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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.

Cover image created with Grok.
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Caged, Pegged and Diapered on the Padded Table He Designed — Mommy Domme Chastity Enema and Messing ABDL

The last weeks of a building are the hardest ones for the architect, because everything you drew is finally standing there in front of you, and every mistake you made has a body you can walk up to and touch. That November I spent my days walking the club with a roll of blue painter’s tape, putting a strip on everything that was wrong. A light switch an inch off center. A scuff on a new oak door. A line of grout in the second-floor washroom that wandered like it had been laid by somebody thinking about lunch. By the end of a day the walls looked like they had a rash, and my hands smelled like fresh paint and the plastic sheeting the painters left draped over everything.

The building was an old printing house downtown, brick, with big iron windows on every floor, and a woman named Willa had bought it to turn into a private members’ club, adults only and membership by referral, with a waiting list so long that nobody got in before their forties. There was going to be a bar on the fourth floor, a dining room under it, and a quiet little spa on the second floor that I’d fought for and won. I’d drawn every inch of it. I was thirty-six that fall, with my own small firm and my own name on the door, and it was the biggest job I’d ever had. I was proud of it in the way that makes a man hard to be around, and I knew it, and I didn’t stop.

“You’re going to tape the whole place blue,” Clive said on the third-floor landing, watching me press a strip onto a handrail bracket. Clive was the contractor, a broad, easygoing man of forty-four who’d been putting up buildings longer than I’d been drawing them, with the same crew of carpenters and masons he’d had for twenty years, and he kept a pencil behind his ear that I had never once seen him use.

“Only the parts that are wrong.”

“So the whole place.” He grinned and leaned in to look at the bracket. “That’s a sixteenth of an inch, Silas.”

“Then it’s a sixteenth of an inch wrong.”

He laughed, took a ballpoint out of his shirt pocket and wrote it on his own list, which was shorter than mine and always would be. We’d been doing this dance for over a year, and we liked each other more than either of us let on.

Willa owned the building, and the club, and as far as I could tell most of the decisions anyone had ever made about either one. I’d have guessed she was around fifty, though I’d never have asked. She had dark hair going gray at the temples, cut blunt at her jaw, and she wore long wool coats and low heels that made almost no sound on the stairs, so half the time I didn’t know she was on a floor until she was standing beside me. She carried reading glasses in her coat pocket and never put them on. She didn’t need them. She read drawings better than I did, which is not something I’ve said about anyone else, before or since.

The first time I showed her the schematic set, she sat at the plan table in the site trailer and turned the pages without a word for so long that I sweated through my shirt. Then she put one finger on a door on the third floor.

“This door hits the radiator,” she said.

It did. I’d looked at that sheet a hundred times, and she’d found it in ten minutes without a scale ruler, without even a pencil in her hand. She tapped the spot once more, lightly, and turned the page. I hated her for about a week. After that, mostly, I wanted her to look at my work.

That became the shape of things. Every Thursday afternoon she came to the trailer, and I laid the week’s sheets out for her, and she read them in that same unhurried silence while I stood there trying not to watch her hands. When a sheet was right, she initialed the lower corner, a small neat W and the date, with a fine black pen she kept in an inside pocket. When it wasn’t, she tapped the wrong line once and waited. She never raised her voice. She didn’t have to. I’d fix it standing up, right there in front of her, and I’d feel the heat climb my neck the whole time.

“You draw thin when you’re tired,” she told me one evening, tapping a wall.

“I draw thin when the line should be thin.”

“Mm.” She looked up at me over the sheet a beat longer than she needed to. “Did you eat today, Silas?”

“I’m fine.”

“That’s not what I asked.” She reached into her bag and set a wrapped sandwich on the corner of the table, as calmly as she’d set down the pen. “Eat that before you argue with me about my building.”

“It’s my building until you pay the last invoice.”

“Then eat it slowly,” she said, and she smiled, a small dry smile that lasted about a second, and went back to reading. I ate the whole thing standing up while she initialed a stack of sheets, and I didn’t taste any of it.

Another time, up on the roof in a cold wind, the strap of my hard hat had twisted under my chin, and she reached up without asking and turned it flat with two fingers. “Hold still,” she said. I held still. Two plain words, and I thought about them for the rest of the week, in the car, in the shower, at my desk, which tells you something about me that I’d rather it didn’t.

Because there’s a thing I should explain, and I’ve never been any good at hiding what a drawing is really about.

It started the year I bought my own house, a narrow brick row house I gutted and rebuilt mostly by myself. I was a grown man with a mortgage and a lock on the door and nobody to explain anything to, and that was when a want I’d been walking around with since my late twenties finally had room to stand up. One night I ordered a case of adult diapers, the thick plain kind, in my size. When the box came, I built a cabinet for it into my bedroom wall with a false back, because I’m an architect, and that’s what we do with things we’re ashamed of. We put them in the walls.

The first night I wore one, I lay on my back with the lights off and could hardly breathe. It was thick and loud and ridiculous, and my cock was hard against the padding before I’d finished the second tape. What I wanted was never only the diaper, though. I wanted to be put in it. I wanted a calm woman who didn’t hurry to lay me down and check me the way she’d check a drawing, and tell me to hold still, and decide when I was done. I came that night thinking about it, hard enough that my thighs shook, and afterward I lay there furious with myself, because I’m a proud man and pride has no idea what to do with a want like that. Then I did it again the next week.

On the top floor of the printing house there was a leftover room behind the back stair, an odd-shaped space with a big window that the club didn’t need. On the early sets I labeled it SERVICE and used it as my site office. I put a drafting table in there, a lamp with a long swing arm, my stamp and ink pad, a flat file for the old sets. Nobody questions an architect having a quiet room at the top of his own building. Clive called it the crow’s nest.

I don’t know exactly when I started drawing it for myself. I know it happened the way all my bad ideas happen, one sensible line at a time. First I drew a built-in work table along one wall, for staff use, with a padded top. Then I made the table longer. Then I made it the height of my hip, and then I stood in my own bedroom with a tape measure and wrote my numbers down in a folder like any other client file. Height. Waist. Reach. The length of a man lying down. A program for a client of one. I put the folder in the flat drawer of the drafting table, under the old sets, where nobody but me ever looked.

I never wrote what it was for on a sheet, but I knew what I was drawing.

Then I drew a closet in the corner, with a lock. Over a few weeks of late nights I carried cases of diapers up the back stair from my car, one box at a time, and stacked them on its shelves, and locked it, and put the key on my ring beside my car key and my house key. Then, in June, I took the door off.

On the spring set, the back wall of that room had a fire door onto the back stair. In June I drew the wall without it. I told Clive the storage layout had changed and the opening wasn’t needed anymore, and he shrugged and built what I drew, because that’s his job. I made the stair wall behind it solid block, thicker than it had any reason to be, and told myself it was for sound. No door meant one way in, and one way in meant nobody would ever wander through by accident. I told myself I’d put the door back on the next sheet. I told myself that every week, and every week the next sheet came and went. On anybody else’s building I’d have taped it blue.

And the closet stayed shut. I had a rule about that. Whatever was on those shelves was for a day that wasn’t ever going to come, and as long as the door stayed locked, I could go on calling it storage. Having it there was enough. Most days it was enough.

Four days before the club opened to members on a temporary certificate, I finished the punch list after dark. Clive’s crew had gone home, the elevator was still wrapped in gray moving blankets, and the building had that hollow, ringing quiet new buildings have before anybody lives in them. I went up the back stair with my bag over my shoulder, and I locked the door behind me, and I stood there in the dark for a while, listening to the radiator tick.

In my bag, tucked in flat beside my scale ruler and my notebook, there was a diaper. I’d been carrying one to work for weeks, taped shut on itself so it would lie flat, for no reason I’d ever have said out loud.

I told myself to go home. I told myself I was a grown man with an opening in four days and a building covered in blue tape. Then I took my clothes off and folded them on the stool, because I fold my clothes even when I’m about to do something I’ll hate myself for, and I climbed onto the table.

It fit me. That was the first thing, and it nearly undid me before anything else had happened. The pad was exactly as long as I am and exactly as wide as my shoulders, the vinyl was cool under my back, and my heels came to rest right where I’d drawn them to rest. I had built a place for this in somebody else’s building, and it held me like it was glad to.

I lifted my hips and slid the diaper under me and brought the front up between my legs. My cock was already hard, and the thick padding pressed it flat along my belly. I taped it tight, lower tapes and then upper, the way I’d done alone in my bedroom more nights than I wanted to count. The plastic crinkled every time I breathed. The streetlight came in through the big window and lay across the table, and I could see the closet door in the corner, shut, and my trousers on the stool with the key in the pocket.

Then I let myself think about her.

Not some woman. Her. Willa in her long coat, coming up the back stair without a sound and standing at the end of the table the way she stood at the plan table, reading me. I imagined her finger tapping the front of the diaper once, the way she tapped a wrong line, and her voice saying, “Hold still, Silas,” calm and not unkind and in no hurry at all.

I held still. My cock throbbed against the padding. I’d been holding my bladder since the middle of the afternoon, walking floors with Clive, and I was full and heavy and I knew exactly what I wanted to do about it. In my head she was looking at me over the top of a sheet. In my head she said, “Go on, then. I’m watching.”

I let go. It came slowly at first and then all at once, a hot rush into the padding under my cock that spread out around my balls and back under my ass until the whole seat of the diaper was warm and heavy and soaked. The plastic held tight to my skin while the padding swelled, and I lay there pissing myself on a table I’d built to my own measurements, my face burning in the dark. My cock didn’t go down. It got harder in the wet.

I put my palm on the front and pressed. The soaked padding dragged over the head of my cock, warm and slick, and I made a sound I had never made in my own house, let alone in a building with my name on the permit. I rubbed slowly with the heel of my hand, the way I imagined she would, through all that thickness. In my head she was writing something down. In my head she looked at the wet front and said, “That’s what I thought,” and initialed it.

“Fuck,” I told the ceiling.

I rubbed harder. The diaper squelched under my hand, and the warm smell of my own piss came up around me, and I didn’t care anymore. I pictured her hand there instead of mine. I pictured her telling me I wasn’t allowed to come until she said so, and then I pictured her saying so. My balls drew up tight in the wet, my hips lifted off the pad I’d drawn, and I came in long hard pulses into the soaked front of the diaper, cum and piss and heat all pressed against me, my back arching, my free hand gripping the edge of the table until my fingers ached. I said her name once, out loud, into the empty building, and it sounded like a confession.

Afterward I lay there a long time with my hand on the front, breathing, while my cock softened in the mess and the shame came down over me cold. A grown man with his own firm, lying in a wet diaper on a table he had lied to his client about. I hated it. I hated how good it had been even more.

I cleaned up like a man hiding evidence, which is what I was. Wipes from my bag, the used diaper rolled up tight in a grocery bag, the vinyl wiped down twice, the window cracked open to the cold. I dressed. I didn’t open the closet. I looked at it for a long time, though.

The next day I was so normal it should have been suspicious. I taped a crooked mirror. I argued with Clive about a threshold. I thought about the table only every few minutes. At four o’clock my phone buzzed in my pocket, and it was a message from Willa. She didn’t text much, and when she did, it read like her initials, short and finished.

Come up to the top floor when you’re done with Clive. I’m in your office.

I read it three times on the landing. Then I told Clive I had to take a call, and I went up the back stair, and every step sounded like somebody else’s. She was checking the room against the drawings, I told myself. She checked everything against the drawings. That was all it was.

At the end of the top-floor hall my door stood open an inch, with afternoon light lying in the crack, and I knew I had locked it the night before, because I’d checked it twice. I had my key in my hand anyway. It was the only door into that room. I’d made sure of that myself.

❦

Willa was sitting on the padded table I’d built to my own size, with my private file open on her knees. Beside her lay one of the thick adult diapers from the closet, out of its case and opened flat, the tapes spread wide and the inside pale and dry, and the afternoon light from the big window fell right across it. She didn’t look up when I came in through the only door.

“Six foot two,” she said, reading. “Before you say a word, you should know what I’m holding, and that nobody else is ever going to see it.”

On top of the file lay a single page in her own handwriting. I saw her name on it, and her age under her name, fifty.

She turned a page of mine and read the next line out loud. “Thirty-six. Waist thirty-four.”

I shut the door behind me and heard the latch catch. My cock was hard in my trousers before I’d managed a single word, and she looked at the front of my trousers before she bothered to look at my face.

“There it is,” she said. “What’s your cock doing, Silas?”

“It’s hard.” It came out short and angry, and my balls were already tight under it. “You don’t get to read that file.”

“I’m reading it.” She tapped the waist number with one finger. “You wrote this yourself. Don’t argue with me about a number you put down in your own hand.”

“That’s thirty-four in trousers. It isn’t thirty-four in one of those.”

Her eyes went back to the bulge. “Then tell me about the trousers. Out loud.”

“My cock is hard in my trousers. Happy?”

“Not yet.” She set her pen down on the open diaper, and the plastic rustled under it.

“This room is mine,” I said.

“Then you’ll want to read what you’re signing.” She laid her page beside the diaper, neat, the edges lined up with the edge of the pad. “Or turn around and walk out, if you’d rather, because walking out costs you nothing, today or any other day, and nobody gets a call. Otherwise, the first line. Out loud.”

I stayed where I was, and she waited and didn’t fill the silence. My cock pushed at my fly like it had opinions of its own, and in the end I crossed the floor and took the page, because standing by the door with my hard-on showing was worse.

“I live in this room in diapers until the inspection. You check my body whenever you like.”

“Willa checks,” she said. “Read it the way it’s written.”

So I read it again, her way. The words were plain, and my mouth hated every one of them, and my cock didn’t hate them at all.

“Now the last line,” she said. “Then you sign it or you don’t.”

I found it at the bottom. It was broad daylight, I was stone sober, and I read it slowly enough that she could hear every word.

“If Silas says exit, this agreement ends that minute. Willa makes no call. Silas leaves with his license and his firm.”

She didn’t add anything to it, because the whole point of that line was that it would cost me nothing. She just held out the pen.

I signed on my own table, under her name and her fifty, beside my name and my thirty-six. She peeled the carbon copy out from under the page and laid it on my drafting table, mine to keep, and kept the original. While the ink dried she went to the closet, took her master key out of the lock where she’d left it, ran a cord through the bow and put the cord over her head. The key settled at the base of her throat. My own key to that closet was still on my ring, in my pocket, doing nothing. I’d kept that door shut for months and told myself shut was enough.

“Shirt off,” she said. “Trousers off. Then up on the table, face down.”

“We open to members in three days,” I said. “This floor isn’t a joke.”

“Clothes, Silas.”

I took them off. Shirt, belt, trousers, shorts, folded on the stool out of pure stubbornness. My cock stood out red at the head with a clear string already hanging from the tip, and she looked at it exactly the way she looked at a bad line on a drawing.

“Up.”

The pad was still warm from her. I lay down on it face down with my cock trapped under my belly and my balls hanging, my ass bare to the room. My stamp sat in its case beside the ink pad on the drafting table, where I’d left it after I stamped the last set. I put my face down on my arms so I didn’t have to look at it. She asked me once, plainly, whether it was yes or the word, and I said yes.

Her hand came down flat on my ass. Not a tap, a full hard slap that cracked around the small room.

“One,” she said. “For the room you hid.”

“It’s a service room.”

The next one landed on the other cheek. “Two. And don’t correct me while I’m counting.”

My cock jerked against the vinyl, and I felt the leak smear under me, warm and thin. She saw my hips shift.

“Still hard,” she said, and gave me the third one low, where my ass met my thigh. I grunted into my arm. I didn’t ask her to stop. My hole clenched and let go, and she laid two fingers on it, dry, just long enough to show me she’d seen.

She counted every one out loud after that, and in between the numbers she talked to me in that same level voice, like she was reading a sheet back to me. My hole tightened every time, she said. My cock was leaking on the pad I’d built. She wanted to hear me say what it was doing.

“It’s hard,” I said into my arm. “It’s leaking.”

“Louder.”

“My cock is hard and it’s leaking all over the table.”

She hit the same spot again, flat palm, and the sting started stacking on itself. “You hid a closet full of diapers and a file in your own handwriting, and your cock stayed up through the whole reading.”

“Fuck.”

“Language is fine,” she said. “Lying isn’t.” Her palm rested on the hot skin for a second and then lifted, and came down again.

I was breathing through my teeth by then, my ass burning, the print of her hand on both sides. My balls pulled up tight, and another string of leak wet the vinyl under me.

“Look at you,” she said. “Red ass, hard cock, and nobody’s even fucked you yet.”

“Don’t make fun of the count.”

The next slap came harder and lower. “I’ll do what I like with the count. Your balls are tight. And if you start humping that pad, I start over from the beginning.”

I went still. My hips had already started a small push, and I killed it, and the need sat in my cock like a weight. She waited until I was completely still before she went on, a number and a slap, a number and a slap.

“You thought a lock made it yours,” she said.

The key clicked against her collar when she leaned over me. I heard it, and I didn’t look up.

“Twenty,” she said at last, and smoothed her palm over both cheeks, not to be kind, only to check the color. “Nice and red.”

My cock jumped and leaked again, and I hated it, and I kept my face down so she wouldn’t see how much.

“On your back now,” she said. “Heels on the pad. Knees wide.”

I rolled over, and my ass complained the second it touched the vinyl. My cock stood straight up off my belly, wet at the head, a string of leak running down to my skin. She looked at it, and then at my face.

“And what’s it doing now?”

“Hard. Leaking. It hurts.”

“It’s meant to,” she said, and it jumped again, and she watched it and didn’t smile.

She shook powder into her palm and rubbed it over my cock, under my balls, into the creases of my thighs, and over the red of my ass when I lifted my hips for her. She lifted my cock out of the way with two fingers so she could powder the skin underneath, and a drop of leak fell onto her knuckle, and she wiped it off on the inside of the diaper.

“Down.”

She slid the open diaper under me. It was thick, and the bulk of it pushed my ass up off the table, the tapes hanging loose at the sides. She brought the front up over my cock and balls and pressed it flat, snug but not cruel, so that my cock had nowhere to go but along the padding, trapped and hard and still leaking into the soft inside. She pulled each tape across and pressed it down with her thumb, even and careful, the way you’d press a seam you wanted to hold.

“The left one’s too high,” I said.

She peeled it up and set it again a finger’s width lower and pressed it flat. “There. When you’re right, say so. Don’t waste it.”

The diaper held me, and every breath moved the front of it against the head of my cock. I’d put myself in one more nights than I could count, but nobody’s hands had ever done it for me.

She left her palm on the front. She didn’t rub. It was just there, the weight and heat of her hand coming through the thickness.

“In this room,” she said, “you call me Mommy.”

“No.”

She didn’t argue. Her palm stayed where it was, and after a while she said it again, in the same voice. “In this room you call me Mommy.”

My cock throbbed under her hand. I looked at the key on its cord, and then at her face, and I understood that she was not going to move that hand until I said it, and that she had all afternoon.

“Mommy.”

“Again. So you can hear yourself say it.”

“Mommy.”

My cock kicked so hard that the front of the diaper shifted under her palm. She felt it. Then she took her hand away and picked up a plain black log binder she’d brought with her.

“Off the table,” she said. “We’re going for a walk.”

I got down. The diaper was thick between my thighs and rustled with every step, my ass still burning under the tapes, my cock still hard inside it, the powder sticking to the wet tip. She had my signed page in one hand and the binder in the other, and she opened the only door.

The hall was empty, the back stair was empty, and so was the building. Clive’s crew had knocked off for the day by then, and through the landing window I could see that Clive’s own truck was gone from the lot. The club didn’t open for three days. She went first. I followed her in the diaper and nothing else, barefoot, red-assed, my cock trapped against the padding.

On the fifth-floor landing she stopped and wrote the time in the log. I stood with one hand on the rail, because the bulk made me walk wide and I didn’t like the way it sounded.

“I need the bathroom,” I said. “Before we go any further. I’m not doing this on a staircase.”

“No.”

Just the one word, and she didn’t even look up from the line she was writing. My cock pulsed in the diaper, and I shut my mouth.

“Down,” she said.

There were two more flights. The diaper rubbed with every step, my cock leaked a little more into the padding, and I was angry and hard at once while the burn in my ass kept time with my feet. On the second flight my heel caught the edge of a step and I missed it completely. My weight dropped. I grabbed the rail, and the jolt went right through my belly, and something in me let go before I could stop it.

It started as heat behind my cock, and then a push I hadn’t ordered. Warmth spread into the front of the diaper in a slow wide sheet, soaking in around my cock and under my balls. I made a sound and locked my knees on the stair, and it kept coming. The padding went heavy. A second rush came behind the first, hotter, and ran down inside the thickness toward the tapes at my thighs, a soft muffled hiss, the wet climbing against my skin while the outside stayed dry under her tapes. My cock was still hard right in the middle of it. I was pissing into the diaper, all of it, and I couldn’t pinch it off. The crotch sagged and pulled at the tapes, and a small wet sound came from the leg and died away. My foot was still half off the step, and I stood there in it and shook.

I could have said it right then. Exit. One word would end the page, she would make no call, and I’d walk out of the building with my license and my firm. I chose to stay where I was.

Willa had stopped one stair above me. She didn’t tell me to hurry. She watched the front of the diaper darken and swell, and waited until the last weak spurts had leaked out of me and I was empty and breathing hard, and still hard inside the wet.

“Finished,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed. All of it. In the diaper.”

“On a missed step.” She came down to stand beside me. “Off the stair. Onto the landing. Hands on the wall.”

I stepped down. The soaked diaper swung heavy between my legs, warm and loud, the piss squishing when my thighs met. My cock still hadn’t gone down. It pushed up into the wet padding, the head sliding around in the heat of my own piss. I put both hands flat on the wall, and she set the binder on the rail.

Then her palm came to the front of the diaper, and she rubbed.

Not a pat. A slow firm press through all that soaked thickness, right over my cock, down over my balls and back up again, so the wet padding dragged across the head. I jerked against the wall.

“Fuck.”

“What’s your cock doing?”

“It’s hard. It’s in the piss, in the diaper, and it’s, fuck, it’s sliding.”

“That’s right.” She rubbed again, firmer, the heel of her hand working along the length of me, and the squelch of it was plain in the empty stairwell. “You don’t get my cunt. You don’t get my pussy, and you don’t get a finger anywhere near my clit. You get this. Tell me what you want.”

“I want to come.”

“Then ask.”

“Let me come.” My forehead had come to rest against the wall, and her hand kept the same pace, palm flat, rubbing the soaked front until the friction turned mean and good. “Mommy. Please. Rub my cock. I need to come in it.”

“In the mess you made.”

“Yes. In the piss. In the diaper. Please.”

She pressed harder, and the wet heat closed around my cock, every stroke pushing the soaked lining over the head and back down. My balls drew up in the soggy padding, and my sore ass clenched. I rocked once into her hand and she let me, but she didn’t speed up. She kept the rub even, like she was working a line flat with her thumb, and my cock swelled and leaked something thicker into the piss.

“I’m close.”

“Say it plainly.”

“I’m going to come in the diaper. On your hand. Mommy, don’t stop.”

“I won’t.”

The next stroke did it. My cock kicked hard in the wet, and the cum came out of me in thick pulses into the soaked padding, mixing with the piss, heat on heat, while I groaned into the wall. She kept her palm there and rubbed me through it slowly, so I felt every spurt smear and spread, until my balls were empty and the cum was running back along my shaft through the mess. The front of the diaper got heavier under her hand, squelching, piss and cum and the last weak drips of both. My knees were shaking. I stayed on my feet only because she hadn’t told me I could fold.

She rubbed until the kicking stopped, then held her palm still and felt the last throb go through it.

“All done?”

“Yes.” My voice was wrecked. “I came. In it. All of it.”

She took her hand away and picked up her pen. On the landing, with me standing there in a diaper full of piss and cum, she wrote the time, and that I’d wet myself on the missed step, and that I’d come in it under her hand. I listened to the pen. I didn’t try to read over her shoulder.

She folded my signed page and put it in her pocket, and the key rested on its cord at her throat, and she tapped the log once with the pen.

“The walk isn’t over until the log says it’s over,” she said.

She started down. I followed her, wet, no longer hard, the diaper heavy and loud between my legs, and I didn’t say the word.

❦

The padded top of the table was warm under my shoulders, and the diaper wasn’t. It sat cold and thick under my ass, heavy, loud every time I shifted, and the wet front had stuck itself to my cock and balls by the time Willa’s fingers found the tapes.

She opened only the front ones, left and right. The wet panel peeled up off me with a slow sticky sound and hung to one side, and the morning air hit what was underneath. Piss and cum, both, from the landing the day before, gone cold and tacky on my skin. I’d slept in it because she’d told me to. My cock lay soft in the mess, and my balls drew up from the cold.

There was a plain cardboard box beside her hip with the flap already folded back, and I could see steel inside. A ring, a short tube, and a lock no bigger than my thumbnail. I’d never seen that box before. It had come out of her bag. The key to my closet hung on the cord at her throat and swung when she leaned over me, and early that morning I’d put my own key in that lock and it wouldn’t turn. She’d had it re-keyed in the night.

“Ring first,” she said.

“That thing is short,” I said.

“It’s the one I bought.” She held the ring open between two fingers. “Balls through, then the cock. Tell me what I’m holding.”

“A cage.”

“Whose?”

“Mine.”

“Yes, or the word?”

“Yes.”

She worked my balls through the ring one at a time, careful and exact, the steel cold, her thumb steady on the seam of my sack. Then she fed my soft cock into the tube, and it was a tight fit even soft. The lock met the hasp, her thumb pressed, and the click was small and very final.

I started to swell at once, and the tube stopped me. The head met steel and had nowhere to go, and a mean little ache began at the base, where the ring sat behind my balls.

She looked at it. “Already pushing. You were soft on the stairs after you came, and now the lock’s on and your cock wants out. It isn’t getting out.”

“Take it off.”

“No. The word takes it off, and you know the word.” She set the box aside, and the closet key swung once against her blouse and went still. “You can still talk, I see. Then use your mouth for what I’m about to put on it.”

She stood at the side of the table, hiked her skirt up to her waist and climbed up, one knee beside my ear and then the other. The table took her weight without a creak. I’d built it for my size, and it held her just fine. Her cunt came down over my mouth, hot and already wet, the hair coarse against my lip, but she didn’t sit all the way. She held herself just above me so I had to reach for her.

“Lick,” she said. “If you need air, tap my thigh twice and I’ll lift. Now open your mouth and lick my pussy. Start at the hole.”

I did. She was salt and slick, and when my tongue went into her she let out a breath, not a moan, only a breath, like she was checking a line. She settled lower. When I looked up, all I could see was her belly and her bunched skirt, and her cunt spread over my mouth so that I could only get a full breath when she tipped her hips.

“There,” she said. “That’s your job. Your short little cock is locked up and leaking nothing useful, but your mouth isn’t locked. So use it.”

I licked up through her folds, slowly, because she was heavy on me and I couldn’t hurry. She tasted like skin and cunt, and like the start of her coming. My cock throbbed in the tube, and the steel clicked against itself, a tiny sound under the crinkle of the open diaper beside my thigh.

“Hear that?” she said. “That’s your cock knocking on the bars. It thinks it’s big. I can see it from here, short and red at the tip and stuck. Your balls are tight under the ring like they’ve still got a load in them, and they haven’t. You spent it on the stairs in a wet diaper. Now you get to fuck nothing.”

“I’m licking,” I said into her.

“I didn’t ask for a report. I asked for your tongue on my clit.”

I found it, swollen, a small hard point under my tongue, and worked it in short strokes. She rocked, a slow grind that smeared her pussy over my mouth and nose. Her wet ran down my chin, and I swallowed what I could, and the rest went into the stubble on my jaw.

She reached back without looking and tapped the cage once. My cock jumped and met steel and hurt in a bright line.

“There it is,” she said. “As hard as it can get, which isn’t very. A caged cock doesn’t fuck anybody. It strains and makes a mess. Keep your tongue flat. I want the whole clit, not a poke.”

I flattened my tongue and let her ride it. Her thighs shook a little and then went strict again. She smelled like cunt and like the warm skin under her skirt, and under that I could still smell my own piss from the diaper hanging open by my hip.

“You built this table,” she said. “You measured it and padded it, and here you are on your back with your cock in a tube and my pussy on your face. Lick lower. Get your tongue back in my hole.”

I pushed in. She was open enough that I got deep, and she sat down on it and held there, my nose buried in her, my air gone, my tongue fucking her hole in short helpless strokes because that was all the room I had. She stayed there until my hand found her thigh and tapped twice, and then she lifted an inch.

“Breathe,” she said. “And then tell me whose pussy this is.”

“Yours.”

“And what do you call me in this room?”

“Mommy.”

“Again. Into my cunt.”

“Mommy.”

She sat back down, and I licked, and she rode me in a slow circle, clit on my tongue, then her hole, then her clit again, using my mouth like a tool she’d already measured. The diaper rustled every time my hips tried to thrust, and there was nothing for them to thrust into. The cage held my cock pointed down at my belly, and the ache in my balls got worse, a full, stupid throb.

“Feel that?” she said. “You want to fuck, and you can’t. Your cock’s too small for the job even out of the cage, and in it, it’s a joke. A short locked cock under a diaper you already pissed and came in. I’m going to come on your tongue, and you’re going to stay right there and take it. If your tongue stops, I sit until it starts again.”

My tongue didn’t stop. I sucked her clit into my mouth and flicked it, and she made a low sound, still quiet, and her ass clenched over my face. One of her hands braced on the table by my ribs. The other reached back and wrapped around the cage, not stroking, just holding it so I could feel how little of me fit in her fist.

“This is the whole thing,” she said. “I can cover it. Your balls too, if I wanted, and I wouldn’t even have to try. Are you leaking yet?”

I couldn’t answer with my mouth full of her. Something hot and thin was pushing at the tip of my cock inside the tube. It wasn’t piss, and it wasn’t the thick cum from the stairs. It was a slow bead, forced out by the ache, wetting the slit and then the steel, and I felt it before I had a word for it. Then another, a slick thread trying to run and catching on the bars.

She looked back over her shoulder. “There. Clear, at the tip. Your caged cock is drooling. It can’t shoot, so it leaks. Keep sucking. I’m close, and you don’t get to quit just because your cock is making a mess.”

I sucked. She ground down hard, and her cunt opened and closed on my tongue, and her wet flooded my mouth, thicker now. She didn’t speed up. She rode me slow and mean and exact, circling so that my tongue stayed on her clit while her hole dripped down my chin and onto my neck.

“Fuck,” she said, calm as a measurement. “Right there. Don’t chase it, just stay. That’s all your cock’s good for this morning, lying there locked while I come on your mouth. Say Mommy when I start.”

Her thighs closed tight around my head, and she sat down fully, and I couldn’t see anything, only taste. Her clit jumped under my tongue, and she came in a long slow pulse, no shout, a held breath and then a rough little sound, and her cum ran out over my tongue and my teeth. I swallowed. She kept moving in small rocks, wringing it out of herself, her pussy smearing my whole mouth, her weight heavy on my nose, and a second wave followed the first, hot and salty, and I licked it up because she hadn’t told me to stop.

“Mommy,” I said into her, muffled and wet.

“Again.”

“Mommy.”

She rode out the last of it on my tongue until the shaking in her legs eased. Then she stayed where she was and looked back at my cock. It had kept leaking the whole time. A clear string hung from the slit to the bar, and a drop had fallen onto the wet front of the diaper where it lay open by my hip.

“That goes in the log,” she said.

She reached to the side without getting off me, and I heard the binder open and the pen tap, her cunt still covering my mouth while I breathed around the edges of it.

“Caged,” she said as she wrote. “His tongue in my pussy. I came on his mouth. His caged cock leaked. Not piss, and not a proper cum either. Just a mess at the tip.” She closed the binder. “You hear that? Your leak is a line in my book now. You’ll initial it later. Right now you can clean up what you made me give you.”

I licked her through the aftershocks in slow strokes she set with her hips, from her hole up over her clit and back again. She was swollen and sensitive, and she still didn’t hurry. When she’d finished with my mouth she swung off and stood beside the table with her skirt still hiked up, looking at the cage. My face was wet with her. My cock ached in the tube, the leak shining on the steel.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

I opened it. She looked, nodded once, and pulled the wet front of the diaper back up over the cage. The cold, piss-soaked padding met my cock and balls, and I hissed. She taped it shut, left tape and right tape, and pressed them flat with her palm. The same diaper, heavy and loud, and now the cage made a hard shape under the plastic with the wet pressing in around it.

“The walk isn’t finished,” she said. “Up.”

I sat up, and the diaper sagged at once, low between my thighs, the cage a lump at the front. My mouth tasted like her pussy. I wiped my chin on my wrist, and she watched me do it and didn’t hand me anything.

At the door, I stopped.

“No,” I said. “Not another floor in this one.”

She didn’t argue. She opened the door and waited, and after a while I stepped out into the hall on my own. Only then did she put two fingers on the plastic over the cage and tap twice. The steel knocked my cock, the ache flared, and my cock tried to get hard in a space that was already full.

“Walk.”

I walked. It was the same back stair as the day before, just as empty. With every step the diaper swung and rubbed the insides of my thighs, wet plastic on bare skin, a slow chafe that got warmer as I went, and the cage shifted with it. I was hard against the bars the whole way down, leaking a little more into a diaper that was already full of piss and cum. It squelched. I hated the sound and kept walking anyway, because her hand was at the small of my back, not pushing, just there.

The fourth-floor bar was dark except for the work lights. There was nobody at the taps. The club wouldn’t open to members for two more days, and the room felt like a drawing that hadn’t been built yet. She set the log binder on the bar top and turned me so my back was to the bottles.

Her palm covered the front of the diaper, and she pressed. The wet gave under her hand, cold in the middle, and the cage met her palm through the plastic. She tapped it once, and my cock jumped, and she tapped it again.

“Hard,” she said. “In a wet diaper, at a bar. Tell me.”

“Mommy.”

“What’s hard?”

“My cock.”

“Where?”

“In the cage. In the diaper.”

She nodded as if I’d read her a measurement back correctly, and that went through me as hard as anything she’d done with her hands. She wrote the time, then turned the binder toward me and held out the pen, butt first.

“Initial the line. Here on the bar, in your own hand.”

I took the pen. The line was short: the time, the fourth floor, front checked, cage tapped. I put my initials where she’d left the space, in the same black ink I used on my drawings, under her sentence about my caged cock.

She took the pen back. “Down.”

The stairs to the second floor felt longer. The diaper hung lower with every flight and rubbed both thighs in a wet drag, the tapes pulling at my hips, the cage knocking whenever I took too long a step. I could hear it, and so could she, and neither of us pretended the sound was anything other than what it was.

“You’re loud,” she said behind me. “A grown man in a wet diaper hanging down to his knees, full of piss and cum, with a locked cock in the middle of it. Keep your pace. I’m not running after you.”

“The landing’s short,” I said. “You’re counting steps I never drew as a run.”

“I’m counting your thighs. They’re red, and the diaper’s doing that. Walk.”

I walked. At the spa’s dressing room she opened the door and the long mirror took both of us in. Me in the sagging diaper with my mouth still shiny, her with the key on its cord and the binder under her arm. She stood me in front of the glass.

“Look,” she said.

I looked. The front was dark with wet, and the cage pushed a mean shape into it, and my balls made a lower bulge under that. My thighs were slick and pink where the plastic had been rubbing.

She checked the front again the way she had at the bar, pressing until the cold reached my cock, and then two taps on the cage. I got harder. The leak answered, a fresh thin spill that I felt slide into the soaked padding. In the mirror my mouth came open, and I shut it.

“Tell me,” she said.

“Mommy.”

“What did I just tap?”

“The cage. My cock.”

“Is it out?”

“No.”

“Initial.”

She opened the log on the counter under the mirror and wrote a new line. Time, second floor, front checked, cage tapped, still leaking. I initialed it. My hand was steady, and I hated that it was steady.

“Lobby,” she said.

The front desk was empty, and the lobby lights were on for a day crew that hadn’t arrived yet. She set the binder down on the oak and turned it toward me. My initials ran down the page, and under the last of them she’d left one blank line. No time, no note, just the line.

“Read it,” she said.

“There’s nothing on it.”

“That’s the point. Nothing changes until you write down what you’re asking for, in your own hand, and initial it.”

The pen was in my fist. I could just as easily have written exit on that line, one word, and the whole arrangement would have ended right there at the front desk. My cock throbbed in the cage while I stood there not writing it.

“I’m not writing a plea,” I said.

She didn’t answer that. She waited with both hands flat on the desk and let the quiet sit there between us.

I held the pen over the blank line. The diaper sagged against the front of the desk and left a damp mark on the wood. In the end I wrote it the way I’d write a note on a drawing, plain, with no speech in it.

Change me. This diaper is wet. I am asking for a fresh one.

I initialed it.

She turned the log around and read it once, out loud, without a word added on either side. “Change me. This diaper is wet. I am asking for a fresh one.” Then she closed the binder. “Upstairs.”

The climb back up was worse. The diaper was lower and louder, squelching on every step, the cage a hard knot against my cock, my thighs burning where the plastic had worked the skin. She didn’t touch me on the stairs. She didn’t need to. I just followed the key on its cord.

She had me on my back on the table again, under the lamp. My stamp and ink pad sat on the drafting table where I’d left them, and I didn’t look at them for long. She untaped the wet diaper, and the front peeled off the cage with a string of piss and old cum, and the smell came up sharp. My cock was red in the steel, still leaking, a clear drop at the slit.

“What a mess,” she said. “Piss, cum from the stairs, and a fresh leak on top of it. Hold still.”

She wiped me. The wipes were cold. She went all the way around the cage and under the ring, over my balls and down the crack of my ass where the wet had crept, and she didn’t rush any of it. She dropped one wipe, took another, and cleaned the head of my cock through the bars until the leak was gone off the steel and a new one started, because her fingers were there.

“Stay soft if you can,” she said. “You can’t. I can see that.”

Powder came next, over my cock and balls and the cage and into the creases of my thighs, sticking to the damp and going smooth under her hand. She lifted a fresh diaper, thick, my size, slid it under my ass and brought the front up snug over the cage, and taped it, left and right, and pressed her palm down once to seat it. The cage was a firm shape in a clean diaper, and my cock pushed at it and got nowhere.

She opened the log and read my line back to me one more time.

“Change me. This diaper is wet. I am asking for a fresh one.”

There was nothing else on the line. She took the small cage key out of her skirt pocket and threaded it onto the cord at her throat, beside the closet key. Then she closed the cover and tapped it once with the pen.

“Tomorrow starts from wet,” she said.

❦

I was already on my back on the table when her fingers found the tapes. The lamp made a small circle of light on my belly, and the rest of the room stayed dim. The diaper I’d slept in sat heavy between my legs, cold on the outside and still warm in the packed middle, sagging so low that it pulled at both hips. The cage had been biting me since I woke up. I’d gotten hard in my sleep, the steel had nowhere to let me go, and for the last hour it had been digging into the root of my cock and the skin under my balls.

Willa held the log binder against her hip, and the closet key on its cord ticked the cover once when she moved.

“Morning,” she said.

“Change me.”

“Lie still.”

She peeled the left tape and then the right, slowly enough that I heard the adhesive let go of the plastic. The wet diaper came away from my skin with a soft rip, the air hit my cock and balls and the crease under them, and the smell of a whole night’s piss came up strong and close. She looked at the cage, and at the red marks where the bars had pressed into me all night, and she didn’t hurry and she didn’t go soft on me either.

“Wet through,” she said. “Same as yesterday.”

The used diaper went into the pail. She took a wipe and started under the ring, where the steel met my skin, then down over my balls and back along the underside of my cock. The wipe was cold, and I thickened while she was still cleaning me, and the cage stopped it. My cock pushed at the end of the tube and leaked a clear drop onto her knuckle.

“I haven’t even said anything yet,” she said, “and there you are.”

“It’s morning.”

“It’s the lock.” She slid two fingers under the cage and lifted it off my belly so she could see the little lock in the lamplight, and she turned it, and it stayed shut. She let the weight of it fall back onto me. “Still mine.”

I waited for the powder, and it didn’t come. Instead she drew two sheets out of the binder and laid them on my chest, one on top of the other.

“Read.”

The first one was this floor on the spring set, in my lines. The back wall of the room had a fire door in it, push bar and all, drawn in my own hand. The second sheet was the same wall a few months later, with no door, just a clean line where the opening had been. My initials sat in the title block beside a date in June.

Back in June those initials had meant I was finished. I’d have stamped that sheet and gone home to sleep. Now there was a ring of red pencil around the blank wall, and her initials beside it, and a date from that same June, months before the afternoon I’d found her sitting on my table. She hadn’t found my room by accident. She’d picked the day.

“The door was on the early set,” I said. “June is what we built.”

Her finger came to rest on the blank wall. “You built this cage yourself.”

My cock kicked in the steel, and she watched it.

“I forgot the door.”

“No.”

“The wall’s eighteen feet and the door was three. Storage moved, so I pulled the three feet. I was going to put it back on the next sheet, and I forgot.”

“You drew the stair wall behind it as a foot of solid block. Nobody overbuilds a wall by accident. Now say all that again, without the numbers.”

I got an elbow under me and started to sit up, and the sheets slid toward my stomach. “I already said it.”

Her palm came down flat on my chest, over the paper, and put me back on the pad. She didn’t shove. The hand just stayed there, and I could feel my own heart beating against it. A string of leak ran out of the cage onto my belly beside her wrist.

“Down,” she said.

I stayed down. My face was hot, and the cage hurt in a way that only made more leak come.

“Whose table is this?”

“The club’s.”

Her palm pressed once. “Whose?”

I looked at the key on her neck. She had all morning, and I was nailed flat to a table I’d drawn myself.

“Mommy’s.”

“That’s right.”

My hips tried to rise, and her hand kept them where they were. Another drop slid out of me, and she saw where it landed.

“You can lie with your mouth,” she said. “You can’t lie with that.”

She took the wand out of her bag, and the cord knocked against the table leg. She fitted the round head up under the cage, against the underside of my cock where the bars left a gap, and she looked at my face while she switched it on.

The buzz hit the steel first and then me. My balls drew tight and my thighs locked, and I held on to the edge of the pad rather than to her.

“Don’t stop,” I said.

“I didn’t turn it on for you.”

She held the wand there with one hand, and her other palm stayed on my chest on top of the sheets. The buzz climbed until my legs were shaking and leak ran out of the slit in short clear strings and pooled in the line of my stomach. I tried to keep my ass on the pad. The moment my hips came up off the table, she took the wand away.

The noise stopped, and the ache didn’t. I dropped back down with my knees still locked.

“Mommy.”

“I heard you.”

She waited while the lamp hummed and my cock throbbed in the tube and got nothing. When the shake in my legs had thinned to a twitch, she set the wand back under the cage and switched it on again.

The second time was meaner. The steel had warmed up, and the head of the wand sat right where I leak from, so every pulse pushed a little more out onto my skin. I lasted until the shaking came back up through my knees, and then my hips jerked off the table, and she took it away.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Not with that cock,” she said. “That stays caged. You had your mouth on my cunt the morning I locked you up, and my clit got what it wanted. My pussy isn’t on offer this morning. You get the wand.”

“Please don’t stop.”

“You’ve said that already.”

She put it back a third time, and I made a sound I hadn’t planned on. The buzz sat in my balls and in the bars and in the trapped head of my cock, and my legs shook from the very first second. Leak ran down the cage into my navel. I tried to hold my hips down, and they came up anyway, and she switched it off while I was still lifted, and I fell back empty and furious, as hard as the steel would let me be.

“Three,” she said. “You came up off the table every single time. I counted.”

She set the wand down where I could see it. Her palm still hadn’t left my chest.

I thought she’d wipe me then and tape me up. Instead she went back into the bag and came out with a red rubber bag and a length of hose. She hung the bag on the arm of the drafting lamp, the long swing arm I’d drawn so the light would reach over this table, and the hose tapped against my thigh. She poured from a thermos until the bag sagged, then held the nozzle to the inside of her wrist.

“It’s warm,” she said. “Knees up.”

“No.”

“Knees up, or say the word.” And she waited.

I pulled my knees up, and the air on my hole made me clench. She hooked an arm under my calves to hold me open, slicked the nozzle, and set the tip against me.

“What am I touching?”

“My hole.”

“Breathe out.”

I did, and she pushed it in, a short thick slide, until my ass closed around the neck of it. I grunted. It wasn’t big, but it was in.

“Whose hole?”

“Mommy’s.”

She opened the clamp.

Warm water pushed up into me slowly, nothing for a second and then a lot, and I felt it move inside me. My belly understood before I had words for it. The first cramp started low down, and she laid her other palm flat on my stomach and pressed the way she’d pressed my chest, feeling me fill.

“Christ, that’s a lot,” I said.

“It isn’t.”

More came. The bag shifted on the lamp arm, my hole fluttered around the nozzle, and I bore down without meaning to, and she felt the push under her hand.

“If you push, I start over. What’s going into you?”

“Water.”

“Where’s it sitting?”

“In my ass. Mommy, I can’t hold it.”

“You held a blank wall on a sheet from June until this morning. You can hold this.”

The cramp rolled through me. Sweat stuck the sheets to my chest, and my caged cock leaked one more fresh drop, because the pressure had nowhere else to go, and she watched it. When the bag went soft she shut the clamp and drew the nozzle out, and my hole tried to follow it and then shut hard. The need to let go was hot and low and enormous.

“Hold.”

“I can’t.”

“You are.”

She peeled the sheets off my chest, folded them, and put them back in the binder. Then she powdered me while I was still full, cool powder on my balls and around the ring and in the creases of my thighs, and every pat made the cramp spike. She dusted the wet head of my cock where it showed through the steel. She worked a fresh diaper under my ass while I held my knees up and held everything in.

“Down.”

My legs came down on the thick padding. She brought the front of the diaper up over the cage and pulled the tapes tight, left and then right, and smoothed them flat with her thumbs. Her palm pressed the front, and the cage dug into my cock, and the load in my ass shoved back against her hand.

“Fresh,” she said. “You stay full in it until I say otherwise.”

She set the wand on the outside of the diaper, right over the cage, and switched it on.

The buzz came through the padding muffled, and it was worse that way. It ran into the steel and into my cock, and with the weight sitting in my belly every pulse felt like it was going to push me open. I stared at the lamp with my hands in fists.

“Not yet,” she said. “You don’t piss and you don’t mess. What’s this on?”

“My cock.”

“And where’s your cock?”

“In the cage. In the diaper.”

“And what are you holding?”

“The water. In my ass. Mommy, please.”

She kept the wand there until my legs shook and my hips came up, the diaper crinkling, and then she lifted it. I slammed back down and clenched until a white spark popped behind my eyes. A little heat flickered at the head of my cock and died. I didn’t let go, but I almost did.

“One.”

She gave me four breaths, and then the wand came back, pressed harder into the padding. I groaned. The diaper rubbed the cage against me, and clear leak slicked the inside of the lining, and I could tell it apart from the other thing that wanted out. My balls were tight and sore. My hips rose, and she took it away.

“Two.”

“Don’t stop. Mommy, don’t stop, I’m right there.”

“You’re where I put you.”

The third time she pressed in and held, and I came up off the table on my heels with the cramp gone white across my gut and the diaper loud under me. She pulled the wand away at the very top, and I yelled. The cum stayed in me. Everything else stayed in me. I hit the pad shaking.

“Three.”

She spread her hand over the front of the diaper so she could feel the cage jerk, and the wand waited in her other hand.

“Now ask for the one I’m going to give you,” she said.

“Let me come.”

“Ruined, in the diaper, and you lose everything else while you’re at it. Say yes.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She put the wand back on me and left it there.

The buzz stayed right in the middle of my cock and never climbed to a clean peak. My hips bucked, and she followed them with the wand, plastic and steel and her palm all pressed together, and the orgasm broke wrong. It came in short weak pulses, the cum leaking out of the slit in little spurts with no force behind them and soaking into the diaper against my belly. I felt every one leave me, and none of them finished me. I kept coming in that thin ruined way, gasping, and the clench opened up everything I’d been holding.

The heat went first, a sudden rush around my cock and balls, a hard stream I couldn’t pinch off that spread through the powder and the clean lining and soaked the front until the padding swelled hot under her hand. I knew what it was a second before I could have said the word piss. Then my ass gave up, and the cramp won. I pushed, thick and helpless, filling the seat of the diaper while the wand kept going and the ruined cum kept dripping out of me. The diaper got heavy underneath me and crinkled every time I jerked, and I couldn’t stop any of it. My cock twitched and gave up one more weak ribbon. My hole kept opening. The stream at the front went on until the whole diaper was hot and packed and loud.

She watched my face the whole time and didn’t give me anywhere to hide it.

When the last twitch had gone out of my cock, I was just lying in it, shaking. The smell came up around the tapes, cum and piss and the mess I’d just made, all of it pressed against my skin.

“There,” she said. “Ruined through the cage. Piss in the front, mess in the back. You did all three because I left the wand on.”

She switched it off, and the quiet made the diaper sound louder. I put my forearm over my eyes.

“Arm down.”

I put it down.

She opened the binder. The cage key hung on the cord at her throat beside the closet key, and she didn’t touch either one. She wrote two lines and read them out loud so I’d have to hear them.

“Came ruined in a fresh diaper. Pissed and let go of the enema while he came. Door still off the sheet.”

The pen tapped once.

Then she changed me, slowly. She opened the tapes, and the mess pulled at my ass as the diaper came away, and the air hit all of it, and I made a sound I’d have paid money to take back. She wiped my hole, one wipe and then another, turning me with a hand on my hip until she could see I was clean. She wiped my balls, and under the cage and around the ring and the sticky head of my cock. Every wipe was a fact she was checking. I stayed hard in a sore, used-up way, and the cage was too small for even that much. The shame burned in my face and my chest, and she didn’t look past it.

“Still up,” she said, “after all that.”

“I hate this.”

“You hate the sheet.”

Then she did something she hadn’t done once since the afternoon I found her in my room. She laid her hand on my forehead and smoothed my hair back off it, slow and warm, the way you’d settle somebody with a fever, and she kept it there until I looked at her.

“Nothing you did on this table makes you less to me,” she said. “Not one thing. Breathe.”

I breathed, and my chest let go a little.

She powdered me again, and a new diaper, as thick as the one I’d ruined, went under my ass and up over the cage. She taped it and pressed her palm flat on the front once. I was clean, and I was caged, and the burn didn’t leave.

She closed the binder and set the wand down on the drafting table, the one I’d drawn, with my own lines still faintly showing on a scrap of tracing paper at the corner.

“Draw the fire door back in,” she said, “before I fuck you.”

❦

She turned the lock on the hall door while I sat on the stool at my drafting table with a pencil in my fist, wearing a shirt and no trousers. My trousers lay folded on the little desk by the window. The diaper was thick under me and rustled whenever I hooked my heels on the rung. Willa stood just behind my shoulder with the log binder under her arm.

“The back wall,” she said. “The whole room. Then the door.”

“I don’t need notes,” I said. “I framed that wall.”

“You need the sheet you stamped.” She laid the June print down by my elbow, the one with the door gone and my stamp still sitting in the title block, the way you’d set a bill down in front of a man who owed it. “Draw.”

The front of the diaper started to lift while she was still talking, and she looked at it. I laid tracing paper over the plan and drew the wall anyway, one clean line, its thickness, its string of dimensions. My cock filled the cage the rest of the way, and the steel held it down and off to the left. I shifted, and the dry padding dragged under my balls.

“Sit still,” she said.

“I am sitting still. Tell the cage.”

“I’ll tell the book.”

I put a door into the wall, a gap and then a leaf with the hinges on the room side. I didn’t swing it. My hand wanted to draw the arc, and I left the leaf shut.

She slid her hand under my shirttail and pressed the front of the diaper, two fingers and then her whole hand. The padding gave a dry papery sound, and my cock shoved up into the bars against the press. She kept her hand there until she’d felt the whole shove.

“Tell me,” she said.

“Dry.”

She opened the binder and wrote, and the cage key ticked against the closet key at her throat.

“A leaf that wide wants a proper frame,” I said, “and the hole in the block has to be cut bigger than whatever you sketched on that print. I’m not drawing a picture of a door. I’m drawing a door.”

“You’re drawing the door you took off.”

“And no more checks while I draw.” I kept my eyes on the paper. “If you want it done, let me draw it. I’m not a level for you to read every five minutes.”

She turned the stool. The pencil jumped and left a nick in the sheet, and then I was facing her, and she looked at my mouth and then at the diaper, perfectly calm.

“Hands on the seat.”

“Willa.”

“Hands on the seat.”

I put them there. She peeled the front tapes open, and the diaper gaped, and the air hit my cock and balls, hot skin with the cage locked around all of it and a shine at the slit that wasn’t piss. She looked. I looked at the key on her cord.

“Hard,” she said. “You argued with me with that cock standing up.”

“You’ve seen it. Tape it.”

“When I’m finished.” She fitted a finger under the cage and lifted it, and my balls pulled, and she watched them pull. Then she laid the panel back, pressed the tapes flat and smoothed the shell until it was a diaper again, and turned me back to the table. “Draw.”

I erased the nick. Then I swung the arc into the room, and I was mean about it, drawing the leaf the way it would actually go if somebody forced a door onto a plan that had been finished without one. The arc ran straight through the padded table.

She tapped the paper once, her nail on the arc. “It hits the table.”

“The table’s thirty inches off that wall,” I said. “A three-foot leaf eats every inch of that. I measured it when I built the room.”

“You built the table in the swing,” she said, “so the door would have to come off. The table stays. The door opens out, with a push bar on the inside and no lock.”

“Open it out and somebody on the landing takes the leaf in the chest. That landing’s short. I measured that too. That’s why it came off the sheet.”

Her hand settled on the back of my neck, her thumb on the knot there. She didn’t squeeze. She just held on, and waited.

“You already told me you forgot,” she said. “Out. A bar. No lock.”

I erased the arc and drew the leaf swinging out onto the stair, the bar a flat line on its inside face, and I started on the lettering.

Heat pooled low under the cage, and it wasn’t the hard-on. I set my jaw and clenched my hole, and it didn’t stop a thing. Piss left the slit in a thin hot thread that stung, and then the thread broke and it rushed. It flooded the diaper under the steel and around my balls and out through the thick padding until both my thighs were sitting in it, the shell crackling on the quiet stool. The weight dropped all at once, heavy on the seat, warm spreading under me, and the smell came up sharp between my shirt and the wood. My cock stayed hard right in the middle of it. Piss ran through the bars and soaked the diaper, and I kept the pencil moving.

She stepped in beside me and fitted her hand over the swollen front, taking the weight of it, the wet heat printing into her palm, and she held on while I lettered NO LOCK.

“You pissed.”

“I’m finishing the line.”

“Then finish it in the mess.”

I dimensioned the landing, numbers she could check with a tape measure if she wanted a fight about it later. The diaper sagged, and every breath moved the wet padding on my cock. Then I inked my stamp and pressed it into the title block, and she took the sheet and read every line of it, and initialed the corner.

“Now that’s a door,” she said.

My cock kicked, and the cage clicked, and a thin leak of cum slid out into the piss. I made a sound and cut it off, and I put the pencil down before I snapped it.

“Up,” she said. “Chest on the table.”

“You said you wouldn’t fuck me until that door was back on the sheet.”

“It’s on the sheet. I initialed it. Bend over.”

I stood up. The wet diaper hung fat between my thighs and swung. I bent over the drafting table with the wood against my chest, the initialed sheet off to one side, my ass toward her, my stamp and the ink pad beside my wrist.

She set the binder down where I could hear the cover land and opened her bag, and I heard buckles. She stepped into a harness behind me and cinched it tight, and the thing she was wearing nudged the back of my thigh, smooth and hard. Her skirt was already up.

“Not over my drawing,” I said. “And not with me full of piss.”

She slid the drawing off the table and onto the desk. “The drawing’s out of it. You aren’t. Yes, or say the word.”

“Yes,” I said.

She opened the lower tapes and folded the seat of the diaper down off my ass. The top tapes held at my hips, and the front stayed cupped under my cock and balls, hot and heavy and full. Cool air hit my hole.

“The mess stays in the diaper,” she said, “and the cock stays in the cage. If you come, you come in there.”

“I won’t come.”

She didn’t bother answering that. She spread me with one hand, and something slick touched my hole, and she worked her fingers into me, slow and exact, one and then two. I gripped the far edge of the table. My cock strained at the bars and spat a string into the wet padding, and my hole took her fingers and held on.

“Tell me what I’m doing,” she said.

“You’re fingering my hole.”

“Louder. The door’s locked. Tell me the rest of it.”

“You’re fingering my hole, and my cock is leaking into a diaper full of piss. Fuck me or let me up.”

She pulled her fingers out, and the head of the strap-on settled against me, blunt and wider than her fingers. She waited there.

“Ask for it.”

“Fuck me.”

“Whose hole?”

“My hole. Fuck my hole.”

She pushed. The head popped past the ring of me and the shaft followed, thick, a slow fill that bent my knees and pulled my balls up into the soaked padding, and she didn’t stop until her hips met my ass. I could feel the buckles, and the heat of her cunt against the base. She stayed buried in me with one hand flat on my back.

“All of it,” she said. “You took the whole thing.”

“Then use it. Don’t just stand there.”

She drew back to the rim of my hole and fucked back in, and the table knocked against the wall. She kept that pace, not fast, every stroke all the way out and all the way in until her hips slapped my ass. The wet diaper swung and smacked my thighs, and the piss shifted around inside it. My caged cock bobbed and drooled, a string and then a thicker one. I didn’t touch it. She hadn’t given me a hand, and I wasn’t going to put one on her table.

“You can feel it trying,” she said. “Locked up and dripping into your own piss. Are you going to come from getting fucked in the ass, Silas?”

“No.”

She took that as a bet. She fucked me harder, and the shaft dragged over the place inside me that made my legs shake, and my hole clutched at it on every out-stroke. I could hear her pussy against the harness, slick, under the slap of skin.

“Grind your clit,” I said. “You don’t get to wreck my hole and keep your voice that even.”

“I am grinding it.” She seated it deep and rolled her hips so the base mashed her clit, and her breath broke, just a little. “Every time I fill you, my clit’s right on it. My cunt’s wet all down the harness. And you don’t get a hand on that cock. You get fucked until you make a mess.”

“The cage is too tight. It won’t...”

She pulled almost all the way out, waited until my hole fluttered on the head, and drove back in. I swore at her, and she did it again, short and deep with a grind at the end of every stroke, so her clit stayed on the strap while my ass took the length of it. The diaper swung heavy with piss. Cum was leaking out of me steadily now into the padding, hot little spills I couldn’t hold back. It wasn’t the end yet, just the cage milking me because she wouldn’t stop.

“Where are you going to shoot?” she said.

“In the diaper.”

“The whole sentence. Out loud.”

“I’m going to come in the cage. Into the diaper. Into my piss.”

She stayed deep and ground against me, and that was all it took. I came hands-free and hard, shot after shot into the soaked diaper, the cum running through the bars and into the piss, while I grunted at the wood and my hole clenched on the shaft and my balls drew up tight. I emptied until the last of it was a weak spill, and the diaper took every drop. She held my hips down so I couldn’t hump the table.

She didn’t pull out. She fucked me through the aftershocks with shorter strokes, grinding her clit on the base, her cunt wet enough now to smear my ass and the straps, and I felt the shake start up in her thighs.

“Stay,” she said. “Your hole stays full. I’m not done.”

I stayed bent over. She circled her hips with her clit pinned to the grind, her breath thin and plain, and she came with the shaft seated in me, a tight shake against my back and a low sound she didn’t bother to make pretty. She rode it until the shaking left her legs. Then she pulled out slowly, and my hole stayed open for a second, and the cum and piss sat warm on my cock inside the padding.

She folded the back panel up and taped me shut, snug, with the mess sealed inside. She wiped her hands on a cloth from her bag, opened the binder and wrote, and I heard every word go down.

“Fucked his ass over the table. Cock caged. He came in the diaper. I came on the strap.”

She shut the book and tucked it under her arm, as if the drawing had always been the small part of the afternoon.

Then she walked to the back wall and pulled down the plastic sheet the crew had taped over it. I’d taken it all day for a dust cover over some patching. The night before, she’d driven me to her place to sleep, because Clive’s crew would be cutting block on the stair side and I’d never get any rest through the noise, she said, and I’d taken that for more patching too. They’d cut through after midnight, hung the leaf shut and cleared out before six, and she’d had me back on this table in the morning before I thought to look twice at the wall. The push bar clacked under her hand, and a brand-new door swung out on its jamb, the paint still sharp, and there was the back stair beyond it, empty, the landing short, just the way I’d said. Night air came in on my bare legs. She held the door open long enough for me to see that there was no lock on it, only a closer at the top and a magnet on the wall to hold it open. Then she let go, and the closer brought it around, and the bar clicked home.

I stood there in the same diaper, cold at the edges, the crotch still thick and warm where the piss and cum had soaked in, the cage aching. She looked at the door, and then at the sag between my legs.

“It opens,” I said.

“Sit.”

The armchair had been pulled up beside the table, and I sat. The diaper squelched, a wet sound, jammed up against my cock and balls. She stood over me with the key resting on its cord at her throat. My own key ring was in my trousers on the desk, with my car key and my house key and a closet key that didn’t open anything anymore.

She hiked her skirt and straddled me. She wasn’t wearing anything under it. Her pussy came down on the front of the diaper, right over the cage, and her hands took my shoulders. She didn’t bounce. She rode slowly, a long drag of her cunt across the swollen padding, using the bulk and the steel underneath it, and I thickened in the bars again while she was still finding the ridge. She felt it, and her weight answered it, and she bore down.

“You can hear the mess,” she said.

“I can feel it. It’s cold at the sides and hot where you’re sitting.”

“In this room you say Mommy.”

“Mommy.” My hands had come up off the arms of the chair, and she put them back with two fingers, and that was the whole correction.

“Your arms stay there. You don’t grab. You sit in it.”

“The bar’s on the door,” I said. “You had it cut in. Inspection can walk that stair whenever they want. You don’t need me in a soaked diaper for a door that already swings.”

“The inspection is weeks off, and you know it.” She rolled her hips, and her clit caught on the shape of the cage through the padding, and she used it, a small circle and then a long drag. “Tonight is mine. You stay like this.”

Her pussy smeared the shell. The diaper shifted inside, slick with my cum and my piss, moving under her every time she came forward. My balls hurt, and I wanted the hurt. I held the arms of the chair and breathed and stayed hard and useless under her skirt. The key tapped my chin when she leaned in. She didn’t kiss me. She just rode.

Then she stopped, with her full weight on the cage and the padding crushed between her cunt and my cock.

“What did you draw this room for?”

“No.”

She didn’t move. She let the quiet sit, and then she asked again, the same words, no louder.

“What did you draw this room for?”

“I drew it so you could lock my cock up, and keep me in a diaper, and fuck me where the club would never see.”

She held still on that for a long moment. Then she rode me again, a little faster, still exact, her pussy on the front of the diaper and her clit grinding the caged length of me and her hands heavy on my shoulders. The chair creaked, and the diaper made a wet sound every time she dropped her weight. I tried to give my cock an order the way I’d give one to a line on a sheet, and it didn’t listen. It swelled against the bars, and I came under her a second time, sharp and mean, the cum pushing out into padding that was already full of piss while she kept moving. I said Mommy into the space beside her throat. My hips jerked, and she pinned them with her weight and rode until the jerking stopped and all I could do was leak.

She climbed off my lap. The inside of her thigh was shining. She took the binder off the table and wrote the time, and closed it. Then she took my private file out of her bag and laid it on my knees.

“That’s yours,” she said. “I kept no copy.”

I held it shut with both hands. She didn’t ask for it back. She cupped my jaw in her palm, warm and dry, and tipped my face up until I was looking at her.

“That was the hardest line you’ve said out loud all year,” she said, quieter than I’d ever heard her. “I know what it cost you. You said it anyway.”

My jacket hung on the closet door, and she took my trousers off the desk to go with it. She opened the closet, and there were the thick diapers stacked on the shelves in my size, the powder, the wipes, a spare cage on the back shelf. She hung the suit inside among them, and she turned the key in the lock, and the bolt caught. She let the key drop back onto the cord at her neck and left it there.

It was the only key.

❦

There was a sheet I’d never seen before lying on the padded table under the lamp, with my stamp and ink pad set out beside it. It had my line weights and my title block, and the seal box was empty. She’d drawn it herself. One line near the bottom was in her handwriting, and I read it, and then I read it again.

Silas, permanent tester of this room, until inspection and after.

Under it, smaller, she’d carried the last line of the first page over word for word, the way you carry a note onto a new sheet so it can’t get lost.

If Silas says exit, this agreement ends that minute. Willa makes no call. Silas leaves with his license and his firm.

“Out loud,” Willa said. She stood there in her black party dress with the key on its cord at her throat.

“Silas, permanent tester of this room.”

“The whole line. Twice.”

My cock thickened in the cage. She’d taped a fresh diaper on me before she got dressed, and her eyes were on the sheet, not on me. I got hard while she was still waiting.

“Silas, permanent tester of this room, until inspection and after.” I said it, and then I said it again, and the second time my balls drew up under the ring.

“You swallowed the last few words the first time,” she said. “I heard you.”

“The inspection was supposed to be the end of it,” I said.

She didn’t touch me, and she didn’t argue. “Read it.”

“Until inspection and after.”

“Again.”

“Until inspection and after.”

“Now sign under your name.”

I signed. The pen jumped once, and I made the rest of the letters straight. Then I inked my stamp and pressed it down under her line, and the circle came up dark with my name inside it, on a sheet I would never in my life want to walk away from.

She waited, then touched the ink with one fingertip and lifted it clean. She slid the page into the binder, tapped the cover once with the pen, and shut it.

“That one I’m keeping,” she said.

My cock shoved at the cage, and the diaper shoved back, and she saw the front of it move.

“Hard over a line in my handwriting,” she said. “Come to the closet.”

She lifted the key off her chest and fitted it into the lock, and the bolt drew back, and the door swung open.

“Mommy.”

It just came out of me when the door opened. My suit hung in there, pressed, right beside the stacks of thick diapers in my size, the powder and the wipes and the spare cage on the back shelf. Her key was the only one that opened it now, and it lived around her neck.

She took the suit out piece by piece and laid it over the chair. “On the table. This diaper comes off.”

I got up on the table, the diaper rustling, and she peeled the tapes. Cool air hit my balls. My cock sat crooked in the steel with the head dark and wet at the end of the tube and a smear on the inside of the diaper where I’d leaked.

“Leaking before you’re even dressed,” she said, and wiped under my balls and around the cage. I jerked. “Hold still.”

She powdered me, slid a fresh diaper under my ass, brought it up over the cage and taped it, left and right, then the top tapes snug so the steel couldn’t shift. Every pull was exact.

“Tell me what I did.”

“You taped a fresh diaper over the cage.”

“A thicker one. You’ll feel it when you walk. Shirt.”

She handed me the shirt and held the jacket back. Then the trousers, and when I stood to pull them on the diaper made a fat shove between my legs with the cage a hard lump in the middle of it, and the zipper fought me.

“It shows,” I said.

“It shows if you rush. Go slowly.”

I got it closed. The belt, the jacket she held for me, my shoes. I looked like the man who’d built the place. Under the suit I was caged and padded, and the diaper crinkled whenever I shifted my weight.

She locked the closet, and the key dropped back onto its cord. “Sit.”

She locked the hall door too. The armchair took my weight, and the diaper compressed with a plastic sound, and she came to me in the dress and put a knee on either side of my thighs and sat down on the lump of me, diaper and cage and wool all stacked between her cunt and my cock, both her hands on my shoulders.

“Don’t move.”

She rolled her hips, and the cage ground into the underside of my cock, and I made a sound. She did it again, slower. The dress bunched up. She pulled her panties to one side, and I saw her pussy, wet, and she set that wet against the front of my trousers and rode the shape of the cage through the diaper.

“Mommy.”

“I hear you.” She ground and lifted and ground again, her weight exact. My balls ached, the diaper got hot, and I could smell powder and her.

“Take the cage off.”

“No.”

She kept riding. My hands came up, and she pressed them back down onto the arms of the chair, one and then the other, without even looking down to do it. Every drag of her cunt over the wool shoved the cage, and the cage shoved me. If she kept going I was going to come in the steel, and I didn’t want to come in the steel. I wanted to be inside her.

My hips lifted.

She stopped, and her hands stayed on my shoulders. “Down.”

I held there, my hips still wanting up. Her hand left my shoulder and settled on the side of my neck, just resting, and that settled it.

“Down.”

I sat back. My cock throbbed, denied, a hot leak spreading in the diaper against the head. She stayed on my lap.

“What did your hips do?”

“They lifted.”

“And what did I do?”

“You stopped.”

“That’s right.” She climbed off, and the dress fell straight again. There was a damp mark on the front of my trousers. “Close your jacket. We’ve got a ribbon to cut.”

I stood up. The diaper rustled back into shape, thick again, and my legs weren’t steady, and I walked anyway.

At the back wall she put her hand on the push bar.

“What does this door do?”

“It opens out. Three-foot leaf, push bar, no lock.”

“Then you know.” She pushed. The bar gave, the door swung out over the back stair, and the magnet on the wall caught it and held it there. It stayed open, and cool air came in. She took her hand off it and looked at me.

The stairs went down. I could have taken them in my suit and never come back up. I didn’t.

“It’s open,” I said. “It stays open.”

“For who?”

“For anyone.”

She left it standing open and walked me past it to the elevator. I didn’t touch the bar. The diaper crinkled under the suit the whole way, and in the car she stood close and said nothing. My cock stayed hard, and the cage made sure I felt every floor.

The members were waiting on the front steps behind the ribbon, a crowd of them in their good coats, people who’d sat on that waiting list into their forties and fifties and had dressed for the night they finally got in. The lights were on across the new front, my widths, my stairs, my name on the permit if anybody cared to look, and the temporary certificate in a frame by the door, good until the final inspection. I stood beside her on the tape mark with a thick diaper shoved up between my legs and a locked cage around my cock, and I kept my face still.

“Stand up straight,” she said, for me alone.

A leak slipped into the diaper, hot and small. It wasn’t piss, just the cage working on me. I set my jaw. She took the scissors, and she didn’t make a speech. She cut the ribbon, and the ends fell.

“We’re open,” she said.

They clapped and filed in past us. She waited until the doorway had cleared.

“Upstairs.”

The fire door still stood open onto the stair, and the stair below it was dark and empty. I could hear the club underneath us, glasses and voices, none of it in the room. She locked the hall door.

“Jacket off. Then on the table.”

I took the jacket off, and she hung it neatly on the chair. “Trousers.”

I opened them, and the diaper pushed out, warm, damp where I’d leaked and where she’d ground on me. She ripped the tapes, four short sounds, and the diaper dropped, and the air hit my balls. The cage was shiny with me.

“On your back.”

I lay down on the table I’d built to my own size, the vinyl cool under my ass. She slipped the small key off the cord at her throat and fitted it into the lock, and it clicked. She’d never once taken the cage off me before.

She eased the steel off my cock. A red line ringed the base, and there was a deeper mark where the tube had held the shaft crooked. My cock lifted all on its own, thick, wet at the head, and my balls dropped and then drew up again, and I hissed.

“Look at you,” she said. “Hard before I’ve even asked, and not too small for the job after all.” She wrapped her hand around the shaft and stroked once, from the root to the head, and my hips followed her, and she took her hand away. “What do you want?”

“I want to fuck you.”

“Louder.”

“I want to fuck you, Mommy.”

“Where?”

“Your cunt. I want my cock in your cunt.”

My cock jumped with nothing touching it at all, and she saw. She stepped out of her panties and left the dress on, and she climbed up with her knees on either side of my hips and held my cock upright. I could see her pussy, open and wet, her clit standing out. She rubbed the head of my cock up and down her slit, and the slick sound of it was loud in the room.

“Stay still.”

She fitted me to her hole and sat. The head pushed and met her, and then she opened and took me, heat and tightness, and I went up into her a little at a time while she breathed out through her nose and didn’t hurry any of it. My hands locked onto the edge of the table. When she’d sat all the way down, my cock was inside her to the root and my balls were pressed against her ass.

“Fuck.”

“That’s the word.” She rolled her hips in a small circle, and her cunt gripped me and let go. “Tell me what you feel.”

“Your pussy. All of it. Wet and tight on my cock.”

“And?”

“Your clit. I can feel it when you grind. Right on me.”

“And your balls?”

“They’re up against your ass. Full. They hurt.”

She put her hands on my shoulders the same way she had in the chair, except now there was no diaper and no cage and no wool between us. She lifted until I nearly slipped out, and I could see my cock shiny with her and the head just inside her hole, and then she sank down again, slowly, and took me to the root. The table held. She did it again, her ass settling onto my thighs, and the wet sound of it filled the room.

“I drew this room,” I said. “I didn’t draw it so you could make me wait.”

She pressed her hand flat on my chest and stopped with me buried in her. “Quiet. I set the pace. Say it.”

“You set the pace.”

“Again.”

“You set the pace, Mommy.”

She started again with long strokes, not fast, her dress brushing my stomach, and I watched her cunt take my cock and give it back wetter every time. She put my hand on her hip. “There. Not any higher.”

I held her hip and felt the muscle working under my palm while she rode me. Her breath got short and her pussy got tighter around me. Each time she rose I could see her clit, swollen, and each time she came down it dragged along the base of my cock, and she made a low sound. My balls pulled up tight. I’d been close ever since the chair.

“Mommy. I’m going to come.”

“Not yet.” She stopped halfway up, with my cock inside her to the head and her cunt fluttering on it. I shook. A drop of sweat ran into my ear, and I didn’t come. She watched my face until the shaking eased. “There. You held it.”

She sank down hard and stayed there grinding, her clit on me and her ass heavy on my thighs, and then she fucked me again, still slow, only deeper. I could smell her, and the powder still on my skin, and the night coming in off the open stair.

“Look at it,” she said. “Look at your cock inside me.”

I looked. She lifted slowly so I could watch the shaft come out of her, red and wet, and then she took it all back in until my balls met her ass again.

“Now,” she said. “Come in me. Fuck up into me and come.”

I drove my hips up, and she took it, and I came hard, the first shot deep inside her cunt and then more, pulse after pulse, my cock jerking in her. I said Mommy, and I kept coming. She didn’t get off. She ground down on it and her pussy squeezed me, and she came on my cock in a long grip and release with her clit pressed against me and her hands hard on my shoulders. A short sound came out of her, and then she was quiet again, still moving, milking the last of it out of both of us.

Cum leaked out around my shaft and ran down over my balls, hot and thick, and she stayed on me until the last pull had left us. Then she lifted off slowly. My cock slipped out of her, red and shining and still spilling a string of cum onto my stomach, and her pussy was open and wet with me. A drop fell onto the diaper lying on the floor.

“Look at that mess,” she said.

“I fucked you. I came in your cunt.”

“And I came on your cock. Tell me the rest.”

“There’s cum running out of your hole. It’s all over my balls. It’s a mess.”

She climbed down and took a wipe and cleaned my cock and balls and the mess on my stomach, gentler than she’d ever been with me, and my cock softened in her hand. She set the open cage down on the drafting table and hung its key back on the cord at her throat. She didn’t put the cage back on me.

“A fresh diaper.”

She powdered my cock and my balls and the crease of my ass, and a new diaper went on, thick, up over my bare cock, tapes pulled tight. It pressed my cock flat, with no steel this time, only clean plastic, and my cock was already trying to fill the padding.

She opened the binder to a clean line and clicked her pen.

“Did you piss?”

“No.”

“Did you come?”

“Yes. In you. The first time.”

“Did you ask me to stop?”

“No.”

She wrote it down, tapped the pen on the page, and initialed it. Then she closed the binder and set it on the chair beside my stamp.

“Sleep,” she said. “I’ll have your suit on you before you drive anywhere.”

I lay back in the diaper and listened to the open stair and the club underneath it until my eyes closed.

In the morning she dressed me the same way, piece by piece, the diaper already taped on under the shirt before I was properly awake. At the desk she opened the binder and put my finger on the stamped line.

“Dry,” she said.

It was. She locked the binder away and sent me off in my suit, with the key still around her neck.

The site lot on my next job was empty when I pulled in. It was the middle of the morning, and I sat there with the engine off and my hands on the wheel, the diaper thick between my legs with my cock loose inside it and no steel, the wool of my trousers smooth over the plastic. I had time. I was going to get out of the car.

A tight pull started low in my belly, and I shifted, and it didn’t ease. Heat gathered at the tip of my cock, a pressure with nowhere to go but out. I gripped the wheel. My thighs wanted to spread, and the seat wouldn’t let them. The pressure climbed and held and climbed again, and then it broke.

The warmth left me in a push I felt first at the tip, and then the diaper took it, a slow flood across the front, hotter than my skin, spreading out under my balls. The core swelled and crackled with a soft thick sound. A second wave came before the first had settled, stronger, and ran back under my ass, and the seat got warm through the plastic. The waist tapes pulled as the weight came on. Outside, my trousers stayed dry. Inside, the heat climbed my crack and soaked the back of the diaper until I was sitting in it, a faint pour muffled by the wool and the closed car, and the hot sharp smell of it came up and filled the cabin. My toes pressed the floor mat. My hands stayed on the wheel, and I didn’t reach down. I let it finish, the last weak spurts, the sag settling heavy against my balls, my cock sitting in the middle of all that heat.

I’d pissed in my diaper in the driver’s seat, and I was done, and my hands were still on the wheel.

I got out when it was over. The wet weight shifted and slapped softly between my legs as I walked across to the plan table.

Clive was there with his pencil behind his ear and the fire-stair sheet clipped down in front of him. There was nobody else around. He didn’t look at my trousers.

“Walk me through it,” he said.

“The leaf opens out,” I said, and my voice came out perfectly level. The diaper was soaked and warm against my balls, my cock sitting in the piss, and I put my finger on the first line. “A three-foot leaf. I measured it. Don’t let anybody talk you down to less.”

“The stairwell’s tight.”

“Three feet. I argued it on the club job, and I was right.”

“Push bar here?”

“Push bar. No lock. A closer, and a hold-open on a magnet, so it stands open until the alarm lets it go.”

“The inspector’s going to want it to close.”

“It closes when there’s smoke. The rest of the time it stays open, so nobody gets stuck on the wrong side of it.”

He tapped the landing. “And if somebody needs out?”

“They walk through. And if it’s shut, they push, and it opens. Same as the one at the club. For anyone.”

He took the pencil from behind his ear, the first time I’d ever seen him use it, and wrote it down. I shifted my feet, and the wet diaper sagged, heavy, a slow warm press against my cock, the plastic holding all of it under my suit. He didn’t know. I kept my hands on the sheet.

“Next line,” I said, and I talked him through it.

If you want more like this, read Mommy’s Good Boy next


Vibrated on Stage and Wet Under Her Gown for Daddy — Daddy Dom Public Wetting ABDL

The queen’s gown weighs as much as a small dog, and it takes two people to get me into it. At the final dress rehearsal those two people were Joan, who has laced more queens into more gowns than I have sung, and me, holding my breath and the back of a chair while she pulled the laces tight one row at a time. The gown was dark red velvet with gold thread worked all through the bodice, lace high at the throat, and lace cuffs that fell over my hands so that every gesture I made looked like it cost something.

“Breathe out,” Joan said behind me.

“I am breathing out.”

“Then breathe out more, Your Majesty. You’ve been eating bread.”

I laughed, and it echoed off the dressing-room mirror with its ring of bulbs, and I caught myself listening to the laugh the way I listen to everything that comes out of me. Was it clear. Was there a rasp in it. I’m a dramatic soprano, which means I sing the big women, the queens and the jilted wives and the ones who die loudly in the last act, and when you do that for a living you learn to listen to your own voice the way a farmer listens to the weather.

That afternoon the weather had a cloud in it. Nothing anybody else could hear. Up on the high phrase at the end of the first act, the one where the queen locks the gates of the city and promises to keep the watch until morning, there was a hair on the note. That’s what we call it, a hair, a little fuzz on the edge of the sound, like a thread caught on a sleeve. The conductor didn’t notice. The director didn’t notice. I noticed, and I sang the rest of the rehearsal with a cold stone sitting in my stomach.

That night at home I did everything right. I sat over a bowl of steaming water with a towel over my head, I drank hot water with honey until I sloshed, and I hummed little slides up and down in the shower to see whether the hair was still there, and it was. The man I live with was at his studio late, finishing a mix, and I was glad, because I didn’t want to hear myself explain it. I went to bed early and lay in the dark listening to myself swallow, which is a ridiculous thing to do, and which every singer I know has done.

Onstage I am not a shy woman. I can stand on a strip of spike tape in front of a full orchestra and a full house and send one note out to the last row of the top balcony and feel it come back to me off the far wall. I have been told that I’m commanding. I have been told that I’m a lot. Offstage, though, I’m the woman who apologizes to waiters for wanting more water, who says “whatever you like” when someone asks where we should eat, and who has never once in her life asked out loud for the thing she actually wanted. My whole job is my voice, and I have almost never used it for myself.

The next morning I was in the throat doctor’s chair at eight o’clock, with a numbing spray at the back of my nose and a thin scope sliding down it while I tried not to gag. The doctor turned the screen so I could see. My vocal folds are a strange thing to look at, two pale bands opening and closing in a dark pink tunnel, and on the edge of the left one there was a small swelling, no bigger than a grain of rice.

“There’s your hair,” he said. “It isn’t a disaster. But it will become one if you’re careless with it.”

“I open tonight,” I said.

“I know you do. You can sing the run.” He pulled the scope out, and I coughed into a tissue. “What you can’t do is talk. Not one word offstage, for the whole six weeks. You sing, you come off, and you shut your mouth. No phone calls, no chatting in the wings, and no whispering, because whispering is worse than talking. Carry a notepad. Write everything down.”

He printed it out for me, a plain sheet with my name at the top and the order in short, unfriendly sentences, and I sat in the car in the parking garage with that page on the passenger seat and didn’t start the engine for a long time.

Because I had to explain to myself why my pulse was going like that, and it wasn’t fear for the voice. It was something else, and I’d known what it was since the moment he said “not one word.”

I was thirty-two that spring, and the want I’m talking about was a few years younger than that. It started when I was already a grown woman, living alone for the first time in a little apartment with a radiator that knocked all night, newly signed to my first real company contract and lonelier than I had any intention of admitting. I’d been carrying it around for a long time without a name, a hum under everything, and one night I finally ordered what I’d been thinking about. Adult diapers, the thick plain kind. When the box came I hid it in the back of the hall closet behind my winter boots, and that night I put one on and lay on my bed in the dark and felt my whole body go hot.

It wasn’t only the diaper. It was what the diaper meant to me, which was that I didn’t get to ask. I lay there and imagined someone else deciding everything. When I’d be changed. When I was allowed to go. Whether I had to hold it, and for how long, and what happened to me if I couldn’t. I imagined being told, instead of having to ask, and it went through me like nothing I had ever felt singing. A woman whose whole life was her voice, wanting more than anything to have no say. I was ashamed of it every time, and I did it anyway, more nights than I’d want to tell you.

Then I met Anton.

I met him two years before that morning in the doctor’s chair, when the company recorded a concert of arias at his studio. He’d been a bass-baritone for most of his life, a big serious voice that I’d heard on old recordings, and he’d stopped singing and opened a studio in an old bakery across town, where he spent his days making other people sound like themselves. He was a tall, heavy-shouldered man with a close-cut gray beard and reading glasses that lived pushed up in his hair, and he handled cables and microphones as carefully as other men handle wineglasses. He wasn’t my coach and never tried to be. He just listened, and he said very little, and when he did speak it came out of him in that low, warm voice that you could feel in the floor.

The first real conversation we ever had was in the studio kitchen, during a break. The coffee machine was making a terrible grinding noise, and I said sorry to it, out loud, without thinking.

He looked at me over his glasses. “You apologized to the coffee machine.”

“It sounded upset,” I said.

“It always sounds like that. It doesn’t need an apology.” He took two cups down, filled them both, and handed me one, and he smiled, a slow smile that took its time getting all the way up into his eyes. “Do you ever ask for anything, Paloma? Or do you just apologize until somebody guesses?”

I didn’t have an answer for that. I went back into the booth and sang the best take of the day, and I could feel him on the other side of the glass, listening to me the way nobody had ever listened to me before.

We were together within a month. And in that first month, on a Sunday morning in his kitchen, I told him.

I couldn’t say it out loud. I tried, and my throat closed like a door, and so I picked up the little notepad by the fruit bowl where he wrote his grocery lists, tore off the page that said milk and eggs, and wrote on the next one. I want to wear diapers for you. I want you to decide when. I don’t want to have to ask. I tore it off and slid it across the table to him, and then I looked at the window so I wouldn’t have to look at his face.

He read it out loud. Slowly, in that big low voice, every single word, as if it were a line of text he was learning. I thought I was going to die right there at the table. I was also so wet that I had to press my thighs together under it.

When he was done, he folded the page small and put it in his wallet.

“All right,” he said. “When you want it, you ask me.”

And I never did. Two years went by, and I never asked.

He never pushed me, either. That was the maddening thing about him. Every so often, when I came home from a long rehearsal or sat down beside him on the sofa, he would look at me a beat longer than he needed to and say, “Anything you want to ask me?” And I would say no, and he would nod, and that was all. I still had my own box at the back of the closet, and on the nights he worked late at the studio, I wore one alone, and I never told him.

Except that once, last winter, he came home early. I was on the sofa in sweatpants with a diaper on underneath, and when I shifted to look at him it crinkled, a small, unmistakable sound in the quiet room. He heard it. I watched him hear it. He didn’t say a word. He sat down beside me, put his big hand on my knee, and left it there through an entire film, and I didn’t follow one minute of the story. I came close to coming just from the weight of his hand.

The next morning, on the grocery pad by the fruit bowl, under my list, there was a line in his blocky handwriting. Still waiting for you to ask. I tore it off and kept it in my makeup case, and I didn’t ask.

So that was what I was thinking about, sitting in the parking garage with a printed order on the passenger seat. Six weeks in which I couldn’t ask for anything out loud. Not for the bathroom. Not for him to stop or to keep going or to hurry up. The doctor had written down, in a medical order with my name on top, almost exactly what I’d written on that grocery pad two years ago, and I was going to have to hand it to Anton without a single word.

I drove home with my hands tight on the wheel.

Anton was at the studio until four, and then he would drive me to the house for the opening. I had the apartment to myself for the whole afternoon, and the doctor had told me to rest, so I told myself that was what I was doing. I drank two big glasses of water at the kitchen sink, room temperature, the way singers drink everything. Then I went to the hall closet, moved my boots, and took out a new package from the back. I peeled the plastic back. My hands were shaking a little, and I let them.

In the bedroom I took everything off and lay down on my back with a diaper spread open under me. It was thick and soft and white, and I brought the front up between my legs and pulled the tapes across my hips, one side and then the other, snug. The padding pressed against my pussy, and I was already wet. I lay there and didn’t make a sound, because I wasn’t allowed to make a sound, and that alone made my clit throb.

Then I let myself imagine him.

Anton, sitting on the edge of the bed in that heavy, unhurried way he has, holding the doctor’s order in one hand and reading it out loud to me in his low voice. Six weeks. Not one word. And then turning to look at me and saying, “So you won’t be able to ask me for anything. I’ll have to decide.” I imagined his hand on the front of the diaper, pressing down, flat and warm. I imagined him telling me that I couldn’t get up, couldn’t go to the bathroom, couldn’t do anything but lie there and hold it until he said so.

I held it. The water I’d drunk had found its way down, and the pressure sat low and heavy in my belly, and I pressed my thighs together and held on, and my breath started coming short. In my head he was watching my face. In my head he knew exactly how full I was, and he took his time, the way he takes his time with everything.

“Now,” I imagined him saying. Just that.

I let go. It started as a small hot trickle that I could have stopped and didn’t, and then it opened all the way, a long hot rush into the padding right against my pussy, spreading under me and back toward my ass until the whole diaper was warm and heavy and swollen. I lay there wetting myself on our bed in the middle of the afternoon, my face burning, and it was the best and worst thing I had ever felt. I bit my lip so hard it hurt. No sound came out.

When it was finished, I put my hand on the front of the diaper and pressed, the way I’d imagined him doing it. The soaked padding moved against my clit, warm and slick, and my hips came up off the bed. I rubbed in slow circles through the wet front, then harder, the heel of my hand grinding down, and I thought of him reading the order out loud, and of his hand on my knee through that whole film, and of the words in his handwriting on the grocery pad. Still waiting for you to ask.

