hands where I can see them. Go on.”

My fingers found the tape at my left hip. It was stuck down hard from the heat of the forge, and I peeled it, and the rip was loud in the loft. Then the right side. The front stayed up, heavy in my hand.

It hit me before I had it down.

It was a hot push low in my belly, sudden and mean, not a choice at all. I grabbed the bed rail, and it left me in a hard rush straight into the diaper I was still holding up. I heard it hit the padding with a thick wet slap, and then a softer soaking sound as it ran into the crotch and out toward the leg cuffs. The warmth climbed the insides of both thighs and stopped where the gathers held it, and a little of it pooled hot against my ass. It hissed in the soaked padding, quieter, a last pulse, and then the diaper was heavy and sagging between my legs, the front gone dark, and I was empty and shaking and so wet underneath that for a second I couldn’t tell one heat from the other.

“Don’t close it,” he said.

“I pissed. You heard it, I heard it. I’m not closing it.”

“That’s my good girl.”

I clenched on nothing and felt more slick push out into the soaked padding.

He got onto the bed and took my hips in his hands, his thumbs set into the soft just above the bone, heavy and patient. “Finish it,” he said. “I’ll hold. You open.”

I peeled the waist tapes, and the soaked diaper fell open under me, wet side up, my pussy bare in the middle of it, my clit out and my lips shiny. The padding was cold where the air reached it and hot where I’d just let go.

“Tell me what I’m looking at.”

“My wet diaper, open. My pussy. You can see I pissed in it and I’m still dripping.”

“Now come up and sit on my face,” he said. “All the way down. No hovering.”

He lay back. The iron headboard was cold under my palm. He pulled my hips until I was kneeling over his mouth, knees wide, the open wet diaper bunched around my shins. Then, before anything else, he reached for the wipes on the crate and cleaned me, slowly, front to back, until there was nothing left on me but my own slick.

“Now sit,” he said.

I sat.

His mouth opened under my pussy, his nose pressed into the wet, and his tongue went flat over my hole and then up, slow, through the slick to my clit. I made a sound and tried to rise, and his hands held my hips down.

“Stay,” he said into me, and I felt the word buzz. “You sit until you come on my tongue. Tell me when you’re close. You don’t crawl off.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He licked me as if he had nowhere else he’d rather be, long strokes from my hole to my clit, and then he sucked my clit into his mouth and held it there. My thighs shook. The wet diaper rubbed my calves every time I twitched. I could smell my own cunt, and the coal smoke in his hair.

“Tell me what my mouth’s doing,” he said.

“It’s on my clit. Your tongue was inside me. You’re eating me and I’m sitting on your face and I can’t get up.”

“Do you want to get up?”

“No.”

“Then tell me what you do want.”

“I want to come on your tongue. And I want you to keep holding my hips so I have to take it.”

He groaned against me and licked up the fresh slick that ran out of me without missing a beat. His fingers dug in, and he pulled me down harder, so my full weight was on his face. His tongue pushed up into me, thick, in and out, and then went back to my clit, fast and messy, no pattern to it at all. I rocked once, and he pinned me and did all the work himself.

“I’m close,” I said. “Daddy, I’m close. It’s right on my clit.”

“Then come on my tongue. Give it to me.”

I came with all my weight on his mouth. It started in my clit with a hard bright snap, and then everything in me fluttered and squeezed and I came wet, not piss this time, just me, and he licked right through it and didn’t let me up. I said Daddy. I ground down once, because my hips tried to run, and his hands allowed me that one and then held me down while the rest of it spilled onto his tongue. My new ring knocked against the headboard. He kept licking until I twitched hard and tried to lift off, and then he pulled me back for one more slow pass.

“Enough,” I said. “I came. I came on your tongue and I can’t keep still.”

“I tasted it.” He turned his head and bit the inside of my thigh, not hard. “Off my mouth now and onto my cock. You asked to be bred. You ride, and I’ll hold you when it’s time to keep it.”

I swung off him on bad legs. The open diaper slid off the bed and hit the floor with a wet slap. He shoved his trousers down, and his cock stood up thick, the head already wet, and I looked at it and clenched, empty and wanting the stretch.

“In me,” I said. “Breed my pussy. Fill me up. I want it kept in and taped and your hand on it after.”

“Then take it. Slowly if you need to. All the way down before you start to bounce.”

I swung a leg over and lined him up. I was swollen from his mouth and slippery and open, and I sank down in one long drop, because I wanted the fill more than I wanted to be careful. He stuffed me full. My ass met his hips and I sat there split open on his cock, breathing through my teeth.

“Fuck,” I said. “You’re so deep. I can feel you in my belly.”

“Move.”

I rode him, short strokes at first while I got used to the drag of him, then longer, up until the head tugged at me and down until I had every inch. The iron bed knocked the wall in a steady beat. The loft filled with wet sounds, my pussy on him, slap and slide. I put my hand down to my clit and he caught my wrist.

“No.”

“I need it.”

He put my hand back on his chest. “No. You come from my cock and from grinding on me. Ride.”

I rode, sweat running down my back, and he watched the place where his cock went into me and told me what he saw.

“You’re gripping me. You’re dripping down onto my balls. Your clit’s swollen up. You want the load. Ask me for it plain.”

“Breed me. Fill me. Keep it in. I want your cum shot deep inside me and taped in against my cunt so it can’t run out on the floor.”

I clenched so hard at my own words that I had to stop. He felt it, and his jaw went tight.

“Don’t stop. Keep riding until I take your hips.”

I started again, faster, the wet sounds getting louder. I fluttered around him and he let me have that until his breathing went rough. Then his hands locked on my hips and pulled me all the way down and held me there, sealed onto him, with no room left to rise.

“Keep it,” he said.

He came like that, held deep. I felt the first hot shot high up inside me and then more, pulse after pulse, his cock jumping, his fingers digging into my hips so I couldn’t lift off a single drop of it. He flooded me, and what tried to squeeze out around him had nowhere to go.

“Keep it,” he said again. “Don’t you lift. Take every bit.”

“I’m taking it. I can feel you coming, it’s so hot. You’re filling me up. I’m not getting off.”

I couldn’t ride up, so I ground instead, small circles, my clit mashed against his belly and his hands keeping me shut tight on the load. The grinding lit me up again, lower and meaner than before, and he watched my face while I chased it.

“You’re going to come again,” he said. “On my cock, with my cum in you. Do it while I hold you down.”

“Yes, Daddy. I’m there. Don’t let me up.”

I came grinding on him. It rolled through me in a long hard squeeze that milked him, my clit throbbing against his skin, everything fluttering around the mess he’d put inside me. I said fill me. I said keep it in. I shook, and he held my hips down through all of it so I stayed stuffed full while I came. When it eased off I was slumped on his chest, twitching, sweat sticking us together, and his cum felt deep and hot and heavy in me.

He didn’t pull out.

“Stay on it a little,” he said. “Breathe. I’ll count to three, and then I’ll tape you.”

He counted slowly, his hands pressing my hips down flatter when I gave one more small clench and whimpered. On three he lifted me off. His cock slipped out and I felt the load start to follow, warm at my opening, but he was already reaching. He pulled a fresh diaper off the crate, thick and white, and shook it open on the bed, and set me down into it before anything could run down between my cheeks. The cool padding met my skin. His fingers gathered up what had reached my lips and pushed it back inside me, two fingers, firm, and held it there.

“In,” he said. “It stays in your pussy. The diaper only gets what I allow. Nothing on the sheet.”

“Yes. Push it back in. Tape me up.”

He brought the front up between my legs, snug, pressed right against me so the load had nowhere to go but deeper or into the padding under his hand. He pulled the tapes tight at my hips and I heard them catch, and then the waist tapes, and he smoothed them flat with his thumbs. The diaper was thick and clean and already warming where his cum and my wet sat behind it.

Then he laid his ring hand flat on the front, the one with the plain band I’d pushed onto his finger at the anvil, over his cum and over my pussy, and he pressed once, slowly, the way he checks.

“Full,” he said. “Taped. Mine for the night.”

“Yours for the night,” I said.

The iron ring on my finger touched his wrist, the one I’d bent around the horn and he’d struck once. Downstairs the quench bucket still stood by my anvil, and my vows lay on the long workbench with his name written next to the word breed, and below us both our fires were ticking down. His hand didn’t move off the fresh diaper. His cum stayed warm under the padding, held in and taped, and I lay there under that hand and didn’t want anything else.

“Saturday,” I said.

“It’s Saturday,” he said. “And you kept it.”

“I kept it.”

If you want more like this, read Bred and Padded next


Mommy Fucks Her Diapered Bookbinder With a Strap-On After Hours — Lesbian Strap-On ABDL

Every box I make starts with measuring a book that isn’t mine. I measure it three ways, height and width and thickness, and then I measure it again, because old books are never square. Their boards warp, their spines lean, their pages swell in damp summers and shrink in dry winters, and a box that fits a book on paper will pinch it in real life. So I measure with my hands as much as my ruler. I hold the book the way you’d carry a full cup of tea across a room, carefully, and I feel where it bulges and where it gives.

Then I go back to my workroom and build it a house.

I rent a narrow room on the ground floor of an old mill by the river, the kind of building that’s been chopped up into studios for potters and printers and people like me. Mine has one tall window, a long board cutter with an arm like a guillotine, a glue pot that I keep warm all day, and shelves of book cloth in quiet colors: slate, oatmeal, a dark green I love so much I ration it. The work is slow. You cut the boards, you cover them in cloth, you fold the cloth over the edges and turn the corners, and the corners are where everyone can see whether you know what you’re doing. A good corner is tight and flat and looks like it grew that way. A bad corner looks like a bed somebody made in a hurry.

By the end of a day I have glue dried in the whorls of my fingertips, and it peels off in the shower like a second skin. I’d turned twenty-nine that winter, and I’d been doing this for most of my twenties, and I’m good at it in the quiet way most people never notice, which suits me. I wear neat cardigans and plain skirts and I say very little to clients. I let the box do the talking. A box that closes with a soft, even sigh says everything I’d ever want to say about myself.

Most of what I want to say about myself, anyway. The rest of it is thick and white and crinkles when I sit down, and for a long time the only person who knew about it was me.

The email came in the spring, signed with just a first name. Beatrix. She ran a private conservation lab downtown, repairing old books for collectors, and she had one in her care that nobody had managed to box. It was an old book of plants, hand-colored, the boards warped so badly that it rocked on a table like a chair with one short leg. She’d tried two other makers. One had sent it back. One had suggested flattening it.

I read that line twice and decided I liked her already.

Her lab was on the top floor of an old brick building near the courthouse, up four flights of stairs that smelled of floor wax and radiator dust. There was one door at the top with a heavy lock and her name on a small brass plate. Inside it was all long light and quiet: a padded worktable down the middle of the room, a light table glowing by the window, iron presses lined up against the wall like a row of patient old men. Everything was clean. Everything was where it belonged.

She was at the worktable when I came in. She was tall, much taller than me, with silver hair cut blunt at her jaw and reading glasses pushed up into it, and a gray linen apron over a white shirt with the cuffs folded back twice. She looked somewhere past fifty. She didn’t hurry to look up. She finished whatever she was reading first, and then she took me in, and I felt it in my hands before anywhere else.

“You’re the box maker,” she said.

“Cora.”

“Beatrix.” She didn’t offer a hand, because hers were in cotton gloves, but she smiled, a dry little smile that went up on one side. “I’m told you’re the person who doesn’t flatten things.”

“I’ve never flattened anything in my life,” I said.

“Good, because neither have I.” She brought the book over and set it on the padded table between us, and stepped back to give me room. “Go on. I want to see how you hold it.”

So I held it while she watched me. I measured it, and then I measured it again, and I felt along the warp of the front board with my thumb to find where it rose. When I looked up she was still watching my hands.

“You measure everything twice,” she said.

“Three times. Twice for the book and once for my nerves.”

She laughed at that, a short low laugh that surprised me. “Keep your nerves,” she said. “They make you careful. Careful’s the whole job.”

I walked down those four flights with my face hot and the measurements in my notebook, and I didn’t understand why my legs felt so unsteady, or I told myself I didn’t.

The truth is that I’d understood for a long time.

It started the year I turned twenty-four, which was the year I first lived alone, in a one-bedroom apartment over a laundromat where the floors were always a little warm from the dryers below. I’d never had a door that was only mine before. And somewhere in that first winter of being alone, a want I’d never had words for found its words. I wanted to be in a diaper. Not as a joke, not as a costume. Thick and plain and white, taped snug, the way it would feel to lie there in it and be held by it. I ordered a pack late one night with my heart pounding, and when it came I hid the box in the back of my closet behind my winter boots, as if the boots could keep a secret.

The first time I put one on, I lay on my bed in the dark and didn’t move for a long time. The padding was warm and absurdly thick, and it crinkled every time I breathed, and something in my chest that had been clenched for years just let go. I cried a little, and then I put my hand on the front of it and pressed, and I came so fast it scared me.

The diapers were only half of it. The other half I couldn’t order online. I wanted someone to put them on me. An older woman, calm and certain, the kind who doesn’t raise her voice because she’s never needed to. I wanted her to check me with her hand and tell me when to wet and when not to. I wanted to call her Mommy and mean it. And I wanted her to buckle on a strap-on, after everyone else had gone home, and fuck me with it until I couldn’t remember my own name. I’d never said any of that out loud to anyone. I’m not good at saying things out loud. I’m good at writing them down. I have a drawer full of notes I’ve written in my neatest hand and never given to anybody, folded and put away, like letters to a country I don’t live in.

I didn’t think of Beatrix like that. I told myself I didn’t.

The second time I went to the lab, I brought her a sample corner, a scrap of board covered in the dark green cloth so she could see the color. She turned it over under the lamp and ran her thumb slowly along the edge.

“This corner is honest,” she said. “Whoever turned it wasn’t showing off.”

“It’s just a corner,” I said.

“No such thing.” She handed it back, and her gloved fingers didn’t touch mine, and I felt them anyway. “You wrote on your quote that the box would take roughly three weeks.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t do roughly, sweetheart. Give me a date.”

She said sweetheart the way some people say ma’am, absently, the way she talked to the books themselves. I’d already heard her murmur “There you go, sweetheart” to a page she was easing flat under a weight. But she’d said it to me, and I went home that night and put on a diaper before it was even dark, and lay on my bed and pressed my hand to the front of it and thought about that thumb moving along the edge of my corner, slow and certain, finding exactly where it rose.

After that, it went the way these things go, one small step at a time, each one too small to count.

The third time, she asked me to come by after six, because she liked the building after everyone had gone. “There’s nobody left to perform for,” she said. “People rush less.” She made a pot of tea on a hot plate by the window and poured it into two plain white cups, and we sat at the end of the long worktable and talked about glue, which I can talk about for an hour without stopping. She listened to all of it. She asked good questions. She had a way of reading my face and then looking down at her cup, as if she’d found something there she meant to come back to later.

I wore a diaper under my skirt that night for the first time outside my own apartment. I told myself it was nothing, that nobody could see it under the wool. I sat on her lab stool with that thick padding pressed under me, drinking her tea, and I didn’t hear half of what I said.

The box took shape at my bench. It was a beautiful box, if I’m allowed to say so. Dark green cloth, the inside lined in pale linen, a lift-out tray that cradled the warped boards exactly where they rose and dipped, so the book would lie still without being forced. And then one evening, alone in my workroom with the light going orange in the tall window, I did something I’d only ever done for collectors who asked for it. I built a hidden space under the tray. A shallow compartment, no deeper than a folded letter, with a floor that only lifted if you pressed one corner and meant it.

She hadn’t asked for one. I told myself it was a gift. A little extra, a place to keep the receipts and the notes on the repairs. I nearly believed it.

I wrote the note at my kitchen table that weekend. It took me all weekend. I tore up every draft but one and put them in the sink and ran water on them so I couldn’t fish them back out. The one I kept was short, in the neatest hand I own. At the top I wrote my age, and the age I’d been when it started, because I thought anyone who read a thing like that deserved to know who was asking and how long she’d been asking it. Then I wrote what I wanted, in plain words. A Mommy who would put me in diapers. Who would fuck me with a strap-on after hours. And at the bottom I wrote that a no was fine. That I would never mention it again. That the box was hers either way, and paid for, and nothing would change.

I folded it once and slid it into the compartment and pressed the floor down over it, and the floor closed with a tiny click I felt in my teeth.

From that day on I wore a diaper under my skirt every day. To my bench, to the grocery store, to the post office. I can’t explain it any better than this: the note was out of my hands now, sealed in a box, and wearing it felt like the only honest thing left for me to do while I waited.

I delivered the box on a Thursday afternoon. Beatrix took it from me at her worktable and turned it over and looked at every corner, one after another, and then she opened the lid and lifted out the tray and laid the old book into it, and set the tray back in, and closed the lid. It shut with a soft, even sigh.

“Well,” she said, and she looked at me over her glasses. “That’s exactly right.”

She paid the invoice while I stood there, the whole thing, and thanked me, and walked me to the door. She hadn’t pressed the corner. She hadn’t looked under the tray. I went down all those stairs in a diaper with my heart going so hard I could feel it in my ears, and I couldn’t tell whether what I felt was relief or the opposite of relief.

I went home and didn’t even turn the lights on. I lay down on my bed in my skirt and cardigan with the diaper thick under me and stared at the ceiling.

Maybe she’d never find it. Maybe she’d put the box on a shelf and never lift the tray again, and the note would sit in the dark under that old book for a hundred years, and someone would find it long after both of us were gone and wonder who Cora was. I told myself I could live with that. I pushed my skirt up to my waist and put my hand on the front of the diaper, and I thought about the other way it could go.

I thought about her finding it. About her pressing that corner with one long finger and the floor lifting and the folded paper sitting there in her lamplight. I thought about her unfolding it and reading it the way she reads everything, twice, the second time slower. Reading it out loud, maybe, in that dry voice. My age. What I wanted. A Mommy. A strap-on. The words in my own neat hand, said in hers.

My hips came up off the bed. I pressed harder, the heel of my hand right over my clit through all that padding, and the plastic crackled under my palm.

I thought about her calling me back to the lab after dark. About her lifting my skirt and finding the diaper there and not being surprised at all. About her laying her palm flat on the front of it, the way she lays a weight on a page, and telling me to wet it. And me saying no. And her not arguing, just waiting, her palm warm and steady, until I couldn’t hold it anymore.

I wet. I hadn’t quite decided to. It came out of me in a slow hot flood that spread through the padding under my hand and back between my thighs, and the diaper went heavy and warm, and the shame of it and the heat of it hit me in the same moment and I didn’t try to separate them. I rubbed myself through the soaked front, two fingers and then my whole palm, chasing it, my breath coming apart.

I thought about her buckling on a strap-on, calm, checking every strap with her thumb. About her bending me over that long padded table.

“Mommy,” I whispered into the dark. I’d never said it out loud before, not even alone, and it came out of me as if it had been waiting right behind my teeth for five years.

I came hard, my thighs clamping around my own hand, my pussy pulsing under the wet padding, a thin sound coming out of me that didn’t stop until the feeling did. Then I lay there in the soaked diaper with my skirt shoved up around my waist, alone in the dark, ashamed and shaking and not one bit sorry.

My phone buzzed on the bedside table.

I didn’t look at it for a long time. When I finally did, it was a message from Beatrix, and it was only a few lines long.

I found what you left under the tray. Come back to the lab tonight, after six. The door at the top of the stairs will be open. Lock it behind you.

I read it three times. Twice for the words and once for my nerves.

Then I got up. I washed, and I peeled off the wet diaper and taped on a fresh one, thick and white and snug, because I’d worn one every day since I sealed that note in, and I wasn’t going to stop tonight of all nights. I put my cardigan back on and buttoned it to the top. I walked downtown with my hands in my pockets so no one would see them shaking.

The stairs smelled of floor wax and radiator dust, the same as always. At the top, her door stood an inch open, and a strip of lamplight lay across the landing. I pushed it open and stepped inside, and I turned the lock behind me, the way she’d said.

❦

The lock clicked behind me, and the lab stayed empty except for the two of us. After six it always did. I stood with my back to the one door, and the thick diaper crinkled under my skirt, loud in all that quiet, the way it had every day since I sealed the note in the box.

Beatrix was at the far end of the long worktable, tall and still. The lamp over the table was the only light on. The table had been cleared, and my box sat in the middle of it with the lid open and the tray lifted out and set beside it, the hidden floor raised. The old book wasn’t in it. She’d put it away across the room behind glass. My folded note lay next to the open compartment, and the crease I’d made with my thumbnail was still sharp.

My face went hot, and my nipples went hard under my cardigan before I’d taken a single step. I walked to the table anyway. The diaper rubbed with every step, thick and snug at my hips, the plastic whispering against my thighs.

She didn’t look up until I stopped at the table. Then she did, slowly, and her eyes went to my chest, and then to the hem of my skirt, and then back to the paper.

“Sit down, Cora,” she said, in that dry, exact voice that never needed to be loud.

I sat on the lab stool, and the diaper bunched under me and crinkled again. She laid one finger on the note and tapped a line, the first line, in my neatest hand.

“‘I’m twenty-nine,’” she read. “‘It started when I was twenty-four.’” She looked up at me over her glasses. “And I’m fifty-one.”

The numbers just sat there in the room with us. Between my legs I was already wet, a slick little heat inside the padding, and she hadn’t touched me.

There was a pot of tea at her elbow with two cups beside it, and no wine anywhere. She poured, and the sound of it was small and ordinary, and she slid a cup across to me.

“Drink some of that first.”

I drank. It was hot and plain. My hands were steady, which surprised me, since nothing else about me was.

She tapped the note again. “You wrote this, and you hid it under the tray, and you came back when I asked you to.” She paused. “Did you mean it?”

I’d made that compartment so shallow that a person would have to mean to look. She’d meant to look.

“Yes,” I said.

“Say it all the way, please. I need to hear it.”

“I meant it. Every word.”

She nodded once, and folded her hands on the table. “Then you should know a few things before anything else happens. The box is paid for, and it’s staying on my shelf, whatever you answer tonight. Saying no to all of this, before anything starts, costs you nothing at all. After that, if you say vellum, it all stops that minute, and the box is still paid for and still stays in my archive.” She waited while the cup warmed my fingers. I was sober. The door was locked. Nobody else was on that floor. “Do you understand? Once we start, a no in here is just you fighting it. Vellum is the only word that stops me.”

“Yes.”

“So you say the word if you want it to stop, and you say yes if you want me to go on.”

“Yes,” I said. “Go on.”

“Good girl.”

That landed low and stayed there. My clit gave a hard little throb, and a fresh seep of wet pushed into the diaper, and I shifted on the stool. She saw me shift.

“Stand up for me.”

I stood. She came around the table, close, not hurrying, and took the hem of my skirt in both hands and lifted it to my waist and held it there. The diaper was right there in the lamplight, thick and white, the front already a shade darker where I’d leaked while she talked.

She laid her palm flat on it, warm and heavy, and didn’t move it.

“Wet it,” she said. “Standing right there.”

My mouth went dry. “No. Not on your lab floor.”

Her palm stayed where it was. She didn’t argue, and she didn’t raise her voice. She looked at my face, and then at her own hand on the front of the diaper, and she waited.

The heat in me kept climbing. My nipples ached against the wool. I could feel myself clench and open and clench again, and the piss was right there, a full hot weight low in my belly that I’d been holding since I walked through the door. Her palm didn’t lift.

“I asked you to wet it,” she said, just as quietly.

I shook my head once. I could have ended it with one word and gone home, and I didn’t want to go home. I stood there with my skirt in her fist and her hand on me, and I tried to hold on.

She went on waiting. Her thumb rested just above my clit through the padding. She didn’t rub. She only kept it there, so I’d know she knew exactly where it was.

“Sweetheart,” she said. “I can feel how full you are. Let it go.”

A small sound came out of me that wasn’t a word. My thighs shook. The first leak was hot and thin, and I hated that she’d feel it, and then it wasn’t thin at all. It broke. It rushed out of me in a hard stream straight into the diaper, soaking the front under her palm before I could have stopped it, and the padding drank it and swelled up against her hand. I could hear it, a soft wet rush, and I could feel the heat spreading down between my legs and up toward my belly and out to the leg cuffs, heavy and shameless. Another push came and I let that one go too, pissing myself standing up in her lab with my skirt in her hand, the diaper getting thick and hot and sagging in front where her palm held it. My clit throbbed in the wet. I kept going until there was nothing left but a last weak spurt and then the full soaked weight of it hanging between my thighs, pressed into her hand.

I was breathing hard.

She didn’t move her palm. “All of it?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed,” I said. “In the diaper. On your floor.”

“Good girl. Now look at it.”

I looked down. The front was swollen and gone yellow-warm through the white, rounded against her hand, the tapes straining a little at my hips. Not a drop had gotten out. It was all in there. The shame of it sat hot in my throat, and underneath all that wet I pulsed as if I wanted more.

“Take the box and the note to the light table,” she said.

I carried them over, my wet diaper swinging under my skirt, and set them down in the glow of the light table, the compartment still open. When I came back she’d pulled a folded blanket flat over the padded worktable.

“Up you get. On your back.”

I climbed up. The wet diaper sagged and crinkled, so heavy I had to hold the front with one hand, and she took my wrist and moved it away.

“Leave it. I want to watch it move.”

I lay back. The blanket was warm from the room. She pushed my skirt up to my ribs and opened my cardigan, and my nipples were bare and stiff in the light. She looked at them and didn’t touch them yet.

“Lift your hips.”

I lifted. She peeled the tapes, one side and then the other, slowly, the sound of it loud in the room, and she opened the wet diaper underneath me and left it there, soaked and spread, with my ass and my pussy bare over the mess I’d just made. The cool air hit my wet skin. I could smell myself, sharp and close.

She took a soft cloth from the end of the table and wiped me. Down the insides of my thighs, over my ass, and then over my pussy, firm and thorough, until all of the piss was gone from me and I was clean. She pressed once at the end and I jerked. I wasn’t dry. I was much too wet to be dry, and none of that was piss anymore.

“Ask me,” she said.

“Please.”

“Ask me properly.”

My voice came out very small. “Please, Mommy.”

It was the first time I’d said it to another person. I clenched on nothing the moment it was out of my mouth.

“Good girl,” she said, and set the cloth down, and put her mouth on me.

There was no slow beginning. Her tongue went flat up the length of me and then pointed on my clit, and I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. She licked me open in long strokes, and then she sucked my clit into her mouth and held it there, and two fingers pressed at my opening and slid inside, all the way to the knuckle. I was so wet they went in easily. She curled them and fucked me with them slowly while her mouth stayed right where it was.

“Mommy...”

“I hear you.” She didn’t stop for a second. “You’re dripping on my fingers. Tell me what you want.”

“Your mouth. On my clit. Please, Mommy, don’t stop.”

She sucked harder. Her two fingers pumped in and out of me, and the wet sound of it was filthy in that quiet lab. My hips tried to lift off the open diaper, and she laid her free palm on my belly and held me down. I could feel the soaked padding under my ass, cold now, and her hot mouth on my cunt, and it was too much and not nearly enough.

“Look at me,” she said against my clit.

I looked. Her eyes were calm, and her mouth was shiny with me. She licked one slow circle and pushed her fingers deep and held them there, pressing up, and my whole body jumped.

“You’re going to come on my mouth,” she said. “Say it for me.”

“I’m going to come on your mouth. Mommy’s mouth. Please...”

The word broke in half. She fucked me faster with her fingers and sucked my clit in short hard pulls, and the heat snapped. I came with my hips straining up and her palm keeping me flat, clamping down on her fingers, pulsing, while she licked me through every bit of it. I said Mommy, and then I said it again, and then I lost the rest of the sentence altogether. My thighs shook around her head. She didn’t lift her mouth until the pulses had gone small and I was gasping and still twitching.

She raised her head. Her chin was wet. She looked at her fingers, shiny to the knuckle, and then at my face.

“Again,” I said, before I could stop myself.

“Not yet.” She slid her fingers out slowly, and I clenched on the loss of them. “You come when I say so.”

She folded the wet diaper out from under me and dropped it into the bin by the table. From the far end of the worktable she brought a fresh one, thick and white and my size, the same as the one I’d walked in wearing, and she slid it under my hips. I let my ass settle down into it, and it crinkled, dry and loud against my tender skin. She brought the front up snug and taped it, left and then right, and checked the fit at each hip with two fingers, and then pressed her palm to the front of it.

“Too tight?”

“No.”

Her hand stayed on the front of the clean diaper. “You came saying Mommy. Now you’re going to come again with this on, right through it. You don’t get my mouth this time. Ask.”

“Rub my clit. Please, Mommy.”

She rubbed, and not softly. The heel of her hand worked the thick front of the diaper in slow circles right over my clit, the padding dragging, far too much cloth and exactly enough pressure. I was swollen from the first time, and every pass made me jerk. I lifted my own hands to my nipples and pinched them, and she watched me do it.

“Leave those,” she said. “I didn’t say you could.”

I dropped my hands to the blanket. She kept rubbing. The second climb was slower and meaner, my clit trapped under all that thickness, every stroke muffled and huge. I could hear myself whimpering, and the diaper crinkling, and her breath, perfectly even, while mine fell apart.

“Tell me what you’re doing under there.”

“Clenching. Mommy, I’m close.”

“Not yet.” She eased off to the lightest drag, hardly anything, and I whined and pushed my hips up into her hand, and she pushed them back down. “Stay. You come when I rub hard. Not before.”

“Please, Mommy. Please rub my clit hard. Let me come.”

She did. Firm and fast, the front of the diaper bunching and smoothing under her fingers, my clit a hot point getting pressed and stroked and pressed again, and the heat coiled up and broke. I came a second time, sharper than the first, pulsing inside the clean diaper, my hips stuttering, a thin high sound coming out of me that only turned into a word at the very end.

“Mommy...”

She kept rubbing right through it until I caught her wrist, and she let me, and the pulses faded, and I just lay there with the diaper snug and warm and a little damp inside from me, my cardigan open and my skirt still up around my ribs.

She took her hand away and pulled my skirt down over the fresh diaper. She buttoned my cardigan, slowly, over my nipples, which were still hard. Then she helped me sit up, and the diaper crinkled when I did.

She didn’t make me stand straight away. She sat on the edge of the table beside me and drew me in against her side, my head on her shoulder and her arm around my back, and she let me shake for as long as I needed to. She smelled of tea and old paper. Neither of us said anything. When my breathing had come all the way down, she rested her cheek on my hair for a moment, and it was the softest thing she’d done all night.

“Stand for me.”

I stood on legs that didn’t feel like mine. She walked me to the door and unlocked it, but she didn’t open it yet. Her hand rested on the back of my neck, warm and steady, the same way it had rested on the diaper.

“Saturday,” she said. “Come to the flat. You’ll wear one under your skirt, and you’ll wet it in the car on the way. I want you walking in my door wet. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good girl.” She opened the door onto the empty stairwell. “Now go home.”

❦

The light went red two blocks from her flat, and I kept both hands on the wheel. It was Saturday, late in the morning, and the street was quiet. The diaper was thick under my skirt, taped snug at my hips, and still dry, and my foot stayed on the brake.

I had her order in my head from the lab door. Wet it in the car. Walk in wet.

The heat sat low in my belly and I let it sit. My thighs pressed against the padding. Nothing happened.

So I pushed, not hard, just let myself open, and the first of it left me in a slow warm thread right in the middle, and the thick padding took it before it could go anywhere. I felt the spot go soft and hot against my pussy. I kept my hands exactly where they were, and the light stayed red.

Then more came, a heavy rush this time, and I heard it, a low wet sound under my skirt, muffled by all that padding. It spread fast, the front first, then under me, then back toward my ass, until the whole diaper had swelled and gone warm all the way through, my clit sitting right in the heat of it. I kept pushing until there was nothing left but a last weak pulse. The diaper hung heavier between my legs, and I sat in the warmth of it, and the light turned green.

I drove the two blocks slowly, parked at the curb, and sat there for a minute in the wet. Then I got out, smoothed my skirt down, and walked.

She opened the door before I could knock. Her hallway was dim, and she stood in it tall and calm in a plain shirt, the same dry face she wore at the lab.

“Skirt up, please,” she said.

I lifted it. She stepped behind me and slid her hand down the back of the diaper, her fingers pressing into the soaked padding. She felt how wet it was, and pressed, and the warmth gave a little under her hand and seeped against my skin. She nodded once. She didn’t say anything else. She took her hand out, wiped it on a cloth from the hall table, and pointed me toward the bathroom just off the hall.

The tile was cool under my shoes. She shut the door behind us.

“Hands on the sink.”

I put them there. She knelt and took the tapes off one by one, slowly, and the wet diaper peeled away from me, heavy and sagging, and the air hit my pussy and my ass. I was slick, and not just from the piss, and she saw that.

“Already,” she said. “And I haven’t even touched you.”

“I know.”

“Tell me what I’m looking at.”

“My pussy,” I said. “It’s wet.”