You don’t have to ask anymore, I thought. You can’t.

I came with my mouth wide open and nothing coming out of it, my whole body arching off the bed, my pussy clenching over and over against the soaked diaper, my hand pressed down hard on the front. It went on longer than I expected, wave after wave, and the silence made it bigger somehow, all of it trapped inside me with nowhere to go. When it finally let me go, I lay there shaking in the wet, tears running into my hair, absolutely silent.

Afterward I showered, and bagged the diaper, and stood in the bedroom in my robe feeling ashamed and very calm. Then I got dressed in a pair of soft gray trousers and a sweater, went into the kitchen, and set the table.

Not with plates. I laid the doctor’s order in the middle of the table, where he would sit across from me. I set the package beside it with the plastic peeled back, so he could see exactly what was inside. I put the grocery pad and a pen by the fruit bowl where they always lived. Then I sat down in my chair and folded my hands on the table and waited, the way I wait in the wings for my entrance.

At four his key turned in the lock. I heard him put his bag down in the hall and call my name, and I didn’t answer, because I couldn’t, and that was the whole point. His footsteps came down the hall, heavy and unhurried, and stopped in the kitchen doorway.

He looked at me. Then he looked at the table for a long time, at the page and the open package beside it, and I watched him understand. He didn’t say anything. He came around and stood across the table from me, with the light from the window behind him, and I sat there with my mouth shut and my heart pounding and my thighs pressed together under the table.

❦

The doctor’s order lay on the kitchen table between us, with the open package beside it and the thick white diapers showing where I’d peeled the plastic back. Anton picked up the page and read it out loud.

“Paloma, thirty-two. No speaking offstage, six weeks.”

His voice was big and low, and he didn’t rush it. Then he reached into the open package, took out one of the diapers, shook it open and laid it down on the order, right over my name. The wings settled with a soft, thick sound, and he smoothed the tapes flat with his fingers as if he had all the time in the world.

Under the table I pressed my thighs together. I was getting wet while he was still looking at the paper and not at me, and I could feel the seam of my trousers going damp.

“You’ve got your thighs squeezed together,” he said, “and I haven’t laid a finger on you.”

He lifted the diaper off the page and put it in my lap. It sat across my thighs, thick and still warm from his hands, and it crinkled when I pressed down on it.

“Feel that,” he said. “That’s the one. Hold on to it.”

I held on to it, and kept my mouth shut.

He slid the grocery pad across the table, and the pen came to rest against my wrist.

“I’m forty-nine,” he said. “I did six weeks of silence once myself, when I was your age, and I know what it does to a person. So write it down. And write sober, if you are.”

I was. The glass beside me had nothing but water in it. I wrote in block letters, and the pen didn’t slip once.

Sober. Diapers, all six weeks. You say when I am changed. You look. I don’t ask out loud.

On the shelf above the radio sat a little brass bell he’d kept from some production he sang in years ago, a prop that had been collecting dust there since before I moved in. I looked at it, and then I added one more line.

Head shake is play. Bell is my no.

He took a drink of his coffee and watched my mouth stay closed. Then he picked up the pad and read it out loud, slowly, every word, the way he had read my first note two years before.

“Sober. Diapers, all six weeks. You say when I am changed. You look. I don’t ask out loud. Head shake is play. Bell is my no.”

He set the pad down. “So I say when. Not the clock, and not a dresser. Me. You wrote me this in our first month, and it’s the same thing you want now. Nod if that’s right.”

I nodded.

“Stand up.”

I stood, and he looked at the dark spot on my trousers, right over my pussy.

“I can see that,” he said. “You got wet while I was reading. Sit down. Now point. Here, or the house?”

I sat, and I pointed at the door. My gown was at the house, and I wanted his hands on me in front of that mirror.

“The house, then,” he said. “On the floor. I’ll tape it on you myself. You don’t pick the minute. You hold it until I tell you. Do you hear me?”

I nodded, and the diaper crinkled in my lap.

“All right, then.”

My clit was throbbing against the damp seam, and I put both hands flat on the table so I wouldn’t start rocking.

He got up and took the bell down off the shelf, and he blew the dust off it and threaded a cord through the loop at the top. It clicked once in his palm. He came around the table and tied it on my left wrist with the knot flat on the bone and the bell resting in the soft place under my hand. Then he rang it twice himself, two clean little notes that died away on the tiles.

“Two rings,” he said. “Two rings of this bell and everything stops at once, and you can speak. It costs you nothing. Not the show, not me, not anything. Nod if you’ve got that.”

I nodded yes.

“Then the silence starts now,” he said. “The pad is your mouth, and the bell is your stop. You carry the diapers. Your mouth’s finished for the day.”

An hour before curtain, in my dressing room at the house, he dropped a towel on the floor right in front of the mirror, and it landed with a flat slap. I was in my satin slip and bare feet. The package sat open on the chair, and the queen’s gown hung on its rack behind him. The clock over the mirror said there was an hour left.

He spread the towel out smooth.

“Down on this,” he said. “The hour doesn’t matter.”

I shook my head and pointed at the clock.

“I saw the head shake,” he said. “The clock isn’t part of this. Down.”

His hand came onto my shoulder, heavy, and it didn’t ask. I went down onto my knees and then onto my back when he turned me. The towel was rough under me, and the mirror had all of me in it, slip, bare legs, the bell on my left wrist.

“Slip up,” he said. “Higher than that. I want to see your whole cunt.”

I pulled the satin up to my ribs, and the cool air hit my pussy. I was wet, and he saw it.

“Look at that,” he said. “Wet, with your clit standing out. You shook your head at me and your pussy didn’t. Look.”

I looked. In the mirror my cunt was open and slick, and my thighs had already tried to close and failed.

“Keep them open. Powder first.” He looked at my face in the glass. “Mouth shut, cunt open. You wrote six weeks, and I read it. Now you get to lie in it.”

He shook powder into his palm and rubbed it into the inside of the diaper until the padding was white.

“Lift your ass.”

I lifted, and he slid the diaper under me. It was thick enough that my ass sat up on it, and the plastic made a small, dry crinkle.

“You’ll hear that all night if you walk wrong,” he said. “Hold still.”

He brought the front up between my thighs, and the padding met my wet pussy and stuck. He didn’t wipe me first.

“Feel it on your hole and your clit,” he said. “Thick. You’re going out there in this. Nobody’s going to see it but me.”

He brought one tape across and pressed it flat with his palm, and then the other, and his palm stayed there until the tapes held. The diaper hugged me, bulky, so I couldn’t close my legs, and a fresh spill of wet left my pussy and went into the padding. He felt the heat of it through the front.

“Soaking it already,” he said, pleased.

My hips jerked, and I grabbed the towel. The bell knocked against my knuckle and stayed silent.

“Stay down,” he said. “Watch the mirror. I’m opening you back up.”

He peeled the tapes, and the diaper dropped open under my ass, warm and thick and already marked with nothing but my own slick. He spread my knees until the mirror had my cunt and my ass on the white padding and the bell in my left fist.

“Nod if you want my mouth on that cunt,” he said. “Two rings if you don’t. I won’t ask you again.”

I nodded. My fist closed over the bell, and I didn’t ring it.

“Bite the towel,” he said. “No words. Not one. Not even my name.”

He got down between my thighs, and his shoulders pushed my knees wide. I could see his cock hard in his trousers, the long line of it, and the heavy shape of his balls when he shifted.

“My cock’s hard and my balls are tight,” he said, “and I’m still not going to fuck you with it. Not this hour. You get my mouth, and I’m going to eat your cunt until you come on it.”

Then his mouth was on me.

His tongue went flat up my pussy, slowly, from my wet hole all the way to my clit, and then he did it again. The sound was wet and plain. I bit down on the towel, and the cotton filled my mouth, and the bell didn’t ring.

“Look,” he said against my clit. “In the mirror. My tongue in your cunt. Watch it.”

I looked. His head was between my legs and my slip was bunched up under my ribs and my own face had the towel in its teeth. His tongue pushed at my hole and went in, and my ass clenched on the diaper.

A sound tried to come up out of me and died in the cotton.

He lifted his head just long enough to look at how wet I was. Then he spat on my clit and licked it in, and I grabbed the towel harder.

“I could fuck this with my cock,” he said. “I won’t. My balls can ache and wait. You come on my mouth.”

His tongue circled, then pressed, then circled again. My hips tried to chase him.

“No chasing,” he said. “I set the pace. You just lie there and get eaten.”

I made my hips go still. He licked as if the clock on the wall didn’t exist, long slow licks, then the point of his tongue on my clit, small and steady, and then he sucked. His lips closed on my clit and pulled, and my hips came right up off the padding.

“Down,” he said. “I didn’t tell you up.”

His hand pressed my belly flat, and I took it down. He sucked again, slower, then flicked, then sucked. Spit and my wet ran down into the crack of my ass and onto the diaper, and the padding drank it with a soft thick sound under me.

“Listen to the diaper taking that,” he said. “You’re dripping. Don’t be proud about it. Give it to me.”

His tongue fucked into my hole in short strokes with his nose pressed on my clit, and I could smell myself, and his skin. The bell dug into my palm. Two rings sat there in my hand, and I didn’t use them. I bit down harder.

My cunt grabbed at his tongue. My free hand slapped down flat on the towel and stayed there, fingers spread.

“I felt that,” he said. “Do it again when I tell you to come, and not before.”

My hips twitched toward his mouth.

“Stay,” he said. “I’m not done with you. Feel me suck.”

He sealed his mouth over my clit and sucked in one slow beat, and then the same beat again and again, no rush, until my thighs were shaking against his ears.

“You’re close,” he said. “Come for me. Silently. All of it on my mouth. Now.”

I came. The first clench hit my clit and locked my thighs around his head.

“There,” he said into me. “I feel it. Again.”

He didn’t stop sucking. The second wave rolled through my pussy, and wet pushed out around his tongue, and my ass lifted, hit the thick diaper, and shook there. I bit down until my jaw ached. The sound stayed trapped in my chest. Then a smaller, sharper pulse, my hole fluttering on his tongue, my cum slicking his mouth, and he licked it up and put his tongue right back on my clit, and I jerked. My fist tightened around the bell, and the bell made no sound at all.

“Not off you yet,” he said. “Give me the last of it.”

He held my hips and licked until the pulses got small and stopped. Then he lifted his face so the mirror could see it, his mouth and his beard wet with me.

“That’s you,” he said. “All over my mouth, and you did it without a word.”

I let the towel fall out of my teeth. I didn’t speak. My legs stayed open.

“Don’t close them,” he said. “I’ll wipe you, and then the diaper goes back on. You don’t help.”

He wiped me with a warm cloth, slowly, over my clit, over my hole, down the crack of my ass. I flinched, and he did it anyway, then shook the powder and pulled the diaper up snug, the padding fat against my swollen pussy, and pressed each tape flat with his palm.

“You stay in it until I say,” he said. “Stand up.”

I stood. My knees were weak, and the diaper pushed my thighs apart under the slip, and every step made a soft crinkle that he could hear.

“Arms up.”

I lifted my arms, and he brought the queen’s gown down over my head himself. The weight settled onto my shoulders, lace at the throat, and he laced up the back, pull and cross, pull and cross, until it closed over everything. In the mirror nothing showed. Between my legs I was packed thick and wet, and the hem gave nothing away.

“Cuff,” he said.

He pulled the lace cuff down over the bell until the brass disappeared, and checked the cord with his thumb. Then he set his palm on the front of the gown, over the diaper, and pressed once, so the padding met my clit through all that cloth.

“Nothing shows,” he said. “Walk.”

Later, a bassoon crawled up out of the dark and quit, and then a horn. The whole run was billed adults only, cast, crew and house alike, and the pit was tuning on the far side of the wall. We stood in the stage-left wings where the work light didn’t reach, his hand on the small of my back. The gown was heavy. The diaper felt heavier, thick between my thighs, and it crinkled once when I shifted and the gathers bit a little. I’d been holding it since he laced me in, and my belly sat full and low and hot.

“The orchestra’s up,” he said, very low. “They don’t get your voice yet. Your belly’s tight. You need the bathroom and you’re not going to say so. Hold it until my hand.”

I pressed my thighs together.

“You’re full,” he said. “I can see it in your mouth. Don’t.”

I opened my mouth anyway. The word was right there. Bathroom. One word. I could still taste the towel on my tongue. I shut my mouth again, and the bell under the lace didn’t move.

“You were going to ask,” he said. “Out loud. No.”

His palm came flat against the front of the gown, right over the diaper, lace and velvet and thick padding all stacked up under his hand, and he pressed.

“Here,” he said. “All of it, standing up. I’ve got the front. Go.”

I stood there, and the heat came first, a small hot push I thought I could still stop. He pressed again in the same place, and the stopping left me. It went in a rush that I felt before I heard it, warm and then hot, into the padding against my pussy, a flood that hit the lining and had nowhere to go but deeper into it. My clit stung when the heat reached it. The stream kept on, hard and long, and the front of the diaper filled and went heavy and swelled out against his palm. He pressed, and the swell pressed back.

“I can feel it,” he said. “Hot, and getting fat under my hand. Don’t you cut it off.”

A soft wet rush sounded inside the gown, muffled by the cloth and by the horn. The padding drank and went dense, and the weight dragged down between my thighs, and the warmth crept back underneath me into the crack of my ass, and the back of the diaper sagged and took that too. My knees wanted to bend, and I locked them. It kept coming in pulses, each one heavier than the last, and the diaper swelled another notch against his palm.

“I hear it,” he said under the horn. “Don’t save any. I’m not moving this hand.”

The tapes tugged at my hips every time the padding took more, and the gathers held. Nothing ran down my legs. It all stayed in, hot and heavy, packed against my cunt and my hole and the underside of my ass. The gown warmed under his hand, and the smell came up sharp, trapped in the lace.

“That’s piss,” he said. “I can smell it. Don’t hold back one drop. Empty.”

The last of it came in one hard push, and the diaper took it, and the weight settled lower, a thick wet mess hanging between my legs. The lining was soaked through against my clit, and every breath I took moved wet padding over swollen skin, and my pussy clenched. I stayed on my feet.

“There you go,” he said. “Full, and hot through the gown, and sagging. My hand stays until you’re done. You stand in it, and you don’t say a word.”

I didn’t. My thighs shook, and I didn’t step back from his palm, and his palm stayed on the gown over the full diaper until I was completely empty. He didn’t rub, and he didn’t lift it. I stood in it with the skirt hanging still, and nothing showed.

“Fist on the bell,” he said.

My fingers found the bell under the lace and closed around it. Two rings were right there in my hand, and they stayed there.

“Good girl,” he said.

The tuning broke off, and a baton tapped the stand, and the overture began, low and wide, and rolled out into the house. The bell was the only thing on my wrist that could still speak.

❦

I sat on the sofa in the wet diaper and didn’t move. The satin slip had stuck to the plastic at my thighs, and it let go with a small tacky sound whenever I breathed. The warmth sat thick and heavy under me, pressed against my pussy, and my clit was pulsing against the soaked padding. I kept my knees together.

Anton was at his desk on the other side of the room, the corner by the window where he does his editing at home, with his studio headphones on. A low line of music was moving in the cups. His back stayed turned to me.

The notepad lay on my knee, and the pen was in my right hand. The brass bell on my left wrist knocked against the arm of the sofa, one dull tick, and I froze until the sound had died away.

The night before, that wrist had been hidden in a lace cuff while I sent the last note of the act out over a full house, so big that it came back to me off the far wall, with a diaper under the gown as thick as the one I was sitting in now. The house had gotten that note. I had nothing left to give it today.

I wrote one word, small.

Please.

I tore the page off cleanly, folded it once, and held it out.

His hand came back over his shoulder without the rest of him. He took the page and set it, still folded, down beside the keyboard, and he didn’t look up. A slow spill of slick left my cunt and went hot into the mess already in the diaper, and the lining pushed it back up against my clit. He tapped the space bar, and that was all.

Then his thumb opened the crease in the page.

The next thing I knew, he was on the sofa beside me. I hadn’t heard him cross the room. The headphones were lying on the desk, and his knee was touching my ankle, and he held the paper up between us.

“Please,” he said.

It was his full voice, and the bass of it went right into my stomach. My cunt clenched on nothing, and fresh slick ran into the soaked padding, and the diaper pressed it back against my clit. I got wetter while he was still saying the word. My mouth stayed shut.

“Please what?”

He looked at the page, and then he waited.

The diaper was a fat warm weight between my legs, and I could smell it. My hips wanted to roll, and I kept them flat, and I kept my jaw closed.

“You’re not going to tell me,” he said.

I looked at his hand.

“Then sit there,” he said. “Wet, with your mouth shut. I can wait. I’ll ask you again. Please what?”

Nothing.

“Your thighs are tight,” he said quietly. “Your pussy got wetter on the first word, and I heard the diaper move when you clenched. You’re adding to a diaper that’s already full, and I can see it in your face. Please what?”

He turned the page around so that my own handwriting faced me.

“This is the last time I ask on this sofa,” he said. “Please what?”

My throat moved, and no sound came out of it. Another thin spill worked its way down through the diaper toward my ass, and I shifted, and the plastic crackled.

“That diaper’s louder than you are,” he said. “So’s your cunt. Your mouth’s the only quiet thing in this room. All right, then.”

He folded the page and stood up.

“Bed. The bell stays on. The pen stays here.”

His hand pushed up under the hem of my slip.

In the bedroom he put me on my back. He set the folded page down on the nightstand next to the towel, the wipes, the powder and a stack of thick white diapers. Then he shoved the satin up to my ribs, so the wet diaper was bare to him, bulky, the plastic gone a little clear at the crotch, and the smell came up warm and sharp.

He took hold of the left hip tape and ripped it open.

My right hand shoved his wrist away, and I shook my head.

“Your bell’s free,” he said, and he caught that wrist, the bare one, and pinned it to the sheet beside my shoulder. “Still.”

I went still. The bell stayed loose on my left wrist, brass side up, and I didn’t touch it.

“That hand stays there,” he said. “You had a page, and you had a mouth, and you used this hand instead. So this hand is mine now.”

He pulled the other tapes and opened the diaper down, and the cool air hit my pussy, and he looked. He’d already let go of my wrist. It stayed exactly where he’d put it.

“Look at this mess,” he said. “Your cunt’s soaked, and your clit’s standing right out of the folds, and your hole is shining. You shook your head at me, and your body didn’t.”

Two of his fingers came down into the open diaper, slowly, up through the wet and onto my clit. I jerked. He stroked again, a long drag and then a circle, the pad of his finger right on the head of it.

“Don’t talk,” he said. “Move.”

I lifted my hips into his hand, and the diaper crinkled under my ass. He slid lower and set his fingertips at my hole, a small push into my pussy, and then went back up, because my hips were chasing my clit. I rocked, and the bell ticked against the sheet.

“That’s it,” he said. “Fuck my fingers. Get them wet. You want them inside you, and you’re not getting them. Stay on your clit and let me feel it jump.”

He kept the circle small, and my breath came apart. I was close. My right hand stayed on the sheet where he’d put it, and my left grabbed at nothing.

He shook a wipe open with his other hand, and his finger never left my clit.

“This is cold,” he said. “I’m going to take the slick off while I rub. You stay up on my hand until I tell you the skin’s dry.”

The wipe dragged over my pussy and took the shine with it, over my clit and down my folds and across my hole and under me toward my ass. He wiped while he rubbed, and then the rubbing was only the wipe, and then I was dry and the air stung me, and the second the cloth left dry skin his hand left too.

My hips stayed up in the air over nothing. He waited, and I let them down.

“Dry,” he said. “So the hand’s gone. If you want it back, you know what has to be true first, and I’m not going to say it for you.”

He folded the used diaper in on itself and slid it out from under me, and a towel went down in its place. I heard the powder, and then a fresh diaper cracking open, thick and loud in the quiet room.

“Hips up.”

His forearm lifted me, and he set me down into the clean one. Powder at my thighs, along my ass, low on my belly, and none on my clit. He drew the front up snug between my legs and taped it, the sides and then the top, and pressed it flat with both hands, a dry thickness against my cunt.

“Clean,” he said. “And you’re already slicking the lining. I can tell by your mouth. Hold the rest.”

He tapped the plastic once, with one finger, right over my clit.

The tap sat there between us. I held. My bladder hurt, and I didn’t let go.

He tapped the same place again, and this time his finger stayed.

“I tapped,” he said. “So let go. I’m waiting on your body now, and I want you looking at me while you do it.”

It broke low down, underneath all my holding, a heat that wasn’t slick, a deep give. The first rush hit the diaper right under his finger and bumped the plastic up into his hand. I pulled my breath in and kept it silent. The rest poured out of me long and hot, flooding the thick core and running out to both leg cuffs, the diaper swelling fast against my clit and my pussy and the split of my ass. I could hear it, muffled. The weight arrived, and the warmth crept up under the plastic toward my belly, and the smell of the powder changed. My thighs shook. His one finger rode the swell until I was empty and the front hung heavy and hot, molded to me.

“Good,” he said.

I clenched so hard it nearly hurt, and slick shot out into the heat.

“All of it,” he said. “I felt the very first hit. That’s piss, Paloma, the whole diaper full of it, heavy and warm on my finger. Don’t say anything. Just lie in it.”

His palm came down on the wet front, and he rubbed.

He went slowly. The soaked diaper dragged over my clit, and every press moved the hot mess around, shifting it through the core and squeezing it up around my pussy and back along my ass. The plastic squeaked. I rocked, and the diaper made a thick, soggy sound, answering him for me.

“Use it,” he said. “Rub your clit on the front. You already let go, so do the rest. Climb. I want your belly tight and the wet moving. There. I can see the shine spreading.”

He ground the heel of his hand down, and the edge came up fast, a tight wire running from my clit to my knees. My mouth opened on nothing. I was right there, shaking.

My fingers closed around the brass. Two rings were in my fist, and I could have ended it. I didn’t ring.

He stopped.

His hand lifted, and the edge stayed where it was, mean and unfinished. A sound tried to get out of me, and I shut it behind my teeth.

My cunt fluttered in the flooded diaper. I kept the bell closed in my hand.

“Two rings, still in your hand,” he said. “So my hands stay where they are. Both wrists up. You lie there and take the rest.”

He pulled the satin slip up and off over my arms. The bell cord stayed knotted, the brass sitting on my left wrist. He lifted both my wrists to the headboard, wound the slip through the slats and tied it, snug, so I couldn’t get my hands down to my clit. I twisted once. The bell was still in reach. I let the twist go.

“No hands,” he said. “The bell’s on your wrist. Two rings and I stop. You didn’t ring, so you take what I give you.”

He took the wand out of the drawer, buzzed it once against his palm, and switched it off again.

“This goes on your clit through the diaper,” he said. “Wet as it is. You’re going to come on it, and I’ll decide how many times. No sound. And my cock stays out of your cunt until I’ve watched.”

He set the head on the soaked plastic, dead over my clit, and switched it on low.

The buzz fell down through the hot heavy padding and spread, and I arched. He held the wand still.

“Work for it,” he said. “Your hips. Make the diaper wetter. I want to hear your cunt moving in the piss. Heels down, and rock.”

I dug my heels in and rolled. The diaper squelched, shifting over my pussy, the plastic ticking, and my clit swelled into the mess. Slick poured into the core and made a slipperier spot in the heat. The satin creaked at my wrists, and the bell ticked once and went quiet.

“You can’t reach,” he said. “All you get is this, through the mess. Open your knees. Wider. Stay on the center. Don’t you chase it off to the side.”

He clicked the speed up, and the harder buzz went right through the padding, and my thighs tried to close. His hand caught my knee and opened me flat.

“Stay spread,” he said. “You’re close. I can see it in your belly. Mouth open if you need the air, but no moaning, and no name.”

He ground the wand in a tight circle, and the edge came back twice as mean. My clit kicked, my hole clenched on nothing, my wrists pulled against the satin, and the satin held. I didn’t ring.

“Now,” he said. “Come. Quietly.”

I came without a sound. My cunt locked in long hard grabs, and my clit fired under the wand, and my hips stuck up in the air. The wet diaper caught a rush of slick and squeezed it back against me, hot all through the crotch. My mouth was wide open, and air went in, and no noise came out. He kept the wand planted and it kept going, my ass shaking, plastic stuck to my thigh, the padding squelching with every jerk, until the grabbing eased and my heels slid down the sheet.

He turned the speed down, and he didn’t take it away.

“That’s one,” he said. “Your clit’s still fat. I can feel it through the diaper. Breathe. You’re not finished. Give me the next one.”

The lower buzz sat on swollen flesh and almost hurt. I tried to hitch myself up the bed, and the tie stopped my wrists, and he followed me without ever losing the spot.

“Get greedy,” he said. “I want this one messier. Small circles. Make them bigger.”

The hurt tipped back over into heat. The diaper was sloppy and heavy now, a dark shine on the plastic, the warmth pushing out at the left leg cuff. He put his thumb in that shine.

“Coming out the side,” he said. “Stay in it. Hips up. Don’t twist off the wet.”

He knocked the speed up to high and held it still.

“Now. The second one. Silent. Give it to me.”

I came the second time without any sound at all, and it was sharper, my pussy spasming again and again, my clit feeling skinned, my stomach hauling in. Halfway through, a short hot rush left me that I couldn’t stop, straight into the flooded padding against my cunt, and the shock of it dragged the orgasm out longer. Tears ran down into my hair. My fists stayed up at the headboard. The bell didn’t ring, and I didn’t give him a sound.

He shut the wand off. His thumb found my bell hand up at the slats and rested on the brass. I closed my fist over the bell and didn’t ring, and he waited until I nodded.

“That’s two,” he said. “Both of them quiet, and both of them mine. Now you get fucked.”

He ripped the tapes and pulled the front of the diaper down, and cool air hit my soaked cunt.

“Look at that pussy,” he said. “Red and dripping, and your hole working, and my cock’s not even in it yet. You came twice and you still didn’t say the word. Ass up for me. Chest down. Knees wide.”

He left the open diaper under me and turned me over, straightened my arms in the satin, and put my face into the pillow. I heard his belt, and his zipper, and his hand on his cock.

“From behind,” he said. “Hard. You take all of it, and you say nothing.”

The head of his cock pushed at my pussy and sank in halfway, thick, and then he drew back and fucked in to the base. His hips slapped my ass, and his balls swung up against my clit, and I gasped into the pillow and swallowed it.

“Fuck,” he said. “There you are. The whole cock. Stay on it. Don’t pull away.”

He fucked me hard, and the headboard hit the wall. Every stroke shoved a wet sound out of my cunt and drove my belly down into the soaked diaper, the plastic crackling, the mess smearing under me. His cock dragged over the swollen place inside me, and his balls slapped my clit, and I pushed back against him while the tie creaked.

“Listen to your pussy,” he said. “You’re dripping on my balls. Arch for me. I can feel you grabbing.”

He reached under me and rubbed my clit with two fingers while he drove into me, rough, on the same beat. I was raw from the wand, and I took it. He went deeper, until the head of his cock bumped the end of me.

“I’m close,” he said. “And this one’s mine. You don’t come. You hold still when I tell you to.”

His hand left my clit and clamped onto my hip, and his strokes went short and mean. His breath stayed almost calm. I felt his cock swell inside me.

“Hold still,” he said. “I’m coming in your cunt.”

I held still. He buried himself and came, hot pulses pumping deep into me, and a low bass note came out of him, and he ground in with his balls pressed against me until he was empty. I felt it fill me. Then it leaked out around his cock, warm, down my folds and over my clit and onto the wet diaper.

He pulled out slowly. My hole fluttered, and more of his cum slid out in a thick string, and he smeared it with his thumb over my pussy and my clit and back toward my ass.

“That’s mine,” he said. “It stays in you. No wipe. I want it leaking while I tape you up, and you can sleep in it.”

He turned me onto my back and untied the satin, and then he checked the cord on my wrist and set the bell straight. More of his cum leaked out of me when he lifted my hips. He slid a clean diaper under me, powdered only the sides, brought the front up over my soaked pussy and pressed it flat. The new diaper took it all at once, thick, a warm weight on my clit.

Then he picked up my page from the nightstand, folded it small, and put it in his shirt pocket.

“The house gets your voice,” he said. “I get the rest of you.”

❦

I found his box on the last page of the act.

The lights sat hard on the gown, and the lace scratched at my wrists. Under the left cuff the brass bell was a small cold weight on its cord, and I kept that wrist still. Under the skirt the diaper sat fat between my thighs, taped high on my hips, packed against my pussy, and inside it, flat on my clit, was a little vibrator he’d taped there himself before the curtain went up. It had been buzzing low since my first entrance, low enough that I could still sing and high enough that I’d been wet through the whole act, slick in the padding, holding my piss the way I held the line.

I lifted the queen’s chin and let the phrase go out over them.

“The gate is shut. The house is mine. I keep the watch until the morning.”

Every seat in the adults-only house was full, a late-run crowd that had to be thirty and over to buy a ticket, the pit right under my feet, and up in the box above the orchestra Anton sat with his arms folded. He was the only person in the whole theater who knew what the gown was hiding, and he looked like a man waiting for a train.

I put the last note exactly where it had to live, and I looked at him anyway.

One arm came off his chest. One finger. He tapped the rail.

His other hand dropped, and I saw the small remote in it, and I saw his thumb move.

The buzz climbed. It jumped from a hum to a hard, mean thrum right on my clit, and the tape held it there so it couldn’t slip off to the side. My knees went soft inside the skirt. The vowel in my mouth stayed a vowel, and I didn’t give them any other sound.

The tap was the tap. I let go.

The heat came first, right at the slit, a sting I could have shut my legs on, and I didn’t shut them. The push rolled out of me on its own, a hot stream hitting the padding against my pussy, and the padding drank and lost. It flooded the front in a long pour, the diaper swelling under the gown, the heat spreading down the insides of my thighs and then back underneath me to soak the thick part against my ass. The tapes pulled, the right one dragging a little lower, and the weight dropped between my legs, heavy and sagging, a soaked squash of diaper I had to stand in. I shifted my foot to finish the scene, and the diaper gave a wet crush that I felt in my cunt and in my teeth. The orchestra covered it. I heard it anyway.

The piss kept coming in spurts while the vibrator worked the wet, and the swollen front pressed the little machine even tighter against my clit. My hole clenched on nothing. My ass locked so I wouldn’t fold in the light. Slick mixed into the heat, and I came standing up, in silence, with the queen’s mouth still open on the end of her line, my pussy pulsing hard around empty air and my clit kicking under the tape. It rolled through me once and then again, smaller and meaner, while the last of the piss leaked out of me in little pushes, and the diaper took all of it and hung there hot and huge. I held the note. Then the curtain came down and took the house off my face, and my thighs shook inside the soaked weight.

I walked off on locked knees. The buzz died before I reached the hall, cut from up in the box, and the vibrator stayed stuck to my clit, a dead hard shape in the warm wet padding. Every step squished. I didn’t look at any of the crew. I got the dressing-room door open with my shoulder, and Anton came in right behind me, down from the box.

The lock turned. His hand was on the small of my back, calm, already sure of the room.

“On the towel,” he said.

He’d spread it on the bench. He put me down on my back and threw the skirt up over my waist, the lace bunching under my ribs, so the wet diaper lay bare under the work light. The clock over the mirror said there wasn’t much of the interval left.

I shook my head at the clock.

“I see the clock,” he said. “Hips up.”

I lifted. The diaper pulled, cold at the leg gathers and still hot where I’d flooded it. He peeled the tapes, and they came off with a sticky sound, and he folded the front down, and the air hit my pussy.

“There it is,” he said. “You stood in front of all those people and let go on one tap. The whole bladder. It’s soaked through at the front and wicked up under your ass. You shifted your foot on the last line and the diaper talked, and I heard it from the box. Look at it. That’s piss, Paloma. Say it.”

I looked down at the open diaper under me, and I didn’t say it. My face burned. While he was still talking, a fresh string of slick welled out of my cunt and dropped onto the wet padding, and he saw that too.

“Shake your head at the time all you like,” he said. “Your pussy’s answering me. Knees open. Wider. I want this diaper flat so I can see what you did.”

I opened my knees. He peeled the tape off my clit and lifted the vibrator away, and the tug made my hips jump. He set it on the shelf by the mirror, dead and shining.

“You came up there,” he said. “I turned it up, and you came with your mouth on the queen’s line and not a sound out of you. Now say it in here. You pissed, and you came. Use the mouth they pay for.”

He took the folded page out of his shirt pocket, opened it, and read it the way he reads anything he means to keep.

“Please,” he said. “That’s the word. You wrote it on the sofa and put the pen down. Please what? Please change me? Please let me come? Please fuck my mouth? You still won’t pick one.”

That one word on the notepad had been the whole of what I could ask for, and it still was.

“All right,” he said, and put the page back in his pocket. “Then you get my hand.”

“Ten minutes, please,” said the speaker on the wall.

He licked two fingers and pushed them into my hole, thick and slow, in to the knuckle, a pause, out to the tips, and in again at the same unhurried pace while his other hand held me open. The sound of it was wet and plain in the little room.

“Listen to your cunt,” he said. “Grabbing at me. You were empty up there and now you’re trying to fix it on my fingers. Your clit’s red and swollen from that toy, and I’m not giving it my thumb. You can chase my hand if you need to. Go on. Fuck yourself on them.”

I got a fistful of the towel. My mouth fell open, and nothing came out. I lifted my hips and rocked, the open diaper crinkling under my ass, his fingers a steady thick fill, and every time he pulled back my hole tried to keep him. My slick ran down his knuckles onto the wet padding, and I could smell myself, piss and pussy, hot under the work light.

“Five minutes, please,” the speaker said.

“Five’s plenty,” Anton said. “I’m not speeding up. Feel that? Same pace. You’re fluttering. That’s the edge starting. Say please out loud, and I’ll put my thumb on your clit and let you have it. One word. You’ve already written it. Say it.”

I shook my head. My mouth stayed open, and a sound sat at the back of my throat, and I killed it. I fucked up onto his hand harder, my ass leaving the towel, the coil pulling tight and low and mean, my clit jumping in the air where he wouldn’t touch it. I stared up at him so he’d know I was still there.

“The Queen to the stage, please,” the speaker said. “The Queen to the stage.”

He took his fingers out.

The empty clench hit so hard that my heels dug into the bench. I’d been right on it, one stroke from coming, and now I was clenching around nothing, slick pulsing out of me onto the open diaper, my clit pounding, the edge stuck and refusing to break. I grabbed his wrist. He put my hand back on the towel and held it there for a second.

“No,” he said. “You don’t come in here. I felt your pussy about to snap, and I stopped you. The house gets the next act. I get you like this, right on the edge, walking.”

He wiped me with a warm cloth, slowly, over my pussy and then my clit, one swipe that almost tipped me over and didn’t, and then down between my cheeks where the piss had reached. Every pass was too much. I bit the inside of my cheek and kept the sound in. He dropped the ruined diaper in the bin. The clean one was already lying open on the bench, thick and plain and white.

“Hips.”

I lifted, and he powdered the sides, slid the diaper under my ass and brought the front up over my soaked cunt. The dry padding on my clit was a shock. He taped it snug at both hips and pressed the front flat with his whole hand.

“Still jumping,” he said. “I can feel your clit kick right through it. You’re making a wet spot in a diaper I only just put on you. Skirt down.”

He pulled the gown down. The diaper was a fat dry wedge between my thighs except for that new slick spot right over my pussy, small and hot. I sat up, and the edge didn’t leave. It sat in me like a note I wasn’t allowed to finish. I looked at his belt, and my body was already moving. I slid off the bench onto my knees on the rug, the fresh diaper packed around me and crinkling, my cunt still pulsing inside it.

He looked at the clock, and then at the damp circle starting on the white front, and he pressed it once with two fingers.

“Wet already,” he said. “Then you can have my cock. They’re calling for you and you’re on your knees. Open your mouth.”

He undid his trousers, and his cock came out thick and hard with the head already wet and a vein running along the top, his balls hanging heavy underneath. He took my jaw in one hand, not rough, and not asking either.

“Tongue out.”

I put my tongue out. He set the head of his cock on it and let me taste him, salt and skin, and then he pushed in slowly. My lips stretched, and spit gathered, and he stopped halfway and held there with his hand in my hair at the root, watching my mouth take him.

“That’s it,” he said. “Hands on my thighs, and stay off the gown. Breathe when I give you room. You don’t get to make a sound in here either.”

I put my hands on his thighs, and he fucked my mouth at the same slow pace he’d used on my hole, in until the head touched the back of my tongue, out until I had the ridge on my lip, and in again. Spit ran down over my chin onto the lace, and the diaper crinkled whenever I swayed. My hole clenched in time with him, empty and furious, the edge flaring up every time his cock filled my mouth. I wanted to groan, and the groan died around him.

“Look up at me,” he said. “Eyes on me. You’ve got a clean diaper on a soaked cunt and my cock on your tongue, and you still won’t say the word. Deeper, then. Open up more.”

I opened more, and he went deeper. My throat tightened, and I took him anyway, his balls pressing warm and full against my chin on the deep strokes. He pulled back to let me breathe and then did it again, and when spit strung from my lip to his shaft he gathered it up with two fingers, slicked himself with it and pushed back in.

“Put one hand on my balls,” he said. “Gently. There. Hold them. I’m going to fuck your mouth a little harder now. Tap my thigh if you need air. The bell’s there for anything else.”

I held his balls in my palm, heavy, and he sped up, short thrusts with the head heavy on my tongue, then deeper, a wet sound, his fingers tight in my hair. My eyes watered. I didn’t tap. The diaper rubbed my clit every time my hips twitched, and I nearly came from nothing, from the rubbing and the fullness in my mouth and the one word he’d given me back. I stayed on the edge, and he didn’t let me over.

“I’m close,” he said. “You swallow all of it. Don’t you drop any on that gown. They need their queen clean.”

He held deep, and his cock kicked, and the first pulse hit the back of my throat, hot and thick. I swallowed around him while he was still coming, another pulse and another, a lot of it, salty, flooding my mouth when he eased back onto my tongue. I swallowed. He gave me the last of it in one slow throb, and I swallowed that too, and he kept his thumb on my lip and his cock just inside my mouth until the twitching stopped.

“Show me.”

I opened my mouth and put my tongue out, empty, nothing but a string of spit. He wiped my chin with the corner of the towel and nodded once.

“Good girl.”

It went through me like a hand. My clit jumped hard inside the diaper, and a bigger wet spot bloomed in the padding as my pussy gave up another rush of slick, and my hole pulsed on nothing while I knelt there with the taste of him still in my throat. I didn’t say a word.

He put himself away, checked the front of the diaper with the flat of his hand, felt the wet I’d made, and pulled me up by the elbow.

“Walk,” he said.

My knees didn’t want the job. The diaper was thick, and loud if I stepped wrong. At the door I caught hold of his sleeve. I didn’t know what I was asking for. I only knew I wasn’t done.

He took my hand off the cloth, turned my wrist over, pushed the lace cuff back and laid my fingers on the brass bell. It was warm from my skin. Two rings, and he’d have stopped, and it wouldn’t have cost me a thing. I didn’t ring it.

“Hall,” he said, and pointed.

The corridor was bright and full of feet. I went down it with my knees held tight under the gown so the diaper would stay quiet, his cum warm in my stomach, my cunt still closing in little shocks from the orgasm he’d refused me, the fresh padding rubbing my clit on every step. A stagehand in a headset stood in the stage-right wing. He pointed at the light, and he didn’t look at my skirt.

The curtain went up in a rush of cloth, and the house made the low sound a full house makes. The second act. I walked into it.

The light hit the lace and the crown and the mouth they’d paid for. Under the gown the diaper was a fat secret between my thighs, wet at the front now, my pussy still pulsing, my clit sore and wide awake. I found the box above the orchestra.

Anton was back in it with his arms folded, and he didn’t lift a finger.

I set my feet the way the queen sets hers, and I opened my mouth for the first line of the act, and it came out clean. Under it, everything he’d left in me kept beating, and the woman in the gown couldn’t ask him for any of it.

❦

The last bow put me dead center, where the queen stands, and the house rose to its feet. The gold thread on the gown caught the footlights. Under the skirts the diaper was thick and used and warm, sagging against my pussy and packed up into the crack of my ass, and every time I shifted my feet the soaked padding pushed up into my clit. The brass bell lay still under the lace cuff, cold against the inside of my wrist. Not one of them in that closing-night house knew the diaper under the queen’s gown was flooded, or that Anton was on his feet up in the box with his arms folded, watching me. I held the queen’s chin high. When I bent to bow, I could smell my own piss trapped in the plastic under the silk. I let the noise roll over the wet weight between my legs until the lights dropped and the clapping thinned.

The green room was empty. The door shut, the hall went quiet, and Anton turned the lock. The clock on the wall said it was eight minutes to midnight. My notepad lay on the table with the pen across the top page, and I reached for it, and his hand got there first and slid the pad, pen and all, to the far edge, out of reach of my fingers. He didn’t open it. He pointed at the couch.

I sat. The used diaper squashed under my ass, heavy, a wet give, and the warmth pushed up against my hole. He stepped in close, caught the gown and the satin slip in both hands, and hauled them up until the cloth bunched at my waist and stayed there. The diaper showed plainly, the leg cuffs gone yellow, the front dark and swollen over my pussy, the tapes pulled tight. He peeled them one by one. The soaked panel stuck to me and came off my cunt with a soft wet tearing sound, and the air hit my clit. He dragged the diaper down my thighs and left it circled there, thick and warm and still full of the piss I’d let go so the last line would stay clean.

His fingers found me. I was already slick, and not only from the piss. Two fingers slid into my cunt and stayed there and curled once, and his thumb rested on my clit without rubbing. He watched my face. He didn’t hurry.

“Still open,” he said, low. “The diaper took the piss. This on my hand is you. You shifted under that gown in the last scene. I saw it from the box.”

I kept my mouth shut. My bell hand lay open on the cushion with the cord loose, free, and I didn’t lift it.

For six weeks the notepad had taken every line I wouldn’t say out loud. Tonight it lay where his hand had put it, and I couldn’t reach a single word.

He drew his fingers out, shining, and wiped them on the inside of my thigh above the diaper. Then he sat down beside me and patted his knee.

“Over.”

I went across his knee with the gown at my waist and the diaper around my thighs and my ass bare. My bell hand hung down toward the rug, still mine. He set one palm on the small of my back to hold me there, and the other covered one cheek and stayed.

“Your pages,” he said. “I’m not reading them tonight. I already did, other nights, out loud, and you got wet and wrote nothing back.”

His hand lifted and came down full and flat and loud in the empty room. The heat jumped in my skin, and I jerked, and my pussy pressed against his thigh and smeared slick on his trousers.

“That’s for the page about my cock.”

The other cheek, with the same weight.

“That’s for the line where you wrote fuck my cunt and then crossed it out.”

The next one landed lower, where my ass met my thigh, and the diaper shook around my legs. My clit dragged on his trousers when I rocked, and I rocked. He hit me again, left and right, steady, with no rush in it at all, and the skin went hot and then hotter, a deep sting down in the muscle. I breathed through my nose. Two rings would have stopped his hand and everything after it, and it wouldn’t have cost me a thing. The bell stayed quiet. I left it alone.

He stopped long enough to push two fingers into my cunt from behind, easily, because I was open. He worked them twice, pulled them out and wiped them on the red skin.

“Wetter with every one,” he said. “Your ass is going red and your hole’s dripping on my leg, and you still won’t ask.”

He spanked me again, slower and harder, talking between them and not explaining a thing.

“For scratching out Daddy until the paper tore.”

Crack.

“For writing piss and then hiding the word.”

Crack.

“For the page that said come in me.”

Crack.

“And for the page that said please, with nothing after it.”

Crack.

“That’s so you’ll feel it while I fuck you,” he said. “I’m not finished with your ass just because my hand stops.”

The last one landed on the fullest part and stayed down in the muscle. My hips kept pushing at his thigh. My clit was swollen, and my hole clenched on nothing and leaked down onto him. He laid his palm over the hottest skin and held the sting in. He didn’t rub it away.

“Red on both sides,” he said. “You don’t need to look at it. You need to feel it. On your back now. The diaper stays on your thighs, the gown stays up, and your bell hand goes on the cushion where I can see it.”

I turned over, and the cushion met the burn, and the burn announced every inch of itself. The wet diaper ringed my thighs and rubbed when I spread them. He stood up, opened his trousers and took his cock out, thick, the head wet at the slit, his balls hanging full underneath. He stroked it once, from the base to the tip, and let go.

“Look at it.”

I looked, and my cunt clenched, and more slick slid out of me and down toward my ass.

“Open your legs. You don’t reach for it. You take it when I put it in.”

He knelt between my knees, gripped my hips and set the head of his cock against my hole, and pushed, slowly. The stretch bit, and then it gave. The head slipped in, and he waited one breath and then sank the rest of the way, until his balls were against my ass and I had all of him. My pussy gripped the length of him, and I could feel the throb and the heat of it, the way my cunt had to make room for him and then did. He held still, buried, and looked down at where we were joined, his cock stuffed in me, my clit bare above it, the used diaper dark around my thighs.

The clock said two minutes to midnight.

“Two minutes,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you through them, and your mouth stays shut until the clock turns over. Two rings and I stop. You know that. You’re not ringing, so this is what you want. Lie there and take it.”

He started to fuck me with long strokes, out until the head tugged at my cunt and the ridge caught, then in until his hips met mine and the air went out of me. Every thrust shoved the bunched diaper higher up my thighs, and the wet padding pressed against my sore ass and lit the spanking up all over again. My clit dragged along the top of his cock when he ground in deep, and I got wetter. The sound was slick and steady, and under it came the soft squish of the wet diaper.

“Your cunt’s sucking at me,” he said. “The whole cock, and my balls on your ass. You stood out there all night full of piss with this hole empty. It’s not empty now.”

I shook my head once. It wasn’t against him. The silence still had hold of my tongue. My bell hand lay loose on the cushion, and he looked at it and didn’t take it.

“Spread wider. I want my balls flat on that red skin.”

I spread. He changed the pace, shorter now, his hips snapping, his balls slapping my ass, heat on top of heat, the sting and the fucking stacked on each other. The couch creaked. My pussy made a wet noise on the way out and a deeper one when he slammed back in. Sweat gathered under the gown at my waist. The old diaper went warmer where it rubbed, piss and slick mixing in the padding, a mess against my thighs. My clit swelled and caught on him and lost him and caught him again, and I chased the catch with my hips, and my hole fluttered around the thick of him, and he felt it.

“There,” he said. “That clench. I can feel it on my cock.”

He fucked me harder for a while and then slowed down, patient, and put his thumb on my clit and pressed, and left it, and pressed again. My belly jumped.

“Your clit’s hard right there,” he said. “You want me to stay on it. I’m not asking you, because I already know. Your pussy’s talking. Your mouth isn’t.”

He took his thumb away and fucked me deep and even, never pulling all the way out, his cock filling me on every stroke and the head nudging the end of me. My own slick ran down and soaked the diaper around my thighs and made it heavier and stickier, a warm ring I couldn’t kick off. My ass lifted to meet him even with the burn. He set one hand flat on my belly and pressed, feeling himself move inside me.

“I can feel my cock in you right here,” he said. “And you’re dripping down onto a diaper you already pissed in. Hold your hips still. I set the pace.”

I tried to hold them, and they still rose. He pinned them and kept fucking me, calm, the same man who had stood in the box with his arms folded all night. A sound broke in my throat, not a word, and he heard it and didn’t give me anything for it.

“You wrote that you wanted my cum in this cunt,” he said. “You wrote that you wanted to say it. Paper, that’s what I got. Now I’ve got your hole, and your piss, and your shut mouth, and the only thing left is the clock.”

I watched the hands past his shoulder. My breath was coming apart, and my pussy kept gripping him, and I was right on the edge, and he knew it. He slowed down just enough to keep me there, immovable, fucking me through it without letting the peak break.

“Not yet,” he said. “You’d come on this cock without asking for it. I’m not giving you the word, and I’m not giving you a count. Stay there. Your hole’s fluttering. Hold it.”

He stayed deep, with his palm on my belly and his other hand holding my hip so I couldn’t scramble any faster than he allowed. The diaper rubbed, and the sting in my ass flared every time his balls hit me, and my clit throbbed, untouched now, which was worse and better, and I couldn’t tell which. I shook my head again, a small shake, and he read it.

“That isn’t no,” he said. “If it was no, you’d ring. You’re not ringing. So I keep fucking you.”

He did. The last minute crawled along at the speed of his cock in my cunt, sweat on my ribs, the room smelling of piss and sex. I got tighter, and he felt it and drove through it, long strokes that shoved a broken breath out of me and still weren’t the end.

For six weeks the queen’s gown had meant that I didn’t beg. Now it was shoved up around my waist, and the queen wasn’t in the room.

Midnight clicked over on the wall, a small sound under the wet noise of him.

My mouth opened all by itself. Six weeks of nothing offstage broke on one word, once, raw.

“Daddy.”

It hung there in the room. He didn’t answer it. He hadn’t asked for it, and his face didn’t change. His cock kept driving into my pussy at exactly the same pace, with no extra thrust for the word and no pause either.

I came under him with that word still hanging in the room and nothing added to it. My cunt clamped down hard on his cock and pulsed, milking the length of him while my hips jerked and tried to take him deeper. The spasms ran through my hole and up into my belly, sharp, then rolling, then sharp again. My ass clenched, and the spanked skin flared, and I didn’t pull away. The diaper at my thighs got crushed between us, wet plastic and hot skin. A noise lived in my throat for a moment and died. There was no second word. I shook, and I came in long grips around him, slick flooding out of me, my clit throbbing every time he ground in, and he watched my face and held my hips and fucked me through it, patient, not praising it, just taking whatever my pussy did.

“There,” he said. “All of that on my cock. Don’t speak again.”

He gave me a few more deep strokes, and then his cock swelled inside the tight pulse of my cunt, and he came. Hot cum pumped into me in thick pulses, filling me and pushing deep, and some of it squeezed out around his shaft when there was no more room and ran down onto the wet diaper under my ass. His balls drew up tight against me. He stayed buried until the last throb eased, breathing slowly, one palm heavy on my hip and the other spread across my belly as if he meant to hold the cum inside me.

“In you,” he said. “All of it. Hold it there.”

He pulled out when he was ready, and his cum and my slick dripped from my hole in a slow string onto the used diaper. He reached into the bag for the wipes and cleaned me without any hurry, the cool cloth on my pussy, wiping his cum off my clit and the swollen lips of my cunt and out of the crease of my ass and off the red skin where his balls had slapped me. He dropped the wipes and shook powder over my belly and into the creases of my thighs, a dry cloud on wet skin.

“Fresh one,” he said. “Hips up.”

I lifted, and he slid a thick, plain white diaper under me, brought the front up over my pussy and taped it snug on both sides, the tapes loud in the quiet room. The dry bulk cupped a cunt that was still throbbing and still full of him. He drew the gown down and smoothed the skirts until the diaper disappeared again under the queen’s cloth. Then he sat back and pulled me into his lap, my back against his chest and my thighs together so the new diaper pressed tight, and his palm settled flat on the front, right over my clit, and stayed there.

It was past midnight. The six weeks were over, and my mouth was mine again. I could have asked for the bathroom out loud. The words were right there, any of them, and none of them would have cost me the night.

The bell under the cuff still meant that I could stop him and lose nothing. I didn’t lift it.

His fingers tapped the front of the diaper, once, plastic under his hand, and then twice.

“Now,” he said. “Piss. In the diaper, on my tap. Not in a bathroom, and not later. I want the mess under my hand.”

The pressure had been sitting low in my belly ever since he first pushed into me, held the way my mouth had held, waiting for him. The third tap landed, and I let go.

It started small, heat at the slit of my pussy and a thin push into a diaper that was still dry and soft with powder, a warm coin spreading under his palm before the stream found its size. Then it broke, and the piss left me in a hard hot rush, and the diaper drank it from the inside. The core swelled, and the front rounded out against his hand. I felt the wet crawl, a stripe climbing toward my belly and a spill running down between my ass cheeks, the back panel cool for one breath before it took its share. The tapes tugged as the bulk grew. Inside the plastic a quiet hiss ran on, close, his to hear. He pressed, and didn’t lift his hand.

“I can feel it,” he said. “Don’t stop. Heavier. All of it.”

It kept coming in long pulses, soak after soak, until the inside went soft and hot and the whole diaper sagged between my thighs, a warm weight in his lap, wet out to the leg cuffs and dark where the piss sat. Nothing leaked. He’d taped it for this. He pressed the soaked front back against my pussy and my clit and tapped once more, lightly, and the last weak stream left me and disappeared into the padding. The crinkle was louder now, and the diaper was full, and I sat in it in the gown in his lap, with his cum still in my cunt underneath the piss.

“There’s my girl,” he said.

It went into me through the wet front, straight to my clit, and my hips gave a small jerk I couldn’t help. He felt that too, and his palm stayed where it was.

“Do you need the bathroom?” he said.

I didn’t answer. Midnight had given me back the ask, and I didn’t use it. I stayed where he’d put me, the bell quiet under the lace and the notepad still out of reach across the room, his hand on the soaked diaper, and I kept the rest of it to myself.

❦

I sat at the kitchen table with my satin slip stuck to the backs of my thighs and an uncapped pen in my right hand. The diaper under the slip was thick and dry, and it crinkled when I leaned forward. The brass bell on my left wrist rested against the wood and didn’t ring.

My name was on the top line of the first page. Next season, two leading roles. I read it all the way down, the way I read a score I already know by heart, and the dry diaper pressed against my pussy every time I shifted.

I signed, and the ink went down dark and a little wet. I turned the page and signed that one too, and kept signing until the stack was done and my wrist ached and the diaper had gone warm just from my sitting in it.

Anton came in from the hall, barefoot, with the same low quiet he’d been using on me all year. He didn’t look at my mouth. He looked at the pages.

“Two leads,” he said. “And your name’s on the top line. You signed every one of them.”

I pushed the stack across to him, and the bell ticked once against the table and stopped.

“The ink’s still shiny on the last page,” he said. “Don’t smear it.”

He took the pages to the counter and slid them into an envelope. He licked it and pressed the seal down with his thumb, hard, the way he presses a tape flat.

“Coffee.” He set a cup down beside my left hand, close enough that its heat sat right under the bell. “I’ll be in the studio. You know how to get me.”

He went, and the studio door clicked shut behind him. I sat there with my coffee and my dry diaper and didn’t call him back.

Later I stood at the sink with both my hands under the running water, the slip cool on my belly, the diaper a fat, quiet weight between my legs. I’d been holding it since the table, and the hold broke without any decision I could put a name to.

The heat started low, a small give just behind my clit, and then a thin line of it left me and went into the diaper and had nowhere else to go. I gripped the steel edge of the sink. More came. It hit the front first, hot on my pussy, and the dry padding there drank it and swelled up on the left side before the right, unevenly, a lump growing against my lips. I heard a soft ticking and thought it was the pipes. It was piss hitting plastic, right underneath me, muffled and close.

It spread. Down the inside of my left thigh the diaper was still dry, and that dry edge felt cool for a second before the heat reached it and wiped the cool away. The tapes dragged at my hips. The front got heavy and pulled the slip down with it, and a dark line showed up on the satin where it touched the plastic and stayed there. I didn’t stop. Another pulse pushed out of me, longer, and the back of the diaper took some of it when I shifted my feet, warmth crawling under my ass, the padding going thick and soft until my hole was sitting in heat.

The last of it left me in a slow squeeze, and my clit throbbed once in the wet. The mess sat heavy against my cunt, finished, already cooling at the edges while the middle stayed hot. I had pissed myself standing at the kitchen sink, with the slip stuck to the bulk of the diaper, and I could smell it, sharp and mine.

I shut the water off. The weight swung when I stepped back. I lifted my left wrist and rang the bell, once. One clean note. That was the whole of what I asked.

He filled the kitchen doorway and didn’t say a word. He had a towel over his arm and a fresh diaper in his hand, thick and plain and white, and a bottle of lube, and a small black plug with a wide base. He looked at the sag of the diaper under my slip, and his mouth didn’t change.

He spread the towel out on the table and left the sealed envelope where it was.

“Up.”

His hands went under my arms, and he lifted me onto the towel. The soaked diaper crushed when I sat, and the warm piss surged up against my pussy, and I grabbed his forearm and made no sound.

“Heavy,” he said. “You stood at my sink and let the whole thing go. The front’s blown, the back’s wet, and the tapes are just hanging on. Can you feel them pulling at your hips?”

I didn’t answer.

His palm came down on the soaked front and pressed it into my cunt and stayed there.

“I asked you something.”

I kept my mouth shut. He ground his palm in once, slowly, and the hot diaper mashed my clit flat, and my hips jerked. A fresh slick, not piss, welled out of my pussy into the mess.

“That’ll do for an answer,” he said. “Legs open. Slip up. You don’t hide this from me.”

I opened my knees, and he pushed the satin up to my waist. The diaper was loud when he peeled the tapes, a long rip of plastic on one side and then the other. He opened it, and the cool air hit my wet skin. The piss shone on my pussy and in the folds and down the crack of my ass, caught where the leg cuffs had held it. The used diaper stayed spread under my hips, cold plastic against the small of my back.

“Look at this cunt,” he said. “Wet with piss on the outside, and underneath that you’re leaking all on your own. One ring. That’s all you spent.”

He took a wipe, cold, and cleaned my belly first, then the crease of each thigh, then my pussy, between the lips and over the clit. I flinched, and he didn’t ease off.

“Hold still,” he said. “I’m getting all the piss off you before I touch you properly.”

He wiped lower, over my hole, and the cloth pressed against the rim and my ass clenched, and the open diaper crackled under me.

“Tight,” he said. “You’ve never given me this hole. Today you’re going to. The plug first, with plenty of lube, slowly. My fingers on your clit until you come while I’m fucking your ass. Then I come in you. Then a dry diaper, and my hand stays on the front of it. Nod if you want this. Two rings if you don’t.”

I nodded. My pussy clenched on nothing, and a string of wet dropped down onto the used diaper, and he saw it.

“There you go. Dripping, and the plug’s not even slick yet. Six weeks you wouldn’t ask for anything out loud, and the rest is over now, and you still won’t. That’s fine.”

The bottle clicked open. He coated two fingers and the plug, which was black and not very long, but fat enough in the middle that I stared at it.

“On your side,” he said. “Top knee up, toward me.”

I turned over. The wet diaper stuck to my thigh and came with me, cold plastic on skin, and he pulled it free of my hip and left it lying against my leg, so I could still feel its soggy weight every time I moved.

“Now your hole.”

One slick finger circled it. He didn’t push. Around and around, patient, until the muscle jumped.

“You’re locking it,” he said. “Let it go, or I’ll sit here all morning. I don’t mind either way.”

I couldn’t make the muscle quit. His other hand slid underneath me and found my clit, two fingers flat on it, a small rub through the slick.

“Let it go.”

It gave, and his finger pressed in to the first knuckle, and the burn was bright and small. He held it there.

“Just that,” he said. “Breathe. Your clit’s already hard under my fingers. I’m not moving this hand until your hole takes the plug.”

He worked the finger deeper, out and in, more lube, and then a second finger beside the first, and the stretch went from a point to a ring. I grabbed the towel. My pussy leaked down onto his wrist.

“That’s my girl.”

I felt that right between my legs. My hole fluttered around his fingers and my clit jumped, and I pushed back against him without meaning to.

“Greedy,” he said. “Two fingers, and you’re already fucking them. All right.”

He drew his fingers out, and the tip of the plug touched me, colder than his hand and blunt. He set it there and waited.

“Push out a little, the same as for the fingers. Slowly.”

I pushed. The tip opened me and slid in, and the burn widened as the plug got thicker, and he stopped at the widest part and let me shake.

“That’s the fat part, and you’re not past it yet,” he said. “Stay there. Feel your ass trying to push it out and suck it in at the same time.”

His fingers kept up that small circle on my clit while the burn peaked. I bore down, and the wide part popped through, and the base seated against me with a soft slap of lube. A sound came out of my throat that wasn’t a word. The diaper against my thigh crinkled when my leg jerked.

“In,” he said. “All the way. Look at you. Your clit’s swollen, and your cunt’s dripping on my towel, and your hole’s full of a plug, and you still haven’t said a thing. You don’t have to.”

He took hold of the base and fucked me with the plug in short strokes, out to the widest part with a mean little stretch and back in until it seated, and out again. The sound was wet and blunt, and every time the base tapped against me his fingers pressed harder on my clit.

“Listen to that,” he said. “That’s your ass doing the talking. It’s louder than you are.”

My thigh started to shake, and he stopped with the plug deep and held it there.

“Not yet. You don’t come on plastic. On your knees now, chest on the towel, ass at the edge.”

He helped me turn over. The table was hard under my knees, and he pulled me back until my ass hung right where he was standing. The slip fell forward around my ribs, and the used diaper dragged under my shin, soggy and loud. The bell knocked the wood once and went still.

He pulled the plug out slowly, and my hole stayed open for a second, cool air in a place that had been full, and then it tried to close. More lube. Two fingers again, twisting, opening me, pressing in until I pushed back and took them to the knuckle.

“There,” he said. “That spot, right inside. You feel my fingers on it, and your clit wants the same rhythm, and I can give you both. I will.”

He matched them, fingers in my ass and fingers on my clit, slow, on the same count. My pussy squeezed, and a drop fell onto the towel under me, and I heard it land.

“You’re soaked,” he said. “The piss is all off you, and you’re making a brand-new mess. Hold still.”

He pulled his fingers out. Then his belt and his zipper, and the sound of him slicking his cock, fist on skin. I looked back over my shoulder. He was thick and hard, the head dark and shining, his balls full and tight under his fist.

“Keep your eyes on it,” he said. “This is going in your ass, slower than the plug. You take the head, and we stop. Then more. I’m in no hurry, and your hole can learn.”

He set the head against me and waited. It was bigger than the plug, a blunt pressure that didn’t give.

“Open.”

I pushed, and he pushed. The head fought the rim and then my hole spread around it, a deep burn going wider and hotter, and then the head popped in and he stopped dead. I grabbed the towel with both hands, and spit wet the cloth under my mouth, and no word came out of me.

“Fuck,” he said, low in his chest. “Tight. Hot. You’re choking the head. And your hips just backed up onto me. You want the rest.”

I backed up, and another inch of his cock slid into my ass, and the burn flattened out into a thick, stuffed feeling that climbed my spine. He didn’t help with that inch. He let me take it.

“That’s it,” he said. “You do the work. Another one.”

I took another, and he groaned once, quietly.

“Good girl. Halfway. Feel how wide you are. I’m not even all the way in yet, and your cunt’s dripping down your thigh onto that wet diaper. You can hear it crinkle every time you rock.”

I could.

His hand came back to my clit, slick and steady, a circle and then a flatter rub and then the circle again.

“You’re going to come while I fuck this ass,” he said. “I’ll go slowly until you start, and I’ll stay slow after that if I want to. You don’t get to pick the speed.”

He rocked into me, shallow, the head dragging inside me, and his fingers never lost the count. Out a little and in a little, the burn turning into a deep pull that I started chasing. My pussy clenched on nothing and made a wet sound of its own.

“Hear your cunt,” he said. “Empty and jealous. I’m not putting anything in it. This is the hole I wanted. You rang, and I chose.”

He fed me more of him, a little at a time with a stop between so I could breathe, and his balls swung forward and tapped against my pussy, a soft heavy knock of warm skin on wet lips, and again every time he sank deeper.

“That’s my balls on your cunt every time I give you another inch,” he said. “Full. They’re going to empty into this ass. Not yet, though.”

The last inch went in, his hips met me, and I was full in a way the plug had never made me, stretched around the base of his cock, stuffed so deep I could feel him in my belly. He held still there, his fingers still working my clit, and the open wet diaper crinkled under my knee as I shook.

“All the way,” he said. “Your first time, and you took the whole cock.”

My ass gripped him hard at that, and he grunted.

“That. Do that again. Milk it.”

He pulled halfway out, an enormous drag with the tight ring of my hole sliding along him, and drove back in, slow and deep, his balls against my pussy and his fingers on my clit in the same stroke. Again, and again, patient. Every stroke ended with him seated in me and staying there for a second, so I could feel how deep he was before he took it away.

“You’re shaking,” he said. “Your thighs and your belly. Your hole’s fluttering on every out-stroke. Don’t hold on to it. Come on my cock, with my fingers right here on this clit. I want to feel your ass squeeze me while you do it.”

The heat stacked up and had nowhere to go. My clit was swollen and too bare, and he didn’t lighten his hand. His cock pressed that deep spot on every in-stroke, and the two feelings met somewhere behind my pussy and broke.

It started in my ass, a hard clamp around him, then my cunt pulsing on nothing, then my clit under his fingers, wave after wave of it. My mouth opened on the towel, and no word came out, only spit on the cloth. My hole fluttered and squeezed his cock, and he kept fucking me through it, slow and deep, not letting it drop away, his voice right at my ear.

“That’s it. Keep going. I can feel every grip. Your cunt’s dripping on my balls, and your ass won’t let go of me. Give me another one.”

I did. A second wave came, sharper, my knee skidding on the wet diaper and the bell ticking against the table when my wrist jerked. He rubbed me right through the raw, sensitive part, and I came again, smaller and meaner, my hole milking him in short tight pulls.

“That’s what I wanted,” he said. “Stay open for me. My turn now.”

He took his hand off my clit and held both my hips. I was limp and still full of him. He fucked my ass a little faster, but still not rough, the wet sound louder now, lube and my mess and the slap of his balls against my pussy, and I felt his cock swell and the thickness change.

“I’m going to come in this hole,” he said. “Deep. Hold still and take it.”

He shoved in to the base and stayed there. His cock jumped, and then came the heat, thick pulses of cum pumping into my ass and filling me while he groaned once, that big low sound of his, his fingers digging into my hips and his balls pressed tight and empty against my cunt.

“Fuck,” he said. “Take it. All of it. Don’t push it out yet.”

He stayed buried until the last twitch had passed. His thumb stroked my hip once, the only soft thing he’d done all morning, and then he pulled out slowly. My hole tried to close and couldn’t. His cum followed him out, warm, leaking out of me and down over my pussy onto the towel, a mess of his cum and my wet and the lube, stringing and dripping, and I could feel every drop leave.

“Look at that hole,” he said. “Open and red and dripping my cum. You took a plug and then a cock, and you never once asked out loud. You did good.”

I stayed down on my chest, my breath hitching, the slip stuck to my back with sweat and the soggy diaper still against my shin. I didn’t ring, and I didn’t reach for anything.

He wiped me then, gently this time, and thoroughly, my ass and the rim, then my pussy, over my clit until I twitched, then my thighs. He dropped the used diaper on the floor, and its crinkle was dull and full and finished.

“Powder.”

He patted it over my hips and belly and into the creases of my thighs, the cool of it landing on skin still hot from being fucked. He slid the fresh diaper under me, thick and loud, and turned me onto my back on the towel.

The diaper came up between my legs, dry, and enormous after being bare for so long. He brought the front over my cunt and pulled the tapes snug, one side and then the other, the top ones last, flat and without a twist. Then his palm pressed the front of the new diaper down over my pussy and stayed there.

“Dry,” he said. “For now. My hand stays.”

The pressure sat on my clit through clean padding. My ass was sore and open and still full of the last of him, held in by the diaper he’d just taped on me, and I felt a slow warm leak inside the crack, and the fresh diaper took it without any sound I could hear yet.

He pulled the satin down over the diaper and smoothed it with his free hand, the hem covering the plastic and the bulk showing anyway. Then he turned my left wrist up so the bell rested against the side of his thumb, and he kissed the inside of my wrist just below it, his mouth warm, for a long second, and he never lifted his other palm off the front of the diaper.

The sealed envelope sat beside the coffee with every page inside it, the ink and the two leads and my name on the top line.

“Signed,” he said. “That part’s finished. If you want anything else from me, you ring.”

His palm didn’t move. The diaper was warm under it, thick, already holding what he’d left in me. The bell was cool on my wrist. One ring was the only ask I had left, and it hung there, still.

If you want more like this, read Daddy’s Good Girl next


Corseted, Caged and Pegged into His Wife’s Sissy — Wife-Led Sissy Enema and Messing ABDL

Iprice risk for a living, which is a polite way of saying that I sit on the ninth floor of an insurance company and decide how likely it is that your kitchen will catch fire. Not yours in particular. Yours and the kitchens of a whole lot of other people, sorted by the age of the wiring, how far the house sits from a fire station, and whether anyone inside smokes. I have a spreadsheet for it. I have spreadsheets for most things. On a good day the numbers line up in their columns like people waiting politely for a bus, and I drive home feeling that the world is a little more orderly than it looks from the street.

That Tuesday was a good day, mostly. Ray from the next desk, sixty if he was a day and the most stubborn man on the floor, spent the morning arguing with me about whether a dog that had bitten one mail carrier should count the same as a dog that had bitten two, and I won, because I had the claims to prove it. After lunch the coffee machine in the break room made the noise everybody says sounds like a goose dying, and someone had taped a sign to it that said PLEASE BE PATIENT, I AM DOING MY BEST. I laughed at that harder than it deserved. I’m thirty-eight, and on the ninth floor that still makes me the youngest by a good ten years, because pricing and claims is where people end up after a couple of decades of floods and fires. I’ve sat there long enough, though, that the jokes feel like they were made to my size: small, dry, and over before anyone has to clap.

People who know me call me careful, and they say it the way you’d mention a limp. I check the stove twice before we leave the house. I pay the credit card the day the statement arrives, not the day it’s due. When Nadia and I got engaged, it was Nadia who wanted a prenup, and it was me who read every page of it twice at the kitchen table with a pencil, which she still brings up at dinner parties as proof that she married the right man.

Nadia is two years younger than I am, a contracts lawyer who reads the way other people breathe. She has dark hair that she pins up with whatever pen is closest, reading glasses that she pushes up into it and then loses for an hour, and a habit of reading things out loud that makes everything sound binding. Menus. The back of the cereal box. The small print on a parking ticket that explains how to appeal. She reads all of it in the same cool, amused voice, like she’s checking whether the words meant what they said. When I argue with her, she doesn’t raise her voice. She reads the sentence again, slower. I have lost every argument of our marriage that way, and I have never once been able to explain afterward how it happened.

When I came home that Tuesday she was on the couch with a client’s lease in her lap and her shoes kicked off, and she didn’t look up.

“Listen to this,” she said. “‘The tenant shall keep the premises in good repair, ordinary wear and tear excepted.’ Ordinary wear and tear. As if two people have ever agreed about what’s ordinary.”

“Ordinary is whatever happens to most people,” I said, setting my briefcase down by the stairs. “I could give you a number.”

“I know you could.” She looked up then, over the glasses, and she held my eyes a second longer than a wife needs to when her husband walks in with the mail. “That’s what I like about you. You think everything has a number.”

“Everything does.”

“Mm.” She went back to the lease. Then, without looking up again, she pointed her pen at the refrigerator. “Speaking of numbers. Year eight.”

I knew what she meant before I turned around. The prenup had a clause near the end that I had circled in pencil the first time I read it: either party could call a review in the eighth year of the marriage, after hours, on the paper. I’d asked her why eight, back then, and she’d laughed and said, “Because by year eight people know what they’ve actually got. Before that they’re still reading the brochure.” I had filed it away as a chance to run the house figures again.

On the calendar on the fridge she had circled a Thursday later that month in red pen.

“That’s the review?” I said.

“That’s the review. My office, after everyone’s gone. I’ll call it properly, on paper, the way the clause says.”

“I’ll bring the figures on the house. I ran them in March. They should still hold.”

“Bring yourself,” she said, and turned a page of the lease. “And wear the gray suit. It’s my favorite.”

I stood there a moment with my keys still in my hand, feeling something I couldn’t put a number on, and then I went upstairs to change. I told myself it was about money. Year eight is when couples look at the house and the accounts and decide whether the arrangement still makes sense. That was all a review was. I told myself that several times that week, the way you keep checking a locked door, and every time I checked it, it felt a little less locked.

Because there was something else it could be about, and I had been hiding it from her for nine years.

It started long before Nadia, in my first apartment, the year I was twenty-four. It was a one-bedroom over a dry cleaner’s, with a radiator that banged all winter like somebody was trapped inside it, and it was the first place in my life that was only mine. I was a grown man with a salary and a lease and a door I could lock, and that was when I finally did something about a want that had first turned up in my early twenties and still didn’t have a name. One night I sat at my little table with the laptop and ordered a box of adult diapers. Men’s, large, the thick kind. I checked the order three times before I paid, and afterward I closed the laptop and sat in the dark feeling ashamed of a cardboard box that was still in a warehouse two states away.

When it came, I hid it at the back of the closet behind my winter boots. The first night I wore one, I turned off every light and lay on my back and didn’t move for a long time. The padding was ridiculous between my thighs, warm and wide, and it crinkled every time I breathed, and my cock got so hard against the front of it that it hurt. I didn’t even use my hand at first. I just pressed the heel of my palm down on the thick front and rocked, slow, until I came into it with my mouth open and no sound coming out. Then I lay there in the mess I’d made and felt two things at once that should have canceled each other out, shame and a kind of calm I had never felt anywhere else. They didn’t cancel. They never have.

After that it became something I did, the way other men have a cigar on Fridays. Not every night. Often enough.

When I met Nadia, I put it away like a habit you mean to quit. I didn’t quit. I moved the box to my office instead, to the bottom drawer of my desk on the ninth floor, the one with a lock, behind folders of old fire claims that nobody would ever ask to see. On nights when she worked late, I slipped one into my briefcase, taped flat against itself, and carried it home past the security desk like contraband. Nadia and I had eight years of good, polite sex in the dark, the kind of sex two careful people have, and I never once said to her any of the things I whispered to the ceiling on the nights she wasn’t home.

Then this year my body started telling on me.

In March I woke at four in the morning, soaked. I’d been dreaming about it, the diaper, a voice reading something to me, and my body had simply stopped waiting for permission. Nadia was asleep on her side with her back to me, dry, thank God. I got up without a sound, pulled the sheets off my half of the bed, and had them in the washer on hot before the sky was even gray. When I came back upstairs she was sitting up in bed, looking at the bare mattress and the big dark stain in the pad.

“I knocked my water over,” I said. “In my sleep. The mattress drank it right up. It’s old.”

She looked at the glass on my nightstand. It was full. I had filled it at bedtime and never touched it. She didn’t say one word about the glass.

“Then we’ll get a new one,” she said, and she went down to make coffee, and I stood there in my damp shorts thinking I had gotten away with it.

The new mattress came in April. In June it happened again, the same dream and the same four in the morning and the same dark spot, a big one.

“It’s the foam,” I said. “This new foam traps heat. I sweat right through it.”

She stood at the foot of the bed in her robe with her phone in her hand, and she said, “Twice,” the way she’d write one word in the margin of a page. Then she went downstairs. I heard her talking quietly in the kitchen and assumed she was calling about the warranty.

I should have stopped there. I didn’t. What I did instead was search. Late at night, at the kitchen table, on my laptop, with her asleep upstairs. I told myself I was only looking, the way you might look at boats you’ll never buy. Men’s diapers, large, overnight. A small steel cage that locks, the kind a wife keeps the key to. A husband wearing one under his suit at the office, and a wife who checks him before he leaves the house. I read until my face was hot and my cock was pressing against the edge of the table, and then I cleared the history, every single time, the way you wipe down a counter. I had priced it. The risk was low. Nadia used her own laptop for everything, and she had never once touched mine.

The week of the review, little things kept catching on me like a sleeve on a nail.

On Saturday I found her in the upstairs dressing room with the gray trousers I had worn on Tuesday laid across her knees and a tailor’s tape measure hanging around her neck.

“Checking whether the dry cleaner shrank them,” she said, before I could ask.

“Did they?”

“No.” She rolled the tape up neatly. “You’re exactly what you were.” Then, as I turned to go, “Do you still have the sheet from your tailor? With all your measurements?”

“Somewhere. Why?”

“I want to surprise you with something,” she said. “Don’t price it.”

I dug the sheet out of my desk that evening, and she folded it into her bag, and I forgot about it.

On Monday, at breakfast, she read me a line from a contract she was drafting, something about one party reporting every incident to the other party in writing, and then she looked at me over her coffee and said, “You’ve been quiet lately.”

“Busy month at work.”

“Mm,” she said. That was her whole answer, and it sat there between us next to the toast.

On Wednesday she texted me at four in the afternoon: Late tonight. Prepping the review. Don’t wait up.

I looked at that message for a long time. Then I unlocked the bottom drawer.

I told myself not to on the drive home, and again when I parked, and again on the stairs. I had a speech ready for myself: two wet beds this year, a review in the morning, and I was going to lie in my own house in a diaper the night before like a man who wanted to get caught. I made the speech to the bathroom mirror while I showered. Then I went into the bedroom and laid a bath towel over my side of the mattress, because I had learned that much, and I took the diaper out of my briefcase.

I lay back on the towel and lifted my hips and slid it under me, and I brought the front up between my legs and pulled the tapes across, one side and then the other, snug. The padding pushed my thighs apart. My cock was already filling against it before the second tape was even flat, and I lay there in the lamplight feeling the familiar shame climb up my neck like heat from a stove. Then I switched off the lamp.

In the dark I let myself picture it the way I never let myself picture it when she was home.

Her office. A long table. Nadia at the head of it with her glasses on and her hair pinned up with a pen, reading out loud in that cool, amused voice, as if the words were only being checked. In this house the diaper stays taped. I pressed my palm down over the front of it and felt my cock throb under all that thickness. A small steel cage, and the key on her keyring next to her car key, where I would see it every morning when she picked up her bag. He asks before he pisses. The bathroom door, and her hand on the outside of it. He does not argue the check.

“Make me ask,” I whispered, to nobody. It was the first time I had said that out loud in this house, and my hips came up off the towel as if somebody had pulled a string.

I rubbed myself through the padding, heavy and slow, pressure instead of a grip, the way I had taught myself in that apartment over the dry cleaner’s. The plastic crackled under my hand. Precum was soaking the inside of it already, slick against the head of my cock. I pictured her reading the same line again, slower, because I’d balked, and the heat went through me so hard that I had to stop moving for a second and just breathe.

Then I let go, on purpose.

I had never done that in our bed. I had always held it, as if holding were the line between a private thing and a sickness. Now I lay there and let my bladder open, and the piss came out of me in a hot, steady rush, soaking into the padding under my cock and spreading back between my legs until the whole diaper went heavy and warm against me. It was so warm and so wrong and so exactly what I wanted that my whole body shook with it. I ground the heel of my hand into the soaked front and imagined her palm there instead, flat, feeling it happen, and her voice saying that I had pissed without asking.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “I didn’t ask. I’m sorry.” My cock was so hard it felt swollen to the root, trapped in the wet padding, and I pushed against it, rubbed it, chased it through all that thickness, until I came with my mouth open and her name in it. It ran out of me in hot spurts into the soaked diaper, one after another, while I pressed down so hard my wrist ached, and I kept rubbing through it until the pleasure turned sharp and I had to let go.

Afterward I lay in the dark with the diaper sagging warm and full between my thighs, and I made myself be practical, because that’s the only way I know how to stop shaking. I peeled it off and wrapped it in two grocery bags and carried it out to the bin by the curb in my bathrobe, under the streetlight, like a criminal. I showered again. I put the towel in the washer and opened the bedroom window to let the room breathe. I priced the odds that she would notice anything. They were low. They were always low.

She came home a little after midnight. I heard her heels in the hall and then her bare feet on the stairs, and then the mattress dipped as she got in beside me.

“You ran the washer,” she said in the dark.

“Just a towel.”

“In the middle of the night.”

“I spilled something.”

“Hm.” She was quiet long enough that I thought she had fallen asleep. Then she said, “Tomorrow, at dinner, you drink water. Nothing else.”

“Why?”

“Because I want you sober when you read,” she said, and she rolled onto her side, and in a minute her breathing went slow and even, and I lay there awake until the window went gray.

Thursday crawled. I wore the gray suit. Ray asked me twice if I was coming down with something, and I blamed allergies. At home she had made pasta, and she poured me a glass of water before I sat down, and she watched me drink it the way she watches a witness sign. Her kitchen timer, the cheap white one she uses for rice, ticked on the counter until it rang. She ate fast and kissed my cheek and picked up her bag, and I heard her keys jingle on their ring, the office key, the car key, the little brass one for the mailbox.

“Eight o’clock,” she said at the door. “The night guard knows your name. Take the stairs to the fourth floor. The elevator chimes when the building’s empty, and I hate that sound.”

“Nadia,” I said. “What is this?”

She smiled at me, a real smile, warm and amused, the one that had made me ask her to dinner nine years ago. “It’s a review, Hugo,” she said. “You’re very good at those.” Then she was gone.

At ten to eight I parked outside her building downtown. The guard, a gray-haired man well past sixty who had worked that desk for as long as Nadia had been in the building, looked up from his little screen and said, “Evening, Hugo, she’s expecting you,” as if I were a delivery, and I took the stairs because she’d told me to. The fourth floor was dark except for the red exit signs. The carpet swallowed my steps. Every office I passed had its door open and its chairs pushed in, and the whole floor had that particular hush that offices get when the people are gone and the machines are still thinking. At the end of the hall a single line of warm light showed under the conference room door.

I stood there with my hand on the handle and did what I always do. I tried to price it.

I couldn’t find a number.

I opened the door and went in.

❦

The conference room door shut behind me, and the hush of the empty floor closed over it. Nadia’s desk lamp was the only light on the long table. She sat at the head of it with the prenup under a thick packet of papers, and she didn’t look up.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. The leather chair was cold through my suit, the way chairs get when nobody has been in them for hours.

She read the cover page out loud, in the voice she uses when a whole room is being paid to listen.

“Review. Hugo, thirty-eight. Nadia, thirty-six. Married eight years. Prenup, page four: either party may call a review in year eight, after hours, on the paper.” She set the page down. “I called it, and you came. Thank you.”

Only then did I look at the rest of the table. Beside her packet lay an adult diaper, folded open, the tapes peeled back and the thick white padding facing the ceiling. At my place sat her good pen, a strip of yellow tabs, and a full glass of water.

The heat came up from my collar into my ears. Under the table my cock thickened against my trousers, a slow, stupid swell, and when I shifted to hide it I only made it worse. She watched my hips, not my face.

“You’re hard,” she said, without any change in her voice. “I’ve read out our ages and the years we’ve been married, and I haven’t laid a finger on you.”

“It’s the diaper.”

“Say it properly.”

“I’m hard because of the diaper.”

“Thank you. That wasn’t so terrible.”

It landed somewhere low. My cock jumped, and I put both hands flat on the table so I wouldn’t cover myself like a man caught in a lie.

She slid two photographs across to me, each with a date written on the white border in her neat hand. Both showed our mattress, stripped bare, with a big dark stain in the pad.

“March,” she said. “You knocked your water over and the old mattress drank it up. Your glass was full, Hugo. Then June, a brand-new mattress, the same stain, and this time it was the foam.” She tapped the second photo. “Foam doesn’t do that twice.”

I looked at the dates. I didn’t say the foam was bad, and I didn’t say I hadn’t done it.

She laid a stapled printout on top of the photos. The line across the top said the browsing history had been cleared.

“You wiped it,” she said. “I’d printed it the week before. I’ll read you three, and you stop me if I get a word wrong.”

She read them flat, without any mockery, which was so much worse.

“Adult diaper, men’s, large, overnight, thick. That’s your size. I measured the waist of your gray trousers on Saturday.” She turned a page. “Cage, locked, sleep, wife holds the key.” Another page. “Husband in a diaper under his suit. No bathroom. She checks.” She squared the pages with two light taps. “Deny one of them.”

I knew that size the way I know a rate I’ve used a hundred times. None of the three was wrong.

“I don’t,” I said.

“Then drink your water.”

I drank all of it, cold all the way down, and she watched the glass empty.

My mouth did what it always does when I’m frightened and reached for a number. “If this is about splitting up, the figures I ran on the house in March still hold. The accounts divide cleanly. I can have a revised sheet by morning.”

“Oh, Hugo.” For a second she sounded almost fond. She slid a typed document under my hands instead: four clauses, a yellow tab beside each, and a blank line across the very top. “It isn’t a split. I typed this myself. You initial it, or you say the word I’m about to write, and we go home and have a perfectly nice weekend and never mention any of this again.”

She uncapped her pen and wrote in the blank, slowly, so I watched every letter come.

Amber.

“That’s your stop word. You had water at dinner and nothing else. Tell me if that’s wrong.”

“It’s right. I didn’t drink.”

“Then listen, because this matters more than the rest. If you say amber, whatever is happening stops. Not slows down. Stops. And it costs you nothing. Not the house, not me, not one sharp word afterward. Tonight or in ten years. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“You’ll read the top line last, out loud, before you initial anything. I won’t add a word to it.” She picked up the page. “Clause one. In this house the diaper stays taped. The cage stays locked. The key stays on her ring. He does not touch his cock. He asks before he pisses. He asks before he comes. He reads what she puts in front of him. He does not take the diaper off. He does not ask for the key. If he balks, she reads it again, and he starts over.”

I knew those lines. I had heard them in her voice inside my own head the night before, in the dark, in a diaper, and I had never said them to anyone. I stared at her.

“You talk in your sleep, Hugo,” she said, as if she were reading me a footnote. “You have since March. All I did was write it down.”

My cock ached against my trousers. I kept my hands flat.

“Clause two. The bathroom door latched from the outside. Lace under the diaper, under the suit. I check him before he leaves, I say wet or dry, and he doesn’t argue the check. Clause three. We notarize it. Then he has one hour to revoke it. After that hour it’s a household covenant, and only I can unsign it. The top line isn’t part of that hour. The top line never expires. Clause four. A corset made to his measurements. A woman’s name in this house. I choose it, he answers to it, and he answers to me. He doesn’t pick a softer name, and he doesn’t laugh it off.”

She tapped the top line with the end of her pen. “Now read that one, sober. Then tell me yes, or don’t.”

I read it. My voice came out thin, the voice I use to explain a loss nobody can talk their way out of.

“If Hugo says amber, any scene stops at once. This clause never expires, whatever the rest of this amendment says.”

She didn’t add anything. She put the photos and the printout away in her bag, and I understood they weren’t coming out again. Then she turned the pen around and set it in my hand.

“Yes or no, Hugo.”

“Yes,” I said. “I want this.”

I initialed the top line, small and dark. A week ago year eight had been a sheet of house figures. Now it was three letters I couldn’t take back, and my cock was harder than it had been in months.

“On the table,” she said. “Trousers on the chair.”

I stood. My cock pushed my trousers out in a ridge she didn’t pretend not to see. I got them down, shorts too, folded them over the chair as if neatness still mattered, and lay back on the end of the long table. The wood was cold on my ass. My cock stood up over my belly, flushed and wet at the tip, and she looked at it for a long moment without calling it pretty.

“Clause one. Initial.”

I did, and the pen ticked in the quiet.

“Now you need to go soft for the cage. It won’t go on like that.”

I tried, and it wouldn’t. She set two fingers under my balls and just held their weight, not stroking.

“Breathe out,” she said. “Look at the key. Now look at the size of the tube I picked for you.”

She held it up. The shame did what her fingers hadn’t, and my cock dropped and lay soft against my balls, smaller, the head gone dull.

“There we are.”

She fitted the ring behind my balls and slid the tube over my cock. It was small, so that even soft I filled it to the end. The lock clicked. She held the key where I could see it and clipped it onto her keyring, beside her office key and her car key, and the ring gave one small jingle. That ring had held her office and her car for as long as I’d known her. Now it held my cock too, and I wasn’t getting it back on my own.

She slid the diaper under my ass, thick and loud in the empty room, and brought the front up over the cage so all that bulk sat warm over my cock and balls. She drew the first tape across and pressed it down with her palm, a long press, while my initial was still wet.

“Clause two. Initial.”

I did. The second tape, her palm, the heat of her hand through the plastic.

“Clause three. Initial.”

I did. Tape three, and her palm again. The fourth tape still hung loose, and through the gap I could feel myself starting to swell inside the cage, and there was nowhere to go. Skin met metal and simply stopped.

“Clause four,” she said. “I took your measurements off your tailor’s sheet. Chest forty and a half, waist thirty-four. You guard those like money. And the name. I pick it, and you wear it here. Initial.”

“No,” I said. I said it clearly and sat up, and the loose tape pulled and the diaper crinkled and the cage bit me when I bent.

She took her hand off the tapes and touched the amber line once.

“Then say amber and we go home, and that’s the end of it,” she said gently. “Or initial.”

She waited. Nobody was holding me. I lay back down on my own.

She read clause four again, slower, giving every word its own room. “A corset made to his measurements. A woman’s name in this house. I choose it, he answers to it, and he answers to me. He doesn’t pick a softer name, and he doesn’t laugh it off. Initial, please.”

Amber was right there in her handwriting. Under the padding my cock tried to get hard and couldn’t, because the metal held all of it, and my balls ached against the ring.

I initialed.

She drew the fourth tape across and pressed it flat, and this time she left her hand there. “All closed.”

I lay still with the diaper a warm, fat weight between my legs. Then the water caught up with me.

It started as a tight band under my belly and then a pulse right behind my cock that wanted out. The cold wood didn’t help, and neither did her hand. A slick bead slipped from the tip, and I knew at once it was precum, trapped and cooling on the metal, not the thing I was holding back. A sharper warning came behind it, a thin burn at the head of my caged cock, and I breathed out and it eased and came back. The padding stayed cool at the sides and warm only where she pressed. Dry. I was still dry.

“I need the bathroom,” I said.

“That’s what the diaper is for, sweetheart.”

Her palm didn’t move. I knew exactly what would stop it, because I had read that clause out loud myself not ten minutes earlier, and I kept quiet. I held on to the edge of the table and held on everywhere else, and nothing spread in the padding.

She read me the last page in the same even voice. “Rules, under the initials. He doesn’t take the diaper off. He doesn’t ask again for a bathroom she’s already answered. He kneels when he’s told. He uses his mouth where she puts it. He doesn’t come. His cock stays caged. Any mess in the cage stays there until she says. If he pisses, he pisses in the diaper, and he says so out loud.”

“I didn’t piss,” I said.

“I know you didn’t. You’re holding it for me.” Her mouth curved. “I’m proud of you for that.”

My cock swelled into the tube and leaked a fat slick pulse that was nothing like coming, and I bit down on the sound.

She turned the pen around with her free hand and put it back in my fingers. “Those are new, so they get your initials too. Yes, or amber?”

“Yes,” I said, and I initialed the bottom of the last page, crooked, flat on my back, while her palm stayed right where it was.

She lifted her palm, and the sudden lack of weight made me gasp. Then she stepped between my knees.

“Onto your knees,” she said. “You’re going to eat my cunt until I come all over your face. That caged little clitty stays where it is. You don’t fuck me and you don’t fuck your hand. Your mouth, and nothing else.”

I climbed down. The diaper bulked out between my thighs, and every shift dragged the tube along my cock. She sat on the edge of the table and pulled her skirt up to her hips, and there was nothing under it. She had sat across from me like that all evening.

Her cunt was right at my mouth, short dark hair, the lips already slick, and the smell of her alone drew my balls tight in the ring. She took a handful of my hair, firm and exact, and set me on her.

She tasted of salt and heat. I licked up the middle of her with a flat tongue, and she made a small sound, more pleased than lost.

“Slower. You rush numbers. Don’t rush this.”

I licked long, from her hole up to her clit and back, and her pussy got wetter under my tongue. I sucked one lip and then the other, and it smeared over my chin.

“Tell me what you’re eating.”

“Your cunt.”

“And what’s locked up in that diaper? Don’t say cock as if it were a prize.”

“My clitty,” I said, and my face burned.

“Your caged little clitty,” she corrected, almost kindly. “I didn’t buy a big tube for it, did I? It’s small, and it still looks like it’s borrowing the room. Too small to fuck. You don’t put it in me, or in anything. Say it.”

“Too small to fuck. Caged little clitty.”

“Now your tongue in my hole.”

I pushed it in. She was hot and tight, and she rocked her hips and took it deeper, and I fucked her with my tongue, spit running down my chin. When I went too fast her hand in my hair slowed me. In the diaper my clitty kept leaking, slick and useless against the metal, a new warm bead over every cooling one. My balls tried to come anyway, full and sore against the ring, and got nothing back.

“Hands on the table leg,” she said. “Not on me, and not on those tapes.”

I held the table leg. She ground against my mouth, and when I came up for air her clit stood out of its hood, hard and shining, and I circled it until she breathed out through her nose.

“Stay on my clit. Don’t invent a new method.”

I stayed. I sucked it lightly, and harder when her thigh jumped, and she dripped down my chin onto my neck. The wet sounds were loud in the empty room, and every time my knees shifted the diaper crinkled and the cage bit.

“You never ate my pussy like this,” she said, her voice a little rough at the edges. “Not once in eight years. And here you are, learning it now. Do that again.”

I did it again, short strokes on her clit at the pace her hips set, down into her hole, up again to suck. She swore softly. “Fuck. There. Don’t drift.”

“Tell me what you are,” she said after a while.

“On my knees.”

“Not the pose, Hugo. The thing in the diaper.”

“A caged little clitty. Small. Leaking.”

“Leaking what?”

“Precum. Not piss, and not come.”

“And you don’t get to shoot. I could unlock it right now and it still wouldn’t be enough to fuck me with. Its size?”

“Small,” I said into her. “Too small to fuck.”

She laughed once, short and pleased. Then she set the sole of her shoe on the front of my diaper and pressed, and I groaned into her cunt. The pressure drove the tube against my leaking, and under it the need to piss spiked hard, a hot line from my belly to the slit. I clamped down, my thighs shaking on the carpet, and I didn’t let go. The diaper stayed dry under her shoe.

“Hold it,” she said. “The diaper’s right there if you can’t. You haven’t failed yet.”

“I’m holding.”

“Then eat. My clit. I want to come on that face.”

I ate her, sloppy and steady, licking her open and sucking her clit and pushing my tongue into her hole. She started to shake. Both her hands came to my head, and she fucked my mouth in short grinds, her pussy smearing across my whole face, and I kept the pace she gave me.

“Open your mouth. I’m coming on your face. Don’t you pull away.”

I kept my mouth open on her, and she came. Her cunt pulsed around my tongue, and a rush of wet spilled over my lips and chin while she ground through it, her shoe still pressing the front of my diaper so my little clitty leaked the whole time. She made a low sound, not a shout. Her slick ran over my cheek and up beside my nose. She pushed me back half an inch and pulled me in again for the last of it, and soaked my face a second time, and I took all of it.

“Stay,” she said, still coming down. “Lick me clean. Slowly.”

I cleaned her lips and her hole and the wet on the inside of her thigh. My face was coated, chin and lips and one whole cheek, and I knelt there with it while my cock ached small and full in its tube, nothing spent.

“That’s enough,” she said, cool again. She checked the diaper with her palm, a press on the front and a slide along the side. “Your face is a mess and your cage is a mess, but your diaper’s dry. You’re still holding it, just like I told you.”

I nodded. That was all I had.

“Trousers.”

My legs weren’t good. I got my trousers on over the diaper, and the zipper only just closed over the bulk. She held my jacket open, and I buttoned it, and the front hid the worst as long as I kept it closed. She handed me a tissue for my face, took it back, and dropped it in the bin.

Her heels crossed to the window, and I followed. The city was lit up below us. Her keyring was in her hand, the office key, the car key, and the small new one.

“Who holds the key?” she asked.

Any other night of my life I’d have had a figure ready for her. I opened my mouth, and there wasn’t one.

“Mommy,” I said.

“Who?”

“Mommy holds the key.”

She pressed a yellow tab beside clause two and said it as plainly as a court date. “The bathroom lock goes on tonight. Latch on the outside. You won’t have a door you can shut on me anymore.”

I stood there diapered and caged and dry, with the piss a hard stone low in my belly. I didn’t ask. Amber stayed behind my teeth.

She dropped the keyring into her bag. “Home. You ride like that. If you’re still dry, you tell me at our front door. If you’re wet, you tell me before we’re through the lobby. Don’t make me guess.”

She switched off the lamp. I followed her out into the dark hall, and the diaper crinkled under my suit with every step. The cage was a small locked fact against my cock, her bag held the key, and I was still dry.

❦

In the morning there was a new bright bar on the hall side of the bathroom door. I put my hand on the handle and turned it, and it moved a finger’s width and stopped. I turned it harder, as if the door might change its mind, and it stopped in exactly the same place.

I had to piss. At our front door the night before I had told her I was dry, and at bedtime I had asked, and she had let me wet that one and then taped me into a fresh one for the night. That one was still dry, thick between my legs and crinkling every time I shifted, and the need sat low and insistent behind the cage. Nadia stood beside the door in her office clothes with her coffee in her hand, and she drank, and she didn’t move.

“Open it,” I said. “I have a meeting at nine. If I’m late, that’s an hour I eat. That’s real money.”

She drank her coffee.

“Nadia. The latch.”

“Clause two,” she said, without raising her voice. “From this morning on, the bathroom stays shut from this side. You don’t get a handle anymore. You get me.”

My cock pushed against the cage, and the metal bit into the swell. She glanced down at the front of the diaper and saw it. The key hung on her keyring, bright against her hip. The night before it had been tucked away in her bag, and I’d still had a door that opened from my side.

“You’re hard while I’m still talking,” she said. “Tell me what you need. Out loud.”

“I need the door open.”

“No. The latch stays shut. Tell me what your cock is doing and what your belly is doing.”

My face went hot, and the cage felt tighter. “I’m hard. I have to piss.”

She set her palm flat on the front of the diaper, over the cage, over all that thick padding. She didn’t press. She just held it there.

“Hold it,” she said.

I held. I counted, because counting is what I do when I’m losing, and somewhere before twenty the hold broke. It started as a thin push of heat I couldn’t pull back, and then it was a rush, warmth spreading under her palm into the dry padding, slow and then not slow at all, a flood that the diaper caught and kept against my cock and my balls. The padding went heavy. I felt the soft hiss of it more than I heard it, and the front swelled hot and thick between my thighs, and I stood there and let the rest go until the pressure was gone and the diaper sagged, soaked, with her hand still on it feeling the last of it.

“You pissed,” she said. “I felt every second of that.”

My cock swelled harder in the wet, and a short sound came out of me that I hadn’t meant to make.

“Walk,” she said.

In the dressing room she sat me on the bench, set her coffee down, and peeled the tapes one at a time. The wet padding pulled away from my skin with a soft suck, and cool air hit my caged cock and my balls and the creases of my thighs.

“Look at this,” she said. “Soaked. You stood there and filled it because I told you to.”

She wiped me slowly. The wipe went under my balls and along the cage and back between my cheeks, over my hole, and I twitched, and she noticed that too. Then powder, a dry white cloud, her hand patting it into the skin the wipes had left damp, and my cock tried to fill the cage again and had nowhere to go.

She opened my underwear drawer. The boxers were gone. In their place lay lace stockings, a garter belt, and a lace top, folded as neatly as she folds everything.

“No,” I said. “Not to the office. That’s a client floor. My name is on the door.”

She took my chin in her powdery fingers and tipped my face up.

“Lace,” she said. “Then the diaper. Then the suit. Say yes.”

“Nadia...” I started. She held my chin and waited.

“Or amber,” she said, and she let go of my chin, so the choice was mine and nobody else’s.

“Yes,” I said.

My cock had answered before my mouth did, a stupid little kick in the cage that she could see perfectly well. I stepped into the stockings. The lace dragged up my calves, snug and sheer, nothing like anything I’d ever put on for work, and she clipped the garters to the tops, four small clicks, the straps biting the tops of my thighs. Then she shook out a fresh diaper and laid it open on the bench, and I sat back into it, and she drew the front up over my caged cock and taped it tight. The clean padding muffled the cage and crinkled whenever I breathed.

In the front hall she had my jacket over a chair and my trousers in her hands. I got my shirt on, and the lace top showed at the open collar until she did the buttons herself, hiding it. She held the trousers for me but left them open, and her palm checked the diaper at the waistband and then the front, pressing until she found the cage under the padding.

“Dry,” she said. “Tapes flat. Lace where I put it. You ride like that.” She zipped me up, and the zipper strained over the thick front, and she put my keys in my hand. Then she took them right back. “Not yet.”

She unbuttoned my shirt halfway, undoing her own work so the lace showed again, and then she turned me by the elbow and walked me to the kitchen. A towel was already spread on the floor with a bag beside it, and on the counter sat the cheap white timer she uses for rice. I had never once thought about that timer in my life.

“Trousers down. On the towel. Hands and knees.”

“I have a meeting at...”

“Hands and knees, Hugo.”

I got down. The diaper crinkled under my belly. She untaped it and folded the back down so my ass was bare while the stockings and garter belt stayed on, and the cool air touched my hole. My cock hung in its cage toward the towel, already trying to swell.

“This isn’t a conversation,” she said, slicking her fingers and then a small blunt nozzle. “You take it in your hole and you hold it. The timer tells you when. If you mess before it rings, we start over, and you’re later, and later costs you.”

“How much water?”

“Enough. Yes, or amber?”

“Yes,” I said.

The nozzle touched my hole and she pushed it in, and I grunted as it seated. Warmth followed, a slow fill climbing into my belly in a heavy line. My hole clenched on the nozzle and my balls drew up, and the cage knocked the towel when I shifted.

“Stay still,” she said. “Breathe. I can watch your hole taking it. And I can watch your cock getting fat in that cage like a little clitty that doesn’t get a vote.”

“Don’t...”

“Clitty,” she said lightly. “That’s what it is while I have the key. A clitty in a cage. Your balls are tight, and your ass is filling up, and you’re going to hold it for me like a good hole.”

The fill kept coming. The pressure built low and then higher, a cramp that made my arms shake, and I dropped my head. She kept one hand on the small of my back.

“Tell me what I’m pumping into you.”

“Water.”

“Where?”

“My hole.”

“That’s right.”

She eased the nozzle out. My hole fluttered and closed, and the urge to push hit hard, and I locked down on it, shaking. She folded the back of the diaper up again and taped it tight over the garters, her palm flat on the seat.

“Up,” she said. “You hold that in until the timer rings. Then you walk to the latch, and you mess yourself standing, and I watch. You don’t get the bathroom. The latch stays shut.”

She twisted the timer, and it started ticking, loud in the kitchen, a small mechanical bite every second.

I stood there in stockings and a diaper and a half-open shirt, my belly full and my hole clenched and my cock straining at the cage, and every tick went straight into my gut. A cramp rolled through me, and I bent a little and then straightened, because she was watching.

“How long?” I asked. My voice was thin.

“Until it rings. Price it if you like. It won’t change.”

I tried. I lost track at the next cramp. My hole spasmed, and the diaper held my ass, thick and loud when I shifted my feet, and sweat ran under the lace top.

“You want to push,” she said. “I can see it in your thighs. Don’t. That’s mine until the bell.”

“Nadia.”

“Hold.”

I held. My cock leaked a slick thread into the front of the diaper, and she saw the small dark spot appear and nodded at it like a clause that had cleared.

The bell rang.

“Hall,” she said. “The door. Now.”

Every step jolted the load in my belly and made the diaper crinkle under my half-open shirt. The latch was still shut. She stood exactly where she had stood with her coffee, and she watched my face and my hands and the sag I was already fighting.

“Hands on the door,” she said. “Feet apart. You mess in the diaper. You don’t squat like you’re hiding. You stand there and let your hole open and fill it while I look at you.”

I put my hands flat on the wood. The need was a shove now, well past any pricing, and I held one more second, because some old part of me still believed holding was a way of winning.

Then I let go.

My hole opened, and the mess pushed out of me in a hot, heavy slide into the seat of the diaper, packing the padding against my ass. The sound was thick and private and awful, right there in our front hall. Another push, and more weight spreading under me, warm through the powder, lifting my cheeks and filling the diaper until it bulged and sagged between my thighs. My legs shook. My caged cock jerked with every push, hard and useless. I kept going until the cramp broke and I was empty, the diaper a hot loaded weight with the tapes pulling, and I was still standing because she hadn’t told me I could move.

“Look at you,” she said, without raising her voice at all. “In lace, with a cage on your clitty, and you just messed your diaper at a latched door because I read a clause out loud. That’s my husband. A full seat and a shut bathroom. A man who pisses when I put my palm on him and messes when a kitchen timer rings. Say it.”

I opened my mouth, and nothing came. The smell was mine, and the weight was mine, and my cock throbbed while I stared at the latch.

“Say it,” she said, slower. “I messed.”

“I messed,” I said, and it scraped coming out.

“In the diaper.”

“In the diaper.”

“Well done.”

That landed meaner than the rest. My cock kicked in the cage, and the loaded padding shifted against my hole, and I made a broken sound.

She walked me back to the dressing room. She untaped the ruined diaper and folded it in on itself, and she wiped my ass and my hole and my balls until I was clean, and powdered me again, and taped a fresh one on, snug over the garters. The clean padding was a shock after all that weight. My hole still felt open, and my cock was so hard the cage hurt.

She brought me a glass of water, and while I drank it she kept her hand flat between my shoulder blades until my breathing slowed down.

“Color?” she asked.

“Not amber,” I said. “Shaky. But not amber.”

“You were brave out there,” she said, and she pushed the damp hair off my forehead, slow and gentle, the way you’d smooth down a page you meant to keep.

“On the bench. Legs apart.”

She took a small blunt vibrator out of the bag and switched it on, and the buzz filled the room. She pressed it to the front of the fresh diaper, right over the head of my cock where the cage held it, and held it there.

“You don’t fuck anything, and you don’t get a hand,” she said. “You get this on your clitty until you come in the diaper, and it’ll be a messy, ruined little come, because I decide when it breaks. Understand?”

I nodded.

She worked the vibrator along the padding over the cage, slow and then tighter, right where the head was trapped, and the pleasure stacked up fast and sharp with nothing to ride, just the buzz coming through plastic and metal into my cock. My balls drew up. My hips jerked, and the fresh diaper crinkled, and I grabbed the edge of the bench.

“Close,” she said. She could see it. She eased off for a second and then pressed harder. “Not a thrust. You come from this. Now.”

It broke wrong and huge. My cock pulsed in the cage and came in short weak spurts, trapped, smearing the head and leaking through the bars into the clean padding, a hot wet spot spreading under the vibrator. There was no peak, only the spill and the ache after it, and more come pushed out because she didn’t take the buzz away. I shook. The sound I made wasn’t a word. She held it there until the pulses died and the front of the diaper was wet with come and I was soft and sore inside the cage, emptied out and still throbbing at the root.

“There,” she said softly, and it went through me anyway.

She checked the wet spot with her palm, felt the come there, nodded, and switched the vibrator off. “Suit.”

I dressed because she handed me the clothes. Shirt over the lace top, trousers over the diaper. In the front hall she opened my trousers once more and checked the waistband and then the front, the come-damp padding and the cage under it, and zipped me up and put my keys in my hand.

“Dry enough to ride,” she said. “The latch will be shut when you come home. Text me if you piss. I want to know the minute it happens.”

I nodded and went out to the car.

The office was cold and bright. I slid into the nine o’clock a quarter of an hour late, and Ray raised his eyebrows at me over his coffee, and the rest of the room, the same weary ninth-floor adjusters who had argued about flood zones around that table for years, never looked twice at me. Afterward my spreadsheet was open across two screens, rows of numbers I could still read, and I sat down in front of them. The diaper crinkled under my suit, loud to me, a thick sound every time I moved, with the lace pulling at my thighs and the come drying tacky against my cock in its cage. I rolled my chair in close so the desk hid the bulk, and I kept typing.

The bottom drawer of my desk was still locked, with the box behind the old fire claims where it had always been. It didn’t matter now. The key that mattered was on her ring, not in any drawer of mine.

My phone lit up on the desk. A text from her, one word long.

Mine.

I typed a reply, one word to match hers. Yours. Out of habit I signed it underneath with my name, the way I sign every note, the name on my door and on our checks. I looked at it for a long time. Then I deleted the name, and the word left on the screen by itself was too true to send from a desk with that name on the door. The diaper crinkled when I sat back. I turned the phone face down, put my hands back on the keyboard, and I didn’t answer her.

❦

Corinne tapped the little stool with the end of her tape measure. She was a brisk woman somewhere in her forties, with reading glasses on a chain and a pincushion strapped to her wrist like a watch, and she had come up our stairs with her bag and her tape already out.

“Up you get,” Nadia said.

I stepped up onto the stool. The dressing room was warm, and the long mirror held me from the stockings up. The lace bit where the garter clips held it, and the lace top clung to my ribs. Under it all the cage was locked, and over the cage the diaper sat thick and white, the tapes firm at my hips, the plastic loud whenever I set my feet where Corinne wanted them.

“Arms out, please.” Corinne didn’t look away from her tape. She could see the lace, and she could see the diaper, and she had taken the job anyway. I was grateful to her for that and could not have said so to save my life.

Nadia sat in the armchair with the amendment open on her knee, the yellow tab sticking out beside clause four and her pen in her hand.

“Chest first,” she said.

The tape went around me, cool and then snug under my arms.

“Forty and a half,” Corinne said.

Nadia wrote it in the margin, and I heard the pen. “Say it back to me.”

“Forty and a half.”

“Now the hips. I want the diaper in that number.”

Corinne brought the tape around the thickest part, where the padding pushed me out, and the plastic crackled against her knuckles. She didn’t comment.

“Forty-one, with that on.”

“Forty-one, diapered.” Nadia looked from the page to the front of the diaper and the small hard shape of the cage under it. “Lovely. Now the waist. Snug.”

Corinne laid the tape just above the diaper tapes and drew it flat. “Thirty-four.”

Nadia didn’t write it down. “Again, tighter. I want the number he’s going to live in.”

Corinne pulled, and the tape cut a line into me, and my breath went short. While Nadia was still talking my cock swelled in the cage, a thick stupid push against the bars, and the padding shifted so that the front of the diaper lifted. She saw it. She doesn’t smile much, but she smiled a little.

“Thirty-two,” Corinne said.

“Thirty-two.” Nadia wrote it and then read it back, slower, the way she reads a clause I have already lost. “That’s the waist. Put ten days on the order form.”

Corinne wrote it, rolled up her tape, and left her card on the arm of the chair. “Ten days,” she said, picking up her bag. “The box goes to the name on the order.”

“The name in clause four,” Nadia said.

Corinne nodded and let herself out, and I heard her shoes on the stairs and then the front door. The diaper ticked softly as the plastic settled. I stayed on the stool, because nobody had told me to get down. That yellow tab had been a scrap of sticky paper the week before. Now my measurements were written next to it in her hand.

Nadia came and stood behind me, and I watched her face over my shoulder in the glass. She looked calm, and she had the amendment open.

“Clause four,” she said. “I’ve chosen, and I’ve written it in.” She read it without any heat at all. “In this house his name is Harriet.”

My cock kicked in the cage before my mouth could move, and the front of the diaper rose, and she watched it rise in the mirror. I said it anyway.

“No.” I watched my own mouth say it. “Hugo.”

She didn’t argue. She read the line again, slower, setting each word down on its own. “In this house his name is Harriet.”

Then her palm went flat on the front of my diaper, right over the cage, and stayed there. The padding gave. The cage didn’t. The heat settled into my balls, and I couldn’t hide the swelling, and she wasn’t asking me to.

“Amber’s right there, love,” she said. “Or Harriet.” That was all. She waited.

The lace top stuck to my chest. The diaper held my cock in, hot and close, the bars a hard little grid against the padding, and her hand didn’t move.

“Harriet,” I told the mirror.

“Again. To my face this time.”

I turned on the stool, and the diaper rustled, loud in the little room. She kept her palm where it was.

“Harriet.”

“Thank you, Harriet.”

I felt my new name land low in my belly, in my balls, and I made a sound I didn’t plan and couldn’t have priced. She took her hand away, folded the amendment, and nodded toward the door.

“Bed.”

Her hands found my ribs before I was all the way down, her thumbs pressing into the line the tape had left. She swung a leg over and sat astride my diapered lap in her slip. The diaper was a thick block between us, and I could smell the powder and hear the plastic under her weight, and through the thin slip I felt the heat of her cunt on the padding, not on my cock, while my cock strained at its cage as if wanting could open a lock. She set her keyring on the nightstand, the cage key still on it, and the click of it on the wood went through me. That small key had become the whole price of everything.

“I want to be inside you,” I said.

Her thumbs pressed harder, and she kept her voice level. “No.”

“Name a number. I’ll pay it. Just unlock it.”

She didn’t take the bargain. “The key stays on my keyring.” She leaned down until her slip brushed the diaper. “Harriet.”

My hips tried to lift, and the padding crinkled and went nowhere. I was hard enough to hurt.

“Say what you’re asking for,” she said. “Plainly.”

“I want my cock in your pussy.”

“No.” She sat up, and the slip pulled tight over her, and I could see the shape of her and couldn’t have any of it. “Hands on the sheet. You don’t touch the key, and you don’t touch me there.”

I put my hands down, and she climbed off, and cool air hit my thighs. The diaper was hot, and I hadn’t pissed, and I lay there locked and thick and didn’t ask again.

❦

The doorbell rang ten days later, short, the way a delivery driver rings before he’s already walking away.

I was in the lace and a diaper, the cage still locked, and the plastic crinkled behind me all the way down the stairs. The box was long and plain and heavier than paper. She pointed upstairs, so I carried it up and set it on the dressing-room bench, and the diaper crinkled again when I bent.

Nadia slit the tape. Under the tissue lay the corset, black and boned, the waist already narrow enough to make me swallow. On top of it was a card in Corinne’s handwriting with one name on it and no other.

She read it aloud in her clause voice. “Harriet. Waist thirty-two, the second number, not the first. Ten days, as promised. Wear it when she says.” She propped the card on the stool, face up, so the mirror caught the name.

“Arms up.”

I raised them. She shook the corset out and wrapped it around me over the lace top, the top edge under my chest and the bottom edge resting on the diaper tapes. The boning was cold. She closed the hooks from the bottom up, each one a small click, and then she took hold of the laces.

“Breathe in.”

I did, and she pulled while I was full, and pulled again as I breathed out. My waist closed in. The number she had read twice was now a fact around my middle, and I couldn’t take a deep breath. Below it the diaper looked even lower and thicker, my cock and balls packed into the padding and the cage a hard knot I felt every time the laces moved.

“Once more,” she said, and hauled them tighter. In the mirror the corset was cinched in hard, my face already flushed, the diaper a blunt white block under the black. She tied it off. “Tell me the number.”

“Thirty-two.”

“That’s Harriet’s number.”

My cock jumped, and the front of the diaper twitched, and she laid two fingers on it, not a stroke, only a check. “Still caged. Still mine. Turn around.”

She reached under the lace top with a pair of small, mean clamps. She rolled one of my nipples between her fingers until it stood up and then clipped it, a bright sharp bite, and then the other, hidden under the lace so the top covered the metal without sparing me any of it. Every breath the corset allowed me tugged at them, and I hissed.

“Color?” she asked. It wasn’t a speech, only a check.

“Not amber.”

“Then bend over the stool.”

I bent. The corset made it a fold rather than a bow, and the card sat right by my hand, Harriet in Corinne’s writing, so that I had to look at it. Nadia peeled the back tapes and pulled the back of the diaper down off my ass, leaving the front up over my cock and balls, pinned between me and the stool. Cool air touched my hole.

I heard harness buckles. In the mirror I watched her step into it, the strap-on jutting out in front of her, blunt and not small, the base set where it would grind against her. She uncapped the lube with a plain wet sound.

“Look at your hole,” she said.

I looked at it in the glass. She slicked two fingers and pressed them against me, not in yet, just a cold circle of lube.

“What is it?”

“My hole.”

“Whose?”

“Yours.”

“Yes, it is.”

My cock leaked in the cage, and I felt a small hot spot start in the padding. She pushed one finger in, and the stretch was immediate. She worked lube into me slowly and then added a second finger, scissoring, and my balls drew up against the cage and the front of the diaper shifted with them, and I gripped the stool.

“You’re dripping in the padding already,” she said. “Cock locked, ass open. Tell me what you want.”

“Fuck me.”

“The name first.”

“Harriet. Fuck me.”

She lined the strap-on up and pushed. The head spread me wider than her fingers had, and I bore down because she told me to, with her hand on the small of my back above the open diaper, and the cock sank in an inch and then another. Lube ran down over my balls and into the top of the padding. The burn sat right at the rim and then gave, and she was in me, thick, the harness snug against my ass.

“There,” she said. “Take it.”

She drew back and fucked in again, deeper. The stool creaked. The corset held my waist so I couldn’t go slack, and every thrust tugged the clamps under the lace in time with her hips. My cock had nowhere to go. It strained at the bars and smeared the inside of the diaper with a growing wet patch under the cage, and I could hear the plastic and her breathing, still even.

“Look up. In the mirror.”

I looked. A man bent over a stool in a corset and a half-open diaper and a lace top, his face red, and behind him his wife with a cock in his hole, fucking him in short hard strokes. In the front of the picture stood the card. Harriet.

“Who’s that?” she asked.

“Harriet.”

“Again. While I fuck you.”

“Harriet.” It broke on the next thrust, and I heard her make a small, amused sound that wasn’t soft at all.

She found a rhythm, out until the head tugged at my rim and in until the harness met my ass, and the base ground against her as she moved. I could hear the wet of her cunt on the leather, a small slick sound under the louder one of the strap in my hole. She reached under me and cupped the front of the diaper, feeling the cage jump with every stroke.

“Hard as the bars allow,” she said. “You don’t get a hand, and you don’t get my pussy. You get fucked until you come in that diaper. Understand?”

“Yes. I’ll come in the diaper.”

She fucked me faster. The stool walked a little on the rug. My hole clenched and she pushed through it. Pressure built behind my cock and in my balls, low and deep, the cage turning every throb into a pinch, and precum kept slicking the padding. The smell of powder mixed with lube and sweat. I was close, and I hadn’t touched myself, and I wasn’t going to.

“Don’t you hold it back,” she said. “I can feel you trying to price it. Let it go. Come for me.”

She angled down and hit the place that knocks the sense out of a man. My thighs shook, and the clamps burned, and the corset wouldn’t let me fill my chest to shout, so the sound came out thin. My balls pulled tight against the cage, and my cock pulsed inside the bars with no room to swell, and I came like that, hands locked on the stool and my hole gripping the strap, come pumping into the diaper in hard spurts. The padding took all of it, hot and thick under the cage, the front of the diaper going heavy and warm while she fucked me through it.

I had barely finished coming when the rest of it went. Heat first, low in my belly, and then a rush I couldn’t stop, soaking through the same padding and spreading out from the cage into the thick middle and down toward the leg tape. The diaper swelled and sagged with it, loud when my thighs squeezed together. Piss on top of come, one soaked weight holding my cock and balls.

She felt the weight change under her palm.

“There it is,” she said, still fucking me, her voice level. “You pissed. You came, and then you pissed in your diaper, just because I had my hand on you. Look at the mess you’ve made.”

I looked. The mirror showed the front of the diaper dark and swollen and sagging against the stool, my ass still bare around her cock. I tried to say something and couldn’t.

She didn’t need words from me. She kept the strap buried and ground, working the base against her clit in short circles while she stayed deep, and the wet sound of her pussy got louder, and her breathing finally broke rhythm. One hand stayed on the soaked diaper, pressing the cage, and the other held the corset laces for leverage.

“Clench,” she said. “On my cock. Don’t go soft in your hole just because you’ve already made a mess.”

I clenched, and an oversensitive jolt ran up my spent cock into the wet padding, and I kept quiet. She gave me three more long strokes and then ground down hard, her clit on the base and her cunt slick on the harness, and she came with her mouth against my shoulder, a rough little laugh breaking into breaths, her hips jerking and the strap twitching inside me while she rode it out.

She stayed in me until the last pulse left her, and then she pulled out slowly. My hole closed on nothing, and the lube cooled on my ass. She left the back of the diaper down for a moment so I had to see it, and then she drew it up again, the soaked front squelching as she set the tapes, come and piss packed against my cage. She took the clamps off, one and then the other, and smoothed the lace top down over the sting. Then she leaned over my back with her cheek against my shoulder and her arms around the corset, and she stayed there, warm and close, until my legs stopped shaking. “That was beautiful,” she said quietly. “You were beautiful.”

The corset held me at its number, and the diaper hung heavy and warm and loud whenever I shifted.

Nadia picked up the card, read the only name on it one more time, and set it back on the stool in front of me, face up in the mirror.

“Harriet,” she said.

The card stayed there in Corinne’s neat hand, and so did I.

❦

I stopped halfway down the stairs, because my cock had already started fighting the cage.

Below me the dining table was covered in paper. Nadia had laid the amendment out page by page with my initials facing up and a yellow tab on every sheet, and she already had the strap-on buckled on in its harness, the cock of it jutting from her hips, thick and wet at the tip. She stood at the head of the table with one hand resting on a chair, and she looked up at me.

“Come down.”

The corset held my waist at its number. Every step made the clean diaper rustle thick between my thighs, the tapes snug over the lace she had checked before I left the bedroom. My balls sat heavy in the padding, and my cock swelled against the steel and leaked a small wet kiss onto the inside, and she hadn’t touched me. She was only standing there.

The cage key clicked on her ring when she shifted her weight. One night that ring had lain on the nightstand right beside my hand, and I could have closed my fist around it. I took the next step instead.

“I can see it from here,” she said, smiling. “Your clitty’s trying very hard, and the cage doesn’t care. Come down.”

“Yes.”

“Your name in this house?”

“Harriet,” I said, and the heat came up in my face and my cock pushed harder. “I’m coming down.”

“That’s better.”

I felt it in my balls. I came off the last step with the wet spot spreading and stopped at her end of the table. Clause one lay where my right hand would go. Clause four sat farther down, its tab bright, my initials neat in the corner.

Behind her on the kitchen counter I could see the cheap white timer. On the morning of the latch she had set it, and I had counted its clicks as if I could still walk away from the bet. She hadn’t touched it today.

“Bend,” she said. “Palms flat. Right hand on clause one, left hand on clause four. You don’t pick them up, and you don’t rub your cock against my paper. The diaper stays on until I open it.”

I bent. The corset wouldn’t let me fold at the middle, so I hinged at the hips, and the diaper pulled tight across my ass. The paper was cool under both palms, and under my left hand I could feel the faint ridge of my own initials.

She came around behind me, and the strap-on tapped the edge of the table once.

“I’m going to open you up at the back,” she said. “While I do it, you read clause one. All of it, out loud. Start.”

Her fingers found the back tapes, two short rips, and cool air touched my ass. She folded the back of the diaper aside and held it against my thigh, leaving the front up over my caged cock and balls.

“Clause one,” I read, and I got through all of it that first time, the taped diaper and the locked cage and the key on her ring and every line about asking, in a voice that was almost steady, because nothing was in me yet.

“Again,” she said. “This time while I’m in you. Lube first, then my cock. You don’t stop unless I stop you.”

Cold lube on my hole, and then two fingers, slowly, to the knuckle, and my cock jumped in the cage. Then the blunt head pressed against me, and she pushed in, inch by inch, my hole stretching around her, and I lost the line at “he asks.”

“Top,” she said, perfectly even, her hands settling on my hips just below the corset. “You lost your place. I’m all the way in. Feel that, and read.”

She was seated deep, the harness against my ass. I was full and split open around her, and precum smeared the front of the diaper.

“Clause one. In this house the diaper stays taped. The cage stays locked. The key stays on her ring. He does not touch his cock.”

She drew back and slid in again, one long stroke, not fast. “Keep going. But first tell me what your clitty is doing. Short. Then the clause.”

“Hard. Leaking. Pushing on the steel.”

“Thank you. Clause.”

“He asks before he pisses. He asks before he comes. He reads what she puts in front of him. He does not...”

A deeper stroke, and the rest of it went. My left palm skidded on the page and smeared an initial.

“Lost it again,” she said. “Whose hole am I fucking?”

“Yours.”

“A whole sentence, please.”

“My hole is yours. You’re fucking it.”

“Top. Slower. I’m in no hurry at all.”

“Clause one. In this house the diaper stays taped. The cage stays locked. The key stays on her ring. He does not touch his cock. He asks before he pisses. He asks before he comes. He reads what she puts in front of him. He does not take the diaper off. He does not ask for the key. If he balks, she reads it again, and he starts over.”

“There,” she said. “Now let’s find out whether you meant that last line.”

She pulled almost all the way out and drove back in harder, and the table jumped. Both my initials smeared under my palms into gray streaks, and the pages stuck to my skin. She fucked me at that pace, deep, the wet sound of my hole taking her and the harness slapping my ass, and every thrust knocked my caged cock against the front of the diaper.

“Read.”

“Clause one. In this house, fuck, the diaper stays taped. The cage stays locked. The key...”

“Swearing is fine. Skipping isn’t. Top.”

I tried. Under the fucking, the coffee I’d had at noon was sitting low in my gut, and every time she bottomed out she hit right on it. I held as long as I could. Then a hot little spurt got out anyway, and another, and then a longer pulse, warmth leaving me in bursts and soaking the padding from inside the cage, the plastic going heavy and loud against my thigh. I hadn’t asked. The smell rose up off the open diaper, sharp and sweetish, and the front panel hung fatter with it.

“You’re pissing,” she said, still fucking me. “I can hear it. Did you ask?”

“No.”

“The whole fact. Out loud.”

“I pissed. I didn’t ask. It’s still coming. My cock is pissing in the diaper while you fuck my hole.”

“Then finish emptying, and keep that clause in your mouth.”

I read on through the last weak pulses, my voice breaking every time she went deep, while the padding soaked it up. My balls ached. I was close and shaking, my palms stuck to the smeared pages, precum already slicking the wet padding under the steel.

“Ask,” she said. “If you want to come, you ask me where I can hear it. Using the right name.”

“Nadia, I’m...”

Her hand tightened on my hip, right under the edge of the corset, and she drove in and stayed there. “Wrong name. In this house I’m Mommy. Clause four is right under your left hand. Say your name, and then ask.”

“Harriet,” I got out. “In this house I’m Harriet. Mommy. Mommy, please. Let me come. I’m right there.”

“No.”

She didn’t ease up. She took the pace back up, her hands hard on my hips and her cock driving into me. There was no speech and no reason, only no, and the fucking.

“Mommy, I can’t hold it...”

“Yes, you can. I said no. Read me the line about asking. Slower.”

“He asks before he comes.”

“Again.”

“He asks before he comes. I asked. You said no.”

“And the answer stands until I change it. Push back on my cock. Don’t lift your hands, and don’t touch your clitty. It stays in that pissed diaper until I take it off you.”

I pushed back onto her. She fucked me right up to the edge and held me there with deep strokes, my hole fluttering and my cock kicking against the steel, a string of precum joining the mess in the padding. My legs shook. The corset cut every breath short. One more hard thrust and I would have come, and she knew it, because that was when she pulled out.

I was empty all at once. My hole clenched on nothing, and the lube cooled on my ass, and the diaper hung open at the back and soaked at the front. I stayed bent over the table. I didn’t come. A raw sound came out of me, and my palms stayed on the paper.

“Stay there.”

The harness creaked as she stepped to the sideboard. I heard a fresh diaper crinkle and the click of the powder cap, and she set them on the chair where I could hear them but not see them unless I turned my head, and I didn’t turn it.

She stripped the wet one off me, the front tapes and what was left of the back. Cool air hit my slick cock and balls. She wiped me once, plainly, from the cage down over my hole, and shook powder over my ass and under my balls and across the steel. Then the fresh diaper went up between my thighs, thick enough to swallow the cage, the back panel first, up over my ass.

“Front last,” she said. She drew it up over my cock, the dry padding kissing the wet head, and pressed the left tape flat with her thumb, then the right, hard enough that I felt the adhesive bite. “There. Clean. You won’t stay that way.”

I was still bent over the amendment, my hole open and my cock dripping into padding that had been dry a moment before, right on the edge and not over it.

Her hand closed on the back of my neck. That was all. No hand on my cock, and the strap-on didn’t come back in.

“You may.”

I came. It tore out of me without a single touch. Come pumped through the cage into the fresh diaper in hard hot pulses I could feel landing, one and then another, and then a third that soaked out wider than the first two. My balls pulled tight and emptied. My hole clenched and opened and clenched again. I groaned straight into clause one, my arms shaking, and I kept coming longer than I had in months while the padding took every stripe and the heat spread over my cock and the whole bulk went heavy and loud between my thighs. A last weak spurt leaked out and stayed. In eight years nothing had ever hit me like that, and I had no figure for it at all. The diaper held every bit of the mess.

She kept her hand on my neck until I stopped shaking, and then it was gone.

“On your back,” she said. “On the floor, with your head this way. The diaper stays taped. Hands under your ass, on the plastic. You don’t touch me with them.”

I got down. The rug scratched my shoulders, and the corset wouldn’t let me curl up, and the used diaper squelched when I settled, the come warm against the cage. She unbuckled the harness and dropped it on the chair, the strap-on shiny with lube from my hole. Then she stepped over my face, and I looked up at her cunt, wet, her clit standing out.

“Mouth open. You lick my pussy until I come. Tongue flat while I ride, and suck my clit when I hold still. I’ll lift up once, and you get one sentence. Then you hush and work.”

She sat down. Her cunt covered my mouth, hot and slick and sharp-tasting, and she rolled her hips so her clit dragged over my tongue. I licked her. She was soaked, and every grind smeared her pussy over my lips and my nose. I got my tongue under her clit, and she made a small, pleased sound.

“There. Stay steady. Don’t get clever. This is my cunt, and you’re the mouth under it.”

She rode me in short rolls, her pussy opening on my tongue and then her clit on my lip, then a harder sit that filled my mouth with her. I could smell my come in the diaper and her cunt on my face, and my spent cock tried to thicken against the wet padding. When she paused I sucked, my lips around her clit, and she pressed down and used me, a slow fuck of my face, her thighs tight against my ears.

She lifted an inch, and air hit my wet mouth.

“Whose cunt? One sentence.”

“Yours, Mommy, I’m licking your cunt, please come on my mouth.”

“Sweet thing.”

She sat back down and cut off anything else I might have said. The praise kicked through my soft cock, and it leaked one more drop into the come already in the diaper. Her hand stayed in my hair, holding and not yanking, and she ground in tight circles, her clit fat on my tongue, her pussy fluttering and wet running down my chin. I sucked her clit and let her ride.

“Right there. Don’t chase it. Take it.”

Her rhythm broke, and she bore down, and I felt her come, her clit jumping against my tongue and a rush of slick and her thighs trembling on my cheeks. She kept riding through it, slower, using my mouth until the pulses eased, with one low breath and nothing more. She sat on my face a moment longer, her cunt still twitching, and then she lifted off.

“Enough.”

I lay there with my face wet from her pussy, the diaper heavy with my come, and my hole still soft from her cock.

She knelt beside me before she did anything else, wiped my face with the corner of a cloth from the sideboard, and kissed me, slow, on a mouth that still tasted of her. “You were so good for me,” she said, and she kept her hand on my chest above the corset until my breathing came back down.

Then she wiped herself, perfectly calm, and picked up her red pen and a yellow tab.

“Go stand in the doorway and watch. Hands off the pages, and hands off the diaper.”

I got up. The come shifted in the padding, hot and loud, the tapes holding. I stood in the kitchen doorway in the used diaper, the corset tight around me, and watched.

She leaned over clause three. The date box was still white. Every day since the review, that blank had been the way out I could still put a price on.

She wrote, and the pen scratched, and she read it back no louder than anything else.

“Notarization, Sunday week, at two o’clock. Clause three is dated.”

She set the yellow tab on the line and pressed it flat. Then she crossed to the calendar on the fridge, found the box, and drew a hard red bar through a single hour, and wrote the same two o’clock beside it, small, the way she marks a closing.

“Revocation hour,” she said. “One box, one hour. Diaper, corset, Harriet. If you want it gone, that’s when you say so. If you say nothing, clause three stands.”

The tab sat on the date, and the red bar sat on the calendar. I stood in the doorway with my come cooling against my caged cock, and I didn’t say a word.

❦

The notary was a tidy woman in her late forties with a canvas tote bag and a stamp in a zippered case, and she didn’t bother taking a chair. She set the stamp on the long table beside clause three, checked her card, and looked at Nadia.

“Both parties present?”

“Both,” Nadia said. “You’ve seen his license. He can speak for the acknowledgment, and nobody needs to say his name out loud in this room.”

The notary turned to me. “You signed this?”

“I signed it,” I said, and my voice came out like a figure read off a sheet. “On the Thursday of the review, weeks ago now. My own hand.”

She pressed her stamp into the box on clause three and held it there while the ink took, then signed underneath, wrote the time, and closed her book.

“Notarized,” she said. “I don’t stay for the hour. The building’s shut, I’m on the Sunday list only, and I’m off it the second my feet hit the street.”

“Thank you,” Nadia said.

The door shut behind her, and the lock caught. I stood there in my suit and felt the diaper shift, thick between my thighs, with the cold patch from home still in the padding under my balls. The corset held my waist, and the cage held my cock, and none of it showed unless you knew what the jacket was hiding.

Nadia took the kitchen timer out of her bag, the cheap white one from home, and wound it without hurrying, click, click, click. I counted the clicks, because counting was all I had left. She set it down beside the revocation line, and she laid her pen next to it with the cap off and the point toward me.

“An hour,” she said. “It started with the stamp, and the stamp is in. If you want clause three gone, you sign that line before the bell rings. If you keep your hands off the pen, it stands, and after that only my signature can take it back. Amber still stops anything I’m doing, the cage and the diaper included, any day you say it. It just doesn’t tear up the paper. Read me the line.”

I read it. “Revocable by the bound party for one hour after notarization. Thereafter only Nadia may revoke.”

“Again. Slower. And tell me who’s reading.”

“Harriet,” I said. The other name stayed behind my teeth. She hadn’t used it since clause four. “Revocable by the bound party for one hour after notarization. Thereafter only Nadia may revoke.”

“That’s lovely.”

My cock thickened in the cage at the warmth in her voice, and the ring bit, and I kept my hands where they were.

“The window,” she said. “Jacket on. You watch the street, and I’ll watch the clock. If you want the pen, you ask for it out loud. If you piss, you piss in the diaper. If you mess, you stay where I can see you until you’re finished, and then you present yourself.”

“I don’t want the pen,” I said.

“Then go and stand there and let yourself be priced.”

The glass was cold under my palms, and the timer ticked behind me. I did what I always do and subtracted, and lost track, and started again. She told me how much was left when there was only a quarter of it to go.

“A quarter of an hour,” she said from her chair. “You haven’t asked.”

“A quarter of an hour of risk left,” I said. “After that the whole price is yours.”

“Wrong unit, sweetheart. Try again.”

A cramp hit under the corset, low and hard, and I locked my knees. The diaper was already heavy with the piss I’d let go at home, the padding swollen against my hole and the underside of my balls. I thought I could hold the rest. I had held worse through a client meeting. My gut didn’t care about a closed room or a clock.

It rolled through me, a slow shove and then a harder one. My hole clenched and lost, and heat pushed out of me into the seat of the diaper, thick, and the tapes took the weight. I heard it, a soft wet give under my suit trousers, and I felt the load spread warm across the padding and up against my ass. Another push, heavier, and the diaper sagged between my thighs and the plastic went taut over my cheeks. The smell rose up inside my jacket, sharp, and it was mine. My face burned against the glass. My caged cock let a thin spurt of piss into the front of the same diaper, hot and then cooling, running toward what I’d just done.

I stood there until it stopped, my legs shaking.

Her chair didn’t move until I was finished. Then her voice came, perfectly level. “Done?”

I nodded at the street.

“Out loud.”

“Done.”

“Turn around.”

I turned. She looked at the bulge in my trousers, and at my hands, and at my mouth, and then she pointed at the table.

“Trousers on the chair. Up on the table, on your back. Clause three stays where it is, and you don’t touch the pen.”

“I could clean myself up in the...”

“Harriet.” She said it quietly. She picked up a page and read from clause one, slower than I had ever read it at home, down to the line she wanted. “He does not take the diaper off.” She set it down. “Up. Now.”

I took my trousers off, and the full diaper pulled at its tapes when I stepped out of them. I climbed onto the table. The wood was cold through my shirt, the diaper sat huge and warm under me, and the smell was in the room with us.

She stood at my hip with bare hands, wipes and powder and a fresh diaper in the bag on the chair, no gloves. She took the front tapes first, slowly, the rip soft in the quiet, and the cool air hit me as she folded the front down and looked at my caged cock, at the wet, and at the seat.

“There,” she said. “You held it for the notary, and you let it go for me. Piss in the front, and mess in the back, and both of them in my diaper. Say it.”

“Piss. Mess. Your diaper.”

“Yes. Mine.”

Hearing her claim it like that, my cock jumped against the ring, and a bead of clear leak pushed out and fell on the open padding.

I could have said amber. One word, and her hands would stop, and it wouldn’t cost me a thing, and the scene would be over. I lay there and didn’t.

She cleaned me slowly. A wipe over my balls and under them, two fingers lifting the cage so she could reach the skin, another wipe along what showed of my cock through the bars. Then she rolled me onto my side and worked at my ass, wipe after wipe, patient, clearing the mess off my hole and out of the crease and dropping each wipe into the bag. Her knuckle brushed my hole, and it fluttered, and I made a sound, and she didn’t speed up at all.

The pen lay beside the revocation line, a foot from my hand. My initials sat in the margin, black and small, and for a few more minutes those initials were still a chip I could spend. The timer ticked. I could see its red hand from where I lay.

“You can still sign,” she said. “If you want to, I’ll stop. I’ll wipe my hands and put the pen in yours. So say pen, or say what you’re actually saying.”

“Don’t stop.”

“Again.”

“Don’t stop.”

She stayed in the open tapes, the wipe moving slowly over my hole and back to my balls and then a dry pass over the cage. I leaked on her finger. She looked at it and wiped it away and went on.

The timer rang.

It was the hard little bell from our kitchen, and it didn’t quit until the spring ran all the way down. I heard the hour end. I didn’t reach for anything, and I didn’t say anything. Her hands were still in the open tapes, still on me, and the line on the page was only a line now.

She waited until the bell died. Then she finished the last wipe, dropped it in the bag, and powdered her palm, and she patted the powder over my cock and balls and into the creases and over my hole, white and dry. She slid the fresh diaper under me, thick and my size, and brought the front up over the cage, and pressed the tapes flat under her thumbs, left and then right, each one twice.

“Check,” she said, running her hand over the front, over the cage beneath the padding, and over the seat. “Dry. Caged. Mine. The hour’s gone, and clause three stands. Tell me if you understand.”

“I understand.”

“Understand what?”

“It stands. Only you can undo it.”

“Good,” she said, and I let myself have that one.

Then she did something that wasn’t in any clause. She sat on the edge of the table beside me, helped me sit up, and put a bottle of water from her bag in my hand, and while I drank it she left her hand resting on my back above the corset, warm and still.

“Color?” she asked quietly.

“Not amber.”

“That was a lot,” she said, “and you were braver in that hour than I’ve seen you in eight years. I watched every minute of it.”

I sat there and let that sink in, and for once I didn’t try to work out what it was worth.

She drew one page out from under the stack, and I didn’t see which. She slid it into an envelope, pressed the flap shut with the side of her fist, and wrote across the front in the hand she uses on contracts: Year nine, Nadia only. Then she locked it in her briefcase, and the catches clicked.

“Harriet,” she said. “Suit. We’re done in this room.”

Nobody said the other name. I put my trousers on over the new diaper and followed her out with the clean bulk and the cage and the corset, and the bell still ringing in my ears.

❦

Her hands found the corset laces at six on Monday morning, in the dressing room, before my eyes were properly open.

“Breathe in,” she said. “Measured waist. Not a finger’s room under it.”

I stood where she put me. Last night’s lace was draped over the chair, stockings and garter belt and the thin lace top. Clause two. She put them on me piece by piece, and then the corset went on over the lace top, and she pulled until my waist came in to the number on the tag, tied it off, and checked it with two fingers that wouldn’t slide.

“On the bench. Diaper.”

I lay back. She powdered my caged cock and my balls and my hole and taped a fresh diaper on tight, and her thumbs ran along the leg gathers so nothing would wick onto my suit. She pressed the front. The cage barely showed if you didn’t put your palm on it.

“Suit, tie, briefcase. You’re still the man who prices houses. At lunch you lock yourself in a stall and send me one photo: the diaper and the edge of the corset. No words in the text. If you piss, you piss in it. If you come, you come in it, and consider that asked and answered. If you mess, you tell me, and you wait. Amber if you need anything to stop, the cage and the diaper included. Only the paper stays signed. Say the photo back to me.”

“Diaper. Corset edge. No words. Send.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She looked at my mouth. “Harriet.”

My cock filled the cage under the new tapes, and I had to shift my feet before I could get the zipper up.

I went to work like that, past the bathroom door with its bright latch still shut from the hall side. The diaper made my walk a little wide. The ninth floor held the usual Monday crowd, people who had been grumbling about their weekends at those desks for as long as I had, and nobody looked at my waist long enough to know anything.

At lunch I locked the stall and leaned my forehead against the door. The men’s room was empty. I opened my belt and my trousers and pushed them down to my knees and looked at the diaper, thick and white, with the bottom edge of the corset showing where my shirt had ridden up. The camera caught both. I checked the frame the way I check a claim file before it goes upstairs: diaper, corset edge, no face, no tile that would tell anyone where I was.

I hit send.

The little whoosh of it went through me harder than a hand would have. My cock kicked in the cage, and I wasn’t touching it. I stood there holding the phone and came, without a hand, a tight, cramped orgasm that had nowhere to go but the ring and then out, pulse after pulse into the front of the diaper, hot on the padding and soaking in over my trapped cock. My balls drew up, and my hole clenched on nothing, and I bit the side of my hand so no word would come out. A weak leak of piss followed the last spasm, and the diaper took that too, warm and heavy in front, the back still clean. I stood there until my legs worked, and then I did up my trousers. I didn’t text her. She had the photo. I went back to my desk and priced a stack of house policies with come cooling on my cock under the tapes, and I didn’t do anything about my face.

That night the corset finally came off. She unlaced it as soon as we were upstairs and hung it over the back of the chair, and my waist ached in the shape of it, but the lace stayed on, the stockings clipped and the garter belt tight and the lace top over my chest. The day’s diaper was still on too, its front tapes peeled open and the padding folded down, stiff with dried come and piss. She stood behind me at her mirror wearing nothing but the empty harness, no strap in it, and every time she shifted I saw her bare ass and her cunt in the glass. The key rang on her keyring. That little piece of metal had a whole clause behind it now, and she fitted it into the lock at the base of my cock and turned it.

The cage came off. My cock dropped out small and flushed and sticky from lunch, and it tried to get hard and only half managed.

“Look at it,” she said. “Little clitty. Tell me what it is.”

“My cock.”

“The word I use.”

“Clitty.”

“And how big? In numbers. You love numbers.”

I looked in the glass. “Four inches if I’m being kind. Less tonight.”

She laughed, low and delighted. “Stroke it. Slowly. You don’t take the diaper off. You come in the front, on the padding, right where your lunch is already. And you watch while I tell you what I see.”

I got my hand around it, and it felt like more than it was. In the mirror it was a short cock over a thick white diaper, with dark lace on my thighs and the garter straps cutting in, and my balls hanging full under it again. I stroked. The skin was sore from the cage, and every pull dragged a wet sound off the dried come.

“Look at that little clitty,” she said at my ear, cool and quiet. “All day long you price other people’s risk, and then you come home with a cock I could hide in one hand. Keep stroking. Let me see the head. There. Red, and leaking. That’s a clitty drip, and it’s going in my diaper.”

“Nadia...”

Her hand came down on my ass, one smack across the seat of the diaper. “Mommy,” she said. “You know better. Keep stroking, and answer me. Do you want to come?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“A full sentence. Crude, please. I write them, and you read them back.”

“I want to come. I want to come in the diaper. Don’t stop.”

“Hold that little cock, and cup your balls. Feel how tight they got from one photo and a send button.”

I cupped my balls and kept stroking, and a clear string from the head landed on the inside of the diaper. She reached around and folded the padding a little lower, so my cock pointed down at it, and her fingers stayed on the plastic. She didn’t touch me. She watched the mirror.

“Faster. You’re close. I can see it in your stomach under the lace, and your hole’s clenching. You want something in it, don’t you? You’re not getting fucked tonight. Tonight you earn it with that small cock, and then your mouth goes to work.”

I stroked harder. The shame of the size sat right beside the heat, and the heat won. My balls pulled up into my palm, and it hit sharp, smaller than the stall and meaner, come striping out of my cock onto the front of the diaper in three short shots and then a fourth that dribbled over my knuckles onto the padding. I kept stroking because she hadn’t told me to stop. Come smeared the head and the padding white, mixing with the dried piss from lunch. My knees bent, and I made a noise that didn’t sound like anybody who works in insurance.

“That’s enough. Leave it. The tapes stay open. On your back, with your head here.”

I lay down on the rug. The diaper gaped open, the come cooling on the padding against my softening cock. She stepped over my face, and I saw her cunt, the lips parted and her clit already out and wet, and then she sat.

Her pussy covered my mouth, hot and salty. She ground down, and I licked her broadly and then up on her clit the way her hips told me, small circles and then flatter when she pressed. When she leaned forward her ass filled what I could see, and both her holes moved over my mouth as she rode. For a second, when she shifted back, I got my tongue on her ass, and then she put her cunt back on me and stayed there.

“Tongue flat. Fuck me with it. In. It doesn’t have to be pretty. In.”

I fucked my tongue into her pussy, and she rode it, wet on my chin and my nose, her clit bumping my lip every time she came forward. I sucked it, and she made one short sound and ground harder.

“Hands on my ass. Spread me. Tongue in my cunt and your nose on my clit. You hear me come, and you don’t stop until I lift off.”

I spread her and held on. She fucked my face in short strokes, slick and hard, and then she came, a tight pulse on my tongue and more wet, her thighs shaking against my ears and her cunt gripping and letting go. She stayed down through all of it. When it eased she lifted just enough for me to breathe and looked down at me, composed again.

“That’s my Harriet,” she said, softer than I expected.

My spent cock twitched in the open diaper, useless and smeared with come, and neither of us said the name she had taken off me. When she had her breath back, she wiped me clean, fitted the cage back on while I was still soft, and locked it, and the key went back onto her ring with the others.

I lay there with her taste in my mouth and the wet padding against me, and I thought about the envelope locked in her briefcase with Year nine, Nadia only written across it in her contract hand. I didn’t know which page was inside. For the first time in my life I didn’t want to work out the odds, either. I wanted to wait and find out when she decided I should.

If you want more like this, read Mommy’s Sissy next


Plugged in a Pink Singlet and Fucked Over the Scoring Table — Mommy Domme Pegging ABDL

The old armory downtown smells like floor wax and machine oil and a hundred years of other people’s sweat, and I love it more than any apartment I have ever lived in. The fencing club has the whole ground floor. There are long strips taped onto the polished boards, a wall of racks for the blades, and a scoring table at the far end with a battered gray box on it that buzzes when a touch lands and lights up red on one side or green on the other. Above the table hangs the board with the club’s honors painted on it in gold, and at the top, in letters a little fresher than the rest, it says RESIDENT CHAMPION and then my name. Marcus. No mark under it. I have been undefeated on those strips for two years.

I’m thirty-three, and fencing is the only thing I have ever been unreasonably good at. The club pays me to be good at it where the members can see. I give lessons in the mornings to people with real jobs, a dentist who parries like he’s apologizing, a pair of lawyers who fence each other every Wednesday to settle arguments from the office, and in the evenings I fence exhibitions and members’ nights, and I win them. That’s the job. I win, I make a mean little joke on the way back to my line, and people pay to watch me do it again. The club has an old rule that membership starts at thirty, staff included, and on members’ nights the benches fill up with people still in their office clothes, with a drink in one hand and plenty to say about my footwork.

One morning a couple of months ago, the dentist asked me, while I was showing him for the fourth time where to put his back foot, whether I ever got tired of winning.

“Never,” I said. “Do you ever get tired of being paid?”

He laughed and hit me on the arm with his blade, a soft, harmless touch that wouldn’t have lit the box if it had been plugged in, and I let it go because he was paying for the hour. “Point to me,” he said.

“Write it on your fridge,” I said. “That’s the last one you’ll ever get.”

It was the kind of thing I said all week long. What I didn’t say, to him or anybody, was what happened in my body on the rare days when somebody actually got one.

The club runs on the money of a few patronesses, women who fenced seriously once and now sit on the board and sponsor the people they think are worth it. Mine is Colette. She pays for my place at the club and my travel and, if I’m honest, most of my rent, and in return I keep my name on that board and fence when she asks me to. She’s somewhere in her mid-forties, I’d guess, with dark hair going silver at the temples, cut sharp along her jaw, and she wears tailored black trousers and a heavy man’s watch and never anything that would get in the way if she decided to pick up a blade. Nobody at the club can remember the last time she did. She sits at the scoring table on members’ nights and keeps the score herself, with one finger resting beside the button on the box, and she never raises her voice, not even when the room is loud.

She’s also the only person in the building who has never once laughed at one of my jokes.

That same evening I won a practice bout without dropping a touch against a woman who’d driven in from out of town to try me, and on my way back to the bench I passed the scoring table. Colette was writing something on her clipboard.

“Five, zero,” I said. “You can put it on my tab.”

“You were bored,” she said, without looking up.

“I’m always bored. Nobody ever gives me anything to do.”

She looked up then. Her eyes stayed on my face a second longer than they needed to, and then went, just for a moment, down the front of my whites and back up again.

“Somebody should,” she said, and went back to her clipboard.

I walked to the locker room with my face hot under the mask, telling myself it was the bout.

The truth is that I had been hiding two things in that building for a long time, and the first one lived in my gym bag.

It started a few years back, at the final of a weekend open for adult club fencers, in a hotel ballroom in another city, the biggest bout of my life up to then. I was living alone by then, a grown man with a one-room apartment over a bakery and nobody to answer to, and I had fenced all day on coffee and nerves. On the last touch I lunged with everything I had, and at the exact moment my point landed, my bladder let go. Not much. A hot little spurt into my underwear and the front of my whites, gone before I could stop it. I won. Nobody saw. The jacket hangs low, and the lights in that ballroom were terrible, and I stood on the podium with a cooling wet spot under my medal and smiled for the photographer like a man with nothing to hide.

That night, alone in my apartment, I couldn’t stop thinking about it, and what I couldn’t stop thinking about wasn’t the medal. It was the spurt. The heat of it, the helplessness, the fact that my body had done something in front of a ballroom full of people without asking me first. I lay on my bed and got so hard thinking about it that I had to take care of it twice before I could sleep, and I felt like a pervert both times.

After that it happened again, now and then, always at the big moments. Adrenaline, a doctor would probably call it. So I did what any sensible athlete would do and bought insurance. First thin pads, then, when the pads weren’t enough, adult diapers, the thinnest ones I could find, the kind that sit flat under a pair of fencing pants if you buy your whites a size up. I wore them to every one of those opens. I told myself they were equipment, like a cup. They worked. And they did something else that I didn’t tell myself about at all, which was make me hard every single time I taped one on in a locker-room stall.

The second secret was worse, because it didn’t make any sense.

I almost never lose. But a few times a year, in practice, somebody really good gets a touch on me, and when it happens, my cock gets hard. Not a little. Hard enough to hurt. The first time I noticed, I was twenty-four, and it was against a coach visiting from overseas, a woman of thirty-five who had retired from the international circuit and gone into coaching and was still twice as good as me on her day. She beat me five to nothing in a practice room with nobody watching, and I walked off that strip with a hard-on I had to hide behind my mask until I reached the showers. Standing under the water afterward I understood that it hadn’t been the fencing. It was the losing. The box lighting up on the other side, again and again, and nothing I could do about it.

I’m a competitive man. I count every point. And somewhere in the middle of me was a part that wanted to be beaten so badly it made me stupid.

Those two secrets lived together in my gym bag, and in my head, and on bad nights in my bed. And lately they had both started to have Colette’s finger on the button.

It happened slowly, the way all the dangerous things in my life have happened.

There was the night she asked me to stay after a members’ evening and give her a few touches, “for my wrist,” she said, which had been bothering her. In all the time I had known her, I had never seen her pick up a blade. She put on a jacket and a mask and stood on the strip across from me, and she was better than I expected, cool and economical, and she didn’t move a single inch more than she needed to. I was showing off. I let my guard drift to make a point, and she slid her blade in under it and touched me square on the chest, so cleanly that the box would have lit if anyone had been sitting at it.

My cock went hard so fast that I actually took a step back.

She lowered her blade and looked at me through her mask. I couldn’t see her face, but I saw her head tilt, just slightly, down and then back up.

“Interesting,” she said.

That was all. She took the mask off and thanked me for the lesson and went upstairs to her office, and I stood in the empty hall with my heart pounding and my whites tented out in front, hating her a little and wanting the next touch more than I had wanted anything in years.

There was a members’ night a few weeks later, a big one with the benches full. I won, of course, but on my last lunge I felt the familiar hot spurt, and under my whites the diaper took it, and I walked off the strip straight to the locker room without stopping to shake hands. When I came back out in fresh whites, Colette was standing by the door to her office stairs.

“You change your whites very quickly after a win, Marcus,” she said.

“I sweat,” I said.

“Mm,” she said, and went upstairs.

And then there was last Thursday.

I was alone in the cooldown room after practice, or I thought I was. My whites were down around my knees, and I was peeling off the diaper I’d worn under them, which was wet, because the bout had been close and my body had done what it does. I had the front tapes open and the wet padding in my hand when I heard the door. Colette stood in the doorway with her clipboard against her chest.

I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I stood there with my whites around my knees and a wet diaper in my hand and my cock already starting to rise, because apparently my body thought this was a touch scored against me.

She looked at all of it. She took her time. She didn’t look away, and she didn’t look shocked, and she didn’t look kind.

“You left your locker open,” she said finally. “Your renewal is due next week. I’ll want to see you about it.”

Then she closed the door, very quietly, and I heard her heels go away down the hall.

I should have quit that night. I should have packed my blades and found another club in another city, where nobody had seen me holding a wet diaper with a hard-on. Instead I went home and lay on my bed in the dark and replayed the way she had looked at me, slowly, from my face down and back up, like a referee watching a replay before she made the call.

On Monday a note was waiting in my locker, in her handwriting.

Tuesday. My office, after practice, before the members’ exhibition. Bring yourself. The renewal has a new page.

I read it until I knew it by heart. Then I put it in my bag, and I told myself it was paperwork.

That night I told myself a lot of things. I told myself to go to bed early and not to think. I told myself I was a grown man and a champion, and that champions don’t lie on their bedroom floors with their hearts racing over a note about a contract. I told myself not to open the drawer.

I opened the drawer.

I took out one of the thin diapers I wear under my whites, the white plastic crinkling in my hands, and I stripped and lay back on the bed and lifted my hips and slid it under me. I brought the front up between my legs and taped it on, snug at both hips, and the thin padding pressed my cock flat against my belly, and my cock was having none of that. It pushed up against the front until the shape of it showed through, a hard ridge in the white. Then I did something I had never done before. I got up and pulled my practice whites on over it, the pants and the jacket, the way I would before a bout, and I lay back down on the bed in the dark, dressed to fence, with a diaper underneath.

And I let myself imagine it.

A members’ night. The lights hot on the strip, the benches full and quiet. Colette at the scoring table with her finger on the button. Some woman across from me with a blade in her hand, and me on my line, and the referee calling the start. I lunge. And at the top of the lunge my body lets go, not a spurt this time but all of it, the whole bladder, flooding the thin diaper and soaking through to the white cloth over my crotch while every member on the benches watches the dark patch spread. And Colette doesn’t look at the blades at all. She looks at my crotch, and she presses the button, and the box lights up on the other woman’s side.

That’s a point for her, Marcus, she says, in that voice that never rises.

I pressed my hand down flat over the front of my whites and felt my cock throb through the cloth and the thin padding. I was so hard my balls ached. I rubbed myself through the layers, slow, the cloth dragging against the plastic, and I let myself picture it again, the box lighting, the room seeing, losing and losing and her finger never moving to my side.

Then I let go.

I didn’t fight it. I lay there in my whites and opened my bladder on purpose, and the piss came in a hot, steady rush into the thin diaper, flooding the front and spreading under my balls and back between my legs. It was too much for something that thin, and I knew it, and I wanted it. The padding swelled hot against me and then gave up, and I felt the wet seep through into my fencing pants, warm and spreading, the crotch of my whites going dark and heavy just the way it had in my head.

“Point to her,” I whispered into the dark. “Point to her. Fuck.”

I ground the heel of my hand into the soaked crotch, wet cloth and wet padding and my cock hard as a blade underneath all of it, and I humped up into my own hand like a desperate idiot, chasing it. I pictured Colette’s face as the box lit. I pictured her pressing the button again, and again, for every touch I didn’t get. My balls pulled up tight, and I came with my back arched off the mattress, shooting hot and thick into the soaked front of the diaper, spurt after spurt into the piss, my hips jerking against my hand until there was nothing left and my whites were a ruined, sopping mess against my thighs.

Afterward I lay there for a long time with the wet cooling around my cock and my heart going like I’d fenced all night. I felt ashamed of myself in the way you do when the thing you did was exactly what you wanted. Then I got up and stripped off the soaked whites and the heavy diaper and put the whites in the washer on their own, and I stood in the shower until the hot water ran out, and I still didn’t feel like a champion.

The next day I fenced practice like a man possessed. I took the dentist apart in his morning lesson and made him laugh about it. I won every practice bout that afternoon without dropping a touch, and every time the box lit up on my side I glanced at the scoring table, where nobody was sitting, and felt something close to disappointment. For once I had left the thin diapers in the drawer at home and fenced in nothing but my whites, as if that would prove something to somebody.

When the last bout of practice was done, my whites were still warm and my blood was still up. Rhea was already stretching at the far end of the hall for the members’ exhibition, and she called out that she was going to break my streak tonight, and I called back that she should bring a book to read while she waited. Then I picked up my mask, tucked it under my arm, and climbed the narrow stairs to Colette’s office.

Her door was shut, with a line of light underneath it. I stood on the landing for a moment and listened, and heard nothing but my own breathing and the scrape of a chair inside. Then I took hold of the handle and pushed.

❦

The door caught on the mat, so I put my shoulder into it and came through with my mask under my arm and my whites still warm from practice. Colette sat at her desk and didn’t look up. The renewal lay open in front of her. A thin adult diaper was folded on top of the first page, and beside her pen sat a short black plug, still in its wrapper.

“Shut the door,” she said.

I shut it. The office smelled of paper and the oil on my glove.

“Bout’s inside the hour,” I said. “Rhea thinks she has a shot. She doesn’t.”

“Stand where I can see you.” She kept one finger on the page and read it the way she watches a touch, without hurry. “Colette, forty-four, patroness. Marcus, thirty-three, resident champion. Undefeated.”

My cock thickened in my whites before she had turned the page, and the cloth pulled. She looked there first.

“There it is,” she said. “You haven’t even heard a rule yet.”

“It’s the walk up the stairs,” I said. “My blood’s up.”

“No, it isn’t.” She tapped the page once. “It’s this. Tell me what you are.”

“Resident champion. Still undefeated.” The last word came out mean, the way I liked it.

That line on the board had always been enough for me. My name, clean, with nothing written under it. I had walked past it on my way up and hadn’t even slowed down.

She saw something happen in my face and didn’t ask about it. “Your old paper runs out on Friday. This is the renewal. If you want it, you read what I point at.”

“I can read.”

“Then read clause four. Out loud, all of it.”

I stepped up to the desk. The diaper shifted on the page when I took hold of the corner, and the plug clicked against the pen. I found the lines and read them flat, the way you call a score you hate.

“Clause four. Marcus fences in a diaper. A wet patch on his whites is a point for his opponent. Marcus never comes on an opponent’s light. He comes when Colette allows it, or on his own scoring hit, dry.”

“Again. The part you tried to rush.”

“A wet patch is a point for her. I never come on her light. I come when you allow it, or on my own hit, dry.”

“Very nice.”

That landed lower than her finger had. My cock jumped in my whites, and she watched it and didn’t smile.

“You like being praised more than you like the rule,” she said. “What does clause four cost you if you piss on a lunge?”

“A point. Hers.”

“And if you want to come and there’s no light on your side?”

“Then I ask you, and I take your answer. Or I stay dry and score my own.”

“You won’t stay dry,” she said. “You never do when the box is live. I’ve seen you. Turn to clause nine and read it. Then you sign, or you walk out of here and I renew the old paper exactly as it was. Your name stays on that board either way. Saying no costs you nothing at all.”

The water glass by her elbow was full, and my hands were steady. I knew what the line said. I read it anyway, last, where it sat on the page.

“If Marcus says lantern, everything stops at once. His sponsorship stands.”

She didn’t add a word. She turned the pen around and held it out.

“Yes or no, Marcus.”

“Yes,” I said. “I want it.”

I signed in my practice whites, sober, the nib loud on the paper. She took the pen back and signed beside me, and our two names sat there together. She blew on the ink once and left the page open so I could still see both.

“Desk,” she said. “Hands on the wood. Whites down.”

“We have a bout.”

“We have a signed paper. Bend over.”

“Yes,” I said, and I bent over her desk. The edge bit into my hips. She hooked her thumbs into my whites and pulled them down to my knees, then to my ankles, and left them there so I couldn’t step. Cool air hit my ass. My cock swung free, already thick, and my balls drew up as her palm passed under them, not stroking, only weighing.

“Look at this cock,” she said. “Hard from a piece of paper. Your balls are tight, and I haven’t even taped you yet. Are you going to fuck my desk, champion?”

“I’m not that fast.”

“You’re exactly that fast.” She shook the diaper open. It was thin, cut so a mark would show later through white cloth. She brought it up between my thighs, soft and dry and much too light, and pulled the front up and pressed the tapes down one side and then the other, her thumbs hard on the plastic so nothing would shift. My cock had nowhere to go but forward, a ridge pushing out the thin front.

She didn’t give me a second. Her hand closed over that ridge and stroked, slowly, through the diaper.

“Fuck,” I said.

“There. Say it plainly. What am I holding?”

“My cock.”

“And under it?”

“My balls.”

“That’s right.”

I jerked in her fist, and the diaper rasped. She stroked again, base to head, the thin padding dragging and the heat building under her palm. I tried to push back against her, and she put her other hand on the small of my back and held me against the desk.

“Stay put. You come in this. You don’t get my cunt, and you don’t get a hand on your skin. You get the diaper, and you get it now, because you’re already leaking on my fingers.”

A wet spot warmed under her thumb, small, from the tip, and she felt it and laughed once, short.

“Precum. Undefeated, and your cock’s painting the inside of that diaper before I’ve counted to ten. Do you want to know what I’m doing while you shake? My clit’s up. My pussy’s wet in these trousers, and you don’t get either one. You just get to hear about it.”

“Colette...”

“No. You listen. I could open my trousers and put this mess of a cock right against my cunt, and you’d still finish in the diaper. That’s how gone you are. Feel it.”

She worked me harder. The diaper bunched and slid, and my balls swung and then pulled tight to the base, and the dry rasp of the padding turned damp. My hole clenched on nothing. I bit the inside of my cheek and lost anyway.

“I’m...”

“I know. Look at you. The resident champion with his whites around his ankles, fucking a diaper on my desk. Go on, then. Make the mess. I want to see how fast.”

It hit. My cock kicked in her hand once, twice, a third time, hot spurts soaking the thin front from the inside. Come spread under her palm, slick and sudden, and she kept stroking right through it, milking me while the wet diaper squelched. My knees knocked the front of the desk, and a sound came out of me that wasn’t a word. She didn’t stop until the last weak pulse had smeared out and my cock began to soften in the soggy front.

“That,” she said, “was not a scoring hit. That was just you. How long did it take?”

I got some air in. “Not long.”

“Say it the way the benches would say it.”

“I came fast.”

“The undefeated champion came in his diaper before he even left my office. Come all down the front, and you haven’t touched a blade.” She pressed on the wet spot until I felt my own come squash against the head. “Clause four says you come when I allow it. I allowed that one, and you didn’t earn a second of it. Remember how that felt, because next time you’ll have to ask.”

She stepped back. I stayed bent over, breathing, the diaper heavy in front and dry everywhere else, and my cock twitched in the come and tried to thicken again. She saw that too.

“Up. Over to the couch. Don’t tidy yourself.”

I hauled my whites up to my thighs so I could walk and went to the couch. She followed with the plug, the wrapper off now and a shine of lube on the black.

“Not that too,” I said.

“Lantern, or the couch?”

“Couch,” I said, and hated how fast I said it.

Her hand went flat between my shoulder blades, and she bent me over the arm of it without raising her voice, the leather cold against my chest and my ass up. She pulled the back of the wet diaper aside just far enough, kept one hand on my back, and with the other she set the plug against my hole and worked it in.

It burned and then opened me. I grunted into the cushion. She didn’t rush, and she didn’t stop. The widest part stretched me and popped through, and my hole closed around the neck with the base snug against my ass. My cock, still messy, went hard again in the come-soaked front. I hated that she’d see it. She already had.

She pressed the tapes flat again, front and sides, checking her work, and let the diaper settle back over the plug so every step would push it deeper.

“You grumbled,” she said. “Your hole didn’t. What’s in you?”

“The plug.”

“And what did your cock do while I put it there?”

“Got hard.”

“I noticed.”

My cock leaked into the diaper at the dry amusement in her voice. I was throbbing in my own come.

She pulled my whites up, the cloth dragging over the thin front, and buttoned them slowly, one button and then the next, and set her palm flat on my crotch. The wet of my come and my new hardness met her hand through the white. She pressed until I felt the plug shift.

“Out on the club floor, you don’t use my name,” she said. “You use the one I give you. Say it.”

I lifted the mask in front of my face so the mesh sat between my mouth and the room, and I put the word into it once.

“Mommy.”

Her palm stayed where it was. “Keep that for the floor, where it counts. Mask on. You have a bout.”

I put my mask on. The diaper clung, the plug held me open, and the come cooled against my skin. She picked up her clipboard and the score sheet and walked out ahead of me, and I followed in short steps, sulking about it, already counting the points I meant to take off Rhea before anybody had a chance to look at my whites.

The bell on the door to the hall rang once when she pushed it open.

Camille stood at the center line with the bout card. She was a gray-haired woman in her fifties who refereed the way she did everything else, cheerfully and without mercy, and her voice was already pitched for the room. “Closed members’ exhibition,” she announced. “Benches, you all signed the house rules, so nobody’s here by accident.” The benches were full of members with cups in their hands, gone quiet the way they always do when a card is read. Camille didn’t look at my crotch. She read the card. “Rhea against Marcus. Five touches. Colette on the box.”

Rhea saluted from her end of the strip. She was thirty-nine, a surgeon with a loose, easy shoulder and a smile like she knew a joke I didn’t. “Try to hang on to that zero, champion,” she called. “I’m bored of it.”

“Nobody’s lit their side of that box against me in two years,” I said. “Pack a lunch.”

Colette took her seat at the scoring table, the box in front of her and the button under her finger. All my life that button had only ever moved when a blade landed, and I had liked the sound of it. I clipped my body wire, set my feet, and tried not to think about the plug.

“Fence,” Camille said.

I lunged.

My back leg drove, and my hole tried to clench around the plug and couldn’t close. The plug shoved deep, and something low in me let go that I hadn’t ordered. Heat left me in a rush, a long push and not a spurt, all of it, flooding the thin diaper from the front back toward the plug. The diaper drank and then couldn’t keep up. Weight sagged between my thighs. The warmth spread under my cock and balls, over the come already there, and kept coming until I was empty and the front of the diaper hung heavy and hot. My front foot landed, and the touch didn’t matter. The white cloth over my crotch went dark while I was still stretched out in the lunge, a patch blooming wide and sticking to the diaper and spreading toward the seams where anyone on the benches could see it.

I recovered short. The wet weight swung. The piss cooled at the edges and stayed hot in the middle, with the plug sitting in it, and my cock, the traitor, stayed half hard in the mess. The smell of it came up warm through the collar of my jacket, and I told myself nobody on the benches could catch it from where they sat.

Colette hadn’t looked at the blades at all. She looked at the patch on the crotch of my whites, in front of all the benches, and pressed the button.

The box lit up on Rhea’s side. One light, clean and loud in the quiet.

Rhea’s point had been nowhere near me, and she knew it. She didn’t argue. Nobody argues with Colette’s box.

Lantern would have stopped all of it on the spot, and Colette would have honored it before the light went out. I stood there dripping and found I didn’t want it, which scared me more than the patch did.

Camille marked the card. “Point to Rhea. One, nothing.”

I stood at my line, flat. “Lit.”

“A wet patch will never pay out,” Colette said, low and even. Her finger stayed on the button, and the box stayed lit on Rhea’s side. “Again.”

❦

Vera’s blade came in high, and I gave ground. It was Thursday, late practice, a few minutes into the bout, and my legs were already hot, the plug seated deep enough that every step backward shoved it in further. Colette sat at the scoring table in a black skirt I’d never seen on her before, with her finger resting beside the button. Vera was forty-seven, a retired pilot with a low stance and a mean streak she saved for the strip, and she stayed down on her line like she was waiting for me to make a mistake.

“You’re late,” she said through her mask.

“You’re old,” I said. “The score’s still mine until you touch me.”

I stepped back again, and the plug knocked inside me. My cock, already thick in the thin diaper under my whites, jumped against the front. Then the heat left me before I told it to. One hard pulse at the tip and then another, piss leaving me in a hot stripe that hit the diaper and stayed. The front drank it and went heavy. The warmth ran under my balls and packed into the crotch until the cloth over my groin pulled dark, and a wet edge crept past the leg band and touched the inside of my thigh. I could smell it under the mask, sharp, and the patch sat on the front of my whites where Vera couldn’t possibly miss it.

Colette’s finger came down. The box clicked, and Vera’s light came on and stayed on.

“Point,” Colette said. “Vera. Wet patch.”

I tipped my blade down. “Lit.”

“That’s one,” Vera said. “You keep paying me for stepping backward.”

“Enjoy it. Dry touches are the only ones that count, and you haven’t got one.”

The board by the door still had my name on the top line. On Tuesday Rhea had closed out our bout off that same button, and two years without a loss had ended right there in front of the benches, with me standing on my line in wet whites. The gold paint still claimed the club was mine, because nobody had bothered to climb a ladder and tell it otherwise.

Colette didn’t look at Vera. She looked at the dark patch and the shape of my cock under it. “Masks off. The bout’s done.”

Vera pulled her mask off, nodded once, and picked up her bag. “I’m out,” she said. “Don’t let him talk the light off.” The door shut behind her. It was late practice, and nobody else was on the strips. The whole hall had emptied down to a single light over the scoring table, the far end gone dark and quiet except for the box humming on Vera’s side.

“Tell me who scored,” Colette said.

“Vera.”

“Why?”

“Wet patch. Clause four.” My voice came out short. “She never hit me.”

“A wet patch doesn’t need a hit.” Her finger left the button. She stood up, took a riding crop out of the bag under the table, and came around to the front of the table, and she brought her palm down twice on the wood, flat and loud. “Up.”

“On the table? Christ.”

She took the back of my neck. It wasn’t a shove, only a hand I could have shrugged off, and I didn’t. She set me where she wanted me, and the table took my shoulders, and the light sat on my face. My kit bag was still by the door where I’d dropped it, and the signed renewal was in her bag under the table with my name on the last line. I’d signed it in my neatest handwriting, as if a tidy signature could protect a man. The paper didn’t care what my crotch was doing.

“Pants,” she said.

I lifted my hips, and she peeled my whites down to my knees. The thin diaper was swollen at the front, yellow through the lining, the tapes stretched tight at my hips. She opened them, and the wet front came up heavy, and the air hit my cock and balls. I was hard. The plug held my hole open beneath it, and the piss cooled on my skin.

She lifted the soaked diaper and turned it so the plastic outside faced me, and she held it up in front of my mouth. The smell was mine.

“Kiss it.”

I turned my head a fraction. Her hand didn’t move.

“Kiss what you did, Marcus. And tell me afterward.”

I put my lips to the outside of it, the plastic still warm from me, and kissed it. My cock kicked against my stomach.

“I kissed it,” I said.

“Thank you,” she said, as politely as if I’d held a door open for her, and my balls drew up tight.

“You pissed on a retreat a few minutes in, and you gave Vera the light. What does the patch pay?”

“Her. Not me.”

“And your cock?”

“It waits. I don’t come on her point.”

“Correct.” She dropped the wet diaper into the bin by the table leg. From her bag she took wipes and a fresh diaper, thicker than the one I’d fenced in. She wiped my cock first, slowly, from the tip down to the base, then under my balls, and then along the crease of my ass around the plug, and I hissed. She slid the fresh diaper under my hips and brought the front up over my hard cock and taped it, left and then right, and pressed both tapes flat with her palms until they stuck.

Her hand stayed. Her palm sat on the front, over my cock, and she stroked through the diaper. The thick padding dragged on the head, and I leaked at once, a small wet heat at the tip that wasn’t piss this time. She felt it and kept stroking, steady, no faster.

“You want something,” she said. “Ask me.”

“Give me a dry...” I got that far and lost my nerve. What I wanted was a dry bout, one chance to score a touch myself and finally come, and I couldn’t bring myself to beg for it lying on her table with her hand on my cock.

She kept stroking. “A dry what?”

I shook my head.

“Then you don’t get it.” Her palm worked me through the diaper, the heel of her hand grinding just under the head and her fingers riding the shaft, and the plug made every stroke tug at my hole. My hips tried to follow her hand, and she pinned them down with her other palm flat on my stomach.

“Look at you. Hard on my table. Leaking into a diaper I only just taped on you. Balls tight. And you won’t even finish your sentence.”

“Colette.”

“Mommy, when you want something from my hand.”

“Mommy.” It came out rough, and my cock jumped under her palm like the word had a wire attached.

She stroked me until my breath went short and my thighs started to shake, and right at the edge she took her hand away. The air on the damp front was cruel. I throbbed and didn’t come, and a fresh leak spread under the tape line, a small dark coin over the head of my cock.

She buttoned my whites up over it while I was still hard, button by button, the waistband closing over the bulge. “Stand up.”

I stood. The diaper rubbed against me, and my cock had nowhere to go.

She sat on the scoring table where my back had just been, pulled her skirt up, and laid the crop across her thigh. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her cunt was bare under the light, already wet, the lips parted and her clit standing out. She pointed the crop at the floor between her knees.

“Kneel. Your mouth on me. You don’t get your cock out, and you don’t come. You leaked in that diaper, and you’ll keep on leaking in it while you lick.”

“The box is still lit for her,” I said, because my mouth needed a joke while my knees were already bending. “Are you scoring this one too?”

“This one’s mine.” She spread her knees. “Tongue. Now.”

I knelt. The fresh diaper crushed my cock and balls against my buttoned pants, and every shift pressed the wet spot against the head. I put my mouth on her.

She tasted sharp and slick. I licked up the middle of her, slowly, and she took a handful of my hair and set the pace herself.

“Flatter. I want the whole tongue, not a polite little flick.”

I flattened it and dragged it from her hole up over her clit. She let out a breath through her nose, and her hips rolled once against my mouth.

“There. Stay on the clit. Circles. Don’t get clever.”

I circled. Her clit was hard under my tongue, a small ridge I could feel on every pass, and her wet slicked my chin. I sucked once, and her grip tightened.

“No sucking yet. Lick. You had a question on the table, and you swallowed it. Use your mouth for this instead.”

I licked. My cock leaked again, a hot thread into the diaper, and the padding clung to it. I groaned into her pussy, and her thighs closed on my ears for a second.

“Listen to yourself. Hard, leaking, buttoned up, and your tongue’s already getting lazy.”

It had slowed down. I felt it at the same moment she did. The crop came off her thigh and smacked the outside of mine, a clean crack through my whites, and the heat jumped in the muscle. My tongue sped up.

“Better. Tell me what you’re licking.”

“Your cunt.”

“And?”

“Your clit. Your pussy.” The words hit the wet skin and came back salty. “You want me to fuck you with my tongue.”

“Then do it. In, and then up. Every time you stall, I mark that thigh.”

I pushed my tongue into her hole. She was hot and tight and pulsing around it, and I fucked it in a few times and then dragged up and sealed my mouth over her clit again. My jaw ached. The diaper was a wet fist around my cock, the precum still coming and spreading toward my balls, and I couldn’t get a hand down there. She hadn’t said I could.

“Look at me while you do it.”

I looked up. Her face was calm, her lipstick still perfect. She watched my mouth work and watched the bulge in my pants twitch.