She dropped the used diaper in the bin. From the cabinet she took a small egg, smooth and pale, and a fresh diaper, thick and white and my size. She set the diaper on the closed lid of the toilet and held the egg up where I could see it.

“This goes inside you, and you keep it there until I take it out. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She slid two fingers through the wet between my legs, slow and exact, and opened me, and the egg went in easily. I felt it settle, a hard little weight up inside me just past where her fingers stopped, and my breath caught. She didn’t rush. She held it there with one finger until my body had taken it, and then she drew her hand away, and the egg stayed.

“Squeeze for me.”

I squeezed. It didn’t slip.

She opened the fresh diaper and laid it between my feet and had me step into it, and drew it up. The front sat thick over my pussy with the egg tucked away underneath it like a secret. She did the tapes, left and then right, tugging and smoothing each one until the waist sat snug. It was dry, for now.

“Walk to the door and back,” she said.

I walked the length of the little bathroom, the egg shifting a fraction inside me.

“That’ll do.” She picked up a small black remote. “Lunch.”

The table was already set with two plates, a pot of tea, bread, and something hot that smelled like roast chicken. There was a fork beside my plate. She sat, and I sat, the diaper a thick soft bulk under me on the chair, and every time I settled, the egg pressed. She set the remote down beside her own plate with her thumb resting near the button, and poured my tea.

“Eat.”

I picked up the fork. The first bite was fine, perfectly ordinary. The rest of me wasn’t. The egg sat quiet, and I knew it wouldn’t stay that way.

She ate slowly, watching my hands and my mouth and the way I had to sit with my knees apart because of the diaper.

“You’re dripping into a dry one already,” she said. “It’s all over your face. You’ve always gotten wet while I talk.”

“I’m trying to eat.”

“You can manage both.” Her thumb pressed the remote once.

The egg woke up low inside me, a soft buzz deep down, not enough to make me drop my fork but plenty to make my clit fill. I pressed my knees together, and the diaper held them apart more than I wanted. I took another bite and chewed it and swallowed it.

“Mommy.”

“Mm?”

“I won’t come at the table.”

She didn’t argue. She turned it up a notch. The buzz went harder, a steady thrum against the front wall of my pussy, right where I couldn’t ignore it, and she cut a piece of chicken and ate it and waited.

“I said no.”

“I heard you.” She took another bite. “You still have your word, and you’re not using it. So you sit there and you eat, and if your body comes, it comes. Fork in your hand.”

The egg pulsed. I clenched around it, and clenching only made it worse. The wet gathered fast, and the fresh diaper drank the first of it right under my clit, going from dry to damp, and I shifted on the chair and it creaked.

“Don’t,” she said. “Stay just like that.”

I stayed, with the fork in my hand and a piece of bread on my plate that I couldn’t seem to lift.

The buzz climbed up into my belly. I was going to wet. I knew the feeling from the car, the same low push, only now I was full of the egg and she was watching me, and the diaper was the only place for any of it to go.

It started as heat, and then a give, and a little leaked out of me, hot, into the front of the diaper. I tried to stop it and couldn’t, and the next push was bigger. It ran out of me in a warm flood, and because I was sitting down it pooled under me first, a hot wet seat the padding had to hurry to soak up, and then the whole diaper was swelling and going heavy and loud with it, and I heard the soft hiss of it over the scrape of her knife on her plate. The egg didn’t stop. The wet only brought everything closer, the buzz right on my clit through the soaked padding, and my hips wanted to rock and I held them still, because she’d told me to stay.

“There,” she said. “Keep hold of that fork.”

“I can’t...”

“You can. Look at me.”

I looked. She was calm. She took a bite and chewed it.

The egg found a spot that made my thighs shake. The last thin stream of piss was still coming, and underneath it the orgasm started, mean and sudden, and I clamped down hard on the egg, my clit throbbing against the wet diaper. I made a small sound and bit it off. The fork shook in my hand. I came like that, sitting up straight in my chair with my skirt over the soaked bulk and my tea going cold, wave after wave, while she watched my mouth and my eyes. I could feel it slicking out around the egg and into the padding, thicker than the piss, and I couldn’t finish a sentence.

“Mommy, I... it’s...”

“I can see it.” She finished her bite and swallowed and set her fork down. “Good girl.”

That hit me harder than the egg had, and I jerked, and pulsed once more, and the diaper squelched when I sagged. She turned the remote down, though not off, and left a low hum going inside me. I breathed. The fork was still in my hand. I put it down on my plate, because my fingers wouldn’t hold it anymore.

“You said you wouldn’t,” she said. “Your body disagreed with you. Say it.”

“I came.”

“Where?”

“In the diaper. At your table.”

“And you wet.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Sweetheart.” Her voice was dry as ever. She poured more tea as if nothing at all had happened. “Finish what you can, and then we’ll go to the bedroom.”

I managed three bites, and they tasted like nothing. The diaper was warm and heavy and thoroughly ruined. She watched until my plate was half clear. Then she stood, and I stood, and walking was worse. The soaked padding swung between my thighs and rubbed my clit, and I had to catch hold of the doorframe once.

The bedroom was dim with the curtains half drawn, a big bed and a dresser against the wall. She shut the door.

“Clothes off. Leave the diaper on.”

I took off the cardigan, the skirt, my shoes, and stood there in the thick wet diaper and nothing else. She looked at how it sagged, at the dark patch, at the way it pulled at the tapes.

“On your back.”

I lay down, and the diaper pressed up into me, full and warm. She undressed slowly, her shirt and then the rest, and I saw all of her, tall and calm and bare, her thighs strong. She climbed onto the bed and set a knee on either side of my head, and she looked down at my mouth without any hurry at all.

“You know what I want,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Then open.”

I opened my mouth, and she lowered herself onto my face slowly, her weight settling, her pussy on my mouth, warm and already wet. I tasted her, salt and skin. I put my tongue out and she sat down fuller, her thighs tight against my ears, and began to ride, a slow grind forward and back, her clit on my tongue and then lower and then her clit again. I reached up for her hips because I needed something to hold, and she took my wrists and laid them flat on the bed.

“No. Only your mouth.”

I let go and licked. She was so slick it smeared my chin and my nose. I found her clit and stayed on it, and she made a low sound and rolled her hips in a small circle.

“There. Keep that. Don’t chase it.”

I kept it, my tongue flat and steady. She dripped onto my mouth and I swallowed what I could and breathed when she lifted a fraction, and then she sat again and took the air away. The egg was still humming low, and every grind she made pushed my head down into the pillow and pressed the soaked diaper up against my clit. I was a mess underneath her and didn’t care. I wanted her to come on my mouth.

“You’re dripping through that diaper again,” she said quietly. “I can smell it. Stay on my clit.”

She rode slower and heavier, grinding down until my jaw ached. Her thighs shook once. She didn’t speed up. She held that slow pace and made me take it, and when her hand found my hair and pressed, not roughly, just sure, I sucked her clit, soft and then firmer.

“Yes. Like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. When I pushed my tongue up inside her she bore down on it, and a fresh slick coated my lips, and I licked it up and went back to her clit, and she said my name once, low, and came. She came slowly, the way she did everything, her hips stuttering, pulsing against my mouth, and she stayed seated through all of it, riding the last of it out on my tongue for a long minute until the shaking left her thighs. She breathed. She didn’t get off.

“Swallow, sweetheart.”

I swallowed, and she watched my throat move.

“Now clean me up.”

I licked her gently until she was less of a mess and I was much more of one, my face wet to the ears. She reached over the side of the bed, and I heard the remote click.

The egg jumped inside me, hard, nothing like the lunch setting, a deep strong buzz that filled me up and knocked against the place that had already come once. I gasped into her. She didn’t move off. She sat there, spent and heavy, holding the remote where I couldn’t see it, and turned it up until my hips came off the bed and the soaked diaper mashed into my clit.

“Mommy...”

“Come for me.”

I tried to say something and lost it. The egg hammered away. I gripped it and let go and gripped it again, and a little more piss leaked out of me even though I hardly had any left, a hot spurt into the already full diaper, and then it took me under her. It was harder than at the table. My back arched, my mouth opened against her and I moaned into her, raw, no words in it, while I spasmed around the egg and everything spilled out into the wet padding. She stayed on my face and let me shake. At the peak she turned it up one more notch and I cried out and came again, or kept coming, I couldn’t tell which, my thighs clamping, the diaper squelching, my clit throbbing so hard I saw white.

“That’s it,” she said above me. “Give it all to me.”

I gave it to her, every pulse of it, smaller and smaller, until I was jerking and empty and the egg was too much. She clicked it down, and then off, and the sudden quiet inside me made me whimper. She lifted off my mouth, and I sucked in air. My lips felt swollen, and I could taste her everywhere.

She looked down at me and at the diaper, darker and heavier now, its tapes straining.

“You came twice in that,” she said. “At the table and here. Say it.”

“I came in the diaper twice,” I said, my voice rough. “And I wet. Mommy.”

“I know.” She laid her palm flat on the front, the way she had at the lab, and pressed, and I flinched, too sensitive, and she left her hand there until I settled. “Sweetheart.”

We stayed like that for a while, just my breathing and her hand and the wet weight between my legs.

Then she got up. “Bathroom. Wash your face. A fresh diaper, if you want to drive home dry. Then your clothes.”

I did as she said. She took the egg out herself, slowly, with two fingers, and wrapped it in a cloth. She taped me into a dry diaper and checked the tapes and watched me dress, the cardigan and the skirt, the diaper hidden away. Ordinary, if you didn’t know.

At the dresser she stopped me and opened a drawer. Inside, lying on a folded cloth, was a strap-on in a leather harness. The toy was plain, and thick enough. She didn’t touch it. She just let me look.

“Tuesday,” she said. “The lab, after hours. And bring your good pen.”

I looked at it, and everything low in me drew tight, and the fresh diaper wasn’t quite as dry as it should have been.

“Yes, Mommy.”

She closed the drawer and walked me down the hall with her hand on the small of my back, and at the door she did up the top button of my cardigan, which I’d missed.

“Drive slowly, sweetheart,” she said. “I want you in one piece on Tuesday.”

❦

I took the cap off the pen and my hand wasn’t steady. The nib touched the good paper and left a dot I hadn’t meant to make. Under my skirt the diaper was thick and already wet, warm in front and heavy on the lab stool, and my thighs pressed together until it gave a soft, soaked sound.

Beatrix stood behind me. The lab door was locked, and after six it was only the two of us, the light table glowing and the long worktable cleared and covered with a folded blanket. She didn’t tell me to hurry.

“Show me your hand,” she said.

I held it up, and it shook.

“Now put it on the paper and tell me what you’re sitting in.”

“A diaper,” I said, and my voice came out thin. “A wet one. I wet it on the walk over. It’s still warm.”

“I can smell it.” She laid her hand on the table beside the sheet. “Open your knees. I want to hear it.”

I opened them. The tapes pulled, and the wet diaper dragged on the stool with a thick squashy noise, and my face went hot. I clenched, and a little more piss got away from me before I could stop it, a short hot push into a diaper that was already full. It hissed quietly right under my clit, and I felt the new warmth seep in over skin that had started to cool, and the padding swelled a fraction against the seat.

She waited until it stopped.

“Tell me what you just did.”

“I pissed again. Just a little. In the diaper, on your stool.”

“Good girl.”

I picked up the pen again. The dot was still there on the page.

“Write,” she said. “Your best hand. I’ll read every line, and if a word is trying to be cute, you’ll write it again.”

I wrote my name first, and then my age, so the page would know who was asking. The shaking got smaller once the nib had some work to do. Then I set down what I’d asked for in my note and what she’d said back to me in this lab, plainly, the way she liked words.

She will keep me in a thick adult diaper. She will check it with her hand. She will change me when she says, not when I ask. After six, on the nights she names, I will be in this lab with the door locked. She will fuck me with the strap-on, the one in the leather harness. The stop word is vellum. If I say it, she stops at once, and it costs me nothing.

She read over my shoulder. I heard her breath change on the line about the strap-on, but she didn’t touch me. When I’d written the word nights and left the number of them out, she tapped the paper once with one finger.

“How many?”

“You didn’t say.”

“Then tell me what you want. Out loud first, and then write it down.”

“Two nights a week.” My thighs tried to close and the wet diaper wouldn’t let them. “Or whenever you tell me to come. I want you to tell me.”

“Then write that. And write that you’ll ask for the strap-on out loud, not with a look.”

I wrote it. My best hand came back to me, and the letters stood up straight, and she read the line about the nights over my shoulder.

“Write the stop word again,” she said. “Bigger. I want it where I can’t possibly miss it.”

I wrote vellum on a line of its own, slowly, the way I’d letter the spine of a book. She read it, and the line under it, the one that said it ended the night and cost me nothing, and she made a small dry sound that wasn’t quite a laugh.

“Sweetheart. You wrote the way out before you wrote the way in.” She sounded almost fond. “That’s fine. Sign it.”

I signed. Cora. The pen scratched. She took it from my fingers, not quickly, and signed beneath me, Beatrix, and her letters didn’t shake at all. She blew once on the ink and slid the pages to the far side of the light table, away from my elbow.

Then she stepped out of her slacks and folded them over the back of a chair. From her bag she took the harness, and I watched her buckle it on, the leather snug at her hips, the strap-on set in its ring, plain and thick enough, the same toy she’d shown me and not let me touch. She checked every buckle with her thumb. The toy stood out from her, and my mouth went dry, and the wet diaper made another small sound when I shifted.

“Bend over the worktable,” she said.

“No.”

It came out of me before I could find a softer word, and I knew even as I said it that it wasn’t the kind of no that wanted her to stop. It was the kind that wanted to find out what she’d do with it. My hands were on the light table, and they’d gone damp.

She didn’t answer that. She set her palm down on the table beside mine and left it there.

“Vellum?” she asked.

“No. Not that.”

“Then it’s over the table the first time,” she said, “and face to face the next. That’s the order. Bend over for me.”

And she waited.

My mouth had said no, and my body was already standing. The diaper hung heavy between my thighs under my skirt, piss-warm and slick in a second way that had nothing to do with piss. I walked to the worktable. The blanket was folded neatly over the padding, right at the height of my hips. I bent over it on my own. My cheek found the cloth, and I couldn’t see her anymore, and I heard the harness creak as she stepped in behind me.

“Good girl,” she said.

I made a noise into the blanket.

“Skirt up.”

I reached back and pulled it up to my waist, and the cooler air of the room slid under the hem and found the plastic of the diaper. She put both hands on my hips and just held them there, her thumbs resting on the tapes.

“Tell me what I’m looking at.”

“My diaper. It’s wet, and it’s thick, and you can see it.”

“I can see how it sags. And I can see where you wet the second time, darker at the back than it was when you sat down. You didn’t tell me that part until I made you.” Her fingers found the edge of the left tape and picked at it. “Ask me.”

“Please take it down.”

“Please take it down, who?”

“Please take it down, Mommy.”

The tape came away with a sticky rip, and then the other, and then the lower ones, and she peeled the wet diaper down off my ass slowly. It clung, heavy, and caught at the tops of my thighs. The lab air hit my bare ass and my wet pussy at the same time and I jerked. She left the diaper bunched there at my thighs, warm and smelling of piss, holding my legs a little closer together than I’d have chosen.

“Look at you,” she said, close to my ear, dry and quiet. “Soaked, and not only from the diaper. You wrote the strap-on down in your best hand and you’re already open for it.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Her bare hand came down on my right cheek. It wasn’t a tap. It was a full flat smack, and the sound of it was sharp in the locked lab, and the heat jumped up under my skin. I gasped into the blanket. She did the left with the same weight, and then the right again, and she kept on, both sides, steady, the way she reads a line twice when it matters. My ass went hot. The diaper tugged at my thighs every time I flinched. After a while she paused with her palm resting flat on the sting, and I could hear my own breathing.

“What color?” she asked.

“Pink. It feels pink. It stings.”

“It is pink. Both sides. You’re pushing your toes into the floor like you want to get away, and you’re dripping onto the diaper. So which is it?”

“I don’t know.”

She spanked me again, harder, right and then left, and the sting went deep. My hips jerked forward into the blanket and then, before I’d decided anything, back into her hand. She felt it. She gave me one more, and I pushed back into that one too, my ass up, chasing her palm.

“There,” she said. “That. You want it.”

“I want it.”

“Then say the crude part. I’m not going to guess.”

“Spank my ass, Mommy. I pushed back because I want your hand. I want...” My voice cracked. “I want the toy. Please.”

“You’ll get the toy. Hold onto the blanket.”

I grabbed the folded edge. She spat in her hand, a short wet sound, and rubbed it over my pussy, two fingers sliding through the slick and the damp left at the crease, and she found my clit and circled it once, not nearly enough, and took her hand away. I heard the harness shift. Then the blunt head of the strap-on nudged at my opening, warm from her body, thick enough that I had to give way around it.

“Breathe out,” she said.

I breathed out, and she pushed in, one long slow press, the toy opening me a little at a time until her hips met my spanked ass and the leather of the harness touched the pink. I made a broken noise. I was full and stretched, and the diaper around my thighs kept me from spreading my legs, so the toy sat deep and tight.

“Talk to me.”

“It’s in. It’s in my pussy. Mommy, it’s thick.”

“I know exactly how thick it is. I chose it. You looked at it on Saturday and got wet in a dry diaper, and you’re wetter now.” She drew back slowly until the head tugged at me, and pushed in again with the same even stroke. “Feel that?”

“Yes.”

She fucked me slowly, out and in, the harness creaking, her hips knocking steadily against my hot ass, and every stroke dragged over the place inside me that made my legs shake. The wet diaper swung a little at my thighs and patted my skin, a small damp slap under the bigger one of her body. I could hear how wet I was on the toy, and it was obscene in that quiet room.

“Your hand,” I said, and lost the rest of it.

“Where?”

“On my clit. Please. Under me.”

She reached underneath me and found my clit, swollen and slippery, and held two fingers there, firm and not fast, while she kept that slow pace. I rocked forward onto her fingers and back onto the toy and couldn’t decide which one I needed more.

“Harder,” I said.

“Ask me properly.”

“Harder, Mommy. Fuck me harder. Please.”

She did. The next stroke came in hard, her hips snapping forward, the toy driving deep, and she didn’t go back to slow. She fucked me from behind in short hard thrusts, the worktable taking every shove, the blanket rough against my cheek, and her fingers stayed on my clit and rubbed in time, tight little circles and then a flat press when I got too loud. My ass burned where it met her. I could hear myself saying Mommy, Mommy, please, the words slurring together into the cloth.

“You’re clenching,” she said. “I can feel it on the toy. You’re going to come on it.”

“I can’t, I...”

“You can. Say it.”

“I’m going to come on your strap-on. Mommy, don’t stop. Harder, please.”

She gave it to me harder. The toy pounded into me, deep, and the base of the harness ground against her on every stroke, and her fingers worked my clit without any mercy at all, slick and exact. The heat pulled tight, low and mean, and then it broke. I came around the toy, gripping it in hard pulses, my clit jumping under her fingers, and a raw sound tore out of me that wasn’t a word. My thighs shook. A rush of wet ran out around the toy and down onto the bunched diaper.

She didn’t pull out. She stayed deep and ground the harness into me in small hard circles, the leather creaking, and for the first time all night her breath went rough. Her free hand gripped my hip, and I felt her thighs tighten against the backs of mine.

“Stay,” she said, and her voice was still low, but there was a crack in it now. “Stay right there on it. I’m going to come.”

“Come, Mommy. Please. Use me. Grind on me.”

She did, in short grinding thrusts, the base of the toy rubbing her clit through the harness, her hips jammed against my ass, and I was still pulsing around the toy, much too sensitive, saying broken pieces of things, yes and that and please. She made one low sound, not a pretty one, and her whole body went tight against me, and she came like that, grinding the harness into her own clit, her hips jerking and her breath catching, the toy pushed deep while she rode it out on me. I felt every shiver of it. I pushed back so she’d have something solid to come against, and she held me there until the shaking got small and her hand on my hip loosened.

For a while there was only breathing. The light table hummed. My ass stung. My cheek was wet on the blanket from my own open mouth.

“Words,” she said after a bit, still quiet.

“I came. And you came. I felt you.” My voice was wrecked. “Thank you, Mommy.”

She pulled out slowly. I whimpered at the drag of it, empty all at once and still fluttering, and I knew she was looking, because she told me what she saw.

“Open. Pink. Dripping onto your wet diaper. You took the first time over the table. Next time I’ll see your face while I do it. You heard me.”

“I heard you.”

She eased the soaked diaper the rest of the way down my legs and off, and set it on the floor by the table, not hidden away. From her bag she took a fresh one, thick and plain and my size, and shook it open, and the plastic rustled.

“Up. Onto the stool. I’m not finished with you.”

My legs didn’t want to hold me. She undid the harness buckles first and laid the whole thing on the blanket, the toy still wet from me. Then she got an arm around my waist and walked me the few steps, sat down on the lab stool herself, slacks still off, and pulled me down onto her lap with my back against her chest and my bare ass on her bare thighs. The sting met her skin and I hissed.

“Easy,” she said, her arm around my middle. “Lift up.”

I lifted, and she slid the fresh diaper under me, thick and dry and cool against a pussy that was still swollen and leaking. She brought the front up between my legs, snug, and taped it, left and then right and then the lower tapes, each one pressed flat with her thumb, checked, and pressed again. I heard every one of them. The dry diaper held me, and after being bare it felt enormous, and it crinkled when I shifted on her lap.

“Too tight?”

“No. It’s good. I can feel it.”

“You’ll feel it on the way home. If you wet this one before you get there, you tell me tomorrow. Out loud, mind you. Not in a note.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She held me. One hand rested on the front of the new diaper, not rubbing, only resting there, so I’d know she’d put it there. My head tipped back onto her shoulder. I could smell the leather still on her skin, and myself, and the shaking in my thighs slowly stopped.

The signed pages were still lying on the light table. She reached for them without letting me off her lap, folded them once, neatly, and slid them into her bag.

“These stay with me,” she said. “I have some work of my own to do with them.”

I thought of dark leather, and the way I’d bind a thing I meant to keep, and of the note she’d already found under the tray. I didn’t say any of it. Her hand stayed on the diaper, the lab was quiet, and I sat taped up in her lap and let her keep the pages.

❦

She put the book in my hands before I’d even gotten the bag off my shoulder. It was bound in plain dark leather with no title on the cover, and the boards were stiff and new. On the spine, small and even, sat two first names. Cora. Beatrix. There was only the one copy.

“Open it,” she said.

We were in her reading room, two weeks after the night at the light table, with shelves on every wall and the lamps low. Under my dress the diaper was thick and already heavy from the walk over, the warm middle of it pressed against my pussy. I stood very still and opened the cover.

It was my own handwriting. The good paper, sewn in properly, not loose. The lines stood up straight.

“Read it to me,” Beatrix said. “The terms. Out loud. Every one of them.”

“A thick diaper, checked by you. Changed only when you say so. Two nights a week in the lab, or whenever you tell me. The strap-on. The stop word, and it all stops.” I had to wet my lips. “And I ask for the strap-on out loud, not with a look.”

That last line was the one I’d been dreading reading out loud. I’d written it in my best hand anyway.

She took the book from me and found the line with her thumb and read it back in that dry voice, no softer than I’d read it. “‘I ask for the strap-on out loud.’” She looked up at me. “Ask who?”

A hot thread left me before I had my answer ready. It slid out of me slowly, not a rush at all, and met the wet already in the diaper from the walk and kept going sideways, into a strip of padding that had only been warm before. That strip went heavy. The plastic warmed against my left thigh and clung there, and my clit throbbed in the swell of it, and when I shifted the whole weight of the thing rocked.

“You,” I said. My voice stayed level, but my body had already told on me.

“My name.”

“Mommy.”

“With the line, please.”

“I ask you for the strap-on out loud, Mommy.”

“That’s my girl.”

My hips tipped forward into the diaper before I could stop them, and a soft wet sound came up from under the dress, and I locked my knees.

Beatrix was watching the front of my dress. She didn’t touch it. “You just let go while you were saying it,” she said. “And you thought a flat voice would hide it. I can see the dress hanging lower. Tell me what you did.”

“I wet. In the diaper. Just a little, while I was calling you Mommy.”

“More than a little. That side’s hanging lower. Stand there and feel it.”

I stood there. The new wet spread under me, warm and then tacky, the lining pressing against my pussy and the crease of my ass. The tapes held. I could smell myself, sharp and close.

“Hands,” she said.

I held them out, with the book back in the crook of one arm. The glue lived in my fingerprints, cloudy around the nails.

“You’ve made something.” Her eyes went to the bag at my feet. “Get it out.”

She’d taken the signed pages away in her bag that night, and a few days later she’d pressed a key to the lab into my hand, for the nights she named. I’d built this box in the time since, without knowing what size it would need to be.

I crouched to the bag, and the soaked diaper bunched up hard against my clit and my ass, and I had to breathe through my mouth. I came up with the cloth-covered box in both hands.

“I made it for the book,” I said. “You didn’t ask me to.”

She took it from me, slowly, and turned it over in the window light, the bottom and the sides and the cloth folded in at the edges. Three of the corners were clean. She opened the lid, and the tray sat flush inside. She didn’t lift it yet. Her thumb ran along the front left corner and stopped where the cloth gapped by a hair and the board showed through.

“You rushed this corner,” she said. “And you knew it.”

“Yes.”

“And you brought it to me with the flaw in it.”

“I wanted it here when you showed me the binding. There wasn’t time to pull the cloth and turn the corner over again.”

“Sweetheart.” It was dry, with almost nothing in it at all. “You built me a box with a bad corner, with glue still on your hands and a wet diaper under your dress, and you tried to hand it to me like a receipt. What haven’t you told me?”

My stomach dropped. “There’s a space under the tray. A flat one. I cut it, but I didn’t put anything in it.”

“You waited for me to find the corner before you’d tell me the rest.” She lifted the tray out with two fingers and set it on the shelf ledge and looked down into the shallow dark. It was empty, the way I’d said. She set the tray back and closed the lid, and her palm rested on the cloth. “That space stays empty until I ask for it. Tonight this box gets the book. Ask me.”

“Please keep it, Mommy. On your shelf, with the book inside it.”

“Better.” She held out her hand, and I gave her the book.

She went to the shelf that sat at my eye height, a little low for her, set the box on the wood and opened the lid again. The dark book slid down into the tray and settled. I’d measured for a thickness I could only guess at, from the pages and the boards I thought she’d use. It fit.

She closed the lid and squared the box with two fingers until it lined up exactly with the edge of the shelf.

“There,” she said. “You’ll see it every time you walk in. You don’t take it down, and you don’t open it. If you want it, you ask me, and I might say no.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She looked at the sag in my dress. “Bedroom. Dress off, and on your back. The diaper stays taped until my hands are on the tapes. Hang your coat on the door. The key stays in the pocket. Tuesday is still Tuesday.”

I went.

The tapes rasped when she pulled the first one free.

I was on my back on the big bed with the dress folded over a chair and the diaper the only thing left on me, thick and hot and swollen fat. My coat hung on the bedroom door, the lab key in its pocket, and on the nightstand, beside a short stack of fresh diapers, lay a wand with a broad round head.

Beatrix took the tapes off one at a time, and each came away with a sticky pull. She folded the front down and open under me, so I lay right in the wet padding with my pussy bare and my ass still on the soaked lining, and the air hit me and I jerked. The smell of my own piss came up warm.

“Look at you,” she said, not loudly. “Red and swollen, your clit right out. You walked over in this, and then you stood in my reading room and leaked through it, and you still tried to sound like you were dropping off a delivery.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I didn’t ask for sorry. Knees up and open.”

I opened them, but not far enough, and she set her palm on the inside of my knee and pushed, steady, until my leg went wide and the open diaper pulled flat under my ass.

“Stay like that, and tell me what you want inside you.”

“Your fingers.”

“And on your clit?”

“The wand. Please.”

“Ask me like you mean the whole night. All the words.”

“Please, Mommy. Two fingers inside me, and the wand on my clit. And don’t take it away when I get loud.”

“Good girl.”

Something low in me squeezed at that, and she saw it. She took the wand off the nightstand, wet two fingers in her mouth and set them against me, not inside yet, just pressing, so I could feel how easily I’d take them. The wand was in her other hand, its broad head resting cold on my clit for a second, still switched off.

“Now,” she said, and pushed in.

Two fingers, slow and thick. I took them with a wet sound that had nothing to do with the diaper. She curled them and held them there, filling me, and she didn’t turn the wand on.

I lifted my hips off the open padding. “Mommy.”

“Not yet. Tell me what you feel. Out loud.”

“Full. Your fingers inside me. And the wand’s just sitting on my clit and I need it on. Please turn it on. Please keep it there.”

She clicked it on, low. The buzz went into my clit and up through my belly, and I grabbed at her fingers from inside, and she started to work them, short and exact, dragging along my front wall, in and out with a little twist at the deepest point. I could hear how wet I was, and under that the diaper crackled every time my ass dropped back into the warm wet padding.

“You’re dripping onto your own diaper,” she said. “And it’s not piss this time. Look.”

I looked down. Clear slick was running out around her fingers onto the yellow padding, a shiny string of it. My clit jumped under the wand and my hips wouldn’t stay down.

“Keep it there,” I said. “Please keep the wand right there. Don’t move it.”

She turned it up a notch, and the buzz turned mean. Her fingers kept up their steady rhythm. The pressure built low down, behind my clit, hot and tight, like something filling up past where it ought to stop. My thighs shook and I grabbed the sheet.

“You’re going to squirt,” she said. “I can feel you fluttering. Tell me before you do.”

“I’m going to squirt. Mommy, please, hold the wand there. Don’t lift it. I’m...”

It broke in pulses. The first was a hard kick, hot liquid rushing out of me around her fingers. It hit the open diaper and splashed warm up between my cheeks. The next went further, over the padding and onto the sheet by my hip with a wet slap I could hear. I cried out. My hips jerked up and she followed me with the wand and kept it sealed to my clit, her fingers still inside so I clenched on them while I squirted again, shorter and messier, and then a third weak spurt that ran down and soaked the diaper under me. The sheet stuck to my side. I was wet up to my ribs, and the smell of it was sharp, all of it mixed together and all of it me.

She didn’t lift the wand.

“You’re not finished,” she said, calm as anything. “You’re still grabbing at me. Stay open and give me the rest.”

“I can’t... words...”

“You don’t need a sentence. You need to come. I’ve got the wand. Ask, or it goes away.”

“Keep it. Please keep it on my clit. Mommy. Please.”

She turned it up again. The buzz was cruel now, and the aftershocks climbed so fast I sobbed. My legs tried to close and her elbow held one thigh out of the way. I squirted one last thin stream across the diaper, weaker, hot on my own skin, and then I was only shaking, fluttering around her fingers, my mouth open with nothing left to say.

She held the wand there until the shakes had turned to twitches. Then she switched it off and drew her fingers out of me slowly. They shone. She wiped them on the inside of my thigh, so that I’d have to feel it.

“Look at the mess you’ve made of my sheets,” she said, and it sounded like praise.

My clit throbbed in the open air. I wanted to thank her, and I couldn’t get my breath back far enough to do it.

She got off the bed. I heard leather, and a strap pulled tight, and a buckle at one hip and then the other. When she came back the toy was seated in the harness, thick and smooth, the base set so that every grind would press against her own clit. It bumped my calf, and then the soft inside of my thigh. She didn’t tell me to look away.

This time I didn’t wait for an order. “Mommy,” I said, and it came out small, but it came out. “The strap-on, please. Face to face, the way you promised me at the light table. I’ve waited two weeks to ask you for it out loud.”

The little smile went up on one side of her mouth and stayed there longer than it usually did. “There it is,” she said. “Out loud, and not with a look. Knees to your chest, then.”

She took both my ankles and folded me, slow and sure, until my knees were up by my shoulders and I was tipped up toward her. The used diaper was still under my ass, cold at the edges now and warm where I’d squirted into it. She set my legs over her shoulders, and the harness pressed against the backs of my thighs.

“Now say my name again,” she said.

“Mommy.”

“Into my mouth. When I kiss you, you say it into me. Don’t you hide it in the pillow.”

She lined the toy up and the head nudged against me. She waited until I was looking at her face, dry-eyed and calm, a little color in her throat and nowhere else. Then she pushed in, one long stroke, and I stretched around the strap-on and took it all the way to the base, and I gasped into the inch of air between our mouths.

Then she kissed me.

“Mommy,” I said, right into her mouth, messy against her tongue, and she took it from me. She began to fuck me face to face, deep, the toy dragging out and driving back in, every stroke rocking her into the harness. The buckles pressed my ass when she bottomed out. My legs slid on her shoulders and she caught them and held them.

“Talk to me,” she said against my lips. “What’s inside you?”

“The strap-on. You. Mommy, it’s so deep.”

“And whose are you?”

“Yours.”

“Louder. The door’s shut, and nobody hears you but me.”

“My pussy’s yours. All of me’s yours. Please fuck me. Please don’t stop.”