“Your cock’s jerking. You want to come in that diaper the way you did when you signed. You won’t. Not tonight. Not on a wet patch, and not on your knees.”

I licked harder out of pure spite, and she liked that. Her breath caught, a small break in it, and she braced her free hand on the table behind her.

“Yes. Like that. Broad tongue. Don’t go hunting. Stay.”

I stayed, salt and slick. Her clit jumped under the flat of my tongue, and for half a second I lost the rhythm, thinking about the light still burning on Vera’s side of the box, and the crop cracked my thigh again in the same spot, hotter.

“I didn’t tell you to think. I told you to lick.”

“I’m licking.”

“Then my cunt shouldn’t be able to tell when your mind wanders.” Another smack, lower, nearer my knee, when I eased off to swallow. “That’s the third time you’ve slowed down. Count them for me.”

“Three.”

“That’s my clever champion.”

My cock surged at that and leaked a thicker pulse, and the diaper squelched faintly when I shifted my knees. I hated that she could probably hear it. I put my tongue back on her clit and didn’t lift it again.

“Hands on my thighs. No fingers inside me unless I say so. Your hole stays plugged, and your balls stay in the mess you made.”

I held her thighs, and the muscle jumped under my palms whenever I found a spot she wanted. I circled and then licked up and then pressed and held, and she rolled her hips and rode it, using my face, her pussy smearing over my mouth and nose. I breathed her in and kept going.

“Filthy,” she said, still perfectly level. “The champion on the board, down on his knees with his mouth fucked open, who kissed his own wet diaper for me, leaking into a fresh one because Mommy stroked him and stopped. Say it.”

“I’m leaking in the diaper.” My voice was wet. “I didn’t come. You stopped me.”

“And you won’t come while I do.” She tipped her hips. “Clit. Suck now. Softly. Then the tongue again.”

I sucked her clit gently, the way she said, and then let it go and licked. She was wetter now, running down onto my chin and the edge of the table, and I chased it down to her hole and fucked in and came back up. The crop tapped my thigh once, a warning and not a real smack, when I stayed inside her too long.

“Up. I come on the clit, not in the hole. You know that.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Then stay there until I tell you the bout’s over.”

I locked my mouth over her clit and licked steadily, no tricks, the way I’d hold a line. My thigh burned in three places. My cock ached, trapped, the head rubbing the soaked padding every time my jaw moved, and more leak came, cooling and then warm again on top of the old. My balls were drawn up tight and useless. The plug sat deep, and every time I clenched on it the leaking got worse.

Her stomach tightened. Her hand in my hair stopped guiding me and just held on. “Don’t slow down. If you slow down now, I’ll crop you and start you over, and you still won’t come.”

I didn’t slow down. I licked her clit in short firm strokes, then flattened my tongue and dragged it, then short strokes again, and she made a small sound, and her thighs shook against my ears.

“Fuck. There. Right there. Don’t you dare get polite on me.”

I stayed rude with it, my tongue broad and the pressure even, spit and her wetness all over my mouth. She ground down. I felt the flutter start under my lip.

“I’m going to come on your mouth,” she said. “Take all of it. Hands stay where they are.”

She came. Her clit pulsed against my tongue in hard little beats, and her pussy clenched on nothing while her wetness spread over my mouth and chin. She held my head and rode out the last of it, her hips jerking and her breath finally ragged, and I licked her through it, because the crop was still in her other hand and I wasn’t going to give her a reason. A last smack landed anyway, a light one, when my tongue stuttered at how hard she was pulsing, and I got it back under her before she had to say anything.

She kept me there until the pulses faded, and then her hand loosened.

“Clean me. Slowly. No teeth.”

I licked her clean, the mess on her lips and the slick at her hole and the underside of her clit, until she twitched and pushed my forehead back with two fingers.

“Enough.”

I knelt there with my mouth wet and my cock throbbing in a diaper that was wet from me now, a dark patch of my own leaking that would have shown through my whites if anyone had been left to look. Nobody was. I hadn’t come, and my balls hurt with it. I wiped my mouth on the back of my wrist and looked over at the box, still lit on Vera’s side, because I needed something to be mean at.

“She gets the point, you get the mouth, and I get the diaper,” I said. “Hell of a card.”

Colette stood up, smoothed her skirt down, and tucked the crop under her arm. She didn’t answer the joke. She took a blank card from her clipboard, wrote something on it, and walked to the door, and I followed, because my neck still remembered her hand.

At the door she pinned the card to the strap of my kit bag. I read it upside down while my cock leaked one more useless pulse into the tapes.

Singlet for members’ night. One pat on the seat for every light.

“Read it out loud,” she said.

“Singlet for members’ night. One pat on the seat for every light.”

“You wear it over the diaper. The plug goes in before you walk onto the floor. If you’re wet when I check you, the whole room hears the box.” She tapped the card once. “Go home hard. You don’t finish what I stopped.”

I picked up the bag, and the card brushed my wrist. “Yes, Mommy. All of it.”

❦

The pink caught the light before she said a word. Colette held the singlet up by its shoulders, metallic and shining and cut high on the thigh like a wrestler’s, with a row of snaps hanging open at the crotch. My whites were gone from their hook. On the cooldown bench lay a thin diaper with its tapes out, and beside it the plug, with a fine wire coiled next to it and a clip on the end that would hook it into the scoring box once I was out on the floor.

“Take off the rest,” she said. “On your back.”

I was already bare, my cock hanging and my balls tight from the walk in, and she was in no hurry at all. Out on the floor I could hear the members arriving.

“I fence in whites,” I said. “You know that.”

She didn’t raise her voice. She draped the singlet over her arm and picked up the diaper. “Bench.”

I lay down on it, and the vinyl was cold under my shoulders. She lifted my hips and slid the diaper under my ass and brought the front up over my cock and balls. There was almost nothing to it, and I could feel the head of my cock printing against the inside.

“Thin on purpose,” she said, setting the left tape with her knuckles and then the right. “Clause four needs a patch the whole room can see. You signed that.”

She pressed the top tape down, her palm dragging the padding over my balls, and my cock thickened under her hand before I had a single word ready.

“There,” she said. “Hard while I’m still talking. Tell me what your cock is doing.”

“Getting hard.”

“For what?”

“For you taping a diaper on my cock and balls.”

“Louder.”

“For the diaper. For your hand on it.”

“Well said.”

My cock jerked at that, jumping against the thin padding, and she watched it do it.

“Knees up. Hold them.”

I pulled my knees up. She peeled the back of the diaper open just far enough to get at my hole, slicked the plug, and set the tip against me.

“Breathe.”

I breathed, and she worked it in. The stretch burned, a slow, steady push, and then the widest part slipped past and my hole closed around the neck. She seated it with two fingers and held it there.

“Feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“In my hole. Deep.”

“It stays there. It buzzes every time I press the button. Every touch I give them, you feel in your ass. And you don’t come on their points.”

“I come on my own touch, with a dry patch,” I said. “I haven’t had either one since I signed.”

“And you won’t buy one by talking.” She taped the diaper closed again and laid her palm flat over my cock through the padding. “Up.”

I stood, and the plug shifted. She held the singlet open in front of me with the legs dangling.

“Foot.”

“Whites. You know I fence in whites.”

“Is that lantern,” she asked, “or is that complaining?”

“Complaining,” I said, and I couldn’t keep the grin off my face.

She took hold of my ankle. It wasn’t a yank, only a lift, and my foot went into the pink because she put it there, and then the other one. She drew the metallic cloth up my calves and over my knees and made me step so she could get it up under my ass and over the diaper. The thin padding crinkled anyway, and my cock pressed against the front.

At the crotch she started on the snaps. On the first one her knuckle bumped my balls through the diaper. On the second it moved higher, against the shaft, and she stopped.

“Still complaining?”

“It’s on me now.”

“That isn’t what I asked. Do you fence in this?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

On the third snap her knuckle rested on the head of my cock, and she left it there until I twitched. Then the fourth and the fifth, and the crotch closed over the diaper, the pink pulled tight, my cock a ridge under the shine. She turned me by the hips toward the door.

“Whoever lights the box gets one pat on your seat. You agreed to that.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Then walk. Plug in. If you’re wet when I check you, the whole room hears the box.”

“They’ll hear it anyway, if you want them to.”

“Then don’t give me the wanting.” She tapped the seat of the singlet once, not a point, just a send-off. “To the strip.”

I walked out. Every step rubbed the diaper against my cock and pushed the plug deeper, and the snaps creaked. I was hard, and I knew she’d seen it, and I kept walking.

The first bell cracked out under the members’ lights.

Rhea waited on her line with her mask up and her blade down. The benches were full of the over-thirty membership with glasses in their hands, quiet the way they always got when a patroness had the strip. Colette stood at the scoring box with her clipboard, and at the far end of the hall my name was still painted on the champion board in gold, which I did my best not to think about.

Rhea came in fast. I retreated, the plug shifting inside me, and her point hit my chest.

Colette’s finger pressed the button. The box chirped, and the plug buzzed in a hard short pulse, and my cock surged in the diaper under the pink. I was hard from the very first touch.

Rhea walked over and patted the seat of the singlet once, firmly, and the diaper crinkled under her palm. Then she went back to her line.

I walked back to mine and saluted and dropped into my stance, and I didn’t look at the benches.

“One, nothing,” Colette said.

On the second touch Rhea took my blade and hit my flank. The button, the buzz deep in my ass right through the plug, and I got harder, my cock trapped and already a little slick in the thin padding. She patted my seat once, and I went back to my line and kept my eyes on her blade, not the room.

“Two, nothing,” Rhea said. “Champion’s gone quiet. That’s new.”

I didn’t answer.

The third was a beat on my blade and a touch to the shoulder. The buzz sat in my hole and drew my balls up tight, and the pink warmed under her hand when she patted me, and I went back and saluted without a single word. The fourth time she lunged and I was late, and the buzz ran up my spine, and the pat landed once on my ass. Four to nothing, my cock aching in the diaper, and I wasn’t going to spend one word on her.

She took the fifth one clean. When the plug jumped, my cock throbbed so hard that the padding shifted, and Rhea patted the seat and dropped her hand, because the rule was one.

“Five, nothing,” Colette said, and wrote it down. “Next.”

Vera stepped up, rolling her wrist. “Keep that patch dry if you can,” she said. “I like an easy one.”

I saluted and said nothing.

She scored the first on a tight exchange I should have won, and I didn’t argue it. The button, the buzz, and my cock pushing hard against the tape line, fully stiff now and leaking. Vera patted my seat, and I walked back and saluted. The second came off a bad parry of mine. The plug thrummed, and my hole clenched around it, and she patted me and I went back. Two down in her bout, seven on the night, and I could hear myself not talking.

On the third I lunged.

It was a long lunge, my hips dropping low and the plug driving deep, and something low in my belly let go before I could lock it down. Heat pushed out of me in a rush from the root of my cock, nothing like the slick I’d been leaking all along. The thin diaper took it, and it spread under my balls and up the front, a heavy warm soak climbing the padding while I was still stretched out with my point in the air and my back leg burning. The edges cooled, and the middle stayed hot. It reached the snaps. When I recovered, the padding squished with a soft fat sound, and a dark patch pressed out through the metallic pink so the lights showed it plainly, a wet line over my cock and my balls hanging in it. I was still hard.

I had pissed on the lunge. A second later I could smell it, warm and sour, and I knew the front bench could smell it too.

Colette didn’t make a show of it. She pressed the button, the box chirped for Vera, and the buzz ran from the plug in my wet hole through the warm padding into my cock.

“Wet patch,” she said. “Clause four. Point to Vera.”

Vera came over and patted the wet seat. The diaper gave under her hand, soaked through, and the piss shifted against my ass with a dull sound, nothing like the dry pats.

“Loud diaper,” Vera said. “Two more and the bout’s mine anyway.”

I walked back to my line with the wet padding dragging at me and didn’t look at the benches. Somebody laughed once, low, and I let it die.

She took the next one on my wrist. The buzz came while the piss cooled around my cock, which stayed thick in it, and she patted the wet seat once, and the diaper shifted a little toward the snaps. Her last one went to my mask, and the buzz was sharp enough that my knees wanted to fold. She patted the soaked pink, and I went back without a sound and kept my eyes front.

“Five, nothing,” Colette said, writing. “Camille.”

Camille took her place, easy in the shoulders. “I’ll take my five,” she said pleasantly. “You can keep counting.”

She did. On the first she knocked the blade out of my hand and hit me, and my wet cock jumped in the piss when the plug buzzed. She patted my seat once, and I walked back without looking at anyone. The second was a stop-hit I should have seen coming. The thin padding showed the dark patch through the pink every time I moved, and she patted me, and I went back. If I was honest about the score, and I was, it was twelve to nothing.

On the third she feinted and then lit the box. My hole clenched on the plug and my balls pulled tight in the wet, and the diaper squelched under her palm when she patted me. I went back flat and shut. On the fourth, to my hip, the buzz ran long enough that I had to clamp my jaw to keep a moan off the strip. One pat on the wet seat. My name was still up on that board like a joke I wasn’t allowed to tell.

On the fifth she lunged, and the light was hers before my blade had even moved.

Camille looked over at Colette first, and Colette gave her a small nod. Then Camille walked over and put her palm on the seat of the singlet and left it there. Not a pat. A hold. The heat of her hand came through the pink and the soaked diaper onto my ass, with the plug right under her palm, and my cock throbbed in piss and leak, and I didn’t make a sound.

Colette wrote, and I heard her pen. “Fifteen to nothing.”

Camille kept her palm on me until the pen stopped. Then she took it away and walked off the strip.

The crop tapped my ass once, lightly, a question in the leather.

In the cooldown room, with the door shut and the members only a wall away, I was bent over the bench because her hand had put me there. The pink singlet was still snapped shut, the thin diaper swollen with piss, the plug deep, and my cock so hard it ached in the wet. Colette had the crop in one hand. She had unclipped the plug’s wire from the scoring box and brought its hand switch in with her, and it sat on the bench by my fingers, next to her clipboard.

“Hands on the bench,” she said. “You don’t touch your cock, and you don’t open a snap. You answer me.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“The score?”

“Fifteen to nothing.”

“Who scored?”

“Rhea. Vera. Camille. Not me.”

“And the patch?”

“Wet. I pissed on the lunge, and Vera got the point for it.”

“Tell me about the mess.”

“There’s piss in the diaper. My cock’s hard in the piss, and there’s precum in it too. It’s a mess on my balls, and my ass is sitting in it.”

“That’s exactly right.”

My cock kicked, and the wet padding slapped against my balls.

She pressed the button, and the plug buzzed, longer than it had on the strip, a hard thrum deep in my hole, and my ass clenched. The crop came down across the seat of the singlet in one clean crack, and the sting went through the pink and the thin diaper into my skin.

“One,” she said. “I score it, you feel it. You don’t come until the plug takes you, and you don’t get a hand to help it along.”

“I can take more than one. Fifteen of theirs didn’t finish me.”

“Cute,” she said. “You’ll take what I write down. It’s a count, not a joke.”

The button, the buzz, and the crop lower, where my ass met my thigh. The diaper squished, and my cock dragged through the soaked padding, and I grunted.

“Two. Your hole’s gripping that plug like it wants to fuck it. Say so.”

“My hole’s gripping the plug. It wants to fuck itself on it.”

“And your cock?”

“Hard. Wet. Trapped. Nothing since your desk. It’s right there.”

She didn’t argue. The button and the crop came together on the third, harder, a line across both cheeks, and the sting and the buzz met somewhere in my balls. I rocked forward, and the snaps dug into my groin, and the piss and slick shifted up the front and over the head of my cock.

“Three. Look at me.”

I turned my head. She had her free hand down the front of her trousers, and she drew it out shining and held her fingers up where I could see them.

“That’s my cunt,” she said. “Wet from watching you get shut out and patted. My pussy’s a mess, and my clit’s swollen, and you don’t get to fuck either one. You get the crop and the plug and the diaper you pissed in. Say it.”

“Your cunt’s wet. Your pussy’s a mess. Your clit’s swollen. I don’t get to fuck you.”

“And no please in it. I didn’t hear one, and I don’t want one.”

She rubbed her clit once, slowly, with a soft slick sound, and then moved that hand back to the button.

“Four.”

The buzz, and the crop high on my ass. The diaper was hot again, not with new piss but with my cock leaking into the old mess, fat and slick against the thin padding, and the pink at the crotch stuck to me, dark and heavy.

“Four,” I said.

“Five.”

This time she held the button down, and the plug didn’t pulse. It ran, a steady fucking buzz deep in my hole, right where it made my cock jump without a hand anywhere near it. The crop cracked, and my thighs shook.

“Are you going to come in that piss?”

“Yes.”

“From what?”

“From the plug in my hole. From you cropping my ass. From the button. Not from my hand. I come in the mess.”

“Six.”

The leather landed, and the buzz didn’t let up. My balls drew up so tight they hurt, and the come sat right at the root, pressing, and both my hands stayed flat on the bench, because she’d told me to and because I wanted the next one more than I wanted to grab my cock.

“Seven.”

The crop landed, and I shouted, short and ugly, nothing the benches should hear. The soaked padding squeezed my shaft every time I clenched. Her fingers went back to her clit for a moment, rubbing, and she talked over it, quietly.

“My pussy’s dripping on my hand, and you still don’t get any of it. Eight.”

Eight landed, and the plug hammered, and my hole fluttered and gripped, and my cock started to pulse in the diaper all on its own.

It wasn’t a hand. It was the plug buzzing in my ass and the crop lighting up my seat and the wet thin padding milking me because I couldn’t stop clenching. The first shot left me so hard that my vision went white at the edges. It pumped into the piss-soaked diaper, hot on hot, a thick stripe against the head, then another, my cock kicking at the snaps and my balls tight and my hole pulling at the plug like it meant to drag the rest out of me.

“Nine,” she said, and cropped me while I was already coming, and the sting shoved another pulse out. Come poured into the piss, and the diaper got heavier, obscene and sagging, the pink at my crotch going darker and thicker where the mess pushed through.

“That’s it. Come in it. All of it. Don’t you waste a drop outside that diaper.”

“I’m coming. Fuck. In the piss. In the diaper.”

“Ten.”

She hit me and held the button down, and I kept coming, shot after shot, hands flat and nothing touching my cock, come mixing with piss until it squelched with every jerk. My ass stung in stripes, and my hole wouldn’t let go of the plug. A last thick ribbon leaked out against my balls, and then a weaker one, and then my cock just throbbed in the soaked padding, still hard, still spilling a little, still untouched.

She let go of the button, and the buzz died. I stayed bent over the bench, panting, the singlet stuck to me at every snap and the diaper swollen and hot and ruined.

“Look down,” she said.

I looked. A dark crotch. The thin diaper sagging with piss and come, my cock a fat shape in the middle of it and my balls wet underneath.

“Tell me what you did.”

“I came hands-free, in the diaper, in the piss, from the plug in my hole and you cropping my ass until I did. I never got anywhere near your cunt.”

“And the score?”

“Fifteen to nothing. Still. Theirs, not mine.”

“And you’re still hard.”

“Yes.”

“I can see that.”

My cock jumped in the come and the piss at her voice, one more weak kick. She folded the score sheet twice and slid it into her pocket. The crop went down on the bench. The hand that had been on her clit pressed the wet seat of the singlet once, a check and not a point, and came away damp.

“Cooldown isn’t a reward,” she said.

❦

The snaps gave way under her thumb one after another, all five of them, and the crotch of the pink singlet fell open, and the wet diaper pushed up into the cool air of the cooldown room.

“On the bench,” Colette said.

I climbed up onto it. She had already locked the door. My back hit the padding, and the diaper squelched under me, heavy and warm against my cock and balls, the piss pooled low and the plastic ticking whenever I moved. She had taken the score sheet out of her pocket and laid it flat on the bench beside a clean diaper, a pack of wipes, her harness and strap-on, and the lube. Fifteen to nothing. I could read my own loss from where I lay.

She hooked two fingers into the front tapes and peeled them. The wet diaper came away from my skin in a slow drag, the inside glazed and the heavy sag of it slapping her wrist, and a thin line of piss ran down my thigh before she caught it with a wipe.

“Look at this mess,” she said. “You pissed in it on the strip, and you came in it afterward, and you walked in here with it full. Tell me what it is.”

“A wet diaper,” I said. “Full of piss.”

“Yes, it is,” she said, and she sounded almost fond of it, which wasn’t fair at all. I was half hard again before she’d finished wiping me, and she saw it, because she always does. The wipe was cold on my balls and under them, over the head, and down the crack of my ass to the base of the plug. She dropped the wet diaper on the floor, and it landed with a fat, heavy sound.

She shook the clean one open. It was thick, so thick the bulk of it filled both her hands, and she slid it under me and brought the front up over my cock, which was already pushing at the lining.

“Hold still.”

I held still. She taped the left side and then the right, and pressed her palm flat on both tapes until the plastic warmed under her hand.

“Those stay,” she said. “You don’t pick at them.”

I nodded and kept my hands to myself, and her palm stayed on the tapes a while longer anyway, as if she didn’t quite trust me.

She worked two fingers under the back edge of the diaper, found the plug, and drew it out slowly. My hole clenched on nothing, and she set the plug down beside the wipes without looking at it.

“Turn over. On your knees, hands on the bench.”

I turned. The clean diaper crinkled loudly between my thighs, dry and stiff, my cock trapped up against the front of it. I looked back over my shoulder.

Colette stepped into the harness and buckled it. The strap-on jutted out from her, thick and already slick, and she poured lube down it and stroked it once, practically, the way she signs a form. Then she peeled the back of the clean diaper aside and held the bunched plastic in her fist, so my ass was bare and my hole was right there for her.

“Keep your eyes on me until I give you the sheet.”

“I see you,” I said. “I see the score, too. Fifteen to nothing. Are you going to fuck me for the points I didn’t get, or for the ones I handed out?”

“Both.”

She set the head against my hole and pushed in slowly. The stretch burned and then gave, an inch and a pause and another inch, with the diaper crushed in her fist so it couldn’t ride up and cover me. My cock jerked in the front of it, untouched, already leaking into the dry lining, and I heard the small wet tick of it.

“All the way,” she said, and seated it. Her hips met my ass, and I grunted, and my arms shook, and I didn’t let my chest drop.

“Read it,” I said. “If you’re going to take the fifteen, read them out. I can count.”

She picked up the sheet with her free hand while the other stayed fisted in the diaper, and she didn’t move yet. She just stood inside me and read.

“Touch one. Rhea. She came in fast, and you gave ground, and her point was on your chest before my finger found the button.”

“Thank you for the touch I gave away.”

She drew back and pushed in again, slow, and my cock leaked a hot stripe into the diaper.

“Touch two. Rhea took your blade and hit your flank, and you stood there and let them all look.”

“Thank you for that one too.”

Another stroke. The diaper crinkled in her fist, and precum smeared the front lining against the head of my cock. She read the third and the fourth, a beat on my blade and a late counter, a lunge I’d been a beat behind the whole way, and I thanked her for each of them, and my voice got thinner, and my balls drew up.

“Touch five. Rhea, the last of her bout. A running attack, and your feet stuck to the floor. Five to nothing, and you never looked at the benches once.”

“Thank you for the touch I gave away.”

She fucked me through that one, two slow strokes, the strap-on dragging my hole open and closed. I looked back at her. Her face was calm, and the sheet didn’t shake.

“Touch six. Vera. You went for a fancy parry, and she put it on your flank.”

“Six,” I said. “Thank you for the sixth touch I gave away.”

“There you go. Say it like you mean the number.”

My cock jumped hard enough that the front of the diaper rustled. A little leak pushed out and soaked warm into the lining, not piss, only the mess my cock was making while she talked.

“Touch seven. Vera. Your parry was bad, and she went straight through it.”

“Thank you for the touch I gave away.”

“Touch eight. The patch. You pissed on your own lunge, and I gave her the light without looking at a single blade.”

“Thank you for that one.” I laughed once, short and sour. “Eight. I’m a generous champion.”

“Touch nine. Vera, on your wrist. You were still thinking about the patch, and she took it for free.”

“Thank you for the touch I gave away.” Then the other words came out after them, because my hole was full and my cock was dripping into a clean diaper and the sheet still had six lines on it. “One dry bout. Just one. Tomorrow, in whites, no patch rule, and I’ll take Vera or whoever you put up against me. One.”

She stopped moving.

The strap-on stayed buried in me, and her fist stayed in the diaper. The room was so quiet I could hear the plastic ticking as it tried to spring back against her knuckles.

“No,” she said.

Only once, and not loudly, and she didn’t give me a reason. Her hips gave the rest of the answer. She drew out to the head and drove back in deeper than before, and the air went out of me.

I knew the stop word was mine any time I wanted it, and that she’d pull out of me the second I said it, and knowing that was what let me stay on my knees. I opened my mouth for the next thank-you instead, because she was already reading.

“Touch ten. Vera, to your mask. She finished you five to nothing and walked back to her line without a word.”

“Thank you for the touch I gave away.”

My voice had gone flat, but not the way it goes when I want out. I didn’t want it stopped. I wanted the next number. My cock leaked again, a thicker pulse, and the front of the diaper clung to it.

“Touch eleven. Camille. Her first attack. She took the blade right out of your hand and hit you.”

“Thank you.”

“Touch twelve. A stop-hit, and you ran straight onto it and kept your mask on.”

“Thank you for that one too.” I was panting. “Twelve. Keep going. I can take a number.”

“You are taking it.” She fucked me more steadily now, the diaper crushed aside and my ass open around her, every stroke pushing a little more leak out of my cock into the clean front. “Touch thirteen. A feint, then the light. You tried to turn your hip away from the benches, and she took what you opened up.”

“Thank you for the touch I gave away.”

“Touch fourteen. Your hip. You were finished, and you still came forward, and she put it there anyway.”

“Thank you.”

“Fourteen,” she said. “One left. What’s your cock doing?”

“Leaking,” I said. “In the diaper. Hard. You haven’t touched it.”

“No. I haven’t.”

She dropped the sheet on the bench where I could see the last line. Both her hands came off the paper and off the back of the diaper, and the plastic half sprang back before she shoved it aside again, just far enough, and took hold of my hips. Her fingers dug in.

“Touch fifteen,” she said. “Camille. The last one. You gave her the bout, you gave her the night, and you gave me fifteen to nothing. Thank me while I take it.”

She drove harder. Not fast at first, and then fast, the harness slapping my ass and the strap-on punching deep, my hole gripping and losing it and gripping again. My cock swung trapped in the front of the diaper with no hand on it, the head dragging through the wet spot I’d already made, and every thrust mashed that spot against me.

“Thank you,” I got out. “Thank you for the touch I gave away. Fifteen. Fuck. Fifteen.”

“Again.”

“Thank you for the fifteenth touch I gave away.”

She hauled my hips back onto her and held me there and fucked me. My balls drew up. The diaper crinkled loudly, its front soaked now from my leaking and stuck hot to my cock. I tried to get a hand down, and she caught my wrist and put it back on the bench without a word, and then both her hands were on my hips again.

“You don’t score this,” she said. “You didn’t score one touch tonight. This isn’t yours.”

“I know.”

“Tell me what’s about to happen.”

“I’m going to come in the diaper.” My voice cracked on it, and I hated that, and I said it anyway. “Hands-free. Nothing of mine touching it. You’re fucking my hole, and I’m going to come in the front of it.”

“Then do it for me.”

That did it. My cock kicked, and the come started, thick, pulse after pulse into the lining with no hand on me at all, nothing but her strap-on in my ass and her hands on my hips. I came so hard the diaper ballooned warm against me, a wet heavy slap inside the plastic with every spurt, come smearing up over the head and down onto my balls. I shook. My hole clenched around her, and she didn’t stop. She drove through it, four strokes and then five more, while I kept coming, messy and loud, the clean diaper not clean anymore and its front sagging.

“There,” she said. “All of it. I can hear it.”

I could hear it too, a soft wet weight shifting with every thrust. My arms gave out, and my chest hit the bench. She stayed in me until the last weak pulse had oozed out, and then she pulled the strap-on free, and my hole gaped and fluttered, and the come cooled against my cock in a thick patch.

She unbuckled the harness and let it drop, and the strap-on knocked against the leg of the bench. She peeled the diaper off me without asking, the tapes ripping and the front heavy with come, strings of it stretching from the lining to my cock and balls. She looked at it, and then she looked at me.

“Another mess,” she said. “Come this time, not piss. You still made a diaper of it.”

She dropped it on top of the wet one. My cock stood out red and shining and not soft at all, and when she saw that one of her eyebrows moved and nothing else did.

“On your back.”

I rolled over. The bench was narrow. She had kicked her trousers off beside it, and she climbed up over me, bare from the waist down, her knees outside my hips. Her cunt was right above my cock, wet, the hair dark, her clit swollen enough that I could see it. She took my cock in one hand, fitted the head against her pussy, and sat down.

She was hot and tight, and she took me to the root in one slow drop, and her breath went out through her nose.

“You came in a diaper you didn’t earn,” she said. “Now you’ll come in me, and you’ll wait until I say so.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She rode me, and it wasn’t pretty. She fucked herself down on my cock, the bench creaking, her clit grinding against my stomach at the bottom of every stroke. I put my hands on her thighs, and she moved them to the bench beside my head and pressed them there, one wrist and then the other, and then let go because she needed her hands. One braced on my chest. The other went to her clit and rubbed it in short circles while she rode, crude and exact, watching my face.

“Look at your cock,” she said. “In my cunt. Still hard after you shot all over that diaper. What does that make you?”

“Greedy,” I said. “Mean. Still the name on the board.”

“The board’s out by the door. You can look at it when I’m finished with this.” She sank down and held, grinding, her pussy fluttering around me. “Until then you count for me. Not touches. Strokes. Out loud.”

“One,” I said, when she rose and dropped. “Two. Three.”

Her fingers slipped on her clit, wet, and I could hear it, a small sticky sound under the slap of her ass on my hips. My balls were drawn up and sensitive, and they knocked against her every time she took me deep.

“Four. Five. You’re close. I can feel you grabbing.”

“Don’t tell me what I am,” she said. “Count.”

I counted. She leaned down until her mouth was by my ear, and her voice didn’t rise at all.

“You fenced three women tonight and gave them every single point. You walked off the strip wet. You came in a clean diaper because I fucked your hole and read you your losses. And your cock’s in my pussy right now because I put it there. Say thank you for that, too.”

“Thank you.” My hips jerked up in spite of her, and she pushed them down with her weight. “Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for the diaper. Thank you for not letting me score it.”

“Better.”

I almost came right then, and I bit it back, and my cock throbbed inside her. She felt it and slowed down, cruelly, rolling her hips so the head dragged along her front wall.

“Not yet.”

“Colette.”

“No.” Her fingers worked faster on her clit. “You wait. Watch me.”

I watched. Her face stayed almost still. Her cunt didn’t. It tightened and let go and tightened again, and a flush came up her chest under her open collar. She rubbed her clit and fucked down hard three times, and then she came, quietly, with one broken breath, her pussy milking my cock in long pulls. Her wetness ran down over my balls. She kept rubbing through it, her hips stuttering, using me, her eyes open and on mine.

“Now,” she said.

I came a second time, inside her. It started deep behind my balls, and then my cock kicked and I shot into her cunt, hot and thick, less than I’d given the diaper but enough that I felt it flood back around my shaft when she ground down. I groaned. She took it. She didn’t lift off. She held me inside her and worked her clit once more and shivered with a smaller aftershock while I emptied.

“Stay,” she said.

I stayed. Her wetness and my come mixed and leaked out around my cock onto the bench, warm on my balls. She sat on me until I’d softened a little, and then she rose, and my cock slipped out of her shining, a string of come hanging between it and her before it broke.

She stepped down. She didn’t wipe me. She picked up the score sheet, folded it twice, and put it back in her pocket. She left the harness where it lay, and the two diapers, the wet one and the one full of come, in a heap beside the bench.

She didn’t leave me alone on the bench, though. She left me messy, the way she wanted me, but she put a glass of water in my hand and held my wrist until I’d drunk half of it. Then she sat down beside me and put her hand in my hair, her fingers working at the sweat on my scalp, and left it there until my breathing came down.

“Fifteen touches with a plug in you,” she said, “and you came for me with the members just a wall away. That was good, Marcus. I’m proud of you.”

I leaned my head into her hand, and she let me.

“Up,” she said.

My legs weren’t working well, but I got up. The pink singlet hung open at the crotch with my cock and balls out, come drying on me and my hole sore and open. She didn’t snap me back in. She walked me to the door with one hand on the back of my neck, not rough, only there.

Through the glass in the door, out across the hall, which had emptied while we were in here, the board was lit the way it always is after a members’ night. Someone had pinned up the bracket for the club final over the old card. My name was still under RESIDENT CHAMPION, in the same gold paint. The pin was new.

That name was the one thing I’d never been willing to lose, and it hadn’t moved. I looked at it, and my cock gave a tired twitch, and she saw it, because she was watching my body and not the board.

“Still there,” she said. “You didn’t lose the name. You lost the night. Cooldown’s over.”

Her hand pressed once, flat, low on my stomach just above my cock. A check, not a point.

“The final’s on that bracket,” she said. “You’ll be diapered, and you’ll be plugged, and the bracket decides the title. The sponsorship stands, clause nine, whatever you do. And this sheet is mine.”

She tapped the pocket with the sheet in it.

I looked at the bracket, and I looked at my name. My mouth was dry, and my hole ached, and the come was cooling on my balls.

“Yes, Mommy,” I said.

She turned the lock back and opened the door onto the hall.

❦

The members’ lights sat low and hot over the strip on the night of the final. I stood on my line in the pink metallic singlet with the snaps shut, a thin diaper under the shine and the plug seated deep. Camille waited on the far line with her mask down and her blade up. Colette sat at the scoring box with her finger resting by the button and her clipboard against her hip, and the benches were packed with the over-thirty membership.

“Fence,” Colette said.

I went. Front foot, lunge, my point hunting Camille’s chest, and halfway out the heat in my belly turned into a push I hadn’t asked for. It left me in a thin hot thread, not a flood but a leak that kept on coming while my shoe hit the floor. It wet the head of my cock first, and then it ran under my balls and out to the sides of the diaper, warm and then cooler where the cloth took it. The crotch of the singlet went dark in the middle and shiny at the edges, and the patch spread while I was still stretched out, right there under the lights, and my cock twitched in the mess as if it had scored something.

I recovered, and the wet seat pulled at my thighs.

Colette pressed the button as if it were a simple fact, and Camille’s lamp came on.

“Wet patch,” Colette said. “Camille, one. Marcus, what did your seat just do?”

“It leaked,” I said. “On the lunge. You can see it. You don’t need to frame it for them.”

“I don’t frame things. I press a button.” She tapped it once, already done. “Again.”

Camille came in short and fast, and I parried and answered and missed, and she caught my arm on the way back. Her lamp again.

“Two, nothing,” I said, loud enough for the benches. “Enjoy the head start. It expires.”

Somebody on the benches laughed. Colette wrote it down without looking at them.

On the next touch my blade landed clean on Camille’s chest, and the box lit up on my side. The buzz sang in my teeth, and my cock went hard in the wet diaper before I even had my feet under me, the head dragging through warm piss and the plug shifting in my hole. I wanted that point. I wanted it on the sheet next to my name.

Colette looked at my wet seat, and then at the light on my side. She wrote the touch on her clipboard and drew a line through it.

“It pays nothing,” she said, out loud, to the strip and the benches both. “My box. Your seat’s still spreading, and a touch that lands while it spreads pays nothing. Camille stays at two. Marcus stays at nothing.”

I shut my mouth. The call sat wrong in me, and I went short and flat inside, the way I always do when the box eats a point. My cock didn’t get the message. It pushed rudely and obviously at the pink, dripping in the diaper while she capped her pen.

“Tell them what you scored,” she said.

I didn’t. My jaw stayed shut, and the light on my side kept glowing like a joke.

“Marcus.”

“Nothing, Mommy,” I said. “I scored nothing.”

“Thank you.”

I felt it in my balls, and I hated that. I rolled my shoulder and got back on my line.

We traded touches. Once the patch had cooled and the pink had stopped spreading, I took four in a row off Camille, and Colette let them all stand, small mercies that tasted like a loan. Camille took two more off my blade when I got cute. Four all, and the last touch to come. The benches had gone quiet in that hungry way they have.

Camille came forward, and I saw the line she wanted. I had the parry ready, and the counter after it. I lowered my blade on purpose and let her hit me, steel on the pink of my chest, in front of every one of them.

Her lamp lit, and the buzzer went. Five to four. The bout was over.

“Point,” Colette said, and didn’t press anything extra, because the box had already done it. “Camille takes the final.”

I pulled off my mask. The sweat and the cooled piss made the singlet cling to me, and my cock was still half hard. I looked at the scoring box and the little gray button under her finger, which paid her friends now for whatever my body did without asking me first.

“Count it,” I said to the benches, quick and mean. “Five, four. I can do arithmetic. She can have the lamp. I still like my name where it is.”

Camille saluted me, pleased, and walked off toward the front bench. I stayed on the strip with my wet seat cooling and the plug still seated deep in my ass.

“Table,” Colette said.

I went. The club book lay open beside the box. My kit bag sat on the floor with a folded page in the side pocket, one line she’d made me copy out in my own hand before the bout. I took it out. The members were still on the benches with their hands on their knees, watching the pink, and the patch, and the champion who had just handed over a touch.

I read it out to the room.

“A wet patch is always a point against the resident champion.”

My voice came out flat, and I didn’t dress it up.

“Hands,” Colette said.

Hands went up along the benches. Not all of them, but enough. She didn’t count them out loud for my benefit. She wrote the line into the club book in her neat hand, signed underneath it, and pressed the page flat with her palm.

“Voted,” she said. “From now on the box doesn’t have to like you. The patch is the point. Marcus, whose name is on the board?”

“Mine.”

“And what did that name mean before you signed?”

“It meant I didn’t leak in front of an audience and call it tactics.” I heard myself and kept going, because stopping would have looked like a speech. “It meant the lights were mine.”

“Tonight the lights watched you piss on a lunge and hand over the last touch.” She capped her pen. “Say the bylaw once more.”

“A wet patch is always a point against the resident champion.”

“That’s my champion.”

My cock jumped in the wet diaper. I looked at the bracket still pinned beside the book, and across the hall at my name on the champion board, gold paint, not scraped off yet. The renewal was in her bag, clause four and clause nine, and tonight it felt like a score sheet I had written on my own skin.

The members drifted off, coats and low talk, the evening emptying out the way those nights do until the lights hummed over the strips and the benches held nobody. The door at the far end shut.

Colette set her clipboard down and didn’t clear the table. She looked at the pink seat, at the dark patch, and at the shape of my cock inside it.

“Over the table,” she said. “The singlet stays on. The diaper stays on that cock. I want to see the mess bounce.”

“The hall’s empty,” I said. “You could at least...”

I bent over before I’d even finished the sentence. Her hand caught the back of my neck, and the scoring table took my chest. Papers shifted under my cheek, and the corner of the club book dug into me. My ass tipped up in the pink, with the plug a hard knot against the snaps.

“Hands on the edge,” she said. “Don’t wipe anything, and don’t hide anything.”

I put my hands on the edge of the table, the wood still warm from the lights. I heard her bag open, then harness buckles, then the cap of the lube. She didn’t peel the singlet off me. She opened the two snaps at the back, left the front ones shut, and pulled the back of the diaper aside, so my cock and balls stayed packed in the pissed padding while my hole came into her hand.

“The plug,” she said. “Push.”

I pushed. She turned it slowly and drew it out, and the stretch peaked and let go, and I grunted into the score sheets. She set the plug down by the button, slick and used, and pressed two fingers into me where it had been, cold lube and then her knuckles.

“Talk to me,” she said. “What’s in my hand?”

“My hole.”

“And what’s in the diaper?”

“My cock. My balls. Piss. I’m hard. You can see the pink sticking out.”

“I can.” She fucked her fingers into me, three now, and my cock dragged in the wet diaper with every shove, the head smearing and a fresh stupid leak pulsing out of me into the patch while she opened me up. “You threw the last touch. Tell me why. Out loud.”

“Because at four all a dry win would have felt like a loan,” I said. “Because I wanted the sheet to match the seat. Because I’m an asshole, and tonight I like the board more than the lamp.”

“That’s honest.” Her fingers left me empty for a second, and then the strap nudged my hole, blunt and slick. “Breathe. Take it.”

She pushed. The head spread me wider than the plug had, and I bore down, and it seated an inch at a time until her hips met the pink and the harness straps bit into my ass. My cock swung in the diaper, heavy and dripping, the wet cloth slapping my thighs when she drew back and fucked into me again.

“Fuck,” I said. “That’s deep.”

“Stay on the table.” She set a pace that had nothing to do with fencing, in and out, the strap dragging at my rim, every stroke knocking a sound out of me and making my cock bounce in the mess, the thin diaper squelching and the pink front dark and shining under the lights nobody had turned down. “Look at you. The champion with his ass in the air and his cock dripping in his own piss, taking a strap over the book you just signed your loss into.”

“It’s not a loss if my name stays,” I said, and it came out broken, because she’d found the spot that makes my knees quit.

“Your name stays, and the title went to Camille.” She fucked me harder, and the table shifted, and a pen rolled off it. “But tonight this hole is mine. That cock doesn’t get to come on a stolen light. It comes like this, ridiculous, bouncing in a wet diaper while I use you.”

“Colette...”

“Mommy.”

“Mommy.” The word dragged a pulse through my balls. “Fuck my hole. Don’t stop. I’m going to make a mess.”

“You already have.” She reached under me and squeezed my cock through the diaper, the wet heat of it, and let go so it could swing again. “Feel that. Hard in piss, and dripping on the score sheets. Tell me what you are.”

“A mess,” I said. “The plug was bad. This is worse. My cock won’t stay still, my balls are tight, and I’m going to come in the diaper if you keep fucking my ass.”

“That’s the idea.” She leaned over my back, and I heard her breathing change. Her free hand went down between her own legs under the harness, and I knew that sound, skin on skin, her working her clit while the strap stayed buried in me. “My cunt’s wet. My clit’s right here. You don’t get to touch it. You take the fucking, and you listen.”

“I hear it,” I said. “I hear your pussy. I hear my diaper. I hear the table.”

She rubbed faster. The strap jerked in shorter strokes, grinding deep, her hips snapping and the base knocking my hole open and shut. My cock slapped the wet cloth, and then her hand when she grabbed it again through the pink, milking nothing but mess and heat.

“Look at this cock,” she said, crude and even. “Bouncing and dripping and useless for the box. Your balls are drawn up in a pissed diaper, and you still think you run this club.”

“I run the board,” I got out. “You run the button. Fuck. Mommy. I’m close.”

“Ask.”

“Let me come. Please. Fuck my hole and let me come in it. I’ll stay a mess. I’ll wear it.”

“Come.”

She slammed in and held there, grinding, and her fingers went frantic on her clit, and I came with my chest on the club book. It hit in hard pulses, come pumping into the diaper and mixing with the piss, my cock jerking and dripping and the pink front getting heavier and hotter, a wet slap every time my hips tried to fuck the table. My hole clenched on the strap. I said fuck and come and Mommy out loud, and none of it was pretty. Come leaked through the thin cloth onto the score sheet under me, a white string and then a smear, and my balls ached with it.

Colette didn’t pull out. She rode out my clenching, rubbing her pussy, and her breath broke once, only once.

“My clit. Fuck.” She came on her own hand, the harness bucking and a low sound in her throat, keeping the strap seated in my ass. “That’s mine. Hear it. I’m coming on the strap in your hole, and you look completely ridiculous. Pink singlet, wet seat, come and piss all over the champion’s cock, and score sheets stuck to your chest. Say it.”

“I look ridiculous,” I said, my voice wrecked, the come cooling on my balls inside the diaper. “My cock’s bouncing, my hole’s full, and there’s mess on the book. I came like you told me to.”

“Again.”

“I look ridiculous.”

“Yes, you do, and I adore it.” She eased the strap out of me, and my hole fluttered, empty and used, slick with lube and aching from her. She didn’t wipe me. She pressed the back of the diaper over my open, twitching rim and snapped the singlet shut over it, so the plug was gone and the wet diaper stayed, heavy with piss and come, my cock softening in the middle of it. She wiped her own fingers on a club towel, folded it, and set it beside the button. Then she looked at the smear I’d left on the page and smiled with her mouth only.

“That touch still paid nothing,” she said. “And this come doesn’t buy it back.”

I stayed bent over a second longer than I needed to, and then I stood up, and my knees nearly went. She caught my elbow and held it, and she asked me quietly whether I was all right, and she waited for my answer before she let go. I told her I was, and it was true. The diaper sagged, warm and obscene, and the pink showed every bit of it. The scoring box sat dark with the button waiting, and I kept my hands off it. It wasn’t mine to press anymore, and the strange part was that I didn’t mind.

She packed up the harness. She picked up the plug, wiped it, and dropped it in her bag with the lube.

At the door to the armory she held out her hand.

“Kit bag.”

I had it on my shoulder, the folded page back in its pocket and the bylaw already in the book, my handwriting not only mine anymore. I could have made a joke. I gave her the bag.

“Home,” she said.

“Yes, Mommy.”

She locked the hall behind us. My hole ached with every step, and the come and piss shifted in the diaper under the pink, and I went home with her.

Thursday came, and training smelled like metal and floor wax again. The cooldown bench was empty when we got there. She had the pink singlet in one hand and a thin diaper in the other, with a strip of tape already stuck to her wrist.

“Lie back,” she said. “It’s only practice, but the rules are the same. The bylaw doesn’t take Thursdays off.”

I lay back on the bench, and she peeled my training shorts down and off. My cock stirred while she was still tearing the diaper’s wrapper open, before she’d even touched me.

“Already,” she said. “We haven’t set a foot on the strip.”

“My body has no sense of occasion,” I said. “Ignore it. Or don’t. You’re going to tape it up anyway.”

She slid the diaper under my ass, brought the front up over my cock and balls, and taped it snug at both hips. It was thin enough that the shape of me showed through. She pressed the tapes flat with her thumbs and then laid the extra strip across the front, so a wet patch would have nowhere to hide.

“Plug.” She slicked it and set the tip at my hole. “In.”

I bore down, and she worked it in with small turns, past the rim, until it sat and my breath went short. Her hand stayed on the base a second longer than the job needed.

“Who tapes you?” she asked.

“You do.”

“And who scores a wet patch?”

“The woman on the other end of my blade. Under the bylaw. Against me. Every time.”

Colette only smiled and gave me one small nod, as if I’d finally got my footwork right.

That little nod did more to my cock than her hand had, and it thickened under the fresh diaper into a ridge she could see, and she let it be. She stood me up and held the singlet open, and I stepped in, the pink shine sliding up my legs. She pulled it up over the diaper and the plug and snapped the crotch shut one snap at a time, each one loud in the empty cooldown room.

“Rhea’s on the strip,” she said. “Members on the benches. You wet, she gets the light. You know that.”

“I know the math,” I said. “I wrote the math.”

We walked out together. The benches had filled up again, the same club members in the same room, a quiet Thursday instead of a loud final. Rhea waited at the far line with her mask on, patient. Colette took her seat at the scoring box, and her finger found the button as if it lived there.

“Fence.”

I lunged on the very first call, because that’s what I do, and because some mean part of me wanted the test in the first second. The push came lower this time, a hot spill that started behind my balls and ran forward, soaking the head and then the shaft and then the strip of tape she’d pressed flat. It spread fast through the thin diaper. The pink at my crotch went dark in a wide patch while my point was still in the air, nowhere near Rhea, and a wet sound touched the snaps. My cock, half hard from the plug and from her, jerked in the fresh piss.

I landed short. I knew before I even looked.

Colette didn’t wait for a blade. She pressed the button, and Rhea’s lamp snapped on, bright and final, the bylaw doing the work the steel hadn’t needed to.

“Wet patch,” Colette said. “Point against the resident champion. Rhea, one.”

“Hell of an opening,” I said, short. “She didn’t even have to aim.”

“She doesn’t have to,” Colette said. “You gave her the seat. Fence.”

I fenced. Later I landed what looked like a dry beat and still checked the pink before I believed it, and the patch was already there, already counted, so the next clean hit I put on Rhea’s chest lit up my side and died in Colette’s pen the same way the final had. I said nothing that time. My cock answered for me anyway, stiff in the cooling piss, the plug shifting every time I recovered. Rhea took the rest, exact as always, arm and flank and chest, and I talked trash between points, and none of it moved the lamps.

“Four, nothing,” I told the benches. “Write it on your napkins. The diaper’s still undefeated.”

Nobody laughed much. Colette wrote it down. When Rhea’s last touch landed, I didn’t chase it. The buzzer went, and I lost.

I stepped to the center line in the pink singlet with the plug deep inside me and the patch dark on my crotch, already on the sheet and already a point, already the reason the board could keep my name and still make a fool of me. I bowed, and I held the bow. My cock throbbed once in the mess, and I didn’t reach for it. Colette’s finger left the button. She didn’t need to press it again.

The patch had already counted.

If you want more like this, read Diaper Mommy next


Soaked on the Ladder, Messed at the Gangway, Fucked at Home — Diaper Girl Wetting and Messing ABDL

The pilot station sat at the very end of the port road, past the last container stacks and the shrimp boats tied up two deep, in a low tin building with a coffee maker that nobody had turned off in living memory. Shannon liked it best at four in the morning. The refinery flares burned orange across the bay, the air was already warm and wet enough to wring out, and the big board on the wall had the day’s ships written on it in grease pencil, names and times and drafts in the dispatcher’s tidy capitals. Her name was on that board more than anybody’s. She was the one they gave the hard ships to.

What she did for a living took one sentence to explain, and most people still didn’t believe it. Container ships the size of city blocks came in off the Gulf, somebody had to bring them up the channel without putting them on a mud bank, and that somebody had to get aboard first. The ship hung a rope ladder over her side out past the sea buoy, the little pilot boat ran up alongside in whatever the sea was doing, and the pilot stepped across and climbed. Thirty feet, sometimes more, up a wall of wet black steel, on wooden rungs that were never as dry as you’d like. You stepped across at the top of the swell, never the bottom, and you took the first few rungs fast so the next sea couldn’t lift the boat up under your boots. Then you climbed the rest of it the way you’d climb anything, one hand, one foot, eyes on the next rung and nowhere else.

At the top somebody from the crew walked you up to the bridge, the captain gave you his ship, and for the next four or five hours she was yours. You stood. You gave the helmsman his orders and talked to the tugs and felt the engine through the soles of your boots. The crews up there were career sailors, deckhands and helmsmen and officers who’d put decades into those decks, and the captains were grayer still. Nobody sat down on a bridge, and nobody left one either. There was a toilet down the passage on most ships, and Shannon had never once walked out to use it with a stranger at the wheel and a hundred thousand tons of steel moving between the buoys. That was not how you did the job, and she was proud of how she did the job.

She had turned thirty-seven in the spring. She had steady hands, a voice that carried across a wheelhouse without shouting, and no patience at all for adjectives. If a captain asked how the weather looked, she told him the wind and the height of the sea. People found her a little cold until they’d watched her put a ship on a dock in a crosswind, and then they found her something else.

Ross ran the pilot boat.

He’d run it the whole twelve years they’d been married and a while before that, which was how they’d met. She’d been new on the roster and green on the ladder, and he’d held the boat so flat under her boots that first winter that she’d thought the sea was calm until she looked back down and saw what it was really doing. He was a big, quiet man with a sunburned neck and gray coming in at the temples, and his hands on the wheel looked like they’d been made for it, broad and patient, never gripping. He didn’t raise his voice. She had once seen a ship’s officer yell down at him from the rail in a squall, and Ross had waited for the man to run out of breath and said, “You’ll want to slow her down a couple of knots,” in exactly the voice he’d use to ask for the salt. The officer slowed her down.

They had their own channel. Most boat crews do, a quiet frequency off the working one where nobody else bothers to listen, and over the years theirs had filled up with the small talk of a marriage. Coffee’s on. Wind’s backing. You’ve got a boot untied. He’d said that last one to her at the foot of a ladder once, at night, in a big swell, and she’d looked down and he’d been right, and she’d keyed the radio and told him he had no business looking at her boots. His voice had come back low and pleased. “I look at all of you. Boots are just the part that goes up the ladder first.”

She’d laughed about that the whole climb.

That was how he was. He didn’t talk much, so when he did, it landed. He made eggs badly and coffee well, and he read the tide tables the way some men read the sports page. Their apartment sat on pilings over the old harbor, two rooms and a kitchen with a window full of bay, and at slack tide you could hear the water lapping under the floor. At night she slept with her back against his chest and his arm heavy across her, and in twelve years she had never once been shy with him about anything.

Except one thing. There was a thing she did on ladders that nobody knew about, and she had never put it on their channel or anywhere else.

It had started a year ago, on a car carrier with a bad fuel pump. The ship lost power in the narrowest stretch of the channel and they had to hold her there on the tugs for most of a morning, and Shannon stood on that bridge hour after hour, with the captain telling her about his divorce and her bladder getting heavier by the minute. She looked at the tugs straining on their lines and the green buoy just off the bow, and she stayed where she was. Somewhere in the fifth hour her body made the decision for her. It wasn’t all of it. It was a hot, helpless leak that soaked her underwear and the seat of her work pants before she clenched everything she owned and stopped it, and the orange survival suit over the top hid every bit of it. Nobody knew. The captain kept talking. She brought the ship in and signed the book and climbed back down to the boat with her face on fire, and Ross said, “Long one,” and she said, “Long one,” and that was all.

That night she stood in the shower until the hot water ran out, more ashamed of herself than she’d been in years. And then, in the steam, she noticed the other thing. She was wet, and not from the shower. Her pussy was slick and swollen, and when she touched it she nearly had to sit down in the tub. She had no idea what to do with that, so she went to bed and lay awake next to her sleeping husband with her heart going like she’d been caught.

The next afternoon she drove to the all-night pharmacy on the port road and bought a box of the thickest liners they had. She told herself it was practical, like carrying a spare pair of gloves. A pilot doesn’t leave a bridge, so a pilot plans for it. That was all it was.

For a while that really was all it was. Then one gray morning, waiting on the boat at the foot of a ladder with the swell rolling under her, she felt the familiar heaviness and didn’t wait it out. She let a little go into the liner, on purpose, standing there in the suit with Ross at the wheel a few steps away. The warmth spread between her legs and her clit throbbed so hard against the damp pad that she missed the top of the swell and had to wait for the next one. She climbed that ladder wet, and by the time she reached the rail she was wet in two different ways and could barely look the deckhand in the eye.

After that it was most ships. She’d let go into the liner at the rail, then climb with it warm against her and stand beside a captain for hours, steady-voiced and professional, while the soaked pad cooled against her pussy and she thought about nothing else. She changed in the ship’s head or in the suit locker at the station, and she buried the used ones in the dumpster behind the shrimp house before Ross was up. She hated it, and she did it anyway, and she couldn’t work out what that made her.

Ross noticed something. Of course he did. He noticed when the wind went around half a point.

“You stopped drinking the coffee,” he said one morning, handing her a mug in the kitchen. “On the bridge. You used to drink it even when it was terrible.”

“It got more terrible.”

“Huh,” he said, and he looked at her a second longer than he needed to, the way he looked at a sky he didn’t trust yet. Then he let it go. That was the thing about Ross. He never pushed. He waited, and he was better at waiting than anyone she had ever met.

Another time, on the boat after a ship, he watched her step back aboard from the ladder and said, “You’re walking careful.”

“Rung was slick.”

“They’re all slick.” He put both hands back on the wheel. “Sit down before you fall down, Shannon.”

She sat. Her face was hot the whole run home, and not from the sun. She caught herself looking at his hands on the wheel, at the way he’d lay a palm flat on a chart and hold it there until it stayed down, and she thought about what those hands would do if they ever found out. Some mornings she wanted to tell him so badly she could taste it, and every time she opened her mouth, what came out was something about the weather.

So the secret got bigger, one small step at a time, each step small enough that she could tell herself it didn’t count. She bought thicker liners, then the overnight kind. Then one Sunday she drove two towns up the coast to a pharmacy where nobody knew her face and bought a small pack of real adult diapers, the plain white kind with tapes. The back of the pack promised they would hold anything, and she stood in that aisle a good while longer than she needed to, thinking about the word anything and about how long a bad night on a bridge could get. At home she hid them at the bottom of her sea bag under her spare gloves. She never wore them on a ship. She didn’t even open the pack for two weeks. She just knew it was there, and knowing was enough to keep her wet through a whole transit.

She kept one of the liners, too, from a bad day with a mean list on the ship and a captain who argued every order. In the suit locker afterward, instead of rolling it up for the dumpster, she put it in a freezer bag from her lunch and zipped it shut. She told herself she’d throw it out later. She didn’t. It sat in the bottom of her sea bag next to the diapers, and she knew exactly where it was every minute of every day.

Then the paperwork came due. Her pilot medical and his boat license renewal landed in the same month, and his forms had been sitting under the fruit bowl on the kitchen table for a week, waiting for him to get around to them.

That afternoon she’d gone to the clinic for her medical. Eyes, ears, blood pressure, the same as every year, and then the nurse left her alone in a little room with the long form on a clipboard. Name, date of birth, age in its own little box. Any problems with balance. And halfway down the second page, in the same flat type as all the rest: Any problems with bladder control? Yes or no.

She sat over that box with the pen for a long time. If she ticked yes, there’d be questions, and maybe a doctor who didn’t think a woman who leaked belonged on a ladder. If she ticked no, she’d be lying on a government form, and she had never lied on a form in her life. So she left it blank, signed the bottom, and walked out with her copy folded in her pocket and her pulse going like she’d stolen something. She didn’t hand it in. She brought it home.

Ross had the night boat. A tanker was due at the sea buoy after midnight, so he kissed the top of her head at ten and went out with his thermos, and she listened to his truck pull off the gravel. Then she was alone over the water, with the form in her pocket and her sea bag by the door.

She told herself she’d go to bed. She brushed her teeth and told herself again. Then she went and got the bag.

She took one diaper out of the pack and spread a bath towel on the bed, on her side, where his arm usually lay across her. She lay down on it and lifted her hips and slid the diaper under her the way she’d practiced alone those few times, pulled the front up between her legs and taped it shut. The tapes were loud in the quiet room. The padding was thick and soft and pressed up against her pussy, and she was already wet before she’d done a single thing except put it on. Her nipples had gone hard under the T-shirt. She lay with her hands at her sides and breathed.

Then she reached over and took her handheld radio off the dresser.

It was still set to their channel. She held it on her chest with her thumb nowhere near the button and looked at the little green light, and she let herself have the thing she’d never allowed herself, not even in her head on a bridge. She let herself picture him knowing.

She pictured him reading the form and turning the freezer bag over in his big hand without a word. She pictured him laying her down on a towel in their kitchen and taping a diaper on her himself, slowly, pressing each tape flat with his palm the way he smoothed a chart. She pictured his hand staying there on the front of it, heavy, and his voice, low and even, giving her a rule. Before every ladder, you tell me. On our channel. Out loud.

“I’m wet,” she whispered into the dark, with her thumb off the button.

Her whole body went hot. Her clit throbbed so hard against the padding that her hips came up off the bed. She pressed her hand flat on the front of the diaper, the way she imagined his, and pushed down, and the thick pad mashed against her clit and her pussy, and she made a sound she’d have died of if anyone could have heard it. Nobody could. That had been the whole shape of her life for a year.

She’d needed to piss since the clinic, and she’d held it all evening the way she held it on bridges. Now she lay there with her hand pressing down and let it go, on purpose, all of it. It came hot and fast, a rush she could hear inside the plastic, soaking into the padding under her palm and spreading in a heavy warm wave, forward over her clit and back under her ass, until the diaper swelled between her thighs and sagged soft against her. She had never let a whole bladder go into one before. It was so much more than a liner. It was so much more of everything. She lay in the warm, soaked weight of it with her face burning, and she started to rub.

She rubbed through the wet padding with the heel of her hand, slow at first and then not slow at all, and in her head it was his hand. In her head he was sitting on the edge of the bed in his work clothes, watching her and saying nothing, just waiting the way he waited for everything, and the waiting was worse and better than any word.

“I’m wet,” she whispered to the radio on her chest. “Ross. I’m wet. I did it on purpose.”

What came back was only the empty room and the water under the floor, but in her head it was his silence on the channel, and that was what finished her. She ground her clit up into her hand through the soaked diaper and came so hard her heels dug into the towel, her cunt clenching on nothing, her back arching off the bed, the radio sliding off her chest onto the sheet. She rode it with her hand pressed flat and the warm piss shifting under her, and when it let her go she lay there shaking in a diaper so wet it squelched when she moved her hips.

She lay there a long time while the tide turned under the house, thinking about how tired she was of carrying this by herself, and about his hands, and about the blank box on the form.

Sometime after three she got up, peeled the diaper off and took it out to the dumpster in the dark, like always. She showered and put on a clean T-shirt and cotton shorts with nothing under them, because she didn’t trust herself to make one more choice that night. Then she drove to the all-night pharmacy on the port road and bought the biggest pack of the thickest adult diapers they had. The clerk rang it up without looking at it, and she drove home with it on the passenger seat like it might say something.

Ross’s truck came in off the gravel a little before five. She was sitting at the kitchen table with the pharmacy bag at her feet when he came up the stairs smelling of diesel and salt, his thermos in his hand. He bent and kissed her hair.

“You’re up,” he said.

“Couldn’t sleep.”

He looked at her face for a moment and didn’t ask. “Six-thirty’s still on the board for you. I’ll run you out.” He pulled his shirt off over his head on the way down the hall. “Let me get the salt off first.”

The bathroom door closed. The pipes knocked in the wall and the shower came on.

She set the pack on the table, still sealed, the plastic cold from the pharmacy. She took the freezer bag from the bottom of her sea bag and laid it beside the pack, the soaked liner bunched up inside the fogged plastic. She unfolded the medical form and smoothed it flat in front of her with the blank box facing up. His renewal she left where it was, under the fruit bowl. Then she put her hands flat on the wood so they would stop shaking, pressed her thighs together under the table, and listened to the water run.

❦

Dawn came up gray on the water under the kitchen window, and the tide lay slack and flat as a sheet. Shannon heard the shower cut off and the pipe knock once in the wall, the way it always did, and her stomach turned over.

She hadn’t touched anything on the table since she set it down, because she was afraid that if she did, she’d put it all away.

Ross came down the hall with a towel around his hips and water beaded on his shoulders. He stopped in the kitchen doorway and looked at the table for a long moment, at the bag and the pack and her hands lying flat on either side of them, and he didn’t sit down.

She pushed the medical renewal across to him, her age printed in its box in her own square handwriting, thirty-seven, and the bladder box halfway down the second page still empty. She felt the heat climb her neck and settle in her face.

Ross read the form standing, the way he read a weather report, all the way through. Water dripped from his elbow onto the table. He turned the page, read the other side, and set it down squared with the edge of the table.

“You left it blank,” he said.

“Yes.”

“On purpose.”

“Yes.”

He nodded slowly, like she’d confirmed a sounding. Then he slid his own form out from under the fruit bowl, the boat license renewal that had been sitting there all week, and signed it without sitting down. He turned it so she could see the age line in his blocky capitals. Forty-eight. Twelve years of this same kitchen and this same slack tide at dawn, and his name under hers on the board every time the weather was bad and she went anyway.

She picked up the freezer bag by its zipper and held it up between them. The liner slid into the corner, and a dark wet patch showed through the plastic.

“A year,” she said. “Liners. Under the survival suit. Every ship, every bridge. I bought them myself and I hid them. I changed them in the ship’s head if there was time and in the suit locker if there wasn’t. Nobody saw. You didn’t know.”

He looked at the bag, and then at her face, which she knew was still red.

“Tell me the rest,” he said quietly.

“I got wet in them. At the foot of the ladder. On the bridge, standing next to the captain with the radio in my hand. I’d come home and throw them out before you were up.” She set the bag down. “This one I kept. I don’t know why I kept it.”

That wasn’t true, and they both heard it. Her pussy had gone wet while she was talking, a small slick warmth against the seam of her shorts, and she pressed her thighs together harder and knew he’d see her do it. He did. His eyes went to the tight press of her legs under the table and stayed there.

“You want the pack,” he said.

“I want the diapers,” she said. “And your rules. I’m asking you. I’m sober, I’m at my own table, I’ve been married to you for twelve years, and I’m asking.”

Ross pulled out a chair and sat down across from her. He didn’t reach for the pack. He rested his forearms on the table and looked at her the way he did on the boat when a sea was building, steady, giving her all the time in the world.

“Then here’s the first thing,” he said. “We need a word. Pan-pan. You say pan-pan and I stop, right then, wherever we are. No questions, no sulking.” He waited until she met his eyes. “And you can say no to any of this, today or any day, and it costs you nothing. Not with me, not on the boat, not in this kitchen. You hear me?”

“I hear you.”

“Then say yes, if it’s yes.”

“Yes.”

He nodded once, as if that settled the whole of it, and for him it did. He took the bath towel off the hook by the back door and spread it on the kitchen floor where the light off the water came in flat and white. He set the pack down on it. Then he looked at her shorts.

“Take those off for me.”

She stood. Her knees felt thin. She pushed the shorts down and stepped out of them, and there was nothing under them, because she hadn’t put anything on. The air was cool on her pussy, and she was wet enough that it showed on the inside of her thigh. He saw that too and didn’t say a word about it. He just nodded at the towel.

She lay back on it. The plastic crackled when he tore the pack open, and he shook out one diaper, and it was enormous, wider than her hips and thicker than any liner she had ever hidden under the orange suit. It smelled of clean plastic. He slid it under her, the back of it high, and for a moment he let the front hang between her knees and simply looked at her.

Her nipples had gone hard under the T-shirt, and the cotton dragged across them every time she breathed. He noticed. Then he brought the front up between her legs, snug against her pussy, the thick padding pressing over her clit, and she made a sound and bit it off.

He pulled the first tape across her hip and pressed it down with his whole palm, slowly, until it held. Then the other side, then the top tapes, each one pressed flat the same unhurried way, and the diaper closed around her heavy and soft, already warming where it touched the wet between her legs.

When it was done he laid his palm flat on the front and left it there. The weight of his hand pushed the padding up into her, and her clit throbbed against it. She didn’t move his hand.

“Here’s the rule,” he said. “Before every ladder, you key our channel and you tell me you’re wet. Two words. I’m wet. Then you climb.”

“No.” It came out fast. “Not on a radio. I know it’s our channel, but it’s still a radio. Anybody could be scanning. I won’t.”

His hand didn’t move. He didn’t press and he didn’t argue. He kept his palm warm and still on the front of the diaper and looked at her.

“Nobody’s going to make you,” he said. “But that’s the rule. Every ladder, starting today.”

The stop word was right there, and she knew exactly what it would do. His hand would come off. The diaper would come off. The morning would go back to being a morning and he’d make eggs, and he’d still know every bit of what she’d laid on that table, and he’d keep it for her, and it wouldn’t cost her a thing. She held the word where it was anyway. Instead her hips lifted, a small traitorous push up into his palm, and her face went hotter.

Only then did he press back, once, firm, so the padding mashed against her clit and the slick of her pussy spread into it under his hand. He waited. The rule didn’t move an inch, and she understood that his silence was the whole of his answer. She swallowed, and let the word sink back down.

“Arms up over your head,” he said.

She put her arms back on the towel. He opened the tapes again one by one, loud in the quiet kitchen, and drew the diaper out from under her, dry except for a small dark spot where her own slickness had soaked in. Then he got his arms under her and lifted her onto the kitchen table as easily as a coil of line. The wood was cold under her bare ass. The medical form slid. His license slid. The freezer bag tipped over, and the liner inside shifted with a soft wet sound.

He pushed her T-shirt up to her collarbones and spread her knees wide until her pussy was open to him and her asshole showed underneath, tight and untouched. She was dripping. A thin string of it ran down toward her hole and broke on the wood.

“Look at that cunt,” he said, and his voice had gone rough at the bottom. “Soaked.”

“I said no to the radio,” she said.

“I heard you. That was the radio. You can say no to this too.”

“I’m not going to,” she said, and she reached down and held herself open for him.

He bent and put his mouth on her. His tongue was flat and hot, a long lick from her cunt all the way up over her clit, and she jerked so hard the table leg knocked against the floor. He held her thighs open with his forearms and did it again, slower, tasting her, the sound wet and plain in the kitchen. She grabbed the edge of the table. Her heels skidded on nothing.

“Ross.”

He didn’t answer. He sucked her clit into his mouth and held it there, his tongue working the underside, steady, the way he held a wheel in a chop. Her pussy clenched and leaked harder, a fresh pulse of slick that he licked up and swallowed, and his stubble scraped the soft skin of her thighs. One hand slid under her ass and a fingertip pressed against her asshole, not in, just there, while his mouth stayed on her clit.

She was close already. It had started when he read the blank box and built under his palm on the diaper, and now it sat right under his tongue, mean and bright.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He licked her clit in short hard strokes and pushed two fingers into her pussy, curled them, and fucked them in and out while he sucked. The sound was obscene. Her cunt gripped his fingers, and she could hear herself making little broken noises with nothing left in them but filth.

“Fuck. Fuck, right there. My clit. Don’t...”

It hit. Her whole body locked and her pussy spasmed around his fingers, and she came hard with her thighs shaking against his ears. And right in the middle of it her bladder let go. She felt it start low, a hot give she couldn’t stop, and he felt it too, because he lifted his mouth off her at the first warmth and kept his fingers where they were, his thumb hard on her clit. The piss ran out of her around his fingers and down his wrist onto the table while she shook and came and pissed all at once, the wood going wet and warm under her ass, the smell sharp and hers.

“Oh god,” she gasped. “I’m pissing. I can’t stop, I’m coming, I’m pissing all over you.”

He stayed with her until the stream thinned to pulses and her clit was too sore to touch. Then he straightened. Her slick shone on his mouth and chin, and he didn’t wipe it off. He looked down at the puddle on his kitchen table and then at her, and something moved at the corner of his mouth.

“Twelve years,” he said, “and you never once did that on my table.”

She felt that between her legs more than any praise. Her pussy clenched again, an aftershock, and a last weak spurt of piss ran out of her onto the wood. She lay there open and heaving, the T-shirt bunched at her throat, the mess cooling under her.

He dropped the towel from his hips. His cock was thick and hard, the head dark, a bead of wet at the slit, his balls hanging heavy underneath. He took her by the ankle and drew her to the edge of the table, so her cunt was right in front of him, still fluttering and dripping onto the floor between his bare feet.

“You want this cock?”

“Yes.”

“Then tell me.”

“I want your cock,” she said. “Fuck me. Put it in me.”

He pushed in with one long stroke, and her pussy stretched around him, hot and soaked and easy from the coming and the piss. He went all the way in, until his balls pressed against her ass, and held himself there so she could feel every inch. The table was a mess under her and the freezer bag was somewhere under her shoulder, and she didn’t care.

He fucked her deep, out until the head of his cock tugged at her opening and in until his balls swung against her ass, her cunt loud and wet around him. He watched her face. He watched her tits bounce. Then his thumb found her clit, slick with her piss, and she yelped.

“Too much,” she said.

His thumb went feather-light at once. “Is that the word?”

“No. It’s not the word. Keep it there.”

He kept it there, circling slowly while his cock drove into her. “You came on my mouth,” he said, low, almost conversational. “You pissed all over my table. Now you can take this.”

“Yes. Fuck. Yes.”

He picked up the pace and the table creaked. Her ass slid in her own mess and he hauled her back onto his cock every time, his grip hard on her hips. She reached down and felt where they were joined, his cock thick and shining, her lips stretched tight around it, and she rubbed her clit alongside his thumb. The second one built lower and meaner than the first, deep in her cunt and up through her belly.

“I’m going to come again,” she said. “Don’t pull out. Come in me. I want your cum in my pussy.”

“Ask me nicely.”

“Please. Fuck me and come in me. Fill me up.”

He groaned, the only loud sound he’d made all morning, and fucked her harder, his cock punching deep. She broke again, her cunt clamping down on him in hard grips and a shout tearing out of her with no pretty shape to it. He drove in and stayed, and she felt his cock jump and the hot pulses of his cum flood her pussy, his balls tight against her while he emptied himself. He held her there at the edge of the table, both of them shaking, his cum already leaking out around his cock and running into the piss on the wood.

When he pulled out, cum and slick ran out of her and down over her ass. He looked at it, and then at her face.

“Look at the mess you’ve made of us,” he said.

“Yeah,” she said, and she almost laughed.

He picked the diaper up off the floor, the one with her small spot already in it, slid it back under her ruined ass, and brought the front up over her pussy and the cum still leaking out of her. He pressed each tape flat with his palm exactly the way he had the first time. It was thicker than any liner she’d ever worn, and heavy now with what was in her and on her. His palm settled on the front and stayed.

“No shower,” he said. “Suit’s on the hook. Boat goes in twenty minutes.”

She lay on the table with his hand on the diaper. She hadn’t said the word, and she didn’t want to.

❦

The ship’s hull was black and close, a wall of steel with no sky in it. The pilot boat rolled in the swell along the container ship’s side, and spray came over the bow and spattered the windshield. Ross had both hands on the wheel. He didn’t look at her.

Shannon stood at the rail in the orange survival suit, zipped to her throat. Under it the diaper sat thick between her legs, his cum still in her, the padding warm from her body and from a small leak she hadn’t been able to stop on the run out. The rope ladder hung down the black side, thirty feet of wet rope and wooden rungs, the bottom rung knocking against the boat’s rail.

For a year there had been a thin liner under that suit, her own private thing, and she’d climbed in it soaked more times than she could count without a word to anyone. That was over now. She knew it standing there, and it made her mouth go dry.

Ross eased the boat in until the foot of the ladder came level with the deck, and held it there.

She stepped up. The suit was tight over the diaper, and every shift of her weight pressed the padding against her clit and the cum still seeping out of her. Her bladder had been filling again since the table, and it sat heavy and low in her. She put one boot on the bottom rung. The radio was clipped to her chest, set to their channel, its little green light showing inside the collar of the suit. Her thumb found the talk button. The plastic was cold.

It started before she decided anything. A hot push low in her belly, the same muscle giving way that had given way on the table, and then piss was flooding into the diaper in a hard stream she could feel even through all that padding. It soaked the thick middle and ran forward until the front went hot and heavy against her pussy, then back until it warmed her ass. There was so much of it, more than any liner had ever held. The diaper swelled and sagged inside the suit, the tapes pulling at her hips, and she could hear it, a muffled rushing against the neoprene that she couldn’t stop hearing. Nobody but Ross could have heard it, and Ross was at the wheel. Her clit throbbed in the heat of it. She kept pissing, all of it, until the diaper was sodden and full and a little crept out at the leg cuff and went cold against her thigh inside the suit.

Her thumb pressed the button. The channel opened with a small click in her ear, and she could see Ross’s hands on the wheel. He didn’t speak.

The stop word came up again, as quick and close as it had on the kitchen floor, and she held onto it the way she was holding onto the rope. Then she lifted her thumb off the button without a word. The channel went quiet. She hadn’t said I’m wet. She hadn’t said anything at all.

She climbed.

The soaked diaper swung heavy between her legs with every rung, and once, when she hauled her weight up and the suit squeezed it, it squelched. There was salt on her lip and the black hull close enough to touch. Her pussy ached from his cock and clenched around his cum while the diaper held all the new mess against her. Thirty feet is a long way when every rung reminds you of what you didn’t say.

At the top a gloved hand took her wrist and steadied her over the rail. The deckhand looked bored and was already turning back to his line. She nodded because she didn’t trust her voice. Under the suit the diaper sagged, and it would have looked obscene if anybody had been looking for it. Nobody was.

On the bridge she signed the book. The captain offered her coffee, and she took the mug and didn’t drink it. Between her legs the diaper was a hot, soaked weight of piss and cum and the slick she was still making, and the radio on her chest hadn’t carried a single word.

Down on the water the pilot boat held station off the ship’s side. Ross’s end of the channel stayed silent, and she knew that was his answer. The rule hadn’t moved.

When she checked the dispatch board on her phone, the next ship was already up for her at noon, another ladder and another thirty feet. She set the mug down. Her thumb rested on the talk button and didn’t press it. Not yet. The diaper was still full, the word was still unsaid, and the channel was still his.

❦

The wind was coming off the ship’s hull for the second boarding, so for once the boat didn’t have to fight. Shannon stood at the rail in the orange suit with the radio clipped at her chest while the second ship slid along above her like a black wall, close enough that the fenders knocked. Under the suit she was still in the diaper Ross had taped on her at dawn. The piss from the first ladder had gone cold along the leg gathers and stayed warm in the middle, a heavy load pressed up against her pussy and back into the crack of her ass, and every time she shifted her boots it squashed. She felt it move before she heard it.

Ross was at the wheel with both hands on it, and they stayed there. He didn’t look over or wave her on. He just held the boat on its line under the black paint while the rope ladder knocked against the hull above them.

She went to the foot of it. Spray came over the rail and ran off her boots. The diaper dragged, and a cold edge of it worked loose at one leg and touched the bare skin high on her thigh before it stopped. The warm part stayed where it was, packed against her cunt and her hole, the plastic stuck to her from sitting on the run out.

On the first ship she’d keyed the channel and said nothing, and that silence had ridden up the whole thirty feet with her.

She got a glove on the rope. Her thumb found the button on her chest, and the private channel opened with its small click. Nobody else was on it. When her voice came out it was level, and it didn’t shake.

“I’m wet.”

She let the button go. The speaker gave her nothing back, no word and no click. Ross didn’t lift his head, and his hands didn’t move on the wheel. The channel stayed empty, and that was his answer, the same as if he’d said the rule once more and then waited.

She took the first rung.

The suit pulled across her shoulders, and the rung came up under the diaper and drove the wet bulk into her pussy and up against her ass. Piss shifted, warm over her clit, and the plastic crackled once inside the suit where only she could hear it. The ladder felt exactly as heavy as it had on the first ship. Saying it hadn’t made the climb any lighter. She set her boot and held on, with the diaper hanging full between her thighs and the ship waiting over her.

❦

The lock snapped shut behind them.

They had the dock cabin between ships, a little room at the end of the pilot pier with a bunk and a sink and a window the harbor light came through flat and gray. Ross shot the bolt. Then his hand found the zipper at her throat and ran it down slowly, the teeth opening over her chest and her belly and the thick front of the diaper. She stood still and let him peel the suit off her. He worked the orange down her arms and past her hips and down her legs, and when he tapped her boot she stepped out of it. The cabin was cooler than the suit, and her nipples went hard at once.

The diaper sagged out into the open. It had swollen low and wide, the tapes pulled tight at her hips, the plastic bowed between her thighs so she had to stand with her feet apart. It shone wet at the inside of one leg gather and smelled of piss, close and warm, the smell of every hour since dawn. He didn’t touch it. He looked at it first, at the sag and the dark line where it had soaked through and the way it pushed her knees apart.

“Sit on the bunk for me.”

She sat, and the diaper squelched under her weight. Warm piss welled up through the soaked padding and pressed against her clit, and a thin trickle escaped the leg gather and ran down the inside of her thigh onto the blanket. She felt every inch of its path. She kept her mouth shut.

“Knees open.”

She opened them. He stood in front of her and didn’t hurry. He never hurried and he never got loud, and she had long ago stopped expecting him to.

“Tell me what I’m looking at.”

“The diaper.”

“And what did you put in it?”

Her cunt tightened under the load, and a different wetness started there, thin and slick, while he was still only looking and talking. She knew he’d see it when he got the tapes off. “Piss. I pissed in it. It started on the run out and I let it go. I didn’t hold it.”

“Since when?”

“Since dawn. You put it on me in the kitchen. I filled it and wore it to the boat. I wore it under the suit and took the ladder in it.”

He waited. There was more and he knew it, and he wasn’t going to say it for her.

“On the first ship I didn’t call it,” she said. “I climbed that one with my mouth shut. This one I said it. I’m wet. I said it on our channel, and you didn’t answer.”

“I heard you.”

He put his hand at the back of her neck so she had to keep looking down at the sagging front. “And you hid the rest of it for a year. The liner in the bag. The blank on the medical. You brought me that paper with the box empty, Shannon. You wanted me to find it.”

There were four ships on the board for her that day, and this had been the second. The roster still had her down for the third, and the roster didn’t care what was under the suit.

“I can change myself,” she said, and reached for the tapes.

He caught her wrists. Not a yank and not a fight. He lifted her hands off the plastic and laid them flat on the blanket, one beside each hip, palms down.

“Leave them there.”

She left them. The blanket was rough under her palms, and her fingers curled once and went still. He’d only said it once, and they stayed.

He peeled the tapes. The wet diaper dropped open with a soft heavy sound and the smell came up stronger, piss and warm plastic and her. The inside was yellow and soaked through, stuck to her pussy and strung in a thin line to the crease of her ass. The line broke and cool air hit all of it. Her clit stood bare above the mess, and under the piss her cunt was slick in a cleaner way, a shine that had started while he talked and hadn’t stopped.

He spread her with his thumb, and she jerked. Her hands stayed flat on the blanket where he’d put them.

“That isn’t piss,” he said. “That came while I was talking. Your pussy’s wet.”

“Yes.”

“Say it for me.”

“My pussy got wet while you were talking. You hadn’t even touched me. I couldn’t stop it. It’s on your thumb.”

“So it is,” he said, and turned his thumb in the gray light to look at it, and she went red to the ears.

Her cunt clenched on nothing and more of that slick welled out of her and ran down into the piss he hadn’t cleaned off yet. He saw it. He went to the sink, ran the water warm, and came back with a cloth.

“Lie back. Knees up.”

She did, and the open diaper stayed under her ass, cold and squelching. He wiped her belly first, then the crease of each thigh, then her mound. He wiped her pussy in slow passes, the outer lips, then between them, then over her clit until she hissed and her hips tried to follow the cloth. He didn’t let her have that. He wiped her hole, the piss and the slick both, then turned the cloth and wiped her ass, the crack and the tight little hole, until the yellow was gone and the cloth came away clean. Then he rinsed it at the sink and did all of her again. She shook. She didn’t move her hands.

“Hold still,” he said.

“I am.”

“You’re not. Your clit jumps every time I go past it.”

“I know.”

“Where did you piss?”

“In the diaper. Down over my cunt. It ran back when I sat. On the ladder the rung pushed it up into the crack of my ass. I felt it on my hole. I kept climbing.”

“Did you stop it?”

“No.”

“Could you have?”

“Yes.”

“And you didn’t.”

“I didn’t.”

He dried her with a clean towel. Then he took a fresh diaper from the pack, thick and plain, and slid it under her, the dry plastic loud in the small room. He brought the front up over her pussy and smoothed it, then pressed each tape down hard with his palm until it lay flat, no fold and no slack, the way he made off a line.

His palm stayed on the front, and then it began to move. He rubbed slowly, the heel of his hand working the thick padding right over her clit. It wasn’t skin and it wasn’t enough, and it still got there. Heat climbed fast as the dry lining dragged against her. Her hips lifted off the bunk into his hand, the fresh diaper crinkled, her clit caught a ridge of the padding, and a low sound came out of her chest that she didn’t try to swallow. She lifted again. She wanted that rub to keep going until she came. Her hands stayed on the blanket because he hadn’t moved them.

He stopped.

His palm lay flat on the diaper and didn’t rub. Her hips stayed up, empty, waiting. He waited longer than she could, and they came back down.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

He took his hand away, and that was the answer. The fresh diaper was warm where his palm had been, and inside it her cunt was already wet again, a small slick spot she could feel spreading, nothing like the flood he’d just cleaned off her.

“Sit up for me.”

He sat her on the edge of the bunk. He folded the wet diaper in on itself, heavy with piss, plastic side out, and laid it across her lap. The weight settled on her thighs with a crackle, and the smell of what she’d done came up from it, right under her face.

He stood in front of her with his belt at her eye level and didn’t open it.

She looked at the buckle. One of her hands rested on the wet diaper in her lap, and the other went to the leather. She pulled the tongue free, got the button and the zipper, and pushed his pants and shorts down far enough to free him. His cock came out hard and thick, the head dark, a clear drop at the slit, his balls heavy beneath it. She wrapped her hand around the shaft. He was hot, and she could feel his pulse in him.

“Use your mouth,” he said.

She leaned in and licked the drop off the head first, salt, and then she took him. Her lips closed behind the ridge and her tongue lay flat under his cock, and when she sucked, the wet diaper in her lap crackled because her elbow moved against it. Spit gathered fast. She took more of him, her jaw open, the head heavy on her tongue.

His hand came to the back of her head and rested there. Just the weight of it. His fingers stayed in her hair and didn’t steer her.

She worked him slowly, down until the head nudged her throat and back up, wetter every time. Spit ran over her fist and dripped, and a drop landed on the folded diaper and sat on the plastic. She smelled her own piss and tasted his cock, and the two things sat in her together. Her nipples were drawn tight in the cool air with nothing touching them, and she knew he was looking at them. She couldn’t have covered them if she’d wanted to. One hand was on his cock and the other on his thigh, and the diaper stayed in her lap because he’d put it there.

She came off him to breathe, and a string of spit held from her lip to the head of his cock and broke.

“Keep going,” he said.

“I am.”

“What are you holding?”

“The diaper. The wet one, the one I pissed in. It’s in my lap. It’s heavy.”

“And what was in your mouth?”

“Your cock.”

“Then put it back.”

She did. She sucked him deeper and found a rhythm, her lips tight, her tongue working the underside, her hand following her mouth so he was never bare. The plastic crackled every time she bobbed. The fresh diaper dragged on her clit when her hips tried to rock, dull and not enough, and she rocked anyway. She was properly wet in the clean one now, slick all over the lining, and her ass tightened every time the head of his cock hit the back of her tongue.

“Look up at me.”

She looked up with her mouth full. His face was the one he wore at the wheel, quiet, and he was watching her lips stretch around him.

“Your nipples are hard,” he said.

She nodded. She couldn’t talk. She sucked.

“You like having that mess in your lap while you suck my cock.”

She nodded again, because it was true. The weight on her thighs, the crackle, the smell of piss right under her chin while his cock filled her mouth and his balls brushed her fist when she went deep. Her pussy throbbed. Her clit ached in the fresh diaper. She wanted her hand on it, and she didn’t take it.

“Come off and tell me.”

She pulled off, gasping, spit on her chin, his cock wet and red and shining in the flat light.

“I like it,” she said. “I like your cock in my mouth. I like the wet diaper in my lap. I pissed in it and I’m holding the mess and I’m sucking you, and my cunt is wet and my clit hurts and my ass clenches every time I take you deep. I want to grind my hand against the diaper and come. You stopped me.”

“I did.”

“Ross.”

“Your mouth,” he said, and it was almost gentle.

She took him again and cupped his balls in her free hand, holding the full weight of them without squeezing, and sucked his cock while the diaper crackled and she moaned around him, a raw sound muffled on his shaft. He didn’t push her head. His hand only rested there, and she set the pace herself, down and up, the taste of him getting stronger. His cock swelled on her tongue. She knew that swell after twelve years. His breath caught and he didn’t hide it, and his balls drew up in her palm.

“Stay on it,” he said.

She stayed. She sealed her lips around him and took him as deep as she could hold, and he came in her mouth. The first pulse hit her tongue hot and thick and salty and she swallowed it. The second one flooded her, and she swallowed that too, and a little leaked from the corner of her mouth toward her chin. He kept coming, a third pulse and a smaller fourth, and she sucked him through it slowly, taking it all and trying not to spill any on the diaper. His cock jerked and then eased, and she held him in her mouth until the last of it was gone and he started to soften.

The wet diaper was still in her lap. It crackled once when she shifted to swallow what was left.

His hand, the one that had never pushed, eased her off him. Cum and spit shone on her lip, and she swallowed again. Her jaw ached and her nipples were still hard, and her pussy throbbed in the fresh diaper, soaked with her own slick, empty and wanting, her clit so swollen she could feel it against the lining every time she breathed.

Her hand drifted. She didn’t plan it. It left his thigh and came down to the front of the fresh diaper, her fingers finding the warm spot over her clit and pressing once.

He moved it. He took her wrist and set her hand on her knee and let go, and that was all.

She left it there.

He tucked his cock away and did up his pants and buckled his belt, the leather loud in the quiet cabin. He looked at the folded wet diaper still sitting in her lap, at her hand on her knee, at her mouth.

“The third ship still needs the call,” he said.

❦

Rain was coming across the harbor in sheets and hammering the wheelhouse glass. The fourth ship sat over them, black and close, her hull throwing the water back down onto the deck. Shannon stood at the foot of the rope ladder with the handheld in her fist and the orange suit zipped to her throat. Under it was the diaper Ross had taped on her in the dock cabin, and it wasn’t dry anymore.

She’d started letting go into it on the last rung of the third ship, and the warmth had gone cold in the wind on the run between jobs. Now the rain found the suit, and the suit held the cold against the plastic, and the cold found what she’d already let go and made her let go of more. It crept out of her, a slow seep and then a heavier give when she shifted her boots on the grating, and the diaper swelled against her pussy and stuck to the crease of her ass. She felt the tapes pull at her hips when she set her weight. She didn’t look down. There was nothing to see, because the suit hid all of it. The radio wouldn’t.

Ross had both hands on the wheel. He didn’t turn around. Their private channel sat open on the set by his knee, its small light steady, nobody on it but the two of them.

For years that little light had only ever meant work, who climbed and who waited and who got the hard ship in the dark. Now it meant him and nothing else.

She put her thumb on the talk button. One breath, and no pause after it.

“I’m wet.”

She let the button up. Rain drummed the deck. The channel gave her nothing back, no click and no word, and his hands didn’t leave the wheel. The silence sat in her ear the way the piss sat in the diaper, already done, already his.

She clipped the handheld to the suit, took the first wet rung, and started up.

It was thirty feet of rope with the rain running into her collar and down her back, and every step made the soaked diaper slap against her clit through the plastic. She didn’t hurry. The ship rolled and the ladder swung, and she climbed the way she always climbed, one hand, one boot, eyes on the next rung. Halfway up the diaper dragged, because the piss had found a new low spot and settled there, heavy and warm again from her skin. She bit the inside of her cheek and kept going. At the rail a deckhand took her line and said nothing about the weather, and she said nothing about the channel. The suit hid the mess. Her face didn’t.

The ship kept her as long as the job took, and she did the job. Then she came back down the same rope with the same weight between her legs, colder now, the diaper gone slack and loud under the suit. Ross had the boat waiting under the ladder. He still hadn’t spoken. She stepped aboard, he turned the bow for the harbor, and his mouth stayed shut all the way in. That was the rest of the answer.

❦

Night came in over the water with the rain still on it. Their bedroom sat above the pilings, and when Shannon came in from the kitchen the plastic sheet was already on the bed, tucked tight, the corners pulled as hard as he’d make off a line.

She stood at the foot of the bed in her work pants and her damp wool shirt. The survival suit was hanging in the kitchen, and the handheld lay on the dresser, still set to their channel. Ross came in behind her and shut the door. He didn’t turn on the overhead light. The lamp by the bed was enough.

He put his hands on her belt and undid it, then opened her work pants one button at a time and let them drop to her boots. The diaper under them was wet through, the front gone dark and heavy, sagging between her thighs and shining where the lamplight caught the plastic. The smell came up off it, sharp and hers and too fresh to lie about.

“Off,” he said, and then, more softly, “Boots too.”

She toed off her boots and stepped out of the pants. The diaper tugged at its tapes when she moved, and her clit was already hard under the soaked padding. She hated that he could see the shape of it. She stood there anyway.

“Not on the bed,” she said. “Not our bed.”

He stopped. His hands came off her, and he stood in the lamplight until she looked back at him.

“It won’t touch our bed,” he said. “The plastic’s between you and the bed, so nothing you do tonight gets anywhere near the sheets we sleep on. And if that’s still a no, then it’s a no, and we stop right here. You pick.”

She looked at the bed with its clear sheet stretched tight, and at him. A no would cost her nothing, and the word wouldn’t either. She knew that like she knew the tides.

“The plastic,” she said.

He put his palm between her shoulder blades and bent her forward until her face went down on the sheet. It was cold and it creaked under her cheek. His hand stayed there, flat, with enough weight that she couldn’t come up. Her ass stayed high, and the wet diaper pulled tight across it.

“Hands behind you.”

Her short length of line was on the chair where she’d dropped it, coiled the way she coiled it after every job. He drew her wrists together at the small of her back and tied them with her own rope, a working knot, nothing fancy. It bit a little. She tested it once and it held. He pressed her flat again.

“Tell me where you are.”

“Face down. On the plastic. Hands tied.”

“And under you?”

“The sheet.”

“Under the diaper.”

She shut her mouth. His palm stayed between her shoulders and the silence went on and on. Her pussy tightened and got wetter, a different wet from the piss, hot, sliding out of her into the already soaked pad. He’d know. He always knew before she said it.

“Piss,” she said. “Mine. From the ladder. And I’m wet underneath it.”

“I know you are,” he said, and the quiet way he said it hit her low. Her clit jumped against the diaper. She made a sound she hadn’t meant to make and turned her face so the plastic took her mouth.

He hooked his fingers in the waistband and peeled the diaper down. It came away from her ass with a wet sound, heavy and warm, the crotch clinging to her for a second before it let go. He left it at her thighs with the tapes still fastened, a sodden band that held her knees together so she couldn’t spread them. Cool air hit her pussy and her ass. Piss cooled on her skin in streaks, and a thin line of it found its way down the inside of one thigh to the plastic.

His fingers opened her from behind, two of them, slow, parting her cunt. She was wet there too, and it slicked his knuckles at once. He dragged it up over her hole and back down, feeling what she’d done.

“This isn’t piss,” he said.

“No.”

“What is it?”

“My pussy. From you not answering.”

He pushed the fingers in and her cunt took them. The plastic creaked under her cheek when she tried to rock back, and his other hand kept her down. He worked her open until she was dripping onto the peeled diaper, then pulled out and wiped his fingers on the inside of her thigh, mixing her wet with the piss already there.

She heard his belt, the same leather as in the dock cabin, a different room. His pants went down. His cock came hot and thick against her ass, the head nudging her cunt where his fingers had been, and his balls rested on the wet diaper between her closed thighs.

“Ross.”

It wasn’t a pet name and it wasn’t the word. It was just his name, and he didn’t take it as a stop, because it wasn’t one.

“I’m going to count,” he said. “And you don’t come until I get to the end of it.”

He pushed into her from behind, slowly. The head spread her and kept going, and because the diaper held her knees together she was tighter than she’d ever been. She felt every inch, the stretch and the drag of her own wet and the way her cunt gripped him when he was all the way in. His hands took her hips. He held there, buried, his balls against the mess at her thighs, and didn’t move.

“One,” he said, close to her ear. “The second ship. You said it, and I didn’t answer.”

He drew back until only the head was in her and pushed in again with the same slow stroke. Her clit dragged against nothing. She couldn’t get a hand to it, because the line held her wrists. She pushed her face into the sheet and breathed through her teeth.

“Two. The third ship. You said it again, and I didn’t answer.”

Another stroke, deeper. Her cunt squeezed him and let down a fresh rush that ran out around his cock onto the diaper, and they both heard it. He fucked her like that, not fast, each push a full one, her hips in his hands and her ass tipped up, the plastic talking under her cheek every time she moved.

“You hid it in the suit,” he said. “You climbed thirty feet with it. Tell me what you climbed with.”

“A pissed diaper.”

“And?”

“A wet cunt.”

“That’s right,” he said, and she nearly came on the words and had to bite it back. He felt it. He stopped, buried in her, and waited until the clench eased. Then he started again, slower and meaner, the head of his cock rubbing the front wall of her pussy on every stroke in. Her clit was hard enough to hurt. Sweat ran onto the plastic under her mouth, and the diaper at her thighs squelched whenever his balls met it.

“Three,” he said. “This afternoon, under the fourth hull. You said it and I didn’t answer. Now come for me.”

She came around his cock on the count. It took her hard, face on the plastic, with no name in her mouth at all, only breath. Her cunt gripped him in pulses she couldn’t stop, her clit throbbing against nothing, and the piss and her slick and the creak of the sheet all ran together. He held her hips and stayed in her and let it finish. She shook. The line bit her wrists, and she didn’t ask him to untie it.

He didn’t pull out. He brought his hand down on her ass instead, one flat smack, not loud, just enough, and the heat spread and her pussy fluttered around him.

“Again,” he said.

“I can’t.”

He went still inside her. “Is that the word?”

She lay there breathing into the plastic. “No,” she said. “It isn’t the word. Don’t stop.”

“Then you can. I’m not done with you.”

He fucked her through it, faster now, the slow count over. His cock drove into her cunt with wet sounds, the diaper tugging at her knees and his balls slapping the soaked plastic. She felt the second one building, deeper than the first, from the place he kept hitting. She tried to get her knees apart and the diaper wouldn’t let her, and that made it worse, or better, and she had no word for which.

“Look at the sheet,” he said.

She opened her eyes. The plastic was fogged from her breath and creased where her cheek had worked it, and there was a string of her spit on it. Under her chest the sheet had gone warm.

“Who put you here?”

“You.”

“Who tied you?”

“You did. With my own line.”

“And what are you going to do tomorrow, if I don’t answer?”

“Climb.”

“Wet.”

“Wet,” she said.

He fucked her harder. The head of his cock knocked deep and her ass bounced against his hips, and the second orgasm took her before she could brace for it, longer than the first, her cunt milking him and her thighs shaking inside the hold of the diaper. She made a raw sound into the plastic and kept making it. He fucked her through all of it, his hands tight on her hips, until her pussy was fluttering and slick and open and she was dripping down his balls onto the mess he’d peeled to her thighs.

Then he shoved in and stayed. His cock jerked, and she felt his cum hit deep and hot, pulse after pulse, filling her. His balls drew up against the wet diaper and he grunted once, low, and emptied himself into her. Cum leaked out around him while he was still hard, ran over her hole, mixed with the piss on her skin, and dripped onto the plastic and the diaper.

He stayed in her while it slowed, and his hand went back between her shoulder blades, not pushing now, just there. Her breath fogged the sheet and her wrists ached in the line. When he finally pulled out, his cum followed, a thick slide down her pussy into the diaper, and she felt him look at it.

“That’s a mess,” he said. “Yours and mine.”

“Yes.”

He untied the line, and her arms fell, and the blood came back into her hands in pins and needles. He took her wrists one at a time and rubbed them between his palms, slow and thorough, until the prickling eased and she could close her fingers again. Then he put his hand on the peeled diaper and held its wet weight against her thighs, so she could feel the piss and the cum together.

The phone on the nightstand lit up with the weather desk. He picked it up with his free hand and read it out loud, in exactly the voice he used on the boat.

“Tomorrow night. Storm coming through. Ships back to back, first boarding at dark and the rest right on its heels. No gap.”

His hand stayed on the diaper. In her head the channel was already open and empty. She knew what he’d want before the first ladder, and she knew he wouldn’t say it twice.

She lay with her face on the plastic and her knees held together by the soaked diaper, and listened to the rain on the water under the house.

❦

Rain was hitting the bridge glass in sheets. Shannon signed the ship’s paper and kept the pen in her hand. It was three in the morning, and the last ship of the storm night sat tied up under the floodlights at the container dock, her lines bar-tight and her deck a sheet of moving water. The orange survival suit was zipped to her throat over a thick diaper, and the diaper was wet against her pussy, warm from four ladders since dusk. Three times she had said the sentence into the handheld on their channel, and three times the channel had come back empty.

She keyed the work radio. “Pilot off duty.”

The night dispatcher was only a voice on the radio, but Shannon knew her, a woman well into her fifties who’d sat the harbor desk for most of her working life, since long before Shannon ever set a boot on a ladder. “Copy that. You’re off the roster till this weather clears. Go get dry.”

She let the key up. The pen was still in her hand when her belly cramped. It came low, under the belt of the suit, not a twinge but a hard roll of weight that sat down inside her and stayed.

The forecast had warned about everything that night, the wind and the rain and the ships stacked back to back, and she’d read it and thought nothing worse could happen in the seat of that suit than a little more piss. It hadn’t said a word about her own belly.

The cramp came again, meaner. She put the pen in her pocket, walked off the bridge, and went out into the rain.

The gangway down to the dock was wet steel. She took it one tread at a time with one hand on the rail, her boots careful, the cramp pushing lower with every step. At the bottom she stopped. There was dock under her and rain on her hood and the ship’s black side going up into the dark, floodlights, and nobody else on the concrete. Her hand stayed on the rail. She was off duty. She planted her boots and tried to hold it.

Her asshole clenched, and the cramp didn’t care. It bore down in a long squeeze she couldn’t argue with, and heat forced its way out of her, thick and slow, pushing into the back of the diaper in a heavy slide. The diaper stretched and took it. She felt the swell rise against her ass and the seat of the suit go tight around it. A small sound got out of her, and she bit the rest of it off. Rain ran over her knuckles on the rail. Another push came, hotter, and she stood there and let it happen, knees locked and hand locked, until it eased and one last thick length left her and dropped. The weight in the seat settled, full, pulling down between her thighs and packing the back of the diaper until the leg cuffs strained. The piss already in it had nowhere left to go. It welled up at the front, warm over her pussy and her clit, while the back sat hot and packed against her and she could feel it every time she breathed. She waited. Her belly unclenched in little jumps. Nothing else came. It was over.

She’d messed it. All of it, standing up, with her hand on a rail at the bottom of a gangway.

She looked down the dock. His boat was a long way off under the lights, and there was no shed close enough to get the suit open in. The seat pulled at her. If she took a step the load would shift, and she knew it, and she took the step anyway.

She had to walk with her legs apart. The suit dragged at the swollen diaper, the crotch seam biting into the bulge, and every boot on the wet concrete made the mess move, a thick shift she felt in her ass and up into her belly. The diaper squelched against the orange fabric. Rain ran off her hood and down the zipper. She didn’t look at her feet. She looked at the boat. If she closed her legs it would squeeze out of a cuff, so she didn’t close them. She walked like a woman carrying something heavy in the seat of her suit, because she was, and there was no way on earth to make it look like anything else.

Ross was on deck with his hands on the rail. He didn’t lift one. He watched every step she took, rain on his face, his eyes on the set of her legs and the drag at the seat and the orange suit doing nothing at all to hide the sag or the wide walk. He didn’t call her name. He didn’t look away.

It was the longest walk she’d ever made on a dock. Her thighs burned and her face was hot under the rain. Her pussy clenched, a small slick give under the piss and the mess, and he hadn’t said a word to her. He just stood at his rail and watched her come the whole way.

She stopped at the boat, close enough to see the water in his hair.

“Off duty,” she said.

“I saw the walk,” he said, quietly, and only once. “We’re going home. Plastic’s on the bed.”

He didn’t put out a hand to help her, because they didn’t touch on the boat. She climbed aboard with her legs still apart, and he kept his hands where they were. The handheld in her pocket stayed dead the whole way across the harbor. His silence on their channel was all the answer she got.

❦

The zipper was the first sound in the bedroom, metal and slow, from her throat down to her crotch. She stood at the foot of the bed, which he’d laid with towels over the plastic sheet that shone underneath in the lamplight, while rain ticked on the water under the house. Ross peeled the survival suit off her shoulders and down her arms. She had to work her hips to get the seat off the swollen diaper, and it stuck, and he pulled. The suit came down her legs with a wet drag, and the smell came up with it, piss and mess, plain in the small room.

He looked at the diaper, thick and sagging between her thighs, yellow and heavy at the front and darker and lower at the back, the tapes straining.

The stop word rose in her throat. If she said it, the night would simply end, he’d clean her and put her to bed and never mention it, and it would cost her nothing. She knew that as surely as she knew his face. She kept it behind her teeth.

“On your back,” he said.

She lay down on the towels. The diaper crinkled, loud and full under her ass. He opened the tapes one at a time and folded the front down and looked at what she’d done, and his face didn’t change at all.

“Knees up,” he said. “Hold them apart for me.”

She took her own knees in her hands and pulled them open. Air hit wet skin. There was mess smeared in the cleft of her ass from the walk and piss shining on her pussy, and he saw all of it. He reached for the wipes and a cloth and started at the front.

He didn’t hurry. The first wipe was cold on her pussy, and he drew it slowly over her lips and over her clit, and she jerked.

“Hold still,” he said.

She held her knees wider. He wiped her again, over the opening of her pussy, then turned his hand and went the other way, front to back, the way he always did. The mess was thick, and he used another wipe and another, dropping them on the plastic beside her. Then the cloth, wet and warm. He cleaned the crack of her ass and her hole and the skin under it, and the tops of her thighs where a little had worked out of the cuff while she walked. He didn’t look at her face. He looked at the work.

“What happened at the bottom of the gangway?” he asked.

“I messed the diaper.”

“How?”

“Standing up. Hand on the rail. I tried to hold it and I couldn’t.”

“All of it?”

“All of it. It came in pushes, and I stood there till it stopped.”

He ran the cloth over her asshole again, careful, unhurried. “And the front?”

“Piss. From the ladders. It was soaked before I ever signed the paper, and when I messed it, the piss came up over my pussy. Over my clit.”

“You said the sentence three times tonight.”

“Yes.”

“Not on the last ladder.”

Her arms were shaking from holding her knees. “I was already wet. I’d said it on the first three, and I thought...”

His hand came down flat on the inside of her thigh. It wasn’t a slap. It was a press, firm enough that the rest of the sentence stopped.

“Every ladder,” he said, once, and waited.

She swallowed. The stop word pressed at her teeth a second time and stayed where it was. “I didn’t say it on the last one.”

“Tell me what you did instead.”

“I climbed wet. I did the job. I signed off and pocketed the pen. I walked down the gangway and messed the diaper on the dock, and then I walked all the way to you with my legs apart.”

“Could you have hidden it?”

“No.”

“Did you try?”

“No. There was no way. The suit pulled at the seat. You were at the rail. You saw every step.”

“I saw,” he said.

He took a clean wipe and went over her clit one more time, lightly, checking. She was clean, and she knew she was clean. But her pussy was still clenching, and a new wetness gathered at her opening, not piss and not mess, and slid out of her while he was still talking, a clear string on the wipe.

He saw it. He put two fingers under it and lifted them so the shine caught the lamp.

“Look at this,” he said. “I’m cleaning mess off your ass and your cunt is wet.”

“Yes.”

“From what?”

“From you on the rail. From you not answering the channel. From your hand on my thigh.”

“Say it plain.”

“I got wet while you watched me walk with a messed diaper. And I’m wet now while you clean my pussy.”

“I know,” he said, low, and it landed in her belly like a hand. Her cunt pulsed hard and more wet ran out onto his fingers. She made a sound and didn’t let go of her knees.

He wiped that too, front to back, and then one more pass with the cloth, pussy, clit, hole, ass. He looked at the cloth and at her skin, and nodded at the work, not at her face.

“You held them,” he said. “You can let go now.”

She let go of her knees. He pulled the used towels out from under her and dropped them off the side of the bed, and then she was bare on the plastic, cold on her back, her ass clean, her pussy wet again before he’d even taken his cock out.

He knelt over her and shoved his pants down. His cock stood up thick in his fist, the head already slick. He cupped his balls once and weighed them, full and warm, then let them go and wrapped his hand around the shaft. His own hand and his own pace, the same unhurried pull he used on a line. Not her body yet.

“Watch,” he said.

She watched. His fist worked his cock slowly from the root to the head, tighter at the top, his balls swinging and drawing up with it. She could smell the clean of her own skin and the stronger smell of him. Her clit ached against nothing. She didn’t touch it, because he hadn’t told her she could.

“Tell me what you see.”

“Your cock in your hand. Your balls pulled up. You’re going to come.”

“Where?”

“On the plastic. Not on me.”

“You walked that dock with a full diaper and you got wet from me looking at you. Say it again.”

“I walked the dock in a diaper full of piss and mess, and I got wet because you looked.”

“And when I opened it?”

Her mouth was dry. “The word was right there. I didn’t say it.”

“Why not?”

“I wanted you to see it. I wanted you to clean it. I wanted your cock after.”

He stroked faster, skin on skin, plain under the rain on the roof. “Hold still. I’m going to come on the sheet, and you’re going to watch it leave me, and you’re not going to touch it.”

“I won’t.”

His cock jerked in his fist. The head went dark, and cum shot out of him in thick pulses onto the plastic beside her hip, white on the clear sheet, one stripe and then another, and a third that landed close enough that she felt its heat without its touch. A last dribble ran over his knuckles. His balls stayed drawn up tight. He breathed out through his nose without raising his voice and looked at the cum, and then at her face.

“Leave it,” he said.

“Yes.”

He was still hard, the tip of his cock shining with his own cum. He wiped his hand on a corner of towel, not on her, and then that hand closed on her hip.

“Turn over for me.”

She turned onto her front. The plastic stuck to her breasts and her belly and her cheek, and his cum sat warm beside her hip where she could smell it. He moved behind her, but he didn’t pull her hips up. He lay down on her instead, chest to her back, his weight coming down until her breath had to work for room. His cock lay heavy in the crack of her ass, then he shifted lower and the head nudged her pussy.

“Which hole?” he asked.

“My cunt. Not my ass.”

“And where are you?”

“Face down. Flat on the plastic. Your weight on me.”

He pushed in, slowly, one long shove, and her pussy opened around his cock, wet and tight. She felt the head, then the shaft, then the whole length until his hips met her ass and his balls rested against her. He stayed there, pressing. His weight held her down so she couldn’t get a hand under herself, and her clit was trapped against the plastic, so the smallest movement rubbed it raw and good.

“Fuck,” she said.

“That’s the job,” he said. He drew back until the head almost left her and drove in again, flat, all his weight behind it, and the plastic creaked under them. His cock filled her cunt and hit deep. There was nothing between them now but sweat and her wet. He didn’t rush. Long strokes, and at the bottom of each one he waited, pressed in, so she had to feel all of his cock and all of the man and answer or take it.

“You feel that?”

“Yes. Your cock. All of it. Your balls on me.”

“Your pussy’s soaking the sheet.”

“I know. I can’t stop it.”

“You don’t get to stop it.” He thrust hard enough to push the breath out of her in a grunt. “You came down that gangway with a cramp. You messed yourself in the suit and walked it to my rail with your legs open. And you didn’t use the word.”

“I didn’t.”

“So tell me what you want now.”

“Fuck my cunt. Stay flat. Don’t let me up.”

He worked a hand under her, not gently, found her clit with two fingers, and held them there. He didn’t rub. He pressed, flat, the way he pressed a rule, while his cock worked her in short deep strokes. The plastic went slick under her belly with her own wet. When she shifted, the edge of his cum by her hip smeared warm across her skin at last, and he felt her notice.

“I told you not to touch that,” he said.

“I didn’t. You moved me onto it.”

“Then you can wear it.” His fingers tightened on her clit. “Stay down.”

She tried to lift her ass for a better angle, and he pressed her flat again, his chest heavy on her shoulders and his cock buried, and waited until she went still.

“Stay,” he said.

She stayed. The fucking got heavier, short deep strokes, his balls slapping her pussy, wet sounds in the room, her cunt gripping him on every pull. The cramp was long gone. What was in her now was him. Her clit throbbed under his fingers, a bright ache climbing fast, and she was close. She didn’t beg for it. She took the next stroke and the next, and her legs started to shake.

“Ross.”

“Say it.”

“I’m going to come. Fuck me through it. Don’t pull out.”

“Come, then.”

It hit her with his whole weight still on her. Her pussy clamped down on his cock, hard, pulse after pulse, her clit jumping against his fingers, and she came with her face on the plastic and her mouth open and a raw sound coming out of it, no soft name for it at all. Wet gushed out around his cock, and a little piss leaked out of her with it, hot and sudden, over his balls and onto the sheet, and she felt it and couldn’t stop that either. Her ass tightened. Her knees slid, but she couldn’t close them, because he was between them, flat on her, still fucking her through every jerk.

“You pissed,” he said, and didn’t stop.

“Yes. A little. When I came. I didn’t mean to.”

“I felt it. Your cunt’s still coming.”

“Yes. Don’t stop. Please. There. Fuck.”

He kept up the short strokes until the pulses eased and she was only shaking, face down and breathing loud, her clit too sore under his fingers. Then he held deep, his chest on her back and his breath at her ear. He didn’t make a speech. His hand left her clit and pressed flat on her hip, and he waited, his cock thick and still inside her, his cum cooling on the plastic and on her skin, her piss and her wet under them both.

She lay there feeling his weight and the fullness of him and the clean skin he’d given her before he used her, and when her voice came, it was rough.

“Thank you,” she said, once, plainly, and she meant it.

He didn’t answer. His silence lay on her the way his weight did, and the rain kept on under the house.

The handheld lay in the pocket of the orange suit on the floor, one sleeve out in the lamplight. For as long as she’d been a pilot, that radio had been for bearings and dispatch and ships that needed someone on a ladder. She had never once asked for it when there wasn’t a ladder left to climb.

She turned her mouth off the plastic enough to speak.

“I want the radio,” she said. “One more time. Not for a ship.”

❦

The radio sat on the kitchen table in the gray light, in the same spot where the freezer bag had sat that first morning. Wind knocked at the window over the water. Shannon stood by the table in a T-shirt and the thick diaper he’d taped on her at dawn, the padding snug between her legs and dry, the plastic warm where her thighs held it.

Ross slid the handheld across to her. It scraped once on the wood and stopped against her hand.

She picked it up and turned it to the port dispatch channel. She held it the way she held it on a bridge, close to her mouth, and gave her call sign.

“Port dispatch, Pilot Shannon.”

The voice that came back was thin and bored, the old man on the morning desk, sixty if he was a day and a year off his pension. “Pilot Shannon, port dispatch. Go ahead.”

“Take me off the pilot roster.”

One sentence. She kept her eyes on the water and not on him. The diaper crinkled when she shifted her weight. Dispatch was quiet for a second, and she could hear paper moving.

“Pilot Shannon, you’re off the roster as of this call. I read you off. Confirm.”

“Off the roster. Pilot Shannon clear.”

She didn’t add a ship’s name, because there wasn’t one. A few hours ago that same channel had put her on a ladder in the dark, rungs under her boots and a hull taking the sea on its side, and her name had been a working name. Now the old man had read it back to her as nothing at all on the board. She’d made up her mind the night before, with his weight on her. A pilot belonged to whatever ship came in next, and she wanted to belong to one man and one boat instead. It cost her the hard ships and the name she’d spent her whole working life earning, and she knew what that was worth, and she wanted this more.

She switched over to their private channel. Ross stood across the table with his own handheld already in his hand, the coffee between them still sending up a thread of steam. He didn’t speak across the table. He waited on the channel.

“Ross,” she said into the radio. “I want a place on your boat. Deckhand. Today and from now on.”

His radio clicked. His voice came out of the little speaker by her mouth and not out of the man across the table, low and even.

“Yes.”

That was all, and it hit her low in the belly before she had anything ready to say back. Heat moved in her pussy under the dry padding. She felt it, and she hated that he’d know if he looked. He was already looking.

She switched the radio off and laid it face down on the table, screen to the wood, the way you put away a bearing you’re finished with. Then she slid her pilot medical out from under the fruit bowl and ticked yes in the bladder box, in her own square handwriting. She had never lied on a form, and she wasn’t going to start on the morning she quit.

He came around the table. He didn’t take the radio. He laid his palm flat on the front of her diaper and left it there, the heel of his hand over her mound and his fingers spread on the thick padding. The coffee sat. Neither of them drank it.

The plastic gave under his hand. The padding was still dry at the edges, but in the middle, against her pussy, it wasn’t anymore. She felt the wet start while his mouth was still shut, a slick warmth at her opening and then a heavier seep that the lining took and held right under his palm. Her clit throbbed once against the inside of the diaper. Her face didn’t move. Her hips did, a small push into his hand that she stopped too late.

“You’re wet,” he said.

“The coffee’s going cold.”

“I didn’t ask about the coffee.” His hand stayed flat. He didn’t rub. He pressed, a steady weight, and waited. “Tell me what your pussy’s doing.”

She looked at the radio lying face down. “It’s wet. In the diaper. You can feel it.”

“I can.” One press, firmer. “You took your name off. Then you asked me for a deck. And you got wet before I ever touched you, while dispatch was still reading you back.”

“I didn’t.”

His hand left her. The air on the damp plastic was cold for a second, and then his hand came back, harder, the same flat palm, with no argument in it, only weight. She made a sound she hadn’t meant to.

“Try that again,” he said. “Out loud.”

“I got wet while he read it back,” she said, and her voice was spare. “Before your hand.”

“That’s better,” he said, and something in how quietly he said it went straight to her clit. She felt it jump under the padding, a stupid little pulse, and more slick came out of her and soaked the spot his palm covered. The diaper made a soft wet sound when she breathed. He heard it. He didn’t smile. He kept his hand where it was and let the coffee die on the table, a skin forming on top, the steam gone. Her thighs shook once and settled. She stood there with her husband’s hand on the front of a thick diaper and her call sign already off the board, and she didn’t move his hand.

“Bed,” he said.

She went.

❦

The rope made a dry sound against the bedpost before she was all the way down.

He had the soft rope in his fist. Shannon lay back on their bed over the water. The T-shirt stayed on. He opened the diaper’s tapes one by one and folded the thick front down between her thighs, so her pussy and her clit were bare and the diaper was still under her ass, open, the plastic backing against the sheet. The wet spot from the kitchen shone on the lining. Cool air hit her cunt, and she could feel how swollen she was.

“Give me your wrists,” he said.

She put them up. He tied her left wrist to the post and then her right, snug and not cruel, the rope soft where it crossed the thin skin. He moved to the foot of the bed, drew one ankle wide and tied it, and then the other, until she was spread out with the open diaper cupping her ass. Every time she tested the rope, the padding crinkled under her.

He took the wand from the nightstand and set it by her hip, and he looked at her cunt the way he looked at weather, naming what was there.

“Clit’s out. Pussy’s open. You’re dripping on the diaper already.” He put two fingers at her opening, not in, just there, and they came away wet. He showed her. “Say it.”

“My pussy’s dripping on the diaper.”

“And?”

“My clit wants the wand.” She heard herself say it, and she didn’t take it back.

“Then it can have it,” he said.

He switched the wand on. The hum filled the room, low and mean. He didn’t tease her thighs with it. He set the head right on her clit and held it there, flat, the way his palm had been flat on the diaper, and he didn’t move it off when her hips jerked.

The first shock ran up her belly and down into her pussy, and her ass clenched. The ropes held her spread so she couldn’t close her legs on it, and she pulled anyway, and the posts creaked. He watched her cunt and kept the wand steady.

“Ross.”

“I’m here. You don’t get to turn it off.”

She came fast, too fast, a hard tight crack of it, her clit jumping under the wand and her pussy clenching hard, her mouth open around a word that wasn’t one. He didn’t lift the wand. The orgasm broke and the hum stayed, and her clit was too bare and too hit, and she twisted in the ropes and couldn’t get away from it.

“I can’t...”

He eased the wand back a hair, so it barely touched her. “Is that the word?”

“No,” she panted. “No word. Put it back.”

“Then you can,” he said, and pressed it back down. “Stay on it.”

The second one built out of the place the first had left raw. Her pussy fluttered. Her ass lifted off the open diaper and dropped back. The padding under her was warm from her skin and from the slick running out of her, a thin line of it down to the lining and then more. Then she felt a different heat start behind it, low in her belly, a pressure that wasn’t the orgasm and wasn’t separate from it either. She tried to hold it. The wand wouldn’t let her hold anything.

It let go before she had a name for it. A hot rush came from just below her clit, not the thin wet of her pussy but a full stream that broke and ran backward underneath her, a sudden line along the crack of her ass and into the diaper waiting there. It hit the padding at her tailbone and spread sideways, fast, into the wings at her hips, and the plastic backing ballooned a little under her and held. She heard the soft heavy give of the lining taking the weight. The smell came up, sharp and hers. She was pissing into the open diaper while she came, and she couldn’t stop either one.

“Oh, fuck...”

“There it is,” he said, still quiet. “You’re pissing. I see it. Keep going.”

She pissed into the padding in a long pulse and then a shorter one, the heat climbing the diaper under her ass, the dry edges going warm, the bulk getting heavier against her cheeks. The wand never left her clit. The piss and the orgasm ran together until she couldn’t tell which shudder belonged to which. She yanked at the ropes. Her T-shirt stuck to her ribs. The second one crested right through the piss, louder than the first, her cunt gushing clear slick on top of the mess already in the diaper, her clit so sensitive the hum felt like a live wire.

He watched the padding darken and swell under her. He didn’t look away to be kind.

“Tell me what you did.”

Her breath came in pieces. “I pissed. In the diaper. While I came.”

“Again.”

“I pissed in the diaper. I came on the wand. I soaked it.”

“You did,” he said, and the plain warmth in it hit the same place the wand was hitting. Her hips rolled up toward it without her say-so. She wasn’t done, and she knew it and didn’t want to know it. The third one was starting while she was still talking, a deep pull in her cunt, her clit throbbing under the hard hum, her ass slipping in the warm wet padding. The piss had slowed to a leak, a last thin trickle running down to join the soak. She shook her head.

“I can’t come again,” she said, and then, because that wasn’t true, “Don’t stop.”

His hand settled flat on her lower belly and held her down to the bed, and the wand stayed where it was. She knew what would stop it, the same as always, and she didn’t say it. The hand and the hum were the whole order.

She broke on it. This one was longer and uglier, her whole cunt clamping, her opening fluttering, a sob in her throat she wouldn’t turn into a plea to stop. Slick from her pussy smeared the wand and his fingers, and the diaper under her ass squelched when she dropped her weight. She said his name once, bare, just his name, and came until her thighs jumped and went slack in the ropes.

He switched the wand off. The sudden quiet rang in her ears. Her clit pulsed in the air, bare and used, and she lay spread out with a piss-warm diaper under her ass, her pussy red and open, her wrists burning softly under the rope.

He stood up and took his cock out. It was thick and already hard, the head wet, his balls hanging full and drawn a little tight beneath it. He stroked it once, slowly, and looked at her opening.

“I’m going to fuck you,” he said. “Then I’m going to come in your cunt. You keep your legs where I put them.”

“Yes.”

He climbed between her tied thighs. He didn’t take the ruined diaper out from under her. He pushed the wet padding down enough to clear her pussy and left the mess of it against her ass, so she’d feel it while he fucked her. The head of his cock nudged her opening. She was soaked. He pushed in with one long stroke and her cunt took him to the root, the stretch and the heat of him and the blunt pressure deep inside, his balls resting warm and heavy against her ass and the wet plastic when he was all the way in.

“Fuck,” she said, and it came out thin.

“Tight,” he said. “Your pussy’s still clenching from the wand.” He drew back until the head tugged at her and drove in again, and the bed knocked the wall. The ropes held her spread, so every stroke went deep, his cock filling her cunt and his balls tapping her ass on every push. The diaper crinkled and squelched under them, piss and her slick, a wet slap that wasn’t pretty and didn’t need to be.

He fucked her steady and unhurried, the way he ran a boat through a tide he already knew. His hand found her clit, bare and swollen, and rubbed it with two fingers while his cock worked her. She tried to lift into it and the ropes let her have only an inch, and that inch was enough. The fourth one took her with him inside her, her cunt grabbing his cock in hard pulses and her ass grinding into the soaked diaper, and she came on his cock and said so, because her mouth did it whether he’d asked or not.

“I’m coming. On your cock. Fuck.”

“I feel it.” His voice didn’t rise, but his hips did. He fucked her through it, deeper, his balls drawing up tight against her ass. “I’m going to come. In you. Hold still.”

She held, and the ropes held her better than she could. He shoved in and stayed with a low grunt, the only loud thing he gave her, and she felt his cock jump and the first hot shot of cum flood her cunt, and then another. He pulsed in her, balls pressed hard to her ass, emptying himself in thick spurts she felt as heat and weight inside her. Cum leaked out around his shaft and ran down into the diaper, mixing with the piss, a warmer line on her skin.

He stayed in until he was finished, then pulled out slowly. His cum followed, a white spill out of her pussy, down over her ass, into the ruined padding. She felt it leave her and felt the lack of it.

He untied her ankles first, then her wrists, in order, no fuss. She lay with her arms down, shaking a little, the T-shirt rucked up, the open diaper a heavy wet mess under her.

“Lift up for me,” he said.

She lifted her hips. He pulled the soaked diaper out, dark and swollen and warm, smelling of piss and her and his cum, and dropped it in the bin. He took a fresh one from the stack by the bed, thick and plain, the same as at dawn, and slid it under her ass. The dry lining felt almost cold after the mess. He brought the front up over her pussy, over the cum still leaking out of her, and pressed each tape flat, then smoothed the front with his palm the way he had in the kitchen. She felt his cum seep into the clean padding, a small secret weight at the center, and the diaper held it.

“You’ll wear that until I take it off,” he said.

“Yes.”

His palm stayed on the front a moment longer, and then he took it away. In the kitchen the coffee was cold. Her name was off the roster. She lay in a fresh diaper with his cum inside her, and she didn’t ask for the radio again.

❦

The hook by the door ticked when the wind hit the cabin.

It was four in the morning, and the dock cabin smelled of wet rope and diesel and cold. Her orange survival suit hung dry on its hook, the zipper pull tapping the canvas once and going still. Shannon looked at it and didn’t take it down.

Every working morning she could remember, that suit had gone on before her eyes were all the way open. It meant weight and a ladder and a ship that wouldn’t wait for her.

She’d walked down from the house in sweatpants over the night’s diaper, and inside the cabin door Ross had peeled both off her and dropped the diaper in the bin by the sink. She lay down on the bunk without being told. The vinyl cover was cold through her shirt and colder under her bare ass. Her pussy was tender, with a faint ache where his cock had been. She put her hands on her stomach and looked up at the ceiling.

“Dress me,” she said. “For a day with no ship.”

Ross stood at the foot of the bunk with a fresh diaper in his hands, thick, the same plain white bulk as the first morning. He didn’t ask if she meant it. He’d heard her.

“Lift.”

She lifted her hips. He opened the diaper and slid it under her, the back high on her ass, the leg gathers pulled out so nothing would gap. The lining touched her bare pussy, dry and clean and a little stiff. He brought the front up over her mound and over her clit, snug and straight, and pressed each tape flat and hard so it wouldn’t creep. Then he smoothed the front with his whole palm in one slow pass, feeling that she was dry, feeling the shape of her under the padding.

“Dry,” he said.

“Yes.”

“You’ll stay that way till I say. Or you won’t. Either way it stays on.”

“I know.”

He reached for the deckhand’s rain gear, and she sat up. He worked the overalls up her front over the diaper and set the straps on her shoulders. The diaper made a thick line under the gear, obvious if you knew where to look and invisible if you didn’t. She felt it when she stood, the bulk between her thighs, the tapes holding, her pussy pressed into the dry padding. Then the boots, which he held for her to step into before he snugged the tops, and then a plain life vest, buckled over the rain gear. The diaper didn’t show. She felt it anyway, every shift of her weight a soft crinkle nobody on the dock would hear over the wind.

At the door she passed the suit on its hook. Her hand didn’t rise. She left it there, orange and dry, waiting for a ladder she wasn’t going to climb.

Out on deck the dark was full of rain that hadn’t started yet, only the smell of it. The pilot boat lay against the dock with her lines tight, no ship on the board and no dispatcher in her ear. Ross went into the wheelhouse. She heard the engine turn over, cough, and catch, a low idle that shook the deck under her boots.

She untied the bow line and coiled it, then the stern. Her hands knew the work. The diaper shifted when she bent, thick between her legs, dry, his tapes still flat from the bunk. She thought about the roster for one second, her name not on it, and then the engine note changed and the thought was gone. On the roster a quiet radio had always meant a problem. This morning the handheld clipped to her vest stayed dark on their channel and on dispatch both, and she didn’t key it.

He eased them off the dock. Dark water opened up ahead of the bow, with no ship in it and no ladder and no rungs. She stood at the rail in the rain gear with her boots set and the life vest snug and the diaper on under all of it, warm from her body, holding. The suit was on its hook in the cabin behind them. Her call sign was off the roster. The diaper was still on.

Ross didn’t call her up to the wheelhouse. He let the boat find the channel on its own. Shannon put her hands on the rail and rode it, the padding a steady weight between her legs, the radio quiet against her chest, the water black and empty of anything that needed a pilot.

If you want more like this, read Examined by Daddy next


Shaved, Diapered and Fucked in Suite Zero — MM Gay Daddy ABDL

I’ve run the night desk at the hotel for six years, ten at night to seven in the morning, and I can tell you what time it is in that building to the minute without looking at a clock. At eleven the bar closes and the last couples drift up in the elevator, laughing a little too loudly. At midnight the street door locks, and anyone who comes after that rings the bell and gets a good look from me through the glass before I buzz them in. Around one the ice machine on the third floor dumps its bin with a crash that sounds like a car wreck if you’re not used to it. At two Dale, the night porter, sixty if he’s a day, walks the floors with the round sheet on his clipboard, and I sign it when he comes back down. At three the system closes out the day, and the date on every screen in the building rolls over to tomorrow while the rest of the city sleeps. By five the delivery trucks are idling in the alley, and by seven the day manager is behind the desk with her coffee in a paper cup while I read her the night out of the log.

It’s an adults-only hotel, forty rooms in an old brick building on a side street downtown, and the people who book us, mostly couples in their forties and fifties getting away from their ordinary lives for a night, want two things: quiet, and nobody asking questions. We’re good at both. The lobby is dark wood and low lamps and a leather armchair nobody sits in after midnight. The back office behind the desk has a fluorescent tube that hums in B-flat, a shredder, the safe, and a chair with one arm that wobbles. I know every inch of it. I could do the whole shift with my eyes closed, and on some slow Tuesdays I think I nearly have.

I turned thirty that winter. I’m good at my job, and I know it, which the day staff find a little irritating. I write the times in the margin of the log, small and straight, and I don’t round them off. A noise complaint isn’t “around two,” it’s 2:16. Marisol, the day manager, who turns fifty next spring and has seen everything twice, once asked me whether I clock my own sneezes too. I told her only the big ones. She laughed, but she also stopped asking me what kind of night it had been, because the log already told her, to the minute.

I like a night that runs on time. I like knowing what comes next. People think it’s a boring way to live, and maybe it is, but there’s a particular pleasure in being the one person in a building who knows exactly where everything is and when it will happen. Most of the hotel is asleep. I’m the one holding the clock.

Then the old owner sold the place.

He did it quietly, the way he did everything, and the first any of us heard of it was a memo taped to the staff room door. New ownership as of Monday. Business as usual. Please make him welcome. Nobody knew anything about the new man except his first name and the rumor that he’d bought the building outright, which in our part of town meant real money.

He came to the desk on Monday night a little after midnight. I heard the street door before I saw him, because he had a key and didn’t ring, and I had my hand on the phone before he stepped into the lamplight. He was a big man with broad, heavy shoulders and close-cropped silver hair, in a dark wool coat with his shirt open at the throat underneath. Mid-fifties, I guessed. He had big hands and he moved like a man who had never once in his life been late for anything, because things waited for him.

“You must be Owen,” he said.

“I am. Can I help you?”

“I hope so. I’m Victor.” He reached across the desk and shook my hand, and his was warm and dry and he didn’t squeeze to make a point. “I bought the place. Signed the papers on Monday morning, and I still can’t quite believe it, so you’ll have to forgive me if I wander around touching the walls.”

“The walls on four are the ones worth touching,” I said. “They redid them last spring.”

He laughed, low and easy, a laugh that seemed to come up from somewhere around his belt. “They told me you were funny. They also told me you run the night like a railway timetable.”

“Somebody has to.”

“Mm.” He picked up the round sheet from the counter and read down Dale’s column of times and my initials beside them, and the little numbers I’d written in the margin. “You write down the minutes.”

“Minutes matter.”

“Do they,” he said. He sounded amused, not unkind, the way you’d sound watching somebody alphabetize a spice rack. He set the sheet back down exactly where it had been, square to the edge of the counter, which almost nobody does. “I don’t sleep much, Owen. I’ll be walking the building at night for a while, getting to know her. Don’t let me get in your way.”

“You won’t,” I said.

He looked at me for a second longer than the sentence needed. Then he went up in the elevator, and I stood at the desk listening to it climb, and I realized I’d been holding the pen so hard it had left a dent in my finger.

I told myself it was just the strangeness of a new boss. That was all. A man walks into your lobby after midnight with a key, owns the floor you’re standing on, and reads your handwriting back to you like it’s mildly funny. Anyone would feel it in the back of the neck.

But I felt it lower than the back of my neck, and that was a problem, because I had a secret in that building, and it lived at the end of the second-floor hall.

The secret is older than my job at the hotel. It started the spring I signed the lease on my first place, a studio over a laundromat with a door that had only my name on the buzzer. I was a grown man living alone for the first time, and I finally did something about a want I’d been carrying around since my early twenties without a name for it. I ordered a case of adult diapers online, thick and plain, with tapes, and paid for it with my own money and had it delivered in a brown box with nothing printed on the side. When it came I left it unopened by the door for three days, like it might go off. Then one night I opened it, taped one on, and lay on my bed in the dark with my heart going so hard I could hear it, and I didn’t move for a long time.

I’d like to say it was comfort, and partly it was. But what really got me, and it took me years to admit this even to myself, was the deciding. I decided when it went on. I decided when I let go in it, and how long I sat in the warmth afterward, and when it came off. I set a time and I kept it, and nobody else in the world had a say. For a man who likes clocks as much as I do, that was the whole thing.

Which brings me to Suite Zero.

At the end of the second-floor hall there’s a room numbered zero. The old owner built it out of two linen closets and an old service room, and he refused to renumber the whole floor to make room for it, so it became Suite Zero and stayed that way. He fitted it out for a particular kind of booking: grown couples who wanted a room where nobody at the desk would raise an eyebrow at what was in their luggage. There’s a wide, hard bed with a heavy oak footboard that comes up to about hip height. There’s a padded bench, a deep armchair, a tiled corner with a drain in the floor, and a cupboard of towels and wipes that housekeeping restocks without comment. It sits on the booking screen as an ordinary guest room. It gets booked maybe twice a month, always on weekends.

On slow weeknights, after the system had closed out the day and Dale had the front, I would take a plain black case out of my staff locker and go up to Suite Zero. I taped myself into a diaper on that hard bed. Then I put my uniform trousers back on over it and worked the rest of my shift that way, rounds and phone calls and the log, with the thickness between my legs and nobody in the world the wiser. At 5:40 my phone alarm went off. I went down to the staff locker room, changed into the clean uniform I kept pressed in my locker, rolled the used diaper up tight, and pushed it to the bottom of the back-office bin under the shredding, and by the time Marisol came in I was dry and pressed and reading her the night. There were spare tape strips in the case, in case one didn’t hold. I counted them at the start of every shift and wrote the number in the log margin in figures so small nobody else ever noticed them.

I’d done it for two years. Nobody had ever known. I was prouder of that than I should have been.

On Monday, after Victor went up, I didn’t go to Suite Zero. On Tuesday I didn’t either. I told myself it was common sense. A new owner who walks the building at night is not a man you play games around.

On Tuesday night, though, he came down at one and sat in the leather armchair in the lobby with the newspaper, and around two he got up and came behind the desk to look at the booking screen over my shoulder. He stood close enough that I could smell his soap.

“What’s the zero?” he asked, and tapped the line with one thick finger.

“Second floor, end of the hall. The old owner built it for a certain kind of guest.”

“What kind?”

I gave him the line we always give. “Grown-ups who like their privacy and don’t want to explain their luggage.”

He laughed. “And who books it?”

“Hardly anybody. A couple of weekends a month.”

“And on the nights nobody does?”

“It’s cleaned and locked.”

“Locked,” he said, and he looked at me, not at the screen. “Good to know.” Then he went back to his armchair, and I sat there with my face hot and my cock thickening in my uniform trousers for no reason I was willing to look at.

A little later I answered a question of his about the safe, and he said, “You always look at the clock before you answer me. Did you know that?”

“Habit.”

“Huh,” he said, mild as milk, and turned a page. “We’ll have to see about that.”

I thought about that sentence all the way home.

On Wednesday night the building was dead. There was nobody on the second floor at all, and Victor went up to the owner’s rooms on the top floor before one and didn’t come back down. At three I sat at the desk and told myself not tonight. At ten past three I had the case in my hand and was walking up the stairs, because the elevator makes a noise.

I taped myself in, dressed again, and did my rounds in it. I was on my way back across the lobby a little after four when the elevator opened and Victor stepped out in his shirtsleeves with a cup of tea in his hand.

“Couldn’t sleep,” he said. “Still up?”

“It’s my job to be up.”

“So it is.” His eyes went down the front of my uniform, slowly, and came back up to my face. I stood there with a diaper on under my trousers and my cock going hard inside it, and I didn’t look at the clock, and he didn’t say a word. He just smiled a little, and drank his tea, and said, “Good night, Owen,” and went back up.

My alarm went off on the dot and I changed. My hands were shaking so badly I had to do one of the tapes twice, and I used a spare strip, and I wrote the new count in the margin of the log in figures even smaller than usual.

When I got home that morning I couldn’t sleep. I keep blackout curtains in the bedroom, because a night man sleeps days, and I lay there in the dark with the sounds of the laundromat coming up through the floor and the sound of his voice in my head. Still up. So it is. Good night, Owen.

I got up and opened the case I keep at home.

I taped one on standing beside the bed, and it was thick and snug and the padding pushed my cock up against my belly. I lay down on my back on a towel. I’d been holding it since the hotel, because I always do on the drive home, and I lay there for a long minute with the pressure low in my belly, letting myself want to let go and not doing it yet. That’s my favorite part. I’m the one who says when.

Then I imagined the suite door.

I imagined the lock clicking at three in the morning while I was halfway taped, and Victor standing in the doorway in that dark coat with his big hands at his sides, not surprised at all. I imagined him walking over without hurrying and taking the open tapes out of my fingers and closing them himself, pressing each one flat with his thumb. I imagined him putting his palm on the front of the diaper, warm and heavy, and saying, in that voice like he found me mildly funny, that I could piss now. Not when I’d decided. When he said.

I let go.

It came hard, a hot stream that soaked straight into the padding under my cock and spread outward fast, under my balls and back between my cheeks, until the whole front was warm and heavy and sagging against me. I could hear it, a muffled hiss inside the plastic. I put my own palm flat on the front, where I’d imagined his, and pressed, and the warmth squeezed up around my cock, and I was so hard it ached.

I rubbed myself through the wet diaper. I didn’t open it. I worked my hand over the thick front, the soaked padding sliding up and down my cock, my balls pulled tight in the heat, and in my head it wasn’t my hand. In my head he was standing beside the bed with his phone in his hand, my alarm on its screen, turning it off with one thumb. In my head he said dawn wasn’t mine anymore.

“Victor,” I said to the dark, and my voice came out of me strange and rough.

I came in the diaper with my hips off the bed. It went on and on, my cock jerking under my hand and pumping cum into the wet padding, hot on top of the piss, and I kept rubbing through all of it until I was too sensitive to stand it. Then I lay there in the mess, breathing hard, with my face burning in the dark and the laundromat dryers turning over downstairs.

I’d never once said a name before. I’d never imagined anybody else’s hand at all. That was the whole point. I was the one who decided.

I lay there a long time. Then I got up and cleaned myself up and set my alarm for the evening, the way I always do, and hung my apartment key on the hook by the door, the way I always do, and told myself that on Thursday I’d be sensible.

Thursday was slow. Two check-ins before midnight, nobody on the second floor, the ice machine on three crashing at a quarter to one like it always does. Victor walked through the lobby a little after midnight and said good evening and went up, and I watched the numbers over the elevator door climb all the way to the top and stop there. At three the system closed out the day. Dale took the front.

I told myself not tonight, for the third night running, and then I went to my locker and took out the case.

Suite Zero was cool and dim, the bedside lamp turned low, the heavy footboard throwing a long shadow across the floor. I hung my uniform trousers over the chair. I lay down on the hard bed in my uniform shirt, still buttoned to the throat, and slid a fresh diaper under me, and set my phone face-up on the bed beside the open case with the 5:40 alarm showing on the screen. I was already hard, too hard for the front to lie flat, so I left it loose and closed the bottom two tapes at the sides first, slow, the way I like it, and smoothed them down.

Two tapes closed. Two hanging loose. My fingers on the third.

I lay there for a second, hard under the loose front, and thought: two hours and forty minutes, and every one of them is mine.

❦

The lock clicked, and Victor’s voice came in with it.

“Owen. Night manager, six years on the desk, never a minute late.” He was reading it off the staff roster on his phone, the way you’d read a name tag back to a waiter, and he didn’t look up from the screen until he’d finished.

I was on the bed in Suite Zero with my uniform shirt still buttoned and my fingers frozen on the open tape. The thick diaper lay under me, two tapes shut and two hanging loose, and my phone sat face-up beside the case with the alarm on the screen. He stood in the doorway in his shirtsleeves with the phone in his hand.

“I’m fifty-four years old,” he said, “and I’ve owned this building since Monday, and nobody said one word to me about this part of it.”

He put the phone in his pocket and shut the door behind him. I heard the lock take.

Then he looked at my cock.

The loose front didn’t cover it. I’d been hard before the door finished opening, and it stood up off the soft padding, wet at the tip, my balls drawn tight underneath. He looked there first, and he didn’t smile much. It was the slow look of a man who had walked the hall to find one particular thing.

“It’s three,” I said stupidly. “I should be on the floor.”

“You should be right where you are.” He came to the foot of the bed, and his voice stayed low. “This goes one of two ways, Owen. Either I finish the taping, or I forget I ever walked in here. Your job is safe either way. Nothing gets said, to anybody, ever.”

I couldn’t have told him which way I wanted it. I lay there with my fingers still on the tape and my cock still standing up, which was probably answer enough, and he breathed out through his nose, very nearly a laugh.

“One more thing,” he said. “If I finish it, you’re going to tell me no sometimes. No won’t stop me. Anchor will. You say anchor and I stop, right then, and your job is still safe and we never talk about it again. Do you understand that?”

My mouth was dry. “Yes.”

My cock twitched, and he saw that too.

“Are you sober?”

“Yes.”

“Then say it out loud. Finish it, or I walk out that door.”

“Finish it.”

He nodded once, as if I’d confirmed a booking. My cock jumped, and a thin string of wet pulled off the tip and dropped onto the diaper.

He took the open tapes out of my fingers. His hands were big and in no hurry at all. He pulled the front of the diaper up over my cock, tucked it, and brought the tapes across, one and then the other, and pressed each one flat with his thumb, slowly, until the plastic held.

“Hard under there,” he said. “You didn’t say a word and it was already up. You thought the shirt and the low lamp would hide it. They didn’t.”

I didn’t answer. The thick diaper pushed my cock to the side and didn’t hide the shape of it at all.

He opened my case, took out the spare tape strips, and put them in his pocket.

Those strips had been mine for two years. I watched them go into his pocket and felt it in my stomach.

“Trousers go on over it,” he said. “You’ve got rounds. You’ll piss before you go.”

“No.” It came out clipped. “Not in front of you.”

He laid his palm on the front of the diaper, heavy and warm through the plastic, right over my cock. He didn’t rub. He just held it there.

“Piss,” he said.

I shook my head. My hips pushed up into his hand anyway.

“You told me no,” he said. “I told you what stops me. That word wasn’t it.”

“I know.”

The pressure started low, behind my cock, the need I always let go of on my own schedule with the door locked. My hole clenched, and my body gave in before my nerve did. A hot thread left me and hit the padding under his palm, small, a sting of warmth, and then a wider soak crawled out toward the dry edges. I heard it, a soft rush inside the plastic. It ran along my shaft and under my balls and down the crack of my ass, and the leg cuffs held. The front went heavy and sagged warm into his hand. My cock stayed hard in the middle of it, piss running over the head and filling the padding until the whole front sat thick and hot against his palm.

“There,” he said. “You pissed.”

I was breathing through my teeth. “I said no.”

“You did. And you didn’t say anchor.” He pressed once, and piss squeezed up warm around the head of my cock. “Tell me what you just did.”

“I pissed in the diaper.”

“In front of me.”

“In front of you.”

“That’s right,” he said, quietly, like it pleased him, and my cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

He hooked a thumb under the tape he’d just closed and peeled it open, and then the other. The front dropped. Warm wet air hit my cock and balls. The padding was soaked and heavy and stuck to my skin in places, piss shone on my cock, and a drop of it hung off one ball.

“Messy,” he said. “Stay on your back.”

He took the wipes, the foam and the razor out of the case without asking. He wiped my cock first, slowly, from the head down the shaft, then lifted it aside so he could get the piss off my balls. The wipe was cold and I jerked. He held my cock between two fingers like it was in his way and kept going, under each ball, then a clean wipe down the crease toward my hole. I made a sound.

“Hold still.”

The foam went on thick, over my cock and down the shaft, over my balls and into the crease, a white slick mound his fingers worked in. Not gentle, not rough. He shaved me in short strokes, and the razor clicked over my skin. He held my cock up and cleared the base, then turned each ball and took the hair there, rinsing the blade on a wipe. When he spread my thighs and tipped the razor lower, toward my hole, my leg jumped.

“Rounds,” I said. “I have to...”

“No.”

He said it once and waited, his hand flat on my thigh. He didn’t argue and he didn’t move the razor. He just waited until my leg stopped fighting him.

I held still.

He finished at the top of my crack, wiped the foam away, and looked at what he’d done: bare cock, bare balls, clean skin, the dark hair on my thighs and belly left exactly where it was, the piss still drying in the open diaper under me.

“Now ask me for my hand,” he said.

“What?”

“Out loud.”

My cock stood straight up off my belly, shiny, the head dark. “Put your hand on my cock.”

He did. His fist closed around it, not all the way tight, and he stroked once, slowly, from the base to the head, the open diaper framing it, the wet padding under my ass, the tapes hanging. He stroked again, and his thumb dragged over the slit and came away wet with more than piss.

“Fuck,” I said.

“That’s it. You fuck my hand. Don’t grab the tapes.”

I hadn’t known I was reaching. My hand dropped to the sheet.

“Eager as hell,” he said, looking down at it in his fist.

His hand just worked.

He stroked steady and not fast. My balls bumped against his wrist every time he came down, and the wet diaper squished under my ass when my hips lifted. I could smell piss and the clean bite of the foam and my own sweat in the uniform shirt.

“You hid this,” he said. “Slow nights. This room. You thought the booking screen calling it a guest room meant nobody would ever walk this hall.”

His hand didn’t stop. Up and down, with a twist at the head that made my hole clench on nothing.

“I always changed before anyone was up,” I got out.

“I know you did. That’s over.”

He spat in his palm and put it back on my cock, slicker now, and the sound was filthy, skin on skin, my cock fucking up into his fist while the soaked diaper rocked under me. I watched his hand, big and sure, and I hated how much I liked watching it.

“Victor.”

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want to come.”

“Where?”

“On me. On my belly. Don’t stop.”

“I wasn’t planning to,” he said, and the easy way he said it got to my cock before it got to my head. It swelled in his fist, the head flaring. He stroked a little faster. His other hand cupped my balls and rolled them, then pressed two fingers in behind them, firm, right on the spot that made my hole flutter.

“Spread your legs.”

I did, and the diaper crinkled loud. Cool air hit my hole, and then his fingers were there, not in, just pressing the wet skin and rubbing slow circles while his fist kept working my cock. Piss that hadn’t soaked in yet smeared under my ass. I fucked up into his hand and back down onto his fingers.

“Feel that?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“On my hole. And on my cock. Both.”

“Keep talking.”

“Your hand. Don’t take it off. I’m close. My balls...”

“I can feel them.” He rolled them again, gentle and mean at the same time, and stroked from the root to the head, his thumb smearing the leak until the whole head was slick. “Stay on your back. You come on your belly. You don’t grab me, and you don’t grab the tapes.”

“I won’t.”

My hips wouldn’t stay down. The diaper under my ass was hot and heavy, piss shifting when I rocked, the plastic loud in the quiet room. His fist was tight going up and loose coming down, and I watched my cock move in it, bare and wet, a string of clear hanging off his thumb and dropping onto my stomach.

“Fuck,” I said again. “Victor. It’s right there.”

“Then give it to me.”

He didn’t speed up much. He kept the same sure stroke and pressed his fingers harder behind my balls, a steady push that made my hole clench and open on nothing. My ass came up off the wet padding, my balls drew up hard against his wrist, and the feeling climbed hot from my hole through my cock and I couldn’t hold it.

I came in thick pulses. The first stripe hit my belly, hot, then another on the hem of my shirt, then his knuckles. He kept stroking through it, milking me, his fist sliding in my cum while more of it welled up and ran down onto the bare skin above the open diaper. I made a raw sound and kept coming, hips jerking, cock jerking in his fist, the piss-wet padding squishing under me, until it was only twitches and a last weak spill on my stomach.

“That’s the mess,” he said. “All of it.”

He held me until I went soft in his hand. Cum shone on my belly and on his fingers, and he wiped his fingers on the inside of the diaper and looked at what was left on me.

“Cum and piss,” he said. “Both yours. Say it.”

“Cum and piss. Both mine.”

“On your belly. In the diaper. In front of me.”

“In front of you.”

He pulled the front up over all of it, and the wet padding and the cum on my skin met, sticky and warm. He brought the tapes across and pressed them down with his thumb, the same slow way as before. The diaper sat heavy on me, full and taped shut over the mess, and my soft cock lay in it, so sensitive that every shift was a shock.

“Rounds,” he said.

The lobby tile clicked under my shoes, and the diaper made a thick sound with every step.

I walked my round the way I always did, pen in my shirt pocket, except that my cock was bare under a soaked, taped diaper full of my own piss and cum, and Victor was sitting at the desk with his hand resting on the pocket where the spare tapes were. He didn’t follow me. He didn’t need to.

The diaper squished when I turned, warm wet shifting against my soft cock and up between my cheeks. I checked the side door and the stair lock. By the time I came back past the desk my cock was filling again, pushing into the mess, getting hard in the piss and cum as if it hadn’t just shot all over me.

Dale was at the counter, and at that hour the lobby belonged to him, Victor and me. He’d been the night porter as long as I’d been on the desk, a gray, patient man who whistled through his teeth, and he held out the round sheet.

“You’re late on the book,” he said.

I could have said anchor right there across the counter, and my job would be safe and nothing would ever be said. I knew that as surely as I know when the ice machine on three is going to dump its bin. I just found that I didn’t want to.

“The sheet’s fine,” I said, and I noticed my voice didn’t have a time in it. “I’ll sign.”

I took the pen. The diaper tugged when I leaned, my hard cock pushed the front out, and I angled my body so Dale wouldn’t see the shape of it. Victor saw it. His mouth did that small amused thing. He didn’t say anything.

I signed. Dale took the sheet and went back to the luggage room, whistling.

My phone went off in my pocket. The old alarm. Change time.

For two years that sound had meant the same thing every night: the diaper off, the wipes, my trousers back on, the walk back to the desk as if nothing had happened, and then my apartment key in my hand and my own door locked behind me before the day shift came in. Done, and mine.

Victor reached over and took the phone out of my pocket. He looked at the screen, turned the alarm off, and laid the phone face down on the desk. Then he patted the pocket with the spare tapes.

“Dawn’s not your deadline anymore,” he said. “I say when it comes off.”

I stood in the lobby with my cock hard in the mess he’d taped shut, and I didn’t reach for the phone.

❦

The clock over the desk said ten past twelve, and I was standing, because sitting made the diaper talk. Victor had taped it on me in the back office at ten, thick and plain, and I’d already wet it once. It hung warm and heavy inside my uniform trousers, the leg cuffs chewing into my skin, the front a soaked weight against my cock and balls. If I shifted, the plastic rustled. So I kept my feet planted, the night log open in front of me and the pen in my hand, as if the pen were the job.

Victor sat in the leather armchair across the lobby with the newspaper up and both hands flat on the pages. He hadn’t turned one since he’d taken my phone off me at the start of the shift and laid it face down on the desk. My spare tape strips were in his shirt pocket behind that paper. I knew it the way you know where a sore tooth is.

I used to cut those strips myself. I taped myself, I threw the old diaper out before dawn, and my phone told me when. Nobody’s pocket had anything to do with it.

My cock thickened in the wet mess. I set the pen down so I wouldn’t drop it.

“Still standing,” he said without looking up. His voice was low, almost lazy. “How’s the front?”

“Heavy.”

“That’s not an answer I can use.”

I looked around the lobby, at the shut doors and the empty chairs and the lamps, and listened to the fluorescent buzz from the office. “It’s wet. It’s sagging. I can feel it on my cock.”

“There you go.” It was almost praise, and my balls drew up as if he’d put a hand on them. He turned a page at last and laid both hands back down on the paper. “You stay at that desk till I tell you otherwise.”

“Check-in’s open till two,” I said. “I’ll be at the desk anyway.”

“I didn’t ask you the time.”

I picked the pen back up. The diaper pulled when I leaned on the counter, a slow swing of wet weight, and I straightened before it could slap against me. He saw that. He didn’t move his hands.

The street bell rang a little before one, and I buzzed in a woman in her mid-forties with a coat over one arm and a small overnight bag, with the look of someone who’d missed the train she meant to catch and didn’t want to hear about it.

“Reservation,” she said. “Under Renata. One night.”

“We held it for you,” I said. “I’ll need an ID and a card.”

She slid them across. I didn’t smile, because the late desk doesn’t do soft. I typed her in and watched the booking screen take her name, then reached for the keycard printer on the low shelf under the counter. The reach tipped my weight forward. The wet diaper sagged hard inside my trousers, pulled away from my belly, and swung, the plastic crinkling loud in the quiet lobby, and the soaked front swung back and pressed against my cock and stayed there, hot and slick and heavy. I kept my face on the screen. My ears went hot.

Victor’s paper didn’t move, and neither did his hands. I felt his eyes anyway, over the top edge of the page, on the shape of me bent over at the desk and the sag I couldn’t hide once I leaned.

The printer chewed and spat out the card. I straightened too fast, and the diaper rode up and settled wrong, bunched, the wet bulk shoved up under my balls. I put the card in its sleeve and set it on the counter.

“Room 503. The elevator’s on your left. Checkout is eleven, not a minute after. Sign here, please.”

She signed. She didn’t look at my trousers. She took her card and her bag and went, heels on the tile, and the lobby was ours again.

“You leaned,” Victor said.

“The printer’s under the counter.”

“And the diaper swung. I watched it. She didn’t. I did.” He folded the paper once, not closed, and kept both hands on it. “Come over here.”

“I’m on the desk.”

“You can see the street door from this chair as well as you can from that desk. Walk.”

I came around the end of the counter. With every step the wet diaper dragged between my thighs and the leg cuffs burned. I stopped by his chair, because he hadn’t said how close.

“Turn around.”

I turned. He looked at the crotch of my trousers, at the bulge that wasn’t all cock, at the way the fabric tented and then drooped.

“Cock’s working away in there,” he said. “Doesn’t matter. I’m not here for it.”

He put his eyes back on the paper and didn’t say another word about my cock. My face burned worse for that than for the look.

At two he got up without a sound I caught in time. A hand closed on my shoulder from behind, broad and warm, and steered me through the office door to the back-office desk, where the chair was the one I use for the log when the lobby’s dead. He shut the door with his heel.

“Sit.”

“No.” My voice came out clipped. “Not in this. It’ll soak through if I put my weight on it.”

He didn’t argue. His hand stayed on my shoulder and pressed, steady, the way you’d press down a lid. He’d told me exactly how to make that hand lift, and I let my knees bend instead. My ass hit the chair, and the wet diaper squashed under me with a thick ugly sound, the piss-warm padding driven up against my hole and around my balls, the sag flattened, a gush of leftover wet pushed into the crotch of my trousers. I grabbed the arms of the chair. My cock went hard while he was still standing over me, before I had a word ready.

“There,” he said. “Feel it spread.”

“Yes.”

“Tell me what you feel.”

“It’s wet on my ass. It’s wet on my balls. The chair pushed it all up.” I could hear my own breath. “I’m hard.”

“I saw that before you sat down.” He kept his hand on my shoulder a second longer, then took it away. “You stay there till I say get up. You don’t adjust it. You don’t reach in.”

“Victor...”

“No.”

That was all he said. The office clock hummed. I didn’t reach. The wet heat crept up the crease of my ass and I sat in it with my trousers stuck to the plastic, and my cock throbbed in the mess like it had a mind of its own. Any other night I’d have sat in it alone until my alarm at twenty to six and then gone down to the locker room to take it off. Tonight my phone was out on the lobby desk where he’d left it, and the alarm was dead.

“Up,” he said, when he’d finished waiting.

I stood. The diaper peeled off the chair with a tacky sound and sagged again, heavier, the front pulled long. Where the leg cuffs had rubbed all shift, the skin was red, a raw ring around each thigh that stung when the air hit it. I tugged my trouser hems down. It didn’t help.

“Back to the lobby,” he said. “Past me. Don’t sneak.”

He went back to the armchair, opened the paper, and put both hands on it the way he had before. I crossed the lobby. The red skin stung with every step, so I walked wide to keep my thighs from sawing at the cuffs, and the wide walk made the sag swing, and the swing made my cock hard again under it, a stiff curve trapped in the wet diaper with the head rubbing the soaked lining. He didn’t lift the paper or take his hands off it. He watched my feet take the long way around his chair, and he let me see him watch.

“Suite Zero,” he said. “You know the way.”

The hall was quiet. My keycard worked because it always works. The suite door shut behind us and the lock clicked, and that click went all the way down my spine.

The bed had its high footboard of heavy plain wood, the top rail about level with my hips. Victor took his jacket off and set a tube of lube on the rail.

“Trousers down. Shoes stay on.”

I opened my belt. The trousers dropped around my ankles and there was the diaper in the low light, thick and yellowed at the front, still taped with his tapes, the plastic bowed out from what I’d let go at ten and from the sit that had rearranged it. The red rings on my thighs showed plain. My cock made a ridge in the wet front, and the ridge jumped when he looked at it. He didn’t mention it.

“Over the rail.”

I bent over the footboard. The wood took my forearms and then my chest, and my ass went up, diaper and all. The sag pulled away from me and settled back, heavy on my cock, the back of it stretched tight over my hole. He came up behind me, and his hand was warm on the small of my back.

“I’m opening the tapes,” he said. “You don’t get a new one, and you don’t ask for one.”

The tapes ripped softly, one side and then the other. He folded the back of the diaper down and peeled the wet padding off my ass, and air hit my hole, cool after hours of plastic. With his other hand he held the soaked front in place, pressed up under me so my cock and balls stayed packed in the mess, the wet bulk in his grip like a fist he wouldn’t let fall. My forehead found the rail. My breath fogged the wood.

“Red,” he said, running his thumb along the raw line on my thigh. “All shift. You walked wide and it still ate you. And your hole’s already soft. You’ve been clenching on nothing since the desk.”

“I had a guest.”

“You had a sag and a hard cock, and you printed her card bent over like I’d told the whole room to look. Spread your feet.”

I spread them as far as the trousers around my ankles would let me. He popped the cap on the lube. Cold hit my hole, then his fingers, two of them, thick, working it in slowly. He turned them and opened me and slicked me until the sound was wet and plain. My cock jerked in the diaper he was holding, and the holding hand felt every jerk. I pushed back before I meant to. He pressed the front harder, a warning, and kept his fingers where they were.

“Who’s doing this to you?”

“You.”

“That’s not the name.” He pushed the two fingers deeper and held them still, and my hole fluttered around them. “There’s a name for the man who takes the back of it down and leaves the front on. Say it, with your mouth on that rail.”

“Daddy.”

It came out small, against the wood, and my hole gripped his fingers as though the word had a hook in it. He made a short low sound in his throat.

“Again. Louder. The suite can take it.”

“Daddy.”

“That’s the one,” he said, and it hit me low. My cock pulsed a wet streak into the diaper, not cum, just the slick that comes first, and my thighs shook. He pulled his fingers out slowly and wiped them once on the folded back of the diaper, and I heard his belt and his zipper and the lube again on his cock. The head of it nudged my hole, broad and hotter than his fingers, and he pushed. I opened around him, an inch and a burn and then the give, and he sank in until his hips met my ass and the front of the diaper, still in his hand, jammed up against my cock and balls. Then he held still, all of him inside me, not a stroke yet. My forehead stayed on the rail. I could feel his pulse in my hole.

“There you are,” he said. “Tight, for a man who’s been wet since ten. Bent over a footboard with your own piss on your cock. I’m in no hurry. You don’t move till I move.”

“I won’t.”

“You will. You’ll try, and I’ll put you back.”

He drew out halfway and pushed in again, one long stroke and then another, slow and even, the way he talked. Each one shoved me onto the rail and rocked the wet front in his palm. The diaper squelched. My balls slipped in the mess, and lube and the grip of my hole made a slick sound every time he bottomed out. I got harder. The ridge in the diaper had nowhere to go, trapped under his hand and rubbing the soaked lining while he fucked my ass.

“What’s my cock doing?” he asked.

“It’s in me. In my hole.”

“And yours?”

“Hard. Wet. You said you weren’t here for it.”

“I’m not.” He fucked in and held deep again, and the hand on the front pressed the whole soaked bulk up and in, mashing my cock flat against my belly inside the diaper. “This is a holder, that’s all. You piss in it when I say. You came in here dirty and you’re leaving dirtier.”

“Daddy.”

“Did I ask?”

“No.”

“Then save it till I do.” He started moving steadily, deep strokes that bumped the rail against my chest, his balls slapping the folded diaper under my ass. “Listen to me. You’re going to wet again. Not a leak, the whole thing, into the front, while I’m in you. You don’t get to wait for a bathroom and you don’t get to hold it for dawn. Dawn isn’t yours. I say when it comes off, and tonight it doesn’t.”

“I don’t know if I can. I went at ten.”

“You sat in a chair at two and walked wide across my lobby with a hard-on in a sag. You’ve got more. Push.”

His palm ground the wet front against me in circles, so my cock had friction and my hole had his cock and I couldn’t choose which one to chase. The pressure sat low in my belly, the old need I’d been stepping around since the desk. Heat gathered. I bore down. Nothing came at first but a tight ache, and then it broke.

It started as a hot thread and became a rush, piss leaving me in a hard stream into the diaper he was holding shut against my cock. The front swelled under his palm. I felt it balloon, felt the heat race around my shaft and under my balls, felt the fresh soak drive into padding that was already full, so the excess had nowhere to go but out at the leg in a warm spill over the red skin, and back up in a wet slap inside the plastic when he pressed. The sound was muffled by his hand and still plain, a hiss and a gush, and the smell came up sharp between us. My hole clenched on him in pulses I couldn’t stop, each one in time with the stream. He groaned once, quietly, and didn’t pull out. He fucked me through it, shorter strokes now and deeper, his cock dragging over the slick place inside me while the piss kept coming, soaking his palm through the shell and dripping off the bottom edge onto my ankle and the suite floor.

“That’s it,” he said. “All of it. Don’t you cut it off.”

I let it run until the push went thin and then to drips, my cock jerking in the flood, piss and the wet of being fucked so mixed I couldn’t tell the mess apart. My legs shook. The rail held my forehead. He pressed the swollen front harder, right on the head of my cock through the soaked lining, and kept fucking me, and the press and the fill and the stretch tipped me over.

“Daddy, I’m...”

“Do it. In the piss. On my hand.”

I came. Cum shot into the ruined front in thick spurts that had to fight the wet, my cock kicking against his palm and my hole clamping down on him so hard he grunted and lost his lazy pace. He drove in and stayed, hips tight to my ass, and finished inside me, his cum pumping deep and hot, pulse after pulse, while his hand mashed the diaper and wrung the last of mine out into the mess. I made a sound into the rail I’d never have let the lobby hear. He held me there, stuffed and dripping, the diaper a hot weight in his grip, until both of us stopped jerking.

He pulled out slowly. His cum followed, leaking down over my balls into the diaper he still hadn’t let go of. I stayed bent over, breathing like a saw. The red cuffs stung where the new piss had run.

“Floor,” he said.

I got my knees under me and went down onto the suite floor with my trousers still around my ankles, my ass bare, the diaper hanging off my front, untaped, held there by nothing but the wet. He crouched beside me. He folded the back up over my hole, over the cum slipping out of me, and caught the wet front, heavier now, swollen, yellow and white and hot, and brought the tapes around. Not a fresh one. The same diaper. He pulled the tapes tight, more neatly than I would have, and smoothed the shell flat over the mess so it wouldn’t gap. The bulk sat obscene between my legs. I could feel his cum and my piss and my cum all in one closed heat, taped shut by his hands.

The spare strips stayed in his pocket. He didn’t even reach for them.

“Zero,” he said. “After the suite. That’s what I call you when you’re in it like this.”

I looked at the rail. My forehead still had the mark of the wood on it.

“The rail was a courtesy,” he said. “Next time you might not get one.”

He stood up and waited. I stayed on the floor in the taped wet, my cock soft in the mess at last, and I didn’t reach for a tape, or for the door, or for the word that would have stopped any of it.

❦

The latch on Suite Zero caught at one. I knew the minute because I’d read the lobby clock on my way to the elevator, the way I read every clock. Tonight the minute meant nothing at all. Victor decided when I was changed, and I was still in the diaper he’d taped on me at ten.

He was sitting in the deep armchair with one ankle on the other knee. Half my mind was still downstairs at the desk, going down the room list, and there was nobody at all booked on the second floor that night. A knee-length satin nightshirt lay flat on the bed with its sleeves spread out, a dull pewter shine under the lamp, and beside it, in a neat line, a razor, a can of shaving foam, and a folded towel. My keyring sat on the nightstand, the locker key and my apartment key on the same ring. That key let me into my own place every morning, my own door locked behind me. It was close enough to touch, and I left it there.

The diaper was a thick wad between my legs. Every step off the rug made a soft wet knock I could hear, the tapes pulled at my hips, and the front hung heavy and warm with my cock soft in the mess and the plastic gone slack over it.

“You’re past the minute you keep,” Victor said.

“Dale took the desk at ten to one. I wrote it down.”

“Come here.”

I came. He stood up, took the nightshirt by the shoulders, and held it open. The satin hung in a clean fall to his knees, waiting for a body.

“No,” I said. “I’m not wearing that.”

He didn’t raise his voice, and he didn’t give me a reason. “Arms up.”

He held it there, and the sleeves didn’t move. I looked at the door. I looked at the keyring. My arms stayed down, and he waited. The diaper cooled against my balls and made a small tick when I shifted my weight. A minute went by, the way minutes used to, and then my shoulders gave before my mouth did. I lifted my arms.

The satin dropped over my head, cool on my neck and then warm. It fell to my knees and covered the diaper without hiding the bulk, the hem brushing the lower tapes. He smoothed one hand down my chest and stopped at my stomach.

“Turn around.”

I turned. He looked at the back, at the way the nightshirt clung over the wet seat.

“Tell me what you’ve got on.”

“A nightshirt. And the diaper.”

“All of it. Out loud.”

“A satin nightshirt. A wet diaper you taped on me at ten. My cock’s soft in it.”

“Not for long, by the look of it,” he said, and he was right. I felt it in my balls first, and then my cock thickened in the soggy front while he was still looking at my face. The plastic pushed out, the diaper gave around the swell, wet and close, and I stood there with my arms half raised as if I’d forgotten the order was over.

He saw it. Of course he saw it.

“On the towel,” he said.

I got on the bed with the towel under my hips. He pushed the nightshirt up to my ribs and left it there in a bunch, the satin already warm from my skin. His fingers found the tapes and opened them with a rip, one side and then the other, and he folded the diaper down.

The air hit me. The front was soaked through, heavy and yellowed, and it peeled off my cock and balls with a wet drag. I could smell myself, piss, close and stale, and the heat of a night standing at the desk in it. The skin was red where the tapes had sat, and the raw rings from the leg cuffs were still on my thighs, angry at the edges. My cock lay soft on the mess for a second and then lifted a little in the cool air, traitor that it was, while he was only looking.

He said nothing. He took a cold wipe from the case and cleaned the crease of my thigh, then under my balls, then the length of my cock, turning it so he could get the underside. Another wipe for the head. Another for the crack of my ass, one firm pass, and he dropped them all on the open diaper. I stared at the ceiling and caught myself reaching for the time, and there wasn’t one to reach for.

When he got to the raw rings on my thighs he stopped and looked at them for a while, the way he’d looked at Dale’s round sheet that first night. He went to the cupboard, came back with a tube of cream, and worked it into both rings, slow and careful, until the sting went cool. “When something rubs like that, you tell me,” he said. “I want you sore where I choose, not anywhere else.”

Then the foam and the razor again, though there was hardly any stubble to take since he’d done it last. He did it anyway, slow and thorough, one hand holding my cock up out of the blade’s way in a plain grip that wasn’t a tease, just a hold, and I got hard in his hand while the razor whispered over my balls and the skin came up bare and too awake.

He wiped off the last of the foam. My cock stood in his fist, shaved bare at the root, the head wet at the slit for no reason he’d given me.

He let go.

Then two fingers, that was all. He set them under the head and drew them up, slowly, once, the way you’d test a seam. My hips jerked. He did it again, two fingers only, from the shaved base to the crown, a light stroke that shouldn’t have been enough and was. On the third pass he pressed the slit with the pad of his thumb, and I made a sound I didn’t clock.

“Don’t stop,” I said.

“No.”

He said it once and waited, his fingers resting on me without moving, until my breathing came back down. Then he stroked again, two fingers, steady, up and up, until my balls drew tight and my thighs started to shake and the cum sat right there, one more pull from leaving me.

He stopped.

His hand left. My cock jumped at nothing and slapped wet against my bare belly. I reached for it.

“No.”

He’d already said it, and he didn’t say it again. He waited with his hands on his knees until I put my arm back down on the towel and lay there leaking, close and unfinished, with the nightshirt rucked up under my arms.

He looked at my cock like it was a receipt that didn’t add up.

“Barely worth the tape,” he said.

Then he ignored it.

He took a fresh diaper from the case, thick and plain, and slid it under my ass. A cool smear of lotion went over the shaved skin and over my balls, and a quick pass over the shaft he didn’t linger on. He pulled the front up. My cock was still hard, and the diaper pressed it down and to the side, and he taped me in anyway, left tape, right tape, snug, the top tapes across my belly. He pressed the front once with his palm, flat, so I could feel how little room I had. The diaper crinkled. My cock throbbed in the dry pack and had nowhere to go.

“Off the bed. On the rug. Knees.”

I got down. The nightshirt fell around me again, the fresh diaper loud under it when I knelt, the rug rough under my bare knees. He stood in front of me and opened his belt, the buckle making a small sound, and took his cock out. It was thick, heavier than mine, already hard, the head bare and dark. He put his hand on the back of my head.

“Open.”

I opened. He fed it in slowly until the head rested on my tongue and my lips had to stretch. Salt and heat. He didn’t shove. His hand set the pace, a steady push and a draw back, and I took it the way his hand told me to. The diaper crinkled every time I swayed. My own cock, ignored, pressed into the dry front and leaked a spot I could feel warming the padding.

“Hands on your thighs,” he said.

I put them there. On the next push he went deeper, not cruel, just sure, until my throat tightened and my eyes watered, and then he eased off half an inch so I could breathe through my nose. In and out, and the pace never changed. His balls swung against my chin when he let me take more. I heard the wet of my own mouth and the tick of the tapes when my hips rocked without permission.

“Keeping time in there, Zero?”

The name hit me harder than his cock did. My hole clenched and my cock jumped in the tape. I tried to answer and only made a wet sound around him.

He pulled out far enough for my mouth to work, and a string of spit hung from my lip to the head.

“No,” I said, and my voice was rough. “I’m not.”

“Then what are you doing?”

“Sucking your cock.”

“Whose?”

“Daddy’s.”

“Again.”

“I’m sucking Daddy’s cock. On my knees. In the nightshirt. In the diaper.”

“Zero,” he said, like a fact he’d already filed away.

His hand brought me back down. I took him sloppily now, spit on my chin, the satin stuck to my chest with sweat. He fucked my mouth at the same steady pace, hips rolling, and I knelt and took it until my jaw ached and my cock was a hot bar in the front of the diaper, untouched, dripping into the padding. He didn’t let me finish him. He drew out, wiped the head once across my lower lip, and put nothing away. His cock stayed out, wet from my mouth, and hard.

“Up.”

I stood, and my knees rang. He sat down on the edge of the bed and patted his thigh.

“Over.”

“The bed was the...”

His hand closed on my wrist, and that was all the argument there was. He pulled, and I went across his knee, nightshirt and all, the diaper a thick wedge under my hips. The satin slid up his leg. My cock, trapped in the tape, pressed his thigh through the padding, and I hated how good the pressure was.

He leaned over to the cupboard beside the bed, with me still across his knee, and came back with a leather paddle, plain and black, broad and flat, nothing fancy. In two years of slipping into this room I’d never once reached past the towels on the top shelf far enough to see it.

He pushed the nightshirt up to my waist. He didn’t open the diaper. He laid the paddle on the seat of it, on the thick padding, so I felt the weight of it before he used it.

“Count them out loud,” he said. “If you lose the number, we start over. You don’t get a clock tonight. You get me.”

“How many?”

“Until I say.”

The first one landed on the diaper and still knocked the air out of me. The padding ate some of it and the rest went into my ass, a deep thud, and my cock jerked against his thigh.

“One.”

He hit the other cheek, and the diaper crinkled sharply.

“Two.”

He found the lower curve, where the padding was thinner and the skin of my thigh met the tape. That one stung clean.

“Three.”

I twisted, and his arm across my back held me down. He waited until I was still, then hit me again, harder, a flat crack of leather through the diaper. Heat spread under the plastic, and my hole fluttered as if it wanted something I hadn’t asked for.

“Four. Five.”

“Are you wetting?”

“No.”

“Are you going to come?”

“No. Daddy. I’m not.”

“Liar,” he said mildly. The paddle came down again, and my cock spat a pulse of slick into the padding. I felt it, small and hot, not the real thing, just the leak of a grown man being spanked in a diaper with his nightshirt up. “Six is what you say next.”

“Six.”

He spanked me until the count got ragged and so did my voice. Ten. Eleven. Twelve. The diaper was warm from the hits, my ass aching under it, and the skin in front was so raw from the razor that every throb of my cock felt like it had been skinned. He stopped when he felt like stopping. He set the paddle down and rubbed his palm once over the hot seat, like he owned it, and I pushed back into his hand before I could stop myself.

“Tell me what you are.”

“Zero. Over your knee. Spanked. Hard in a diaper.”

“Off.”

He stood me up, turned me around, and bent me over the edge of the bed. “No rail tonight,” he said. The towel was still there, rough under my chest, and he pushed the nightshirt up to my shoulders. He opened the tapes and folded the back of the diaper down, so my ass was bare, and the front stayed pinned snug around my cock between my belly and the mattress. Cool air on the spanked skin. I heard the cap of the lube.

“Spread.”

I reached back and spread myself. My hole tightened and then gave when his slick thumb pressed it. He worked the lube in with one finger, then two, slow and twisting, until I was open and making a low sound into the towel. My cock stayed in the pinned front, untouched and dripping, the diaper a snug hold it couldn’t fuck.

“Ask.”

“Fuck me.”

“Where?”

“My hole. Daddy. Fuck my ass.”

He set the head of his cock against me and pushed. The stretch burned and then opened, and he sank in until his hips met the hot skin the paddle had left. I grunted. The diaper crinkled under me, and my trapped cock smeared the inside of the padding and got nothing back but pressure.

He didn’t rush. He pulled nearly all the way out and drove back in with one long stroke, and my hole gripped him on the way. Again, and again, at the same deep even pace my mouth had gotten, his hands on my hips. Every thrust shoved my cock into the diaper and the diaper into the mattress, a dull grind that wasn’t a hand and was going to undo me anyway if he kept it up.

“Feel that,” he said. It wasn’t a question yet.

“Yes.”

“What?”

“Your cock in my hole. My cock in the diaper. Nobody touching it.”

“I know,” he said, as if I’d told him it was raining. He fucked me harder, the bed knocking the wall in a slow beat, the spanked skin stinging every time he landed. I drooled on the towel.

He reached under me and patted the front once, not a stroke, a check.

“Still in there?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t you touch it.”

“I won’t.”

I didn’t. My hands stayed on the towel. He fucked me and I took it, my hole wet and loose now, the burn turned into a deep ache that climbed my spine every time he bottomed out. The leak in the diaper became a steady seep, and my balls were tight against the padding. I was close from nothing but his cock in my ass and the trapped rub of the padding, and I tried to hold it, because he hadn’t said I could.

“Daddy...”

“Say it.”

“I’m going to come. In the diaper. From you fucking me. Please.”

“No hand,” he said. “You come like that or you don’t come.”