She didn’t stop. She went harder, still exact, not fast for show, the head of the toy hitting deep and her hips grinding at the end of each stroke so the base pressed into her and the toy stayed buried. I was loud. The sounds were filthy, me on the toy, the diaper crackling under us, the squirt-soaked sheet stuck to my back.

“You hid a space in that box,” she said, her voice perfectly level while she fucked me. “You don’t get to hide this. Look at me when you come. And ask.”

“Please let me come. Please keep fucking me. Mommy, I’m close. Mommy...”

The sentence broke. I came with her eyes on mine, clamping down on the strap-on in hard pulses, my clit grinding up into the leather because she stayed deep and rocked into me. I said Mommy into her mouth again, and then I didn’t have words at all, only sound, my nails in her shoulders and my legs tight over her. Slick ran out around the toy and down onto the ruined diaper.

She didn’t pull out. She ground into the harness in short mean circles, the toy hardly leaving me, her breath finally ragged against my cheek.

“Stay,” she said. “I’m using you now. Hold your legs up for me.”

I held them. I was far too sensitive and I held them anyway, whimpering at every drag. She buried the strap-on and ground hard, the leather creaking, her hips working in tight little pushes, and a low sound caught in her throat, and then she came, grinding into the harness, her whole body tight over mine, the toy jammed deep while she rode it out against me. I felt her shake. She kept her mouth on mine until it passed.

She stayed inside me a moment longer with her forehead resting on mine. There was no speech, only her breath.

“My good girl,” she said.

I couldn’t answer her. I was still fluttering around the toy and my eyes were wet, and that was all I had.

She pulled out slowly, and the strap-on left me with a wet sound and I clenched on nothing. She unbuckled the harness, one side and then the other, and laid it on the sheet, the toy shiny with me, and she didn’t tell me to look away from that either.

From the stack by the bed she took a fresh diaper, thick and white with the tapes ready, and slid it under my ass on top of the soaked one, and then pulled the used one out and away so I wasn’t lying in the cold mess anymore. The fresh one was dry and bulky against my sore pussy. She brought the front up snug over my clit and taped one side, then the other, and checked the leg with two fingers, the same way she checks a corner.

“Too loose and you’ll leak on my sheets again,” she said. “These stay on until I say. On Tuesday you come to the lab in a clean one, and I’ll check it.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She put her palm flat on the front of the fresh diaper and left it there, warm and heavy, and I could feel my heartbeat in my clit under her hand.

“The book’s in your box,” she said. “On my shelf. And your key’s in your coat. Use it on Tuesday. Don’t make me wait.”

My coat hung on the bedroom door with the key a small hard shape in its pocket. Her palm didn’t move.

“Close your eyes now,” she said.

I closed them. The diaper held me, and her hand stayed where it was.

If you want more like this, read ABDL FFM next


Mommy Cages Her Sissy Equipment Manager and Laughs at His Small Cock — Mommy-Led Sissy Chastity ABDL

The first thing I do every morning at the rink is turn on the dryers. There are six of them along the back wall of the equipment room, big steel cabinets with racks inside, and by the time I get there the gloves and pads from the night before have been hanging in them for hours, and the whole room smells like hot leather and old sweat and the metal dust that comes off the sharpening wheel. It’s not a smell most people would pick. I like it. It means everything is where I left it.

I run the equipment room for a pro hockey team. That sounds bigger than it is. Mostly it means I’m the first one in the building and the last one out, and in between I sharpen skates, replace laces, tape sticks, wash everything that can be washed and dry everything that can’t, sew up torn gloves, fix the snaps on the pads, and count. I count all day long. Sticks, rolls of tape, towels, water bottles, the spare laces in their little bins. Hockey players will lose anything that isn’t tied to their feet, and some days they’ll lose that too. Ours is a veteran team, bearded pros with mortgages and bad knees, and the rookie of the bunch is already twenty-seven and sick of hearing about it. The coaches and the trainers and the road crew have been hauling this circus from rink to rink for twenty years and more, and not one of them, player or staff, can keep track of a glove. So somebody has to know where it all is, and that somebody is me. I’ve got big steady hands, and I’ve never once been late.

On the road it’s the same job, only heavier. I pack the team’s gear into big black trunks and load them into the belly of the bus, then onto the plane, then onto another bus and into the back hallway of another rink, where I unpack it all again so that when the guys walk in it looks like home. Nobody notices when it goes right. That’s how you know it went right.

I’d turned thirty-five that winter, in a hotel in a city where it rained for three days straight, and the only person who knew it was my birthday was the woman who booked the hotel.

That was Margot.

Margot books the planes, the buses and the hotels for the whole team, and she runs every one of them to the minute. She works upstairs in the travel office, a different department from mine, and she isn’t my boss and I’m not hers. On paper the two of us have nothing to do with each other, except that my trunks have to fit in her bus and her bus has to leave on time. She was somewhere around forty, I figured, a tall woman with dark hair cut blunt at the jaw, reading glasses pushed up on top of her head, and the team fleece zipped all the way to her chin on cold mornings. She wore her team lanyard everywhere, her ID on it and the bus list clipped in behind the ID, and when she talked to you she had a way of tapping that list with her pen, like she was deciding where you went on it.

And she laughed. That was the first thing anybody would tell you about her. Things went wrong on the road every single day, a bus that didn’t show, a hotel that gave away half our rooms, and Margot would get on the phone and fix it, and somewhere in the middle of fixing it she’d laugh, quick and easy, like she’d been waiting all day for something to be funny and this was finally it.

On that birthday trip she was standing at the bus door before dawn with her pen, ticking names as we climbed on. When I got to the top step she held out a candy bar from the hotel gift shop without looking up from her list.

“Happy birthday, Gilbert,” she said.

I stood there holding the candy bar like it was a summons. “How did you know?”

“It’s on my list. Everything’s on my list.” She ticked my name. Then she looked up at me over the top of her glasses, just a second longer than she needed to. “You’re the only man on this bus who’s never once made me wait. I’d like to keep you that way.”

The driver laughed. I went and sat down near the back and held that candy bar the whole way to the airport.

That’s the kind of thing I mean. Small things. I’m not a man who reads much into small things, but I’d been reading into hers for a while.

There was the way she always said my whole name, Gilbert, when everybody else on the team called me Gil or just yelled. And there was the hotel lobby, where she’d stand at a table with the room keys laid out in little paper sleeves and hand them out one at a time, and every trip, when she got to me, she’d hold mine back for half a second.

“End of the hall, by the ice machine,” she’d say. “Like always. One of these days you’re going to tell me what you do down there that you need to be so far away from everybody.”

“Sharpen skates,” I told her once.

“In a hotel room?”

“Sometimes.”

She laughed out loud, right there in the lobby, and I rode up in the elevator with my ears burning, because the true answer was at the bottom of the gear bag on my shoulder.

I should explain about the bag.

Everybody on staff has his own gear bag for the road, a big black duffel with the team logo on the side and a number stenciled on the end so the airline can’t mix them up. Mine is packed the way I pack everything, to the inch. Clothes rolled tight on one side. Shaving kit. A spare set of laces and a roll of tape, because you never know. And underneath all of that, flat at the very bottom and folded so small you’d never see it unless you emptied the whole bag out, a pink lace bra and a pair of pink lace panties, wrapped around two plain white adult diapers.

They’d been there on every road trip since I was twenty-seven.

That was the year I got my first job that traveled, with a smaller club out west, and my first apartment that was only mine. I’d been carrying the want around without a name for it, the way you carry a stone in your shoe and get used to walking funny. Living alone gave me a door I could lock. One night I sat on my kitchen floor with my laptop and ordered a pack of adult diapers, the thick kind, plain white, and then, since I was already shaking and figured I might as well shake for something, I went to a lingerie site and bought the prettiest pink lace set they had in a size that would go around a man with my shoulders. When the boxes came I hid them under the bathroom sink and didn’t touch them for a week.

The first time I wore them wasn’t even at home. It was in a hotel room on the road, three time zones away from anybody who knew my name, with the chain on the door and the sign hanging on the handle. A hotel room is nobody’s room. That’s what made it possible. I put the diaper on first, sitting on the edge of the bed and figuring out the tapes with my hands shaking, and then I stepped into the panties and pulled them up over it, and then the bra, and I stood in front of the mirror on the closet door and looked.

I looked ridiculous. I knew it. A big man with a big man’s shoulders, in pink lace and a thick white diaper. And I’d never gotten hard so fast in my life.

Here’s the other thing, the one I’m even less proud of. I’m small. Around a locker room full of loud men I’d always changed fast and facing the wall, and I’d made my peace with it the way you make peace with going gray early. But in that mirror, with the lace stretched over the front of the diaper and all that bulk making everything look even smaller, I saw it and couldn’t stop looking. It looked silly. It looked like it belonged in those panties. And the thought that went through my head, as clear as a bus time, was that I wanted somebody to see it like that and laugh. Not a cruel laugh. Just the laugh you’d give something that was funny and true. And then I wanted them not to leave.

I’d never said that to anybody. I barely said it to myself.

After that it went the way these things go. One night per trip at first, the last night, when the work was done and I could afford to lose some sleep. Then every night of a trip. I’d get back to my room at the end of the hall after the game, after the trunks were loaded and I’d counted everything twice, and I’d put the chain on and tape myself into a diaper and pull the lace on over it, and lie on the hotel bed in the dark with the city making its noises outside, and touch myself through the front. I never needed more than two fingers on a little cock through a thick diaper, and I’d come so fast it was almost funny, and afterward I’d lie there warm in the padding and feel more like myself than I did all day.

I started wetting in them because I couldn’t not. The first time was half an accident, too lazy to get up, and after that it wasn’t an accident at all. There’s a feeling when the diaper goes warm and heavy against you and you know you did that on purpose, lying in a stranger’s sheets, and nobody in the world knows. I got hooked on that feeling the way some guys get hooked on a slot machine.

At home I kept a box of diapers in the closet so I could refill the bag. But the lace only ever lived in the bag. That was a rule I made without ever deciding to make it. The lace was for the road, and the road was where it was safe.

Then the road started not being far enough.

On one trip I wore the panties under my track pants on the bus to the airport, only the panties, and sat there with my bag on my knees and my heart going like I’d shoplifted something. Nothing happened. Nobody looked. So the next trip I wore them on the plane, and the trip after that I wore a diaper under them too, on the team charter, four rows behind Margot.

Halfway through she came down the aisle handing out the hotel information on little cards, and she stopped at my row. She leaned her arm on the seat in front of me and looked down.

“You look like you swallowed a puck,” she said. “You all right?”

“Fine,” I said. “Just tired.”

“You’re never tired. You’re the least tired man I’ve ever met.” She held out the card, and when I took it our fingers didn’t touch, but I felt the place where they almost had. “End of the hall again. By the ice machine.”

“Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me. Just don’t be late.” She laughed and moved on down the aisle, and I sat there in a diaper and pink lace with the card in my hand, so hard I had to lay it over my lap, and I knew that something had shifted that wasn’t going to shift back.

Because after that, the woman in my head had a face.

For years the person I imagined in those hotel rooms, the one who’d see me in the lace and laugh, had been nobody. A shape. Now when I lay on the bed at the end of the hall with two fingers on the front of the diaper, I heard Margot. I heard that quick easy laugh, and I heard her say my whole name, and I pictured her looking down at the little bulge in the lace with her glasses pushed up on her head and her pen in her hand, and I came so hard I bit the pillow.

I told myself that was fine. She’d never know.

Then the airline lost my bag.

It was the end of a long trip, four games in five nights, and the plane got in after midnight. I stood at the carousel and counted the trunks off the belt, every one of them, and loaded them onto the carts, and then I stood there and watched the belt go around and around, empty, until it stopped.

Margot came up beside me with her list. “Missing one?”

“My own bag.”

“Of course it’s yours,” she said. “The one man on this team who counts everything.” She took out her phone and her pen at the same time, the way she does. “Don’t look like that, Gilbert. It happens every week. It’ll come to my office, they always send the team bags to me. Whatever’s in there, I’ll get it back to you.”

Whatever’s in there.

I said thank you. I drove home with my hands so tight on the wheel my knuckles ached, and I stood in my dark kitchen in the middle of the night and pictured it. My bag on a desk in the travel office. The zipper. Somebody looking for a name.

I should have gone to bed. Instead I went to the closet and took a diaper out of the box.

The lace was in the bag, wherever the bag was. All I had was the diaper, and I put it on in the dark, lying back on my bed and lifting my hips to slide it under me, pulling the front up between my legs and taping it snug, and the thickness of it pressed up against me and my cock was hard before I had the second tape down. I hated that. I was scared half to death and I was hard anyway.

I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling and let myself see it.

Margot at her desk, early, before anybody else was in. My bag on the desk with the tag torn off. Her running the zipper back, looking for a name, finding my shirts rolled tight and saying something under her breath about how neat they were. Her hand going lower. Finding the lace.

I put two fingers on the front of the diaper and pressed.

In my head she didn’t scream and she didn’t call anybody. She lifted the bra out by one strap and held it up to the light and looked at it. Then she found the panties, and the diapers folded inside them, and she sat back in her chair and laughed. That laugh. Quick and easy and surprised, like she’d been waiting all day for something to be funny.

I rubbed. Slow circles, the way I always did, two fingers on the little ridge of my cock under all that padding. I could feel how small it was. I could feel the padding bunching up around it. My hips came up off the bed.

In my head she said my name, the whole thing, like she was reading it off her list. “Is this yours?”

“Yes,” I whispered, out loud, to my empty bedroom.

And in my head she didn’t leave. That was the part that wrecked me. She didn’t zip it back up and walk out and tell the whole building. She held the panties up next to the diaper and looked at me over her glasses and laughed at me, and then she said, “Well, go on and put them on, then. Let me see.”

I wet.

I didn’t decide to. I didn’t fight it either. It just came, hot, in a long rush into the front of the diaper, and the padding went warm and heavy under my fingers and spread down between my legs and back under me, and I felt my face burn in the dark. I kept rubbing through it. The wet front was slick and warm and pressed right against my cock, and I pictured her seeing that too, the diaper sagging and dark, and her laughing harder, and her hand reaching for the front of it.

“Look at that little thing,” I heard her say in my head. “That’s all there is?”

I came. Two fingers, under a minute, the way it always went, and it ripped through me so hard my back came off the mattress and my heel kicked the footboard. My cum went into the soaked diaper in short hot pulses that didn’t amount to much, my cock jerking under the wet padding, and I said her name into the dark. Not a whisper. Her actual name, out loud, Margot, the way you’d say it if she were standing right there in the doorway with her pen.

Then I lay there in the mess and shook.

I don’t think I’ve ever been so ashamed of anything. She was a colleague. She booked my hotel rooms. She had my birthday on a list. And somewhere out there my bag was moving through somebody’s system with my whole secret folded up at the bottom, and I’d just come in a wet diaper picturing her finding it.

I buried the diaper in the trash and stood under a shower so hot it hurt.

The bag didn’t come the next day, or the day after that. I sharpened skates. I counted tape. I passed Margot in the hallway once, carrying a coffee and talking on her phone, and she lifted her pen at me in a little wave and kept walking, and I had to go stand in the dryer room until my face cooled down.

On the third morning I got to the rink at seven. The building was dark except for the exit signs, and nobody else was in yet. I unlocked the equipment room and switched on the lights over the workbench, and left the rest of the room dark until I got the dryers going.

I was pulling the door shut behind me when I heard heels in the hallway.

Nobody from upstairs comes down that early. I knew who it was before I turned around, the way you know a song from the first two notes, and I stood there with my hand on the door and watched her come around the corner.

Margot. Team lanyard on, glasses up on her head, and in her right hand, carried by both straps like it weighed nothing at all, my gear bag. The airline tag hung off the handle torn clean across the middle, swinging as she walked.

She didn’t say good morning. She pushed the door wider with her hip and walked right past me into my equipment room.
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She set my gear bag down on the workbench, under the lights, and stepped back from it.

The zipper was open about a hand’s width. Through the gap I could see pink, a lace strap and the curve of one cup, and under it the thick white edge of a folded diaper, the kind you tape on.

She didn’t look at my face. She unclipped the staff travel list from behind her ID and ran her finger down to the line that matched the number stenciled on my bag.

“Here you are,” she said. “Gilbert, equipment, thirty-five.” Her finger slid up two lines. “And there’s me. Margot, travel, forty. Same club, different departments. You don’t answer to me and I don’t answer to you.”

The heat came up my neck so fast I felt it in my ears, and worse, my cock pushed against the front of my jeans before I’d found a single word to say. She glanced down at it. Then she laughed, short and easy, the way she laughs when a bus shows up exactly when she said it would.

“Oh, there it is,” she said. “Look at that little thing, trying to stand up over a diaper in a gear bag.”

She zipped the bag shut. In the empty room the zipper sounded as loud as a saw. Then she picked the bag up by the straps and held it out to me.

“Whose?”

“Mine,” I said.

It came out smaller than I wanted. She nodded once, like she’d just ticked a box, and let go of the straps so the bag hung from my hand.

For eight years that lace had ridden at the bottom of my bag on every road trip, and nobody had ever had a reason to open it. A torn tag had given her one.

She tapped the list against her palm. “Nobody’s in yet,” she said. “Not the players, not the staff, nobody for hours. That leaves you and me. My place is two blocks over. Walk with me.”

I walked, with the bag bumping my leg, and my cock stayed hard for both blocks, which is a long way to walk next to a woman who has just laughed at it.

Her apartment smelled like coffee she wasn’t offering me, and it was tidy the way I’m tidy. A couch, a low coffee table, a rug, and a full-length mirror against one wall with a little light mounted over the top of it, switched off. I set the bag down by the couch. She went into the kitchen and came back with a glass of water and put it in my hand.

“Drink that,” she said. “We’re both stone sober for this, and I’d like to keep it that way.”

I drank, and she watched me do it, and my cock still hadn’t gone down.

She unzipped my bag and laid things out on the coffee table in a row, some mine and some hers. My pink lace bra. My pink lace panties. My two plain white adult diapers, thick, the tapes still stuck down flat. Then she went to a drawer in the sideboard and came back with the rest. A small pink cage with one small key beside it. A pink strap-on in a black harness, the toy thick and blunt, lying on the wood like it had always lived there. No beer. Just my water.

She sat on the arm of the couch. Her lanyard hung down between her breasts, and she didn’t raise her voice at all.

“Here’s what I’m offering, sweetheart,” she said. “You call me Mommy. You wear the lace. You wear the cage, and I keep the key. You wear the diapers, home and away, for the rest of the season. On the road I run the buses and the hotels the way I always do, and I run you too. The strap-on is mine, for whenever I want it in you.” She let that sit for a second. “And nobody hears about that bag from me. Not if you say yes, and not if you say no. The bag stays yours either way. Your job stays yours. Your room on the road stays yours, at the end of the hall by the ice machine, just like always.”

She waited. My mouth had gone dry even with the water.

“You opened it,” I said.

“I opened it to find out whose it was, and I found you.” She pointed at the lace with her pen. “You packed that. You packed those diapers. I’m not asking you to start anything, Gilbert. I’m asking you to hand it to me.”

My cock twitched in my jeans. She saw it, and the corner of her mouth went up.

“Say it out loud if you want it,” she said. “Or pick up your bag and go back to work. I’ve got a bus list to finish either way.”

I looked at the little key on the table, and my balls ached like they already knew where it was headed.

“One more thing,” she said, and I could tell she’d saved it for last on purpose, the way she saves the most important line on a list. “If you want out, the word is icing. You say icing and it all stops, that minute. Not later, not after I finish what I’m doing. That minute. Your job stays, your bag stays, your room stays. There’s no price on it and I won’t tell a soul. It works in this room, on the bus, in a hotel, at the rink, every single time. You can say no all you like, that’s just part of the game. Icing is the one that stops me. You hear me?”

“I hear you.”

“Are you sober?”

“Yes. Sober.”

“Then say yes, or take the bag.”

The glass was empty in my hand and my face was burning.

“Yes,” I said.

She took the glass out of my hand and set it down. “There we go,” she said. “Now, the lights.”

She walked me over to the mirror and reached up for the little switch over the glass.

“No,” I said. “Please. Not with the lights on.”

She left her finger on the switch and looked at me. “Is that icing, sweetheart, or just a no?”

I knew the difference. She’d only just made sure of that. “Just a no,” I said.

“Then the lights go on.” She switched the mirror light on, and the glass went bright, and she put her palm flat on my chest and left it there.

“Strip for me, pet.”

I stood in that light and for a second my hands didn’t move at all. She waited. Then she lifted one finger and pointed at my top button.

I took off the shirt, then the undershirt, then my boots and socks and jeans. My cock stood out in my briefs, short and thick at the base and not much of anything after that, the head already making a wet spot on the cotton. She looked at it, and her mouth went soft with a laugh she didn’t bother hiding.

“Well, there he is. That little cock. Been hiding in a gear bag and a pair of jeans all this time.”

“Margot...”

“Mommy, when you’re ready. You’re not ready yet. Briefs off.”

I pushed them down. My cock bobbed up, red, and it looked smaller in that bright light than it had ever felt in my hand in a hotel room. I was a grown man standing bare in a colleague’s living room, and my face burned so hot my eyes watered.

She picked up the panties and held them open. “Step in.”

The lace was thin and pink and cut for a much smaller front than mine, which is saying something. I stepped in, and she drew them up my legs herself, slowly, and settled the waistband on my hips. My cock poked out over the top, and she tucked it down with one finger, and the lace stretched tight over it and went see-through where I was wet. The head showed right through. The rest of it barely filled the front. She stepped back to look, and then she laughed out loud. Not mean. Just honest.

“Oh, sweetheart, look at that. It barely fills them. A little clitty trying to be a cock in pink lace, and losing.”

She pointed at the glass, so I looked, and I saw it. Short and hard and ridiculous in the pink. My ass clenched and my face went redder.

She came in close and laid two fingers on the lace over the shaft, just two, and stroked me lightly from the base up to the wet head and back down.

“Count if it helps, darling,” she said. “I know you like to count.”

“One,” I said, and my hips jerked. “Two.”

She didn’t change anything. Same slow stroke, the lace dragging over me, my precum slicking her fingers right through the cloth. My balls drew up tight.

“Three. Four. I can’t...”

“Yes, you can. You’re already doing it.”

Five came out as a gasp. On six my knees bent. She still didn’t speed up, just the same two fingers on the same path with a little press at the head on the way back up, and the lace was stuck to me so wet I could hear it.

“Seven...”

I never finished the word. I came into the lace in a hot stripe, then another, smaller, and then a weak pulse that just soaked the front. Under a minute, start to finish. My cock kicked in the pink and I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. She watched my cum darken the lace and laughed, soft, right at it.

“There we go. Little cock, little load, right in the panties. Aren’t you sweet.”

That landed on me like a hand, and I just stood there breathing, my cock going soft in the wet lace.

All those years. All those hotel rooms with the chain on, all the folding and hiding and repacking, and she’d seen it and laughed and simply kept going, like there was nothing there to be scared of. Like it was something she’d been looking forward to.

She picked up the cage. It was pink and small, and the ring looked like it would fit and the tube looked like it wouldn’t have to work very hard.

“Hold still for me, my sissy.”

She eased my soft cock out of the soaked lace just far enough to work, the panties pushed down under my balls. She fitted the ring behind them, snug, and fed me into the tube, and I filled it and had nowhere left to go. The lock clicked. She gave it one tug to check, and it held.

The key was in her fingers, small and silver, and I couldn’t stop watching it.

I’d always been the one who locked the doors. The chain, the sign on the handle, the bag pushed under the bed. Now the key to my cock was in her hand and my cum was cooling in pink lace.

She didn’t give it to me. She set it down on the coffee table and picked up a diaper.

It was one of mine, thick and plain white, and it made a soft heavy flap when she shook it open. She had me step into it, so the lace and the cage went inside, and she pulled it up between my legs, over the wet panties and the pink tube, and the bulk of it pushed my thighs apart. She taped one side and then the other, firm, the tapes loud in that quiet room. Then she patted the front. The cage was a hard lump under all that padding, and the wet lace was somewhere in there against my skin, and I could feel both.

“Turn around.”

She turned me to the glass herself, her hands on my hips. I saw a man in a thick diaper, bare from the waist up. She held up the bra, and her finger pointed, so I put my arms through, and she hooked it at my back. The empty cups sat on my chest. Below them the diaper was a white block taped tight on my hips, and the cage made a small ridge in the front that didn’t look like a cock at all.

She tapped the ridge with one finger.

“Look at that. A caged clitty in a diaper, and lace on your chest. That’s what you’ve been packing for the road, pet.”

Icing was right there behind my teeth, and she’d promised me it would stop everything. I held onto it and didn’t let it out, and my cock tried to swell in the tube and couldn’t, and the ache of that went all the way down into the diaper.

She met my eyes in the glass. “So what do you call me now?”

My throat worked. The diaper crinkled when I shifted my weight.

“Mommy.”

“Again.”

“Mommy.”

“That’s my sissy,” she said, and she smiled like she’d ticked the last box on the list. Then she pointed at the rug. “Kneel.”

I knelt. The diaper bunched up between my thighs and pushed the cage up against me. She stepped out of her jeans and her underwear and sat on the edge of the couch with her knees apart, bare, and drew me in by the hair. Both hands. Not rough, just sure of what she wanted.

Her pussy was right at my mouth, wet, her clit an inch from my lip.

“Lick, sweetheart. You know where. Stay there till I tell you otherwise.”

I put my mouth on her. The first lick was clumsy, and she hummed and moved my head with her hands until my tongue was right on her clit, flat, and then a little pointed.

“There. Slower than that. You don’t have to win anything.”

She was slick, and she tasted sharp and warm. I licked her again and again, and her hips rolled once, small, like she was checking a fit. My caged cock had nowhere to go. The tube held it down and the diaper held the tube, and the heat gathered under the tapes anyway.

“No talking with your mouth full unless I ask,” she said. “Just lick.”

So I licked. Long strokes, and then shorter ones when her fingers tightened in my hair. She breathed out through her nose, and once, when I lost the spot and had to find it again, she laughed.

“There. That’s the one. Stay right there.”

I stayed. I worked her clit in little circles because that was what made her thigh jump against my ear. And inside the diaper, something started.

It wasn’t anything I decided. It was heat at the tip and then a slow spill I couldn’t stop, thin and hot, leaking into the lace that was already stiff with cum, a little pulse every time she tugged my hair. I felt it spread into the padding under the cage, a warm wet patch growing right against my trapped cock, and the diaper drank it without a sound.

She felt me shaking. “Leaking already? Good. Keep that mouth working.”

I did. I licked until my jaw ached. She got wetter, and it smeared on my chin and my lip. Her clit swelled under my tongue. I sucked on it once, gently, and she said, “Yes. That. Do that.”

So I sucked and licked in turns, and one of her heels dug into the rug, and her breath went short.

“Don’t stop. Right there. Right...”

She came on my mouth. I felt it in the jump of her clit and the wet rush and the way both her hands held my head still so I had to take all of it. She ground against me once, twice, quiet except for a laugh that broke in the middle, and then she eased off and smoothed my hair down the way you’d smooth a page flat.

“Good sissy. Now look at your diaper.”

I looked down. The front was warm and a little darker where I’d leaked, the cage a hard shape under the padding, my cum from before and the new leak all mixed together in the lace against my skin. When she called me good, a little more pushed out of me, hot and shameful, and the padding soaked it up before it could go anywhere.

She stood and stepped back into her jeans, and then picked my clothes up off the floor. She had me put the undershirt and the shirt on over the bra, and she did the top button herself so nothing pink showed at the collar.

At the door she had me step into my jeans. The diaper made them tight. She did them up herself, the button and the zipper, slowly, over all that white bulk. Then she pressed her palm flat against the front. The cage was right under her hand, small and locked, with the wet padding between her palm and my cock, and she pressed until I felt the tube bite.

“Hardly anything there at all,” she said. “And it’s mine until I say otherwise.”

She’d picked up the key on the way to the door, and now she dropped it into the front pocket of her jeans, and I heard it tick against whatever else she kept in there. The pocket sat right on her hip, and I was never getting into it.

She straightened her lanyard and waited while I got my socks and boots on, the diaper creaking every time I bent to the laces, and then she patted the front of it through the denim one more time.

“Road trip leaves Thursday,” she said. “The bus time’s on my list. You pack the rest of the gear, Gilbert. I’ve already packed you.”

I stood in her doorway in jeans that wouldn’t lie flat, with lace and a cage and a wet diaper under them and the word icing still unused in my mouth. She opened the door. The hall was empty. She waited for me to walk, and I walked, because she had pointed.
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I knocked twice and stood in the hallway with my hands at my sides. The team dinner was over and everybody had gone up to their rooms. Every door along the hall was shut, and the rooms on either side of hers were empty.

My track pants wouldn’t lie flat. Under them I had on a thick diaper, still dry, with the lace panties bunched up under the tapes and the pink cage locked on my cock so it sat small and hard against the padding. The lace bra was on under my team shirt, and every time I breathed I could feel every strap.

She opened the door before I could knock a third time. She still had her lanyard on, her ID and the bus list clipped together, and she looked at my face first and then at the front of my track pants, and she laughed, low, like I’d told a joke I hadn’t meant to tell.

“Come on in, sweetheart.”

I went in. She shut the door behind me, turned the lock and slid the latch across, and the click of that latch went right down into my stomach. The room smelled like her soap and the hotel coffee she hadn’t finished. On the nightstand I saw a pair of clamps, a plug, a wand and a little bottle of lube, all laid out as neat as gear on my bench. The small key wasn’t with them. It was on her somewhere, and my cock knew that better than I did. It pushed against the pink plastic and got nowhere.

She didn’t ask about dinner or the bus. She slid her hand down the front of my track pants, over the diaper, and pressed it flat.

“Dry,” she said. “You held it, like I told you.”

My cock jumped in the cage and the diaper crinkled under her palm. She felt it and smiled with her mouth closed.

“Now you’re going to wet it for me.”

“No, Mommy. Not standing up in a hotel room.”

My face went hot the second it was out. She raised her eyebrows at me. “Icing?”

“No,” I said. “Not icing.”

“Then come here.” She took my wrist and walked me the few steps to the bathroom doorway. The light was already on in there. She reached past me and turned on the tap, and the water hit the sink hard and kept on hitting it.

Her other hand came back to the front of me, palm flat on the diaper. She didn’t rub. She just held it there.

“You’re going to wet for me, pet, all of it. And I’m not moving this hand until you’re done.”

“Mommy, the hall...”

“The hall’s empty. The latch is on. The tap’s running.” She tilted her head. “Go on.”

I shook my head, but my knees didn’t get the message. They went soft. The water kept pouring, steady, and my belly answered it before my mouth could, a tight pull low down. I clenched against it and the cage dug in. The padding was warm from my skin and nothing else, and her palm was warmer.

“I can’t,” I said.

“Sure you can. Look at me.”

I looked at her. She wasn’t angry. She was just waiting, and she pressed the diaper a little firmer.

“Count it out for me, darling, out loud. Then let go.”

“One,” I said, and my voice cracked. “Two. Three.”

On three the hold broke.

It started as heat, not anything I could aim. A small give somewhere behind my cock and then a rush I couldn’t pull back, warmth flooding into the padding under her hand and soaking outward from the middle. The front of the diaper went heavy against her palm. I could hear it, a soft hiss under the sound of the tap, and then a thicker sound as the padding took more than it looked like it could hold. My face burned. I tried to stop halfway and my body wouldn’t let me. It ran down into the low part of the diaper, hot between my thighs, the leg cuffs swelling, the lace under the tapes going wet at the edges. The smell came up, sharp and mine, and I shut my eyes.

“Eyes open,” she said. “All of it. I said all of it.”

I opened them. She was watching my face, not the diaper, and her palm stayed exactly where it was while the last of it pushed out of me in weak little pulses. My cock throbbed inside all that heat and couldn’t get hard the way it wanted. The diaper sagged. I was shaking.

“Done?” she asked.

“I think...”

She pressed, and one more small spurt left me, and I made a sound I hated.

“Now you’re done,” she said. She shut off the tap with two fingers and left her palm on me a second longer, feeling the weight. “That’s heavy. Tell me.”

“It’s wet, Mommy.”

“And whose is it?”

“Yours.”

She patted the soaked front twice, pleased, and the pats went right through the padding into the cage. My knees nearly went.

“Bed,” she said.

She walked me there with her hand on the back of my neck. The wet diaper swung between my legs and crinkled and tugged at the tapes with every step, and I could feel the piss going cool at the edges and staying hot in the middle, right over my cock. She sat on the edge of the bed and hooked her fingers in my waistband.

“Let’s get these off you.”

I stood there red to the ears while she pulled my track pants down herself. They caught on the bulk, and she had to work them over the swollen diaper and down my calves and off my feet. Then my team shirt came off over my head, and she dropped both on the chair without folding anything. I was standing there in the pink lace bra and the wet diaper and nothing else, caged, with the diaper she’d made me fill in a doorway still warm against me.

She looked me over.