He changed his angle, a little higher, and the head of his cock dragged over the place inside me that made my thighs shake. I shouted into the towel. He stayed right there, fucking that spot with short hard strokes, and the cum tore out of me without a hand anywhere near my cock. It pulsed into the front of the diaper, stripe after stripe, hot and thick, soaking the padding around my shaft while my hole clenched on him and my balls emptied and I shook through it, messy and loud, the diaper catching every spurt. He didn’t stop fucking me. The wet in the front spread under my cock and smeared over my shaved skin, cum and heat and lotion going slick.

“Mess,” he said, almost pleased, and still not a word of praise I could live on. “Stay open.”

He drove in deep and held there, and I felt him come. His cock kicked in my hole, and heat flooded me, pulse after pulse, while I was still twitching in the diaper with my own mess cooling in the padding. He ground through it with his hips tight against my spanked skin until he was finished and the excess leaked out around him onto the open back of the diaper.

He stayed in me a moment with his hand pressed to the small of my back. Then he pulled out slowly, and I felt the gape and the drip of his cum down over my balls into the padding. He didn’t wipe me. He lifted the rear panel, settled it, and taped the back closed over the mess he’d left in me, pressing extra strips from his pocket down firm so nothing would slip. Then he pressed the front once, where my cum sat warm around my cock.

“In,” he said.

I climbed into the bed. He switched off the lamp, and the dark filled up with the crinkle whenever I moved. He lay down behind me and put one arm across my chest, heavy, with the satin bunched under it. My ass throbbed. My hole leaked slowly into the diaper he’d just closed, and my spent cock lay half hard in my own cum in the taped front, the nightshirt stuck to my ribs with sweat.

He fell asleep. His breathing evened out against my neck. I lay awake in the diaper, hard again before I meant to be, the satin sliding over skin he’d shaved bare, and I didn’t touch a tape.

I woke in the dark with his arm still across me and no clock in my head at all. The phone was on the nightstand, the change alarm still dead. The keyring was there too, locker key and apartment key. Downstairs in my staff locker there was one dry spare exactly where I’d left it, and the key was in reach if I sat up.

I didn’t sit up.

It started low, under the cum-stiff front, a pressure I knew and couldn’t spend on my own terms. The need climbed, hot and specific, and my cock, soft now and buried in the mess, gave a warning twitch. I held it. His arm lay across me like a bar, and the suite was so quiet I could hear myself swallow.

The hold broke.

It left me in a slow flood that spread through the padding, soaking into the cum that was already there, pushing warm up around my balls and out toward the tapes. The plastic went tight and hot against my thigh. A soft hiss filled the small space under the nightshirt, private and awful and plain. The diaper swelled between my legs, heavier by the second, and a little warmth crept back to the crease of my ass where his cum still sat inside me. I lay still and let it happen, piss pouring into the tape he’d closed, the satin going damp where it touched the front, my cock soaking in it, and I didn’t move his arm.

When it was over I was soaked. The diaper sagged, loud if I shifted, hot and full. Victor slept on. The dry spare was in the locker downstairs, and the key was on the nightstand, close enough to reach. I lay there wet and wide awake under his arm, listening to him breathe, and somewhere in the back of my head, out of pure habit, a clock I thought he’d switched off started ticking again.

❦

The light in the staff locker room is the bad one, the tube that buzzes and flickers when the heat comes on. I stood under it in front of my locker with the dry spare in one hand and my trousers open. The wet diaper hung off me, heavy, warm at the crotch and cold at the edges where the plastic had pulled away from my skin. I got the tapes off myself, left hip, right hip, the two at the top, and peeled the wet one down with a sound like a paper bag. Piss had soaked the front all the way through, and my cock and balls sat in it, slick, the shaved skin at the base raw and wet.

I kicked it toward the bench and shook the dry spare open, thick, the same plain white. I stepped into it, pulled it up, and taped it tight the way I do when nobody’s watching, front smooth, leg gathers tucked in. When the last tape went down on the left side I looked at my watch.

A quarter past five.

I pulled my trousers up over it. The dry one was quiet as long as I stood still. I could still smell the wet one on the bench, so I rolled it up inside my jacket for the walk, because the hall camera faces the back corridor and I wasn’t about to carry a soaked diaper in my bare hand where a guest might see it.

For two years the alarm on my phone had owned this moment. Change, bin, desk, my time and nobody else’s. Victor had switched it off that first night, and it had stayed off. So I’d set my own clock in my head, and I’d kept it.

The back office was empty. I shut the door, rolled the wet diaper tighter until the plastic complained, and shoved it to the bottom of the bin under the shredded paper from the night audit. I pressed the paper down on top of it with the heel of my hand until I couldn’t see any white. Then I washed, sat down, and opened the night log.

By half past five the columns were filled, a late checkout, a noise complaint Dale had gone up for, a minibar beer to charge, all in my small straight handwriting. The diaper under my trousers was dry and thick and mine, and I kept my knees together so it wouldn’t rustle when Dale’s luggage cart went past in the hall.

At six the door opened.

Victor came in like he had the whole morning, shirt open at the throat, no jacket, the smell of the suite still on him. He shut the door with his heel. I didn’t stand up. I had the pen in my hand and the log in front of me, and I kept my face the way I keep it for a guest who wants something I’m not going to give.

He walked around the desk. His palm came down flat on the front of my trousers, over the diaper, and stayed there.

“Dry,” he said.

He pressed once, feeling for the sag, and didn’t find it. His mouth did something small that wasn’t a smile. He took his hand away and went to the bin. He didn’t dig. He lifted the shredded paper in one go with his fingers and came up with the rolled diaper, as if he’d watched me put it there.

He set it on the desk beside the log. The plastic had sweated, and the smell came up off it, piss, mine, an hour old.

“Stand up, Zero.”

I stood. The chair rolled back and tapped the wall.

“Trousers down.”

“I’ve got handover at seven,” I said. “Marisol’s on at seven. The log’s done.”

He looked at the wet roll on the desk, then at my face. “Trousers down.”

I opened my belt. The dry spare showed, white and neatly taped, the way a man tapes himself when he means to get through a shift. Victor hooked two fingers in the waist of it and dragged it down to my knees in one pull. The tapes held. My cock came out into the office air soft and then not soft, and he hadn’t even touched it. He was still looking at the diaper on the desk.

“Over the desk.”

“Victor.”

“Daddy,” he said. “And over the desk.”

I bent. The log was under my chest. The pen rolled and stopped against my wrist. My ass was bare and the diaper sat bunched at my knees, dry side out, and the bin smell was right there by my face.

His hand landed.

Open palm, full, across both cheeks. Not a slap for show. The sound of it was thick in the small room, and the heat came up after the sound. He waited until I’d felt all of it, then did it again, lower, where my ass met my thighs. I grabbed the far edge of the desk. My cock swung and tapped the wood. I got hard somewhere between the second one and the third, while he was still finding his pace, slow, the way he walks.

“You’re going to count these for me,” he said.

“Daddy, I...”

The next one was harder, same hand, same place, and the breath went out of me.

“Count.”

“Four,” I said, and my voice was thin. “That was four.”

“Those were nothing. You count from now.”

He hit me again, and I said, “One.”

He laughed once, quietly, down in his chest. “Now you’re learning.”

My cock answered before I could. It jumped against the desk, and he saw it. He always sees it.

“Two.”

The spanking went on, slow and long. He covered all of me, left cheek, right cheek, the soft underside, the top of my ass where it would show if I had to bend over for a box later. Each one waited for the last one to finish blooming. My skin got hot, then sore, then hot past sore. I counted. Anchor would have stopped his hand on the spot, and I knew it, and I gave him numbers instead, because the numbers were what I wanted to be saying. I held the desk and kept counting and felt my cock leak a thin line onto the night log.

“Look at that,” he said, after twelve. He wasn’t even breathing hard. “That cock, dripping all over your own neat times. Are you proud of that?”

I didn’t answer, and he hit me for it.

“Thirteen,” I said.

“I asked you something.”

“No.”

“No what?”

“No, Daddy.”

“Better.”

He rubbed his palm over the red once, not kind, just checking the heat, and I pushed back into it before I could stop myself. He made a small amused sound.

“You taped yourself at a quarter past five,” he said. “I was asleep. You slid out from under my arm and came down here and put your own diaper on like I don’t exist.”

His hand came down again. Fourteen. Fifteen. I stopped keeping the time in my head. The clock on the wall was right there and I wouldn’t look at it.

“Who changes you?”

“You do.”

“Say the whole thing.”

“Only you change me, Daddy.”

“And what did you do with the wet one?”

“The bin. Under the shredding.”

Sixteen. My ass was singing, and I was so hard it hurt, and he hadn’t put a hand on my cock since the palm that found me dry.

“You don’t get to hide your piss from me,” he said. “And you don’t get to be dry when I come looking for you.”

Seventeen. Eighteen. I made a noise I didn’t mean to make and bit the inside of my cheek so the next one would come out as a number.

He stopped at twenty. His hand stayed on me, heavy, owning the heat he’d put there. My ass throbbed in time with my cock, and my thighs were shaking a little. The dry diaper was still around my knees, useless.

“Up.”

I got up slowly, my face hot. My cock stood out, wet at the tip, and he looked at it once.

“We’ll leave that,” he said, and he did. He kicked the dry spare off my ankles and nodded at the floor. “Down. On your back.”

The carpet was the thin office kind, and it scratched my sore ass when I lay down, and I hissed. He had the case open on the chair. I hadn’t seen him bring it in. Thick adult diapers, plain, in a stack, and the spare tape strips back in his shirt pocket, where they’d lived since that first night. This morning they only reminded me how stupid I’d been at a quarter past five.

He rubbed lotion into me, cool at first and then his hand spreading it over my cock and balls and underneath, into the crack, not lingering, not giving me the stroke I was chasing the air for. He slid a diaper under my hips. I lifted because his hand told me to. He brought the front up, tucked my cock down, and taped it, snug and thick between my legs. Then he shook out a second one.

“Victor...”

“Daddy. Hips up.”

“I can’t work the desk in two.”

He didn’t argue. He slid the second diaper under the first, pulled it up over the first, and taped it larger, the tapes landing on the outer plastic with four hard presses. Then, palm flat, he smoothed both layers from my navel to my crotch, pressing the bulk down and my cock into it until I groaned.

“You’re going to wet before handover,” he said. “In these. Both of them stay on.”

“I already went. It’s in the bin. I haven’t got...”

“You will.” His hand covered the front, the whole thick pad of it. “You hold it till I say. Then you piss. You don’t touch the tapes. You don’t ask Marisol for a minute. You stand at that desk and read her your night.”

He wiped his fingers and sat down in my chair as if it had always been his. I stayed on the floor with my trousers in a heap and two diapers on me, the outer one stark white and the inner one already warm from my skin. My ass burned against the carpet. My cock fought the diaper and lost.

The clock over the door said twenty to seven. I tried not to know that, and the knowing sat in me anyway, out of habit, and then it slid away. I didn’t have a time that was mine. I had his hand and his order.

“Come here.”

I got to my knees and then my feet. Walking in two diapers was a wide, loud walk, the plastic talking with every step. He turned the chair and pulled me in between his knees with my back to his chest and his arm around my middle. His other hand settled on the back of my neck, not squeezing, just there, his thumb at my hairline and his fingers spread.

“Now.”

“I can’t just...”

His thumb pressed once. “Piss, Zero.”

I stood in the back office with my trousers off and his hand on my neck, and I tried, and nothing came. My face got hotter. My cock was still hard, trapped down, and hard doesn’t let go easily. He waited without filling the quiet. Down the hall the boiler kicked on with its long, low shudder. Dale’s luggage cart squeaked past and went on.

“Breathe out,” he said. “Let your cock go soft if it wants to. I don’t need it brave.”

I breathed out. His thumb stroked once, small. Something about the way he’d said it was still in me, stupid and hot, and I thought about the wet roll on the desk, the evidence, and my bladder answered late, a deep push I’d been sitting on since the suite.

It came as heat at first, not a stream I could aim, a slow give behind my cock and then a rush I felt before I heard it. The inner diaper took it against my skin, a sudden warm flood over the head and down the shaft and under my balls, and the padding swelled into me. I made a sound. His hand stayed on my neck.

It kept coming, more than I thought I had. The heat spread wide, up the front and back between my cheeks, a soaked weight pulling at the inner tapes. The outer diaper rustled and held. I couldn’t see the wet, but I could feel it climb, heavy, the inside layer going slack and full while the outside stayed tight over it and pressed all that warmth back against my cock and balls. A little sound got out at the leg gather, a wet mutter, and then the second layer swallowed it. My thighs shook. The piss kept leaving me in pulses I couldn’t stop once they’d started, running down and pooling hot in the crotch and then just warm, the bulk of two diapers dragging between my legs.

His thumb moved on my neck. “There it is.”

I finished with a last weak push. The inner one was sodden and sagging inside the outer one, loud if I moved, the way it had been in the suite, except that now there was a second skin over it and his hand on me and a clock on the wall I wasn’t going to read. My cock had gone half soft in the flood, and it was already trying to get hard again in the wet. Every small move pressed piss-warm padding into the head of it.

“That’s all I wanted,” he said, low, by my ear.

My knees nearly went. It hit me lower than the piss had. I leaked one more thin bit I didn’t mean to, and he felt the outer diaper shift under his other hand, the one that had come down to hold the front.

“Stay wet,” he said. “Trousers up. You’ve got a desk.”

I dressed with my hands not quite steady. The trousers barely closed over two diapers, one of them full, and I had to let my belt out two holes. The wet weight sat in the crotch of my work trousers like I’d stuffed a towel down there, and if I walked wrong it would make a sound. I walked the way he’d left me, slow and wide and sore, and I didn’t ask for a wipe.

He picked up the wet roll from the desk, the one from the bin, and dropped it back in, on top this time, not hidden. Then he washed his hands at the little sink and held the door open for me.

The front desk at seven was bright and ordinary. Marisol was already there with her coffee in a paper cup, her hair pinned up, wearing the handover face she always wears. The lobby was empty. She looked at the log and not at me.

“You’re early, for you,” she said.

“Log’s done.” My voice came out level. Victor stood at the end of the desk, not close enough to be a problem, with his hand flat on the wood beside the book. He didn’t say anything. He watched my mouth.

I read her the night. “412 wants a late checkout, one o’clock, card on file. 308’s minibar, one beer, posted. A noise complaint from 509, Dale went up, nothing by the time he knocked. The engineer came for the ice machine on three and it’s running. The safe in 414 wouldn’t open, so I left the override slip in your tray.”

The words were fine. Under them I was soaked. The inner diaper had sagged lower now that I was really standing on it. A cool edge of piss touched the back of my thigh when I shifted my weight, and then the heat in the middle came back, thick, pressed up under my balls by the outer layer. My ass stung inside my trousers. I kept both hands on the log so I wouldn’t tug at the bulk.

Marisol sipped her coffee. “509 again?”

“Same couple as Tuesday. I told them the next call goes to you.”

“Fine.” She took the pen, signed at the bottom, and slid the book her way, her eyes still on the page. “You look tired. Go home once you’ve briefed him, if that’s what this is.”

She meant Victor. She had no idea what he was to me. She had a hotel to open, and I was a man in wet diapers reading times as if they still belonged to me.

“He’s the owner,” I said. “He wanted to see a night.”

“Then he can have the day too.” She smiled a little, at him, not at my belt. “There’s coffee in the back if you want it.”

“Later,” Victor said.

She nodded and turned to the booking screen. I stood there one second longer with his hand on the desk and the piss warm against my cock, and then I walked back. Every step was a soft heavy shift, plastic on plastic, the outer diaper doing its job and the inner one telling on me to nobody but me.

In the back office he shut the door again. I stood in the middle of the room with my belt loose and my face composed, and the composure was a lie my cock had already given up on. I was hard in the wet. The soaked diaper held me down and up at the same time, every throb a wet press.

“Change me,” I said, out loud, the way he makes me say things. “Daddy. I’m wet. Change me.”

He looked at the front of my trousers. He could see the shape of it, the double thickness, the way I couldn’t stand with my feet together.

“Not yet.”

He let that sit. I opened my mouth and shut it again. The only thing I could say that would change his mind was the one word I’d carried through the whole handover without spending, and I wasn’t about to spend it on this. My cock jerked uselessly, painting the inside of the soaked diaper with a slick that wasn’t piss. I sat down because my legs wanted to, in the chair he’d been using, and the wet squelched under me, loud in the quiet. Heat climbed my face. The red on my ass met the chair and I gripped the arms.

He leaned on the desk, and a white corner of my spare tapes showed at his shirt pocket. I looked at it for a while, and what surprised me was that I didn’t want them back.

“Suite Zero comes off the booking screen tonight,” he said.

I looked up at him. My cock stayed hard in the piss and the lotion and the two layers, and I didn’t have a time to put on it. I sat in the wet and waited, because not yet was the whole answer.

❦

I sat in the desk chair with the booking screen open to Suite Zero’s line and Victor’s hand resting on the back of the chair. The diaper he’d taped on me an hour before was thick under my uniform, warm around my cock and balls, the plastic whispering every time I breathed. His fingers lay along the top rail of the chair just behind my neck. He didn’t tap them, and he didn’t rush me.

“Your hands,” he said. “You make the change. I’ve said the words once already.”

The cursor blinked in the status box. My cock thickened while he was still talking, pushing up into the front of the diaper, and when I shifted, the plastic crinkled loudly in the empty well behind the desk, with nobody else in the lobby to hear it. He heard it. I could hear him smile.

“You’re sitting on a hard cock and pretending this is a rate correction,” he said. “Type it. Say it out loud first.”

“Owner’s use. Not for rent.”

“Now the keys.”

I typed it. The line that had always carried a room rate took the sentence and looked bare. I saved it, and the screen held. His hand stayed on the chair, same weight, same place.

“Read me what you saved.”

“Owner’s use. Not for rent.”

“And who’s it for?”

“You.”

“Try again.”

“Us. You use it. I sleep in it.”

“That’s the one,” he said.

I put both palms flat on the desk so I wouldn’t grab myself through my trousers. The lotion he’d rubbed into me earlier was still slick on the head of my cock, and the diaper held me upright and stiff with nowhere to go.

He leaned over my shoulder. My spare tape strips stuck out of his shirt pocket, two white ends. I hadn’t peeled one for myself in days. I’d stopped expecting to.

“Key,” he said.

I took my apartment key out of my pocket. It was warm from my thigh. I set it down beside the keyboard, and it clicked once on the wood.

“I gave notice this afternoon,” I said. “On the apartment. I’m done with it. I’ll live in the suite.”

He looked at the key, not at me. “You did that, and then you walked in here and sat down as if the chair didn’t need to know.”

“I’m telling you now.”

“You’re telling me after.” His voice stayed low and easy. “That’s all right. You’re still the night manager. Same desk, same hours. A key doesn’t take you off the schedule.”

“I wasn’t trying to leave the desk.”

“Then say the job back to me.”

“Night manager. Same desk. Same hours.”

“And after dawn?”

“I live in the suite.”

“You live where I put the tapes,” he said. He picked up the key and dropped it into his pocket with the spare strips, and the pocket sagged with the weight. “From ten till dawn, this chair is yours. The rest of you is mine. Stand up. I want to hear that diaper while you walk.”

I stood. The bulk swung between my legs, plastic rubbing plastic, and my cock stayed trapped up against the front, leaking a little into the padding. He listened with his head tipped a little to one side, and didn’t touch me.

The suite lock turned under his hand, and he walked me in with his palm flat between my shoulder blades. The bed was still made. He turned it down himself, folded the spread to the foot, drew back the sheet in one clean pull, and set the pillow where my head would go. The case sat open on the chair: diapers, wipes, lotion, a towel.

Dale had the desk now. The lobby clock had said eleven when we left it to him, and I’d noticed that out of habit and then let it go. I didn’t have a change of my own to hang a time on anymore.

“Shirt off. Trousers off. Shoes under the chair. On your back.”

I did it. I still folded the trousers, out of habit. Then the diaper was all I had on, white and thick, taped at the hips, the front pushed out hard. He stood beside the bed and looked at the push, and his mouth went crooked.

“Look at you. Hard in there, and I haven’t even got the tapes off. That cock of yours doesn’t know how to wait.” Then his eyes left it and went to my hands.

I reached for the left tape. “I can start...”

“No.”

He waited with his hands hanging at his sides. My fingers stopped an inch from the tape. He waited until I put my hand back down on the sheet, flat, and kept it there, and only then did he move. He untaped the left side and then the right, sharp in the quiet, and folded the front down off my cock and balls. Cool air hit the wet at my tip and I jerked. He didn’t comment. He took a wipe and cleaned me slowly, over the head and under it, around my balls, down the crease, and then a second wipe between my cheeks until the old lotion was gone and I was bare and twitching. He squeezed fresh lotion into his palm and rubbed it over my hips, under my balls, along the soft skin there, and one pass of his finger over my hole made my cock jump and spit. He pressed my hip down with his other hand and finished with the lotion like a man finishing a form.

The clean diaper was already open on the sheet. He slid it under my ass, and I lifted without being told. He brought the front up between my thighs and didn’t tape it, and he took a few spare strips from his shirt pocket and laid them beside my knee. I picked one up and held it out to him before his hand came looking for it.

“This one.”

He took it from my fingers. His were warm. “You don’t stick it. You hand it over. That’s your part.”

“I know.”

“Turn over. Face in the pillow, hips up. Leave it open under you.”

I rolled over. The open diaper cradled my cock and balls while the back panel stayed down, and my ass was bare to the room. I heard the cap of the lube and then the slow wet sound of him slicking himself.

He didn’t have to tell me to ask this time. “Fuck my hole, Daddy,” I said into the pillow, before he’d even touched me, and I felt him go still behind me for a second, as if I’d handed him something better than a tape strip.

“There,” he said. His hand settled heavy on my hip, and the head of his cock pressed against my hole, broad and hot, and he didn’t shove. “You stay open. You don’t chase it. I move.”

He pressed in slowly. The stretch burned and then gave, and he sank just the head into me and stopped, so I could feel myself held open on him. I grabbed the pillow. He waited, breathing evenly, until my ass stopped fighting the width of him. Then he gave me more, a thick inch and then another, the lube slick and loud, until his hips met my ass and his balls rested against me and I was full of his cock. I groaned into the cotton. The diaper crinkled under my stomach with every breath I took.

“Talk to me,” he said. He drew back until the head tugged at my rim and slid in again with the same long stroke. “Keep your mouth working. I want to hear what I’m doing to you.”

“You’re in me.” My voice came out rough. “Your cock’s in my hole. All the way. I can feel your balls when you sit there.”

“Too much?”

“No.”

“You sure? You’re shaking.”

“I’m sure. Don’t stop.”

“I wasn’t going to.” He fucked me like that, out until I almost lost him and in until I couldn’t take any more. One hand pinned my hip so I couldn’t rock back and rush him, and the other was braced on the mattress by my ribs. I tried to push back anyway. He held me still with his cock buried deep and waited until I went quiet, and then the slow fuck started again. Wet skin, lube, and the diaper rustling under my hard cock every time his hips met my ass.

“How’s the stretch?”

“Tight. You’re thick. I feel every bit of you on the way in.”

“And your cock?”

“Leaking. Dragging in the padding. You told me not to touch it and I haven’t.”

“Keep it that way. That mess is mine when I want it. Right now I want this hole.”

“Daddy...”

“What?”

“I need to come.”

“You need what I give you.” He thrust in and held there, deep, the head of him pressed right where it made my cock jump. “Say it.”

“I need what you give me.”

“Again.”

“I need what you give me, Daddy.”

He laughed once, low, and kept the pace, long strokes, no hurry, sweat on my back, his breathing steady, a man with the whole night ahead of him and no interest in spending it fast. I was close, and he still hadn’t put a hand on my cock since the wipe. A little cum leaked out of me into the diaper, not the whole load, just a spurt, and the padding took it. I bit the pillow and held the rest back. He felt the clench, or heard the crinkle change, and stayed slow on purpose.

“Messy,” he said. “And I haven’t even put a hand on you. Hold the rest. You come when I come. Not before.”

“I’m holding.”

“I can feel you trying to milk me. Stop that. Just take it.”

I tried to go loose. He fucked me through the shaking in my thighs, steady and deep, out and in, the drag of him almost too much, and my hole fluttered on his cock. He didn’t speed up. He talked me through it instead, plain and crude, telling me what he could see.

“Ass up. Hole taking me. Cock dripping in that open diaper like it can’t help itself. Hear the plastic?”

“Yes.”

“Are you hiding anything else from me tonight? Besides the key you sat on until I asked for it.”

“No.”

“The hard-on. You hid that at the desk.”

“You heard it.”

“I hear everything you do in that thing.” He pulled almost all the way out and sank back in with one long push, and stayed there. “Now you get my hand.”

He reached under me. His fist found my cock in the open diaper, slick with leak and lotion, and wrapped around it. He stroked in time with his hips, slow and tight, his thumb over the head on every pull. The two feelings hit me together, his cock filling my hole and his hand working my cock, with the diaper bunched under my balls, and I made a sound I hadn’t planned on.

“Now,” he said. “Come with me. Let it go.”

He fucked in and stayed deep, and his cock swelled. I felt the first hot pulse of his cum in my hole, thick, and his fist jerked me twice, hard, and I came. My cum shot over his fingers and into the padding, stripe after stripe, my balls tight and my ass clenching on him while he pumped the rest of his load into me. He groaned quietly, hips flush to my ass, and held there until he was empty and I was shaking, face in the pillow, cum on his hand and in the diaper, his cum starting to slide when he finally eased back.

“Stay down.”

He pulled out slowly, and I felt the wet follow. He caught it with two fingers and pushed it back into my hole, plainly, and held his fingers there until I stopped twitching.

“That stays in you,” he said. “The diaper holds whatever leaks.”

He brought the front up over my cock and balls, over my cum and the lotion, and taped it shut, left, right, the top strips, snug. The strip I’d handed him went on last, and his palm sealed it down. Then he shook out a second diaper, the plastic loud, and worked it on over the first, thicker and heavier, and taped that one too, four strips and tighter, so I had two layers on and no way to the mess without his hands. His cum sat in my hole. Mine sat in the inner padding. The outer diaper hugged the whole bulk.

“Up. Uniform on. You’ve got hours left on that desk.”

I stood. I had to walk wide, because the double diaper pushed my thighs apart. He watched me dress and didn’t help, except for one hand at the small of my back when my knees went soft. He waited until I was steady, and then he told me to walk.

Downstairs, Dale handed the desk back and went off with his cart, and the lobby was empty. The desk clock said three when I sat down with the night log, and I didn’t say it out loud. I opened the book, took the pen, and started the lines the way I always had, times in the margin, what the house had done. Victor stood at my shoulder. His hand came down and held the page flat so it wouldn’t shift under the pen.

My phone lay face down by the keyboard with no alarm set. That alarm used to be the only clock that belonged to me, the one that told me when I was allowed to be dry. The screen stayed dark. I didn’t turn it over.

I wrote. The second diaper was huge in the chair, the inner one warm where my cum had soaked in, his cum a low heat in my hole whenever I shifted. I was soft now, my cock resting in the mess I’d made, my balls loose. The pen scratched, and his palm stayed on the page.

It started low in my belly, a pressure I knew and didn’t get to schedule anymore. Heat gathered. I held the pen tighter. My hole clenched around what he’d left in me, and that made it worse. The heat dropped and pushed at the base of my cock, and then it let go in a slow spill I couldn’t stop with my thighs. Warmth spread through the inner padding, under my cock first and then under my balls, creeping back toward my ass where I was still slick with him. The outer diaper took the swell and held it, and nothing leaked onto the chair. The sound was small, muffled by two layers, a soft rush I felt more than heard. The padding grew heavy. The warmth reached the tapes at my hips and stopped there, trapped, and the weight settled into the seat of the chair, thick and hot and mine to sit in.

His hand didn’t leave the page.

“What are you doing?” he said.

I had to answer, and my voice came out thin. “Pissing.”

“While you write.”

“Yes.”

“Did you ask me first?”

“No.”

“That’s right. You don’t ask anymore. You sit in it.” He pressed the page a little flatter. “Finish the log. Don’t squirm. I want the rest of it out of you while you work.”

I let the rest go, another rush, hotter, the inner diaper swelling under the outer one, the piss soaking through the cum I’d shot earlier until it was all one warm mess against my cock and balls. I checked the outer layer once at my thigh, and it was still dry to my hand. He saw me check.

“Leave it. It’s not coming off. Write.”

I wrote the last lines. My trousers were warm. The chair held the bulk, and the phone stayed dark with no alarm and no time when I was allowed to be dry. He took his hand off the page only when the ink was done, and even then he set it on the desk beside the book and left it there, flat, where I could see it, while the piss cooled a little and the weight of it didn’t.

The lobby lights clicked over from night to day, and the hum changed. I stood up wet under the second diaper, the inner one heavy with piss and cum and the outer one snug, and slid the night log across the desk without a word.

Marisol came in across the empty lobby and around the end of the counter with her coffee in a paper cup. She picked up the log and the pen. “Quiet night?” she said, more to the book than to me.

Victor’s hand rested flat on the desk beside mine, and he answered her. I didn’t. I looked once through the open door of the back office. The bin was empty. There was no wet roll in it and nothing I’d hidden. The mess was on me, under two layers, and I was handing the house over standing in it.

She initialed the page. I didn’t move until Victor’s fingers tapped the wood once, a small sound, and then I stepped back so she could have the chair. The daylight was hard on the desk, and my trousers clung where the heat had been. I kept my mouth shut.

The next dawn the lights made the same click over the same empty lobby. I was standing in the same spot, wet again under the second layer, a fresh inner diaper put on me by his hands at an hour I hadn’t bothered to note, the outer one taped over it, the piss warm against my cock and already cooling at the edges. Victor’s hand lay flat on the desk beside mine in the same place. Marisol had the log open and was reading the lines I’d written, her pen moving, her coffee on the far corner.

I didn’t look at the clock over the desk. I didn’t look at the bin, because I knew it was empty, and I knew the phone in my pocket had no alarm on it. His hand stayed where it was. The daylight hummed over the wet I hadn’t thrown away, and I stood there until she was done with the page, and for the first time in years I had no idea what time it was, and I didn’t need to.

If you want more like this, read Regressed by the Boss next


Diapered in Her Own Tattoo Chair and Made to Come Under the Needle — Daddy Dom Diaper Girl ABDL

My studio is one room and a back room, squeezed in between a laundromat and a shoe repair place on a street that smells like dryer sheets most afternoons. There’s one table, one client chair for the pieces that need a person sitting up, one stool on wheels with a split in the seat I’ve taped over twice, and my name on the front window in gold letters I painted myself, a little crooked, the week I signed the lease. People ask if it gets lonely, running a shop with one chair. I tell them the chair is never empty long enough for that, and it’s mostly true.

I love the work in a way that’s hard to explain. A line has a weight. You feel it through the machine before you see it, how deep the needle is sitting, whether the skin is taking the ink or fighting you for it. Too light and the line goes gray and ghostly inside a year. Too heavy and it spreads under the skin and looks drunk forever. Everything I do all day comes down to how heavy a line is and whether my hand is steady, and somewhere along the way I started reading the rest of my life like that too. A conversation has a weight. So does a silence. So does a man standing a little too close.

That year I was twenty-eight, the studio had just turned three, and I’d finally stopped being surprised when the bell over the door rang and it was somebody who’d driven an hour to sit in my chair.

On an ordinary day I’m in by ten, and before I touch a machine I open the appointment book. It’s paper, a big ugly ledger with a cracked spine, because I don’t trust anything that needs charging to tell me who’s coming.

Wes, forty-seven and still swearing his first tattoo hadn’t hurt, was in it every other Tuesday. He was getting a forearm piece, rope and old ship’s rigging climbing from his elbow toward his wrist a few inches at a time, because he couldn’t sit longer than two hours without getting twitchy. He talked about his boat the whole time and picked at his film in the car afterward, and I told him off for it every visit, and he grinned like that was part of what he paid for. I’d already marked the inside of his wrist on the drawing in red pencil, the place where the skin goes thin and you have to keep the weight with a lighter hand. That was the part I wasn’t going to rush.

That’s me, if you want it short. A woman who marks the thin places in red and doesn’t rush them.

Graham walked in on a gray Thursday afternoon, and I knew who he was before the bell stopped swinging.

Anybody who tattoos in this city knows who Graham is. He has a shop on the far side of town with four chairs and a waiting list people brag about being on. Years ago, before I had a lease or even a decent machine, I stood in front of his booth at a convention for most of an hour, watching him pull one long line down a man’s calf without lifting once, and then I went home and practiced on grapefruit until my wrist ached.

He was a big man, somewhere in his forties, I guessed, with broad shoulders and a short beard going gray at the chin, and his forearms were covered in old work gone soft and blue the way good ink does after twenty years. He didn’t say anything at first. He stood in front of my wall, where I pin up the drawings I’m proud of, and looked at them one at a time, slowly, the way you’d read a letter you’d been waiting on.

“Can I help you?” I said finally. It came out sharper than I meant.

He turned around and smiled, a real smile, easy and a little crooked. “I’m Graham,” he said. “I’ve got a shop over on the east side.”

“I know who you are.”

“Then you know I don’t usually walk into other people’s shops.” He nodded at the wall. “The bird coming apart into lines. You pulled that wing in one pass.”

“Two,” I said. “I stopped to dip.”

“Didn’t show.” He set his bag down by the door. “I’d like to book your chair.”

I laughed, because it seemed like the only reasonable thing to do. “You have four chairs.”

“I have four chairs, and none of them are yours.” He said it simply, like he was telling me it might rain. “I want a back piece. My drawing, your hand, all of it in one long day if you’ll do it that way. I don’t like stopping in the middle of a line.”

“Nobody stops in the middle of a line in here,” I said. “That’s the one rule I’ve got.”

“So I heard,” he said, and something in his face settled, like I’d passed a test I hadn’t known I was taking.

He spread a roll of paper on my light table and I switched the light on underneath so the lines came up clean. I’d expected something showy, because his name sells showy. It wasn’t. It was one long sweep from the left shoulder blade down across the spine and out toward the right side, and every line in it was patient. At the bottom edge a few lines ran right off the paper, like they had somewhere else to be.

“Where does that go?” I asked.

“Not on me,” he said, and rolled the end of the paper under so only the part for his back showed. There was a second roll in his bag, a rubber band around the middle. He didn’t take it out, and I didn’t ask, and I’ve wondered since what would have happened if I had.

“I’ll need to see the canvas,” I said, which I say ten times a week without hearing it.

He pulled his T-shirt over his head and turned around. His back was broad and bare, a pale field with one small faded swallow on the left shoulder blade that looked older than me. I put on gloves and laid my hand flat between his shoulder blades to feel how the skin moved when he breathed. I do that with everybody. With him I felt it right away. He went still under my palm, not tense, just still, like he’d decided to become something I could measure.

“Take your time,” he said, without turning his head.

“I always take my time.”

“I know,” he said quietly. “That’s why I’m here.”

The first day I had clear for a full session was weeks away. He didn’t mind. He took a pencil from behind his ear, a plain yellow pencil sharpened with a knife, and wrote his name in my book in square, careful letters. “Eat a real breakfast that morning,” he said. “I don’t stop for lunch.”

“Neither do I.”

“I figured,” he said, and smiled again, and left, and I stood at my counter with my palm still feeling the warmth of his back through a glove I’d already thrown away.

What I didn’t tell Graham, or anybody, was what I did on the nights I didn’t go home.

I pay rent on an apartment across the river, a small, clean place with a good kettle, but in that first year of the studio I hardly saw it. I’d work until the last client left and draw at the light table until my eyes went, and it was easier to lie down on the daybed in the back room than to drive. The back room has a sink, a hot plate, a shelf of glove boxes, and the daybed under the shelf with a thrift-store blanket.

One night that first winter, the year I turned twenty-five, I couldn’t sleep. I was scrolling on my phone the way you do at two in the morning, and I clicked my way from a thread about nightshift nurses into a forum where women talked about wearing diapers to bed. I read for an hour without moving, and my face was hot and my pussy was wet and I had no idea why. They wrote about feeling held. One of them wrote that it was the only time her hands stopped shaking, and I read that sentence four or five times, because my hands were the one part of me I’d always been able to count on, and I wanted to know what it would feel like to let them rest.

I ordered a pack before I could talk myself out of it, thick ones, plain white, the kind with tapes. I had them sent to the studio, because nobody opens the mail at a tattoo shop except the person who runs it, and I hid the box behind the glove boxes like something stolen.

The first night I wore one, I locked the front door twice and checked it a third time. I lay down on the daybed and taped it on with fingers that kept slipping, and then I just lay there. It was so thick my thighs couldn’t close, and it crinkled every time I breathed, and I felt ridiculous for about a minute. Then I didn’t. Something in my shoulders came down that I hadn’t known was up. I put my hand over the front and pressed, and the padding pressed back against my clit, and I came so hard I had to bite the blanket. Afterward I promised myself I wouldn’t do it again. I did it again two nights later.

It took me weeks to let myself wet one. I lay there most of an hour arguing with my own body before it let go, and then the heat spread underneath me and soaked forward until the whole front was warm and heavy against my pussy, and I cried a little, and then I touched myself until I came, in that order. I’ve never told anyone that.

By the end of that year the pack had moved to the front of the shelf over the daybed, because nobody ever came into the back room but me. There was a waterproof pad under the blanket, wipes beside the pack, and spare sweatpants for mornings when I woke late and had to open fast. It was my room and my secret, and I kept it the way I keep my needles, clean and in their place and never discussed with clients.

The strangest part was what it did to my hands. On the mornings after, my lines were steadier, and I didn’t understand it. I just knew that the thing I was most ashamed of and the thing I was proudest of were connected somehow, and nobody was ever going to find out.

The week before his session, Graham came back after closing to check the sizing on the stencil. I’d told him he didn’t need to. He came anyway, and I locked the door behind him out of habit, and he stood at my shoulder while I turned on the light table. I’d spent three nights on that stencil, transferring his drawing a line at a time. I’d spent all three of them in a diaper with the blinds down, and my hand had been steady the whole time, and I’d told myself that didn’t mean anything.

He looked at the paper for a long time. “That’s the weight I wanted,” he said. “Don’t change anything.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

“No,” he said, “you weren’t.” He laid his hand flat on the table beside mine, not touching it, close enough that I could feel its warmth on the side of my little finger. Then he glanced through the back-room door, which I’d left half open. From where he stood he could see the daybed and the blanket and not much else. “You sleep here?”

“Some nights.”

“I did that for years when I started,” he said. “You get to know every sound in the building. The pipes, the people upstairs, your own breathing.” He looked back at me a beat longer than he had to. “It’s not a bad way to live, if it’s yours.”

“It’s mine,” I said.

“Good,” he said quietly, and picked up his bag, the second roll still in it with the rubber band around the middle. At the door he turned. “Thursday. Noon.”

After he left I sat on my stool with my hands in my lap and told myself he was a client, a famous artist doing a favor for a younger one, and I was embarrassing myself. Then I went into the back room and closed the door and took a diaper down from the shelf.

The night before his session I stayed late on purpose. I told myself it was to prep. I set out double of everything, clipped his release form to the tray, and laid the stencil flat on the light table under a clean sheet so it wouldn’t curl. When there was truly nothing left to do, I locked the front door and turned off every light except the one under the light table, so a soft white glow came through the back-room door and lay across the floor.

I got undressed and lay down on the daybed and taped one of the thick ones on, slower than usual, pressing each tape flat with my palm and smoothing the front with my whole hand. I thought about his hand while I did it. I tried not to and did it anyway. The padding settled warm and bulky against my pussy, and my clit was already hard under it.

I closed my eyes and let myself have the whole picture, just once. Graham face-down on my table, that big pale back under my needle. Me on my stool. And then something small and shameful going wrong that I couldn’t hide, and him turning his head in the headrest and seeing it. Not laughing. Not being kind in the wrong way. Just looking at me with that still, patient face and saying, low, the way he’d said take your time, “Hold still.”

My hand was already moving. I rubbed in slow circles through all that thickness, the plastic crackling under my palm, the padding dragging over my clit, and I spread my knees so the diaper pulled snug against me. In the picture he knelt beside my stool. He didn’t ask what was wrong. He already knew. He pressed his palm flat on the front of me, right where my hand was, and held it there, and I pressed harder, pretending.

“Hold still,” I whispered to the dark room, in his voice, and then in mine, “I can’t.”

I let go then. It came out of me in a slow, hot rush that I didn’t fight, soaking into the padding and spreading forward until the whole front went heavy and warm against my pussy. When the warmth reached my clit I made a sound I’d never made before, half a moan and half a laugh at myself, and I pushed the heel of my hand down into the wet and ground against it. In the picture his hand was on me the whole time, and he wasn’t looking away.

There was a word I wanted to say. It was sitting right behind my teeth, and I had never once said it out loud, not even alone with the door locked twice. I didn’t say it that night either. I bit my lip and rubbed my clit through the soaked padding, fast now, hips lifting off the daybed, until it broke over me in a long hard clench that went all the way into my thighs. My cunt pulsed under the wet diaper and kept pulsing, and I rode it with my hand pressed flat and my mouth open, and the word stayed where it was.

Afterward I lay there sticky and warm and furious with myself. He’d booked my chair because he respected my hand, and I’d just come in a wet diaper picturing him finding out. I told the ceiling I was done with this, and fell asleep in it.

I woke up late, with maybe an hour before noon, and the back room smelled like exactly what it was. I washed at the sink, threw the diaper in the bin by the shelf, pulled on clean jeans and a black T-shirt, and propped the back-room door wide open to let the air move. I drank two tall glasses of water and two cups of coffee, because I always drink too much at the start of a long day and then forget to drink anything after.

He came at noon exactly. I flipped the sign to closed and turned the deadbolt behind him, the way I do for every long private session. He signed the release form on my tray without reading it, the way people do when they’ve signed a thousand of them, and then he took the yellow pencil from behind his ear and made one small tick next to his name in my book. I didn’t ask what it meant.

He lay down on my table and turned his face into the headrest. I laid the stencil across his back and peeled the paper away, and the lines sat exactly where they belonged, and I started the machine, and for the first hour I forgot everything except the line.

It was well into the second hour when I looked up to dip and saw the back-room door. I’d propped it wide open that morning and forgotten all about it. From my stool I could see the daybed and the blanket, and above them the shelf, and on the shelf, right at the front where I always kept it, the pack. White plastic, a few loose diapers stacked beside it with their tapes showing. And Graham’s head was turned toward that doorway in the headrest, his eyes open and resting on it, calm as anything.

I couldn’t get up. I was in the middle of the longest line on the piece, the one that ran from the shoulder blade toward the spine. I told myself he couldn’t know what he was looking at. It could have been anything. I put my head down and kept going, and my face burned for an hour, and he didn’t say a word.

The coffee caught up with me sometime in the fourth hour. By the fifth I was pressing my thighs together on the stool between strokes, and by the time the light outside the blinds went orange, I needed the bathroom so badly that my belly ached from holding it. I was nowhere near a place where a line could stop, and I’d never broken my own rule for anybody, so I dipped the needle, set it back on the line, and kept going.
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The machine buzzed in my hand and his skin took the line clean. Six hours in, Graham still lay face-down on my table with one arm hanging off the side, and I was still on my stool with my thighs pressed together and a bladder so full that every breath had a weight to it. Through the open back-room door the pack sat on its shelf in the lamplight, tapes showing. Nobody was ever supposed to see that shelf.

His release form lay on my tray, his signature at the bottom and his age in the box above it, forty-five. I ran the needle toward his spine and kept my hand steady, because that was the job.

“Twenty-eight, and your own chair,” he said into the headrest. “I read about you before I ever came in.”

“Keep still,” I said.

“I am still.” His voice was low and even. “Your hand’s good. Your legs aren’t.”

Heat went up my face and down between my pressed thighs while he was still talking. I watched the line.

“You don’t know anything about my legs.”

“I know a woman holding a full bladder on a stool when I see one,” he said. “You’ve been doing it since the dark work on the shoulder. Tell me I’m wrong.”

I didn’t. The needle reached the edge of his shoulder blade and I pulled a short stroke and then a longer one. My pussy had gone wet under all that pressure in my belly, which made no sense, and I hated that he could probably hear it in my breathing.

“You’re wrong,” I said.

“Liar,” he said, not meanly, just sure of it. “Ten more minutes on that line and you’re going to shake, and I don’t want a shake in my spine.”

“I don’t shake.”

He let that sit. The machine filled the room, and I could smell ink and soap and the warm plastic of my gloves. When I shifted half an inch the stool creaked, and I locked my thighs again. My bladder pulsed once, hard. I bit the inside of my cheek and kept the needle where it belonged.

Then he pushed up onto his elbows before I’d told him he could. I lifted the needle and killed the machine.

“Break,” he said. He swung his legs off the table and sat on the edge with his bare back to me, the fresh work shining under the lamp. “Ten minutes.”

“No. Not in the middle of a line.”

“Ten minutes,” he said again, and it wasn’t a question. He laid his hand flat on the edge of the table, open, waiting. “Put the machine down, Tess.”

“I said no.”

“I heard you.” He didn’t argue. He looked over his shoulder at my knees, pressed together, and at the fact that I hadn’t stood up. “You’re not finishing that line like this. Put it down.”

I set the machine in its holder. My hand was steady. My belly was not. The second I stopped working, the hold I had on myself went thin, and I stayed on the stool because standing would only make it worse. I stared at the tile between my boots and tried to think about the line, and it didn’t help at all.

Heat spread low, and then came a push I couldn’t pull back. There was a small give and then a rush, hot, straight through the crotch of my jeans. I clamped down and it kept coming anyway, soaking the denim from the inside out, until the seat of the stool went warm and a dark patch spread between my thighs and ran down the inside of one leg into my boot and off the heel onto the tile, a soft little tap, and then another. I sat in it. My face was on fire, and my pussy clenched around nothing and got wetter in a way that had nothing to do with the mess, and I hated that too.

The dripping went on for a few seconds after I’d managed to stop. The smell came up, sharp and unmistakably mine.

Graham got off the table. He came around without hurrying and knelt beside the stool, close enough that I could feel his breath on my wet knee, and he looked at the drip on the tile. Then he looked once through the open door, at the pack on the shelf. He didn’t look surprised. He looked like a man who’d been right about something for hours and was sorry it had cost me this much.

“Do you want me to?” he said.

My mouth was dry. “Do what?”

“Change you. Your diapers are right there. I’ve been looking at that door since the second hour.” His hand stayed on his own knee, nowhere near me. “Here’s how it goes, if you want it. The word is stencil. You say it and I stop, right then. And if the answer’s no, that’s fine. I put my shirt on and wait in my truck while you clean up, we finish my back whenever you like or never, and nobody hears a word about tonight from me. Saying no costs you nothing. Are you sober?”

“Yes.”

“Yes you’re sober, or yes you want me to?”

“Both,” I said. It came out small, so I made it plain. “Yes. I’m sober. I want you to.”

“All right,” he said, and that one easy word went straight through my belly. He stood and held out his hand. “Up. Back room. I’ve got you.”

I stood. My jeans sucked at my skin and the tile was slick under one boot, and he didn’t say a thing about it. He walked me through the door with a hand light at the small of my back and pushed it most of the way shut behind us.

The pad was already on the daybed, the one I slept on when the studio was locked and nobody knew. He saw it and didn’t ask how long it had been there. He just nodded at it.

“Lie back. Lift your hips when I say.”

I lay back and the pad crackled under my shoulders. He knelt and worked my boots off, then my wet socks, and then his fingers found the button of my jeans and stopped there.

“Still yes?”

“Yes.”

He peeled the jeans down. They clung, heavy, and when the air hit my soaked skin I made a sound I hadn’t meant to make. My underwear came with them, and he dropped both into the bin by the shelf without comment. He took wipes from the stack beside the pack. The first one was cold. He wiped the insides of my thighs, slowly, and then the creases, and then over my pussy, careful and thorough, and I lifted without being told because the wipe caught and I needed it gone.

“Hips,” he said anyway, and I heard the smile in it.

I lifted higher. He wiped under me and over the pad, every last trace, and then pressed a dry wipe once over my cunt so that I felt how swollen I already was. My clit jumped under the cloth. He saw that and didn’t rub. He reached up and took one of my own diapers off the shelf, thick, my size.

“The line isn’t finished,” I said. My voice shook, and I hated that more than the mess. “You sat up in the middle of it. I have to go back.”

“You will.” He slid the diaper under me. “Down.”

I came down into it. He brought the front up snug over my pussy and pulled the first tape across, and pressed it flat with his palm in one long, firm pass. Then the second tape, his palm again, and then his thumbs along the leg gathers. Every press went right through me. I was wet inside the diaper before he’d finished, and not with piss, and he smoothed the front once with his whole hand and then held it there, not moving.

The word he’d given me was right there if I wanted it. I didn’t.

“There,” he said. “Sweatpants off the shelf, fresh gloves, and then the line.”

The padding held my thighs apart and crinkled loudly when I stepped into the sweatpants. They hid it, as long as you didn’t listen. He listened. He handed me a new pair of gloves and waited while I pulled them on.

The stool was still wet, so I dropped a towel on it and sat. The diaper packed up against my cunt, and I had to spread my knees a little to hold the machine the way I liked. Graham lay back down without being asked.

“Where you stopped,” he said.

I set the needle on the broken end of the line. The first stroke ran true. The second ran wide, only a hair, because the bulk between my legs shifted when I leaned and my pussy throbbed and I chased the ink half a second too long.

“Damn it.”

“Fix it,” he said, calm as ever. “Don’t lift.”

I didn’t lift. I widened the line’s twin to match, on purpose, so the pair would read as weight and not as a mistake, and the machine never stopped. The ink caps clicked when I refilled. My clit rubbed the diaper every time I rocked forward, and I was soaking the inside of it, and he couldn’t see that, and I was glad and furious at once. The bare skin of my hip itched under the waistband where the tape sat. Before tonight that patch of skin had meant nothing to anyone, and now his palm had pressed a tape an inch from it, and I couldn’t stop feeling the difference.

“Breathe,” he said.

“I am breathing.”

“You’re grinding the stool.”

I made my hips stop. I finished the pair and ran the next stroke clean, and the next, until the shoulder blade closed and the spine line met it and there was nothing left to chase. My pussy pulsed inside the diaper.

“Done,” I said.

“Put the machine down.”

I set it down. He sat up slowly and looked at my face, then at the sweatpants, then at the stool.

“The client chair,” he said. “You, this time.”

“The wrap...”

“After.” He patted the padded seat of the tattoo chair. “On the stool you said yes to my hands for a change. This is more than a change. Still yes?”

“Yes.”

“Then sit. Ass at the edge. Sweatpants off. The diaper stays.”

I climbed into the chair. He took the sweatpants off and set my heels on the rests so my knees fell open. The front of the diaper was a little darker where I’d been leaking into it while I worked, and he looked at that with something like satisfaction.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“Full. The diaper. And my cunt’s wet in it.”

“Good girl,” he said quietly, and it hit harder than anything he’d said all night. My hips jerked and the lining dragged over my clit.

He knelt between the rests, peeled the tapes open one at a time and pressed them back so they wouldn’t stick to my skin, and folded the front of the diaper down. Cool air hit my pussy. I was swollen and shining, my clit standing out, and when I shifted a string of wet stretched and broke against the padding.

“Look at that,” he said. “You closed a whole back piece with your cunt dripping in a diaper. Hold still for me.”

Then his mouth was on me. His tongue lay flat against my pussy and licked slowly up from my hole to my clit, and I grabbed the arms of the chair and made a noise that filled the studio. He did it again, the same unhurried path, while his thumbs held the diaper down and held my lips open so nothing could hide. I felt every pass, the wet sound of it and his breath and the scratch of his beard on my thigh when he turned his head to suck.

“Tell me what I’m eating,” he said against me.

“My cunt.”

“Louder.”

“My cunt. You’re eating my cunt.”

“That’s right.” He sucked my clit into his mouth and held it there, his tongue flicking slow and steady, and when my thighs tried to close on his head he pushed them back open with his shoulders. “Don’t run from it. I want the shake in my mouth, not in a needle.”

I shook. He felt it and slowed down on purpose. He left my clit to lick my hole and pushed his tongue inside, shallow, while his thumb rested on my clit and didn’t move, and when I tried to grind up he pinned my hips with a forearm across my belly and kept me right there.

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Make me come. Fuck. Please.”

“Not yet.” He lifted his head, his mouth wet, and blew once on my clit so I jolted. “You held a line for six hours. You can hold this for a minute. Tell me you want my mouth back.”

“I want your mouth back.”

He sealed his lips around my clit and sucked, harder now, and two fingers slid into my hole and curled. I cried out. He fucked me with them in a short grind, knuckles bumping the folded diaper, and he didn’t speed up when I begged. He held me at the edge until I was shaking and not coming, his free hand heavy on my hip.

“Graham, I can’t...”

“You can. Stay there.” He went still with his fingers buried. “When I start again, you come. Not before. Say it.”

“When you start again, I come.”

He started. His tongue went flat and fast on my clit, his fingers pumped, and his other hand gripped my ass and held me against his mouth, and the edge broke. I came with my heels digging into the rests and my cunt flooding his tongue, pulse after pulse, a mess that ran down his chin and onto the diaper under me. He didn’t stop until I was twitching and trying to close my legs around him.

He lifted his head and wiped his chin with the back of his wrist. “Again?”

“Yes. Fuck. Yes.”

This time he was filthier. He licked his fingers clean, then my hole, my clit, the crease of my ass, and he told me what he saw. “You’re dripping on the diaper. Your hole keeps winking at me.” Another lick. “Feel like you might piss again?”

“I don’t think so.”

“If you do, you do it on the diaper,” he said. “I’ll get out of the way. Don’t hold back on my account.”

He sucked my clit and pushed three fingers in, stretching me, and the fullness tipped me over faster than the first time. Right at the top of it I felt the other thing coming too and said his name, sharp, and he lifted his mouth off me just in time and kept his fingers moving. I came shouting, hips bucking, and a thin hot spurt escaped me with it, a little leak of pleasure that splashed onto the folded diaper. He groaned at the sight of it, and once it had stopped he put his mouth back on my clit until I shoved at his shoulder. He eased off and kissed the inside of my thigh and stayed kneeling while I shook.

“That’s two,” he said. “Breathe.”

I breathed. My pussy was open and wrecked and shining, the leather stuck to my back, and the diaper under me was a mess of my come and that little leak and his spit.

“Your cock,” I said, my voice raw. “I want to see it.”

“Ask me.”

“Let me stroke your cock until you come. On the front of the diaper. I want your come on it.”

He stood and opened his jeans and took his cock out, thick and hard, the head already wet, his balls hanging heavy beneath it. He stepped in close so his cock rested against my belly above the folded diaper and put my hand on him. “You do it. I’ll hold you still if you rush.”

I wrapped my fingers around him and stroked root to tip, and my other hand found his balls because I wanted the weight of them. He watched my hand. He watched my wrecked cunt. He didn’t thrust. Precome slicked my thumb. I stroked him steadily, the way I run a line when I mean it, and he braced one hand on the chair beside my head and laid the other over mine, only feeling the pace.

“Don’t miss.” His voice stayed even, even when his hips finally pushed into my fist. “Look at me.”

I looked. His face was calm, and he was close to the edge and refusing to fall until he decided to. I twisted my wrist at the head and squeezed his balls gently, and he let out a long breath through his nose.

“Faster.”

His cock jumped and his balls drew up in my palm. He pressed the front of the diaper up against the underside of his cock so the padding met him, and two more pulls later he came hard, a thick rope across the diaper and then another, hot on my fingers, pulsing while I milked him. He held my wrist at the end so I wouldn’t stop too soon, and his come striped the front panel and dripped into the folds.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Yeah.” He breathed out once, long, and was steady again. He tucked himself away. “Don’t wipe that.”

“The tapes are open.”

“I’ll close them.” He folded the front up over my soaked pussy, his come and all, and pressed each tape flat with his palm the way he had on the daybed. The bulk settled against my clit and I hissed. “Sit until your legs work.”

I sat. The diaper was heavy and loud, wet inside with me and outside with him. When I finally stood my knees dipped, and his hand caught my elbow and held it until I was steady.

“Your back,” I said. “I don’t leave a finished back open.”

“Then wrap it.”

He lay down again. I changed gloves, wiped his back clean, slowly, the way the work deserved, and laid clear film over the whole piece and taped the edges down. The film shone under the lamp. My diaper rustled every time I reached across him, and he didn’t mention it once. His hand stayed loose at the side of the table, not grabbing, just there.

“Done,” I said.

“Light table,” he said.

I followed him. The sweatpants hid the shape of the diaper and not the sound of it. On the light table a second stencil lay face-down where he must have put it while we were in the back room, his yellow pencil beside it, the paper curled at one corner from weeks in his bag. He’d made that little tick in my book with the same pencil at noon. On any other day a tick like that meant a client who knew what he wanted. Tonight I didn’t know what the paper wanted.

He rolled the stencil up before I could turn it over, tight, so the shape disappeared into the tube. Then he set it down and looked at me, at the rustle when I shifted, at my elbow where his hand had been.

“Tomorrow,” he said. “You don’t see it tonight.”

I didn’t reach for it, and I didn’t say stencil either. His back was wrapped in film, and the second stencil was rolled up tight, and I still didn’t know its shape.
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The only lamp on in Graham’s shop was the one over his chair. The blinds were down, the street noise stayed outside, and somewhere in the back a fridge kicked on and then quit. With only that one lamp it felt like a church somebody had forgotten to lock.

He sent me to his light table first. Under the glass lay a photo of his finished back, the work I’d done, and laid edge to edge with it was the second stencil, unrolled at last. The lines ran off his back and onto the paper, and they didn’t stop. They curved around and down and cut to the shape of a woman’s hip and the soft slope of her lower belly. The very last line was blank.

I put my hand flat on the cold edge of the table and checked my fingers the way I always do. They didn’t shake.

The blank sat right where a hip turns into a belly. My hip. The scale was honest.

He came up on my left, close enough that I felt the warmth off him, moving like a man whose night was already decided. I own my own chair and I’m not easily moved, and I still went still.

“You see it,” he said.

“The lines don’t stop on your back. They come around.”

“Tell me where.”

“A woman’s hip. Her lower belly. And the last line’s empty.”

I was wet before he’d laid a hand on me. My pussy clenched inside my jeans, and when I shifted my weight he saw it.

“You’re wet already,” he said, almost gently. “I haven’t touched you.”

“I know what a line weighs,” I said. “That one weighs too much, and my hand’s steady anyway. That’s the trouble.”

He didn’t argue. He picked up the stencil, careful of the blank end, and held it against my hip over my jeans. The paper settled onto the denim and fit to the inch. The curve he’d drawn sat on my bone like he’d measured me in a room I’d never been standing in.

“I drew this three years ago,” he said. “The night I first saw your work, at that little open house you threw when you got the keys. I went home and drew it, and I knew right then that one day I’d book your chair and this part would come back to you.”

“Three years.” My palm stayed flat on the table. “You lay under my needle for six hours with this sitting in a drawer.”

“I lay there six hours because your hand doesn’t lie. The drawing was always mine. This part was always going to come back to your skin.” He pressed the paper a little harder against my hip. “Not tonight, though. Not the ink. You don’t get to rush a line I’ve waited on.”

It was rude, how exact it was. He’d watched me work across a crowded room and gone home and drawn the place where I set my weight when I lean into a long pull.

He laid the stencil back beside the photo, edges matched, and walked to his chair, and I followed because my feet did. The leather was worn smooth and the armrests were taped where people grip. I’d never sat in any chair that wasn’t mine.

“No,” I said.

He waited.

“I don’t sit in other artists’ chairs. That’s the shop.”

“Sit,” he said.

“Graham.”

He didn’t touch me. He just stood beside the chair. “Stencil, or sit,” he said, quietly, so I’d know both doors were open. I looked at that worn leather for a long breath, and then I sat down in it myself. The footrest was set for a taller body, and he kicked it in until my boots had a place. I was in his chair, and I’d put myself there.

“Yes,” I said. “I sat. That’s my yes.”

“I heard you.” His hand rested light on my shoulder. “You’re in it. Breathe.”

I breathed. The lamp was hot on my throat.

He crouched and took my boots, then my socks, and then he opened my jeans and worked them down my legs, and I lifted when his hand told me to. He folded the denim and set it on the side table like a tool he might want again. I was bare from the waist down, dry on the outside and wet at the hole, and he looked at my pussy and told me what he saw.

“Slick. Clit standing up. You’re trying to keep your knees together, and your knees don’t want to.”

I opened them. He hadn’t told me to. My body did it on its own, and then I had to sit there with him seeing it.

He turned to the supply shelf behind him. There was a new pack on it, the same thick ones I keep on my own shelf, my size, and he tore the plastic and shook one open. He looked at me over the top of it.

“In this shop,” he said, “you call me Daddy.”

Heat hit my face and my cunt at the same moment. It was the word. The one that had been sitting behind my teeth for three years, the one I’d never said out loud, not even alone with the door locked twice. “That’s...”

“It is,” he said. “And the rule in here is that you don’t come until you’re soaked. You can get to the edge. You don’t go over. Not until I say the diaper’s done and I put you where I want you. Say it back.”

“I don’t come until I’m soaked.”

“And you call me what?”

I had to push it out of me. “Daddy.”

It was easier than it should have been. He nodded once, and a fresh slip of wet left my pussy and cooled on my thigh.

He lifted my hips, slid the diaper under my ass and brought the front up between my legs. The padding cupped my pussy and pushed a little way into the split of me. He pulled each tape across and pressed it flat, hard, so it wouldn’t creep, and then ran his thumb along the seals twice. The bulk held my thighs apart, and when I shifted it rustled loudly in the quiet shop.

“There,” he said. “Now you stay.”

He tipped the chair back. The rolled stencil lay on the tray at my elbow, the blank end toward my hand. He poured water from a pitcher into a paper cup and put it in my fist.

“Drink.”

I drank. It was cold and too much. He took the cup, filled it again and gave it back, and I drank that too, and my belly felt it before the cup was empty.

“You hold it until I say go. Hands on the rests. Hips still.”

I set my hands on the armrests. The need came up slowly and then all at once, mean and full behind my clit, and every breath shifted the diaper against me. He watched my stomach. Then his hands came down and held my hips, thumbs in the hollows, fingers spread over the tapes.

“You’re fighting it,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Don’t.”

I tried to let go and my body locked. He waited. He didn’t rub. He just held me so I couldn’t rock the pressure off. A little got out before I meant it to, a hot thread that hit the padding and stopped, and I gasped and clamped down.

“That was nothing,” he said. “Let it go now.”

I let go. It left me in a rush I couldn’t tidy, hot and hard, straight into the thick padding. It swelled under my ass first, and then the heat climbed forward over my pussy until it pressed against my clit from underneath. My thighs shook. His hands didn’t let my hips lift. I kept going until the stream thinned and quit, and the diaper was warm and fat and not finished.

“Again,” he said.

He filled the cup and I drank. My bladder was sore and still willing, and every swallow made the wet weight between my legs tug.

The second time didn’t wait to be asked. It broke while I was still swallowing, pouring out of me into the already hot diaper, and this time the padding couldn’t keep its shape. The front loaded and sagged and pulled down between my thighs with a wet drag that mashed my clit and let it go and mashed it again. The smell came up warm and sharp in his closed shop. I emptied into it, and he held me through every second until the front hung heavy.

“Soaked,” he said. “Look at it.”

I looked. The front was swollen and sagging off my belly, obscene between my legs.

His palm came down on it and rubbed, slowly. The wet diaper ground over my clit, slick from my pussy and hot from the piss, and the drag was filthy and exact, and his other hand pinned my hip to the chair so I couldn’t chase it. I tried. He held me.

“Daddy.” It came out broken. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

“Ask me clean.”

“Don’t stop. I’m right there. Daddy, I’m right there.”

He rubbed harder, two fingers finding my clit through the sodden padding and circling, the plastic squeaking under his palm. My ass clenched and I was at the edge, the mean bright edge, thighs jumping, a sound caught in my teeth. He lifted his hand away.

The air was cold on the wet plastic. My cunt pulsed on nothing. I grabbed for him, and he caught my wrist and put it back on the rest, and my other hand went to the stencil on the tray. Not to the diaper. To the paper, and the blank line under my fingers.

“Why the paper?” he asked.

“Because if I touch the diaper I’ll come, and you said no.”

“And why the line?”

“Because it’s blank and I can’t leave a blank. My hand goes to whatever I have to fix. That’s what it does when I want something I can’t have.”

He looked at me for a long moment. Then he brought the chair up, closed his fingers around the wrist on the stencil, and walked me back to the light table without letting me fix my shirt. The diaper sagged and rustled, piss-heavy, tapping my clit with every step. He took a wipe from the box by the ink caps and cleaned my fingers one at a time until they were fit for paper, and then he put his yellow pencil in my hand and closed my fist around it. The wood was warm from his pocket and the point was sharp.

“The last line’s blank,” he said. “It has to be yours. Not on skin tonight. Tonight you just hold the pencil so you know it’s yours. You don’t draw until I say.”

I held it. It was the hardness I like for a stencil line, the kind that doesn’t skip if your hand is honest. A soft pencil lies. This one wouldn’t, and my cunt was still kicking from the edge he’d taken away.

“You want to come,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Tell me where.”

“On your mouth. I want your mouth on my cunt. I’ve been wet since the table, and you rubbed me through a diaper full of piss and then stopped. I need it.”

He moved the photo and the stencil to the safe side of the glass. The pencil stayed in my fist, because he hadn’t told me to put it down. He dropped a towel on the floor at the end of the table and lay down on his back with his shirt on over the wrapped piece and his head toward me.

“Here’s how it goes,” he said. “The tapes come open. The diaper stays on you, front down. You sit on my face and you don’t run from it, and you come when your cunt comes, twice. Then you take my cock in your mouth and I fuck your throat until I come. Say it back.”

“I sit on your face. I come twice. Then I suck your cock until you come.”

“And you call me?”

“Daddy.”

He reached up and peeled the tapes, and the soaked front dropped open and hung off my hips, heavy with piss. Before he let me anywhere near his face he pulled a handful of wipes from the box and cleaned me, quick and thorough, the piss off my thighs and my pussy and the crease of my ass, because he wasn’t putting his mouth anywhere I hadn’t been wiped. Then he helped me down to kneel over him, the back panel of the diaper still under me, and I could feel his breath on my wet slit.

I sat.

His nose pressed into me first, and then his mouth opened on my pussy, and the sound he made was low and pleased, like I was exactly what he’d been waiting for. His tongue went flat and wide from my hole up over my clit, slow, tasting all of me. I jerked, and his hands locked on my hips and held me down on his face so I couldn’t lift off.

“Stay,” he said into my cunt, and the word buzzed through me. “Tell me what you feel.”

“Your tongue on my clit. I’m sitting on your face with a wet diaper hanging off me, and I don’t care. Daddy, don’t stop this time.”

He didn’t stop. He sucked my clit into his mouth and worked it with the flat of his tongue, steady, no rush, and two fingers pushed into my hole. I was so wet they went in easily, and he curled them and fucked me with them while his mouth stayed on my clit. The heavy front of the diaper bumped my leg every time I shook. I held the pencil so hard the wood bit my palm.

“Look at me,” he said, and tipped his eyes up.

I looked. His mouth was shiny and his fingers were buried in me, and I was grinding now, small, because he allowed the small and not the run.

“I’m close,” I said. “Daddy, I’m close. Please let me. I’m soaked. You said soaked.”

“Come,” he said, and sealed his mouth over my clit and sucked.

It hit me hard. My cunt clamped on his fingers and I came with a raw sound I didn’t try to hide. My hips tried to buck, and he held them and kept his tongue moving, and it rolled through my clit and my hole and down my thighs, long and shaking. I said Daddy. I said don’t stop, and he didn’t, and a second wave came right on the back of the first, slick running down over his mouth and chin. I sagged.

He licked his fingers clean, then my hole, then my clit again, gentle for three breaths and then not gentle at all.

“That was one,” he said. “You’re not done. Sit your weight. I want your ass on my mouth too.”

“I can’t, I just...”

He stopped, and his hands went loose on my hips. “Stencil?”

“No,” I said, and I meant it. “Don’t stop. I just didn’t think I could.”

His hands pulled my hips down, and I sat. He spread me with his thumbs and licked lower, over my hole and then the tight rim of my ass, filthy and sure, and then back up into my pussy. The wet diaper hanging off me slapped against his chest. I was open and dripping on his face, and he wanted it, and he told me so.

“You’re dripping on my tongue. Give me the second one. Rub your clit on my mouth. Use me.”

I did. I rocked, not running, just working my clit on the flat of his tongue the way I work a line I have to get right. His fingers went back into my cunt, three this time, stretching me, and his other hand held my ass open so he could get his mouth everywhere. My thighs burned and the floor dug into my knees.

“Daddy.” My voice cracked. “I’m going to come again. I’m going to come on your face.”

“Do it. Tell me what you are.”

“I’m your mess. I’m soaked and I’m coming on your mouth. Daddy...”

It took me harder than the first. My cunt fluttered and gripped his fingers, and I came with my clit mashed to his tongue, crying out, hips stuttering, the diaper swinging, my ass clenched and my hole spasming around his hand. He licked me all the way through it, until I was twitching and shoving at his forehead because it was too much, and then he gave me two more slow licks before he let my hips up.

I was shaking. He wiped his face on the towel and looked up at me from the floor.

“Down,” he said. “On your knees. Pencil stays in your hand. Other hand on my cock.”

He stood over me and opened his jeans, and his cock came out thick and hard, the head already wet. I wrapped my free hand around it and it jumped in my fist. His balls hung full and hot beneath it and rested against my wrist when I stroked him to the base. I didn’t look away. He’d never let me look away from anything he wanted seen.

“Open your mouth,” he said.

I opened. He set the head on my tongue, salty, and pushed in slowly until my lips stretched and he lay heavy on my tongue. He held my hair in one hand, not pulling, just keeping me where he wanted me.

“You feel that?”

“Yes.” It came out thick around him. “Daddy.”

“Take more.”

I took more. He fucked my mouth in short strokes at first, letting me wet him and learn the thickness of him, and then longer, the head bumping the back of my throat. Spit ran down my chin and onto the wet diaper between my knees. My cunt was still pulsing, empty, while he used my mouth, and when he pushed deep I held his balls and felt them tighten.

“You sat in my chair,” he said. “You pissed for me until you sagged. You came on my face twice. Now you take my come. You want it?”

I pulled off just far enough to say it plain. “I want your come. Fuck my mouth. Come in me, Daddy.”

He pushed back in, and his hand tightened in my hair. The strokes got deeper, still not fast, just sure, the head crowding my throat and his balls drawing up against my chin when he buried himself. I gagged once and took it. My clit throbbed in the open air and I didn’t touch it, because he hadn’t said I could.

“I’m there,” he said. “Hold still. Take it.”

He pushed in and stayed, and his cock kicked on my tongue. The first pulse hit the back of my throat, hot and thick, and then more, filling my mouth while he groaned low and held my head so I couldn’t pull away. I swallowed what I could. Some of it leaked at the corner of my mouth. When he eased out a last string stretched from the head to my tongue, and I licked it off because he was watching and because I wanted to.

“Show me,” he said.

I opened my mouth, and swallowed the last of it while he looked.

He crouched, lifted the soaked front of the diaper, set it back over my pussy and pressed the tapes flat again, the same hard press as before. It was cold in places and still warm in others, heavy and sagging, and it stuck to my clit the second it touched.

“You leave in it,” he said. “You don’t change until you’re home, and you don’t come again tonight. The pencil’s yours. The line’s yours. You don’t draw it until I say.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He stood me up and waited until my legs held. He held my jeans while I stepped into them over the diaper, and the button barely closed. I rolled the stencil myself, careful of the blank end, and tucked it under my arm with his pencil still in my fist. My mouth tasted like him.

Before he opened the door he pulled me in against his chest and held me there, his hand spread warm between my shoulder blades, until my breathing slowed down to match his. “You were brave tonight,” he said into my hair. “Text me when you’re home and locked in.”

He opened the side door onto the alley, and the night air came through the denim and turned the wet padding cold against me. I shivered.

“Tomorrow I come to your shop,” he said. “After closing. The stencil stays rolled. You lock your door with a fresh one on, dry, and you wait at your light table until I’m there.”

“Dry,” I said. “I’ll be waiting.”

“Go on, then.”

I went, the stencil a hard roll under my arm and the pencil warm in my fist, the diaper sagging full between my thighs, and every step reminded me of his mouth and his hand lifting away and the blank line I wasn’t allowed to draw yet. I walked out still soaked and still his, and the door clicked shut behind me.

❦

The stencil lay on my light table, lit from underneath, and the last line was still blank. His pencil was in my hand. I was on my stool with my jeans on over a fresh diaper, the blinds down and the shop closed, and Graham stood behind me. I could feel him there, though he hadn’t touched me yet.

I set the pencil on the hip curve and started the part of the line I already knew, slowly, the way I’d lay a real line on still skin with a steady hand.

“You’ve been sitting on that since you locked the door,” he said.

“I have.”

“Dry when you locked it?”

“Yes. Like you said.”

The heat was already low in my belly. I’d been drinking water at the counter all evening, waiting for him, and I pressed my knees together and kept the pencil moving. It wasn’t a decision so much as a push. The warmth broke and ran, a thin thread first and then a hard stream, loud in the quiet, hissing into the thick padding. It hit the front and spread, hot and heavy, soaking out under me and back toward my ass until the plastic went tight inside my jeans and the crotch dragged down between my thighs, so full that every small shift made a wet sound. I didn’t stop the line.

His hands came down on the back of my stool. Not on me, on the wood.

“I can hear it,” he said.

I kept drawing. The pencil shook once and I fixed the weight of it.

“Tell me what you’re doing.”

“I’m drawing.”

“And?”

It was still coming. My pussy was hot and open inside all that wet, and my clit had nowhere to hide from the soaked padding. I swallowed.

“And I’m pissing in my diaper,” I said. “I didn’t stop.”

He made a low sound behind me, pleased, and my cunt clenched and another weaker, hotter push left me, and the diaper sagged lower. He saw my knees lock, and he saw the dark at the seam of my jeans when I shifted, and he didn’t rush me.

“Keep your hand on the curve,” he said. “Don’t lift it to hide.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

“You were.”

I was. My forearm wanted to cover the paper. I left it where it was and finished the curve, and the last line waited, blank, right where a hip turns into a lower belly. Last night it had been his line, and he’d said not yet. Tonight the pencil was mine and my hand knew the difference.

I covered the paper with my forearm anyway.

“Not yet,” I said.

His hand left the stool and settled flat between my shoulder blades, heavy and still. He didn’t argue.

“When you’re ready,” he said.

I didn’t move my arm. He didn’t press. His palm just rested there, warm, and he waited, and he would have waited all night. When I was ready I lifted my forearm off the stencil myself.

“Now,” he said. “Your hand. The last line.”

I set the pencil to the blank and lettered it. No chair but yours. The Y shook. My hand wasn’t steady and I hated that more than the wet. I erased the Y, and the paper fuzzed a little under the eraser, and I drew it again, cleaner, the downstroke even and the fork sitting exactly where I meant it.

“Read me the weight of it,” he said.

“It’s even now.”

“Say the line.”

“No chair but yours.”

“Again. Louder.”

“No chair but yours.”

His hand stayed on my back. The diaper was heavy and hot, and the piss had gone quiet, just the soaked weight of it and the warm sharp smell under the table light.

“Look at me, Tess,” he said, and I turned on the stool. His face was serious, and kind. “Before anything else tonight. Tomorrow that line goes into your skin, for good. Are you sober?”

“I’m sober. I haven’t had anything but water.”

“Is it a yes? Not the heat. The line.”

I looked at the paper, and then back at him, and my voice came out steady because I meant it in the plain cold daylight part of me, not the part that was wet. “Yes. No chair but yours. Tomorrow, after closing, in your chair. I’m saying yes to it. I drew it myself and I want it.”

“Then stand up,” he said.

I stood. The diaper pulled down between my thighs and made a thick wet sound against my jeans, and he heard that too.

He walked me into the back room. The pad was on the daybed, the one I use on the nights I stay, and my wipes and diapers were on the shelf above it. He pointed at the daybed.

“On your back. Hold the stencil over your face.”

I lay down. The pad crinkled under me. I held the finished stencil up so the light from the doorway came through the letters. He opened my jeans without hurrying the button or the zipper and worked them down my hips and off, and there was the wet diaper, thick and heavy at the front, the tapes strained and the plastic rounded out with my piss.

“Read it to me,” he said. “While I do this.”

His fingers found the tapes, one side and then the other, and the sound of them peeling was loud in the little room. He folded the front down, and cool air hit my soaked pussy and the wet skin around it.

“No chair but yours,” I said. The stencil shook a little in my hands. I kept it up.

He took a wipe and warmed it in his palm, and wiped my belly clean, slowly, and then down through the hair, over my cunt, lower over my hole and the soft skin of my ass where the diaper had held the wet. He used a second wipe, and a third, and he didn’t miss a crease. He lifted one of my knees and wiped under it. Then he set the used wipes aside and looked at me, open and clean and still shining.

“Again,” he said.

“No chair but yours.”

That was all he wanted, it turned out, the sound of it while his hands were on me. My clit jumped. He saw that, and he hadn’t even touched it.

He left the wet diaper open under me, the soaked padding still against my ass, and took a fresh one from the shelf and set it by my hip, and didn’t put it on. Instead his hand came down between the two of them, two fingers sliding through my pussy first so I’d feel how wet I was, and then up, plainly, onto my clit.

“Oh.”

“Stay.”

He rubbed slowly, a small circle and then a flatter press and then the circle again. My hips tried to chase it. The stencil shook over my face, and I could smell the paper and the piss on the open diaper and the clean wipe on my skin.

“You’re dripping on my fingers,” he said. “That’s not the piss. That’s your cunt.”

“I know.”

“Tell me where my hand is.”

“On my clit.”

“And what do you want?”

“More.”

He gave me more, the same speed with a little more pressure. My thighs opened and the wet diaper squelched under my ass when I shifted, and my hips came up off the daybed. I held the stencil with both hands so I wouldn’t drop it on my face. The edge came up fast and mean, the kind that sits right under a come and waits for one more stroke.

He took his hand away.

My hips stayed up, empty. My clit throbbed in the air, and I made a sound and bit it off.

“Daddy. Don’t stop.”

He didn’t answer with a speech. He slid the fresh diaper under me, pulled the wet one out, and brought the front up over my pussy. The tapes went on, left and then right, snug, the thick padding pressed flat to my clit where his fingers had just been, and his palm came down on the front once and held.

“No,” he said.

I lay there with the stencil over my face and his palm on a dry diaper, my hips still trying to fuck nothing. The ache sat in my clit and stayed.

“Please.”

“No.”

He took the stencil out of my hands and laid it flat on the shelf so the line wouldn’t crease. Then he pulled me up by the wrist.

“Jeans stay off. Back to the table.”

The fresh diaper crinkled with every step, dry and thick and rubbing my swollen clit, which was almost worse than his hand had been. The light table was still on. He bent me over it, and my tits met the cool top and my ass stayed up, and the glow from under the glass lit my arms.

“You asked me not to stop,” he said. “I’m not stopping. I’m just not giving you that. Hands flat.”

I put my hands flat. He took two small metal clamps out of his pocket and set them on the glass where I could see them, plain and adult, with mean little teeth.

“Tell me what they’re for.”

“My nipples.”

“Ask.”

“Put them on.”

He reached under me and found one nipple, already hard, and rolled it once and pinched and clipped the clamp on. The bite was sharp and then it was a deep throb that went straight down into my cunt, and I gasped. He did the other the same way, no rush, and waited until I was breathing again.

“What color is the pain?”

“Hot. I can take it.”

“Good girl.”

He opened the tapes he’d just closed and folded the front of the diaper down and left the thick back of it up against my ass, so I was bare from my pussy to my hole and still belted into the rest of it. Then his fingers, checking.

“Soaked again,” he said. “And I haven’t even put my cock in you.”

“I know.”

“Tell me what you want in you.”

“Your cock. In my cunt. From behind.”

I heard his belt and his zipper, and then he stepped in close and the head of his cock nudged my pussy, thick and hot, and he held it there. His balls hung against the folded diaper. I tried to push back and his hand on my hip stopped me.

“Stay still until I say.”

I stayed. The clamps swung a little when I breathed and each swing tugged my nipples. My clit was bare and aching, and the edge from the daybed hadn’t left. It had only changed shape.

“Whose table is this?”

“Mine.”

“And whose chair tomorrow?”

“Yours.”

“Then take it.”

He pushed in, one long stroke, and my cunt opened around his cock and took him all the way to the base. I cried out. He held there with his balls tight against me and the diaper bunched between us, crinkling every time either of us moved, and he didn’t start fucking me yet. He let me feel how full I was.

“Talk to me,” he said.

“You’re in me. All the way. My pussy’s stretched around your cock and the clamps are biting and I’m going to come if you move.”

“Not yet. You come when I say.”

He drew back slowly until only the head was in me, and then drove in again, hard enough that the table shook and an ink cap rolled and clicked against the frame. He found a pace that was deep and even, not fast, each stroke ending with his hips flush against my ass and his balls tapping the skin under my hole. I could hear how wet I was, a slick sound on every thrust, cunt and cock, no prettier name for it.

“Fuck,” I said. “Daddy. That’s deep.”

“I can feel you gripping me. Don’t come.”

“I’m close.”

“I know. Hold it.”

He reached under me and found my clit with two fingers while his cock stayed buried, and rubbed once, mean and exact, and my whole body tried to tip over. He took his fingers away and fucked me harder for three strokes, then held still again. The clamps knocked against the glass when my tits swung.

“Tell me what your body’s doing.”

“My cunt’s fluttering on your cock. My clit’s throbbing. My nipples hurt. I’m dripping onto the diaper. I’m a mess.”

“You’re my mess,” he said, and my pussy clenched so hard he grunted.

“Again,” I said. “Please fuck me. I’ll wait. I’ll wait until you say.”

He fucked me then, really fucked me. The pace broke open, short and deep, the head of his cock hitting the front wall of me and his balls smacking my clit, the light shivering under my hands. I kept my palms flat. I didn’t reach for my clit. I let a rough sound out every time he bottomed out, and I could feel my slick running down and soaking the folded diaper that had been clean ten minutes earlier.

“Look at the glass,” he said. “Your arms are shaking.”

“My hand isn’t steady.”

“Your cunt is. It’s taking every inch. You want to come on my cock?”

“Yes. Let me come. Please. Fuck my pussy until I come. Daddy, let me.”

He slammed in and stayed, and his hand came back to my clit and stayed this time, rubbing the same small circle he’d used on the daybed, only now he was filling me and the clamps were a bright hurt and I had nothing left to hold with.

“Now,” he said. “Come.”

I came. It hit hard and not pretty, a clutch and a flood, my cunt grabbing his cock and pulsing over and over while I yelled into the glass. My clit jumped under his fingers and I squirted a little against his hand and the open diaper, hot streaks of my own wet, a shameless sound. The clamps swung and the pain sharpened it until my knees nearly went. He held my hip and kept his cock deep and let me ride it, still rubbing, not rushing the end.

“That’s it,” he said. “I can feel you. Keep going.”

A second wave came, smaller and meaner, my ass tight and my pussy milking him. I swore. I said his name, and Daddy, and that I was coming on his cock, and I didn’t clean any of it up.

When the pulses eased he started moving again, slick and loud, and his breathing changed and his thrusts went short.

“I’m going to come in your cunt,” he said. “Tell me yes.”

“Yes. Come in me. I want your come in my pussy.”

He drove in to the base and held, and his cock kicked, and I felt the first hot shot and then another, thick, pumping into me while his balls drew up tight against me. He groaned low and stayed buried until he’d emptied. His come leaked out around him almost at once and ran down onto the diaper, and he gave me two more slow pushes so I’d feel it, and then we both stayed there, breathing hard over the lit glass.

He reached under and took the clamps off, one and then the other. The blood rushed back into my nipples and I hissed, and he cupped one breast in his palm until the sharp part faded. Then he pulled out. Come slid out of me and down my thigh, and he caught some of it on two fingers and pushed it back inside me, slowly, once, so I wouldn’t lose it all on the floor.

“Stay bent over.”

He wiped the worst of it off my thigh but not all of it, because he wanted the diaper to take the rest. Then he pulled the front up over my pussy and the come still leaking out of me and pressed the padding flat against my cunt, and the tapes went on again, snug. His palm smoothed the front once, the same as on the daybed, only now the inside was full of his come and my wet.

“You’ll feel that until tomorrow,” he said.

“I already do.”

I stood up on shaky legs. I pulled my jeans on over the diaper anyway, and the denim strained over the bulk, and every step crinkled. He picked the stencil up off the shelf on the way back through and put it in my hand.

My appointment book lay open at the front desk where I’d left it. He took the pen and didn’t ask me what time. He wrote it in his own hand, in the square block letters he uses when he means to keep a line: tomorrow, after closing, his chair.

I watched the words go down. The line was finished, his come was leaking into my diaper, and the booking was his.

“Read it,” he said.

“Tomorrow. After closing. His chair.”

“Whose?”

“Yours.”

I rolled the stencil carefully so the vow line wouldn’t crack, and put the roll in his hand, and he closed his fingers around it. The book stayed open between us with his writing still wet.

“I’ll be there,” I said.

“I know.”

He didn’t kiss me. He held the rolled stencil and looked at what he’d written in my book, and the diaper sagged warm and full between my thighs.

❦

I lay back in his chair under the one lamp, and the rest of the shop was dark around us. My tank top was pushed up under my ribs. A thick diaper sat on me, dry, the tapes smooth, heavy even empty, and on the tray beside the chair his machine and mine waited side by side. I’d brought mine from my studio without being asked. It seemed right that both of them should be there. The room smelled like soap and ink, which is to say it smelled like every good day I’ve ever had.

He pulled his gloves on slowly. He was taking his time, the way he did with everything, like the night had hours in it that he hadn’t spent yet.

“Hip,” he said.

I turned it toward the light, and the diaper crinkled. He took the front panel in both hands and folded it down until it sat below my hip bone, then tore off a strip of tape and fixed the fold so it wouldn’t climb. Cool air hit the bare skin. The rest of the diaper stayed thick over my pussy, and I was wet, from one word. He looked down past the fold and saw the shine where the padding met me.

“Wet,” he said.

“You haven’t even started.”

“I said hip. That was enough for your cunt.”

My face went hot and my clit throbbed under all that bulk. “It’s a line night. I came here for the line.”

“You’ll get the line.” His palm settled on the bone, flat, and stayed there. “And you stay in that diaper until I say otherwise. How long have you been wet?”

“Since you told me to get in the chair.”

“Before I’d touched you.”

“Yes.”

He smiled a little at that, and I felt my pussy clench and let a slip of slick into the padding. He felt the diaper shift under his wrist and looked at my face, not surprised in the least.

Then he picked up the stencil. I knew that paper. I’d sat at my own light table with his pencil in my hand and watched the Y in yours go shaky, and rubbed it out and drawn it again before I said a word, and that fix had felt like the whole job. Tonight the paper was only something between me and the needle. I’d rolled it up when he was done with me and put it in his hand, and he hadn’t kissed me. I could still see his fingers closing around that roll.

He laid it across my hip and lower belly, pressed it down and peeled it away. The paper came off clean, and there it was in purple on my skin, the curve and the four words.

“Read it,” he said.

“I lettered it. I don’t need to read it.”

His hand lifted and came back harder, flat, pinning my hip to the leather. “Read it.”

“The vow line. Where you told me to put it.”

“The words, Tess. In your mouth.”

“You can see them from there.”

“I want to hear them before I cut them in.”

I swallowed, and another slip of wet left me. “No chair. But yours.”

He nodded once. “I’ve had that curve in my head for years. You don’t get to hurry it.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

“Your thigh says different.” He tapped the diaper. “Open.”

I opened. He took a small vibrator off the lower tray, nothing fancy, and held it where I could see it before it went anywhere near me.

“This sits on your clit the whole time the needle’s in you,” he said. “Still yes?”

“Still yes,” I said. “To both.”

He set the head of it on my clit through the thick front of the diaper. His palm went back to my hip, and his fingers kept the toy seated in the padding with even pressure, not kind. When he switched it on the buzz came dull through all that thickness, and then not dull at all, and my clit stood up into it.

“Oh, fuck.”

“Stay.”

He started his machine with his other hand, and its buzz sat under the toy’s buzz, and the needle touched down at my hip bone.

It was sharp and then hot and then that deep scratch I know so well from the other side of the chair, except that I couldn’t lift my hand and reset. He dragged the first pass slowly. I breathed through my teeth. The vibrator didn’t move.

“How’s the weight?” he said.

“Heavy on the bone. Don’t lighten it when you come off the bone, either, or you’ll see it in a month.”

“I won’t. Where’s your hand?”

“On the arm. It’s not steady.”

“Then let the arm hold you. I’ve got the line. Can you feel that on your clit?”

“Yes. Through the diaper. It’s mean. It’s good.”

“Are you going to come?”

“Under this?”

“Under the needle. While I’m in the hip. Not after.”

“Graham...”

“Daddy, if you’re going to beg.”

“Daddy. If I jump, the line’s ruined.”

“Then don’t jump.” His hand held my hip down and the toy stayed on my clit. “Take it.”

The pain stacked up, and the buzz sat in the padding and wouldn’t let my clit rest, and my cunt clenched on nothing. I stared at the lamp and talked, because if I stopped talking I was going to buck.

“Even,” I said. “You’re keeping it even. Don’t, ah, don’t rock the needle when I shake.”

“I won’t. Look at me.”

I looked. He was calm, and the machine kept walking. My thighs tried to close on the diaper and he pushed one knee out with his elbow, still working, still holding the toy where it was.

“I’m close,” I said.

“I know. Stay in the chair.”

“Daddy, please, it’s right there.”

“Come for me.”

It broke right under the pain. My clit pulsed into the vibrator, hard, and again, and my pussy squeezed and let go and squeezed again. I came with the needle still in my hip, a raw clutch that ran up into the hurt and made the hurt bigger. I grabbed the arm of the chair. I didn’t jump. He held me down and kept the line straight while it rolled through me, until my legs were shaking inside the diaper and I heard myself say Daddy and fuck and then something that wasn’t a word at all.

“That’s my girl,” he said, low, and my cunt answered with one more hard squeeze. The toy stayed where it was. I was still twitching, mouth open, when the other pressure dropped through my belly.

I was halfway down the pass and I knew it a second before it left me. This wasn’t like the first night in this chair, when he’d poured water into me and I’d let go on his word. It was a push I couldn’t have stopped if I’d wanted to. Heat gathered behind my clit, under the buzz, and then it went, a thick rush into the padding, hot and heavy, flooding the crotch from the middle outward with a muffled hiss I could hear. The right side sagged first. Then the front swelled and tugged at the tape on my far hip, and a thin line of warmth escaped the leg and ran along the inside of my thigh. The folded top darkened where the wet packed up toward the strip of tape he’d used to hold it, and I was coming down and pissing at the same time with the needle still in me.

“Graham.”

He lifted the needle and killed the machine and took the toy away. The quiet was enormous. My skin thumped, and the diaper sat full and hot between my thighs, low in the chair.

“You pissed,” he said.

“I couldn’t hold it. Coming knocked it right out of me.”

“I didn’t ask you to hold it. The ink’s clear.” He checked the fresh red line, and then looked at the swollen front. “All of that’s yours.”

“Change me. The line has to stay clean.”

“Ask me properly.”

“Change me, Daddy. Please. It’s heavy. It’s pulling on the tapes.”

He set his machine down beside mine and peeled the tapes with careful fingers, keeping the wet diaper well away from the purple and the new red, and opened me up. The warm smell of piss came up, and under it the slick from my cunt. He wiped me steadily, front to back, over my pussy and around my hole and down the crease of my ass, not rushing it. I stared at the lamp. My clit jumped every time the wipe passed over it.

“Still wet,” he said. “The other kind.”

“Yes.”

He shook a fresh diaper out of the pack on his shelf, as thick as the last, and slid it under me in the chair. He brought the front up, folded the top down below the bone again so the line stayed bare, and pressed every tape flat with his thumb, then the leg gathers, slowly, until it sat tight and dry and the fold was fixed.

“Same place,” he said. “Don’t drift.”

“I won’t. My legs are gone.”

“They’ll hold. Second pass.”

He stripped off his gloves, dropped them in the bin and pulled on a fresh pair before he touched the machine again, which is exactly what I’d have done in my own chair. He didn’t put the vibrator back. His palm found my hip, the machine started, and the needle took the line up off the bone and onto my lower belly, the four words, one letter at a time.

It burned differently there, on the softer skin, wider and less sharp. I was raw from coming, and every stroke tugged at the throb in my clit through nothing but air and the top of the diaper. I talked so I wouldn’t grab him.

“Don’t drop the weight on the soft part,” I said. “Those letters will spread if you do.”

“I know. Breathe.”

“I am breathing.”

“You’re holding. Let the piss go if it comes. Don’t hold that either.”

“I just got a dry one.”

“And you’ll get another.”

The words walked across me, each one a hot wire under his hand. On my light table they’d been a line I had to finish before he’d close the book. Now they were going into me, and my pussy was wetting the fresh padding before he’d finished the second word. He saw my stomach jump.

“Tell me where you are,” he said.

“Close. Not like before. Just full. Low.”

“Not yet on the come. You had that one.”

“I know.”

The pressure broke again before the last letter, and it was nothing like the first time. There was no warning soak at all, just a hard sudden stream hissing into the dry crotch, loud enough that I heard it over the machine. The new padding went from crisp to a hot weight in one push. The front ballooned and the tapes he’d just pressed pulled at my hips, and the heat packed up under my clit, and a little seeped into the fold and stopped in the padding, well short of the ink. My face burned. I gripped the chair.

“The last letter,” I said. “Finish it. Don’t lift.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

He finished the letter. The last stroke bit and ended, and then he lifted the needle and shut the machine off, and both machines sat idle on the tray. The buzz was gone. I lay there with a diaper sagging warm and full and four words stinging across my lower belly.

“Clean?” I said.

“Clean. You kept still.” He checked the line and then looked at the swollen front. “You heard yourself that time.”

“I heard it. It hissed. That dry one never stood a chance.”

“No, it didn’t.” He reached for the tapes. “Ask.”

“Change me, Daddy. Wipe me. It’s everywhere.”

He opened the wet diaper and wiped the piss off my pussy and my ass and my thighs, thoroughly, the cloth cold after all that heat. He passed over my hole twice, slower the second time, so I’d feel it, and I flinched, and he didn’t apologize. A new diaper went under me and he taped it and pressed the tapes flat, thumb by thumb, and left the waistband low, under the work.

“Hold still,” he said.

He changed into fresh gloves first, and then he wiped the line clean without dragging anything across the open skin, and laid clear film over the hip curve and the words on my belly, and taped the film down at the edges, snug but not tight enough to pull. Then he rested his palm on the film without pressing. My skin thumped underneath it.

“Both of them quiet,” I said, looking at the tray. “Looks wrong.”

“They did their job. Over the chair now.”

I got up on soft legs. The fresh diaper crinkled, dry and already warming against me. He turned me to face the back of his chair and set my wrapped hip clear of the leather so the film wouldn’t stick or rub, and I leaned forward and put my hands on top of the chair back.

He untaped me. The tapes were loud in the quiet. He peeled the front down, and then the whole diaper, until it hung open around my knees with the padding facing the floor. The air hit my wet pussy. I was soaked, and he hadn’t said anything filthy yet. My body had answered him ahead of time.

One of his hands settled on the bare hip below the film, and the other went between my legs, two fingers sliding through my pussy and opening me. I heard how wet I was.

“Dripping,” he said. “Down your thigh. Onto the diaper at your knees.”

“I know.”

“What do you want?”

“Your mouth.”

“Ask for the part you want it on.”

“My clit. My cunt. Daddy, put your mouth on me.”

He went down behind the chair. His breath came first, and then his mouth, full on my pussy with no shy start at all. He licked me open and sucked my clit, his tongue flat and then pointed, filthy and sure, and I rocked against him. The diaper at my knees swung and tapped my calves. His hands kept my hips where they needed to be, so the film stayed off the leather.

“Fuck,” I said. “Don’t stop. That’s it, right there.”

He fucked his tongue into my hole and then dragged it up and sucked my clit in a long slow pull that made my ass push back into his face. The chair creaked. I climbed fast, and I could hear my own wet on his mouth.

“I’m close,” I said. “Daddy, please. Let me come. I’ll keep my hands right here. I won’t touch the film.”

He stopped. His lips left me and his thumb settled on my clit, holding and not moving, and I made a sound I’d never have let out in my own studio. I knew exactly what to say to make him stop, and it was the last thing in the world I wanted. I stood there with my pussy empty and my clit pounding and the diaper bunched around my knees, and he waited.

“You stopped on purpose,” I said.

“Yes.”

“I was right on it.”

“I know exactly where you were.” He kissed the inside of my thigh, as calm as if we had all night. “What are you hiding from me?”

“Nothing.”

“You’re biting something back. Say it.”

“I want to come on your mouth. I want your cock. I want you to fuck me over this chair until I can’t even talk about the line.”

“There it is.” He stood, and I heard his belt and then his zipper. “You could have said that the first time.”

His cock touched my ass, hot and heavy, and then slid down through the mess of my pussy until the head nudged my hole, and he held it there until I was so wet against him it was stupid.

Then he pushed in, one long thick stroke all the way, until his hips met my ass and his balls swung up against my clit. I gasped and my hands locked on the chair back. He held still inside me, and the stretch of him sat right next to the thump of the new line under the film.

“Too deep?” he said.

“No. Stay. Fuck. Stay right there.”

“Which is it?”

“Fuck me. Slowly. If you rush I’ll...”

“You come when I put you there. Not before.”

He drew back and slid in again, slowly, the drag of it mean and good. His cock pulled almost all the way out and then filled me again, his balls tapping me every time he seated himself. One hand stayed on my hip, clear of the film. The other slipped under me and found my clit and circled it, and then stopped the moment my breath broke.

“Close,” I said.

He stopped, buried, fingers still, holding me right there. My cunt fluttered around him and he didn’t move. I shook. The diaper brushed my calves. I stared at the leather and tried to breathe.

“Daddy.”

“I’m here.”

“Please.”

“Not yet.”

He waited until I stopped gripping him so hard, and then he started again, a little harder and still not fast. The wet sounds filled the shop. I could smell myself and the soap and the film. I wanted to reach back for him and didn’t.

“Talk to me,” he said.

“The line’s hot under the film. Your cock’s in me. If you touch my clit I’ll go.”

“Then I’ll touch it when I want you to go. Are you hiding the shake?”

“I’m trying not to come.”

“I can feel your cunt trying.” He fucked me through another climb and stopped at the very top of it, his chest against my back and his mouth at my ear and his cock seated deep. “Stop trying.”

“Daddy...”

“Now.”

His fingers found my clit and stayed there, firm, and his cock pulled back to the head and pushed in deep, and I came. It hit harder than the one under the needle, a long clutch around him, my clit firing under his hand and my knees going soft and the diaper swinging around my calves. I said Daddy and fuck and please, and I didn’t know what I was asking for because I was already in it. He didn’t stop this time. He fucked me straight through it, steady, and my pussy gushed around his cock and ran down my thighs onto the open diaper.

“That’s it,” he said. “Stay on it.”

It kept rolling, and I kept my hands on the chair. He groaned once, low, and his thrusts went short and I felt him swell, and then he pushed in to the base and came, pulse after hot pulse into my cunt, his balls drawn up tight against my clit. I was still coming in small waves, milking him, and he held my hip and filled me and didn’t pull out until he was done.

We stayed like that. His cock softened inside me and his come leaked out around it and dripped onto the diaper at my knees. My legs shook. The film never touched the chair.

“Full of me,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Say it plainly.”

“Your come’s in my pussy. It’s running out of me. It’s on the diaper.”

He pulled out slowly, and more of it slid down my thigh. He turned me around and sat me back in the chair, careful of the film, and took the used diaper off from around my knees. He wiped me, my pussy and my clit and my ass and the insides of my thighs, until the mess was gone and I was only warm and sore and throbbing.

He took a fresh diaper from the pack, thick and my size, slid it under me and brought the front up, and set the waistband just below the film so the clear wrap stayed above the tapes. He taped it on and pressed every tape flat. Then he smoothed the front with his palm and left his palm there, heavy over my pussy, not moving.

The diaper was dry and snug, and the film ticked with my pulse.

“You come when you can feel the line healed under the waistband,” he said.

❦

I hooked two fingers under the waistband and pulled it snug against the healed line. It had taken weeks. The letters sat flat in my skin now, No chair but yours, and I could find each one without looking. In the mirror in my back room the diaper was thick on me and yellowed through the middle, the leg cuffs tight on my thighs. I’d slept in it. I’d driven to work in it and unlocked the studio in it, and now it was stuck to my pussy, cold at the edges and still warm where I’d been sitting in the car. My ass felt heavy in it.

A week ago the Y had still looked a little raised in this same mirror. This morning it didn’t. I stood there a while longer than I needed to, just looking at it.

I tied my smock on over the bulk. If I stood up straight the cotton hid it, and if I walked, the plastic crinkled under it, quietly, like paper in a pocket. I flipped the sign on the door to open.

Wes was my first chair, the same as every other Tuesday. He put his forearm on the rest and grinned at me.

“Inside of the wrist today,” he said. “You said that was the part you didn’t want to rush.”

“I don’t. So hold still. The skin’s thin there. If I go as heavy as I did on the rest of your arm, the ink spreads under the skin and the line won’t read.”

“I want it to read from across a table. I told you that.”

“Then I keep the weight and I go slower. Tell me if it bites too hard.”

He let out a breath. “It bites. Keep going.”

I leaned in. The waistband rode up under the smock and rubbed across the healed ink, right across yours. I kept my head down and my eyes on his wrist, and the needle stayed exactly where I put it. Wipe, dip, run the line, wipe again.

“You get quiet on the thin parts,” he said.

“Quiet means my hand’s steady. Do you want conversation or a clean line?”

“Clean line.”

“Then don’t move your wrist. The inside wants a lighter touch than the forearm, and I’m already right at the edge of what’ll show. If you twitch I have to fix it, and a fix on thin skin always shows.”

“I won’t twitch.”

He didn’t. I finished the curve and sat back, and the waistband dragged across the line the other way. My hand hadn’t shaken once.

“Looks right,” Wes said.

“It is right. The film stays on tonight. Don’t pick at it in the car.”

“I picked the last one. Are you going to bring that up every time?”

“Until you stop doing it. What you owe is on the card, same as we said.”

He paid, and the bell rang behind him, and only then, alone in the quiet with the machine still humming in my wrist, did I let myself feel the soaked diaper stuck to my cunt and my clit pounding against the front of it. I didn’t touch myself. Graham’s rule from last night was still on me: one diaper, all day, no change until he got there to change me himself.

I’d marked the inside of Wes’s wrist in red pencil the first week I drew his piece, and I hadn’t forgotten it, not even with the waistband riding my new line every time I leaned in. That pleased me more than it probably should have.

After Wes the book was empty until my last booking of the day, so I went into the back room, shut the door and sat down on the daybed. My knees were knocking. I pressed them together, and the bulk shoved up into my pussy, and it didn’t stop what was coming.

It started as a hot push I couldn’t pinch off and left me in a slow stream that turned into a harder one, spreading into a diaper with no dry place left in it. The middle went hotter. The cold cuffs at my hips warmed up. It ran forward until the front panel swelled against my clit, and back until it packed my ass full of heat. I felt the soft hiss of it more than heard it, and the plastic ticked and stretched, and my thighs shook. I put both hands flat on the daybed and let it finish. When it stopped, the diaper hung low and heavy between my legs and the tapes pulled at my hips. I didn’t untape it. I didn’t reach for the wipes on the shelf.

I wiped my hands on a towel, picked up my phone, and typed the time, just the numbers, nothing else, and sent it.

He’d told me that was the whole message if I went again. Only the time. No words with it.

I washed up and took the last chair of the day, a bus driver who came straight off his shift, still in his uniform shirt, for a touch-up on the old anchor on his forearm because he wanted it sharp for his fiftieth birthday on Saturday. I didn’t lift my smock once. Every time I leaned in, the waistband sawed across the line, and my hand stayed steady on his anchor. By the time the street outside went blue he’d paid and gone, and only when the door shut behind him did I let myself feel the weight of the diaper every time I moved. All four tapes held. My clit ached in a way I wasn’t going to fix myself.

Then the bell over the door rang.

Graham came in with a fresh diaper under his arm, thick, my size, still in its wrapper. He turned my deadbolt behind him, and the sign already said closed. I was standing by my chair in my smock, and he looked at the way I was holding my thighs together.

“Show me,” he said.

I lifted the smock. The diaper sagged, heavy and yellowed through, with the waistband cutting across the healed words.

“You opened in that.”

“Yes.”

“And you went again.”

“Yes.”

“When?”

“Right before the last client. I sent you the time.”

“I got the time. You didn’t say what you’d done.” He looked at how low it hung. “I can see it from here. Back room. Daybed. On your back.”

I went. The pad was on the daybed where I always keep it, and he shut the door behind us. His hands were steady, the way they are when he’s already decided the order of a thing.

“Smock off.”

I pulled it over my head and lay down, and the diaper crinkled loudly in the little room. The cool air hit my stomach. The line showed above the waistband, flat and pale.

“Knees apart.”

I opened them, and the mess inside squelched, and my face went hot.

“Tell me what I’m looking at.”

“A diaper full of piss. All day. The one I slept in.”

“And under it?”

“My pussy. My clit. The line you put on me.”

“You hid the second time from me until I asked.”

“You said text the time and nothing else.”

“That was for the phone. I’m in the room now, and in the room you don’t get to keep your mouth shut.” His eyes stayed on the swollen front. “Your clit’s swollen. You’ve been aching like this since your last client walked out, and you didn’t tell me.”

I got wetter while he was still talking, a slick heat on top of everything else, and my hips jerked, and he saw it.

“There. That. You just did it again.”

“I can’t help it when you talk to me like that.”

“I didn’t ask you to help it. I asked you to say it. The tapes are mine. Don’t reach.”

He peeled the hip tapes first, left and then right, slowly, the adhesive tugging at my skin, and the waist tapes last, each one coming away with a sticky rip. He folded the front down. Air hit my soaked cunt, and the smell came up between us, sharp and mine, and he didn’t look away from any of it.

“Hold still.”

He wiped me with a warm wipe, my belly first, then the crease of each thigh, then my pussy, then between my cheeks and over my hole. A second wipe went over my clit in slow circles, cleaning me, not finishing me. I moaned.

“Not yet.”

He dropped the soaked diaper into the bin and wiped his hands. Then his palm came down flat over the healed line, heavy, covering the words, and his other hand settled on my clit and stayed.

“Feel that?”

“I feel your hand. I feel the line under it. It’s healed. It doesn’t pull anymore.”

“And last week?”

“Last week it still pulled when I bent over. Not now.”

He rubbed my clit with two fingers, slowly, and his palm didn’t move on the ink. I tried to lift my hips and he pressed them down and kept rubbing.

“Ask.”

“Daddy.” My voice came out thin. “Please let me come.”

He held me right there. His fingers slowed until I was shaking and not over, and his palm pinned the line, and when I tried to grind he didn’t let me. My cunt opened on nothing and dripped onto the pad.

“You’ve been stopping yourself all day,” he said. “You can say more than please.”

“Daddy, I can feel it healed right where the waistband was. You said I could come when I could feel it. I’m asking. Please let me come. I need it so badly.”

“Yes,” he said.

He didn’t stop again. His fingers worked my clit in tight wet circles while his palm pressed the words into me and held my hips down, and I came hard, thighs shaking, pussy clenching, slick all over his hand and the pad. I said Daddy. I said fuck. He kept going until the big shaking went small, and then took his fingers off my clit and left his palm where it was on the line.

“Over,” he said. “Ass up.”

“I just came, I...”

His hand left the line and rested on my hip, not pushing at all.

“Stencil?” he asked.

I shook my head. “No stencil,” I said. “I’ll turn over.”

I rolled onto my front, and the pad stuck to my knees. He spanked me with his open palm, full on the meat of my ass, and the crack of it filled the back room and the heat flooded up under my skin. He hit the other cheek, and then lower, where my thigh meets my ass.

“Count them for me.”

“One. Two. Three.”

The next one caught the underside and I yelped. “Four.”

“Louder. What am I hitting?”

“My ass. Five. Daddy. Six.”

“Harder,” I said, before he could ask. “Give me a hard one.”

The seventh one stung all the way through me, and I counted it and the eighth, and my cunt dripped onto the pad and I pushed back before I meant to.

“You want the next one,” he said.

“Yes. Nine. Ten.”

He gave me ten and stopped there. He rubbed the burn in with his palm, and then slid two fingers into my hole and turned them, and my pussy made a loud wet sound in the quiet.

“Listen to yourself.”

“I hear it.”

“You want my cock.”

“Yes. Daddy, fuck me. Please fuck my cunt, slowly. I want your cock in me and your hand back on the line.”

“On your back, then.”

I turned over. He opened his jeans, and his cock came out thick and hard with the head already wet, his balls hanging full and close beneath it. He didn’t let me grab for him. He knelt between my legs on my daybed and looked at my pussy, open and shiny, and at the line on my belly.

“You’re dripping, and you still haven’t looked me in the face.”

I looked at him. “I’m looking.”

He pushed in slowly. The head spread me, and I took him inch by inch until his balls rested against my ass, and his palm found the healed line and stayed there, flat and warm. He fucked me slowly, out until the head tugged at me and in until I felt all of him, with no hurry in it at all. My clit dragged against him every time he sank down, and my spanked ass burned against the pad.

“Whose chair?” he said.

“Yours. No chair but yours. It’s on me. I can feel your palm on it.”

My cunt clenched around him when I said it. He felt that and didn’t speed up.

“You come again for me. You don’t rush me. If you grab my hand I stop.”

“I won’t grab. You feel so big. I’m so full.”

“I know. I can feel you squeeze. Breathe.”

He kept that pace. I put my hands on my own thighs so I wouldn’t cover the line. He watched my face, and then my belly under his palm, and then the place where his cock slid in and out of me. The daybed creaked.

“What did you leave out of your text?”

“That I pissed in my diaper. I sat right here on this daybed and I couldn’t stop it, and I didn’t change. I wanted you to find me like that.”

“I did find you like that.” He thrust in and held, deep, his palm pinning me down. “Come.”

“Daddy, I’m going to...”

“I said come. I’m not stopping.”

I came around his cock in slow hard pulses, my hips trying to lift and his hand holding the words flat against me. I said fuck. I said please. I made a mess on him, slick running down his balls and onto the pad, my pussy fluttering until I was soft and still full of him. He fucked me through it at the same pace and then pulled out while I was still twitching, and I made a sound at the empty ache of it.

“Hips up.”

I lifted. He shook the fresh diaper open, slid it under me, and pulled the back up first, then the front over my pussy. He set the waistband exactly across the healed line so the letters sat under the elastic, taped the bottom corners before the top ones, and pressed each tape hard with his thumb so they’d hold. Then he looked at the fit.

“Waistband on the line?”

“Yes. I can feel it. Right on the words.”

“Stay on your back.”

He stroked his cock over me, and his balls drew up tight, and he came across my belly in hot stripes over the fresh tapes and the top of the diaper, some on the skin just above the waistband and some soaking into the front. He groaned once, low, and milked the last of it out with his fist so it dripped onto the tapes, white on white. He looked at it, and then at me.

“Leave it,” he said. “It dries where it landed. You wear that home, and you don’t wipe me off.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Tell me what you’re wearing.”

“A dry diaper with your come on the tapes. The waistband right on the line. My pussy’s still throbbing.”

“That’s my girl.”

He wiped himself, not me, and tucked himself away, and helped me sit up. The fresh diaper was snug and his come was already cooling on the tapes, and I put my smock back on over all of it. At the front door I turned my own key in my own lock, and the studio went dark behind the glass, and I got into his truck. The diaper crinkled on the seat. Before he started the engine he leaned across and kissed me on the mouth, and I kissed him back until I forgot, for a moment, what I was sitting in. Then his hand came to rest on my thigh.

“Tomorrow you work,” he said. “Same rule until I say different. You text the time if you go, and nothing else.”

“I will.”

He nodded. The light changed, and his hand stayed where it was.

The next morning my own machine was running again, the one that had waited beside his on the tray the night he put the words in me. My first client was a woman named Joanne, thirty-four and back to finish the shoulder piece she kept swearing would be her last, and she lay on my table with that shoulder bare and her eyes on the ceiling.

“Are you warm enough?” I asked her.

“I’m good. Is that line going to sit close to the old one?”

“Close, but not on it. I’ll keep my hand steady. Tell me if you need a break, and don’t hold your breath, it makes you jump.”

“I always hold my breath. Bad habit.”

“Then breathe when I tell you to. Now.”

She breathed. I shifted on my stool, and under my smock the diaper sat snug and quiet, warm where I’d slept in it. My free palm rested over the healed line. The waistband rode the ink every time I leaned in toward her shoulder, and the needle moved, and the machine kept running, and my palm stayed right where his had been.

If you want more like this, read Mommy and Daddy’s Girl next


Blindfolded, Milked and Messing at His Own Wine Counter — Mommy Domme Enema and Messing ABDL

For most of my adult life I made my living with my nose and my mouth, and for most of it that sounded like a boast. I was the sommelier of a private cellar club, the kind of place that has no sign on the door, adults only, and a waiting list that nobody admits to being on and nobody reaches the top of before thirty-five. I wore a small gold master sommelier pin on my lapel, and the members quoted my tasting notes at their dinner parties, sometimes in front of me, getting the adjectives slightly wrong, which I pretended not to enjoy.

The club lives under a tall brick townhouse on a quiet street, down a flight of worn stone steps that turn once and open into a vaulted cellar. Odile owns all of it, the townhouse and the cellar and every bottle in the racks, and she lives upstairs. The tasting room is at the front of the cellar: a long oak counter scarred by decades of corkscrews, a row of leather stools, hammered copper spit buckets, brass lamps that make everything look a little more expensive than it is, and along one wall a mirror that runs the full length of the room. Odile had it put in years ago so the room would look twice as long. I suspect she also liked watching the members watch themselves swirl.

My evenings had a shape I loved. I came in at four, put on my jacket and pin, and read the cellar log, a heavy green ledger in which Odile wrote down every bottle she pulled in her square, upright hand. I decanted by lamplight. I drew corks and smelled them, because a cork will tell you a wine’s secrets before the wine does. When the members came down I poured, and listened, and told them what they were tasting in a voice I’d spent twenty years tuning, and they spat into the copper and nodded as if I’d confirmed something they’d suspected all along. After they left I filled in the club’s tasting sheet, every wine and every note, in my narrow handwriting. Once a week I built the Thursday flight, four wines in black sleeves for the members to taste blind, and wrote the card for it and slid the card into a brass frame beside the mirror. On Thursday nights I named the wines and the members tried to beat me, and they never did.

There was a retired judge who came every Thursday and asked me, every Thursday, for “something with a backbone.” I’d pour him something soft and round instead and tell him it was the most disciplined wine in the cellar, and he’d taste it and nod gravely and say he could feel the spine in it. Odile once watched me do this from the end of the counter and said, very quietly, “You’re a terrible man,” and I said, “I’m a sommelier,” and she didn’t argue. Those were good years. I didn’t know how good.

I’d turned forty-one that winter. I was vain, I knew it, and I’d made my peace with it, the way you make peace with a cellar that runs a degree too warm. You simply work around it.

Then I got the flu, a bad one, the kind that puts you on the bathroom floor for a week, and when I came back to work the top notes had gone.

I didn’t panic at first. I assumed they’d come back, the way your hearing comes back after a loud concert. Cherry became red fruit, then simply red. Pepper went first, then violets, then the whole delicate upper register that I had spent my life describing to people who paid to hear it. I could still taste sweet and sour and the grip of tannin on my gums. I could still smell a corked bottle if it was badly corked. But the middle of everything had gone flat and gray, like a photograph left too long in a window. A doctor told me it sometimes came back on its own. A year later I was still waiting.

I told no one. A sommelier who can’t taste is a pianist who can’t hear, a joke with a pin on its lapel. So I cheated, and I was good at it, which is the most shameful thing I can say about myself. I read the cellar log every afternoon and copied the night’s pours into a small black notepad, vintage and grower and slope, and kept it in my briefcase, and glanced at it in the staff washroom before service like a nervous actor checking his lines. On Thursdays I built the flight myself, so I always knew what was in the sleeves. The rest was memory and color and confidence, and the members’ faces, which are easier to read than wine. I spat into the copper like always. Nobody noticed. Odile, I told myself, didn’t notice either.

Odile was somewhere in her middle forties. I’d never asked and never would. She had dark hair she pinned up with whatever was nearest, sometimes a pencil, and reading glasses she pushed up into her hair and forgot, and she wore plain wool dresses in gray or black and a heavy silver ring on her thumb. She had a low voice that never hurried. On Thursdays she tasted alongside me, and she spat short and clean, with no show at all, which is rarer than you’d think among people who own wine.

She never praised me. That was the first thing I noticed about her, years before any of this, and I’ve never stopped noticing it. When I gave a note the members loved, she’d simply say, “And?” as if I’d stopped halfway through a sentence. It made me want to finish it for her. It made me want to finish a great many things for her.

“Leather where it should have been tobacco,” she read off the tasting sheet one evening, after the members had gone. She had her glasses on for once. “Julian, you could make a parking ticket sound like it had a long finish.”

I laughed. “Parking tickets do have a long finish. Ask anyone who’s been towed.”

She didn’t laugh, quite, but her eyes did. She handed me the last glass of the evening to taste with her, and when I reached for it she held the stem a moment longer than she needed to before she let go. It was nothing, a second at most. I felt it in the backs of my knees.

“You write a great deal these days,” she said, nodding at my notepad, which I’d left on the counter like an idiot. “For a man with a famous memory.”

“Old habit,” I said, and put it back in my briefcase.

“You’ve gotten careful this year,” she said, and swirled, and spat. “Careful men are usually hiding something.”

“Or getting older.”

“You’re not old, Julian.” She set her glass down. “You’re careful. It’s different.”

I drove home that night with my hands tight on the wheel and the windows down, trying to smell the rain and getting only the idea of rain.

A week later she caught me in the cold room, where the members never go, standing with my nose in a glass of something I’d opened for myself and could not, for the life of me, find. She didn’t ask what I was doing. She leaned in the doorway with her arms folded and said, “What do you miss most?” as if we’d been in the middle of that conversation for some time. I said, “Nothing. I’m fine,” which is what I’d been saying to everyone, including the mirror. She looked at me a moment longer, and then she said, “All right,” in a voice that made it clear it was not all right at all, and went back upstairs.

There was another thing I kept in the briefcase, beside the notepad, and I should say what it was.

It started when I was well into my thirties and living alone for the first time, in an apartment with high windows and no one’s coat on the hook but mine. Restaurant nights leave you wired. You come home at one in the morning with your body still moving at service speed and nowhere to put it. One of those nights, scrolling at the kitchen table, I fell into a corner of the internet where men wrote about wearing diapers to bed, and I read with my mouth open and my cock hard for an hour, appalled at myself, and then I ordered a pack, thick ones, plain white, with tapes.

The first night I wore one I stood in my bedroom with the blinds down and let it settle on me, and I did what I do with everything: I described it. Thick. Warm. A soft give against the balls. A faint papery crinkle on the nose, if a sound can be a nose. I laughed out loud, alone, at a grown man giving tasting notes on his own underwear, and then I lay down and put my hand on the front of it and came so fast I was embarrassed in front of nobody at all.

The first time I wet one, I gave it notes too, lying there in the dark as the warmth spread under me and soaked forward against my cock. A low heat, held in the middle, I thought, the way I’d write about a Rhône, and my cock went hard as stone in the wet, and I came again without even touching myself properly. Then I lay there ashamed and warm and wide awake until the sun came up.

After the flu I wore one more often. My mouth had started lying to me, and the diaper never did. Warm meant warm, wet meant wet, and heavy meant heavy, and I could lie in the dark and feel exactly what was true. I started carrying one in my briefcase, folded flat beside the notepad. On Thursday nights, after I’d faked my way through a flight and smiled at the members and wanted to put my fist through the mirror, I’d change in the staff washroom once the cellar was empty and drive home in it, the way another man might loosen his tie.

It was the worst kind of thing to carry to work. I knew that. I carried it anyway.

One evening in late autumn I was closing up, and I set my briefcase on a stool to put my jacket on, and it slid off. The clasp had never been good. It popped open on the stone floor, and the notepad skidded one way and the folded diaper skidded the other, out into the lamplight, plain white and unmistakable, and my pen rolled away across the floor toward the far end of the counter, where Odile was sitting with the cellar log.

I’ve never moved faster in my life. I had the diaper and the notepad back inside the case and the clasp shut before my heart had finished its first hard beat. Then I straightened up, red to the ears, and Odile was standing beside me holding my pen.

“You dropped this,” she said.

“Thank you.”

She didn’t let go of it straight away. Her eyes went to the briefcase and back to my face, unhurried, the way she’d look at a cork. Then she put the pen in my hand and went back to her ledger, and said nothing else at all, and I drove home not knowing what she had seen and knowing exactly what she had seen.

She didn’t mention it. In the days after, everything was the same, and nothing was. She began staying late after the members left and pouring me one more glass, blind, “for practice,” she said, and watching my mouth while I tasted it. The first night I’d glimpsed the bottle on the sideboard before she sleeved it, and I named it perfectly, and she said, “And?” The second night I’d read the log, and named that one too. Each time, she held the stem a beat before she let go. On the third night she didn’t say “And?” She said “Hm,” and wrote something in the back of the cellar log, where I couldn’t see it, and closed the ledger with her hand flat on the cover. And one evening I opened the cabinet under the counter for a cloth and found a new packet of wipes in there and a tin of powder that had never been there before, and I closed the cabinet very quietly and told myself it was for spills.

That night I went home and put on a diaper before I’d even taken off my shoes.

I lay on my bed in the dark with the streetlight striping the ceiling, and I let myself have the thought I’d been refusing for weeks. Odile behind the counter. Odile pouring a glass and holding it just out of my reach. Odile saying, in that low voice, You thank me first, Julian, and waiting while I did, and then waiting for the word I would say after the thank you, a word I wouldn’t let myself think all the way through even alone in the dark. My cock was so hard inside the padding that it hurt.

In the picture her hand came down flat on the front of the diaper, not stroking, just checking, the way she’d lay her palm on a bottle to judge its temperature. Are you wet? she asked me in the picture, as if she were asking about the weather, and I said not yet, and she said, Then we’ll wait.

I didn’t wait. I let go in the dark and the warmth came in a long slow rush, soaking out under my cock and spreading back beneath my balls until the whole diaper was heavy and hot against me. I said the notes out loud to the ceiling, because I can’t help myself. A low heat. Mine. Held in the middle. Long. My hand found the front of the diaper and pressed the wet padding against my cock, and I stroked through all that thickness with my palm flat, slow and then not slow, the plastic crackling and the soaked lining dragging on the head of my cock until I was gasping.

In the picture she watched me do it, her face giving nothing away, and when I begged her she simply said, And?

I came with my hips off the bed and my teeth clenched, pumping into the wet diaper, pulse after pulse, hot on hot, until the front was a ruined mess and my balls ached. I said her name once, into the dark, ugly and quiet. Afterward I lay there in it for a long time, ashamed and emptied, and I didn’t take it off until morning.

The following Tuesday, when the last members had gone up the stairs and the bolt had gone home behind them, Odile didn’t put the lamps out.

“Stay,” she said. “One more, for me.”

I’d read the log that afternoon. A left bank second growth, two thousand twelve, decanted at four, all of it in her hand. I’d copied it into my notepad in the washroom like a card cheat marking the deck, and I hated myself for it, and I’d done it anyway.

She brought the decanter out from the back and poured a glass, and set the bottle beside it with the label turned away from me, the way she always did. Her thumb rested on the stem a moment before she let it go.

I tasted. It was red. It was wine, it was dry, it gripped my gums, and beyond that it was gray. So I gave her the wine from the log with every adjective I owned, and I could hear the vanity coming back into my voice as I went, the old pleasure of the performance even in the middle of the lie.

“Black cherry. Wet limestone. A cedar spine. Iron on the finish. Left bank. Two thousand twelve. The second growth.”

I spat neatly into the copper and looked up, pleased with myself.

Odile didn’t say “And?” She didn’t say anything at all. She looked at me for a long moment with no expression on her face whatsoever, and then she nodded at my briefcase on the stool beside me.

“Open your briefcase, Julian,” she said. “I’d like to see your notepad.”

My hands were clumsy on the clasp. When it came open the folded diaper was lying right on top, white in the lamplight, with the black notepad underneath it, and I froze with the lid in my hand.

She reached in and lifted the diaper out with two fingers, and laid it down on the counter beside the spit bucket, folded, as neatly as a napkin. Then she took the notepad, opened it, turned the pages until she found tonight’s, and laid it flat on the oak, and put her thumb on it.

❦

Odile’s thumb held my notepad flat on the tasting counter. The glass I’d just called stood in front of her with a finger of red left in the bowl, and beside the spit bucket lay the diaper, folded thick. The mirror wall gave the room back to us, empty. It was just the two of us and the lamps now, and nobody else would come down those stairs tonight.

She read my call back to me exactly the way I’d said it, word for word, in a voice with no opinion in it at all.

“Black cherry. Wet limestone. A cedar spine. Iron on the finish. Left bank. Two thousand twelve. The second growth.”

Then she turned the bottle so the label came around to face me.

Right bank. Two thousand fifteen. A merlot house. Not the wine I had named, and not even close to it.

The pin on my lapel caught the light from the counter lamp. For twenty years that pin had been the last word in this room.

My eyes went to the diaper beside the bucket, plain and thick with its tapes showing, and my cock filled in my trousers before I’d managed a single word. It pushed against the cloth, and my balls drew up tight. She looked down at the ridge it made and did not smile.

She pulled the club’s member book out from under the counter and opened it on the oak to the staff page, where my name was written in her hand from the day she hired me, and under it, my title. She laid my notepad on the open page, right over my name.

“You’re forty-one, Julian,” she said. “I’m forty-six. We’re both much too old for me to pretend I didn’t see what fell out of your briefcase last month, or to pretend I don’t know what you’ve been reading in my cellar log every afternoon. You named a wine that isn’t in that glass. Your palate’s been gone for a year, and you kept the pin on anyway.”

I didn’t answer. My cock stayed hard against my fly, and she saw that and let it stand.

I stepped over to the spit bucket. The diaper lay at my elbow. I hadn’t swallowed a drop all night, the way I never did, and I was stone sober with the wrong wine still on my tongue. I’d spent a year waiting to be found out, and now that it had happened, what I felt most was a terrible, shameful relief.

“Keep it,” I said. “The miss. The whole year of them. You taste for me, from now on, and I’ll do exactly what you say.”

She put her hand on the folded diaper.

“And you wear this,” she said. “So the cellar stays clean. I check you between pours.”

She came around the counter and spread a towel on the oak beside the diaper, and then, before I could answer, she said the rest of it.

“The word is corked. You say it and I stop, right then, wherever we are. I still keep your secret, and nothing is held against you, ever. And if your answer tonight is no, you go home with your secret and your pin, and I keep the one as carefully as I’ve kept this cellar. I’m not trading it for anything. Do you understand me?”

“I understand. Yes.”

“Then say the other thing too.” She looked down at the front of my trousers. “You saw the diaper and you got hard. Say it.”

“I got hard.”

“Before you’d even opened your mouth. I watched it happen.” She patted the towel once. “Trousers down. Then up on the towel.”

I pushed my trousers down and climbed up, and my cock stood out thick, a wet slit already shining at the tip. She looked at it, and at my balls, and at my bare ass on the towel.

“On your back.”

The mirror gave me my own face and the pin still on the jacket she hadn’t let me take all the way off. She opened the cabinet under the counter, where the new wipes and the tin of powder had been waiting for weeks, and she took out the powder and picked up the diaper from beside the bucket.

She shook it open on the towel. The sound was loud in the closed room. She lifted my hips and slid it under my ass, and then there was powder on her palm and then on me, on my cock and my balls and the skin under them and the crease by my hole, cool at first and then warm where her hand stayed a second too long.

“Hold still.”

She brought the front up over my cock, and it tented the padding straight away. She pressed the tapes down with her palm, left and then right, and then laid her palm over the front, over the hard shape of me, until the tapes lay smooth. I was hard the whole time she taped me, and she felt it jump under her hand and pressed once more, flat, as if she were seating a cork.

“Down. On the stool.”

The diaper was thick between my legs and rustled when I sat, and my cock had nowhere to go but up into the padding. She poured the first glass and held it back, just out of my reach.

“You thank me before you taste. Thank you, Mommy, out loud. Then you get the glass. You spit. You don’t swallow.”

I said nothing. A lifetime of vanity sat in my throat like a stone.

Her palm went flat on the front of the diaper. It wasn’t a slap. It was a hold, pressing my cock down into the thick padding and keeping it there, and heat ran up my spine and my mouth opened on its own.

“Thank you, Mommy.”

“There you are,” she said, quietly, and my cock jumped under her palm. She let go and gave me the glass.

I took the wine on my tongue. Dark fruit, I thought, a green edge, tannin catching the sides, and that was as far as I could get. I had a whole line of adjectives ready and I didn’t spend them. I leaned over to the bucket and spat, and the diaper crinkled loudly against my thighs.

She poured the second and waited.

“Thank you, Mommy.”

She let me have it, and I spat that one too, cleanly. The padding was still dry against my cock, and I was still hard inside it, and she watched my lap while she set the glass down.

She brought the third glass to my mouth herself. She didn’t hand it to me. The rim touched my lip.

“Taste. Hold it there.”

I took it in, warm from her fingers, and held it on my tongue.

It started low, under the powder, a pressure I knew and didn’t try to shift away from. Heat gathered at the base of my cock and pushed, and the first rush left me in a hard stream straight into the padding, hot along the underside of my cock and soaking out to both sides and under my balls. The thick core drank it and got heavy and sagged between my thighs, warm all the way out to the leg gathers. A second push came, longer, and I could hear it, a soft hiss muffled by all that thickness. My ass clenched on the stool. The front swelled hot and tight against me, plastered to my cock, and I was still hard in the middle of it, the head pulsing while the stream went on. It ran until there was nothing left. The weight sat in my lap. The stool under me stayed dry, and not a drop reached the floor.

The word she’d given me sat on my tongue with the wine. I could have said it. I didn’t want to.

I spat the pour into the bucket. Her palm was already flat on the front of the diaper, on the heat and the sag, before the last of it had finished leaving me.

“Are you wet?”

“Yes.”

“All of it?”

“All of it.”

“Tell me what you did.”

“I pissed. In the diaper. All of it. And I’m still hard.”

She kept her palm where it was while my cock throbbed against the soaked padding underneath, and she didn’t move it until she was finished feeling.

She drew the fourth cork. The pop was small in the quiet. She smelled the cork, turned it, and smelled it again.

“Sound,” she said, and wrote it on the club’s tasting sheet. Then her palm came back to the wet front and pressed, checking the weight and the heat and the shape of my cock still standing up under all that piss. Those lines on the sheet had always been in my hand. Tonight hers moved, and I watched.

Under the cork she wrote: wet.

“Next glass.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

She poured and didn’t give it to me. “Call it,” she said.

I should have waited. She was the one tasting for me now. But my mouth went the old way anyway, precise and adjectival, and the adjectives turned on me while I was still inside them.

“Ripe plum. A cocoa edge. Velvety. Long. Right bank. Two thousand nine. The limestone slope.”

She turned the bottle so I could read it. A cabernet. Cool climate. Young, and short.

Odile laughed, one short laugh close to my ear. “A palate like yours,” she said. “Watch how fast it gives up.”

She set the glass down by the spit bucket, out of my reach, and her hand found my cock through the wet diaper and stroked.

The padding was hot and heavy and soaked through, and her palm dragged the wet cloth up my shaft from the base to the head, slowly, the warm diaper clinging and pulling, and my cock jumped hard inside it. She did it again, tighter, and the thick front bunched and slid.

“Feel that,” she said. “Your cock in your own piss. Say it.”

“My cock’s hard in the piss. You’re stroking it.”

“Louder.”

“My cock is hard in my piss and you’re stroking it, Mommy.”

My hips jerked up into her hand, and the stool creaked, and the wet diaper rustled. She pressed the head through the padding with two fingers and rubbed a small circle, mean and exact, until my balls drew up against the soaked gathers.

“Your balls are tight,” she said. “I can feel them from here. You want to come already, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She laughed again, softer, and didn’t speed up. Her other hand slid under the back of the diaper, not to open it, just to cup my ass and hold me on the stool, and through the padding one fingertip found my hole and stayed there, a firm point, not in, just on.

“Your hole clenched when I touched it,” she said. “Do it again.”

I did. My ass tightened on her finger and my cock leaked into the wet padding, a slick spot under the head that wasn’t piss. She felt that too. She stroked up and caught it and smeared it into the cloth and went back down over my balls.

“Look at you, a messy man with a pin on his coat,” she said. “Look in the mirror.”

I looked. Jacket open. The diaper swollen and dark at the front, her hand working my cock through it, and my face already gone.

“Eyes on me when I’m talking to you.”

I looked at her. She was standing between my knees, and her free hand had gone down the front of her own dress. I heard her breath change.

“You want to know what this does to me,” she said. It wasn’t a question. “My cunt’s been wet since you got hard at the sight of that diaper. My clit’s right under my fingers and I’m not stopping. You don’t get to touch it. You get to sit there and come in that diaper the way your mouth gave up.”

“Odile...”

Her palm pressed my cock flat and held it.

“Mommy,” I said. “Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please stroke my cock. Please let me come. In the diaper. In the piss. I’ll make a mess, I don’t care.”

“I know you don’t,” she said. “That’s what I like about you tonight.”

Her hand kept moving between her own legs, and I heard how wet she was, a small slick sound at her clit. Her other hand never left my cock. She stroked harder now, the wet padding slapping softly at my belly at the top of every pull. The powder had gone to paste under my balls, and every stroke dragged the paste and the piss and the slick from my slit together into one hot mess around my cock.

“Call the wine again,” she said.

“I can’t.”

“Call it.”

“Cabernet. I don’t have the year. It’s green, it’s short. Mommy, I can’t taste anything, you’ve got your hand on my cock...”

She laughed out loud at that, and her hand sped up, and the diaper squelched. My ass came up off the stool and she pushed me back down with the heel of her stroking hand, flat on the wet padding.

“There it is,” she said. “The famous palate, gone, because I rubbed you through a wet diaper. Tell me what you’re about to do.”

“I’m going to come. In the diaper. In your hand. Mommy, fuck, I’m...”

“You come first. Then you thank me.”

She gripped my cock through the diaper and jerked it short and tight, right under the head. My balls pulled up hard and my hole clenched on nothing again and again, and I could hear her working her clit, fast, her breath breaking, and smell her over the wine and the piss.

“Look at me and come,” she said. “Now.”

I did. It hit low and then all at once, a thick pulse up my cock and then another, shooting into the already soaked padding, hot on hot, until the front couldn’t hold the shape of me anymore. I groaned and kept coming. She stroked me through every spurt, laughing, not unkindly, milking my cock through the mess while my hips jerked and my balls emptied and my ass shook on the stool.

“That was fast,” she said, still laughing. “God, that was fast. A palate like yours, and you come in your diaper before the glass is even in your hand. Feel it. Tell me.”

“I came. I came in the diaper. I’m still... still pulsing. Come and piss. It’s a mess. Mommy.”

The word went through me and I spurted once more, weakly, into the ruined padding, and she felt it and pressed down so I had to sit in it, warm and heavy, my cock twitching and starting to soften in the mess. She kept her hand there until the last jerk stopped.

Her own breath was rough. She rubbed her clit a few seconds longer with her eyes on my lap, and I watched her thighs tighten, and she came quietly with a small sound, her fingers wet when she brought them up. She wiped them on the towel, not on me.

“You don’t get this,” she said, meaning her cunt, meaning her hand. “You get the diaper. You get my palm. You get to spit.”

She picked up the glass she’d held back and put it to my mouth.

“Thank you, Mommy.”

I tasted it, and I had nothing true to say about it, and I spat into the bucket. A drop of wine hit the rim and ran down. My lap was a hot sag of come and piss, the diaper swollen, the tapes still flat where she’d pressed them, and my cock lay soft in the mess and still tried to stir when she looked at it.

She wrote something on the tasting sheet under wet, and didn’t show me the word.

Then she took my notepad off the member book, and my pen out of my jacket, and laid them both in the walnut tasting tray where she keeps the reserve keys. She closed the glass lid and turned the little brass key in its lock, and the click was clean.

“Tomorrow’s flight is blindfolded,” she said. “You wear a diaper in. You thank me at the door. Corked is still yours, any pour, any minute.”

She put the key in her pocket. My pin flashed once in the mirror, and her hand came back flat on the wet front of me, feeling the come and the piss and what was left of my cock, deciding.

❦

Her thumb set my left hand flat on the walnut tray, and then my right, and held them there until the wood warmed under my palms. Under the glass lid, behind the little brass lock, lay my notepad and my pen. I couldn’t see them. I couldn’t see anything. The blindfold was black and tight, and the tasting room smelled of red wine and the powder she’d put on me when I came in.

“Your hands stay there,” Odile said, in the level voice she uses for the cellar log. “You don’t touch your cock today. You don’t touch your balls. You don’t touch the diaper unless I put your hand on it, and I won’t.”

I sat on the stool with my shirt buttoned and a tasting apron tied over a thick diaper, my trousers folded somewhere on the counter where I couldn’t see them. The members wouldn’t be down for hours. My cock was already thick inside the padding, and she hadn’t touched it. She’d only talked.

“Yes,” I said.

“And you thank me before I let go of the glass.”

I heard the pour, a clean thread of wine into the bowl, and smelled dark fruit and a little heat before she brought the stem to my mouth.

“Thank you, Mommy.”

She let go. My hands came off the tray only for that, the way she’d allowed, and I tasted. For half a second it had the shape of a left bank wine in my mouth, graphite and cassis, and then the tannin went green at the edges and I knew I was only reaching. I spat into the bucket, a small wet sound.

“One,” she said. “Spit. That’s right.”

The diaper sat heavy between my thighs on the stool, thick through the crotch, the tapes snug at my hips under the apron, and every shift of my ass on the wood made it rustle. I set the glass down where her fingers guided it and put both palms back on the locked tray. My cock pushed at the front of the padding. She saw it. She always saw it.

Between pours her hand came in under the apron and checked me through the diaper, one press at my cock and one lower where my balls sat packed into the bulk. Dry. She left her hand there long enough that I got harder under it, and then she took it away.

“Thank you, Mommy,” I said when the second glass touched my lip, before she let go.

It was cooler than the first, more iron, a little violet, or so I told myself. I spat. My mouth wanted to reach for a third adjective, and I didn’t let it. The Thursday flight card was always mine to write, every week for years, and today it was folded in her pocket and my pen was under glass.

“You’re holding your piss,” she said. “I can see it in your stomach. Don’t.”

“I can wait.”

“You won’t make it through the third.”

She poured and I thanked her. The glass was in my hand and the wine was on my tongue, black cherry, a warmth of alcohol, a finish that wanted oak, when my bladder let go.

It didn’t ask. Heat broke low in my belly and ran out of me in a hard stream, straight into the diaper, with no warning I could use. It hit my cock first, hot, and soaked outward over my balls, heavy and sudden, the crotch going slack and full while I still had wine in my mouth. I heard the soft rush inside the plastic. My thighs clamped and the edge of the stool bit into the back of one leg. It kept coming, all of it, a long helpless flow, spreading up the front panel until the hem of the apron sat on a warm wet bulge. My cock jerked in the flood and stayed hard. I spat. The wine hit the bucket. The piss didn’t stop until it was done, and then the diaper sagged, hot, and rustled when I breathed.

Odile’s palm came down on the front and held it, pressing the wet bulk up against my cock and my balls, and didn’t move.

“Finish your note,” she said.

“Black cherry. Warm. The finish is short. I spat.”

“And you pissed in the diaper with it still in your mouth.” The heat of my own piss came back through her palm into my cock. “Say it.”

“I pissed. All of it. In the middle of the taste.”

“Mm,” she said, approving, and my cock swelled harder into the soaked front, right into her palm. She felt it, pressed once as if she were deciding something, and took her hand away. I put both palms back on the tray. They were shaking. I didn’t touch myself.

Paper moved. She was at the counter, and I heard her take a page out of the club files, the dry sound of an old sheet.

“Your note,” she said. “On the Burgundy. You wrote this, two summers ago. Listen.”

She read it the way she reads a bill of sale, without any kindness in it.

“Color: deep ruby, clear at the rim. Weight: full, almost heavy on the tongue, satin where it should have been silk. Warmth: a low red heat, not cooked, held in the middle. Finish: long, earth, a little iron, and it stays after you think you have spat it out.”

My pin was on the strap of the apron. Once it had stood behind every word of that note. Now I couldn’t even see it. I could only feel its small weight when I swallowed.

“Describe the diaper,” she said, “in those words.”

“No.”

She waited. The room was quiet enough that I heard her set the pen down.

“Corked?” she asked.

“No,” I said. “Not corked. Ask me again.”

Her palm came back on the wet front and pressed harder, grinding the soaked diaper into my cock and my balls, holding the heat of the piss there until my hips tried to lift off the stool and couldn’t.

“Hands on the tray,” she said, and then she asked again, one word at a time.

I put them flat. The lock was under my right palm. My cock leaked a thin line of slick into the piss, and she felt that too.

“Color,” she said.

My mouth opened, because my body had already given her the rest.

“Deep,” I said. “Not ruby. Dark at the front where I pissed, heavier in the middle, clear nowhere. The tapes are still pale. It’s full. It looks used. I can’t see it, and I know it anyway.”

“Weight.”

“Full. Almost heavy on my cock. Satin’s a lie. It’s thick and wet and packed against my balls, and it drags when I breathe.”

I heard her pen on the tasting sheet, every word set down as if I’d called a wine.

“Warmth.”

“A low heat. Mine. Held in the middle, against the head of my cock. Not cooked. It stays.”

“Finish.”

I swallowed. The diaper rustled, sodden, and a last warm seep moved under her palm.

“Long,” I said. “Earth. Iron. Piss. It stays after I think I’ve finished. It’s still on me.”

“That,” she said, “is the most honest note you’ve written in a year.”

My cock kicked in the mess. She wrote the last of it, and then poured the fourth glass and brought it to my mouth.

“Thank you, Mommy,” I said, before she let go.

I tasted and spat. I wouldn’t have trusted any note I’d written. My hands went back to the tray, flat and damp at the wrists with sweat, and she checked the diaper again, palm pressed to the soaked front, and left it there while she spoke.

“The bench,” she said. “Under the mirror. The blindfold stays on. You don’t take your hands off wherever I put them.”

She walked me there. The diaper swung, heavy and loud, the piss cooling at the edges and still hot against my cock. The bench leather was cool when she laid me down on my side, and my cheek found it, and the mirror was somewhere above me, a presence I couldn’t use. She took my wrists and set both hands on the near edge of the bench, fingers curled over the lip, palms down.

“Stay.”

She untied the apron, and then the tapes ripped, one and then the other, a dry tearing sound, and she folded the front of the diaper down. Cool air hit my wet cock and my wet balls and the damp crease of my ass. I could smell myself, piss and skin and the powder going sour at the edges. My cock stood out into the open, slick at the tip, and slapped once against the inside of the lowered panel. I didn’t touch it. My hands ached from holding the edge of the bench.

A cabinet door. Gloves, the snap of one and then the other. Lube, a small wet sound in her palm.

“I’m going to open your hole,” she said. “One finger. I’m going to take the finish out of you myself. You’ll drip on the diaper. You won’t grab your cock. If your hips push, they push. And it stays a dribble until I say it doesn’t.”

“Odile.”

“Mommy, if you need a name. Or nothing. Answer the question I haven’t asked. Are your hands on the bench?”

“Yes.”

Her gloved finger pressed against my hole, slick, and I clenched. She didn’t rush. She circled slowly, the lube going cold and then warm, and my ass opened because she waited with the pad of her finger right there, patient and exact. Then she pushed in, to the first knuckle and then deeper, and my cock jumped and a thin string of clear slick fell onto the open diaper underneath me. I heard it land.

“There,” she said. She found the gland and held it, a small firm press, not a stroke yet. “That’s the finish. I’m taking it out of you.”

She worked it slowly. In a little, press, a short rub, back out. My hole gripped the glove. Every press pushed a feeling up through my cock that wasn’t a stroke and was worse than one, a deep ache that turned into a drip. Clear fluid welled at the tip and fell, drop by drop, onto the wet diaper. My balls drew up. I pushed my hips back onto her finger and the drip didn’t turn into a shot. It stayed thin and endless, pattering on the open front.

“You’re fucking yourself on one finger,” she said, “and you still haven’t touched your cock. You can’t see what it’s doing to you. I can. Your cock’s red. Your balls are tight. You’re making a mess on the diaper you already pissed in. Say it.”

“I’m making a mess.” My voice wasn’t the one I use on the floor. “My cock’s dripping. I’m pushing my ass onto your finger. I haven’t touched myself.”

She rubbed harder, still slow, milking me in short exact pulls, and the dribble thickened. A white thread slid out of my cock and landed warm on the diaper, and then another, not a real shot, a leak she was drawing out of me. My hands crushed the bench edge. I wanted my cock in my fist so badly my arms shook, and I didn’t move them. The blindfold was wet with sweat at the bridge of my nose. She kept her finger in me and talked while she worked.

“Once upon a time you’d have written ‘long finish’ on the sheet and gone home proud of that pin,” she said. “Today the finish is this. Your come starting. Your piss under it. Your hole around my glove. Stay open for me.”

She pressed and pulled, pressed and pulled, and the leak turned into a pulse. My cock jerked in the air with nothing on it, and the first real spurt hit the diaper, hot and thick, and a sound came out of me before I could stop it. She didn’t stop. She milked me straight through it, finger deep in my ass, working the gland while my cock shot hands-free onto the open diaper, spurt after spurt, come striping the piss, my balls tight and jumping, my hips fucking back onto her hand. I came hard and messy and blind, my hole clenching on the glove, and when the shots thinned the come kept running down onto the diaper in heavy drops. She held the press until the last weak pulse oozed out of me, and when my body curled up she smeared the head of my cock against the wet front.

“That’s the finish,” she said. “Taken out of you. You came in your diaper with no hand on your cock. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

My ass fluttered around her finger. She eased it out slowly, and my hole closed on nothing, slick at the rim. I was still hard enough to ache, with come on my cock and piss and come on the diaper under my hip, and my hands still hadn’t left the edge of the bench. I was proud of that for one stupid second. Then I heard the glove snap off, and her bare fingertip touched the slit of my cock, took the last slow drop that welled out of it, and came to my lips.

“Lick,” she said. “That’s you.”

I licked. Salt, and the taste of myself. She made a small approving sound, and then I heard her clothes, a zipper, and the bench shifted as she climbed onto it. Her bare thigh crossed my shoulder, warm, smelling of her.

“On your back,” she said. “Hands out wide. You don’t grab. I’m going to sit on your mouth, and you’ll fuck me with your tongue until I come. Your cock stays in that mess. If you need to piss again, you piss. You don’t stop.”

She rolled me over. The open diaper bunched under my ass, wet and loud, and come smeared my lower back and the leather. My cock lay up on my belly, spent and still thick. She put my hands out to the sides, flat on the bench, and sat.

Her cunt came down on my mouth, hot and already wet, and her lips parted over my tongue. She tasted sharp and slick, and she ground down once so that her clit sat right on the flat of my tongue.

“There,” she said. “That’s my clit. Lick it. Don’t get clever.”

I licked, slowly at first and then at the pace she set with her hips, her pussy sliding over my mouth and her hole wetting my chin when she rocked back. She was heavy on me exactly as much as she chose to be, one hand in my hair over the blindfold strap and the other braced somewhere I couldn’t see. I sucked her clit and she swore, short, and pushed her cunt harder against my face.

“Use your tongue in my hole,” she said. “Then back to my clit. You know a finish. Give me one.”

I fucked my tongue into her pussy, in and out, tasting how wet she’d gotten, and then went back up to her clit, flat licks and then a point and then flat again. Her thighs shook. She rode my mouth steadily, her cunt smearing my lips and my chin and the lower edge of the blindfold, and I couldn’t see her, but I could hear her breath go thin. My cock twitched in the cooling mess and I didn’t touch it. My hands stayed flat.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “I’m close. Suck.”

I sucked her clit and she came on my mouth in a hard grind, her pussy pulsing and wet flooding my tongue, her whole body going tight and then loose in a shudder she didn’t bother to make pretty. She said fuck once, low, and held my head there until the pulses eased, and then she lifted off. The air hit my wet face, and I breathed, and my mouth was full of the taste of her.

“You didn’t move your hands,” she said, and the praise went straight into my spent cock and it tried to thicken again in the mess.

I heard the wipes, the soft pull of cloth from the packet. She cleaned my cock and my balls and the crease of my ass, thoroughly, with cool wipes and no hurry, turning me as she needed to. The open diaper came away heavy with piss and come and dropped into the bin with a wet sound. Then powder, and a fresh diaper unfolded under my hips. She rolled me into it and brought the front up over my cock and taped it, the left tab and then the right, and then her palm on the clean front over my cock, holding there, deciding.

“Dry,” she said. “For now.”

The blindfold stayed on. Paper again, and her pen.

“Finish extracted,” she said, writing it on the tasting sheet in the place where I would once have signed a flight.

I lay on the bench in the fresh diaper with my shirt stuck to my back and the apron open, my hands still where she’d put them until she picked one up and laid it on my stomach. The diaper was thick and clean and already warm from my skin. My hole ached, used and good. My mouth tasted of her.

Before service she stood me up. I heard the hook behind the apron peg and a hanger set on it, cloth sliding, satin, a small weight. She didn’t put it in my hands.

“A black satin bodysuit,” she said. “It’s hanging there. You’ll see it when I take the blindfold off, or you won’t. I’m not asking you. Corked is still yours.”

She checked the diaper one more time and left it.
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The black satin bodysuit hung on the hook behind my tasting apron, and I stood in front of it in nothing but the diaper.

It was morning upstairs, and down here there were only the lamps. The cellar door was still locked at the top of the stairs, and the members wouldn’t be down for hours. Odile was at the counter with two glasses of white already poured, and she didn’t turn around until the hanger clicked.

I took the bodysuit down. The satin was cool and far too light for the bulk it had to cover, and the snaps at the crotch knocked together. I held it out at arm’s length, away from the diaper and away from my cock, which was already shifting in the padding.

I didn’t put it on.

She set her glass down, and the stem rang once on the wood. She crossed the room and took my wrist, without a speech, her grip exact.

“Corked?” she asked, her fingers still around my wrist.

I shook my head. “Not corked,” I said. “I just can’t put it on myself.”

She turned me toward the mirror. My cock thickened while she was still moving my arm, before her eyes had even dropped. The diaper held it up and to the side, thick, taped at the hips the way she’d taped it on me before the light was fully up, and still dry. I hadn’t touched it. My hands wanted the front, and they stayed on the satin because she had my wrist.

In the glass I was a man without his pin. It was still on the apron hanging from the hook, a small gold point I used to check in this same mirror as if it could keep a room in order. This morning the apron hung empty and the pin faced the wall.

She shook the bodysuit out and dressed me in it, my arms through, the satin sliding down over my chest and my stomach and then over the diaper. It was cut for a grown man, and the diaper still pushed the crotch out into a heavy shape under the shine. She reached between my legs. One snap, then the next, then the last, each one pulling the satin tight against the padding. My balls sat low in it. My cock had nowhere to go and got harder against the closed snaps.

“Look at it,” she said.

“I am.”

“You’re looking at your face. Look at the diaper.”

I looked. The lines of the tapes under the black, and the ridge of my cock. She put her palm on the front through the satin and pressed, and felt the dry give of it, and my hips tipped forward into her hand.

“There you are,” she said.

My cock jumped under her palm. She felt it, and didn’t praise me. She took her hand away and lifted the apron off the hook.

“On.”

I put it on, and it covered the satin from my chest to my thighs. Under it the diaper rubbed when I shifted, a thick soft sound, not loud, just mine. She went back to the counter and I followed, because her hand had already left my shoulder and the order was in the leaving.

She had her fingers on the stem of my glass, and she didn’t let go.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you.”

“For the glass. All of it.”

“Thank you for the glass, Mommy.”

The name came out rough, and it went straight down my spine into my cock. She let go of the stem. She tasted her own pour and spat into the bucket. I tasted. Acid first, then pear skin and wet stone and a green edge that I would once have written down in a hand nobody argued with. I spat, all of it. Nothing stayed in my mouth but the ghost of the wine.

She stepped in at my hip and slid her palm under the apron, onto the diaper through the satin, right over my cock.

“Dry,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Tell me what I’m holding.”

“A diaper. Dry. My cock in it.”

“Good,” she said, very softly, and I got harder with her hand still flat on me. She pressed once, felt the jump, and took her hand away.

“The Thursday flight card’s on the board,” she said. “You wrote it like a man who still owned his mouth. Today you thank me before I let a glass go. Hands off yourself. You spit every pour. You don’t touch that cock.”

I looked at the card. She’d put it back in its brass frame beside the mirror, four lines in my own tight, proud hand. That card had been the job for years. Today my cock was leaking a thin slick into the dry lining, and the card could hang there until she said otherwise.

She took the apron off me again, leaving the black satin snapped shut over the diaper, and walked me to the leather bench under the mirror.

Her hands on my shoulders laid me down on my back. The leather was cool through the satin and the diaper crinkled under my ass. She set my hands at my sides, palms to the bench, one and then the other.

“They stay.”

“They stay.”

She pulled her skirt up. She wasn’t wearing anything under it. Her cunt was right there, the hair trimmed short, her lips already a little open, and the smell of her reached me before she moved. She put one knee by my ear and then the other and sat on my face, facing down the length of me, and her pussy settled warm and heavy over my mouth and nose. I opened because her hand tapped my jaw once, and that was the order.

My tongue found her. Salt, skin, a clean sharp tang. She rolled her hips so that I dragged her from her hole all the way up to her clit.

“Taste me the way you tasted that glass,” she said. “Out loud, between strokes. I want the words in my cunt.”

I licked, and pulled back just far enough to speak into the wet.

“Bright. High acid. Green at the...”

She sat down and cut me off with her pussy. “Not green. You’re not selling me a pour. Again.”

I licked lower, into the softer slick, and came up for air.

“Rounder in the middle. Sweet under the salt. It lasts, if I stay on your clit.”

“Lasts is a cellar word. This is my pussy. Say pussy. Say clit. Say what they’re doing.”

“Your pussy’s sweet under the salt. Your clit swells when I suck it. It gets hard on my tongue.”

“Yes,” she said.

My cock kicked in the diaper and the satin pulled across the padding. I hadn’t put a hand on myself, and I wouldn’t. My palms stayed on the leather, and my hips still tried to rise.

She rocked on me, and I heard her breathing and the wet sound of my tongue. If I opened my eyes, the mirror would give me her ass with the skirt bunched up over it, and the black bulge of the diaper between my legs.

“Eyes open,” she said. “Watch what your mouth’s doing.”

I opened them. Her back, my flat hands, the ridge of my cock in the satin. She saw it without turning her head.

Her palm came down on the front of the diaper through the satin and pressed my cock flat inside the padding, mean and exact, and I groaned into her cunt.

“Hard,” she said, “while I’m still talking. Hands down. No rubbing. Now tell me what I’m doing to your mouth.”

“You’re riding it. Your cunt’s smearing my lips. Your clit’s the part I can’t leave.”

She pressed harder, and my hips pushed up into her palm before I could stop them. The satin slid on the thick padding and my cock dragged in the lining, a little slick of my own spreading there, only the leak of being this hard under her hand.

She lifted her palm and held it in the air over the bulge.

“No. You pushed. You don’t get the hand when you push.”

My hips stayed up, chasing nothing, and then dropped. The diaper crinkled and went cool where her palm had been, and my cock throbbed alone in the padding.

“Mommy.”

“Taste. Don’t spend my name unless I ask for it. What do you taste now?”

I put my tongue back in her. She was closer. Her thighs shook against my ears and her cunt got wetter and messier, flooding over my chin.

“Your pussy’s flooding. Sharp. Almost bitter at the edge of your clit. You’re going to come on my mouth.”

“Come is the right word. Keep your tongue right there.”

She sat down heavier and rode my face, and I sucked her clit, and she made a short sound, not pretty, just true, and her pussy pulsed against my mouth. Wet ran down my chin onto the bench. She stayed. She didn’t lift. Her weight held my head and her thighs kept me there while she shook.

Underneath her, hard and untouched, my body went.

It started low behind my cock, a hot give I hadn’t ordered. The padding was still dry at the edges. Then there was heat at the tip, a slow pulse I couldn’t pinch off, leaving me warm and soaking into the cloth right against the head. It ran under my balls. I tried to stop and my hole clenched, and more came anyway, a heavier push and then another. The thick layers drank it and got heavy fast, swelling between my legs and pulling at the tapes on my hips. The warmth climbed the front and slid under my ass where the diaper cupped me. I heard it more than the room could have, a soft rush muffled in the padding, and then a wetter shift when the lining couldn’t take the next push all at once and the heat ran out to the sides.

The satin went dark at the front. I could see it in the mirror, black going blacker, a wet shine spreading over the bulge until the shape of my cock was lost in the soaked padding, all while she stayed on my mouth. My balls sat in the warmth. A last hard rush hit the front and the diaper sagged full, stuck to me from my cock back to the crack of my ass, and the smell came up sharp and mine under the smell of her.

I made a sound into her cunt that wasn’t a word yet.

She lifted off slowly. She looked at my mouth, and then at the dark satin.

“You pissed,” she said. “All of it. While I came on your face.”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I pissed in the diaper. The satin’s gone dark. I’m a mess.”

“And your hands?”

They were still at my sides. My chin was wet with her, and my cock was still hard in the soaked padding, angry and unfinished, trapped in the heat behind the snaps.

She put her palm on the front through the wet satin, and the warmth of my piss came through into her hand. She pressed, and the diaper squelched in a thick wet give, and the mess moved around my cock, and I gasped. She didn’t open a tape. She left it on.

“You stay in it,” she said.

“Mommy.”

“That’s right,” she said, and I jerked in the wet and nearly came from the words alone. She saw the jerk and took her hand away before I could use it.

I heard a buckle at the counter.

“Up. The bench is done.”

I got up. The soaked diaper hung heavy between my thighs, and every step pushed warm piss against my cock and my balls, and the satin clung, dark and stuck to the padding. In the mirror I was a grown man with my mouth shining from her cunt, hard in a wet diaper under black satin. The tasting sheet lay on the walnut tray beside the glasses, and on it, in her hand from the day before, were the Burgundy words I’d used on a wet diaper as if it were a flaw I could still put a price on. She hadn’t opened the tray. She didn’t need to. She already had me.

She bent me over the counter, chest to the wood, the spit bucket by my elbow and the two glasses still standing there, both of them spat, nothing swallowed. She kicked my feet apart. She opened the crotch snaps and pushed the satin up over the small of my back, but she didn’t take the diaper off. She pulled the back of it down just far enough to bare my hole and left the front taped, soaked, my cock buried in the piss-warm padding. The cool air hit my hole and I flinched.

“Stay. Hands on the wood. Not on your cock, not on your balls.”

“On the wood.”

The strap was already on her. I heard the leather, and then felt the blunt slick head of it against my hole. She set it there and pressed, a harder order in the push than in any of her words.

“What do you feel?”

“The strap. At my hole.”

“Say fuck. Say where.”

“Fuck my hole.”

She pushed in slowly. It burned and then gave, my hole opening around it, and she sank in until her hips met my ass. The shove drove my cock forward into the wet diaper and the piss squeezed around the head, and I groaned into the counter.

“Again. What’s in you?”

“Your strap’s in my hole. You’re fucking my ass.”

“I’m fucking you. Look in the mirror and tell me what you see. No pretty words.”

I looked. She was behind me with her skirt up, the strap disappearing into my ass and her hands on my hips. The front of the satin was a dark wet bulge. My face was red and my mouth hung open.

“You’re fucking my hole. My cock’s in a pissed diaper. The satin’s dark with it. My balls are hanging in the mess. I look used.”

“You do,” she said, and I clenched on the strap.

She drew back and fucked into me harder. The edge of the counter bit my hips, and every thrust punched me forward into the soaked diaper, which squelched loudly under the satin each time she drove in. My balls swung in the piss and hit the lining, and I was so hard it hurt, with nowhere for my cock to go but into the heat.

“You don’t come until I say,” she said. “If you piss again, you piss. You’ve already broken once. You can break again. You don’t touch yourself. If you reach, I stop, and you stay exactly like this.”

“I won’t reach.”

She fucked me deep and steady. The strap dragged over something inside me that made my cock leak more than slick, and precome mixed into the piss, and my thighs shook. Her hand came around and pressed the wet front through the satin once, a flat check, and lifted away the instant my hips pushed back onto the strap and forward into the padding at the same time.

“There. You want both. You get the fucking. You don’t get my hand on your cock.”

“Please.”

“No. Give me a tasting note on your cock. Now. Out loud.”

The words I’d used on other people’s wine turned around and bit me.

“Thick. Trapped. My cock’s hot in the piss. The diaper’s heavy on my balls. Every time you fuck my hole they pull up. I’m going to come in it.”

“Come. Not a vintage. Come. And you wait.”

“I’m going to come in the diaper.”

“Not yet.”

She stayed deep and ground against me. My hole fluttered around the strap and the wet padding clung to every inch of my cock, and a new heat built low in my belly, the same give as on the bench, meaner now because I was already full.

“Mommy. It’s coming again.”

“Then piss. Hold the come.”

It left me while she was buried in my ass, a hot rush down my cock into the already soaked diaper, piss on piss with no room left for it. It flooded the front and squeezed out against the satin in a warm spread, and the bodysuit went wetter and darker in a wide stain stuck to the padding. I heard a thicker rush and then the squelch when she thrust and forced the mess around my balls. Some of it pushed at the leg gathers, but most of it stayed, heavy and hot against my skin, a mess I couldn’t hide from the mirror. My cock jerked in the flood. I bit down on the sound and held back the come by nothing but her order.

“Hold it,” she said. “Let the piss go. That’s it.”

My hole clamped on her strap, and my cock pulsed right on the edge, drowning, and I held.

She fucked me through it. Wet sounds, wood, my breathing, and then her breath on my neck when she leaned in and spoke against my ear.

“Whose cock is this?”

“Yours. Mommy. Yours.”

“And whose piss?”

“Mine. In your diaper. On your strap. I pissed while you were fucking me.”

“And when I say so, whose come?”

“Yours. I come when you say. In the diaper. In the piss.”

“Now.”

She shoved deep and stayed there. “Come in the diaper while you piss. Both. I want the mess.”

I let go.

Come shot out of my cock into the soaked padding, hard thick spurts mixing with the piss that was still leaving me in weaker pulses. I came and pissed at the same time, and the diaper took all of it, every shot of come kicking out another little push of piss. The satin dragged on the swollen front. My balls drew up tight in the hot mess and emptied, and I shook against the counter with my hole gripping the strap while she kept it buried and fucked me in short mean strokes, so that the come had to go forward into the diaper and nowhere else. I said it all out loud, because my mouth was hers.

“I’m coming. I’m pissing. My cock’s coming in the piss. Fuck. My balls. My hole. I’m a mess.”

“Yes. All of it. Stay open.”

She didn’t pull out until the last of the come had leaked out of me and the piss had tapered off to a dribble in the ruined diaper. I was wrecked and full, wet at the hole where the strap had been fucking me and soaked at the front where the diaper sagged with come and piss under the dark shine of the satin. My hands had never left the wood.

She pulled out slowly, and my hole closed in little flutters. She didn’t wipe me. She pulled the back of the diaper up over my ass and pressed the tape flat, and closed the snaps, and checked the front with her palm through the wet satin, the way she checked me between pours. The come and piss shifted under her hand and I groaned. She turned me around and set my hands at my sides.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her face was calm. Her cunt was still wet on her thighs, and the strap hung slick from fucking me.

“A flawed cask,” she said. “It goes on the private list. And you’ll be the one to name it.”

❦

I asked for the bathroom before she’d even looked up.

Odile kept her hand on the private list, one line under her palm: Cask four, flawed. The tasting room was dark beyond the counter, the cellar door was still bolted at the top of the stairs, and the members weren’t due down until evening. I sat on the stool in the black satin bodysuit with the apron over it, and under the satin the diaper was already thick with what I’d let go of that morning.

“I need the bathroom,” I said.

“The cask comes first,” she said. “The bathroom can wait.”

My cock thickened while she was still talking, and the satin pulled. She looked at the shape it made and didn’t smile.

“Mommy...”

“You thank me when there’s a glass. Not before.”

She came around the counter and put me back on the stool with one hand on my chest. The apron ties bit, and under them the diaper rustled, warm and heavy at the front, the tapes snug on my hips. I hadn’t been near a toilet since morning. My balls sat low and sore, and my hole tightened on nothing.

She set a bag and a nozzle down beside the spit bucket.

“Open up.”

“Odile, I can hold it. I don’t need...”

Her palm settled on the front of the diaper and stayed there.

“Corked?” she asked.

I looked at the nozzle for a long moment. “No,” I said. “Do it. Before I lose my nerve.”

She undid the snaps herself and folded the satin up off my thighs, leaving the apron where it was. She stood me up and bent me over the counter and peeled the back tapes open, and cool air hit my ass. There was one slick finger at my hole, and then the nozzle, and she pushed it in.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

Warm water went into me, slowly at first and then in a longer push. My gut took the weight low behind my cock, a cramp that made my thighs jump against the counter. She held the nozzle in my hole until the bag went flat, then pulled it out and set her thumb over my hole so none of it came back.

“Hold.”

She seated the diaper back into the crack of my ass, laid each tape down under her flat palm, and sat me back on the stool. The plastic closed over a belly full of water and the morning’s piss, and I could hear it shift when I breathed. She tied a cloth over my eyes, and everything went dark, and then her hand was on my knee.

Wine hit glass, and she put the glass in my fingers.

“First pour.”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

I tasted. Short acid, green, a bruised edge under the fruit. I spat in the bucket and the copper rang. Inside me the water surged, and I locked my hole down on it. My cock was hard against the wet front, and she put her hand there and felt the shape of it.

“You’re holding,” she said. “Say it.”

“I’m holding.”

“Second pour. The glass stays at your mouth until I take it.”

She poured. The cloth over my eyes smelled like her soap. The pin was on the apron strap now, and it clicked against the wood when I shifted.

“Thank you, Mommy.”

She set the glass at my lips. I took the wine in and didn’t swallow, and the cramp hit harder, and the heat climbed toward my hole, and I tried to keep it shut. My cock jerked in the wet diaper. A small sound got out of me, and then my hole gave.

It came in a slow push I couldn’t stop, heat first and then weight, spreading under me on the stool and filling the seat of the diaper in a thick slide. The plastic got loud. Another push came, hotter, and the mass sat heavy between my ass and the stool, packing out, pushing the morning’s wet forward until it climbed my balls. My thighs shook. I kept the wine in my mouth, and then I spat, and the bucket took it. The smell came up under the apron, close and mine and nothing at all like wine.

Her palm went flat on the back of the diaper and stayed there. She felt the give and the heat and the sag, and she didn’t move her hand.

“All of it,” she said.

Another cramp came, and I pushed the rest out into her palm through the plastic. My cock stayed hard. She pressed once, the mess shifted against my hole, and I groaned into the dark of the cloth.

“Spit again if you’ve still got any.”

“I spat.”

“Then that’s all I needed.”

My cock throbbed against the soaked front, and her palm didn’t leave the back of the diaper.

She took the glass away and pulled the blindfold off. Light, and her face, calm. She looked at the bulge under her hand and then at my cock, still standing up.

“Off the stool.”

I stood, and the diaper hung loud and hot and packed, and every step to the mirror wall swung it against my ass and my balls. She walked me there by the apron tie and turned me to face myself. She took the apron off and opened the bodysuit the rest of the way and left it hanging at my elbows, and the messed diaper stayed on. I saw it: thick and sagging, the tapes strained, a dark weight low in the seat, my cock a hard line in the yellowed front. In the glass I was a grown man without his pin, my mouth wet from the spit.

“Please,” I said. “A clean one. Please, Mommy.”

“You haven’t earned it.”

“I held the first pour. I thanked you. Please. A clean diaper. I’m asking out loud.”

Her hand answered for her. She pressed the back again, flat, and the mess moved up against my hole, and I went harder. My face went red in the mirror. Corked sat right there on my tongue, heavier than it had ever been. I didn’t say it. I swallowed nothing but the taste of wine and spit.

She reached for the shelf under the mirror and held a clean diaper up beside my face where I could see it, white and thick and dry. Then she put it back.

“Name it,” she said. “By smell. The way you’d name a flaw in a cask. Three notes, out loud.”

I breathed in because she told me to. There was nothing near my mouth, only the smell, the heat coming off my own ass and the plastic and the close little room.

“The first note’s a struck match gone cold,” I said, in the voice I’d always used for a flawed cask. “The second’s sweet rot, fruit left too long in a warm bin. The third...” The adjectives turned on me, and in the mirror my cock jumped when I said it. “The third’s barnyard. Past the fruit, sitting in the lees. Hot. Mine.”

She wrote on the private list under Cask four, and I heard the pen. She didn’t read it back.

“Again. Shorter.”

“Match. Rot. Barnyard.”

“Yes,” she said.

My cock leaked into the front of the diaper, a clear thread that wasn’t piss, and she saw it in the glass and laid two fingers on the wet spot. It wasn’t a stroke, only the fact of it.

She changed me standing up, facing the mirror. The tapes came off with her nails under the plastic, and she peeled the front down, and my cock sprang out hard and wet at the tip, my balls tight. The back came away with a sound. The messed diaper sagged heavy in her hands, and she rolled it in on itself tightly and dropped it into the lidded bin under the counter, and the lid shut.

Cool air on my ass and my hole. I watched her take the wipes. She wiped my cock first, down the shaft and under the head, and then my balls, slowly, and I stayed hard in her hand without her closing her fist. She wiped under me, my hole and the crack of my ass, each pass taking the heat off my skin, and kept going until I was clean. I made a noise. She didn’t stop. Then powder, shaken over my cock and my balls and my ass, rubbed in with her palm over the hole she’d just cleaned. I watched the white settle on me in the mirror, and my hands stayed at my sides.

She took the clean diaper off the shelf and held it open and pulled it up between my thighs. The front covered my hard cock and tented. She taped the left side and held her palm on the tab until it stuck, and then the right, a long press. It was thick again, dry and snug, my cock trapped up against the soft inside.

“Look,” she said.

I looked. Clean. Hard. Powder on my thighs. And her cunt was bare under her open shirt. I hadn’t noticed her take her skirt off. Her pussy was wet on her thighs and her clit stood out, and she saw me see it and didn’t cover herself.

She bent me toward the mirror with a hand between my shoulders. The back tapes of the clean diaper came open again, and she folded the plastic down under my ass, so my hole and my ass were bare and my cock stayed in the front, hard, the dry lining stuck to the leak.

The paddle was on the sideboard. She took it without a word.

The first strike landed flat on my left cheek with a crack in the quiet room, and the heat bloomed and I jerked. The second hit the right. She set a pace, left and right, low on my ass and then higher, then across both cheeks where they met. I tried to count in my head and lost it. My hole clenched. Each blow shoved me toward the glass, and my cock rubbed the inside of the diaper and got wetter. She didn’t tell me to count. She paddled until my skin was hot and red, and I watched it go red in the mirror, her arm and my ass and the clean diaper bunched under me, her pussy shining when she shifted her feet.

“Tell me what the mirror shows you,” she said.

“My ass. It’s gone red all over.”

“Tell me what I’m hitting.”

“My ass.”

“Again.”

“My ass, Mommy.”

She landed three more, harder, and stopped. Her hand replaced the paddle and rubbed the burning skin, and my hole fluttered under her thumb. She didn’t push in. She reached around and pulled the loose front of the diaper down off my cock and closed her fist on it, dry powder and then my own leak and then a smooth stroke from the root to the head.

“Hands stay where they are.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She stroked me in front of the mirror so I had to watch: her fist and my cock and my red ass, her other hand on my balls, rolling them and tugging just enough. She spat on her fingers and put them back on my hole, not in, only slick pressure, while her fist worked me. I shook, and the diaper rustled at my thighs.

“You don’t come until I say.”

“I won’t.”

She stroked faster. The head went dark, and a string of clear slick hung from it and broke on the diaper. When she leaned in her clit was right in my line of sight, and she rubbed it once against the heel of the hand that held my balls, a short grind, her pussy wet on her own wrist, and made a small sound. Then she brought that hand back, and her fist tightened on my cock.

“Ask.”

“Please let me come.”

“Not yet.”

She stopped. My cock jumped in her loose fingers and I nearly grabbed for her and didn’t. She waited until the pulse eased and then stroked me again, slow and mean, her thumb over the slit. I wanted to piss again too, and held that. The mess was gone, and the want wasn’t. She saw my face in the glass and stroked me through it.

“Now,” she said. “Come.”

I came in her fist. The first shot hit the mirror in a white stripe, and the next pumped over her knuckles, hot and thick, and she kept stroking and milking it out of me, come slicking her fingers and my cock and the front of the diaper. My balls drew up in her other hand and my red ass clenched, and I groaned and didn’t look away. She worked me until the last of it dribbled onto her thumb, and then she wiped that thumb on my tongue.

“Taste that. Not the other.”

I tasted my own come, salt, and swallowed.

She tucked my cock back into the diaper, half hard and still wet, and set the tapes again, one and then the other. The diaper took the come at the front and held it against me, and my ass stung under the plastic. I stood where she’d put me.

Then she poured a glass of water from the carafe on the counter and held it to my mouth, and for once there was nothing to spit. I drank all of it. She kept her other hand resting on my sore ass through the plastic, warm and still, until my breathing slowed, and she said my name once, quietly, with nothing after it.

She lifted the Thursday flight card out of its brass frame beside the mirror and turned it face up.

“The members’ blind tasting,” she read. “Four glasses. One flaw. You’ll name it in the room. You’ll be wearing this diaper under your clothes, and you won’t go to the bathroom before I say.”

Then she looked up at me, and her voice changed, became plainer. “And if you miss it, Julian, the cork goes down the row, and every one of them smells what you didn’t. That part I won’t decide for you. Say no and I call the flaw myself, and nobody in that room learns a thing about you. Corked still works on this too.”

I thought about it longer than I’d thought about anything in a year. “If I miss it,” I said, “send the cork down the row.”

She nodded once and went back to the card.

I stood at the mirror with come cooling in the diaper and my ass red, and corked still sitting unspoken where I’d left it. My cock stirred while she read, and the clean plastic answered with a small sound.

❦

The members were already on their stools when I took my place at the head of the counter, their glasses set out in a row and four bottles standing in black sleeves. On Thursday nights the club filled with people who kept cellars of their own and opinions to match, all of them long past the thirty-five it took to get off the waiting list and most of them in their fifties and sixties by now. Odile stood at the sideboard with the flight card in her hand and didn’t look at me.

The diaper was thick under my suit trousers. It had been wet since before the first of them came down the stairs, heavy and warm between my legs, sagging enough that the plastic pulled at the tapes whenever I shifted my weight, and every small movement made a soft stuck sound against the wool. I kept my face still. The pin was back on my lapel for the members. It had always been the only vote in this room that counted.

“Fourth sleeve,” Odile said, her voice even. “Julian calls it.”

I lifted the glass. The bowl came up under my nose, and what I got wasn’t wine. It was warm salt, the sharp living smell of my own piss rising off my skin and the soaked padding, caught in the wool and coming up with my breath, and under it the faint sweetness of the come she’d left in that same diaper. I turned the glass and smelled again. It was still me. My hole clenched once, uselessly, and a fresh seep pushed out of me before I could stop it.

It left me in a slow warm pulse that spread into the wet already there and made it heavier. The plastic went tight under my fly with a small crinkle I felt in my teeth. The smell rose straight into the glass under my nose and no farther, and down the counter nobody turned a head. I put the wine in my mouth anyway. It was thin and sour at the edges, and I couldn’t get past myself to find anything else. I spat into the bucket and the copper rang, and I stood there with my hands on the wood and called it.