“Look at you, my sissy. Your little cock locked up in a piss-soaked diaper and lace on your chest, like you packed it all just for me.”

Her fingers went to the bra and pulled both cups down under my chest. My nipples were already tight from the walk and the wetting and the sound of her voice. Then she picked up the clamps, small metal ones with rubber tips, and she didn’t warn me. She opened one, set it on my left nipple and let it close.

“Ah, Mommy...”

“Shh. Other one.”

The second one bit down on the right. It was sharp and then it turned into a deep ache that ran down my belly and into the cage, and my cock swelled against the plastic and the wet padding and had no room at all. I grabbed a fistful of the bedspread.

“Hands down,” she said. “I want to see them stay down.”

I let go. The clamps hung there and tugged every time I breathed, and she flicked the left one with her fingernail and I jerked, and she smiled.

“My sissy,” she said again, softer, right by my ear. “Say it back to me.”

“Your sissy.”

“Mm. That’s right.”

Those two quiet words hit harder than the clamps had. My ass clenched, and the diaper gushed a little more warmth around my balls when I shifted, and she saw my face change.

“On your side now. Facing the wall.”

I got on the bed. The wet diaper squelched under my hip. She peeled the two lower tapes open, slowly, and the sound was loud in the quiet room. Cool air hit my ass. The top tapes held, so the front stayed against me, heavy with piss, and she left it that way and pushed just the back down off my cheeks.

“Hold your top knee up for me.”

I did. She popped the cap on the lube, cold on her fingers and then cold on my hole. She circled once, twice, and then pushed one finger inside without asking, and I groaned into the pillow.

“Tight,” she said. “You’ve been thinking about this since the hallway.”

“No.”

She added a second finger, and a yes came out of me that I hadn’t meant to give her.

“There it is.” She worked them slowly, opening me up, the lube slick and loud. My caged cock leaked a thin string into the wet padding and I felt it mix with what was already there. “You can say icing if you mean it, pet.” She waited, her fingers still inside me. I didn’t say it. “All right, then. Relax for me.”

I tried. She spread her fingers until I was open and shaking, the clamps tugging every time I clenched. Then her fingers were gone and the plug was there instead, smooth and already buzzing on its lowest setting, so I’d feel it before it was in me. She set the tip against my hole and pressed.

“Bear down.”

I did, and it stretched me wider than her fingers had, a steady burn, and then the widest part slipped in and my hole closed around the neck of it. I made a broken sound. The base sat snug between my cheeks, and she held it there with two fingers and patted my ass.

“In,” she said. “And it stays in.”

She pulled the diaper back up over the plug so the wet padding sealed against my skin again. She smoothed the tapes down hard, one and then the other, and ran her palm over the back to check her work.

“Taped shut. You’re not pushing that out.”

“I won’t.”

“Oh, you’ll try. You always try.” She found the switch on the base, working her hand just under the tape, and turned it up.

The buzz hit deep. Not a tickle. A hard hum right on the spot that made my caged cock kick, and I curled up on the bed and grabbed the sheet. The clamps swung. The wet diaper rubbed the cage every time I twitched. She watched me ride it for a few breaths and laughed at the way my hips jerked without asking my permission.

“On your back now, my sissy. I’m not done with you.”

I rolled over. The plug shifted and buzzed harder from the new angle, and the soaked front of the diaper was a hot weight on my cock and balls. She swung a leg over and sat on my thighs, not on the cage yet, just pinning me down. Then she picked up the wand. It looked big in her hand. She clicked it on, and it had a deeper buzz than the plug, a meaner one.

She looked down at the lump the cage made under the wet padding and set the head of the wand right on it.

I shouted. The sound bounced off the latched door and died. She didn’t move the wand. She held it there, steady, through the piss-wet diaper, right on the pink cage, right on my little cock.

“Mommy, it’s too much...”

“No, it isn’t. Look at me.”

I looked. Her face was calm. The wand stayed where it was, the plug kept going in my ass, and the clamps ached in time with my heartbeat. My cock strained in the cage and couldn’t rise. All it could do was throb and leak and take whatever she gave it. The wet padding carried every bit of the buzz through piss and plastic into the head of my cock and back out into my balls.

“You’re going to come in that diaper,” she said. “A ruined little one. I want to see how much a cock that size can actually give me.”

“Please...”

“Please what, darling?”

“Please let me, I can’t, not in the cage...”

“You can. You are. I can feel you jumping under there.” She pressed the wand down harder. “Talk to me. Whose clitty is this?”

“Yours, Mommy.”

“And the diaper?”

“Yours.”

“And the mess you’re about to make?”

“Yours.”

“That’s my good sissy.”

That snapped something. My balls drew up hard. The plug hammered that spot inside me and the wand wouldn’t let the head of my cock rest for a second, and I was right there and couldn’t thrust, the cage wouldn’t let me. I grabbed her wrist. She didn’t take the wand away. She put her other hand flat on my chest, between the clamps, and held me down on the bed.

“Let it happen,” she said. “Don’t fight it. I want to see the dribble.”

It broke all wrong and exactly right. No real spurts, just a weak, helpless pulse and then another, my cock jerking in the cage and only managing thin strings of cum that pushed out of the slit into the soaked padding. I felt each one, hot and small, mixing with the piss right under the wand. My whole body shook. My ass clenched on the plug and that squeezed out one more weak pulse, even less than the first, and she was laughing at it while it was still happening, and I honestly couldn’t have told you whether it was the laugh or the wand that made me come. I whimpered. My face was wet, and I didn’t know if I’d cried or just sweated through it.

She kept the wand on me while I twitched through the tail end. When I tried to twist away she followed me with it.

“That’s it? That little bit?” She lifted the wand, peeled the front of the diaper down just far enough to look, and studied the cage. There was a smear of cum on the plastic and a thin line still leaking into the padding, my cock red and small and locked and already going soft. She laughed harder, not loud, just like she couldn’t help it. “Oh, sweetheart. Look at that. All that noise and you gave me a dribble. A little cock makes a little mess. Say it.”

I could barely talk. The plug was still on, and an aftershock went through me every time it buzzed.

“A little cock,” I said. “A little mess.”

“Mommy’s locked clitty.” She tapped the cage with one fingertip and I jerked like she’d slapped it. “It’s pathetic. I love it.”

She smoothed the wet diaper back over me and pressed her palm down on the fresh cum and the old piss together, feeling the heat, and I moaned. She didn’t let me come down. She climbed up the bed with her knees by my ears, the hem of her dinner skirt already bunched up in her hands.

“Open your mouth, pet. You’re not finished working.”

She had nothing on under the skirt. I saw her, wet already and her clit standing out, and then she sat down on my mouth and the rest of the room went away. Her weight settled on me. She smelled like salt and skin. The plug kept buzzing in my ass and I couldn’t think past her.

“Lick,” she said. “From the bottom up, slow. I’ll tell you when to go faster.”

I licked her with a flat tongue, the way the first stroke told me she wanted. She was slick, and I tasted her and groaned into her, and the groan made her rock once.

“There. Again. Don’t you get fancy with me.”

I did it again, long licks, her pussy dragging over my mouth and my nose pressed into her when she sat lower. She put one hand in my hair and the other on the headboard. She didn’t rush. She used me. When I found her clit she hissed and held me right there.

“Stay on that. Little circles. You counted for me in the doorway, so count these.”

“One,” I said into her, muffled, and she laughed and ground down so I had to push the next word out through her. “Two. Three.”

“Harder on the next one.”

So I sucked her clit, gently and then firmer, and her thighs tightened around my ears. Every time my hole clenched around the plug my spent cock ached in the wet diaper, and the cum and piss squished under me when I moved to get a better angle. She looked down between her breasts at my face.

“Messy sissy,” she said. “Keep your tongue out for me. I’m going to ride it.”

She did. Short rocks at first, then longer ones, her pussy sliding over my tongue with wet sounds that were loud under the hum of the plug. I held her hips, and she let me. When I slipped off the spot she put me back with two fingers on my jaw, no lecture, just the correction, and I licked where she’d put me. Her breath changed and got shorter. She stopped talking except for little instructions.

“Right there.”

“Don’t stop.”

“Flat. No, point it. Yes. That.”

I pointed my tongue and let her use the tip on her clit while I sucked. Her knees shook by my ears. Her lanyard swung down and tapped my forehead once, the plastic ID and the edge of the bus list, the same list she used to tick me onto buses in the dark before dawn. Now it was bumping my face while she fucked my mouth. I licked harder.

“Mommy’s close,” she said, and her voice went thin for the first time. “Stay. Stay. Take it.”

She came with her pussy pressed down on my mouth, pulsing and wet, a low laugh breaking into a groan she didn’t bother to hide. I kept licking through it because she hadn’t told me to stop. She ground down and rode the last of it out on my tongue, her thighs tight, one hand fisted in my hair. I swallowed what she gave me. My jaw ached. The plug buzzed on like she’d forgotten all about it, and my caged cock gave one useless twitch in the soaked diaper.

She stayed there a moment, breathing, then lifted off. A string of her broke between us. She looked down at my wet mouth and red face and the clamps still on my chest, and she smiled like the job was done.

“Look at you,” she said softly, and my hole clenched on the plug so hard I whimpered.

She swung off the bed, fixed her skirt and set her twisted lanyard straight, while I lay there leaking into the diaper with my mouth shining and the toy still going in my ass. Then she reached under the tape and switched it off, wiped my wet face with her thumb, and held a glass of water to my mouth until I’d drunk half of it. “You did so well for me,” she said quietly. Then she looked at the clock, and at me.

“Up you get. Door.”

My legs were useless, but I got up anyway, the diaper hanging heavy between them. She met me at the door and took the left clamp off first. The blood rushed back into my nipple and I yelped. She waited, then took off the right one, the same burn, and rubbed each nipple once with her thumb, not gently, just checking they were all right, and nodded.

“Turn around.”

I turned. She peeled the back tapes, reached in and worked the plug out of me slowly. The stretch on the way out made my knees buckle, and she caught my hip with her free hand and held me until it popped free. My hole fluttered, empty and slick with lube. She set the plug on the nightstand, pulled the diaper back up and taped it shut again, firm, like before. Her palm smoothed the back and then came around and pressed on the soaked front, feeling the weight of everything I’d done in it.

“Still full,” she said, pleased. “You’re walking back to your room in that.”

She crouched and held my track pants open, and I stepped in, and she pulled them up over the swollen diaper herself and settled the waistband. The bulk showed. Anybody in a lit hallway would have seen it. The hallway was empty, and she knew that, and she still looked me up and down and laughed.

“You’re a mess, my sissy. Little cock locked up, diaper full of piss and cum, lace under your shirt, and you’re going to walk all the way down that hall to your own room like that because I said so.”

“Mommy...”

“The word’s icing, if you want out.” She waited. I didn’t say it. She nodded once. “Then off you go.”

She slid the latch back and turned the lock. The air in the hall was cooler, and there was nobody in it. She put her hand on my chest, over the hidden bra, and pointed down the carpet toward my door.

“The next home game night is mine,” she said. “Bring your kit. Knock. And don’t you dare change first.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Go on.”

I went. The wet diaper shifted with every step, heavy and loud to me and hot against the cage. Behind me her door shut, the lock and then the latch, and I kept on walking, all the way down to the ice machine.

❦

I came in from the rink with the gear bag on my shoulder and the wet diaper hanging heavy between my legs. Margot’s kitchen light was already on. She was standing at the counter in her work pants with her team lanyard still around her neck and the bus list clipped to it, and my legs were dead from the home game and the long hour of packing up after it. The blinds over the kitchen window were down, but the slats were still open, and the streetlight came through them in stripes across the counter, across the pink strap-on in its harness and the bottle of lube beside it.

I let the bag drop by the fridge. The torn airline tag flipped over and stuck to my shoe.

She walked over to the window and twisted the rod on the blinds, tilting them shut slat by slat until the last gap was gone. There wasn’t a soul out on the street, just parked cars and the hum of the streetlight, and she shut them anyway. I heard myself counting the clicks under my breath, because my mouth does that when I don’t know what to do with my hands. She waited until I ran out of numbers.

“Pants down, sweetheart.”

I shoved my team pants down to my ankles and kicked them off. The diaper swung. It was soaked through from the walk over, the plastic crackling every time I moved, and the heat of the piss sat in the padding and pressed against the pink cage. The lace panties showed at the leg holes, the pink gone dark where the wet had crept into it.

She came around the counter and patted the front, and the whole sagging weight of it moved. Cool air touched the damp edges, and my cock pushed against the cage while she was still looking at her list, before she’d even looked down at me.

“Bend over the counter for me,” she said. “Hands flat on top.”

“No, Mommy. Not in the kitchen.”

Her palm stayed where it was and pressed, flat, so the piss shifted under the plastic and the cage bit. Then she reached past my shoulder and switched on the light under the cabinets, and the strap-on lit up a hard, bright pink. Her voice was the same one she uses when a bus is running late.

“You want to use your word, sweetheart?”

My face got hot. I thought about icing, and I didn’t want it. “No, Mommy. I don’t want to stop.”

She pointed at the counter, one finger, as steady as a departure time.

“Now over it, my sissy. Hands flat.”

I bent over. The edge of the counter bit into my belly, and I put my hands flat on the cool top, one on each side of the harness. My team shirt rode up and the lace bra showed underneath, pink cups against my ribs, the straps cutting in where the sweat had dried. The diaper hung heavy between my thighs and bumped the cabinet door with a wet sound.

My duffel sat by the fridge with its tag torn, the lace that had ridden at the bottom of it for eight years out in the open now, and I was bent over a woman’s kitchen counter with piss warm on my cock.

“That’s it,” she said quietly. “Just like that.”

Something in me went loose and hot when she said it. My cock thickened in the cage until the ring pinched, and the diaper made a soft squashing sound when I moved my feet.

She stood behind me. I heard buckles. I kept my eyes on the counter, because she hadn’t told me to look up yet. Her hands found the tapes at my hips and peeled them open, sticky and loud, and she drew the soaked diaper down off my ass, past my balls, down to my thighs. The padding dragged and left my skin cold, the smell came up off it, sharp, from the car, and the diaper just hung there around my thighs, heavy and waiting. She left the lace panties on. She hooked two fingers in the pink and pulled it aside, off my hole, and the wet cloth stuck to me for a second before it let go.

“Still in your lace,” she said. “Diaper down around your thighs like you couldn’t find a bathroom after the game, and the pretty panties right underneath. Did you hold it till the car?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“And then?”

“I let it go in the car. You told me to. I sat in the empty lot and counted and pissed in the diaper.”

“I know what I told you.” She stepped out of her work pants and into the harness, and the pink toy knocked the counter with a soft plastic tap. She picked up the lube. “Now tell me what I’m about to use. Out loud.”

“My hole.”

“Louder than that, pet.”

“My hole, Mommy.”

Two slick fingers pressed into me. Not fast. She worked the lube in, in and out with a twist, and added more from the bottle, cold and then warm, until I was open around her knuckles and my breath was fogging the countertop. The cage swung under me, and a thin clear string left the tip and fell. I heard it land in the soaked padding at my thighs.

“Look at that,” she said, and laughed. “Dripping into your own piss, and I haven’t even put it in yet.”

She pulled her fingers out, and I made a sound I didn’t mean to. Then she laid the pink toy along the underside of me, right along the cage, so the shaft ran next to my cock from the ring out past the tip, thick and shining.

“Look down, darling.”

I looked down between my arms. The toy was long and pink and wet. My cock sat in its little cage right beside it, flushed and trapped and squeezed at the tip, maybe a third the length of that shaft, and not even that if you didn’t count the ring. Next to the toy it looked like nothing I would ever pack for anybody.

She laughed right at it, and right at my face too, since I was the one looking.

“That’s your clitty,” she said. “That little locked-up thing. And this is what’s going in your ass. Do you see the difference?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Then tell me what you see.”

“It’s small.” My ears were on fire. The cage twitched. “My cock is small next to it.”

“Clitty.”

“My clitty’s small next to it.”

She left the toy where it was a little longer, so I had to keep looking. The diaper below was gray-white and heavy with piss, the lace yanked aside, my balls pulled up tight. The small key wasn’t on the counter. It was in the pocket of the work pants she’d folded over the chair, and her lanyard with the bus list tapped against her shirt as she leaned over my back.

She took the toy away from my cock and set the head of it against my hole. Her hands closed on my hips, both of them, firm, her thumbs in the hollows. The first push was slow. The head stretched me, slick and hot with lube, and I bore down like my body already knew how, and the shaft slid in a little at a time until the harness bumped my ass and I was full of it.

“Stay flat for me,” she said.

I stayed. My hands never left the counter. She drew back slowly and came in slowly. The cage swung forward and knocked back, and every swing shook a drop loose, and the drops fell into the piss-warm padding, and I could hear them land, little wet ticks on the plastic.

“Count if you need to, pet.”

“One,” I said, on a thrust. The toy dragged out and pushed back in. “Two.” My voice broke. “Mommy, it’s...”

“It’s what? Tell me.”

“It’s dripping. My clitty’s dripping in the diaper.”

“I know it is. I can hear it.”

That went straight to my balls and pulled them up under the ring. I clenched on the toy, and she felt it, and still didn’t speed up.

“Eyes down,” she said. “Watch that clitty bounce. Don’t you look at the blinds. They’re shut. This is my kitchen and you’re bent over my counter and you’re going to watch.”

I watched. The pink cage jumped with every push of her hips. My cock had no room to get hard the way it wanted, so it just strained, red at the slit, leaking a steady clear line that ran down the bars and dropped into the soaked diaper bunched at my thighs. The lace cut into my cheek. The loose tapes stuck to the hair on my legs and pulled when I shifted, and every slow stroke moved the piss in the diaper so I felt it slosh against my knees.

“You feel silly,” she said. It wasn’t a question, but she waited anyway.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s so small. Because you’re fucking my ass with that and my cock can’t even get out.”

She laughed, low, and her hands tightened on my hips, and then she picked up the pace. No speech, just the toy driving in harder, the harness slapping against my ass and the edge of the counter thudding into my belly in a steady beat. Her breathing was even and then it wasn’t. A strap of the lace bra slid down my shoulder. I said her name because my mouth had to put the feeling somewhere.

“Mommy.”

“I hear you.” Another hard stroke, deep, the head of the toy pressing right where it made my legs shake. “You feel that in your little cock?”

“Yes, Mommy. It’s bouncing. It’s, fuck, it’s dripping in the piss.”

“Language,” she said, and laughed, and fucked me harder anyway. “Look at it. Tiny. Locked up. Making a mess in the diaper you already wet in the car. That’s all it can do, sweetheart. Drip and bounce and take it.”

The wet diaper swung between my knees and smacked my calves. The pink shaft disappeared into me and came back out shining, and next to it the cage looked smaller with every stroke. My face was hot against my own arm. Sweat ran down into the lace bra. My balls ached, full and trapped up against the ring.

“Tell me how small it is,” she said. “While I’m in you. Out loud.”

“It’s small, Mommy.” My voice cracked on the thrust. “It’s so small next to your cock. Next to the toy. It looks stupid. It looks like it shouldn’t even be able to drip, and it is.”

“There you go.”

She didn’t slow down. Her fingers dug into my hips and held me on the toy so I couldn’t rock away from it, and the head of my cock pulsed in the cage with nowhere to go but out through the slit. I came hands-free, bent over her counter, cum jerking out of the cage in short white ropes that striped the wet diaper and soaked into the piss already in the padding. My knees shook. I kept my hands flat because she hadn’t told me I could move them. A raw sound came out of me, not a word, and then the word.

“Mommy, I’m coming. I’m coming in the cage.”

“I see it,” she said, and she didn’t stop. The toy kept working me through it, slow and hard, slow and hard, so every spurt got fucked out of me. “Your little clitty, shooting in your diaper like it’s grateful. Look at that mess. Tell me what it is.”

“Cum,” I got out. My hole clenched and fluttered. “Cum in the diaper. On the piss. It’s so small and it’s still coming. I can see it on the bars.”

The last pulses dribbled out, not even a real shot anymore, just a leak of white slipping out of the slit and falling. The cage was slick. A string hung from the tip down to the diaper, then broke and landed with a soft tap. I was shaking. My ass gripped the toy and wouldn’t let go, and she felt that and stayed deep.

“Don’t you pull away,” she said.

I didn’t. She ground the harness into me and into herself, the base rubbing her while the toy sat deep in me and shifted in small, mean circles. Her breath went short. The lanyard tapped my back. She laughed once, surprised at her own sound, and then she went quiet and hard against my ass, hips rolling, straps creaking, the front of the harness working her while I stayed bent over and dripping.

“Stay,” she said. “Right there. Let me.”

I stayed. The cum and the piss were warm in the diaper at my thighs. My cock was soft and pinched and still trying to twitch, useless in the cage. She ground into me until her hands clamped down and her thighs locked against mine, and she came with a low sound in her throat, not loud, the harness bucking and the toy nudging deeper on the last push. I felt her shake through the straps. She held there and ground once more, slowly, using my ass to finish it. Then she laughed, soft, right against my back, her breath hot through the lace between my shoulder blades.

“That little thing made you come and it never even got out of the cage,” she said. “Look at it. Pathetic. Pretty. Mine.”

I was still looking down. Cum streaked the piss-soaked padding. The toy was wet where it met me. My clitty sat small and red and finished in the cage, and because she was waiting, I said, “Yes, Mommy.”

She eased the toy out of me, and I hissed as the lube went cool on my hole. She unbuckled the harness and laid it on the counter, pink and used, next to the lube. Then a hand on my shoulder took me down until my knees were on the kitchen floor. The soaked diaper was still around my thighs, heavy and sagging, full of the piss from the drive and the cum I’d just shot into it. It crinkled when I knelt. The smell came up, piss and sex, as plain as the rink on my shirt.

She peeled the diaper the rest of the way off. The tapes fought her and pulled at my leg hair, and the padding came away from my skin with a wet sound and left my balls cold. She balled it up and set it by the bag, next to the torn tag. She left the lace panties on and tugged them back into place over my soft caged cock, the pink gone a little see-through with sweat, the cage a hard shape underneath.

She shook out a fresh plain white diaper. The plastic rustled loud in the quiet kitchen. She slid it under me right there on the floor, between my legs and up over the lace to my waist.

“Lift.”

I lifted. She brought the front up over the cage and the panties and pressed it against the bars so I could feel every line of the lock. She taped one side, smooth, and then the other, snug, without a wasted motion, the same way she closes out a list. Then she patted the front twice. The new diaper was dry and warm from her hands and already snug around my spent cock.

She checked the tapes with her thumb. Then she picked up her pen and ticked something on the bus list. I stayed there on the floor, red in the face, caged and laced and taped into a clean diaper in her kitchen, and I didn’t ask what she’d marked.

“The last road trip of the season is next week,” she said. “And this time you pack your own bag.”

❦

I knelt on Margot’s rug with my gear bag open and empty in front of me, the zipper cold under my thumb. Beside it she’d set out the pink lace, a stack of plain white diapers and the plug. I already had a thick diaper taped on under my clothes, and the cage under that, the way it had been for three weeks, knocking against the padding whenever I shifted my knees. Margot sat on the couch with her bare feet tucked up under her and the bus list on her knee. My face was hot before she’d said a word.

“Clothes first, sweetheart. I want to see the fold.”

So I took the shirts and socks and the track suit off the chair and packed them the way I pack skates, edges even, not a wasted inch. The diaper pulled at its tapes when I leaned over. My balls sat low and heavy in the warmth of it, and the cage didn’t give at all.

“How many shirts?”

“Four.”

“Pants?”

“Two pair. Six pair of socks.”

“Look at you,” she said. “Neat as a pin.”

That did something to me. My cock swelled against the cage and the cage bit back, and I made a noise I hadn’t planned on, and she laughed, short, like my lap had told the joke.

“Lace on top. Don’t you stuff it down the side.”

I laid the bra and the panties right on top of the shirts, thin and pink, where anybody who opened the bag would see them first. All those years that lace had lived at the bottom under everything I owned, and now it was the first thing in sight. I kept my mouth shut and my hands moving.

“Diapers next, my sissy. Count them out loud. I want the number, and I want to hear them.”

I lifted them one at a time, thick and plain and white, the same as the one going warm on me. “One,” I said, and it crinkled. “Two. Three. Four.” My voice was getting thin. “Five. Six.”

“Slower. Start again, you rushed the last two.”

I started again and counted all six slowly, each one crinkling as I set it down, and she leaned forward and pressed the top of the stack with one finger until it dented, and nodded.

“Plug goes on top of those. Then you zip it.”

“No.”

It came out small. The plug was right there, pink, and I knew my hand would land on it every single time I opened that bag on the road.

“You can say icing, sweetheart,” she said, “or you can let me tell you.”

I looked at the plug for a long moment. “Tell me,” I said.

She didn’t raise her voice. She pointed at the plug, then at the open bag, and then her palm settled on the back of my neck, light and warm, and stayed there. “The plug goes on top, pet. And you zip it yourself.”

“Mommy.”

I set the plug on the diapers. I pulled the zipper, and the sound ran the whole length of the bag and finished with a hard little click. Under her hand my cock pushed at the cage again, and the diaper crinkled against my thighs like it was answering her.

She patted the bag once. “Yours. You carry it.” She ticked a line on her list without looking up. The little key wasn’t on the table. It had lived in her pocket for three weeks, and the only key on my own ring that still mattered was the one to the equipment room.

She glanced at the bump the cage made in the front of my diaper. “Hard already, and all I did was make you count. Put that bag by the door, darling. Morning comes early.”

I stood, the diaper swinging heavy between my legs, and set the bag where she’d pointed and stayed red in the face while she capped her pen.

On the last night of that trip, in her hotel room, she threw the latch with her thumb and then turned the lock, and the noise from the hallway was gone. There was nobody in that room but the two of us.

“Strip,” she said. “Lace on. Diaper open at the front. Then the mirror.”

I got the track suit off. The diaper was warm and thick, and one of the tapes had already curled up from the bus ride. I stood in the hard light of the hotel mirror and put on the bra. She peeled the tapes, and the diaper dropped open and hung off my hips, the inside facing the glass, and I worked the panties up my legs underneath it. She hooked the lace aside with two fingers so it framed me and covered nothing, my caged cock sitting there in the pink plastic where we could both see it.

Three weeks in that cage. The skin under it looked pale and marked. I looked small, and I knew it before she said a word.

She took the key out of her pocket and fit it into the little lock. The lock gave. She worked the tube off my cock and the ring off from behind my balls, slowly, so I felt every edge of the plastic leaving me. Air hit damp skin. The blood was rushing in while she was still talking.

“There it is,” she said, and laughed straight into the mirror. “That little cock. Look at it trying.”

It was trying. It filled out in the shadow of her hand, thin, sticking out over the open diaper with a clear drop already at the tip. She hadn’t touched it. Her voice was enough.

She laid her thumb beside it, from the base toward the head, not quite touching. The head didn’t get much past her thumbnail.

“Shorter than my thumb, sweetheart. Say it.”

“Shorter than your thumb.”

“Two fingers. Not your fist, I don’t want to see a fist. Stroke that clitty for me. I want to watch your fingers do it.”

“No.” My face went darker in the glass. I was hard anyway. My balls had drawn up and my ass clenched on nothing.

She found my eyes in the mirror. “Is that icing, or just the fun kind of no?”

“The fun kind,” I mumbled, and she smiled.

She tapped my wrist once with her finger and then pointed at my cock. “Two fingers, pet. Now.”

“Mommy.”

I put my first two fingers on it and dragged them up. It was hot and thin, and it jumped so hard my stomach jumped with it. The drop smeared onto my finger and another pushed out after it. The open diaper swung and crinkled against the backs of my thighs.

“Again. Keep your eyes on it, not on me.”

I stroked. In the mirror there was a big man in pink lace with a thick diaper hanging open off his hips, working his little cock with two fingers while Margot watched. My ass tightened. The leg cuffs rubbed my thighs. A small sticky sound started up under my fingers.

“You want to come,” she said. “So ask.”

“Can I come?”

“Ask properly.”

“Mommy, can I come?”

“Wait.”

Three weeks. I was already close. My fingers went faster on their own, the head swelled darker, my balls pulled up tight and my hole fluttered, and I felt it start to rise up from my feet.

Her hand closed around my wrist and stopped me dead. The almost-come sat in my cock like a bright wire pulled tight. I choked on a sound. She held my wrist until the wire went slack, looking pleased with herself.

“Hands at your sides.”

I dropped them. My cock bobbed in the air, wet and leaking onto the front of the open diaper, one drop and then another and then a thin string that didn’t quite fall. I counted under my breath because my mouth wanted to beg. She just waited without touching me, and looked at the drip and at my red face in the glass.

“What are you hiding from me?”

“Nothing.”

“You’re hiding how bad it aches. Tell me.”

“It aches. I need to come. Mommy, please.”

“Not yet.” She pointed. “Two fingers again. Slower than you want to.”

So I stroked again, slowly, because she’d said slowly, but my hips still pushed into my own hand. The bra strap slid off one shoulder. More clear slick welled up and ran down onto the lining of the diaper, a shiny trail on the white. My thighs started shaking. The empty cage sat on the sink beside her, pink, and I couldn’t look at it for long.

“Close?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Ask.”

“Mommy, let me come, please. I’m right there.”

Her hand caught my wrist again, right on the edge, fingers tight, and held me still. The peak hit a wall and broke apart. I made a noise like somebody had shoved me, and nobody had. My cock kicked once in the air and didn’t shoot. A fat drop fell and hit the diaper with a soft tap I felt more than heard. She held my wrist until my knees locked again and the ache sank down into a throb.

“Hands at your sides, my sissy. Stand there and let it hurt a minute. Don’t you touch.”

I stood there with my hands down and my cock leaking. The open front of the diaper caught another drop, then another, and the plastic was warm where it rubbed my legs. My ass kept clenching on nothing. In the mirror I looked wrecked and small and still hard, and she looked perfectly calm, her pen still in her other pocket, like I was just another thing on her list.

She waited until I could meet her eyes in the glass.

“One word if you want a third try.”

“Please.”

“That’s not the word.”

“Mommy.”

“Mm. There it is.”

It went through me like she’d flipped a switch. My cock jumped, more slick pushed out of the tip, and I almost folded over the sink.

“Two fingers. I’m not grabbing you this time. You come on the diaper and nowhere else, and you say my name when it hits. Go on.”

I stroked, two fingers, tight and fast, the way my body had been begging for all night. She laid her thumb next to my cock again, not on it, just there, measuring, and laughed while I worked.

“Look at that. Little cock, big shake. Can you hear how wet that is?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Don’t look at me. Watch it spit. Put it on the diaper.”

I watched. The head went dark. My balls drew up hard, my hole fluttered and my ass clenched, and the hanging diaper crinkled with every rock of my hips. “I’m...” I said, and her hands stayed off my wrist, palms open. She let me.

It came in a hard spurt, hot cum striping the front of the open diaper, white on the white lining, and a second weaker shot caught the plastic edge and ran. My mouth opened and what came out was “Mommy,” cracked down the middle, while my hips jerked and my two fingers squeezed the last of it out onto the diaper. My knees bumped the cabinet under the sink. I kept my eyes on the mess because she’d told me to. One last thin pulse dribbled down to join the rest. I was shaking, and the smell of cum was sharp in that small room.

She laughed, low, and patted my hip. “All of that, right on a diaper. Now hold still.”

She picked up the cage. My cock was still half hard and too sensitive to touch, and she didn’t rush and she didn’t pet it. She worked the ring back behind my balls and nudged the softening cock into the pink tube with her thumb, and I hissed, and the lock clicked. Small again, with cum still wet on the head inside the plastic.

“Front up.”

She lifted the diaper over the cage and over the mess, so the wet spot pressed right against the cage and my skin, and taped it shut, left tape, right tape, the top snug. She ran her palm over the front until I jerked, and the cum spread warm under the padding. The key went back into her pocket. I heard it tick against a coin.

“On the bed. Back against the headboard, hands on the sheet. You don’t grab me unless I say so.”

I sat the way she wanted, the lace still on, the diaper thick and shut and sticky at the front, the cage locked under it. She took off her shirt and pants and left her bra on. Then she climbed over my lap facing me, her knees sinking into the hotel mattress, and put both hands on my shoulders, heavy, pinning me back against the wood.

I could feel how hot her pussy was even through the diaper. She settled onto the front of it, right where the cage and my cum were, and ground down. The plastic crinkled under her. The lump of the cage mashed my cock flat, and I got hard inside it anyway, which only made the mashing worse.

“Don’t you thrust,” she said. “You haven’t got anything to give me. Just sit there and let me use this.”

“Mommy...”

“Sit.”

I sat. She rolled her hips slow, then harder, riding the thick front of the diaper like it had been made for her. I felt her clit, a small hard point, dragging over the padding. Her breath changed. The tapes pulled at my hips, and the heat built up under the plastic until the cum went slick again against my caged cock.

“Feel that?” she said. “That’s your cum under me. Whose is it?”

“Mine, Mommy. On the diaper. Under you.”

“And this?” She ground a slow circle. Her wet was starting to soak into the top edge of the tapes, and I could smell her and the plastic and myself all at once.

“Your pussy,” I said. “On my lap.”

“That’s right.”

My cock kicked in the cage and I whimpered, and she used the sound. Her hands stayed on my shoulders and held me to the headboard while she rode, short rocks and then a harder drop, the diaper squashing, my balls with nowhere to go and my ass clenching every time her weight came down. She laughed once when the cage bumped her in just the right place, and then she chased that spot, grinding, her breath breaking, her thighs shaking against my hips.

“Stay,” she said when I started to lift. Her fingers dug into my shoulders. “Stay, pet. Right there.”

I stayed. She came on the front of the diaper with a short laugh that cracked into a groan, grinding down hard on the caged lump, her slick all over the plastic. Her hands clamped my shoulders. Then the grinding slowed. She patted my cheek, still breathing hard, and climbed off. The diaper was hot and heavy and taped shut over my cum and her wet, and the cage ached inside it.

“The key stays in my pocket tonight,” she said. That was all.

At six the next morning the lobby floor was bright under the lights, with nobody in it but our own people, and the road crew was already up and yawning for the bus, gray heads bent over their coffee, nobody looking at my lap. I had the track suit on over the diaper. It was thick enough that I walked a little wide, and the dried cum sat stiff against the cage.

Margot stood by the front doors with her team lanyard on, her ID facing out and the bus list in her hand. She took the small key out of her pocket and clipped it onto the lanyard, right next to her ID, where anybody could see it and nobody but the two of us would know what it opened.

I walked past her with the bag I’d packed and zipped myself. The diaper pushed my stride wide. She looked at the bulge under my track suit, laughed once under her breath, and put her pen to my name. She ticked it. The key swung against her ID with a small metal click, and it was still swinging when I carried my bag out through the doors toward the bus.

If you want more like this, read Sissy Secretary next


Daddy Ties His Beekeeper Down and Fucks Her Through a Soaked Diaper — Daddy Dom Bondage ABDL

Bees don’t care what kind of week you’ve had. That was the first thing I learned when I took the hill on, and it’s still the truest thing I know. They don’t care if your truck won’t start or your back is out or you cried in the shower. On a warm morning they’re up and working before you’ve found your boots, and if you want any honey out of them, you’d better be up too.

I keep two dozen hives on a hill farm at the end of a gravel lane, and I do every job on it myself. I check the hives and lift the honey boxes, haul the water, mow between the rows, fix the fence when the deer push it over, run the honey into jars, write every label by hand, and drive the jars into town on Saturdays for the farm stand and the little grocery on Main Street. When people ask me who helps, I tell them the bees do. It’s a joke, and it’s also the only answer I’ve got.

The honey house is where I spend my evenings. It’s a whitewashed shed behind the farmhouse with a concrete floor and a long steel table down the middle, and shelves along the walls where the jars sit cooling after I fill them. The door and the window have screens, and I keep them shut tight, because one bee in the honey house turns into fifty before you can blink. It smells like wax and warm sugar and the smoke that never quite comes out of my clothes. There’s a nail by the door where I hang twine, and an old hook screwed into the board above the top shelf where I hang the bucket scale when I’m weighing out. At the end of a long day I sit on the stool by that table with the radio low and write labels, and it’s the closest thing to peace I know about.

I’d turned thirty-two that spring. My hands look older than that. They’re sun-browned and nicked all over, with sting marks on the wrists where the gloves stop and a burn across one knuckle from the smoker. I’m strong in the back and shoulders from four summers of lifting honey boxes that weigh as much as a sack of feed, and I’m proud of that the way you might be proud of a bad knee. It means I did it. It also means there’s nobody else to do it.

That’s the thing about doing everything yourself. It isn’t that you can’t. It’s that you never get to put anything down.

Across the lane is Boyd’s orchard. Rows of apple trees run down the slope toward the creek, and there’s a big gray barn full of wooden apple crates and an old tractor, and a farmhouse with a porch light he leaves on all night. He’d been there a lot longer than I had. He was somewhere near fifty, I guessed, a big weathered man with a gray-shot beard and forearms like fence posts, in a canvas work coat gone pale at the elbows, and he moved like a man who had never once hurried in his life and never needed to.

We were neighbors the way people are out here. My first winter on the hill, my truck slid into the ditch at the bottom of the lane in a sleet storm, and he came down with his tractor and a chain and had it out in ten minutes without saying more than five words. When I tried to give him some money, he looked at the bill in my hand like it was a dead bird. So I learned. Now we lifted for each other, and that was the whole of it. I helped him stack crates at apple time. He helped me move hives. Every fall I filled a jar of the new honey and wrote his name on the label in my own handwriting, Boyd, and left it on his porch, and a day or two later a crate of apples turned up on mine. Nobody ever said a word about money and nobody ever would.

The first thing I really noticed about him was his knots.

He tied things down with rope. Not ratchet straps like everybody else, but rope, soft and gray from use, and when he helped me load hives onto my truck he’d tie every one of them down himself, and his knots were the neatest thing on either farm. He’d pull each one snug and then run two fingers under the rope where it crossed the box, to make sure it was holding and not biting. Then he’d give it a tug, twice, and step back.

The first time I tried to retie one of his, he put his hand over mine.

“Leave that one,” he said. “That one’s holding.”

“I can tie a knot, Boyd.”

“You can,” he said, and he almost smiled. “You tie them like you’re mad at the rope.”

I laughed, because it was true. But I remember his hand on mine, warm and heavy and in no hurry to move, and I remember that I didn’t pull mine out from under it either, not right away. And I remember standing there afterward watching him work down the row of boxes, two fingers under every rope, and something in me going very still, the way the bees go still on a cold morning.

That’s where I have to tell the other part, the part I’ve never told anyone.

It started the year I took the hill on, alone, with every dollar I had and a lot of opinions about how I was going to do it all myself. I was a grown woman with my own land and nobody to answer to, and I worked like a crazy person that first summer, sunup to dark. And at night, when I finally lay down, I’d find myself putting my wrists together over my head and pressing them against the rail of the old iron bed, like somebody was holding them there. I’d just lie there with my arms up, not moving, pretending I couldn’t. Pretending somebody else had decided I was done for the day and I didn’t get a vote.

I didn’t have a name for it. I still don’t, really. It isn’t about being hurt. It’s about being held. Having my hands taken away from me, so that for once none of it was up to me.

The diapers came later, and they came out of the bee suit.

If you’ve never worn one, a bee suit is a white coverall that zips up the front, with a veil that zips onto the collar and gloves that come up past the wrists. On a hot day in a full suit, with the veil zipped and the gloves taped at the cuffs, you are sealed in. You can’t scratch your nose or wipe your face. And you can’t just step behind a tree to pee, either, not with a cloud of bees in the air around you, because getting out of the suit means letting them in. On a long day taking honey off, I’d be out at the hives for half a day like that, and more than once I held it until I was nearly crying.

So one Saturday in town I bought a pack of adult diapers at the pharmacy, plain white ones, and told myself it was just good sense, the same as sunscreen. The first time I wore one under the suit and used it, out at the far end of the hives with a heavy box in my arms and no way to put it down, it was only relief. Warm, quiet relief, and I finished the work and didn’t think any more about it.

I thought about it that evening, though. I was standing in the honey house with the screens shut, peeling the suit down off my shoulders, and the diaper underneath was still warm and heavy, and all at once I understood what had happened out there. I’d been sealed in. My hands had been in the gloves and the gloves had been taped shut and there’d been a box in my arms, and I’d wet myself standing up, and there hadn’t been one thing I could do about it until the work was done. Somebody else might have just felt embarrassed. I stood there with the suit around my waist and felt my whole body go hot, and my clit started to throb against the wet padding, and I had to hold on to the edge of the steel table.

That night I put a dry one on before bed, and I lay down with my wrists up against the iron rail, and I wet it on purpose in the dark. Then I rubbed myself through it and came so hard I scared myself.

After that it went the way things go when you live alone and nobody’s watching. I wore one under the suit on long days, which was just sense. Then I wore one on short days too, which wasn’t. Then I wore one in the honey house in the evenings, filling jars with the screens shut and the radio low, nobody within a mile but Boyd across the lane, and I’d wet it sitting on the stool and keep writing labels with my face burning. Then I wore one to bed most nights. Every time I told myself it was the last time, and every time I knew I was lying.

And somewhere in there, without my ever deciding it, the hands holding my wrists against that iron rail started to be his.

I knew exactly what I was doing. I’d watch him tie a load down on my truck, two fingers under the rope, a tug and another tug, and I’d go home and lie there with my arms over my head and think about those two fingers sliding under a rope around my wrists instead. I’d hear him say that one’s holding. I’d think a word I had never once said out loud, not even to an empty room, and I’d come thinking it, and afterward I’d be more ashamed of that one word than of anything I’d done with my hands.

Then came the morning we moved the hives.

I had a row of them in the bottom field by the creek, and the creek had flooded twice that spring, so they needed to go up to the high ground by the clover. You move bees at first light, when they’re all home and before they start flying. It’s heavy work and it’s a two-person job, and Boyd said he’d come over at dawn. He always said yes. That was the kind of neighbor he was.

I didn’t wear a diaper that morning. I stood in my bathroom in the dark holding one, thinking about him working right next to me for hours, close enough to hear it crinkle when I bent over, close enough to see the bulk under the suit, and I put it back in the drawer. I thought I’d be fine. It was only a few hours.

It was a lot more than a few hours. The truck got stuck in the soft ground by the creek. One of the hives had swollen in the wet and wouldn’t sit right on its stand. The sun came up and the bees came up with it, angry about being moved and boiling out at every crack, and I was sealed in that suit with a full honey box in my arms, the heaviest one, with Boyd on the other side of it, and we were trying to get it onto the tailgate without dropping it. I couldn’t put it down. I couldn’t get out of the suit. I’d been holding it since before dawn.

I wet the suit.

It just went, and I couldn’t stop it. I felt it run hot down the inside of both legs and into my boots, and I looked down through the veil and saw the dark spreading on the white cloth, down past my knees, and then I looked up and Boyd was looking right at me over the top of that box.

He didn’t say anything. Not one word. He just nodded at the tailgate and said “lift,” and we lifted, and he tied the box down, two fingers under the rope, and went back for the next one. I kept working. I didn’t look at him again until the truck was loaded and the last hive was sitting up on the high ground with the bees settling down. Then I drove home in a wet suit and stood in the shower until the water went cold, and I didn’t feel anything but sick.

That was the morning. The night was different.

I couldn’t sleep. I lay in bed and kept seeing his face over the top of that box. Not disgusted and not laughing. Just looking at me, steady, like he was taking note of something and putting it away to think about later. And the longer I lay there, the less sick I felt and the hotter I got, until I couldn’t stand it.

I got up and took a diaper out of the drawer. I lay back on the bed and lifted my hips and slid it under me, pulled the front up between my legs and taped it snug, and the thick soft padding pressed right up against my pussy, and I was already wet. Then I put my left wrist up against the iron rail over my head and pushed it in under the pillow, flat, and told myself it was tied there. That it couldn’t move. That somebody had wrapped it in soft gray rope and run two fingers under the loop and given it two tugs and stepped back.

I put my right hand on the front of the diaper.

I pictured him standing at the foot of my bed. Not saying anything, the way he hadn’t said anything that morning. Just looking at me the same way, steady, his big hands loose at his sides. I pictured him looking at the diaper.

I wet it. On purpose this time, slowly, lying there with my arm pinned under the pillow and my eyes on the dark where I’d put him, and the heat spread out under my hand, soaking forward over my pussy and back under me, the padding going heavy and warm. In my head he watched every second of it. In my head he said, quietly, “You wet,” like he was telling me the time.

I rubbed my clit through the soaked front. Small circles, then harder. The wet padding dragged over me, and my hips came up off the bed, and my pinned arm strained against the pillow and I didn’t let it move, because in my head it couldn’t. In my head he came closer. In my head he put his palm right where my hand was and pressed down and didn’t let up, and said that one’s holding, and I was gone.

I came with my face turned into my own shoulder to keep quiet, though there was nobody for a mile to hear me but him, and that thought only made it worse. My cunt clenched and pulsed against the soaked diaper, my thighs shook, and I ground into my own hand until the last of it was squeezed out of me. And right at the top of it there was that word, right there in my mouth, the one I’d never said. I bit down on it. I didn’t say it. I just lay there afterward with my wrist still under the pillow and the diaper wet and heavy between my legs and my heart going like a hammer, and I thought: he saw. He saw, and he didn’t say a thing.

I didn’t know which of those two scared me more.

The next day I didn’t go anywhere near the lane. I saw his truck go out in the morning and come back at noon, and once I saw him up a ladder in the orchard, and he lifted a hand to me across the road the way he always does, and I lifted mine back and went inside and leaned against the door like I’d run a mile.

The day after that, I jarred honey.

There’s comfort in that work. You run the honey through the strainer into the big steel tank, and you open the tap at the bottom and fill the jars one at a time, and the honey comes out slow and gold and folds over on itself, and there’s no hurrying it. I filled jars all afternoon with the screens shut and the radio low, and I wrote the labels and set the jars on the shelves to cool, row after row. By evening every shelf was full and the light through the screens had gone orange and then gray. My thumbs were sticky. I’d been holding my bladder since supper, because I’d decided that for one day at least I was going to be a normal woman with nothing under her jeans.

I was wiping down the steel table when I heard his boots on the gravel.

I knew the sound of them. Slow and heavy and steady, never hurrying. They came up the path from the lane and stopped outside the screen door, and I stood there with the rag in my hand and my heart in my mouth.

The screen door creaked and Boyd came in. He had a plain cardboard box under one arm and a coil of soft white rope over his shoulder, and the black handles of a pair of rope shears sticking up out of his back pocket. He let the screen shut behind him, and he looked at me the way he’d looked at me over that hive box, steady and in no hurry at all, and he walked over to my steel table.

❦

He set the box down on my steel table, and then the coil of rope beside it. Through the loose flaps of the box I could see white tape-on diapers, the thick kind, stacked neat.

“Take it back,” I said.

“I will,” he said. “After one thing.”

He didn’t raise his voice. He never does. He stood with both hands on the edge of the table and looked at me the way he looks at a hive before he lifts it, like he already knew where the weight was.

“What thing?”

“Two days ago, at dawn. You had that heavy box in your arms and you couldn’t get out of the bee suit in time.” He said it plainly, the way he’d tell me a fence was down. “I saw.”

My neck went hot. I felt the red climb right up it, and I knew he could see that too. My thighs pressed together under my work jeans before I’d told them to. The steel was cold under my palms. I stared at a jar on the near shelf, one with his name on it in my handwriting, labeled for him that afternoon and not carried over yet, and until that second it had never been anything but a jar of honey I owed a neighbor.

“You don’t know what you saw,” I said.

“I know,” he said. “You wet the suit. You kept walking. You didn’t look at me again till the truck was loaded.”

I laughed once, dry as dust. “So you brought me diapers. Real neighborly.”

“I brought what you already did.” He nodded at the rope. “And what you haven’t said.”

He went to the sink by the door and came back with two glasses of cold water and set them on the table between us, the outsides already beading.

“I’m forty-eight,” he said. “You’re thirty-two. We’re both old enough to say a plain thing out loud.”

Those two numbers sat there on the table next to the water. Nothing had ever crossed that lane between his orchard and my hill but help. We lifted for each other, and that was the whole of it, and it had been the whole of it until two mornings ago.

“Say it, then,” I said.

“Diapers. Rope. Me.” He tapped the box once with one finger. “When I have you, you call me Daddy. You wear what I put on you. You tell me when you’re going to wet, or you wet and I see it anyway. You say yes now, here in this room, or I pick all this up and go home.”

At the word Daddy my pussy clenched while my mouth was still shut. I hated that he’d see it if I shifted my weight, and I shifted it anyway, and the seam of my jeans bit.

“And if I say no?”

“Then it’s no.” He pushed my glass an inch closer. “Once we start, the word is smoke. You say smoke and it stops that minute, and I cut you loose. And I still help you lift hives next spring. Turning me down tonight costs you nothing. Once we start, a plain no means I slow down and ask. Smoke is the word that stops me.”

The rope shears weren’t on the nail yet. They were still in his back pocket, the black handles sticking up. I looked at the nail by the door, the one I hang twine on, and thought about how easy a word would be to say if you meant it. I didn’t mean smoke. I meant the other thing, the thing I’d wanted since I was twenty-eight and took this hill on by myself, the thing I’d never told a living soul.

“Yes,” I said, and it came out rough. “Yes. Here. Sober as a Sunday, and I want it.”

“Good girl.”

It went through me like a warm hand on the back of my neck. My clit throbbed once, hard, and my face went even hotter.

He took the shears out of his pocket and hung them on the nail by the door, in reach, handles down. Then he came back and put his hands on my waist.

“Up you go.”

He lifted me onto the steel table like I weighed about as much as an empty honey box, and not like a woman who hauls the full ones by herself. The table was cold through my jeans. He undid my belt and the button and pulled my jeans and underwear down my legs and off over my boots, and left the boots and socks on. My pussy was bare under the honey-house light, already wet, and he looked at it and didn’t smile.

“You were wet before I ever touched you.”

“Shut up.”

“No.” He opened the box and took out one diaper, thick and white with plain tape tabs, adult-sized, nothing cute about it. He shook it open and the plastic backing crackled. “Lie back. Hips up.”

I lay back on the cold steel. He slid the diaper under me, the back snug under my ass and the front lying heavy on my belly, his hands steady the whole time. When he pulled the front up between my legs, the soft inside pressed against my pussy and my clit all at once, and I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make.

“Hold still for me.”

He taped the right side and then the left, snug but not cruel, and slid two fingers under the top edge at my hip to check the fit, the same way I’d watched him check a rope on my truck. The diaper sat thick between my thighs, so I couldn’t close my legs all the way, and every small shift rubbed it over my clit.

“You’ll stand up in a minute,” he said. “Not yet.”

He picked up the coil and began to unwind it on the table beside my hip, slow loops of soft cotton rope with no scratch in it at all, quiet on the steel. I watched his hands. I’d been holding it since supper. I’d meant to go after the last jars and hadn’t, and now the diaper was warm from my skin and the tapes were holding and there was nowhere else for it to go.

It started low, a push I could have stopped. I didn’t stop it. Heat spread through the front of the diaper, a small patch at first right over my pussy, and the padding drank it and got heavier. I let my breath out through my teeth. Then a longer push came, and it left me in a steady stream I could hear inside the diaper, a soft hiss against the lining, and the wet crept out toward both hips and back under my ass. The front swelled and sagged a little between my thighs, hot and then warm and then just heavy. My clit sat right in the soaked spot and every bit of it made that worse. I kept going until I was empty. The diaper was dark at the front and plump and loud whenever I moved, and the steel under me clicked when my heel shifted.

Boyd hadn’t stopped unwinding the rope. He looked at the front of the diaper and then at my face.

“You wet.”

“I know.”

“You didn’t tell me first.”

“You were standing right there.”

“Next time you tell me before.” He set the rope down. “Off the table now.”

He helped me down. The diaper swung heavy between my legs and squished when my boots hit the floor. I stood by the shelves with the cooling jars at my back and the old hook above my head, the one I hang the bucket scale on. My wrists felt bare. I held them out to him anyway.

“In front,” he said.

He took my wrists and crossed them, gently, and wrapped the soft rope around both. Before he snugged it he slid two fingers under the loop, and I felt those fingers and the space they left, and then the rope settled warm and firm and didn’t bite at all. He tied it off where I couldn’t get at the knot with my teeth. Then he lifted my tied hands and set the loop over the shelf hook above my head, and my arms went up. My weight hung a little in the rope, not all of it, just enough that my shoulders knew. I’d carried every box on that hill by myself for four years, and with my hands hung up over my head like that I couldn’t have lifted a thing, and I had never felt so light. The shears hung on the nail by the door, where I could see them if I turned my head.

He took my fingers in his hand one at a time and pressed the nails and watched the color come back.

“Feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Wiggle them for me.”

I wiggled them. He nodded once.

“That’s my girl.”

He stepped in close, and the soaked front of the diaper brushed his thigh. He laid his palm on it, flat, right over my clit, and just held it there. The wet padding gave under his hand and the heat came straight back up through it into my pussy.

“You know what you call me,” he said.

“Boyd.”

His palm ground down, slow, in a circle, the thick wet diaper dragging over my clit. My hips jerked into it before I’d decided anything. The rope took some of my weight and the hook creaked.

“Make me,” I said.

He pressed harder. Not a slap, just his whole palm working the soaked front into me, up and down, then a mean little grind right where my clit was swollen under the padding. The diaper squelched. Piss and my own wet smeared together under his hand. My knees bent. I hung harder in the rope and pushed my hips at him like I was asking, and I was asking, and my mouth still had the wrong word in it.

“Say it.”

“Make me say it.”

He did it again, slower and deeper, the heel of his hand riding the fat front of the diaper against my clit until my thighs shook. I could taste smoke on my tongue. It would have been so easy to say. I didn’t say it. The shears were on the nail and he’d checked my fingers and he was right here, and I wasn’t going anywhere.

“Daddy,” I said.

It broke right out of me, and my pussy clenched so hard I felt it through the diaper. He made a low sound, almost nothing, and kept his palm moving.

“Again.”

“Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

I came standing up. It hit while his hand was still grinding, a long pull that started in my clit and ran up through my belly and down my legs, and I hung there in the rope and shoved my hips into his palm and came in the soaked diaper, pulsing, getting wetter, the padding squishing with every jerk. My boots scraped the floor. I said Daddy again because once hadn’t been enough, and the second time made me come harder, a second wave right on top of the first, my ass tight and my pussy clenching on nothing and the warm wet diaper plastered to me under his hand. He didn’t stop until I was shaking all over and the rope was the only thing holding me up.

“There she is,” he said.

He reached up and lifted my tied hands off the hook. He didn’t untie me. He brought my wrists down to the front of his jeans and held them there until I’d got my breath back.

“Open them.”

I worked his belt with my tied hands, and he helped with the button. His cock came out thick and hard, the head already wet. I’d never seen it before. I wrapped both hands around it as well as the rope let me and stroked, slow, my arms tired and still wanting to. He put one hand on the back of my neck. The other stayed on the soaked front of my diaper, not grinding now, just holding all that wet against me so I felt every stroke I gave him down in my own clit.

“Look at it,” he said.

I looked. My tied hands on him and the wet diaper between us. His cock jerked in my fists when I twisted at the head.

“You hiding anything else from me?”

“No.”

“You’ve been hiding this since you were twenty-eight and took this hill. You just said it out loud.”

“Daddy.”

“Keep stroking.”

I stroked him until his breathing went short. He didn’t say anything more. His hips pushed into my hands, and then his cum hit the front of my diaper in thick spurts, hot over the soaked padding, striping the white and running down into the sag between my thighs. I kept my hands on him all the way through it. He held the back of my neck and watched it land on me and never once looked away.

When he was done he tucked himself back in. He untied the rope slowly, two fingers under the loop again as he loosened it, and rubbed my wrists with both thumbs until the marks went pink and faded. Then he checked my fingers one more time.

“Sore?”

“No.”

“Drink some water.”

I drank, and he drank, and he stayed right there, leaning on the steel table beside me with his shoulder against mine, until my legs were steady under me again. The diaper was heavy with piss and my own slick and his cum across the front, and I stood there in my boots and my shirt and didn’t ask him to take it off.

He left the coil of soft rope on my steel table and set the box back beside it. The shears stayed on the nail.

“Sunday,” he said. “My barn.”

He went out through the screen and let it shut behind him. The jars ticked on the shelves as they cooled. I stood there with my wrists still warm from his thumbs and the wet diaper against my pussy, and I didn’t take it off yet.

❦

The ladder rungs were warm from the sun on the side of the barn. I went up with both hands on the rails and the diaper thick between my legs under my jeans, the way he’d told me. Down below, the tractor sat quiet and the apple crates were stacked to the wall. There were no animals, just old wood and the sweet rotten smell of last year’s fruit.

At the top I stepped out onto the loft boards. There was a mattress laid on pallets under a low beam, and a pair of rope shears hanging on a nail, close enough that I could have grabbed them if my hands had been free. The last time I’d seen those shears they’d been on my own nail in the honey house, so he’d been thinking about my wrists before I ever climbed that ladder.

Boyd was already up there with his boots off. He looked at my face, then at the crotch of my jeans, and didn’t smile.

“Come here.”

I went. The boards gave a little under me.

“Boots. Jeans. Shirt. Bra.”

I sat on the edge of a crate to get my boots off. “You could say please, you know. I just climbed a ladder in this thing.”

“Jeans.”

I stood and popped the button, and the zipper was loud in the quiet loft. I pushed the denim down and stepped out of it, and there was the diaper, plain white against my legs, thick through the seat. He took the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head himself, and then the bra, his thumbs warm on the hooks. He set my clothes in a neat pile with the bra on top, the way he’d shelve something he meant to put back.

I stood there in nothing but the diaper. The air was on my breasts, and my nipples were tight from the climb and from him looking at me.

“Turn around.”

I turned. His hand went down my back and stopped at the waist of the diaper.

“Dry,” he said. “You kept it dry.”

“I did what you said.” My voice came out thinner than I wanted. The padding was already warmer than it had been on the ladder, and he hadn’t even touched my pussy yet.

He picked up the coil of soft cotton rope from the mattress, the same coil I’d left lying on my steel table. He must have walked across the lane for it while I was out with the bees that morning.

“Under the beam. Hands behind you.”

I put them behind my back, wrists crossed. He started the harness without a word. Rope under my breasts and over them, a band above and a band below, snug enough that my tits sat up in the loops. Not mean, just firm. He worked the way he grafts his apple trees, slow and sure.

“Two fingers,” he said, and he slid two fingers under the rope across my ribs, then under each wrist loop. “Wiggle.”

I wiggled them. He watched the color in my nails.

“Again.”

“They’re fine.”

“Daddy.”

The heat dropped through my belly so fast I had to move my feet, and the diaper rustled.

“Say it,” he said.

“Daddy.” It came out small. My pussy clenched on nothing, and I felt the first slick against the lining. Not piss. Just me.

“Good girl.”

I made a sound I hadn’t planned on, and he heard it and let it go.

He tied my wrists to the tail of the harness so my hands stayed at the small of my back, and then he checked my fingers once more. The shears hung where he could reach them, and he looked over at them so I’d see him do it.

“Smoke ends it,” he said. Just that one line, and then he was done with it. “Now face me.”

I faced him. Every breath I took moved the rope against my tits.

“Wet,” he said.

“What?”

“In the diaper. Standing up. Now. I want to watch you.”

“No.” It came out clean. “I can’t. Not standing. I have to sit down for that and you know it. I’m not a faucet.”

His palm went flat on my lower belly, warm and heavy, just above the diaper. He didn’t push. He waited.

“I said no.”

“I heard you,” he said. “Smoke?”

“No. Not that.”

“Then breathe.” His hand stayed where it was. “Let it down.”

“Boyd.”

“Daddy. And you can. You’ve been holding it all the way over here. I saw you shift on the third rung.”

He had. I’d been holding it since I left the house, because he hadn’t said I could go and I hadn’t asked. Practical, and stupid. My bladder sat full and tight under his palm.

“I can’t just open up with you staring at me.”

“You can.” He said it quietly. He never got any louder. “All of it. My hand stays till you let it.”

The loft was still. Somewhere below us a bit of metal on the tractor ticked as it cooled. I shut my eyes. The need was hot and mean under his hand, and I tried, and my body locked up the way it does when somebody is looking. My thighs shook. The diaper stayed dry.

“Look at me,” he said.

I looked. He saw the shaking. He saw the first try fail.

“Sweetheart,” he said. “Let it go.”

That word undid the lock. The pressure broke in a slow push I couldn’t dress up as anything else. It started as a sting, a little jet I tried to catch, and then it was all of it, hot, leaving me in a rush. The thick padding took it and got heavy fast. I heard a soft hiss in the lining and then a wetter sound as it swelled and the outside went warm against my thighs, spreading forward over my pussy and back toward my ass. The leg cuffs held. My belly went soft under his palm in one long give. Then a second wave came and my knees bent, and I kept going because he’d said all of it. The diaper sagged, soaked through, and pressed hot against my clit. It was a lot of piss. I could smell myself, sharp and clean, mixed in with the dust of the loft.

I was panting when it finally stopped.

“Good girl,” he said, and my cunt pulsed like he’d slid a finger into it. “All of it. I felt your belly go soft. You shook, and then you let it.”

“Don’t narrate my bladder.” I laughed once, shaky. “I used to have some pride.”

“You pissed standing up because I told you to.” His thumb stroked the soft spot on my belly once. “Pride can sit this one out.”

“It was a lot,” I said. “I held it too long. That’s on me.”

“That’s on me. I wanted it in the diaper, not in a bucket.” He looked down at the crotch, swollen and warm and a little yellow at the edges where the padding had drunk deep. “That’s heavy now. Walk.”

He turned me toward a stack of apple crates with a blanket thrown over the top, thick enough that the wood wouldn’t bite. He bent me over it with one hand between my shoulder blades until my chest was down on the wool and my ass was up. The soaked diaper pulled tight across me from the bend.

“Tell me where you are,” he said.

“Bent over your crates in a full diaper with my hands tied. This is a hell of a Sunday.”

“It is.” He peeled the tapes open, a sticky sound, and pulled the diaper down to my thighs. Cool air hit my wet pussy and my bare ass. The padding hung heavy and yellow-soaked against my legs.

His hand came down. Not a tap, a full flat spank, loud, and the heat bloomed on one cheek and I jerked. The rope held my wrists.

“Count them for me.”

“One.”

The other cheek. “Two.”

He set a pace I could breathe in. Palm, sting, heat sinking in. By the fourth one I was dripping onto the diaper hanging at my thighs, my slick mixing into the piss.

“You’re wet,” he said. “Not from the piss. From this. Your cunt’s open. I can see it.”

“I know what my cunt’s doing.” The blanket muffled me. “You don’t have to give me the report.”

The next one was harder. “I do. Five.”

“Five. Daddy.”

“There she is.”

Two more, one on each side, and both cheeks were hot now and my toes curled on the boards. Then he stopped and slid two fingers under the rope at my wrists again.

“Wiggle.”

I wiggled. “Still fine. Don’t stop to admire your knots.”

“I stop when I stop.” He rubbed the red once, and I pushed back into his palm before I meant to. “Greedy already.”

“I’m sunburned and tied up in a barn. Let a woman have one vice.”

He almost laughed, a short huff through his nose. Then he hauled the soaked diaper back up over my ass without taping it, just held the wet weight of it there with one hand, and brought the other down on the padded seat.

The sound changed, went muffled and wet. The blow shoved the hot, piss-soaked padding up against my pussy and into my crack, and I yelped.

“Feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what it is.”

“The diaper. It’s soaked. You’re spanking the wet seat.”

“I’m spanking you through it.” Another one. The padding squelched, and piss and my slick smeared over my skin. “Your ass is red under there. I can see the color past the leg band. You clenched just then. Do it again.”

I clenched, and the wet padding squeezed against my clit. He gave me three more through the diaper, and every one pushed the heat in deeper. I ground down against the crates, and he felt it.

“Stop moving.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. I didn’t say you could get off on it yet.”

I tried to keep still, and my hips cheated a little. He pulled the diaper down again, all the way to my knees this time, and spanked my bare ass, the skin already hot and getting hotter. No padding now, just his hand and the burn, and the difference was sharp enough that I swore into the wool.

“Color’s good,” he said. “Tell me what you want.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Don’t stop. Or stop. My ass is on fire and my pussy’s dripping on your blanket and I don’t know.”

“Then I’ll decide.” Two more, even, one on each cheek. Then his palm stayed and rubbed the red until I moaned. Slick ran down the inside of my thigh, past the piss, clear and thick. He slid two fingers along my slit, not in, just to show me, and they came away shining.

“Look.” He held them where I could turn my head and see. “That’s you. And I haven’t even put my mouth on it.”

“Then put your mouth on it,” I said. “Daddy. Please. I’m done being clever.”

“Up you come.”

He walked me to the mattress, me shuffling with the diaper down around my knees, and let me down onto my back. The harness was still on, and my hands were trapped under me by my own weight and the rope. He spread the soaked diaper out under my ass like a pad and pushed my knees apart.

“Keep them open. If you close them, I start the spanking over.”

“That’s not much of a threat if I liked it.”

“You liked it. You’ll like this more. Keep them open anyway.”

He wiped me clean first with a wet cloth, slowly, front to back. Then he got down between my knees and put his mouth on me.

He didn’t warm up. His tongue went flat up my pussy from my hole to my clit, tasting the slick, and I made a sound that wasn’t any kind of word. He licked again, slower, and then sucked my clit into his mouth.

“Boyd...”

He gave the inside of my thigh a light slap. A correction, not anger.

“Daddy. That’s... oh.”

He ate me like he had the whole afternoon to do it. His tongue went into my hole and back up, circling, then he sucked until my hips tried to lift off the open diaper. With my hands tied behind me there wasn’t one thing I could do for myself, not one, and I didn’t have to. My red ass burned against the wet padding every time I rocked.

“You taste like you wanted this all morning,” he said against me. “And like you wanted it more than you let on at the ladder.”

“I never said I didn’t want it.”

“You made me wait for it.” He sucked my clit hard, and I cried out. “You were slick before you ever let go.”

“I wasn’t...” It was a lie, and he knew it, because his mouth got surer and his tongue flicked faster, and two of his fingers slid into my cunt and curled. He fucked me with them while he sucked, and the orgasm came up before I could warn him. It rolled out of his fingers and broke on my clit, and I came with my knees trying to shut and his shoulders holding them open, my pussy gripping his fingers. I said Daddy up into the rafters, raw, and shook until it eased.

He didn’t stop.

“That’s one,” he said. His mouth was shiny. “Again.”

“I can’t, not yet, oh...”

“You can. Stay open. Look at me when it comes.”

He slowed down just enough to keep me on the edge of too much, and then built it back up, his tongue broad and his fingers steady, curling at the same spot. His other hand pressed down on my lower belly the way it had when I let go standing up, and that pressure made everything tighter. I felt the second one coming like a bright, mean pull behind my clit.

“Daddy, I’m...”

“I see it. Your hole’s fluttering on my fingers. Give it to me.”

I looked at him. He licked my clit in short sure strokes and I came again, harder, a spill of slick onto his chin and the open diaper. My thighs shook. I heard myself, high and broken, and I didn’t make a single joke. When he said good girl against my cunt there was one more small clench after it that I couldn’t take any credit for.

“Two,” he said, and kissed the inside of my thigh. “I counted. You gushed on the second one. It’s all over my mouth.”

I lay there hauling in air, the harness digging in when I breathed deep. He lifted my shoulder and checked my fingers without my asking.

“Wiggle.”

I wiggled. “Color’s good. So’s my ass. You saw to that.”

“Mouth next. Up on your knees.”

He helped me over. I knelt on the mattress with my hands still tied behind me and my breasts hanging in the rope, the open wet diaper crumpled under my shins. He stood at the edge of the pallets with his cock out, thick and hard, the head already wet.

“Open.”

I opened. He took hold of the rope at my shoulders with both hands, so he could guide me and so the harness wouldn’t pull my tits the wrong way.

“Slow,” he said. “I’m not in a hurry. Tongue out first.”

I put my tongue out. He laid the head of his cock on it and slid in, salt and skin, not all the way, at a pace he set. I sucked because my mouth wanted to, and he saw that.

“There. Use your tongue underneath. That’s it.”

I felt that in my empty pussy, which clenched on nothing, and I hummed around him, and he felt the hum.

He fucked my mouth in long strokes, out until I almost lost him and in until he stopped just short of my throat, careful about how deep, never shoving. Spit ran down my chin onto my tits.

“You look right like this,” he said. “Red ass. Tied up. Mouth full. That diaper you pissed in right under your knees. You did every bit of that for me.”

I couldn’t answer. I took him and let the spit string down. My jaw ached in a way I wanted. He groaned once, quietly, the same as everything else about him.

“Slower. Flatten your tongue out. Yes, like that.”

I did. When my eyes started to water he eased back and waited with his thumb on my cheek.

“Too much?”

I shook my head and took him back in. I wanted the weight of it. I wanted him to see I could hold it.

“Greedy mouth,” he said. “Same as your cunt. You come twice and you still open right up.”

A few more strokes, and his hands tightened on the rope at my shoulders, not cruel, just sure. His thighs went tight.

“I’m close. Stay there. Put your tongue out when I tell you. I want it on your tongue, not down your throat. Not this time.”

He fucked my mouth three more slow times, and I sucked on the pull-back, and he swore under his breath.

“Tongue.”

I opened up and put it out. He pulled free and came on it, hot thick pulses of cum across my tongue and my lower lip, and one stripe that nearly missed landed on my chin. He watched it land. His hand worked the last of it out onto me, and he breathed through his nose, controlled even then.

“Show me.”

I showed him, cum glossy on my tongue and a string of it to my lip.

“Swallow.”

I swallowed. The taste stayed, salt and him. He wiped my chin with his thumb and put the thumb in my mouth, and I sucked it clean because he left it there.

“Good girl.”

My whole body answered that. A shiver, and I was wet again, useless and immediate, slick on my thighs above the used diaper.

“Tell me what you took.”

“Your cum. On my tongue. I swallowed it.” My voice was rough. “Daddy.”

“Yeah.” He stroked my hair once, and that was all the softness he spent. “Down on your back now. Your arms are done for today.”

He got a fresh diaper out of the box by the crates, plain white and thick. He had me lie back, and he checked my fingers while I was still tied, two fingers under the last loops, my nails pink.

“Sore in the shoulders?”

“Good sore. Don’t fuss.”

“I’ll fuss if I want to.” He untied every loop and didn’t rush a single knot. When my wrists came free he rubbed them, and then my arms, shoulder to hand, working the blood back in with long strokes. The harness came off my breasts last and left red marks where the rope had sat, and he pressed them with his thumbs and watched the color come back.

“Any pinch that stays?”

“No. You tied it right. You always do.” I flexed my hands, and they were all there. “You check me like a hive you’re about to lift.”

“I’m going to lift your hives in the spring,” he said. “Whatever you say about it.”

That was already true, and I didn’t fight it. He wiped me with a corner of the wet diaper, practical about it, piss and slick and a little of his spit, and then slid the new one under my ass. He brought it up and taped it snug, one tape at a time, and pressed the front so it sat right against my pussy. The fresh padding was warm from his hands. My ass throbbed under me and my mouth still tasted like him.

He put a glass of cold water in my hand and drank from a second one while I drank from mine.

The shears were still on the nail. The wet diaper lay open on the boards, used and heavy, and the new one hugged me, dry and thick and already a little warmer where my cunt rested against it.

“Next time,” he said, “I won’t open the diaper first.”

I looked at him. My pussy gave one slow pulse against the clean padding. I didn’t say no.

❦

The screen door had already latched behind him by the time his boots hit the honey-house floor. I was standing at the steel table with my palms on the edge and the thick diaper sagging warm and heavy between my thighs, and I didn’t turn around until he said my name.

“Della.”

“The screens are shut,” I said. “The jars are all up on the shelves. I carried the last honey box in myself.”

He set the coil of soft rope down on the stool and a canvas bag on the floor beside it. I’d wound that coil up in his loft myself the last time he untied me, neat, the way I wind anything, and told myself it was just rope. My pussy had pulsed against the clean padding anyway.

“Diaper,” he said.

“Soaked. Since before dark. I held it as long as I could, and then I didn’t.”

“Show me.”

I turned around. The white diaper bulked out under my old shirt, the plastic gone shiny and tight at the crotch and darker where the wet had settled. He hooked one finger in the waistband and tugged, and the heat rolled up off it, and the smell of piss mixed with the sweet sticky smell of the honey house.

“Heavy,” he said.

“I know how heavy it is. I’ve been walking around in it.”

He spread the quilt over the steel table and smoothed it flat with both hands. “Up.”

I climbed up and lay on my back, and the soaked diaper squelched when my ass settled into the quilt. He took my right wrist and drew it out toward the near leg of the table.

“Daddy,” I said. “That’s my jar arm.”

“I know which arm lifts the hives.” He looped the soft rope around my wrist, snug but not biting, and slid two fingers under the loop. “Feel that?”

“I feel them.”

“Wiggle.”

I wiggled my fingers, and the blood stayed in them. He tied the free end off to the table leg and checked it again, two fingers, and then my pulse.

“Good girl.”

I felt that one right down in my clit, and I hated that he could hear it in my breathing.

My left wrist was next, out to the other leg, the same two fingers, the same check. Then my ankles, spread wide, one to each of the far legs, so the diaper was pulled wide and obscene between them. He checked each ankle twice. The rope shears were still in his back pocket. He walked them over to the nail by the door and hung them there, where I could see the black handles from the table.

“Still there,” he said.

“I see them.”

The last time I’d seen them they’d been on the nail in his loft. He’d carried them back across the lane for my wrists.

He came back and laid his palm on the soaked front, right over my cunt. “Cold at the edges, hot in the middle. You pissed a lot.”

“I drank two glasses of water with supper. You said to drink.”

“I did.” His thumb dragged over the plastic. In his other hand the wand was already humming, low, before he’d even set it down. “Plug first. In underneath. I’m not opening this diaper.”

My stomach dropped. Up in the loft he’d told me that next time he wouldn’t open the diaper first, and I hadn’t said no.

He slicked the plug and worked his hand in under the back of the diaper, pushing the wet padding aside so my ass was bare to his fingers and nothing else. One finger first, then two, slowly, into my hole.

“Breathe.”

“It’s thick.”

“So are you.” He pressed the plug against my ass. “Push.”

I pushed. The stretch burned and then gave, and the plug seated with a dull shove that knocked a sound out of me. The diaper fell back into place over it, and now every small move I made nudged the base against my hole.

“Too much,” I said.

“Smoke?”

“No. Leave it in.”

“Then it isn’t too much.” He checked my fingers again, both hands, in no hurry. “Color’s good. Tell me what you feel.”

“Plug in my ass. Soaked diaper on my pussy. Rope on all four of me.”

“That’s my girl.”

He set the wand on the wet front with the head right over my clit and tore off a strip of tape. The buzz went straight through the flooded padding, muffled and mean. He taped it down hard so it couldn’t walk off and checked the tape with his thumb.

“Low,” he said, and left it humming.

I jerked against the ropes. The vibration sat in the piss-warm padding and climbed into my clit like a thumb that wouldn’t quit. “Daddy.”

“I hear you.” He sat down on the stool next to the table and settled his hand on my belly, broad and heavy, the heel of it resting on the top of the diaper. “Let it run.”

“Don’t make me wait.”

He looked at my face. His palm stayed right where it was. Then he reached over and turned the wand down a notch, and the buzz went thinner, and my hips tried to chase it and the ropes stopped them.

“Boyd, please. Turn it back up. Don’t make me wait for it.”

“No.”

“I already did everything you said. I wore it all evening. I pissed in it. I’m tied down. That’s enough waiting.”

He didn’t argue. His hand pressed a little firmer on my belly and the wand stayed low. My clit throbbed under the weaker buzz, angry, not getting enough, and the plug kept my ass full so I couldn’t pretend I was just lying there.

“Please,” I said again. “Daddy. Don’t.”

He waited. The honey house ticked around us, and I heard my own breathing and the small wet sound when I clenched.

I shut my mouth.

The wanting didn’t shut. It sat in my cunt and leaked into the already soaked padding, slicker than piss, and he watched my belly jump under his palm.

“There,” he said. “You stopped.”

“I’m not asking anymore.”

“I know you’re not.”

He turned the wand up.

Not high, just enough that my thighs tried to close and couldn’t. The tape held the head on my clit, and every pulse of it went soft through the wet and then sharp again when I rocked. He let it climb until my heels dug into the quilt and my wrists pulled against the rope, and then he turned it down. The drop was worse than the low had been. My pussy fluttered around nothing, and a thin thread of sound came out of me.

“Up,” I said, and bit it off. I’d said I wasn’t asking.

He stroked my belly once. “Again.”

Up. The wand buzzed hard into the padding, and my clit swelled under it, trapped, no air and no skin, nothing but heat and buzz and the thick wet. I got close. My ass clenched on the plug. He turned it down before I could tip over, and the almost-come curdled into an ache that made my eyes wet.

“Daddy.”

“I see it.” His thumb rubbed a small circle low on my belly. “You’re shaking. You’re not coming.”

“I need to.”

“Not yet.”

He did it again. Up until my cunt bore down and my mouth fell open, down until I whimpered and went still and tried to hold the edge by not moving at all. It didn’t work, not with the plug in me. Every clench fed the next one.

The next time it came up, I started to cry. Not pretty crying. Wet face, hitching breath, the kind of crying that happens when your body has gotten out ahead of your mouth. “Please. Please, I can’t hold it.”

“Hold what?”

“All of it. The coming. The...”

His palm pressed down. “Say it.”

“I have to piss again.”

“Then piss.”

“The diaper’s already full.”

“It’ll take more.” He turned the wand up and left his hand right where it was. “Do it under my hand.”

I tried to lock it. My belly went hard under his palm. But the buzz sat on my clit and wouldn’t let the lock hold. The heat gathered low and mean, a pressure that wasn’t the coming but wasn’t separate from it either. A little spurt of warmth got out of me and died in the padding, and I gasped and clamped down. Another spurt. Then it broke.

It didn’t gush all at once. It pushed out of me hot in a long, helpless pulse I could feel leaving, soaking into padding that was already sodden, so the new wet had nowhere to go but outward and up. The diaper swelled under the heel of his hand. I could hear it, a soft thick rush inside the plastic and then a creak as it went tighter between my spread thighs. The warmth climbed up the front of the diaper and met his palm. The smell came up, sharp and fresh over the old. In the middle of it my clit jumped under the wand, and I cried harder, because the piss and the edge were happening at the same moment and I couldn’t tell them apart.

“There she is,” he said. “Good girl. I can feel it. Hot. Still coming.”

It was. One last weak push, then dribbles, each one a small shameful flex I couldn’t stop. The diaper dragged heavier against the ropes at my ankles, and the wand buzzed wetter and duller and deeper.

“I pissed,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “Under your hand. I couldn’t...”

“I told you to.” He didn’t move his palm off the swollen front. “Color?”

I looked at my fingers. “Fine.”

He checked them anyway, two fingers under the wrist loops, then the ankles. Then the plug, a little press through the diaper that made me jolt. “Still seated.”

“Daddy, I’m close. If you turn it up I’ll come. I’ll come pissing. I don’t care.”

“You’ll care when I say so.” He edged me twice more, up until I sobbed and my hips fought the ropes, down until the tears were running into my ears. On the last way down I stopped making words. I just cried and leaked slick into the flooded padding and shook under his hand.

The jar on the near shelf had his name on it in my writing. I’d labeled it for him the day he first walked in here with the rope, and I still hadn’t carried it across the lane. Boyd, just the one word. My cunt pulsed at the sight of it like the letters were his mouth.

He stood, and the stool scraped on the concrete. He walked over to the nail.

My eyes went with him.

He took the rope shears down and came back between my spread knees and set the blades against the crotch of the diaper, where the plastic was stretched tight and dark.

“Watch the nail afterward,” he said. “Not the cut.”

“Okay.”

He cut. The shears bit through the plastic with a short crunch and then through the wet padding with a soggy give. Cool air hit my pussy through the slit he opened, a finger’s width and then wider, up toward the taped wand but not under it. The wand stayed stuck on my clit and the plug stayed in my ass. The piss-warm padding peeled back from my hole in two heavy flaps, and my cunt was bare in the gap, swollen and shining, with the rest of me still diapered and tied.

He walked the shears back to the nail and hung them up, and my eyes followed them the whole way. They were the same shears he’d hung by my door on the very first night to keep me safe, and he’d just cut the diaper open with them, and I couldn’t stop looking. He didn’t leave me. He was back before I’d finished my breath.

“Good,” he said. “You watched.”

“I watched.”

He shoved his jeans down. His cock was thick and flushed and already wet at the tip, and he set the head of it in the slit, against my pussy, not inside.

“Ask me.”

“Fuck me.”

“Where?”

“Through the diaper. In my pussy. Please, Daddy.”

“And the rest of it?”

“The plug stays in my ass. The wand stays on my clit. Don’t take them off.”

“All right, sweetheart.”

He pushed in.

The stretch was bright. I was soaked, slick from the edging and the piss and all that waiting, and he still had to work for it, a little and then a pause and then a little more, until my cunt had taken him all the way to the root. The plug made everything tighter. I felt his cock and the plug meet through me, a mean full ache, and the wand never stopped on my clit for a second. I cried out, one raw sound, and pulled against all four ropes.

“Easy,” he said. His hands held my hips just above the tape. “You’re taking it. Look at you. Your cunt’s greedy through a slit I cut. Diaper still on. Piss all through it.”

“Move.”

He moved, slowly. Out until the head tugged at my hole, in until his hips met the wet plastic. Every stroke knocked the plug and mashed the wand harder against my clit. The slit got slippery with me, and I could hear it, filthy, his cock working in the opening of a soaked diaper, the buzz, my breathing.

“Faster.”

“No.” He stayed deep and ground against me. “You come at my pace.”

“I can’t, Daddy, it’s right there.”

“I know. Your pussy’s fluttering. You’re trying to pull me in and hide it.” He drew almost all the way out. “Don’t hide it from me. Tell me what your cunt’s doing.”

“Gripping. I’m gripping you. I’m going to come.”

“Not until I say.”

He fucked me steadily, not rough and not gentle, the same way he checked his knots. I climbed anyway. The wand and the plug and his cock stacked up on each other until my thighs were shaking and the ropes were creaking and I was crying again, open-mouthed, with no jokes left in me at all.

“Please.”

“Come.”

It hit before he’d finished the word. My pussy clamped down on him in hard pulses, one after another, milking him, and I yelled, loud in the shut-up honey house, the sound bouncing off the jars. It rolled through my clit under the tape and down around his cock and into my ass around the plug, everything at once, so strong my heels drummed on the quilt and I couldn’t see. He didn’t stop. He fucked me through it at the same pace, and the orgasm stretched and broke and started again in smaller shocks that made me sob his name.

“Daddy, Daddy, oh...”

“That’s one,” he said. “Stay with me.”

“I can’t do another one.”

“You will.” His thumb found the edge of the tape and pressed the wand down harder on my clit, and he sped up a little. The slit was full of wet sounds. “Feel me. Still hard. Still in your pussy. That plug hasn’t moved. You’re dripping through the cut onto the quilt.”

“It’s too much.”

“Smoke?” he said, and held still.

“No. Don’t stop.”

He leaned over me, one hand back on my belly, and drove in deep. “Then give me the second one. Tell me out loud when it starts.”

I didn’t think I had a second one in me, and my body didn’t agree with me. The buzz on my oversensitive clit turned cruel and then turned into something I needed. My cunt was wrung out, and it started climbing again anyway, because he wouldn’t leave it alone. I heard myself begging in pieces. More. There. Don’t stop. Daddy. The second one built up meaner and lower, tied to the plug and the way he ground against me every time he bottomed out.

“It’s, it’s starting...”

“I feel it. Come on my cock.”

I broke. This one was tighter, a long squeeze that bowed my back up off the quilt as far as the ropes would let me, and I screamed into it, no word at first and then his name and then yes, over and over. My pussy spasmed around him so hard he grunted. He held himself deep and let me clench through it, the wand still buzzing, the flaps of the diaper sticking to my thighs, piss and slick and the smell of both.

“Good girl,” he said, and that kicked another aftershock through me. “There’s another. That little one. I see it.”

“Fuck,” I gasped. “Daddy. Come in me. Please. I want it in my pussy. Leave it there.”

“Where?”

“Inside. Don’t pull out. Come in my cunt.”

He gave me three more hard strokes and stayed buried. His cock swelled, and I felt the first hot stripe of his cum and then the pulses, thick, pumping into me while my pussy was still fluttering around him. He groaned once, low, and held my hips down so none of it spilled out past the slit. I felt it fill me, warm, too much, and a slow leak started anyway around his shaft and onto the cut diaper.

“Stay,” I said, stupidly, meaning his cock.

“I am.” He breathed against my knee. “You’re full of me. Feel that?”

“I feel it. It’s leaking.”

“Let it leak. The next diaper gets all of it.”

He eased out, and his cum followed him, a hot slip out of my hole into the ruined crotch. He didn’t wipe me. He reached into the canvas bag for the fresh diaper, thick and white with tape tabs, and shook it open.

“You’re still tied,” he said. “Lift what you can.”

I lifted my hips a little. The wand was still taped to the old front, so first he peeled the tape and lifted the buzzing head off my clit, and I jerked, too sensitive, and he switched it off. He worked the soaked diaper out from under me in pieces, the cut flaps heavy and reeking, and dropped them on the floor, and before I’d even let my hips back down he slid the fresh one in under my ass, over the base of the plug, and brought the front up over my cunt. His cum was still coming out of me when the clean padding met my pussy, and he pressed it there on purpose, so the leak went into the new diaper and not onto the quilt. Then he pulled the clean front up snug and taped it at both hips, tight, over the plug and over his cum and over my swollen cunt.

“There,” he said. “What I left in you stays in this diaper. You don’t push it out.”

“I won’t.” The clean thickness hugged me, already warming where my pussy rested against it, a small wet spot growing in the middle that was him. “Daddy. I can feel your cum sitting in it.”

“Good.” He checked my fingers. Both wrists, then both ankles. “Color?”

“Good. They’re good.”

He untied my right wrist first and rubbed the rope mark and my palm and each finger. Then the left. Then each ankle, slowly, his thumbs working into the tendons until the shaking eased. The plug shifted when I moved.

“Stool,” he said.

He helped me sit up, and his cum shifted inside me and met the padding. He wrapped the quilt around my shoulders and my bare legs and sat me on the stool, diapered and plugged and wrecked. He stood between my knees with one hand on the back of my neck.

The shears hung on the nail. I looked at them once, and then I looked at him.

“Stay,” I said. “Till morning.”

“Here?”

“In the house. In my bed. Don’t go back across the lane.”

His thumb stroked the side of my neck. “I’ll stay.”

“It’s an old iron bed with a rail across the head,” I said. “I’ve been holding on to that rail by myself for four years.”

He didn’t say anything for a moment. I watched him take that in and put it away, the way he puts everything away to think about later. “Then tonight you can let go of it.” He tucked the quilt up higher over the fresh diaper. “If you piss again, you piss in that. You don’t take it off.”

“I won’t.” My voice was small and dry and starting to sound like mine again around the edges. “The screens stay shut.”

“They stay shut.” He kissed my forehead once, quickly. “Good girl.”

My cunt pulsed around nothing and around what he’d left in me, and I leaned my face into his shirt and let the quilt hold me.

❦

The loft boards were warm under my bare feet, and the diaper was heavy between my legs, soaked through on the walk up the lane with nothing over it but an old flannel shirt that came halfway down my thighs. I stood there in it and looked at Boyd. The shears were already hanging on the nail by the ladder, and the coil of soft rope was lying on the mattress. He hadn’t picked it up yet.

The honey was in. I’d spent the whole week since that night in the honey house running it into jars until every shelf was full, and I’d climbed that ladder with one thing to ask him.

“I want you in my ass,” I said. It came out plain, the way I’d practiced it on the walk over. “Tonight. The first time. Slow.”

He looked at me for a long moment. The light from the orchard window lay across his face and didn’t move. I felt my cunt get wetter inside the already wet diaper while he just stood there looking.

“Say it again,” he said.

“My ass. I want your cock in it.”

He reached for the rope.

“On the mattress. On your knees.”

I went. The diaper squelched when I knelt. He came down behind me, pulled my shirt up over my head and dropped it on the boards, and then he laid the loose end of the coil across my bare shoulder, so I could feel the cotton before he used it.

“Hands.”

I put them behind my back. He tied my wrists with a simple wrap, two fingers under the loop, and then took my fingers in his and pressed each one.

“Feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Wiggle.”

I did. He nodded once and started on the harness, rope over my shoulders, under my breasts, across my ribs and back up. He worked slowly, and every loop got two fingers under it before he snugged it. When the chest piece was done he checked my hands again.

“Color?”

“Fine. Warm. I can feel all my fingers.”

“Good girl.”

My nipples pulled tight at that, and the wet diaper clung to my clit every time I shifted.

He took one of my ankles and folded the leg up against my thigh and tied it there, soft cotton, not tight enough to cut, two fingers under the wrap. Then the other leg. I knelt there open and couldn’t close. The soaked diaper pushed out between my thighs, and the cool air touched the skin above it.

He came around to my front and took my fingers again, one by one.

“Still there?”

“Still there.”

“If you want me to stop, you say smoke. You hear me?”

“I hear you.”

He reached into the tin by the mattress and came up with the clamps.

“These go on while you’re still in that diaper.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Daddy.”

He set the first clamp on my left nipple. The bite was sharp, then it settled into a mean little throb, and I hissed, and he waited. The second one went on the right. Both of them hung a little weight and moved with every breath I took. I knelt there tied open in a soaked diaper with my tits clamped and my hands behind me, and there wasn’t one thing I could do about any of it. All week I’d carried every jar and every honey box on that hill by myself, and up here I couldn’t even hold my own hands.

“Look at you,” he said. “Soaked through. Open. Asking for your ass with your cunt already dripping in that.”

“I asked you plain.”

“You did.” He laid his palm on the front of the diaper and pressed, and the warm piss and my own wet pushed up against my clit. “This comes down. The rest stays on you till I say.”

He worked the tapes loose. The diaper peeled off my skin with a wet sound, and he pushed it down my thighs as far as the ankle ties would let it go. It hung there around my legs, heavy and yellowed at the crotch. Cool air hit my pussy. I was slick, and I could feel it.

He got the plug and the lube and slicked the plug in his hand where I could watch him do it.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. He put one hand on my lower back and the blunt tip of the plug against my ass. He didn’t shove. He pressed and waited and pressed again, and the ring of muscle gave a little and then more, and the plug slid in to the wide part and stopped.

“Oh.”

“There.” He held it. “In.” He pushed the rest of the way and it seated, and my ass clenched around the neck of it and my cunt clenched on nothing. “Out.” He drew it back slowly until the wide part stretched me again, then pushed it home. Out, and in. He kept on until my hole had learned the shape and my breath had gone ragged.

“Daddy.”

“I hear you.” He worked it a few more times, slowly, then left it in and ran two fingers through the mess on my pussy. “You’re dripping on the mattress. You know that?”

“I know.”

“You walked the whole lane in that.”

I laughed once, short. “Nobody on the lane but your apple trees.”

“Lucky trees.” He pulled the plug out and set it aside, and the empty feeling made me grunt. He uncapped the lube and poured it over his fingers and over my hole, cold and then warm as he worked it in. One finger, then two. He opened me up with them in slow circles until I was pushing back without meaning to.

“Ask.”

“Fuck my ass. Please. Daddy.”

He knelt up behind me. I heard his belt and his zipper and the wet sound of the lube on his cock. Then the head of it pressed where the plug had been, thicker and hotter. He put one hand on the harness between my shoulders and held me still.

“Slow,” he said. “You take it. You tell me if it turns bad. Smoke ends it. A plain no means I slow down and ask. You understand?”

“I understand. You won’t get a no out of me. I want it.”

He pushed. The head breached me and I made a sound I hadn’t planned. It burned, then opened, then burned again as he gave me a little more. He stopped. His thumb stroked the rope at my shoulder.

“Talk to me.”

“Full. Big. Don’t pull out.”

“I won’t.” He sank in further. My clamped nipples swung. He kept going until his hips met my ass and he was all the way in. I shook. He stayed there without moving, one hand on the harness and the other coming around to find my clit.

“There she is.” Two slick fingers, slow circles. “My cock in your ass. The first time. And you’re soaking my hand.”

“Daddy.” It came out broken. “Move. Please move.”

He drew back halfway and pushed in again, long and unhurried, and the drag lit up every nerve I had. His fingers never left my clit. Out and in, a little deeper every time he came back, the same slow pace. I could hear the lube and the wet slap of the diaper hanging off my legs and my own breath getting high.

“You feel that,” he said. “Your hole taking me. You asked me for this standing on the boards before I ever had the rope in my hand.”

“I did. I wanted it. I want it.”

“Good girl.”

I clenched around him when he said it, and he felt it, and his breath hit the back of my neck, still quiet.

“Again,” he said.

He fucked me a little faster, still not rough, every stroke filling me to the base, and his fingers rubbed my clit in time with it, firm now, no teasing. The clamps bit every time my chest jerked. My hands pulled at the rope behind me and the loops held, with two fingers of slack, safe, and that safety made me wetter. I couldn’t get away from any of it, and I didn’t want to.

“I’m close,” I said. “Daddy, I’m close, don’t stop, don’t you dare stop.”

“I won’t stop.” He drove in slow and stayed there, grinding, while his fingers worked my clit hard. “Come on my cock. Come with me in your ass.”

It hit low and mean. My ass clamped down on him and my cunt pulsed, and I came with a raw sound, shaking in the harness, my knees slipping, the wet diaper swinging and the piss-warm padding slapping my thigh. He held me up by the rope and kept his fingers on me through all of it, until I sobbed and went soft.

He was still hard inside me. He waited until my breathing slowed, and then he started again, slower than before, chasing his own.

“You all right?”

“Yes. Yes. Come in me. I want it in my ass.”

“Sweetheart,” he said, like it was just a fact. His hips pressed flush against me and he groaned once, quietly, and I felt him throb and spill, hot pulses deep inside me. He stayed buried while he finished, his fingers resting on my clit, not rubbing anymore, just there. Some of his cum leaked out around his cock when he eased back a little, and he pushed back in like he meant to keep it there.

“Stay,” I said.

“I’m here.” He kissed the back of my neck once. Then he pulled out slowly. I felt open and used and full of him. A little of his cum slid down toward my pussy, and he caught it with two fingers and pressed it back against my hole, not pushing in, just holding it there a second so I’d know.

“Look at that,” he said. “You took it. Came on it. Messy as you are.”

I laughed, wrecked. “You did the messy part.”

“Both of us did.” He reached for a fresh diaper from the stack by the pallets, thick and plain and white. He wiped me just enough that the tapes would hold, not enough to take the feeling away, then lifted the soaked one off my thighs and dropped it aside, and it hit the boards with a heavy sound.

He slid the fresh diaper under me while I was still kneeling open, still tied, the clamps still on. The padding was dry and cool against my swollen cunt and my used ass. He pulled the front up and taped it snug, one tape and then the other, and smoothed the front with his palm so it sat right on my clit.

“This stays on.”

“It stays.”

He picked up the wand and switched it on low, and the hum filled the loft. He set the head against the diaper right over my clit and held it there with his whole hand so I couldn’t twist away from it.

“Daddy...”

“You come one more time. Then I take the rope off.”

The vibration sank through the thick padding, muffled and mean and right where I was still raw. My ass clenched and I felt his cum shift inside me. The clamps throbbed in time with my pulse. I tried to rock and the ankle ties stopped me, and all I could do was kneel there and take it.

“Too much.”

“Smoke?”

“No. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He turned it up one notch, and his other hand checked my fingers again, quickly, while the wand stayed where it was. “Color?”

“Fine. Fuck. Fine. Daddy.”

“That’s my girl.” He held the wand steady. No moving it around, just pressure, right there through the diaper, until the muffled buzz turned sharp and my thighs shook against the rope.

“I’m going to, Daddy, I’m going to come, I can’t...”

“You can. Give it to me.”

I came again, harder and somehow smaller, my cunt pulsing against the dry diaper and my ass fluttering around what he’d left in me, a broken noise caught in my throat. The diaper went warm where I gushed into it, a fresh little flood on top of the clean padding, and he felt the wand jump in his hand and kept it right there until I jerked and said his name like I was mad at him.

“Enough. Enough.”

He clicked the wand off at once, and the quiet rang in my ears. He took the clamps off, one and then the other, and the blood rushing back made me yelp, so he covered each nipple with his palm until the sting eased.

Then he untied me. One ankle first and then the other, rubbing the marks as the rope came away. The harness next, loop by loop. My wrists last. He took my hands and worked each finger, then my wrists, then up my arms to my shoulders, slowly, like he was putting the blood back on purpose.

“Move them.”

I rolled my shoulders. My arms ached in a good way. I sat back on the fresh diaper and felt his cum and my own wet held in against me.

“You good?” he said.

“I’m good.” I leaned my forehead against his chest. “You still helping me lift hives in the spring?”

“I am.” He said it the way he says everything, his hand still rubbing my arm.

The shears hung on the nail where I could see them, the one thing that could end every rope on me in a single cut, and he’d checked them before he ever laid a hand on me.

He gave me water, and I drank, and he drank. We lay on the mattress until my legs worked again, his hand on my hip, neither of us saying much. When I stood up the diaper sat thick and sure between my legs. I pulled my shirt on over the leftover ache from the clamps and went down the ladder ahead of him, slowly, holding the rail.

The next evening the lane was still warm from the day. I walked him across it to my honey-house door. The screens were shut. I had a jar in my hand, the new honey, gold and thick, with a label in my own handwriting, his name and nothing else. I was going to set it on the shelf just inside the door, where he’d see it through the screen every time he came up from the orchard.

He looked at the jar. Then he looked at me.

“Mine,” he said.

“Yours.” My face went hot. The diaper I had on under my jeans was fresh and dry, and I could still feel last night in my ass when I stood still. “It stays on my shelf, though. You want it, you come up here for it.”

“I will.” He touched the label with one finger, my handwriting, his name. “Good girl.”

I went wet in the diaper standing right there on my own step. He saw my mouth change and didn’t smile big. He kissed my forehead, quickly, and went back down the lane.

That night I hung the coil of soft rope on the hook above my bed. That hook had been empty as long as I’d lived there, and now the cotton sat in a neat loop where I’d see it every time I lay down. I taped on a fresh diaper, thick and plain, and got under the quilt. My ass was sore in a way I wanted to keep. I’d run the whole farm by myself again that day, every job on it, and I’d do it again tomorrow, and at night I wouldn’t have to hold anything at all. Across the lane his orchard light was on. I put my hand on the front of the diaper and left it there, and I didn’t take it off.

If you want more like this, read Brat by Contract next


Mommy Gives Her Bridge Inspector an Enema and Locks Him In for Good — Mommy Domme Permanent ABDL

Most of my working life happens underneath things. I spend my days on catwalks and ladders under bridges, clipped to a safety line by a harness that never quite fits, with a flashlight in one hand and a little hammer in the other, and I tap the steel and listen. Good steel rings when you hit it. Tired steel gives you back a dull little knock, like a man who doesn’t want to talk about it. When I find a crack I mark both ends with a yellow crayon and draw it in my notebook. The trucks go over my head all day, and the hum comes down through the steel into my teeth. The pigeons look at me like I’m the one who doesn’t belong there, and they’re not wrong.

I like the work. A bridge doesn’t pretend. It tells you exactly where it’s tired if you’re patient enough to look, and I am patient.

The state sends me wherever the bridges are, so I live out of rented rooms. Mostly motel rooms by the highway, with a painting of a duck over the bed. I turned thirty-six that spring, and I could pack my whole life into the truck in less time than it took the coffee to brew. I told people I liked it that way. Most days I even meant it.

By fall the job was the old steel river bridge in a county I’d never worked before, a long gray bridge with a deck that shook when the gravel trucks went over. The state wanted a full month on it. The nearest motel was a long drive back toward the interstate, and when I said so on the phone, the woman at the county office laughed and said, “You could always try the tower.”

The tower was the old bridge-tender’s house, a narrow brick tower on the riverbank right beside the bridge. Back when the bridge still opened for boats, a man lived in it and ran the machinery. A woman named Ruth had bought the tower and fixed it up, and she rented the room at the top by the month.

“It’s a lot of stairs,” she warned me on the phone. “Iron ones. They ring. If you come home late, the whole tower knows about it.”

“I climb bridges for a living,” I said.

“Then you’ll be fine.” I could hear her smiling. “I only turn down people who want a view and then complain about how they have to get to it.”

The tower stood alone at the end of a gravel road, four floors of old red brick with a little room on top that had windows on all four sides. She came out while I was still pulling my duffel out of the truck. She was about fifty, a tall, solid woman with short gray hair and reading glasses pushed up on her head, in a canvas work jacket with the sleeves rolled to the elbow. A ring of old iron keys hung at her belt and clanked when she walked. She shook my hand the way I’d test a railing, firm and dry, and held on a moment longer than I expected.

“Grant,” she said, and nodded past me at the bridge. “You’re here for her.”

“For a month.”

“Then I’ll tell you what I tell everybody. I spent thirty years at a big engineering firm making sure things like that stay up, and now I’m retired and I’d like to keep my blood pressure where it is. It’s the county’s bridge. I just live next to it. Don’t tell me what you find.”

“I couldn’t if I wanted to.”

“I know. That’s what I like about inspectors.” She looked me over, taking her time about it. “You’re the only men I know who never brag.”

She showed me the ground floor first. Her kitchen had a big window that looked straight at the bridge and a whiteboard by the fridge with her grocery list on it in neat square capitals. Across the hall was the laundry, a washer and a dryer and a folding table under a bare bulb.

“That’s shared,” she said. “Use it whenever you like. The dryer runs hot, so don’t leave anything in it you love.”

Next to the laundry was a big bathroom, white tile from the floor to the ceiling, a deep old tub and a shower with a hose you could lift down off the wall. High above the tub an iron hook was bolted into the brick, black and heavy, with a smooth groove worn into the curve of it.

“That held the winch cable, back when the tower still did its job,” she said. “I couldn’t bring myself to take it out. It held more weight than anything else in this building for longer than either of us has been alive.” She rested her hand on the doorframe. “It’s the only toilet in the tower, I’m afraid. It’s a long way down at night.”

“I’ll manage,” I said, and I didn’t tell her how.

The iron stair wound up through the middle of the tower. She went first, her keys ringing against the rail, steady and unhurried, like a woman whose legs did the counting for her. At the top she unlocked a plain wooden door and stepped aside.

I stood in the doorway for a while without saying anything. Two of the windows were full of the bridge, close enough to read the paint on the beams, and the other two were full of the river. There was an iron bed, a desk, a dresser, a little sink in the corner, and a radiator that knocked once, politely, as if it wanted to be introduced.

“Well,” Ruth said behind me. “Most people say something.”

“I’m still deciding what.”

She laughed, a short low laugh, and that was the first time I really noticed her voice. It was deep for a woman’s and it never rushed. She said each thing once, as if she trusted it to land.

She waited at the window while I filled out her rental form at the desk. When I handed back the clipboard she read every line before she said thank you. Then she looked up at me, and her eyes stayed on my face a beat longer than a landlady needs, like there was a line on the form she wanted to read twice.

“Sleep well, Grant,” she said, and the stair rang under her all the way down.

I didn’t unpack the bottom of the duffel. I never do.

At the bottom of that bag there’s a stack of white cloth that has come with me to every room I’ve rented for seven years. Thick cloth diapers, the old-fashioned kind you fasten with pins, and two pairs of plain plastic pants to go over them. It started the winter I turned twenty-nine. I was on a long job up north, living alone in a room over a hardware store with the snow halfway up the windows, and one lonely night I came across a page about men like me who wore them to bed. I’d never once thought about it before. By morning I couldn’t think about anything else.

I picked cloth because I like things that can be checked and mended and used again. The first night I stabbed my thumb twice before I got a pin in right. Then I pulled the plastic pants up and lay on my back in that cold room, and something in my chest that had been clenched for years just let go. I felt held. I also got harder than I had in months. I came with my palm pressed flat on the front of the plastic, barely moving, and afterward I lay there as embarrassed as I’ve ever been. Then I slept straight through until morning for the first time all winter.

I’ve worn them at night ever since. I wash them myself, in motel sinks and in laundromats at midnight with one eye on the door, and I fold them my own way and stack them at the bottom of the duffel. Nobody had ever seen them but me. That was the point. Some nights it was also the whole problem.

The first night in the tower I didn’t wear one. It was a month, I told myself, and I could go a month. The tower was so quiet I could hear the river moving around the bridge, and I knew the plastic pants would sound like somebody unwrapping a sandwich in church. So I lay in my shorts, and in the middle of the night I had to go all the way down to that bathroom. I took the stair as carefully as I’ve ever taken anything, and it still rang like a bell. There was lamplight under the door to her rooms. I went the rest of the way on my toes like a burglar.

In the morning she was in the kitchen with a mug of tea and the newspaper folded into a square.

“You look like a coffee man,” she said, and poured me one. “I’m tea. We’ll try not to judge each other.” She turned a page. “You came down in the night. You walk that stair like a man crossing ice.”

My face went hot. “You said it rings.”

“It does. I just didn’t expect anybody to take it so personally.” She smiled at me over the paper, a small warm smile, as if we’d agreed on something. “Walk it however you like, Grant. It’s held worse than you.”

I thought about that smile all day under the bridge. That evening in the kitchen she didn’t ask a single thing about the work. She only said, “You spent a long time on the south side today,” and when I said I couldn’t talk about it, she said, “I know. I’m only saying you were thorough,” in that low unhurried voice, and the word went through me like warm water.

The second night I put one on.

I told myself it was to spare the stair. The truth was that I’d lain awake the night before thinking about her voice saying my name, and I wanted the cloth so badly my hands shook. I pinned it on in the dark and lay very still. Nobody came. Toward morning I wet it, half asleep, the way I do, and lay in the warm weight of it while the bridge lights went pale, feeling like the luckiest man in the county.

That’s the trouble with a good secret. Every time it works, it asks for a little more.

Within a few nights the plastic bag at the bottom of my duffel was something I could smell when I opened the door. The laundromat was a long drive away, and her washer was right there at the bottom of the stair. I told myself it would be safer at midnight, with her asleep, than in a laundromat full of strangers, which was a lie with a little truth folded into it, the only kind I ever believe.

So at midnight I crept down with the bag shoved into a pillowcase. I had the lid of the washer up and my hand in the pillowcase when I heard her cough behind her door across the hall, just a small ordinary cough, and I froze in the dark with my heart slamming. Then I lowered the lid without a sound and carried the whole thing back up the stair, laughing at myself without making any noise.

The next evening she came up the stair with clean sheets for my bed, folded so square and hard they could have stood up on their own, and set them on the end of the mattress.

“You fold like a drafting table,” I said.

“All those years of drawings. You fold one wrong in front of a client, you never do it again.” She glanced at my duffel against the wall, zipped shut, right where I’d dropped it the first day. “You haven’t unpacked.”

“I never do.”

“Hm.” She tilted her head and looked at me the way I’d seen her look at the bridge, like she was working out where the weight went. “You’re allowed to, here.” Then, on her way out, with her hand on the door: “The dryer’s yours in the evenings, by the way. I only ever use it in the mornings.”

I said thanks, and sat beside her square stack of sheets trying to decide whether she’d just been kind or whether she’d noticed a man with a pillowcase at midnight. I couldn’t tell which of those I wanted more.

That night I didn’t even pretend to argue. I took the clean stack out of the duffel and put it in the dresser drawer, which felt like a bigger thing than it had any right to. I left the curtains open; nobody could see in but the bridge and the river. I laid a diaper on the bed and lay back on it and brought the thick front up between my legs, pinned one hip and then the other, and pulled the plastic pants up until the elastic sat snug at my waist and thighs. The bulk of it pushed my knees apart. I was already hard, pressing up into the cloth, and I hadn’t done anything yet but get dressed for bed.

I lay there in the bridge light and let myself think about her.

I thought about her hands squaring that stack of sheets, and I pictured them folding my diapers instead, at the table under the bare bulb, still warm from her dryer, not my way but hers. I pictured her finding them. That was the part that made my breath go short. Not a sly look or a joke, just her steady face and her low voice saying my name once. I pictured her climbing the stair with the stack held against her chest, the steps ringing one by one, and setting it on this bed, and looking at me, and waiting.

My hand had gone to the front of the plastic pants on its own. I pressed down with my palm, the way I had that first winter, and my cock pushed back up against the padding, thick and aching, a wet spot already spreading in the cloth over the head. I pictured her palm there instead of mine, pressing my belly, telling me to wet.

I’d been holding since supper. In the quiet I let go, a hot trickle into the cloth under the head of my cock at first, and then all of it, a long heavy rush that soaked the front and ran down between my legs and spread warm under my balls and along my ass. The plastic held it against me. I could hear it hiss into the thick cloth and feel the diaper swell and sag warm into the mattress. My cock stayed hard through all of it, the piss running hot around it, and I made a sound in my throat I’d have died to have anyone hear.

“That’s it,” I imagined her saying, in that voice that said each thing once. “All of it.”

I started to rub through the plastic and the soaked cloth, the heel of my hand dragging slow down the length of my cock and back up, the wet padding squelching and the plastic crinkling loud in the quiet room. My hips came up off the bed to meet my hand. I pictured her on the edge of the mattress with her keys at her belt, watching my face and not my hand, not letting me hurry.

There was a word in my mouth. I’d never said it to anybody, never even said it alone, a word for what I wanted her to be, and it came up my throat hot and shameful and I bit down on it and kept it there. I said her name instead, very quietly, into the dark.

That was enough. My balls drew up tight in the wet heat, and I pressed down hard over the head of my cock and came, pulse after pulse into the soaked cloth, my back arching off the bed and my heels digging into the mattress, the cum spilling hot and thick into the front of the diaper where the piss was already going cool. I rode it out with my hand clamped over the plastic and my teeth shut tight until my thighs shook.

Afterward the shame came down over me, quiet and thorough. A grown man in a wet diaper in somebody else’s tower, thinking about his landlady’s hands. Then I slept in it, because I always do.

The next day I found a crack in a weld on the south side that the last inspection had missed, and for a minute I felt like a man with nothing to hide. By the time I came up the gravel road at dusk, I’d decided I was done being a coward about a washing machine. While I sat in the truck with the engine ticking, the tower door opened and Ruth came out with a scarf around her neck and set off down the river path toward the boat ramp, the slow evening walk I’d watched her take every night, the better part of an hour.

She only uses it in the mornings, I told myself. She said so herself.

I ran the washer while she was gone and sat on the bottom step of the iron stair in the half dark, listening to it slosh and turn like a man standing guard over a crime scene. When it finished I moved everything into the dryer, the diapers and both pairs of plastic pants, and set it going. The step was cold, and after a while I told myself the dryer could mind itself.

I went up to my room and opened my notebook to write up the weld. I’m a man who loses time when he’s checking things, and I lost it then. I drew the crack twice, the second time better. When I looked up again, the bridge lights had come on in all four windows and the river was black beneath them.

Far below me, the tower door opened and closed. I heard her keys.

I sat very still with the pen in my hand. I could feel the dryer more than hear it, a faint hum coming up through the iron of the stair. Then it stopped, and for a moment the tower was completely quiet. Then, from the bottom of the stair, small and clear, came the clank of the dryer door, which I hadn’t opened.

I should have gone down. I knew that, and I didn’t move. I sat at the desk with the notebook open in front of me and listened to the quiet, and it went on for a long time, long enough for somebody to fold a whole load of laundry very carefully, one piece at a time.

❦

Steps rang on the iron stair below my door, one and then another, slow, the way the metal sounds when somebody takes her time and doesn’t mind who hears. I had my notebook open on the desk and the bridge lights already on in all four windows. I was on my feet before she knocked.

Ruth stood on the landing with the stack in both arms. My cloth diapers, thick and plain and white, folded square and hard the way she’d folded my sheets, still so warm from the dryer that I could smell the heat coming off them, and both pairs of plastic pants laid neatly on top. She looked at me over the stack.

“Evening, Grant,” she said.

“Those aren’t mine.”

My face went hot the second it was out. Of course they were mine, right down to the pair of plastic pants with the elastic going soft at one leg. And while I stood in my own doorway telling her no, my cock was getting thick in my trousers, stupid and fast, as if it hadn’t heard me. She saw that too. Her eyes went down once, the way I’d glance at a gauge, and came back up to my face.

“Let me in, please,” she said.

I stepped aside. She walked past me, set the stack on the end of my bed, straightened the plastic pants with two fingers, and stood there with her hands at her sides and waited. The river made its low sound under the windows. I stayed hard and couldn’t do a thing about it.

“They’re not,” I said again, and it came out thin.

She didn’t argue. She came back to where I stood, laid her palm flat between my shoulders, warm through my shirt, and kept it there until I had to turn and look at the stack.

Seven years I’d washed them alone in motel sinks and laundromats, and folded them myself, and hidden them at the bottom of a bag. And somebody had folded them. Somebody had stood under a bare bulb and folded every one and carried them up the stair and set them on my bed as if they were just laundry. I’d told myself nobody went near that dryer in the evenings. I’d told myself a lot of things.

“Say it,” she said quietly.

“They’re mine.”

“Thank you.” Her hand pressed once on my back, and that small pressure did more to me than it had any right to. She felt me shift under it, took her hand away, and nodded at the desk. “Sit down. I made tea. Yours is coffee.”

She’d left a tray on the top step. She brought it in, two mugs and her clipboard, and pulled the chair over from the radiator while I sat at the desk. My crack log was still open, the weld drawn twice. She didn’t look at it. She turned the clipboard around so I could see my rental form.

“Grant,” she read. “Date of birth right here. That makes you thirty-six.” She tapped the line under mine with one finger. “And that’s me. Ruth, owner of the tower. I was forty-nine in June, if you’re wondering, and I don’t usually tell my tenants that, but tonight we’re being honest with each other.”

“I know who owns the tower.”

“And I know what you hid in my dryer.” She drank some of her tea. “Drink your coffee.”

I drank, both hands around the mug so I wouldn’t have to decide what to do with them, and she watched my face, not the form.

“You’re inspecting that bridge for the state,” she said. “For one month. It’s the county’s bridge, I have no part in what you do out there, and I never will. Your lease is your lease. Nothing we say up here tonight touches it.”

“That’s right.”

“So this is something else.” She set her mug down. “I found your diapers. Thick cloth ones, with plastic pants, the way they used to make them. A grown man, drying them where I do my towels.”

I didn’t answer. She let the quiet sit until it got heavy, and then went on in that same unhurried voice.

“Here’s what I’m offering. For the month you’re here, you call me Mommy. You wear cloth day and night, and I’m the one who pins it on you. You live by my rules. And you take an enema when I say so.” She paused just long enough for me to hear that last part properly. “Your lease stays exactly the same either way. So does your month. Yes or no.”

My mouth had gone dry. My cock jumped at the word enema, and I hated that she could probably see my shoulders tighten.

“What rules?”

“The ones I give you, when I give them. You wet when I tell you to. You come when I tell you to. You don’t hide the diapers from me anymore, and you don’t take one off unless I say so. And Saturday morning you come down to my bathroom on an empty stomach and I fill you up.” She said it the way she might have read me the day the trash went out. “That’s the shape of it.”

“And if I say no?”

“Then you inspect your bridge and pay your rent, and I never carry that stack up the stairs again. Nothing else changes, not the lease and not the way I say good morning. Saying no costs you nothing at all.”

She said it once and didn’t make a speech after it. Then she leaned across and put two fingers under my chin and turned my face, gently, until I was looking straight at her.

“Yes or no, sweetheart.”

I looked past her at the stack on the bed. The plastic pants caught the bridge light.

“What if I say yes and then I can’t?”

“Then there’s one last thing,” she said. “You say redline, and it all stops that minute. A plain no, I’ll stop and ask what you mean by it. Your lease stays the same. Nobody puts a price on it, nobody sulks, and I won’t ask you why. You can say it anywhere, any time. And I only take a yes from a sober man, which is why you have coffee and I have tea.”

Redline. I knew what a red line meant on a drawing. Past it, you don’t put one more ounce of weight on the steel.

“I’m sober,” I said.

“I know you are. Say it anyway, so I have it.”

“Yes.”

“Yes to what?”

“Yes to the month. Your rules.”

“And the word?”

“Redline. If I say it, it stops, and the lease stays.”

She smiled then, just barely, and my cock throbbed so hard that I made a sound. She heard it. She got up, came around the desk, and laid her hand flat on my chest.

“Up you get. Trousers off, and onto the bed.”

I stood. My belt stuck, and she waited until I had the buckle open, and then she pushed my trousers and shorts down together, brisk, like she was clearing off a worktable. My cock sprang out hard and flushed, already wet at the tip. She folded my clothes once and laid them over the chair.

“Shirt too.”

I pulled it over my head and stood there bare in my rented room with my cock sticking out, and she looked at all of me and didn’t look away.

“On your back.”

I lay back on the bed. She took the top diaper off the stack and shook it open, and I watched her hands judge the weight of it, the same thick plain cloth I’d worn alone at night since I was twenty-nine and already a grown man checking bridges.

“Hips up.”

I lifted, and she slid it under me and brought the front up between my legs and over my cock, still warm from the dryer. My cock pushed up into it and leaked. She folded the sides in snug and took the pins from the dish on my nightstand.

“Hold still.”

She pinned one hip and then the other, careful, the points turned away from my skin. Then she drew the plastic pants up my legs and over the cloth and settled the elastic at my waist. The plastic was warm and a little stiff and it shone in the lamplight. She pressed the front once, feeling my cock through both layers, and left her hand there.

“There,” she said. “That’s how you’ll be for the month.”

I could hear the plastic every time I breathed. Out in the windows the bridge lights sat on the water, the job I’d come here to do, and in here I was pinned into a diaper by my landlady, and my cock wouldn’t go down for anything.

She sat on the edge of the mattress and laid her palm flat on my belly over the plastic, low, just above my cock. It was warm, and heavy enough that I felt it in my gut.

“Now wet for me.”

“No.”

“Wet, darling.”

“Not with you watching.”

“You have a word,” she said, perfectly calm. “Say it, or wet.” And she pressed harder. It wasn’t a slap. It was a steady push with her whole palm, her fingers spread, holding my belly down into the diaper. The plastic crinkled. My cock jerked under her hand.

“All of it,” she said. “Look wherever you like. But you heard me.”

“Ruth...”

“Mommy.”

I shut my mouth. Her hand stayed. My bladder was full from the coffee and all the water I’d drunk under the bridge that afternoon, and I’d been holding it since I heard her on the stair, the way I hold it up in a bucket truck when there’s nowhere to go. The hold started to shake.

“I can’t,” I said.

“You can. You’re lying here hard in a diaper I pinned on you, and you told me yes. Let it go.”

A drop got out, small and hot, into the cloth right under the head of my cock. I clenched, and it didn’t stop the next one. She felt the plastic shift and pressed a little more with the heel of her hand.

“That’s it. Don’t fight it, pet.”

I looked at the bridge lights so I wouldn’t have to look at her face, white lamps on the old gray steel and the river black underneath. My belly jumped under her palm, and the next push wasn’t a drop, it was a stream, sudden and strong, and the thick cloth took it and spread it warm under my cock and down between my balls before I could put a name to it. I made a noise. She kept her hand right where it was.

“All of it.”

I tried to stop, and my body wouldn’t. I pissed into the diaper hot and heavy, soaking the cloth from the front all the way back, and I could hear it, a soft rush and then a fuller sound as the diaper swelled and the piss had nowhere to go but sideways, warm along my ass and up under my balls, a wet weight growing between my legs. My cock stayed hard through the middle of it, so the stream came out bumping and spilling instead of clean. Shame burned in my face. My hips tried to lift, and her palm held me down.

“Stay,” she said, and I stayed.

It kept coming, my gut loosening under her hand in little jerks I couldn’t hide. The diaper got heavy, and the plastic pressed the warmth back against me, slick, the elastic tight at my thighs where the wet cloth bulged. I could smell it, sharp and mine, mixed up with the clean smell of her dryer. One last hard spurt soaked the front and ran down into the crack of my ass, and then it was only dribbles, my cock twitching and still leaking, because I had nothing left to hold with.

The word was right there on my tongue. Redline. I could feel the whole shape of it. I didn’t say it. I kept my eyes on the bridge lights while my chest heaved, the diaper sagging hot and soaked between my legs, and her hand stayed on my belly as if she were checking a joint for give.

“Good,” she said, very low.

That one word did more to me than the piss had. I groaned. She rubbed once, slowly, over the swollen front of the plastic, feeling how full I’d made it.

“You wet every drop. I felt it go. Now look at me.”

I looked. Her face was calm and in no hurry at all.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed in the diaper,” I said. “While you watched.”

“While I held you.” She took her hand off my belly, and the place where it had been went cold. “Hips up. I’m opening you.”

I lifted. The plastic pants peeled down with a wet little sound as she worked them to my knees. She took out both pins, slowly, and laid the front of the diaper open on the bed, and the cool air hit my cock and balls. Piss shone on my skin. My cock stood up out of it, red and wet, the clear leak from the tip running down over the piss, and my balls were tight and shining. The open diaper lay under my ass like a warm white mess, and I lay in it on my back with the bridge in the windows.

She reached to the nightstand for my lotion, poured some into her palm, and rubbed her hands together. It smelled plain and clean.

“This cock wet itself for me,” she said. “Now it’s going to come for me. You don’t touch. You don’t look away unless I say so. And you call me what we agreed.”

She closed her slick hand around me, and before I knew I was going to say it, it was out of my mouth.

“Mommy.”

My face burned worse than before. My cock jumped in her fist.

“Say it again.”

“Mommy.”

That got me a proper smile, and she began to stroke me, slow, from the root to the head, the lotion and the piss mixing under her fingers. I gasped. The wet diaper cradled my ass. Every stroke pulled my skin up and let it go. Her other hand rested on my thigh and held me down against the open cloth.

“Mommy. Don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping.” She stroked again, a long pull, her thumb sliding over the head and spreading the slick around. “Look at you. You’re dripping on your belly already.”

I looked. A clear string fell from the tip of my cock into the hair below my navel. She caught the next one with her thumb and worked it down the shaft. My balls drew up. The open diaper rustled when my hips tried to fuck up into her hand, and she pressed my thigh back down.

“Lie still, darling. I do the stroking and you take it.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She set a pace I couldn’t use for anything: slow up, a little pause at the head, slow down again. The piss cooling on my balls made her hand feel hotter. Once she reached under and held my balls in her palm, weighing them as if she were checking something, and then went back to the long slow strokes.

“You were hard at the door,” she said, “while you were telling me they weren’t yours. This cock knew better.”

“I know.”

“Say it.”

“I was hard. I was lying to you. Mommy, please.”

“Please what?”

“Please don’t stop.”

“I’m not going to stop until you come all over your belly. That’s how tonight ends.”

She kept stroking, the wet sound of her hand steady as a pump. The bridge lights blurred. She saw my belly tighten and slowed down even more, drawing it out, her fist going loose enough to tease and then tight again right at the head, where I was rawest.

“Mommy.”

“I’m right here, pet. Give it to me.”

“I’m close.”

“I can see that. Your cock’s jumping and your balls are all the way up. Don’t hold it back.”

I tried to hold it anyway, the way I’ll hold off writing down a measurement until I’m sure of it, and she squeezed once at the base and stroked right through it, three slow firm pulls that took the choice away. My cock swelled in her fist. The first shot hit my belly hot and thick, a long stripe up toward my chest, and I shouted. She kept stroking, milking me, and the next pulse landed lower and pooled in my navel, and the next smeared over her fingers and my skin, white and heavy, while my hips bucked against her hand and the wet diaper squelched under me. She didn’t let go. She worked me all the way through it, slower and slower, squeezing the last of it out of the head onto my stomach until there was cum stringing from her thumb to my skin.

“That’s it,” she said softly. “There you go. All of it.”

I was shaking. My cock went soft in her hand a little at a time, too sensitive now, and she only eased off when I whimpered. She looked at the mess on my stomach, and at my face, and at the open wet diaper under me.

“You came for Mommy,” she said. “All over your belly, lying in your wet diaper. Tell me.”

“I came for you, Mommy. Please don’t stop touching me.”

“I’m not finished with you, sweetheart. I’m only finished with this mess.”

She took a wipe from the packet on the nightstand and cleaned my belly, then my cock and balls and the creases of my thighs where the piss had gone sticky, holding my hip when I flinched. Then she folded the wet diaper in on itself with the pins stuck in the corner and set it on a towel I hadn’t even noticed she’d brought up under the stack. She’d planned the bed before she ever climbed the stair.

“Fresh one.”

She slid the next diaper under me while I was still loose and breathing hard, thick and clean against my spent cock, pinned both hips snug but not cruel, and pulled the plastic pants up over it. Then she laid her palm on the front once, checking the pins and checking me.

“Dry,” she said. “For now.”

My cock gave one tired throb in the fresh cloth. She wiped her hands, capped the lotion, and stood over me.

“Saturday morning,” she said. “My bathroom. Come down on an empty stomach, so nothing to eat after midnight, and whatever you sleep in the night before, I want it dry when I see it. Knock, and call me Mommy when I open the door. And then I’ll fill you.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She gathered up the wet diaper in its towel, and her clipboard, and her cold tea. At the door she looked back at me, and the ring of keys at her belt caught the lamplight: the old iron keys to the tower and, among them, a small brass one I hadn’t noticed before.

“Sleep in it, darling,” she said. “I’ll know if you don’t.”

The iron stair took her down, one ringing step after another. I stayed on my back in the fresh diaper with the plastic warm against me and her voice still in my ears, and Saturday was already sitting on my chest, heavier than all that cloth.

❦

The iron stair was cold under my bare feet. Last night’s diaper hung thick between my legs, the plastic pants still warm from the bed, and my stomach was as empty as she’d told me to keep it. I hadn’t wet the diaper either, though I’d woken twice in the night wanting to. Her bathroom door stood open at the bottom of the stair, and a towel was already spread out on the tile.

I stopped in the doorway.

Ruth was at the sink, letting the tap run warm into a big glass pitcher. On the old winch hook above the tub hung a clear plastic bag, empty, with a long tube coiled under it. A tube of lube sat on the bathroom stool, and next to it a fresh stack of my cloth diapers, the pins, and a pair of plastic pants.

On my first day she’d shown me that hook and told me it had held the cable that ran the bridge. I’d liked it then as a piece of history. It didn’t look like history now.

“Come in, sweetheart,” she said.

I came in, the diaper crinkling. She turned off the tap and looked at the front of my plastic pants, and then at my face.

“You’re hard already, and I haven’t even touched you.”

I was. The cloth was tight over my cock and my balls sat heavy in the padding. I’d held my piss all night like a man who won’t trust a joint until he’s checked it twice, and everything down there was one dull, full ache.

“Did you eat?”

“No. Empty stomach, Mommy.”

She nodded once, and I felt that nod all the way down my spine. I stood there and let her see what it did to me.

“Look at the bag.”

I looked. Clear plastic, marks printed up the side, nothing in it.

“Two quarts of warm water,” she said. “Plain water, no soap. You lie on the towel on your side, I put the nozzle in you, you take all of it, and then you hold it until I’ve pinned you up and told you what happens next.” She rested her hand on the pitcher. “Or you say no, and we go into the kitchen and have coffee. The diaper stays either way, because that’s already our month. But this part is new, and it’s a yes or a no. You’re thirty-six years old. You can say either one, and I’ll think just as well of you.”

She waited. She didn’t fill the bag.

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes to what, darling?”

“Yes, Mommy. Fill it.”

Only then did she pour. The warm water went into the bag and fogged the plastic a little. She hung it back on the hook and checked the clamp on the tube with her thumb, the way I’d check a bolt, and it held.

“Now let’s get that night diaper off,” she said quietly.

I was slow about it, so she did it for me. She peeled the plastic pants down, and the cloth underneath was dry in the middle and damp around the edges from a night of sleeping in it and from my cock leaking. She unpinned it. The air hit my cock and balls and ass, and I got harder, and she looked right at it.

“On the towel. On your side.”

I lay down. The towel was rough under my shoulder and hip, and my cock pressed into it. She knelt behind me, and I heard the cap of the lube pop open.

“Knee up for me.”

I pulled my knee toward my chest. Her slick fingers found my hole and pressed, two of them, working the lube in slowly, taking their time. I made a sound I hadn’t planned on.

“You’re tight,” she said. “You held all night, didn’t you?”

My cock jumped against the towel. She felt it in my hip and didn’t say a thing.

The nozzle was thin and warmer than her fingers. She set it against my hole and pushed, and it slid past the ring of muscle and my ass took it. I gripped the towel. My balls pulled up tight.

“Look at me, Grant.”

“No.”

I turned my face to the wall. There was a hairline crack in the grout between two tiles, the kind of thing I’d write down if it were steel, and I stared at it like my life depended on it.

“Then say your word,” she said, “or look at me. One or the other.”

I didn’t say it. Her two fingers came under my chin and turned my face back toward her. It wasn’t a fight. It was just her hand, and then I was looking up at her, brown eyes, steady, no argument in them at all.

“You look at me while it goes in. Tell me yes.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Breathe slow. Don’t push the nozzle out. Tell me when you feel the water.”

She opened the clamp. Heat ran up inside me, a thin line and then a slow spreading warmth, low, behind my cock. On the hook the bag sagged with a soft crinkle. Her palm came down on my belly and stayed there.

“I can feel it filling you,” she said. “Right here, under my hand. Talk to me.”

“It’s warm. It’s moving. It’s...”

The first cramp hit right under her hand and my belly locked up. I grunted. My cock stayed hard against the towel and leaked onto it.

“Don’t fight it with your whole body. Just hold it with your hole. Can you keep the nozzle in?”

“Yes, Mommy. I can keep it.”

She watched my face while the bag emptied. Another cramp rolled through me and I tried to curl up around it, and her palm pressed me flatter so I couldn’t fold away from her. I didn’t know I’d shut my eyes until she said, “Eyes, darling,” and I opened them.

The water kept coming. I heard the last of it gurgle in the tube. My gut was full and hot and mean, sweat stood on my upper lip, and my ass was clenched so hard on the nozzle that my thigh was trembling. I knew exactly where my word was and exactly what it would do, and every few seconds I decided again not to use it.

“That’s the last of it,” she said. “You took it all.”

Precum had smeared the towel under my cock. She glanced down and saw the wet patch.

“Leaking. We’ll get to that, but not yet. Tell me where it’s sitting.”

“Low. Behind my cock. My belly’s so tight. I can feel your hand on it.”

“That’s right, pet. You hold the rest.”

She closed the clamp and drew the nozzle out slowly, and my hole tried to follow it and then snapped shut, desperate, with the water surging right behind it. I clamped down with everything I had. A cramp bent me double, and her palm rode it out with me.

“Hold,” she said, and reached for the fresh diaper without waiting for me to agree. “On your back. Knees up. Not one drop on my towel.”

I rolled over. Everything inside me sloshed, and I made a sound like a man who’d been hit in the ribs. She slid the thick cloth under my ass fast and neat, brought it up around my cock and balls, and pinned one side and then the other. Then the plastic pants, tugged up over all that bulk and smoothed snug at my waist. She pressed the front once, and my hard cock jumped under the padding.

“You hold it in the diaper,” she said. “If you lose it, you lose it in the cloth, never on my floor. Say it back to me.”

“I hold it in the diaper, Mommy.”

Every breath shoved the water against my hole. The diaper was a thick warm wall under me, and if I failed, it would catch everything. My cock throbbed in the clean cloth, and I hated how much I wanted her hand back on it.

She stood up. I heard her skirt, and then she hiked it up over her hips, and there was nothing on under it. When she stepped over me her cunt was right above my face, dark hair, already wet, the smell of her sharp and close. She put a knee down on each side of my head and lowered herself onto my mouth.

“Hands stay down,” she said. “Mouth open. You lick until I come.”

Her weight settled and her cunt covered my mouth. I got a little air at the side of my nose and then not much. She lifted a fraction.

“Breathe?”

I nodded against her, and she settled again. I licked. She tasted of salt and heat, wet enough to smear my chin, and her hands came down flat on my chest, and she started to ride.

“Tongue on my clit, darling. Don’t get lazy on me.”

I found her clit, swollen and slick, and licked it in short strokes when the cramps let me and longer ones when they eased. She rocked her hips and her thighs closed around my head. Inside me the water punched at my hole every time she ground down, the diaper crinkled under my hips, and my cock ached, bent up in the thick cloth and leaking a spot I could feel go cool and then warm again.

I sucked her clit and licked under it, and she made a low sound, not pretty, just true, and bore down harder. I moaned into her cunt and she rode the moan.

Then a worse cramp seized my belly, and I fought to keep my tongue moving. She didn’t climb off.

“Don’t you stop. I’m close. You hold that water and you eat me.”

“Mommy,” I said into her, muffled.

“I hear you. Where’s your tongue?”

“On your clit.”

“Stay right there.”

I stayed. She rode me faster. Her wet coated my mouth and nose and cheeks, and I couldn’t see anything but her skirt and the inside of her thighs. The pressure inside me was past anything I had a name for. I locked my ass and licked her in tight little circles, and she started to shake.

“Yes. Don’t move off it. I’m coming. Keep your mouth on me.”

She came. I felt it in the clench of her thighs around my head and the pulse of her cunt against my lips and the wet that flooded my tongue. She ground down and stayed there with her hands braced on my chest, her breath breaking apart, riding it out on my face.

And I lost it.

It started as a give, not a decision. The muscle opened under the cramp, and the first push was a sudden heat forced out of me into the thick cloth between my ass and the towel. Then the rest came after it in a heavy rush I couldn’t pinch off, filling the diaper under me, packing it hot and spreading. The plastic pants caught it and went tight across the seat. The sound was wet and muffled. My cock jerked hard in the front of the same diaper while it happened. Another push came, thicker, and sat heavy against my hole and up under my balls. The smell rose, and my face burned under her. She was still on my mouth, so I kept licking, because she hadn’t told me to stop, and because I couldn’t talk, and because it was still coming out of me in slow helpless pushes that I felt one by one in the swelling cloth.

She felt the change. Her hands stayed on my chest, and she looked down the length of me while she came down.

“You messed,” she said. “All of it. I can smell it. The diaper took every bit.”

I made a sound into her cunt, shame and the aftershock and my cock throbbing in the ruined cloth all at once. She lifted just enough for my mouth to work. Her wet was on my lips, and the diaper was a hot swollen weight under my ass that shifted when I breathed.

“Tell me.”

“I messed the diaper, Mommy. I couldn’t hold it. It’s all in the cloth.”

“I know you did. You held it until I came.” Her thumb stroked once across my chest. “That’s all I asked of you.”

For one long minute it was the worst thing that had ever happened to me, and I wanted to crawl out of my own skin. Then her thumb moved on my chest again, and there was nothing left in me to keep from her, nothing at all, and the shame turned over into something warm. My cock leaked a thin stripe into the front of a diaper that was already full at the back. I stayed on my back where she’d put me.

“Can you feel it against you?”

“Yes. Hot. Heavy. The plastic’s holding it.”

“That’s what it’s for, pet. You stay in it until I take it off you.”

She climbed off me. My face was wet with her. She looked at the dark sag at the seat of the diaper and nodded, like a woman reading a gauge that said what she’d expected. Then she turned on the shower.

Her hand flat between my shoulders steered me under it. Standing made the mess settle lower, heavy against my ass and the backs of my balls. She unpinned me herself, and the plastic pants came down, and the cloth peeled off me with a wet sound, and the smell filled the steam.

“Eyes open,” she said. “It’s yours. Look at what you did.”

I looked. The diaper was loaded, soaked through at the seat, heavy in her hands. She dropped it into the pail by the door and then her hands were on me, with warm water and soap. She washed my ass first, both cheeks and then between them, her fingers thorough around my hole, rinsing and soaping and rinsing again until every bit of it was off me. I flinched when she touched the sore ring.

“Sore?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“You’ll live. Stand still for me.”

She lifted my balls and washed under them, and then my cock. I was still hard. The soap made her hand slick, and she stroked me once from base to tip, only to clean me, and my hips followed her hand like a fool’s.

“I said still, pet.”

I stood still. She rinsed me and shut off the water and toweled me down, rough, and dried my hole with the corner of the towel until I hissed. Then she spread a dry towel on the tile.

“Down. On your back.”

I lay on it. My cock stood straight up, red, wet at the tip.

“Still hard, after all that,” she said. “Your body tells on you before your mouth does. It always will. So tell me what you want.”

“I want to come. In the diaper. Please, Mommy.”

She slid fresh thick cloth under me and packed my cock and balls into the front of it, the padding so fat that even hard I was buried in it. Two pins, click, click, then the plastic pants hauled up snug, the bulk between my legs obscene. She pressed the front with her palm, and my cock kicked against her hand.

“You come in this one. Not on me. In the diaper. Yes?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She took a wand out of the cabinet under the sink and thumbed it on, and it buzzed. She set the head of it against the plastic, right over the head of my cock, and held it there. The buzz went through the plastic and the thick cloth and straight into me, and I jerked and my hands slapped the tile.

“Hands down, darling.”

I was too slow, so she pinned my wrist to the towel herself.

“You take what I give you. Look at me and tell me what it’s doing.”

“It’s on my cock. Through the diaper. I’m leaking in it.”

“I know. The front’s going dark. Keep talking.”

She pressed it in firmer, and the buzz climbed down into the root of my cock and back up behind my balls. Precum pumped out of me, and the thick padding soaked it up so that I felt wet and held at the same time. My hips tried to fuck up into the wand, and her hand on my wrist and her knee on my thigh kept me pinned. The plastic pants crinkled loud every time I strained.

“I’m close, Mommy.”

“Not yet. You wait till I say. Where are your balls?”

“Up. Tight. Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me come. In the diaper. Please, Mommy.”

“Then come for me.”

It went through me like the wand had. My cock swelled and I came hard, pulsing into the cloth, cum flooding the front of the diaper in hot streaks I could feel soaking in against my skin. I groaned. More came, thick, pumping out of me while she held the wand right there and didn’t let up, so it was dragged out of me, mean and bright, until I was jerking and empty and the padding was heavy with it around my cock. She kept the buzz on me a second past what I could stand, and I whimpered, and then she switched it off.

The quiet afterward was huge. The diaper sat on me thick and sticky with my own cum, and my cock twitched in it, still half hard.

“There,” she said. “That’s all yours. You keep it in there until I change you. Can you feel it?”

“Yes. It’s wet all over my cock. Warm.”

She got me up onto the bathroom stool, because my legs didn’t want to do the work. The wet diaper pressed my cock and balls together, and I made a small sound when I sat. She took a hand towel and started drying my hair, slowly, her fingers working my scalp through the cloth. The wand lay quiet on the sink. I could still taste her.

The keys at her belt clicked when she lifted her arm, and I noticed the small brass one again, among all that old iron.

She spoke like she was reading me a note she’d already written.

“There’s a way out, if you want one,” she said. “One dry day. Seven in the morning to seven at night, on a day you choose. You stay dry in the diaper the whole time, no wetting, no mess. If you pass, it’s underwear again, and the rest of your month here is just a lease. If you fail, or if you never pick a day, we go on the way we are.”

Her hands kept moving in my hair. She didn’t ask me to answer. The offer just hung there in the steamy room, between the towel and the tile and the thick wet cloth around my cock.

❦

The bridge lights lay on the water in all four windows. My work shirt hung on the back of the chair and my boots stood by the door, and I was still in the diaper I’d worn under my work clothes all day, heavy and warm under the plastic pants. I’d wet it after lunch, down by the pier, and again on the iron stair when I came in. I hadn’t taken it off, because she was the one who changed me now. I was thirty-six years old, three weeks into the month, and I’d stopped pretending that wasn’t exactly what I wanted.

Her steps came up the stair in no hurry. The latch turned, and she came in with a wooden paddle in one hand and a box of gloves under her arm, and shut the door behind her with her hip.

“Hello, sweetheart.”

“Mommy.”

She set the box on the bed but kept the paddle. She looked at the sag in my plastic pants without smiling, and then she laid her palm flat on the front and pressed, and the wet squished up around my cock. The plastic stuck to her hand and let go with a soft little sound.

“Soaked,” she said. “Right through. I can feel it on your balls.”

My cock thickened under her palm before I’d thought of anything to say. Her thumb moved once over the head, slowly, through the wet cloth.

“How long have you been in this, pet?”

“Since lunch. Down by the pier. I held it as long as I could, and then I didn’t.”

“And you finished your day like that, up on the steel.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“And came up here, and sat, and waited for me.”

“Yes.”

She didn’t say anything to that. She just kept her palm where it was and watched my face, and that was worse than any praise, and better.

“Over the window seat,” she said. “Bend over it.”

I looked at the glass. The bridge lights were right there on the water, and I thought of a boat coming up the river with somebody on deck looking up at the tower. “No. Not at the window.”

“Is it the window,” she asked, “or is it all of it?”

“The window.”

She didn’t argue. She drew the curtain on the first window, and then the next, and then the two on the river side, until the lights were gone and the room was just the lamp by the bed. The tower door was locked below us and there was nobody else for a mile. She came back and laid her hand flat between my shoulders and pressed.

“Now bend.”

I bent. The window seat was hard under my forearms. Every night since I came I’d liked those windows open, and now the curtains were shut and her hand was what held me down.

“Plastic pants down.”

I shoved them to my knees. They clung where the diaper had sweated through. She pulled the pins at both hips and pushed the diaper down too, and the soaked cloth peeled away from my ass and balls and bunched heavy at my thighs. The cool air hit my wet skin. My cock hung hard and dripped a thin string onto the cloth.

“Bare,” she said. “Hands flat on the seat. One for every night you’ve slept in my tower, and you count them out loud.”

The paddle tapped me once, a test. Then the first real one landed, flat and loud in the curtained room, and the heat jumped into my ass.

“One,” I said.

“Louder, darling. I want to hear you.”

I said it louder. The next one landed low, where my ass met my thigh, and I jerked, and my cock swung and slapped the wet diaper at my knees. She found a rhythm and kept it, never hurrying, setting her hand on the small of my back between strokes to put me back where she wanted me, and I counted every one, my voice getting rougher as the numbers climbed. By ten my whole ass was hot and tight and my fingers were digging into the cushion. She stepped to the side so the next ones would land clean, and I knew she could see my cock, still hard, leaking clear onto the piss-wet cloth.

Somewhere past the middle of the count she caught the same low spot twice, and my eyes went wet, and the next one rocked me forward until her hand came back between my shoulders and held me there.

“Mommy, it hurts.”

“I know it does,” she said, and gave me the next one.

I kept counting into the cushion. My thighs shook. Each stroke spread the heat a little further, until I knew sitting down tomorrow was going to be a problem, and still my cock didn’t go down. Near the end I made a sound I didn’t mean to make, short and open, as if something had come loose in my chest.

“Stay for me. Almost there.”

The last one was the hardest. It landed across both cheeks at once and rang up my spine.

“Twenty-one,” she said. “That’s the night you’re in.”

I said it into the cushion. I didn’t need a mirror to know how red I was. My cock jumped, and a drop fell onto the bunched diaper.

She laid the paddle on the seat by my hand, where I could see the wood. “Up you get. On the bed, on your back.”

I stepped out of the plastic pants. She picked up the wet diaper in both hands, heavy with the whole day, carried it to the bed and spread it open on the sheet, wet side up. The cloth was yellow in the middle and darker in the leg folds, and it smelled like me, like the day, piss and sweat and the walk back along the bank.

“Lie in it.”

I lay back. The wet cloth met my paddled ass and I hissed, cold and hot at once. My balls sat in the damp, my cock dropped heavy onto the open diaper and then lifted off my belly again, and my hands found the sheet.

She opened the box. The gloves snapped on, one and then the other, and she coated two fingers with lube until they shone.

“Knees up and apart. Look at me. Tell me when they’re in.”

She pressed. The lube was cool at the ring. One finger went in, slow, past the tight muscle, and my ass clenched around it, everything back there swollen and hot from the paddle. She waited until I loosened a little, and the second finger joined it, and the stretch made my mouth fall open. She went in to the knuckle, then deeper, and turned her wrist.

“They’re in,” I said. “Both.”

“You’re grabbing at me. Let go.”

I tried. Her other palm came down flat on my belly, low, just above my cock, and held me to the bed.

“Your hands stay on the sheet. You don’t touch your cock tonight.”

“I won’t.”

“Tell me what you don’t touch.”

“My cock. My balls. I don’t touch them.”

My cock twitched when I said it, and a clear bead rose at the slit. She saw it and her mouth went soft.

Then her fingers moved. In, a curl, a press up toward the hand on my belly, as if she meant to meet her own palm through me. The first real press on that spot inside made my cock jump hard, and more clear leaked out and ran down the underside onto the yellow cloth.

“There,” she said. “I’ve got it. Don’t go hunting. I’ve got it.”

“I feel it, Mommy. Right there.”

“What’s your cock doing?”

“Leaking. I’m not touching it. It’s leaking on the diaper.”

“What else?”

“My hole wants you out and it wants you deeper. My balls are all the way up.”

“Leave them be. Keep talking while I work.”

She rubbed. Not fast. A hold, a curl, a hold, the glove smooth and the lube making a wet sound every time she drew back a little and pushed in again, always on the same place. My hole fluttered around her fingers. When I tried to roll my hips up into it, her palm kept me down.

“Eyes, darling.”

I put them on her face. The lamplight was on her cheek. Her fingers didn’t stop.

“It goes right into the head of my cock every time you press,” I said. “Deep. It’s not like a hand on me. It’s like you’re pulling it out from in there.”

“I am.”

She pressed harder, a come-here curl, over and over on the same spot, slow enough that I felt each one start and end. My thighs shook. My red ass burned against the piss-wet cloth. I fisted the sheet so hard the seam dug into my palms. My cock lay on the open diaper and drooled, a longer string now and thicker, not a shot, just a leak she was milking out of me.

“Are you close, pet?”

“Yes. Mommy, yes. It’s going to come out. I can’t hold it.”

“Don’t hold it. Hands where they are. Eyes on me.”

I looked at her. She didn’t speed up. She stayed right on it, two fingers hooked inside and her palm heavy on my belly, and the pressure behind my cock turned over. It wasn’t the sharp kind you get from a fist. It was a deep ache that opened up.

It came out as a dribble, white and thick, welling at the slit and running down the underside and dropping onto the yellow cloth. She pressed again and more came, a long slow rope, then a weaker pulse that smeared my balls and the diaper under them. I groaned. My hole clamped on her glove. She held her fingers still until the clamp let go, then milked me once more, and a last thin string oozed out and hung and fell.

“All of it,” she said.

I was empty and still hard enough to ache. She kept her fingers in me a moment longer, feeling the last squeezes, and then drew them out slow, and my hole closed on nothing.

“Look at you,” she said. “Not one hand on yourself.”

I unclenched my fists, because she was looking at them. My cum lay on the piss-wet cloth in a long smear, a trail from my cock down to the fold. She stripped her gloves off into the box and took in all of it: my red ass, the open diaper, my cock lying in the mess I’d made without anybody touching it.

“Up,” she said. “Over to the window seat. The curtains stay shut.”

My legs were shaky, but I got up. She went to the window seat and sat and drew her skirt up to her hips. There was nothing under it. Her cunt was right there, dark hair, her lips already wet, and she spread her knees.

“Kneel between them. Hands on my thighs, and leave them there.”

I knelt on the cold floor. When my heels came near my ass the burn flared, so I stayed up on my knees and put both hands on her thighs, warm skin with muscle under it. Up close she smelled like salt and skin.

“Lick me. Slow. You stay there until I come.”

I put my mouth on her, one long lick with the flat of my tongue from the bottom of her cunt up over the top. She was wet, and her taste was strong and sharp and all hers.

She let out a breath. “Again. Just like that.”

I did it again, and again. When she shifted I followed her with my mouth and not my hands. My chin got slick. I licked her open and pushed my tongue in a little, and she made a low sound.

“Not inside. On top. Small. Don’t get clever on me.”

I kept my tongue small and steady on her clit. Her thighs tried to close, and I held them, not hard, just there the way she’d told me, so she had something to push against. Her breath got short.

“Talk to me while you do it.”

I pulled back just enough. “You’re so wet on my tongue. You taste strong. Your thighs are shaking under my hands.”

“Back you go.”

I went back, flat and then the tip, small, at her pace. Once I sucked, and she said, “Not that. Your tongue,” and I went back to my tongue. I didn’t chase her. I kept up the slow licking until my jaw ached, my cock hanging spent and half hard between my thighs, touching nothing, my ass throbbing in time with her breathing.

“Darling. Right there. Don’t you stop.”

I didn’t stop. She got tighter under my tongue and the little ridge of her clit went hard. Her hand came to the back of my head, not shoving, just resting there with the same weight she’d used between my shoulders. I kept licking, slow and steady, and her cunt pulsed against my mouth, and she came with a rough sound, not pretty at all, a rush of wet over my tongue and chin. Her thighs shook under my hands. I licked her through it until the pulses eased and she tapped my shoulder once.

“That’s enough.”

I sat back on my heels and hissed. She put two fingers under my chin and turned my wet face to the lamp.

“What a mess you are,” she said, and she sounded pleased about it.

My spent cock twitched, and she saw it. She smoothed her skirt down and picked up the paddle and the box.

“Wash your face. I’ll come back up and pin you into a dry one for the night. You sleep on your belly, and you don’t touch your cock. And the curtains stay shut until I open them.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

I heard every step of the iron stair as she went down. I stayed on my knees with the taste of her in my mouth and the burn in my ass, and the open wet diaper on the bed with my cum on it.

❦

The truck seat hit my ass through the diaper and I swore at the steering wheel. It was morning, the bridge on my left with the river running high under it and the tower behind me in the mirror. She’d pinned me dry before I left, and the cloth was thick under my work pants, clean and already warm. Every time I shifted on the seat it woke the red up again. I didn’t put a hand back there. She’d told me not to touch, and the diaper was in the way anyway.

My notebook was on the passenger seat. I pulled it over and paged back through three weeks of the job. A crack in a weld on the south side, both ends marked. A loose bolt on the north rail. The water up after the rain. Rust at the turn of the tower stair, which wasn’t even my job, but I’d written it down anyway. Page after page of the bridge, the steel, the cracks, the river, and nowhere, not in a margin or at the end of a single day, a date for the other thing. Three weeks of checking everything, and I’d never once checked the calendar for that.

I found the last Friday of the month. The square was empty. I uncapped my pen and wrote the date in, and next to it, a T.

❦

Her kitchen was already warm when I came down at seven, and the bridge sat in her window the way it always did, gray steel over gray water. The whiteboard by the fridge had been wiped clean. A towel was spread on the counter, and on it lay a thick cloth diaper, open, white and dry, with the pins beside it and a pair of plastic pants folded at the corner.

It was the last Friday of the month, the day with the T next to it in my notebook. I’d picked it myself and taken it off work myself, and Ruth hadn’t said one word to push me either way.

She stood at the sink in a plain shirt with her tea, up long before me as always, and she looked me over once.

“Robe off, sweetheart.”

I took it off. She’d unpinned my night diaper upstairs before she came down, so I was bare underneath, thirty-six years old and naked in her kitchen at seven in the morning, my cock soft and my balls drawn up from the cold of the iron stair. She set her tea down and laid a palm flat on my belly.

“Up on the towel. On your back.”

I climbed onto the counter, the towel rough under my shoulders. She lifted my hips with one hand and slid the diaper under me with the other, and it rustled as she brought the front up between my legs and over my cock.

“Hold still.”

She pinned the left side and then the right, snug at my hips, the cloth heavy even dry. Then the plastic pants, tugged up over the diaper, the elastic settling at my waist and thighs. She smoothed them flat with both hands, checking the fit the way I’d check a joint.

“There,” she said.

That was all, and my cock started to thicken against the dry cloth before I could answer. She saw it, and her mouth went soft.

“Already?” she said. “And I haven’t even given you the water.”

She picked up the marker and wrote 7:00 on the clean board in big square figures. Then she set a quart jar of water on the table in front of my chair.

“Sit down and drink it. All of it.”

I climbed down. The diaper swung thick and quiet between my legs, and the plastic pants whispered against the chair when I sat.

“The bathroom,” I said.

She didn’t even glance at the hall. The door across it stood wide open, and I could see the toilet and the tub and the old winch hook on the wall.

“It stays open all day,” she said. “You can walk in there whenever you want. I won’t stop you. I won’t even turn around.”

She capped the marker and set it on the ledge under the board.

“Drink up, pet.”

I drank. The water was cold and plain and there was a lot of it. Halfway through I set the jar down, and she came over and put two fingers under my chin and tipped my face up to hers.

“All of it.”

I finished it. The quart sat heavy in my belly, a low weight just above the diaper. She rinsed the empty jar and set it upside down in the rack.

“You picked this day yourself,” she said. “You wrote it in your own book, and you took the day off. So this is your test, not mine. Stay dry from seven to seven and the lease is just a lease. There’s underwear in your drawer upstairs. I won’t change a thing.”

I looked at the open door across the hall. The toilet was right there, a few steps away.

“I know the rules,” I said.

“Tell them to me anyway.”

“Diapers day and night. You change me. Padded on the bridge too. If I say redline, it all stops and the lease stays. And if I’m dry at seven tonight, I go back.”

She laid her hand flat between my shoulders for a moment. “The door’s open. I’ve got work at the table. You can sit or stand or walk around. You don’t have to ask me for anything.”

She sat down with her tea and a roll of old drawings, weighing the corners down with mugs, and I stood at the counter for a while. The diaper had gone warm from my skin. The water shifted inside me when I moved, and my cock stayed half hard against the cloth, a dull pressure I couldn’t ignore.

All month that board had held her grocery lists and the day the propane man was coming. For seven years before that, the diaper had been a secret I kept in rented rooms, at night only, washed in motel sinks. Now the board held one time in her handwriting, and the cloth was pinned on me in her kitchen in broad daylight with the river in the window.

I didn’t say any of that. I poured myself coffee and didn’t drink it.

The clock on the stove crept past eight. The water had moved lower and turned into a pressure behind my cock, patient and mean, right there in the diaper. The bathroom door stood open. I looked at it twice. She never once looked up from her drawings.

At ten to nine I was standing at the window. The bridge was sharp in the morning light, the deck and the steel and the water sliding under the long middle span. I knew every crack I’d marked on it that month. I knew how the deck moved when a gravel truck went over. And I knew I could walk across the hall and piss in a bowl like a man who’d passed his own test.

I turned around.

She was watching me, with the marker in her hand. Not writing. Waiting.

I looked her in the eye, and I let go.

The heat came first, a sudden give low in my belly, and then the stream, hard, into the thick cloth. It hit the front and spread hot against my cock, soaking the dry cloth in a rush I could hear under the plastic, a soft wet hiss. I didn’t stop it. I stood with my hands on the sill behind me and let all of it out, the whole quart and everything my body had been holding since she pinned me. The diaper swelled and got heavy and warm and sagged between my thighs, the plastic going slick and tight over the soaked cloth, the weight pulling at the pins. It ran down the insides of my legs inside the plastic pants and stopped at the elastic, trapped there, warm against my skin. My balls drew up in the heat. My cock jerked and stayed hard in the soaked front, and the piss kept coming in pulses I could feel one by one, until there was nothing left and the diaper hung full and heavy on me.

I didn’t say a word.

Ruth’s eyes stayed on mine. She saw the wet darken the white at the leg openings, and she saw my cock standing up in it.

“All of it?” she asked quietly.

“All of it.”

She went to the board. Under the 7:00, in the same square hand, she wrote 8:50. Then she capped the marker and set it down, and the little click it made was the loudest thing in the kitchen.

“Come here.”

I came. The wet diaper swung heavy against my thighs. She laid her palm on my belly over the full front and pressed once, just enough that I felt the warm cloth give under her hand.

“You looked at the bridge first,” she said.

“Yes.”

“And then you looked at me.”

“Yes.”

“I saw.” Her thumb moved once across my belly. “Upstairs. Your page is on the desk. Walk.”

On the iron stair the wet diaper pulled at me with every step, heavy and warm around my cock and balls. The page lay on the desk where I’d left it the night before, the terms in my own handwriting and the signature line blank. I’d written it in plain words, the way I write up a bridge, and then I’d left it unsigned like a man who still wanted a door in the wall, just in case.

I stood at the desk, sober and wide awake, and the wet weight between my legs was the only loud thing in the room.

I’d spent a month on that bridge out there and found every crack in it, every tired bolt and rust spot and hairline in a weld. That’s what I do. I check things so other people don’t have to worry about them. And standing there in my wet diaper, I understood that what I’d wanted since that snowed-in winter up north was for somebody to check me. To look at me that closely and keep on looking, every day, for good.

I picked up the pen and signed.

Ruth had come up the stair behind me. She read the page once, out loud, without adding a word.

“Diapers day and night, for good. Changed by me. Plastic pants locked.”

“Yes.”

She took the pen from my hand and signed under my name. Then she pinned the page to the wall beside the window, perfectly straight, with the river behind it.

“Bed,” she said.

I lay back on the bed. The wet diaper bulged up hot between my legs, the plastic shining. She climbed on, a knee on either side of my thighs, and peeled the plastic pants down to the middle of my thighs, slowly, the elastic dragging over the swollen cloth. She opened the pins, left and right, and folded the wet front down.

The cool air hit my cock. It stood up out of the soaked cloth, red and wet with piss, my balls heavy and shining, and the open diaper spread under me yellow and used, the smell of it sharp and warm.

She pulled her shirt off over her head. She had no bra on, and her breasts hung soft and full, the nipples dark. She pushed her pants and underwear down and kicked them off onto the floor. She was already wet. I could see the shine in the hair between her legs, and her cunt opening as she swung a knee over my hips.

“Mommy,” I said.

“I heard you, darling.”

She took my cock in her hand, slicked the head through her own wet, and sat down on it.

She went slow, all the way down, heat and grip, tight around me, her weight settling until I was in her to the root and her ass rested on my balls and the open wet diaper. I groaned. She put her hand flat on my belly and stayed still, letting me feel how deep I was.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her face was calm, with a little color coming up in her throat.

Then she started to ride me. Not fast. A long lift, my cock dragging out of her until only the head was still inside, and then a slow sit back down that took all of me again. The bed creaked, and the wet diaper rustled under my ass every time she came down. Her cunt squeezed on the way up and opened on the way down, and I felt every bit of it. My hands found her thighs, and she let them stay.

“You failed it on purpose,” she said, still riding me, her voice even.

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed in the diaper at the window. I looked right at you and let it all go.”

“And the page?”

“I signed it.”

She sank down hard at that and ground against me, her clit pressed to the base of my cock, and I swelled inside her. Her breasts moved with the roll of her hips. I watched them, and I watched her face. She was getting tighter and wetter, with a soft sound in her throat she didn’t bother to hide.

“Mommy, you feel...”

“I know how I feel.” She put two fingers on my chin. “You stay inside me until I come. Then you wait for me.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She rode me as if she had all morning, unhurried and firm, with a little circle at the bottom of each stroke that pulled my balls up tight against the soaked cloth. The river moved in the window behind her shoulder, and I could see the bridge and her throat and the shine of my cock whenever she lifted off it.

She leaned forward with her palms on my chest and fucked herself down onto me in shorter strokes. I could hear it, the wet sound of her and me together and the diaper crackling under us. Her breath went rough, and her nipples dragged across my chest.

“There,” she said, almost to herself. “Right there.”

She ground down and stayed, her hips working in small circles, my cock buried in her, her cunt fluttering around me. I held her hips and didn’t thrust, because she hadn’t told me I could. She came like that, quiet and hard, a shudder I felt in my cock and in her thighs, her mouth open, one low sound and then another, her whole body tightening and letting go in waves while she kept me deep. Her wet ran down over my balls into the open diaper.

She stayed on me until the shaking eased. Then she sat up, still full of me, and studied my face.

“You’re close.”

“Yes.”

“Not inside me.”

She lifted off. My cock slapped wet against my belly, shining with her, the head dark and aching, and I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. She swung off my hips, knelt beside me, and took me in her fist.

“In the diaper,” she said. “Where you’ve already made your mess.”

She stroked me over the open cloth, slow at first, her hand tight and her thumb sliding over the head, spreading her wet and my precum down the shaft. The diaper waited underneath, yellow and used, still warm from my piss. Every stroke pulled a line of feeling from my balls up through my cock. I grabbed the sheet. My hips tried to fuck her hand, and she put her other palm on my belly and held me down.

“Still.”

I went still. She stroked me faster then, firm, the way she did everything, with no teasing left in it. The head of my cock bumped her fingers and pointed down into the diaper, and I could see it, and I could smell myself and her. My balls pulled up tight.

“Mommy...”

“Come for me.”

I came. The first shot hit the wet cloth hard, a thick white stripe across the yellow. She kept stroking, milking me, and the next pulse followed and then another, hot spurts landing in the open diaper, some catching her knuckles, some striping my cock and running down into the mess I’d already made. My whole body locked up. I heard myself say Mommy again, raw, and then I was only coming, emptying into her hand and the diaper with my hips jerking under her palm, until it was little weak spills and she squeezed the last of it out of me onto the cloth.

She held me until I went soft. Then she wiped her hand on the inside of the wet front and looked at what I’d done, piss and cum together in the same diaper and my cock lying spent and shining in it.

“There,” she said. “That’s where it goes from now on.”

I was breathing hard. The bridge was still in the window, and from the bed I could see the corner of the signed page on the wall.

She went to the dresser and came back with a fresh diaper, pins, a wipe, the lotion and the plastic pants. She wiped me clean, slowly, my cock and balls and the crease of my ass, checking me over the way she’d check a fit. She put a little lotion on her fingers and smoothed it over the red skin at my hips where the wet elastic had sat all morning.

“Lift.”

I lifted, and she slid the fresh diaper under me, dry and thick and crackling, brought the front up over my soft cock and pinned it, left side and then right, a clean weight after the soaked one. She balled up the wet diaper and set it on the towel she’d brought up. Then the plastic pants, up over the fresh diaper and smoothed flat.

She had a small brass padlock in her hand, open. When she turned her wrist I saw the key already on her ring with the tower keys, brass among all that iron. It had hung there since the night she carried my diapers up the stair, and I’d heard it click against the others all month and never once asked what it was for.

She threaded the lock through the waistband at my hip, through a little metal eyelet she’d set into the plastic, and looked at me.

“Ask me,” she said.

My mouth had gone dry. My cock stirred in the clean diaper.

“Lock it, Mommy.”

She clicked the padlock shut. It made a small, final sound. She tugged the waistband once and it held, and she closed her fist around the ring of keys and let it rest on her thigh.

“You don’t get this off,” she said. “Not for the toilet, and not for the bridge. If you change your mind at noon, or next year, you say redline, and I unlock it and change you, and that’s the end of it. I hold the key. You still hold the word. You haven’t said it.”

“I’m not going to.”

“I know.”

She lay down beside me for a while, one hand flat on the dry front of the diaper and her thumb resting on the lock at my hip. The river moved under the window. The page on the wall didn’t move at all.

❦

The district office had said yes on the phone, so the state based me out of the district for the season and the top room stayed mine. On Monday I drove to the next bridge upriver with the diaper on under my work clothes, the padlock shut at my hip and the key hanging on her ring back at the tower. I walked that deck padded and locked, notebook in hand, steel and cracks and water underneath me, and I did good work. At night I drove back down the gravel road. She was in the kitchen. The board still had 7:00 and 8:50 on it; she’d never wiped them off. She took the keys from her belt and unlocked me and changed me on the towel, and the signed page stayed on the wall over the river, where I could see it from my bed.

If you want more like this, read Mommy Domme Breastfeeding next


THE END
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