“Sound,” I said, out loud, to the room. “Clean fruit. No fault.”

Nobody spoke. Odile came down the counter without touching me, drew the cork from the fourth sleeve, and held it out to the first stool.

“Smell,” she said.

The man on the first stool smelled it and his mouth went small. “Corked.”

She passed it along. The woman beside him smelled it and said the same word, flatly, and on down the row it went, each of them, corked, corked, corked. Wet cardboard. Dank. Dead. I heard every one of them. I kept my eyes on the sleeve, and nobody looked at me, and the diaper sagged a little further when I swallowed.

Odile set the cork on the wood in front of me. She didn’t ask for anything. She only waited.

My hand went up to my lapel, and for half a second it stopped there. Nobody had asked me to. But I knew what a missed fault cost a sommelier in his own room, and I’d agreed to the cork going down the row with my eyes open.

“I missed it,” I said. “Take it.”

I unpinned it. The little needle pricked my thumb. She opened her hand and I laid the pin in her palm, and she closed her fingers around it. My lapel was bare. For years that pin had meant I was the palate this room trusted. Now it was a small cold weight in her fist, and under the counter, where nobody could see, my cock twitched in the wet padding as if I’d been praised.

“Thank you,” she said, to the room and not to me. “That’s the flight.”

They finished their notes. They spat. They left their glasses. Coats, low voices, the door. I stood at the head of the counter with piss cooling in the diaper and my trousers hiding all of it, and I didn’t say a word. When the last of them was on the stairs, Odile turned the lock, and the sound of it was loud in the empty room.

“Trousers,” she said.

I opened them. The diaper showed, thick and yellowed through the white, the plastic shining where it had taken the last of it. The smell came up off me, piss and old come and sweat. She looked at it, and then at my face.

“You called that sound.”

“I couldn’t smell the wine,” I said. “I smelled me.”

“Tell me what you smelled.”

“Piss. My piss. And come. Mine.”

She made a small satisfied sound, and my cock jumped in the soaked diaper, and she saw it. She didn’t smile. She peeled the tapes, one side and then the other, slowly, the adhesive lifting off my skin with a tacky sound, and the diaper dropped open. Cool air hit my wet cock and my balls and the crease of my ass. She rolled the diaper in on itself tightly, the heavy mess compacting in her hands, and slid it into the wet-bag from the cabinet under the counter. The pin went in after it. She zipped the bag, and the sound of the zipper was small and final.

“On the stool,” she said.

I sat, my bare ass on the wood. She shook out a fresh diaper, thick as the last, and laid it open.

“Stand up.”

I stood. She drew it up between my legs, settled my cock and balls into the clean padding, and taped it snug, all four tapes. The plastic rustled when I breathed. My cock was hard enough to tent it, and she pressed one finger to the tent, not a stroke, just a point, and then took it away.

“The counter,” she said. “The tasting sheet. You’ll write what you’re wearing, from the nose to the finish, in your own words. And then you’ll sign it.”

The club’s tasting sheet lay blank under my hand. She unlocked the walnut tray with the little brass key and put my own pen back between my fingers. That sheet had been how I kept this room honest for years. I wrote.

Nose: warm, animal, saline. Piss over spent come. Padding, plastic, skin.

Palate: thick. Hot at the front. My own salt. No fruit. No finish I used to sign.

Finish: long. Stays in the wool. Stays on the cock.

I stopped. The last line looked like a lie I was still trying to dress up.

“Read it to me,” she said.

I read it. My voice went thin on cock, and she waited until I’d finished.

“The truth’s shorter,” she said. “Write the mess. Write the piss. Write that you called a corked bottle sound because your diaper was louder than the wine.”

I wrote it. The adjectives I liked had nowhere left to stand. Mess. Piss. Come in the padding. The fault was mine. I signed my name under it, Julian, and the pen shook once and then didn’t.

Odile took the sheet and headed it in her own hand, in clear block letters: House Finish. She didn’t file it yet. She laid it on the tasting table and put her palm flat on the words.

“Up,” she said. “On the table, on your back. Hands off your cock.”

I climbed up. The fresh diaper crinkled with every movement, loud now that the room was empty, and I lay back on the wood with the sheet by my ribs and her palm still resting on House Finish. She undid the four tapes she’d only just fastened, and the diaper fell open under me, clean, and my cock stood up out of it, red and wet at the tip with nothing but want. My balls drew up. She looked at all of it and told me what she saw.

“Hard while I was still talking. Leaking at the slit. Balls tight. You want to fuck, and you haven’t asked.”

“I want to fuck,” I said.

“Ask.”

“Fuck me. Please. Use my cock.”

“Say whose it is.”

“Yours. Mommy.”

The name sat in the empty room between us, and it belonged to nobody else. She stepped out of her skirt, with nothing under it. Her cunt was already slick, the hair dark and neat, and her clit stood out when she spread herself with two fingers and let me see. She climbed onto the table and straddled my hips, knees on the wood, and the head of my cock bumped her pussy, and she held it there without taking it, letting her wet smear over mine.

“First impression,” she said.

“Wet. Dark. Open.”

“Not the wine, Julian. My cunt. Say it plain.”

“Your cunt’s wet. Your clit’s out. I can smell you over the piss still on my thighs.”

My cock jumped and slapped against her pussy. She took the base of it in her hand and lined me up and sank down, slowly. The head pushed at her hole and met the tight ring of heat, and then she opened and took me, inch by inch, her cunt gripping and slick running down onto my balls. I groaned. She didn’t hurry. She sat all the way down to the root and stayed there, full of me, her ass settled on my thighs and the open diaper rustling under my hips.

“Feel that,” she said. “All of you. In my pussy. Tell me where you are.”

“In your cunt. Deep. You’re tight and hot. My balls are against your ass.”

She rolled her hips once in a small grind, dragging her clit over my belly. “And the sheet?”

“Under your hand.”

“House Finish. You wrote it. You signed it. Now you fuck it true.”

She started to ride me, not fast, up until the head almost slipped out of her and the clutch of her hole kissed the ridge, and then down again, all the way, a wet sound, her cunt taking my cock, again and again. She kept her shirt on. She kept one palm on the sheet and set the other on my chest, over the bare place where the pin had been. I reached for her and she caught my wrist.

“No. Hands on the wood. You don’t touch your cock, and you don’t touch me unless I put you there.”

I put my hands flat. She fucked herself on me at her own pace, long strokes, the table creaking, my balls drawing up and slapping wet when she came down hard. The smell of my piss still lived on my skin, and the smell of her lived over it, sharp and sweet, her pussy soaked and the slide of her obscene and plain.

“Talk,” she said. “Tasting notes. On this.”

“Nose,” I said, and my voice broke when she ground her clit down. “You. Salt. Slick. Palate, fuck, tight, hot, gripping the head. Finish...”

“You don’t get to finish that sentence until I say. Hold your come.”

I held it, and it cost me. My cock swelled inside her and she saw my stomach jump and rode me slower and meaner, a deep seat and a pause, so that I felt every pulse of her around me and couldn’t thrust. My ass clenched on the open diaper, which wasn’t clean anymore: sweat, a smear of her wet, the drip from my slit worked down my shaft every time she lifted.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what?”

“Please let me come. Please come on my cock. I want to feel your pussy squeeze it out of me.”

She leaned down with her mouth at my ear and rubbed her clit against me in short nasty circles. “You called a corked bottle sound. A whole room smelled the fault, and you stood there in a wet diaper and lied. Now you lie still and take the fucking you asked for.”

She sat up and rode me harder, and the pace broke. Wet slaps. Her cunt fluttered, then gripped, then fluttered again. She put two fingers on her clit and rubbed, plainly, no pretty moves, while my cock filled her, and I watched her face go tight.

“Odile...”

“Mommy. Say it when you beg.”

“Mommy. I’m close. My balls hurt. Please.”

“Not yet.”

She stopped dead, sunk all the way down on me, and reached back under my balls. Her fingers found my hole, still tender from the last few days, and pressed there, not in, just there. I jerked. She pressed harder.

“This hole,” she said. “Empty. Your cock’s in my cunt doing all the work and your ass still wants a hand. Greedy.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, my ass wants your hand. My hole wants it. Please.”

She pushed one finger in, slowly, to the first knuckle and then the second, while her pussy stayed clamped on my cock. It burned and then it didn’t. She crooked her finger and found the place inside me that made my cock jump inside her, and I shouted. She fucked me with that finger in small thrusts and rode me in the same rhythm, unhurried again, deep, her clit on my pubic bone and her breath breaking.

“Now you can talk,” she said. “All of it. Don’t dress it up.”

“Your cunt’s fucking my cock,” I said. “Your finger’s in my hole. My balls are tight and wet. I can feel your pussy grabbing me. I can smell my piss on the diaper under my ass and I can smell you starting to come. I want to come in you. I want you to come on me. I want the mess.”

“That’s my finish,” she said.

She lifted her palm off the sheet only long enough to brace herself, then put it back, House Finish under her hand, and rode me for real, faster but still long, letting me feel the whole stroke. The finger in my ass pumped. My cock drove up into her because I couldn’t keep my hips still, and she allowed it. The wet sound got louder and her clit dragged, and she started to shake.

“Come,” she said. “Now. In my cunt. With me.”

I came. It hit hard, a thick pulse and then another, pumping up my cock into her pussy while her hole clenched and milked me, and she came on the third pulse, her cunt gripping in sharp waves and a rough sound in her throat, her clit throbbing against me and her wet flooding down over my balls into the open diaper. I kept coming. She kept riding me through it, slower, taking every spurt, her finger still in my ass until the last jerk left me. Come leaked out around my shaft and ran hot into the padding. My balls ached, emptied. She stayed down on me, both of us breathing hard, the sheet stuck to the table under her damp palm.

She pulled her finger out and lifted herself off my cock, and her come and mine strung between her pussy and my cock and broke and dropped onto the diaper. She looked at the mess, at my softening cock, at the dried yellow ghost of piss still on my inner thighs from the flight.

“Still on you,” she said. “Say it.”

“Your come. My come. In the diaper. On my balls. On my cock.”

“And the call?”

“I was wrong. It was the fault. Cork taint. I smelled myself and I lied.”

She nodded once, and that was the whole answer. She wiped her hand on my thigh, not unkindly, and closed the diaper up over the mess, the tapes fastened again, thick and loud. My cock lay in the warm mix of her wet and mine, already thinking about getting hard again.

“Greedy, even after,” she said. “It can wait.”

She took the sheet, House Finish still at the top in her hand, and walked it to the sideboard and filed it on the private list, under Cask four, where only she would ever read it. Then she lettered House Finish across the top of the Thursday flight card, slid the card back into its brass frame, and set the frame where the whole room would see it. Then she zipped up her skirt. I sat up, and the diaper crinkled, full of what we’d just done.

“You sleep at your place tonight,” she said. “Your address, your key. You don’t take that diaper off until morning, and you don’t use the bathroom before I say. Tomorrow you stand where I put you.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Corked still works,” she said, and that was all. She didn’t look to see whether I’d use it. I didn’t.

I dressed over the bulk, wool over plastic, my lapel bare, and went home with come cooling against my cock and the sound of her lock still in my ear.

The next evening the tasting room smelled of wood and old corks. I stood by the sideboard in a clean suit and a fresh thick diaper she’d taped onto me at the door, dry for now, already warm, the plastic ticking softly when I breathed. The pin wasn’t coming back.

The Thursday flight card had been mine to build every week for years. Now it carried her heading, and my signed mess was filed where only she would read it, and my cock stirred under the padding before she’d even spoken.

Odile unlocked the cellar door. The first members were already on the stairs, coats and low voices. She didn’t touch me. She didn’t need to.

“You keep your apartment,” she said quietly, for me alone. “You keep your key. I keep the rules. I keep you in my bed when I choose to. And you stand there until I point.”

“Yes.”

She opened the door, and the light came down the stairs. My lapel stayed bare. The card in its frame read House Finish, and under my suit the diaper held me, thick and plain, while I waited for her hand to tell me what I was worth today.

If you want more like this, read Mommy’s Permanent Baby next


Caged, Plugged and Wet in His Own Escape Box in Front of a Full House — Mommy Domme Public Humiliation and Messing ABDL

Most nights I started at the tables, an hour before the late show, with a deck of cards so soft from use that it bent like a napkin. The Marigold is an old vaudeville house that somebody turned into a cabaret long before my time. It still has gold paint on the boxes and red velvet on the seats, and down front there are little round tables with candles in red glass, where people sit close with their drinks and wait for something to happen to them. For that first hour, my job was to be the thing that happened. I’d ask a woman to pick a card, and then I’d lose her card and find it folded up in her husband’s wallet, and while they were laughing about that I’d hand her back the ring she hadn’t noticed was gone.

Close-up work is mostly patience and a little nerve. People watch your mouth while it talks and your hands when it stops, so the whole secret is that you never stop talking. I was good at it. I’d turned thirty-one that winter, and I had never met a lock I couldn’t beat, which is a fine thing to put on a poster and a lonely thing to know about yourself. What I had never said out loud to anybody was how badly I wanted to meet one.

The poster hung in a glass case in the lobby. It was me in a black shirt, mid-trick, grinning at the camera with my own steel cuffs on my wrists and the chain already going slack, like I had the whole thing beat and was only being polite about it.

The escape closed the late show. Billie walked me out into the spot with my cuffs in her hand, the same pair as on the poster, steel I oiled myself every Sunday with a soft rag and a drop of gun oil. She showed them to the front tables. Then she put my hands behind my back and closed the cuffs on me, always one click tighter than they needed to be, and she always said, loud enough for the room, “Too tight, sweetheart?” and I always said, “Not for me,” and the room always laughed. Then she put the key between my teeth so everybody could see it shine, and I spat it into a glass of water on a stool, out of reach of a man whose hands were behind him, and the whole house counted me down from ten. Somewhere around four I’d bring my hands around in front of me with the cuffs hanging open from one finger, and they’d lose their minds a little, and I’d bow.

How I did it was my business. I will say there was always some slack in a lock if you knew where to look, a pin that sat a hair high, half a second where the bolt was only pretending. I thought about locks the way other men think about the weather. Pins, slack, timing. I counted under my breath whenever I was waiting for something to give.

After the show came load-out, which nobody ever puts on a poster. I rolled my road cases back into the scene dock behind the stage while the bartender stacked the chairs. Whenever the bill changed, Hal climbed a ladder out front with a canvas bag of black plastic letters and changed the marquee. He was seventy if he was a day and had been hanging those letters since before I was born, and he kept the spares in a box just inside the alley door.

Billie built every box I ever climbed out of at the Marigold. She came there as the carpenter for the burlesque sets, seven years older than me, with dark hair cut blunt at her jaw and a pencil behind her ear that she sometimes forgot was there even onstage. The first time she watched my act from the wings, she told me my old trunk was a coffin with a bad hinge and offered to build me a better one. She did. Then she built the next thing, and at some point she started walking me out under the lights too, because the house liked her more than they liked me and I was smart enough not to fight it. Offstage she wore steel-toe boots and an apron with burn holes in it, and onstage a black dress and red lipstick. And around her neck, always, a thin steel chain with nothing on it.

I asked her about that chain once, our first winter.

“It’s for when I find something worth hanging on it,” she said.

“That’s very romantic.”

“It’s very practical. I’m not putting junk on a good chain.” She looked at me over the welding glasses she wore pushed up on her head like a second pair of eyebrows. “You’re welcome to try and impress me, Flicks.”

She called me Flicks when she was in a good mood, after the way I flicked cards across a table, and nobody else was allowed to. She’d stand in the wings with her arms crossed while I got out of the cuffs, and when I came off grinning she’d say, “Four and a bit. You were showing off for table six,” and I’d say, “I was showing off for you,” and she’d laugh at me and hand me a towel. She laughed at me all the time, Billie did. I was always in on it.

Here’s the part nobody at the Marigold knew about.

The trouble with being good at locks is that you can never really be locked in. I figured that out in my first place of my own, a room over a laundromat where the floor stayed warm all night from the dryers underneath. I was a grown man with a lease in my name and a door that locked from the inside and nobody on the other side of it, and that’s when the want started, out of nowhere, the way a sound starts up in an old building at night and then you can’t stop hearing it. I wanted to be put somewhere I couldn’t get out of. I wanted somebody else to hold the key. And I wanted, and this is the part I couldn’t think in words for a long time, to be kept in a diaper while it happened, so that even the most basic thing a man decides for himself wasn’t mine to decide anymore.

I ordered the first pack at three in the morning after a show. Plain white, thick, the crinkly kind. When it came, I hid it in a road case stenciled CHAINS, because nobody ever opens a case that says CHAINS. The first night I wore one, I cuffed my own wrists behind my back and lay down on the floor in the dark, and I was out of the cuffs before I’d decided to be. My fingers just did it. I lay there laughing at myself, a grown man in a diaper with a pair of open cuffs in his hand, and the laugh turned into something else, and I rolled onto my front and ground myself against that warm floor through all the padding until I came so hard I bit my own arm.

After that it turned into a ritual, the way the bad ones do. I’d let myself wet it because I’d told myself I wasn’t allowed to get up, which was the only lock I ever found that held, and only because I was the one holding it. Then I’d lie in the warm mess and imagine a woman standing over me with the key on a chain, saying no. Every time I came, I promised myself it was the last time. I’ve made a lot of promises with my hands behind my back, and I’ve kept about as many as you’d expect.

Then, last spring, Billie asked me for the trick I couldn’t do.

We were in the scene dock way past closing, her at the bench finishing a hinge and me on a crate eating peanuts out of my hand. Neither of us had been drinking. She never drinks when she has a torch out, and I never drink before I drive. She slid a sheet of paper and a pencil across the bench to me.

“Every performer has one,” she said. “The trick they’ll never do. I want yours on paper. Names at the top, like a contract, and mine too, so it’s fair. I’ll keep it, and I’ll never use it against you.”

“That sounds exactly like something you’d use against me.”

“Write.”

So I wrote a fake one, a water tank, upside down, in chains. She read it and slid it right back.

“That’s a trick you won’t do,” she said. “I asked for the one you can’t.”

I don’t know why I wrote the real one. Maybe because it was late, and the dock smelled like hot metal and sawdust, and she was looking at me the way she looked at a hinge she was deciding whether to trust. I wrote it plain, because if I’d tried to make it pretty I would have torn it up halfway. I wrote about a lock I couldn’t beat because the key was on her. I wrote about a diaper and a cage on my cock and being wheeled out in front of people with no way out at all. I wrote her name in it, down in the lines themselves and not just at the top where she’d asked for it. I hadn’t meant to, and then there it was in my own cramped print, and I couldn’t cross it out with her sitting right there.

She read it twice, the second time slower. Then she asked me one question.

“Is there a word that stops it?”

I thought for a long time. “Curtain,” I said.

“Write it at the bottom. By itself.”

I did. She folded the page and tucked it into her wallet behind her license and said, “Okay.” That was all. She went back to her hinge, and I sat on that crate with my face on fire and peanut salt on my fingers, waiting for the world to end. It didn’t. She never mentioned the page again, which was its own kind of lock if you think about it, and I thought about it a lot.

In the summer my building got sold. Billie heard about it from the bartender before I’d told anybody.

“I’ve got a spare room,” she said. “You’re at my bench every day anyway. Pay me in groceries, and don’t touch my good pliers.”

I told myself it was just rent. I moved in with my desk, my sketchbooks, and a road case stenciled CHAINS that I slid under my bed. Her apartment sat above an old print shop, and the walls were thin enough that I could hear her radio across the hall at night, which meant she’d be able to hear me. So I gave myself a rule: never at home. If I had to do it, I’d do it at the Marigold after load-out, once she’d driven home and the crew was gone and the only light left was the ghost light, the bare bulb on a pole they leave burning center stage all night so nobody walks off the edge. I’d lock my dressing room door and sit under the mirror bulbs with a diaper on under my trousers and my cuffs in my lap, listening to the empty building tick, and it was the best and worst hour of my week.

Around then I drew the new finale. A steel box with bars down the sides and a lid on top, long enough to lie in, up on wheels, so she could roll me out to the mark with the lid locked. The release was a hidden catch on the third bar. I’d hit it with my heel, the slack on the left pin would let go, the hinge on the right would pop, and I’d be standing on the floor in four seconds. I told myself it was just a good finale, because audiences love a box. I didn’t tell myself it was the closest I could get to that page and still get out.

Billie built it in the dock under a canvas tarp. The first day she had it tacked together, she stood back and looked at all those bars and said, “Well, that’s a box nobody’s getting out of,” and the crew laughed, and “the box” stuck the way names do backstage. I went hot all the way down my neck and blamed the welding smoke.

She wouldn’t let me see it finished. “You’ll file my welds,” she said. “You’ll fuss. You get it on opening day, like a present.”

An escape artist doesn’t climb into a box he hasn’t tested. But it was Billie, and she’d never built me a bad hinge in her life, and some part of me liked not knowing. I let her keep it.

Then she measured me for a short black tailcoat for the new act. She ran the tape around my chest and wrote the number on the back of her hand, then my waist, and then she knelt and ran it around my hips.

“Why does a coat need my hips?” I said.

“So it sits right. Hold still. You fidget like a man looking for the exit.”

“I am a man looking for the exit. It’s my whole job.”

“Not right now it isn’t,” she said, without looking up, and I held so still I forgot to breathe.

The night before the opening was the last night of the old act. Before the show I stood out on the sidewalk under my name in Hal’s black letters and tapped my cuffs against my palm, for luck. Afterward, in the wings, Billie held out her hand.

“Leave the cuffs with me tonight. I want them clean for the opening.”

Nobody else oils those cuffs. I gave them to her anyway.

“And go home,” she said. “I’m sleeping at the dock. The box wants one more coat. Costume check at ten tomorrow, in your dressing room. Don’t be late.”

So I went home to an empty apartment, alone in it for the first time since I’d moved in, and I already knew I was going to break my rule.

I pulled the road case out and shook a diaper open, and the sound of it filled the whole quiet apartment, that loud plastic crackle, and my cock was getting hard before I’d done a single thing. I stripped and lay back on the bed and lifted my hips and slid it under me, thick and white and cool on my ass. I brought the front up over my cock, which was already pushing at it, and pulled the tapes snug, tight enough to feel every breath.

I didn’t have my good cuffs, because she had them. So I dug a cheap practice pair out of the case, locked my left wrist to the bedframe, and threw the key across the room. It skidded off my desk behind the sketchbooks. I lay back with my arm over my head and the diaper crinkling every time I breathed, and I made myself feel it. I was stuck. That was the game.

Except it wasn’t, and it never had been. There was a bobby pin in the pocket of my jeans on the floor, and I knew exactly which pin I’d lift first. So I did what I always did. I closed my eyes and took the key away from myself and gave it to her.

I put it on her chain. That’s what I saw: that thin steel chain with something on it at last, a small key lying against her skin and moving when she breathed. I saw the box under the lights with the lid down and me inside it, cuffed with my own cuffs, and her hand on the rail, wheeling me out while the whole house watched. I heard her say “Hold still,” the way she’d said it with the tape around my hips.

My cock ached against the front of the diaper. I pressed the heel of my free hand down on it through all that padding and rubbed, slowly, and the plastic crackled under my palm, and my hips came up off the mattress. The head of my cock was already slick against the inside of the diaper, leaking, sticking to it.

“Billie,” I said out loud to the dark, which I had never once done.

I’d been holding it since the last bow. In the picture in my head she was standing over the bars, and I was asking to be let out so I could go, and she was saying no, the way she said it to a hinge that wanted to be lazy. So I let go. It came out of me hot and fast, a hard stream against the front of the diaper, and I felt it spread under my cock and down between my legs and back under my ass, until the whole thing went heavy and warm around me. I lay there with my wrist chained to the bed and pissed myself on purpose, and the shame came up hot in my face at the same moment the pleasure came up through my belly, and neither one of them was willing to go first.

“I can’t get out,” I said. “Billie, I can’t get out of it.”

I rubbed my cock through the soaked front, harder now, every stroke squeezing warm piss up around my balls. I pictured her taking the cuffs off and leaving everything else on. I pictured her laughing at me the way she always did, except this time I wasn’t in on it, and that was the picture that finished me.

I came so hard my chained arm yanked the bedframe away from the wall. It tore through me in long pulses, hot cum spilling into the wet diaper, my hips jerking up against my own hand and the cheap cuff biting my wrist. I said her name again, ugly and broken, and kept grinding the soaked padding against my cock until it was too much, and then I just lay there shaking in the warm mess I’d made.

Then my fingers did what they always did. By the time I noticed, the bobby pin was out of my jeans and the cuff was hanging open off the bedframe. I’d let myself out without ever deciding to. That was the saddest part of the whole night.

I cleaned up, buried the diaper in the kitchen trash under the coffee grounds, stood in the shower for a long time, and slept badly.

In the morning I went in early. The Marigold before noon smells like old beer and floor polish. I crouched by the box of spare letters inside the alley door and spelled ESCAPE on the concrete, for luck, which I’d never done in my life. The E was crooked. I straightened it with my thumb and left a print in the dust.

Then I walked down the hall to my dressing room. The door stood open a few inches, and the mirror bulbs were already burning on the other side of it. I hadn’t turned them on. I put my hand flat on the door and pushed it open.

❦

Billie was sitting in my chair under the mirror bulbs with a folded page held up between two fingers, and she watched me stop in the doorway. I knew that page. She unfolded it and read the top of it out loud before I was all the way into the room.

“Felix, thirty-one,” she read. “Billie, thirty-eight. In your handwriting, at my bench, last spring. I said I’d keep it, and I kept it. I wanted you to hear the names first, standing up.”

A thick adult diaper lay open across her knees, the tapes peeled back and sticking out into the air. My steel cuffs sat on the counter under the bulbs, the pair from the poster, cleaned and shining, with the little key beside the left bracelet.

“Door,” she said.

I shut it behind me. The latch stuck a little on the way down, the way it always does, and then it caught.

She hadn’t touched me. She hadn’t even read past the top line. My cock got hard in my trousers anyway, all at once, a thick push against my fly, and I leaned back against the door like that would help.

She looked right at the front of my trousers, and her mouth went crooked. “I read two names and two ages. That’s all I did. And look at you.”

I tried a laugh, and it came out thin. “It’s the lights. They’re very warm.”

“It’s your cock, Flicks.” She ran a finger down the page. “Now the rest of it. It’s ten in the morning, you’re stone sober, and I haven’t laid a finger on you. I wanted it that way.”

She read my lines the way I’d written them, steady, without dressing them up, and hearing them in her voice was worse than writing them had been.

“‘I can’t do it on a stage. The trick where I don’t get out. If Billie locks my cock and diapers me, I’ll stay locked. I want the key on her. I want her to wheel me out and I won’t have a way. A plug, an enema, paint, whatever she wants, onstage or off. I’m asking for that.’”

She turned the bottom of the page toward me so I could see the one word sitting there by itself.

“Curtain,” she said. “That word stops everything, onstage or off, in the middle of a sentence. You say it and I let you out that same minute, cage, cuffs, box, all of it, and nobody asks you why. And hear me on this part. If you say it, you lose nothing. Not the act, not the job, not me. We do the old finale tonight, I put this page back in my wallet, and I buy you breakfast. Once we start, a no is part of the show, and I’ll keep going right through it. Curtain is the only word that stops me, any second of it. So say yes, or say the word.”

“Yes.” I heard it come out clear. “Yes. Stone sober, and I know what curtain does. I want the rest.”

“There you go.”

It went through my belly like a hook. My cock flexed hard enough to nudge my zipper. I let my breath out slowly and kept my hands at my sides.

She set the page face down and laid out the cage next to my cuffs: a steel ring, a short curved tube, and a lock no bigger than my thumbnail, all of it bright under the bulbs.

“Costume check,” she said. “Strip. At the mirror.”

I undid my buttons like it was still patter, because my hands didn’t know what else to do. “Ladies and gentlemen, the man who can get out of anything. Except, it turns out, his own pants. Watch closely as he fails at a button.”

“Those too,” she said, when I stopped at my shorts.

I stood barefoot on the rug with my cock up against my belly, my balls drawn tight and a shine already at the tip, and she sat in my chair with that diaper across her knees and studied my cock the way she studies a weld.

“Hands on the counter,” she said. “I wait until you’re soft enough to lock. You don’t stroke it, you don’t pinch it. You stand there and let it go down by itself.”

“It doesn’t really take direction.”

“Then you will.”

I tried running the old show in my head until my blood got bored. The night before, I’d stood under my name on the marquee, tapping these same cuffs against my palm, and four seconds had felt like something I owned. It didn’t help. My cock stayed thick and bobbed every time I shifted my weight. She waited, and she didn’t look away. The only clock in the room was her face.

I started counting, because my mouth does that when a pin won’t set. “One minute. Still up. Two.”

“Count all morning if you like,” she said. “I brought coffee.”

It took longer than any escape I’ve ever sold. The head went down first, and then the rest, until it hung soft and flushed and smaller than I’d like under all that light. She nodded once.

“Now.”

She took my cock in her hand, warm and businesslike, and fitted the ring behind my balls, the steel cool against the root. She slid the tube on while I was still soft enough for it to go, lined the lock up with the hasp, and turned it. It made a small, clean click, the kind of sound I’ve spent my whole life listening for, except this time it was going the wrong way.

“That’s your cock,” she said. “Locked. Have a look at it.”

I looked. The soft length of me sat in the tube and already crowded the end. She drew the key out of the lock, unclasped the thin steel chain at her neck, threaded the key onto it, and fastened it again. It dropped against her skin and moved when she breathed. That chain had been empty for as long as I’d known her.

“You can swell,” she said. “You can drip. You can beg me, and you will. The key stays here. Every show this run is billed as an adults-only fetish cabaret, and the Marigold has a house rule older than I am: thirty and over, cast, crew and house alike, checked at the door. They get the finale. I get this.”

Blood hit the cage, and the cage held. The ache started right behind the ring, a dull bite, my balls trying to climb up out of the steel.

“Mean little box,” I said. The joke was in it, and then it wasn’t. “For a headliner.”

“It fits a little clitty just fine,” she said. “Stop selling. On your back.”

She shook the open diaper out with a snap, and the crinkle was as loud as a snare drum in that small room.

“Thick on purpose. You’ll feel it every step you take from now on. What am I holding?”

“A diaper.”

“Say the rest.”

“A thick diaper. Open, with the tapes out. For me.”

“Mm. Up on the table.”

The dressing table was cold under my shoulders and my ass. She caught my ankles and spread me, and I stared up at the bulbs. The diaper came up under me, a fat rustling slab. She seated the padding against my hole and up under my balls, then brought the front up over the cage, and the steel pressed its shape into all that thickness. The only air on the metal now was whatever the diaper let through.

“What did I just cover?”

“My cock. My balls. My hole. The cage.”

She pressed each tape flat with the heel of her hand, slowly, left and right and then the ones at the waist, until the plastic held me like a sealed case. Then she pulled me off the table onto my feet. The diaper held my thighs a little apart, warm where her hands had been and cool on the outside, and every breath pressed the padding up under my balls and nudged the cage back into me.

“I’m going to sound like a grocery bag out there,” I said.

“Probably. In this building, you call me Mommy. Say it.”

I grinned at her in the glass. It was the poster grin, and I knew it. “No. You’re Billie on paper and Billie in the wings. You haven’t bought a new name.”

“Curtain?” she said, with no change in her voice at all.

“No.” I kept the grin. “Keep going.”

She picked up the left cuff, my cuff, the steel I’d oiled every Sunday for years, and closed it on my left wrist. The ratchet walked in, click by click, until it sat snug on the bone.

“Say it.”

I opened my mouth on the next joke, and my cock pulsed in the cage, one hard throb that the diaper muffled. Then came something I hadn’t planned on, a thin hot push out of the tip of my cock that wet the steel from the inside. It kept on for a second, slick, and the padding soaked it up into a small warm spot that spread and just sat there, trapped, with no air to dry it. The diaper crinkled, cheap and loud, and my face gave me away before my mouth could.

She was watching the front of the diaper. “There. You’ve drooled in it already, and I haven’t even put you on your knees. Say the name.”

“Mommy.”

She stepped behind me and brought my arms back, and the second cuff shut on my right wrist. My own pair, with the chain short between them. She tugged once, and the steel caught my shoulders and stayed.

I found my smile in the mirror. It looked just like the one in the lobby. “Lid. Catch. Four seconds. Floor,” I said, and gave her the count the way I’d written it in my sketchbook. “Slack on the left pin, hinge on the right. You built my drawing, Billie. The release is in that box. I know that lock.”

“You know a drawing,” she said. “Kneel.”

She sat on the edge of my dressing table and pulled her skirt up to her waist. There was nothing under it. Her cunt was right there in the light, wet and swollen, her clit standing out, and the smell of her reached me, warm and salty. She set the toe of her shoe against the front of my diaper and pushed.

“Mouth on my pussy. You eat me until I come. Your cock stays in that cage. Your little clitty can press and drip and make whatever mess it likes in that diaper, but it doesn’t get a hand and it doesn’t get a fuck. Open your mouth.”

I went down, the diaper bunching fat between my thighs. My arms tested the cuffs, and they were mine, and they didn’t give.

“Mirror first,” she said.

I looked. A man on his knees with his hands behind him, in a thick white diaper with a stupid little bulge at the front where the cage held my cock forward. It looked small. My face was already red.

She laughed, short and bright, and for the first time since I’d known her, I wasn’t in on it. “There’s the headliner. All that patter, and your cock is a thumb in a box. You leaked in your diaper before I even sat you down. Ask.”

“Let me lick you.”

Her hand found my hair and turned my face back to the glass. “Ask Mommy to let you eat her pussy while your little cock stays locked up. Out loud. I want the word cunt in it.”

The line I had ready fell apart in my teeth. “Mommy, please let me eat your pussy. Let me lick your cunt. My cock is locked and my balls hurt, and I’ll keep it locked. Please.”

“That’s better.”

Hearing her approve of me did something to my balls I don’t have a polite word for. My cock surged against the tube and hurt in a bright line, and another seep left me, hotter than the first, slicking the head where it was squashed against the steel. I groaned at the mirror.

She pulled me in by the hair, and my mouth met her cunt. She was hot and wet, the taste strong and a little sharp, and I licked a wide stripe up the middle of her because I had no hands to be careful with. She hissed through her teeth.

“Slower. Flat tongue, from the bottom of my hole up to my clit. And answer me while you do it. What are you eating?”

“Your cunt,” I said into her. “Your pussy. And my cock’s so hard in the cage it hurts.”

“Little clitty,” she said, to the mirror and to me. “Look at it trying. You don’t come. Lick.”

I licked, long and flat. Her thighs tightened around my ears, and the diaper rustled every time I swayed. I found her clit with the tip of my tongue, and she swore, one plain word, and her hips rolled up into me.

“Fuck. There. Small circles.”

I made the circles. Her clit kicked under my tongue, and I sucked it lightly and then harder when her hand pressed my head in. My balls ached in the ring and the cage was a fist around my cock, and every crude thing she said made me swell against it, and the steel ticked faintly inside the diaper, a tiny metal sound I felt at the root more than I heard.

She shifted her ass on the wood and opened wider. “Lower. Get your tongue inside me, and then tell me what my cunt is doing.”

I pushed in. She was soft and she gripped, and the taste got thicker. “You’re wet. You’re squeezing my tongue. Your cunt is soaking my mouth.”

“Mm. It is.”

That wrecked the count in my head. I groaned into her and kept fucking her with my tongue, my nose bumping her clit, breathing nothing but her.

“Hear yourself?” she said. “Groaning like the trick’s working. If you need your mouth busy with numbers, count on my clit.”

“One,” I said, and licked. “Two,” and sucked. “Three.”

“Those are mine now. My clit, my numbers. Keep going, and tell me what your little clitty’s doing while you count.”

“Four. It’s pushing. Five. It’s stuck. Mommy, six. My cock can’t get out of the cage.”

She laughed again, and I felt it on my tongue. “Four seconds, he said. Floor, he said. And here you are on your knees with your ass in a diaper, eating pussy, while your little clitty knocks on steel. Fuck my hole with your tongue now, slow. I want to hear it.”

I did, in and out, wet and plain, the sound of it right there under the bulbs. My shoulders burned from the cuffs. I could smell the plastic, and her, and the warm spot at the front of me.

“Where’s your cock?” she said.

“Locked. Small. Dripping a mess. Mommy, it hurts.”

“I know it does. Don’t stop.”

Then something else started. Low in my belly a pressure let go, different from the thin slick, and warmth rushed out of me in a short push I couldn’t pinch off. It spread through the padding under my balls and up around the cage, and the plastic got warm against my skin in a patch the size of my palm and then wider. I kept my mouth on her. If I lifted it, I’d have to hear my own voice.

She felt my breathing change and looked past my shoulder into the glass, at the front of the diaper going darker.

“Oh, look at that. You’re pissing. A little spurt in your diaper while you suck on me. Don’t you stop.”

“I didn’t mean to.” It came out wet against her. “Mommy, I pissed. I’m sorry. Please.”

“Your cock did it, and it all goes in the padding. Get back on my clit.”

I sucked her clit into my mouth and worked it. Another small warm push left me, and I could tell the two apart by now. The piss was hotter, and it spread. The other kind was sticky at the tip, clinging to the steel, and both of them were caught with nowhere to go. My balls drew up hard. I was close the way a locked man gets close, right at the edge, with no door in it.

“Fuck,” she said, and her voice had gone rough. “Just like that. You want to come? Tell me.”

“Yes. Mommy, please. Unlock my cock and let me come. I’ll do the four seconds after, I’ll do the box, anything. I’m making such a mess. My balls ache. Please.”

“No.”

Her hand left my hair and patted the front of my diaper twice, right over the cage. The wet padding slapped against the steel, and I yelped into her cunt. Then she put her hand back in my hair and held me there.

“Lick. I’m close, and you stay right there on the edge until my cum is on your mouth. Your little clitty gets nothing. Faster on my clit.”

I did exactly what she told me and nothing else. Her thighs shook against my ears. She ground her clit against my tongue in short rough circles of her own, and then she broke.

She came hard. I felt it in her cunt, a clutch and a flutter, her juice slicking out over my lips and chin and her clit pulsing against my tongue. She said “Fuck,” and then she said my name, and my caged cock kicked so hard the diaper crinkled and my eyes watered. A second wave took her. She swore, her hips stuttering, her cum all over my mouth, and when she got too sensitive I kept my tongue flat and still and swallowed what I could.

“Stay. Don’t chase it. Just take it.”

I stayed. She rode the last of it out on my mouth, slower now, one hand braced on the mirror frame, the key on her chain ticking against the glass. Then her thigh jumped and she pushed my forehead back with two fingers.

“Stop.”

I stopped, my mouth open and my chin a mess of her. The diaper hung heavier at the front, warm and sagging against my caged cock. I hadn’t come. The ache sat in my balls like a held note, and one last weak pulse of slick slid out of me into the padding, for nothing.

She looked at me in the mirror and gave me the crooked smile. “You didn’t come, and you don’t. Your little clitty can leak and piss and ache in there all it likes. I came on your mouth. That was the costume check. Look at yourself.”

I looked. A red mouth, steel behind my back, and a thick diaper gone dark at the front with my cock a small trapped shape inside it. I nodded. The begging was still in my throat, and I left it there next to the other word.

She wiped my chin with her thumb and stood. She didn’t take the cuffs off. She smoothed her skirt down and put her hand on the back of my neck for a second, and the key swung on her chain and touched me there, cold.

“Up,” she said. “Walk.”

The wheels started in the back hall, a low metal song on the concrete. She had one hand on the rail of my new finale and the other on my elbow, pushing the one and steering the other. It was the first time I’d seen it finished: steel, built big enough for me, with bars down the sides and a lid on top, up on wheels with brakes. I walked where she put me. The diaper was thick and loud and going cool at the front, and every step the cage bit.

The stage was dark except for one work light, enough to see the taped X on the boards. She rolled the box onto it, and the wheels settled and went quiet. Then she turned the whole thing so the lock faced the backdrop.

Away from me.

I’d drawn that release myself and handed her the pages. Lid, catch, four seconds, floor. I leaned now, the diaper crinkling, trying to get my eyes on the hasp.

“Let me see it.”

“No.”

“Mommy. One look. I built the release. I only want to see that you used it.”

“No.”

She said it quietly, and she didn’t give me a reason. Her hand stayed on the bar. The key to my cock shone at her throat, and the other lock stayed where I couldn’t read it. I could have said curtain right then and been out by breakfast. I knew that, and I kept quiet.

The box stood on the X with its lock turned away, and I stood beside it in my wet diaper and my own steel, and I still had it, I was sure I still had it. Four seconds. The release was in there. She’d built my drawing. I was going to get out.

❦

“Go.”

Billie sat on the edge of the stage with the timer in her hand, and I heard it click. The house was empty. The crew had gone out for their dinner break, and there was nobody in the seats but the dark.

Around noon she’d taken the cuffs off me and changed me behind my dressing room door, and the afternoon had gone by in rehearsals like any other opening day, except that the key to my cock hung at her throat the whole time. The minute they’d gone, she filled me right there on the empty stage, put me in a fresh diaper, cuffed me again, and laid me down behind the bars.

I was lying on my back in the steel box with the lid shut and the work lights putting a hard shine on the bars over my face. My hands were cuffed behind me with my own cuffs, and the steel sat in the small of my back where all my weight was. The diaper was thick and dry under my ass and packed up between my thighs. Over my cock the cage made a mean little lump in the front, and every breath pushed that lump up into the padding.

I got my heel on the third bar.

“One,” I said. “Two. Three. Four.”

The bar didn’t move.

“Five. Six. Seven. Eight.”

I’d drawn that bar over and over in my sketchbook, with the catch exactly where a heel could find it in the dark: a little slack, then the pin, then the lid. She’d built my drawing. But with all my weight on my cuffed hands I couldn’t get the angle, and the steel under my heel felt smooth and tight, with no give that I could find.

“Nine. Ten. Eleven.”

My cock shoved at the cage. The bar didn’t care about my cock, and my cock didn’t care about the bar. It thickened in the steel, and the diaper shoved the cage right back into me.

“Poster says four,” Billie said. “You’ve burned a dozen already. Go on, talk to the seats. You always do.”

I pressed again, harder. The third bar hummed and stayed put. Low in my gut, the water she’d put in me before she shut the lid rolled over and pushed at my hole. I clenched and kept working.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” I told the empty chairs, “thank you for coming out to the late show. What you’re about to see is a man, a locked box, and a very clean getaway.”

My voice was too bright. It was the close-up voice, the one I use when the card is already in my other hand.

“The steel is real. The lid is real. The lock is somewhere you’ll never find it, because I’m the one who drew this thing, and if I drew it, then I can...”

I heard the joke die, and I kept talking anyway.

“I can open it. Watch the third bar. The third bar is the whole show. Any second now you’ll hear the click. People love the click. There. Did you hear that? That’s the...”

I drove my heel into the bar. Nothing.

I twisted and put my shoulder into the lid, and it sat in its frame and didn’t rise. I kicked the hinge pin with my other heel, and the pin didn’t walk out either. I went back to the third bar, because that was the only place a release could possibly live, and my heel skidded on the steel.

“Almost,” I told the chairs. “It’s a little sticky. Steel does that when a woman welds it mean. Give me one more second and you’ll see the lid hop, and then I’ll stand up, and we can all pretend I meant to take this long.”

“Stop selling it,” Billie said. “You’re talking to nobody. Your heel’s sliding all over the place, and your cock’s trying to get hard in that cage. I can see the front of your diaper pushing up from here.”

“I’m working.”

“You’re not. Tell me what your cock is doing.”

“It’s pushing the cage.” Saying it out loud made it worse. I throbbed, and a little leak wet the tip and met the padding. “Billie...”

“That’s not my name in this building.”

“Mommy.”

“Again, and tell the truth.”

“Mommy, my cock is hard in the cage, and the bar won’t move.”

“Now that I believe.”

It hit me low and stayed there. My hips jerked, and the diaper crinkled, loud under the lid, and I leaked again, a hot little thread, while the cage bit the underside of my cock.

“Keep your heel where it is,” she said. “And don’t hang on to what I put in you. Remember how it went? Empty theater, before I said go. Grease on my fingers, the nozzle in your hole, and me standing over you while I filled you up, and you said thank you like a gentleman. Are you still full?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Then stop being a magician and let it out. Ask me first.”

“Please.” I was talking to her now. The chairs were done. “Please, I can’t hold it. It’s right there.”

“I didn’t say you could hold it. Let it out.”

I tried to hold it anyway. My hole fluttered and lost. The cramp came down hard, and heat pushed out of me in a slow thick shove, and the seat of the diaper took it. I heard the soft wet pack of it under my ass as the diaper swelled against my hole and up under my balls. I clenched, failed again, and a second push followed, heavier than the first, and the diaper sagged with the weight of it. Warmth spread through the padding and up between my cheeks. The smell came through the plastic, and my face burned under the work lights. My cock jerked in the cage and spat another thin leak into the front while my ass finished.

She watched through the bars. She didn’t look away once.

“There it is,” she said. “I heard the seat drop from over here. On your back in your own trick, in your own cuffs, under your own drawing, messing your diaper. Tell me what you did.”

“I messed.” My voice cracked. “I messed the diaper. Mommy, it’s all under me. Please don’t...”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t tell me what it looks like.”

“It looks like a sagging diaper on a man who missed his catch,” she said, as calmly as if she were reading out the weather. “The back’s heavy, and your ass is sitting in it. You pushed twice. I counted, since you’d stopped. What does it feel like? Out loud.”

“Hot. Heavy. It’s on my hole and under my balls, and I can smell it. Mommy, please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me up.”

“No.”

She didn’t come to the bars. She stayed where she was, with the timer in her lap and her eyes on the front of my diaper, and somehow that was worse than a hand would have been, because there was nothing to push against but her looking. My cock kicked so hard the steel hurt.

“Now the rest of it,” she said. “All of it, where I can watch.”

It started before I’d even said yes, a hot push at the head of my cock, caught by the cage with nowhere to aim, and then it broke loose and ran. It flooded the padding in a hard stream, and the front panel went warm and then heavy. I could hear the rush, muffled inside the diaper, and feel it spreading under my balls and back toward the mess, one heat running into the other until I couldn’t tell them apart. My thighs shook. There was a lot of it, and it came in pulses I couldn’t time, and every pulse swelled the diaper until the tapes pulled and the front rose up shining in the work light. She just let me piss myself in the box in front of her, and every time I thought I was empty, another rush came and the wet climbed higher up my cock.

“Say it.”

“I’m pissing,” I gasped. “Mommy, I’m pissing, and I can’t stop, it’s all coming out.”

“I can hear it. Keep going. Get it all out.”

The stream thinned and spurted and thinned again. My cock tried to come and couldn’t. What leaked out after the piss was clearer and slicker, cum with nowhere to go, stuck at the tip of my cock inside the cage. The diaper was soaked through. It hung off my ass with the mess and bulged at the front with the piss, and I lay in it and shook.

She waited until the stream died. The diaper ticked as it settled, and I could hear my own breathing and the soft wet shift every time I twitched.

Then she got up and came over, and the lid came up. Light and hinge and her face over the bars, and my mouth said it before I could dress it up as anything.

“Mommy.”

She looked down at the diaper, at the dark heavy weight of it and the cage pressed into the soaked front.

“You can bring that with you,” she said.

The cuffs on me were still my own. At the show the night before, I’d had them open before the house got down to four, and the crowd had laughed when the pawl let go and the bracelet swung loose. Now the key was with Billie, and for the first time in my life my fingers lay against the steel and didn’t go looking for the slack.

She got a hand under my arm and sat me up. The wet diaper dragged between my thighs and made a thick sound when I stood, but it held. It just hung on me, heavy and warm, the tapes straining, the mess low in the seat and the piss high in the front. She walked me into the wings like that.

The folding table there was cold on my shoulder blades. My cuffed hands were trapped under me, so I had to arch my back to keep the steel off the bone, and that pushed my hips up in the air, ruined diaper and all.

“Knees apart.”

I opened them, and the diaper crinkled, soaked and filthy.

She ripped the tapes off one at a time, every rip loud in the wings, and the front dropped open. Air hit my wet cock in its cage and my wet balls and the mess on my ass, and I made a noise I hated.

“Look,” she said. “At your clitty first, and then at the mess.”

I looked, because she’d said to. My cock sat in its cage wet and shining, and under it the diaper lay open and full, piss and mess all the way back to my hole. “You can call it a clitty,” I said. “I know.”

“I will. Stay still.”

She cleaned me. The wipes were cold. She did my balls first, lifting them, then the cage, careful around the steel, then the shaft where the piss had run. She made me lift my hips, and the wipe dragged through the mess on my ass and caught on my hole, and she used another wipe, and another, talking the whole time.

“Soft hole. You pushed hard. Hold still, now. This one’s for between your cheeks, this one’s for under your balls. You smell like piss and mess and stage dust. That’s the show you actually did.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I didn’t ask for sorry. I asked for still.”

Then she patted me dry with a hand towel, my cock and my balls and my hole and the crease of my ass. She shook out a fresh diaper, just as thick as the last one, and slid it under me, and I flinched when the clean padding touched my ass. She pulled the front up over the cage and put her palm flat on the lump it made, holding it there while she brought the first tape across.

“Still trying,” she said. “Locked clitty, clean diaper, and you’re leaking before I’ve got the tape down. You don’t get to come, Flicks. You only get to feel it.”

She smoothed the tapes down hard with her palm, until the plastic was tight over my cock, and every press shoved the cage back into me. Something thin and hot started under her hand before she was done, and the fresh padding went tacky at the tip.

She took a lipstick out of the costume bag. Red. She uncapped it.

I turned my face away toward the wing drapes. “No.”

“Chin up.”

“No. Mommy, no. Not my mouth.”

She held the lipstick still. “Curtain?”

“No,” I said, and kept my face turned away.

She caught my jaw in one hand, turned my face up into the work light, and held me there. The lipstick touched the corner of my mouth and dragged, waxy, and I could smell it. She filled in the bottom lip, then the top, then went over both until I could feel the color sitting on my skin. I jerked once, and her hand stayed. My hands stayed in the cuffs under my back. I couldn’t wipe it off or smear it on my shoulder. There was nothing I could do but take it.

“Open.”

I opened, and she touched the color just inside my lip, on the wet edge, so I’d taste it.

“What did I do?”

“You painted my mouth red. I can’t wipe it off, because my hands are in the cuffs.”

“And?”

“Thank you, Mommy.”

It came out small. My cock pulsed in the cage, and the diaper crinkled when my hips gave a little push I hadn’t asked them for.

She let go and moved down to my feet. “Left leg.”

She rolled a sheer stocking up over my ankle and my calf and the bend of my knee and up my thigh, until the top of it sat right against the diaper. Then she smoothed it with both palms, one long stroke and another, until the nylon lay flat up to the tape. She did my right leg the same way, slowly. I watched my legs go sheer with that thick diaper between them, and my caged cock pushed at the front the whole time, and the wet spot grew.

“You’re dripping in a clean one,” she said. “The stockings didn’t even get a full minute. Whose fault is that?”

“Yours, Mommy.”

She leaned in with her mouth at my ear. The chain at her neck clicked as the cage key knocked against a button on her blouse.

“Four numbers,” she said. “The box code. You wanted one, didn’t you? Listen once. Seven. One. Nine. Four.”

“Seven, one, nine, four.”

“Again, like you mean to use them.”

“Seven. One. Nine. Four.”

She laughed at that, and I wasn’t in on it.

“There’s no code,” she said. “That lock doesn’t have numbers. Curtain is still the only word that stops anything.”

I didn’t say it.

Just inside the alley door, the spare marquee letters sat stacked where I’d put them back after I came in early that morning and spelled ESCAPE with them on the concrete for luck. Lying there, I could still see that E in my head. Her chain clicked again.

“Mommy,” I said. “Please. I’ll do the rest however you want it. Just open something. The cage, the box. Anything.”

“No.”

Her palm covered the front of the diaper, right over the wet spot, and pressed until I gasped.

“Back in.”

Then I was on my back in the box again, the lid open, the cuffs under me, the fresh diaper loud when I settled and the wet spot sticking to my cock. I heard her shoe hit the lower frame, and then her knee, and the bars ticked as they took her weight.

She swung one leg over me and hiked her skirt to her waist, and there was nothing under it. Then she was right above my face, her cunt up close, the hair and the slick on her lips and her clit standing out. She didn’t ask. She sat.

Her pussy covered my painted mouth, and the red smeared at once. I tasted her and the wax together. She was hot and wet, and she put her whole weight on me, so my nose was buried and my mouth was open under her hole, and she rolled her hips once to fit herself.

“Tongue,” she said. “On my clit. And not a trick. You don’t get a trick up here either.”

I licked. My tongue found her clit, and she ground down onto it, smearing her cunt over my chin and my red mouth. I couldn’t use my hands. All I could do was take her and work where she put me. She fucked my mouth in short rocks, and every rock made my hips answer, and every answer crinkled the diaper. My cock beat against the cage, and I was wetting the clean front again. I couldn’t see it, but I could feel it, hot and steady, over my balls.

“That’s it,” she said. “Right there. You messed yourself in my box, and now you’re under my cunt. Stay there. Suck.”

I sucked her clit. She said “Fuck” and sat down harder, and her thighs closed over my ears, and her chain and the cage key bumped my forehead. The work lights were gone. There was only her pussy, the taste and smell and the rocking of her. My hole clenched on nothing. The cage kept the cum locked at the root, and a thin pulse of it seeped out anyway every time she used my tongue.

She lifted up just enough for me to breathe and talk.

“Whose cunt is this?”

“Yours, Mommy. Please let me come.”

“No.”

She sat back down and took the please with her. “Get your tongue in my hole.”

I pushed my tongue up into her. She was soaked. She rode down onto my tongue and then back to her clit, using my face the way she’d used the timer, steady, in no hurry, until the steady broke. Her clit jumped. She grabbed the bars, pressed my head back against the steel floor, and came, a wet pulse over my mouth and then another, her cum slick and sharp and her cunt grabbing at my tongue. She said my name once. Her thighs shook. I kept licking, because she hadn’t told me to stop, and she twitched and swore and let me have the aftershocks, until she was finished with me.

Then she climbed off, and the air hit my wet face. My lipstick was smeared all over my mouth, with her cum on top of it. I was still caged, and the diaper had a warm soaked patch over my cock, and my balls throbbed in the padding. I hadn’t come.

Billie stood by the open lid with the key to the cage hanging at her neck. It wasn’t the key to the box. That lock was still turned away from me, the way it had been since the moment she first rolled me onto the mark.

“Costume fitting’s under the stage,” she said. “It’s closed. No crew. Just me.”

She put two fingers on the front of my diaper, right over that patch, and left them there until I felt how wet I was all over again.

“Count if you want,” she said. “I like hearing you try.”

I opened my mouth. It was red and full of her. I didn’t say the word.

I said, “One.”

❦

Her shoes hit the bottom step ahead of me, and the plastic pants snapped in her hands. She stood at the foot of the narrow stair holding them up by the waistband, her thumbs hooked in the elastic, so I could see what they were: black plastic, glossy, cut to go over a diaper. I came down to her with my wrists still locked at the small of my back, the stockings tugging at my thighs and her lipstick smeared across my mouth. She’d changed me again at the top of the stair, so the diaper was thick and dry, with the cage sitting inside it and the tapes riding high on my hips.

“Stop there,” she said.

I stopped on the concrete under the one bare bulb of the trap room. The cuff chain tapped my spine. I’d heard that little sound every night of the old act, and it had always meant the trick was still mine. Same cuffs, same little key, only now the key was in her palm, and she wasn’t holding it up for anybody.

“Turn around.”

I turned. Her fingers found the locks, click on the left wrist and click on the right, and she set the cuffs down on the lid of the prop trunk. The key stayed in her fist. She took my hands in hers and pressed every fingertip with her thumb, watching the color come back, and made me open and close them for her before she let go. When she bent over, the chain at her neck swung forward and the cage key swung with it. I saw it, and I didn’t reach.

“Arms up.”

I put them up. She crouched in front of me and shook the pants open, and cold plastic climbed my ankle and my calf, then the other leg, slowly over the stockings. She worked the waistband up over the tapes, and the diaper squashed and sprang back, noisy as a shopping bag, until the elastic caught on the thickest part and stuck.

“Suck in,” she said.

“There’s nothing to suck in. It’s the diaper.”

“I know what it is. Suck in anyway.”

I did. She yanked, and the waistband cleared the diaper and snapped home under my navel with a pop. They were black and tight, and the plastic stood off my skin and showed every edge of the tapes and the round of the diaper at the seat and the front.

I looked down.

My cock pushed. It didn’t ask me first. The cage held and the bars bit, and the head of my cock shoved at the steel until the plastic tented out in a small hard shape in all that shine. A drop of slick left me and sat warm on the dry diaper, right at the tip. She was still crouched at eye level with it, and she saw.

“Look at your clitty,” she said. “All locked up and still trying to wave at me.”

“The pants are tight,” I said, and my voice went light, the sell voice, the one that gets a laugh up close. “Any squeeze and it does that. It’s the cage. It’s just physics.”

“Felix.”

The sell died in my mouth.

“Is your cock hard?”

It throbbed once against the steel, stupidly, and the slick spot spread under the plastic. I felt my face go hot under the lipstick.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Thank you for telling me the truth.”

It landed low. My balls drew up, and I made a noise I hadn’t planned, and my cock pushed the cage again like it wanted to thank her back.

She stood, turned me by the shoulder, and walked me over to the mirror.

The hanger clacked when she took the coat down. She held it open behind me, and I put my arms in because my body had already decided to. She came around the front and started at the bottom button, her knuckles bumping my stomach. There was no shirt under it, just me and the lipstick and the stockings and the black plastic.

“Chest, waist, hips,” she said. “You stood still for the tape. Remember?”

“I remember.”

“So it fits. Hold still.”

She buttoned me in. The coat was mine, cut for a vanish, the sleeves ending where a magician’s sleeves have to end so the wrists stay clean. When she reached the top button, the tails sat in a hard line across my ass, and in the glass they stopped above the plastic. The diaper made the pants so round that the coat couldn’t pretend to cover anything.

She took the hem in both fists and tugged it down, and the plastic stayed right there in the mirror anyway, shining, with the bulk of the diaper shoved up under it. She let go and smoothed the coat flat. “There. A perfect fit. Turn a little.”

I turned. The plastic caught the bulb across my ass, and the front still showed the push of the cage if you knew where to look. She knew. Her eyes went there and then to my red mouth.

“Tell me what you see. Plainly.”

“A man in a magician’s coat over black plastic pants and a diaper,” I said, “with his cock hard in a cage and your lipstick on his mouth, which he didn’t wipe off.”

“You don’t wipe it off.” She flicked one of the tails, and it bounced and fell above the plastic again. “What did that mouth use to sell them?”

“A way out.”

“And tonight?”

“Tonight they see the pants. They see that I don’t get out.”

“That’s right,” she said softly. “That’s exactly right.”

My knees went soft. Over my shoulder the chain at her neck glinted, and I thought about the marquee out front, my name in black letters, and the way I used to watch Hal seat each one so it sat straight. The letters fit, and the coat fit, and neither one of them was ever going to cover the plastic.

“Hands on the trunk,” she said.

It was waist high, with the lid shut. I put my palms on the wood, and the patter came up on its own, the way it does when a trick is already dead and my mouth hasn’t caught up.

“We can skip the plug. The box still plays if I sell the hold. Third bar, I burn the heels, you count me down, and the room thinks it’s tight. We don’t need anything in my...”

“Mommy,” she said.

“Mommy. I’m saying no to the plug.”

She stopped. She didn’t touch me. When she spoke, her voice was perfectly plain.

“Curtain?”

There it was, the real way out, offered to me straight. I let it go by. “I’m not saying it,” I told the trunk lid. “Go on.” My hands stayed where they were, and my cock shoved so hard that the plastic pulled shiny across the front of the diaper, and I knew she could see that from behind me without even trying.

She didn’t argue. Her palm came down flat between my shoulder blades, warm and heavy, and she bent me over. My chest hit the lid. The coat tails flipped up over my back, and the shiny seat faced her, and my hands slid on the wood.

“Wrists.”

I brought them back to her, fast. I don’t know who told my arms to do that. The steel was cold, my own cuffs, left and then right, and she took up the slack until the chain lay against my spine. I’d timed that lock for years. But I’d never timed a way out that worked while she stood there with the key in her fist.

“You’re getting the plug,” she said at my ear. “Say yes, Mommy.”

My hole clenched on nothing.

“Yes, Mommy.”

“There’s my yes.”

My cock jumped, and another thin spit of slick left the tip and joined the first spot in the diaper.

She hooked two fingers into the waistband at my lower back and peeled the pants down off my ass. The plastic dragged and stuck to itself and stopped at mid-thigh in a shiny roll. Then she opened the diaper at the back only, peeling it off my cheeks with a soft rip, and cool air hit my hole. My cock and balls stayed packed in the front, caged, with the little wet spot pressed against the steel.

The lube cap clicked. Her fingers came back slick, two of them, circling my hole, not rough and not sweet.

“You’re tight,” she said. “Push out for me.”

“Mommy...”

“Push.”

I pushed, and one finger slid in to the knuckle. My mouth opened against the lid. She turned it and worked it, and the second finger joined it, a stretch that burned and then settled. She fucked me with them, slow, in and out, and my knees bent. My cock strained against the cage.

“That’s your hole taking my fingers,” she said. “Do you want the plug now?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“You said no two minutes ago.”

“I know. I want it. Please.”

“There you go.”

The fingers left. Something blunter pressed in their place, small in her hand and not small at all at my hole. She set it and pushed, and I bore down the way she’d told me, and the burn peaked, and the plug popped in, the neck narrow and the base wide and flat against me. I grunted into the wood.

“It’s in,” she said. “Clench.”

I clenched, and it stayed. She held the base a second, so I’d know I couldn’t push it out by wishing, and then she brought the diaper back up over my ass, snug, closing it over the plug so the base sat buried where every shift would press it. She smoothed the tapes down with her palm, the rip of them sticking again louder than my breathing.

“Feel that?”

“Yes. It’s deep. Mommy, it’s right on...”

“I know where it is.” She pulled the pants back up. The plastic crawled over the fatter diaper and caught on the plug, and she tugged until the waistband snapped home under my navel again. I was stuffed and packaged. My cock leaked another line into the front, because the plug was sitting on the place that makes me stupid.

“Up on the lid,” she said. “Sit.”

She turned me around and sat me down on the trunk. My weight drove the plug deeper, and I yelped, a real sound with no joke in it. She hiked her skirt to her hips and climbed up with me, one knee and then the other, facing me, straddling my lap. Her cunt was bare and hot. She sat down.

There was nothing but the black plastic between her pussy and my caged cock. I felt the first drag when she rolled her hips, her wet on the shine and the hard lump of the cage under her, and the plug shifted, because her hand had gone down behind me, under my ass, to press the base through the plastic and the diaper.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Yeah.” She ground in a slow circle, and the plastic squeaked. “Your cock stays locked. You don’t fuck me. I use this lap. Say it.”

“You use me.” My voice cracked. “Mommy, I can feel your cunt. I can feel your clit on the cage. I can’t get out of it. Please.”

“Beg better than that.”

She rolled again, and the plug kicked. My hole fluttered around it, and my cock spat another warm streak into the diaper, not piss yet, just the slick that comes when I can’t touch myself. She felt the front of the pants swell a little under her and smiled with her mouth but not her eyes.

“Please let me come,” I said. I put my red mouth on her throat, because she’d leaned in close and there was nowhere else for it to go, and the lipstick smeared on her skin. “Please, Mommy. I’m begging you. I’ll make a mess, I don’t care. My balls hurt. My cock hurts in the cage. Please use me until I come.”

“Much better.” She caught her clit on the ridge of the steel through the plastic and hissed, then did it again on purpose, chasing that hard line. “Stay still. If you move, I take my hand off the plug. Do you want my hand?”

“Yes. Press it. Please press it.”

She pressed, and the base shoved the plug up into me, and I shook, my cuffed hands useless at my spine. Her pussy was slippery on the plastic. Every grind printed more of her wet onto the plastic, sticky and squeaking, her clit a small firm point I could feel even through all those layers when she lined it up and rubbed.

The other pressure came in under all of that, low and mean. My bladder had been filling again ever since the stage. The plug knocked it loose. I clenched to hold it, and the clench drove the plug into the sore sweet spot, and the hold broke.

Heat left my cock in a rush I didn’t choose. First a hard spurt against the cage, then a thinner pour, and then it steadied into a stream. The dry diaper took it. Warmth bloomed at the head of my cock and spread under my balls and crept out to the sides in a heavy soak that kept getting bigger while she rode me. Every time her weight came down, the diaper made a soft full sound, a wet crinkle, piss moving under her cunt.

“Oh,” she said, delighted, and her hand kept working the plug. “Keep going.”

“I can’t stop.” My face stayed in her neck. The stream pulsed with my heartbeat, hot and endless, and the diaper went from thick to sodden. “Mommy, I’m pissing. It’s all going in the diaper. It’s hot, it’s on my balls. Fuck, the plastic’s holding it, I can hear it...”

“I can hear it too. Stay in your mess.”

That snapped through me while I was still going. My cock kicked in the cage with the piss still pouring, and the cum came up under it, pulled out of me by her hips and her hand on that plug. It was ruined and helpless. I jerked on the lid and couldn’t thrust. Cum spat through the steel in a weak shot, thicker than the piss, and then another, smaller, throbbing out into the soaked diaper. The cage made every shot short. It didn’t feel like any time I’d ever come alone.

“I’m coming,” I said, because my mouth had to keep up with my cock. “Mommy, I’m coming in the diaper. My cock’s coming in the cage. One, fuck, two, it’s still coming, three...”

“Count all you like,” she said, grinding harder. “Nothing in that cage opens. Give it to the diaper.”

I did. A fourth weak spurt, then a dribble that wouldn’t finish, my balls emptying in little helpless kicks while the piss and the cum swam together and the diaper sagged, heavy and swollen, squishing every time she bore down. The front of the pants went round and full between her thighs. My hole gripped the plug in spasms, and every one forced another drop of cum through the bars.

“It’s such a mess,” I said. My voice was gone. “Your pussy’s right on it, I can feel you. Don’t get off me. Please rub your clit on me. Please come on me.”

“I can feel your cum,” she said. “Hot, right through the plastic. You don’t get to fuck. You sit there full of piss and cum and let me use your lap. That’s what you get.”

She chased it. Her clit caught the cage again, and the soggy give of the diaper under the plastic made it filthy and soft and hard all at once. Her cunt pulsed against the plastic, open and dripping, and she swore against my mouth.

“Fuck. That’s my clit. Don’t you move.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. Her hand clamped on the plug and shoved it in short beats, and I spurted one more thin line of cum into the swamp of the diaper, oversensitive and shaking, with a sob of a breath against her throat. She came on me like that. Her pussy fluttered, and her hips lost the rhythm and just ground, in dirty little circles, her breath breaking. She rode it until the shake left her legs, and then she laughed once into my red mouth and bit my lower lip.

I sat there wrecked. The diaper hung thick and warm between my legs, and the plastic pants were tight as a drum over the piss and the cum. My cock throbbed in the cage, spent and still trapped. Her wet was smeared all over the shiny black front, and my lipstick was on her throat in a long streak.

“Down,” she said.

My knees hit the concrete. The drop punched the plug up into me, and I gasped out loud. She stood over me with her skirt still bunched at her waist and one hand in my hair, and she pulled my face in. No speech first. Her cunt met my mouth, swollen and salty, tasting of her cum and the grind. My lipstick left a red print along the inside of her thigh as she set her feet.

“Open your mouth.”

I opened it, and she held my head and took what she wanted. I got my tongue on her clit, and then she shifted and I was in her pussy with my nose pressed against her, cuffed, with no hands to show off with. She fucked my mouth in short grinds. The diaper squelched when I swayed, the mess shifting heavy around my cock and balls, and the plug nudged me every time I rocked forward for more of her.

“Flat,” she said, and her voice had gone thin. “Tongue flat on my clit. Don’t get cute.”

I flattened it. She tasted like skin and like the lap, and under that just her cunt, wet and hot. I licked until my jaw ached and kept going. My cock tried to thicken in the soaked cage and had nowhere to go, and I moaned into her.

“Hard again?”

“Trying,” I said into her. “The cage won’t let it. Mommy, I love your pussy. Please come on my mouth. I’ll stay right here, and I won’t wipe any of it off.”

“No, you won’t.” Her hand tightened in my hair, and she ground down. “Right there. That’s the spot. Lick.”

I licked. She came the second time with her thighs tight against my ears, her hips jerking and her clit pulsing under my tongue, a rush of wet over my mouth and chin. I kept my tongue flat until the pulses got small. When she stepped back, I saw my lipstick on both her thighs, two smeared red marks where my mouth had worked. My own mouth was a wreck, the color well past the edges and her shine all over it.

She looked down at the plastic pants and the heavy droop of the diaper inside them, and put her hand flat on the front. The squish was loud. Warm wet came up around the cage under her palm, piss and cum, all of it held in.

“Full,” she said, and my spent cock twitched at the word, a sorry little push in the steel, and more of the mess shifted under her hand.

She bent to my ear with her palm still on the plastic, feeling the weight and the heat. Out front, past the boards over our heads, the house was coming in, a lot of feet, a laugh, a chair leg scraping. The doors were open.

“They came for a dirty show and a miracle at the end of it,” she said quietly, with her mouth on my ear. “You’re not going to perform it.”

Up the stair, the door staff were checking IDs, the way they did every night of the run, and the house was filling up out front. None of those feet had any idea I was down here on my knees with a plug in my hole and a diaper full of piss and cum.

I thought about the lock on the box then, the one she’d built and I’d never gotten a look at. She’d given me four numbers, and they’d been a lie. My head tried to pick it anyway. Pins, slack, timing. But there was nothing in front of me to pick. Her hand was on the plastic, and that was the whole lock.

“The box is already up there,” she said. “On the X, center stage, lid up for now. It’s waiting on you.”

The diaper squished when I breathed. One word would have ended all of it, and she’d have let me out the same minute, and I knelt there with my red mouth shut. The house kept filling, and up on the mark, under lights I couldn’t see yet, the box stood on its wheels and waited.

❦

I lay on my back behind the bars, and the lights made a white box all around me. The short black tailcoat had ridden up my ribs, and under the hem the black plastic pants threw the spotlights back at the ceiling. Billie had changed me at the foot of the stair while the house filled overhead, leaving the plug where it was, and the fresh diaper under the plastic held my thighs apart, thick as a folded towel. Past the edge of the stage the house sat in the dark, every seat taken, thirty and over and here for exactly this kind of show, and a little clip mic rode the bar beside my head so the back rows wouldn’t miss a word. Billie stood at the bars, where the light cut her out clean.

“Count with me,” she told them. “From ten, out loud. He thinks he has a door. Ten.”

“Ten,” the house said, big and happy.

My heel found the third bar. In my sketchbook that bar had a catch drawn on it in pencil, a pin and a thumb’s width of slack, a place to hit if you wanted the steel to lie for you. I’d even put my initials under the drawing, like the thing was already built.

“Nine,” I said, in the old bright voice. “You’re looking at a man who does this in his sleep. On my count, the third bar goes. Eight.”

“Eight,” they gave me back.

“Seven. Eyes up, nobody blinks. Six.”

Under their count I ran my own, small and quiet, for the hit. On two I drove my heel into the bar, and the shock ran all the way up my shin. The bar didn’t travel. No tick, no give. My stocking hissed on the steel and stayed a stocking.

“Five,” Billie said sweetly. “He’s working. Listen, you can hear a man work.”

“Four.” The patter came out anyway. “Sometimes it sticks if you’ve been bad. I’ve been a saint. Ask anybody. Three.”

“Have you?” she said.

“Two,” the house said, rolling right over me. I was late inside my own bit, and my wrists were still behind me. The cuffs were my own, with my initials cut inside the ratchet, and on every other night of my working life the key had sat in a glass of water out of my reach while I opened them anyway, on a breath, so a whole room could clap for my wrists.

“One,” Billie said.

I kicked the third bar again, because my body still believed in the drawing. Pain flared in my heel. The box jerked on its wheels until the brake caught, and the bar stayed a bar.

I had my closer loaded, and I got it halfway into the mic. “And that’s when the bar...”

Her knuckles hit the third bar three times, right where my heel had been. It sounded like a door shutting, and it rang in the steel and in my teeth. There was no catch. There was no fake panel, no pin I’d missed in the glare.

“There’s no way out of this box,” she told them, like she was reading out a bus timetable. “There never was.”

The rest of my line died behind my teeth. Somebody laughed, and then a lot of them did, the laugh a room makes when it figures out the trick is the man.

My cock fattened in the cage so fast the steel pinched. She was still standing at the bar, and she hadn’t put a hand on me. My balls drew up under the diaper, the plug shifted in my hole, and a short rough sound got out of me and into the mic.

“One,” I said, counting toward a click that wasn’t coming. “Two. Three. Four.”

“Stop counting,” she said. “What did the bar do?”

“Nothing.”

“Is there a catch on it?”

“No.”

“Say the whole thing, so they can hear you.”

“There’s no catch.” All the trick had gone out of my voice. “It’s just steel. Mommy.”

“That’s it. Now they know.”

My cock kicked at that. A small wet spot started in the diaper, not piss yet, just the leak a cage can’t hide. I rolled my hips once, and the plastic answered with a crinkle under the lights.

“Don’t do that again,” she said. “You stay where I put you.”

She slid her arm in between the bars and laid her palm flat on the plastic front, over the diaper and the cage and my cock, and pressed and held. The thick padding mashed my cock and balls into one hot problem, and the plug sat deeper because my ass had clenched.

“Tell them what I’m holding.”

“My cock,” I said, and the house made a low noise that rolled toward the back. “In a diaper. Mommy’s hand is on it.”

“Mm. Hard, too. I can feel that little clitty trying to stand up in its lock.” Her palm didn’t rub. It just stayed. “Are you going to piss on me?”

“No.”

I got the word out clean. Then my body left it behind.

It started under her palm, a hot shove I hadn’t ordered. The first jet of piss hit the diaper right at the head of my cock, and the heat bloomed through the padding faster than I could clamp down. My cuffed hands grabbed at nothing. The second push was longer, a hard hiss inside the plastic, and worse, it was in the mic, a wet rush nobody out past the lights could mistake for a cue. Piss flooded the front panel. It filled the cage around my cock and soaked my balls and crawled under me toward my ass in a slow hot line.

“Oh, he is,” Billie said, and kept her hand right where it was. “That’s piss. All of you, listen to him do it.”

I tried to cut it off. My thighs just shook, and more came, pulse after pulse, a full bladder with no trick in it anywhere. The diaper swelled under her palm until she had to press harder to stay on me, and the leg gathers bloated and held. When I jerked, the load sloshed, heavy and trapped, with nowhere to go but around my hole and up the small of my back in a warm stripe. I could smell it, sharp and mine, lifting off the plastic in the heat of the spots. Every new spurt made my hole flutter around the plug. The last of it stuttered out in a few weak pushes, and then I was empty and the diaper wasn’t. It dragged between my legs, sodden and enormous, the plastic stretched shining over a piss-fat bulge, and the tailcoat had nothing to offer. A drop found the inside of the plastic and ticked, and the pants held that too.

I sagged. My shoulder hit the bars, then my cheek, and the wet weight pulled me down against the steel while the diaper squashed and gurgled in the quiet after the laugh.

I turned my face toward her side, not toward the seats. The bar was cold against my lipstick.

“Please,” I said. “Please, Mommy.”

There was one word that would have stopped her and the lights and every lock in the building, and I knew exactly where it was. I left it alone, the way you leave a pin you’ve decided not to set, and I gave her the please again instead, smaller, into the steel.

“Please.”

“I know,” she said. “You pissed in front of all of them, and you still want my hand on you. Ask for the part you actually want.”

“Change me.” My mouth was dry, and my soaked cock was still trying to thicken in the cage. “Please, Mommy. Change me.”

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

She reached over the top of the box, and I heard the lid leave the frame. I didn’t hear the lock. It stayed on the far side, turned out of my sight, the one she’d built and I had never learned. I’d spent my whole life naming locks by the sound they make when they seat, and this one had never given me a sound I could use.

Stage air came in over the bars. She got both hands under my shoulders and laid me back flat on the steel, the cuffs pinned under me and the soaked diaper spreading wide at my hips. The house could see all of it, the swollen shine of the pants and my stockinged toes against the bars.

She took the plastic pants at the waist and peeled. They clung to the swollen diaper and then let go with a sticky rip that the mic picked up beautifully. She worked the pants down over my ass and my thighs and left them in a shiny black band at my stockings. Open air on the wet padding made me shiver, and the smell came up harder, piss and heat and hot plastic.

“Tapes,” she told the house. “You clap when I get to the new ones, and not before. He’s not done being a mess.”

She lifted the first tape, then the other hip, then the two at my waist, each one loud. The diaper fell open. My cock lay in its cage in a shine of piss, the steel beaded with it and my balls drawn up wet and red. A clear string was already drooling from the tip and mixing with the piss on my stomach. Between my cheeks the base of the plug showed, my hole tight around it, and when she tipped my knee out, the whole front row got that too.

“Look at him,” she said. “Locked cock, wet balls, a plug in his hole. He made a mess, and the mess is the act. Isn’t it, Flicks?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Wipe.”

The wipe was cold. She dragged it over the cage and between the bars and around each ball, slowly, the way you clean something you mean to use. Piss came off on the cloth. She folded it and wiped the crease under my ass, and when her fingers met the plug she didn’t skip it. She pressed it and turned it and fucked it into me half an inch and drew it back, and my spine came up off the steel.

“Say it.”

“You’re fucking my hole.”

“With what?”

“The plug. Mommy, my cock’s dripping in the cage.”

“I see it.” She watched a string drool through the steel and hang there and fall. “Not in my wipe. You come when the new diaper’s going shut. Hold it.”

“I don’t know if I can.”

She answered with her hand instead of a speech, two fingers on the base and a deeper rock, and the urge backed off into a throb that made my thighs shake. “You can. Fresh one.”

A last cold wipe went over my cock and my balls and the damp skin of my ass, into every crease. She slid the soaked diaper out from under me, and for one breath I lay naked on the steel, plugged and caged, with the whole house looking at my cock. Then she tucked the fresh one under my ass, thick and dry, and set me down in it. My weight pushed the plug deeper, and I groaned up into the lights.

She folded the front panel up over the cage. The clean padding touched the leaking head of my cock, and I pulsed into it, a hot little spit, a dark kiss on the new white.

“Tape one.”

Her palm pressed the tape flat over my hip while her other hand rocked the plug, in, around, in. The house clapped. The sound closed around my cock like a grip, and another warm run soaked the padding under the cage and spread into the diaper around my balls.

“Tape two. Look at me while you drip.”

I looked. The cage key swung on the chain at her neck, bright and useless, ticking against a bar when she leaned in. Her palm mashed the second tape down, and the clap was bigger. She ground the plug in until the base kissed my hole and stayed there, a deep dirty pressure, and a thicker leak jerked out of me. My hips tried to rise, and the fresh diaper crinkled and held me.

“You’re dripping under my hand,” she said. “Right into the clean one. That’s your cum trying to get ahead of you. What’s my hand on?”

“The tape. My hip. Mommy, please, I need to come. I need to fuck something. I need...”

“You need to hold still.” She pushed the plug in one mean stroke, a real fuck of it, and laid her palm on the next tape. “Tape three.”

The house clapped and laughed, a loose filthy laugh, and I broke.

The first stripe of cum left my cock hard and shot into the fresh diaper, trapped by the cage so it flooded back over the steel. My balls clenched up, and my ass locked on the plug, and she kept it moving in small ruthless rocks, fucking the cum out of me while the clapping rolled over the bars. I heard the wet hit of it in the diaper, and I heard them laughing right through it, somebody whooping the way a crowd whoops for a dove.

“Mommy,” I got out. “Fuck. I’m coming. I’m coming in it.”

The second wave hit before the first had even soaked in. Thick cum welled through the bars, white against the steel, smearing my cock and dripping in heavy drops onto the padding. My hole spasmed around the plug, and she didn’t let it go still, so every clench milked another spurt out of me. A third pulse, shorter and hotter, ran down my balls into the diaper, and my thighs shook so hard that the plastic pants at my knees rustled. I was jerking on less and less by then, oversensitive, the cage mean against all that swollen flesh. The house laughed again, delighted, and the laugh dragged one more weak rope out of me that pattered into the padding. I lay there with my mouth open and lipstick smeared on my teeth, and there was nothing pretty left in the sound I was making.

“There,” she said.

A last thin pulse left my cock because she’d said it. It slid down a bar of the cage and joined the rest.

She didn’t coo over it. She pressed the fourth tape flat with her palm, snug across my hip, and then checked the other three with her thumbs, sealing me in. They clapped for that one too. I twitched at every press, and cum squished under the panel when she smoothed her hand over the front of me.

She had a knee up on the rail to reach me, close enough that I could smell her cunt. The black of her stage dress was wet through between her legs. Her pussy was fat against the cloth, her clit a small hard point when she shifted her weight. She saw where my eyes went.

“That’s my pussy,” she said. “Wet, because you pissed for them and then came in a diaper like I told you to. You don’t get to fuck it. You don’t get your mouth on my clit. Tell me what you get.”

“The diaper.”

“And what’s in this one?”

“My cum.” My voice was wrecked. “The other one had my piss. This one has my cum. I made a mess, Mommy.”

“Yeah, you did.” She patted the front once, and my spent cock jumped in the cage like it had a vote. “And you stay in it.”

She pulled the plastic pants up over the stockings and my knees and the bulk of the fresh diaper. The plastic dragged and crinkled and finally settled, tight over the warm cum, shining again in the spots. She tugged the tailcoat down. It covered my chest and gave up at my waist, and the plastic stayed out in the open for anybody who was still looking. She studied my mouth, pressed the red back into the line with her thumb, and left the lipstick where it was.

“Lid,” she said.

She shut it, steel on steel. The house got up on its feet, and the applause came down on the box like weather. Under it I heard her, one short pleased laugh, not a laugh she meant to share with me.

She took hold of the end bars and wheeled me off the mark, out of the white and into the wing. Every bump squeezed a little warm cum around my cock and made the diaper talk.

In the wing she opened the lid and took my cuffs off. Her hands settled over the raw rings they’d rubbed into my wrists, and she stayed like that for a while, just holding them. Then she uncapped a bottle of water from the prop table, put the bottle in my hand and watched me drink half of it, and then she put her hand against my cheek, careful of the lipstick, and left it there.

“You did that for me,” she said quietly. “Every second of it. I’ve built you boxes for years, and that’s the first time I ever got to keep what was inside one. Curtain?”

“No.”

“Hal’s already out front,” she said. “Up his ladder with the new letters.”

❦

In the wing, the lock side of the box was finally turned toward me. I crouched down next to it with the diaper thick between my thighs and the plastic pants warm over it, and I looked.

It wasn’t any keyhole I knew. The body of the lock was a flat steel block on the hasp, with screws I couldn’t have gotten a fingernail under and no seam anywhere that a pick would love. My own cuffs were in the pocket of the coat she’d thrown on over her stage dress, and I could hear them when she shifted, a small steel click against her hip. Every lock I’d ever met had some slack in it somewhere, a pin that sat high, a second where the bolt was only pretending. This one didn’t pretend at all.

I put my hand out.

Billie laid her hand over the lock and over my fingers. Her palm was hot. She didn’t pull me away from it. She just covered it.

“You’ll never learn this one,” she said.

“I can learn a lock by looking at it.”

“You looked.” Her other hand came down on the front of the plastic pants, right where the cage held my cock, and she pressed until the diaper made a wet sound. “What did you learn?”

“Nothing.”

“Say it properly.”

My cock pushed at the cage while she was still talking. The diaper was already heavy from the stage, warm with cum around the steel, and her pressing sent a slow leak out of me into it.

“I’ll never learn it.”

“No. You won’t.”

I felt that all the way down, and I shut my eyes. She took her hand off the lock and left mine hanging in the air over it, empty.

“Up,” she said. “Go and get your poster.”

By then the house had gone home, and the lobby was mostly dark, with a mop bucket standing by the bar. She had the key to the glass case on the same ring as her car keys, and the case opened with a soft suck of rubber seal. There I was: black shirt, mid-trick, grinning, my own cuffs on my wrists and the chain already going slack like I had the whole thing beat.

She took it down, rolled it up tight, and put it in my hands.

“Carry it.”

“People liked that picture.”

“They liked you getting out.” She tapped the roll. “Walk.”

The diaper talked the whole way across the tile. Plastic pants, tailcoat, red mouth, and the poster under my arm. I tried a line. “Ladies and gentlemen, Felix and his greatest hit.” It died in the empty lobby, and she didn’t help it.

Out under the marquee the street was empty at that hour, and the night air was cold on my stockings. Hal was up on his ladder with his canvas bag, taking my name down one letter at a time. The F of FELIX came off and went in the bag, then the E, then the L. He gave us one look and didn’t make it a long one. He had letters to hang.

Billie put my arm through hers, and I held the rolled poster against my ribs. Up on the board her name was already going up, and it looked bigger to me than mine ever had. BILLIE, and the E on the end of it hung a hair crooked, like the one I’d set down on the alley floor that morning to spell ESCAPE for luck. Then the ampersand. Then Hal fitted the F of the new name, and the board rocked a little on its brackets.

She squeezed my arm on that F.

“Read it.”

“Billie and Flicks.”

“Whose name is first?”

I looked at the gap where FELIX used to be. My mouth still had a joke in it. “Depends who’s paying for the ad.”

She didn’t argue. She took my free hand and set it flat on the front of my diaper, right over the cage, and held it there until I could feel the steel and the warmth and the whole thick pack of it at once.

“Whose.”

“Yours, Mommy.”

“Again. Every time he hangs one.”

Hal hung the L and the I and the C and the K and the S, and I said it for every letter, quietly, into the shoulder of her coat. Billie and Flicks. Her name first. My cock stayed hard in the cage the whole time, useless, wetting the diaper in little pulses I couldn’t stop. When the last S was straight, she kissed my painted mouth once, short, and walked me to the car.

At the apartment she pointed at my desk.

My sketchbook was where I’d left it, open to a hinge I’d drawn early in the build, the one I’d been so sure would move. I stood over it in the tailcoat with the poster still in my hand. The diaper sagged, and every time I shifted I could smell myself, piss and cum and plastic.

“Open it all the way,” she said.

I did. Page after page of locks and bars and hasps, my own handwriting going on about slack and timing. Not one of them had a picture of that steel block. I’d never seen it long enough to draw it.

“Close it.”

I closed it.

“Drawer.”

The top drawer of her dresser was empty except for a spare pack of tapes. I put the sketchbook in, and the rolled poster in on top of it. She shut the drawer and turned the little key, and the key went into her coat pocket with my cuffs. She hung the coat on the back of the door.

“Bed.”

Hers. I’d slept across the hall from that bed since summer and never once been in it. I got out of the tailcoat and the plastic pants, and the diaper stayed on. She opened it at the back just long enough to ease the plug out of me, and then taped me shut again. She left the stockings on. In the dark, the cage key on her chain lay on my breastbone like a small cold tooth, and my cock throbbed against the steel as if it could get to her through it.

“Mommy.”

“I hear you.”

“Are you going to unlock me?”

“No.” Her hand settled on the raw rings the cuffs had left on my wrists, the same place she’d touched in the wing. “Sleep in it. If you piss, you piss in your diaper. Curtain?”

“No.”

She turned over and fitted her back against my chest. I lay there counting the links of the chain I could feel against my skin and got nowhere at all.

Noon came in around the edges of the shade, and I woke up already going.

It started under my balls, a heat that wasn’t sex, a drop in my belly I couldn’t pull shut. The first of it was a thin thread into the padding, and then a wider push that spread through the thick diaper before I could get my hands down there. It climbed the front of the cage. The tapes pulled, and the plastic ballooned a little under my palm and made a low wet mutter, the crotch going heavy and hot and sagging lower between my thighs. Another rush came, and I felt it hit the back and creep up toward my hole, soaked and trapped, with nowhere to go but into the diaper. A low sound came out of my throat.

Billie was already up on one elbow, watching my stomach jump.

“Don’t you hold it,” she said. “Let it go.”

“I woke up and it just...”

“Stay there. Finish.”

I did. The last of it leaked out around the cage in a slow shameful dribble, and the diaper sat fat and hot on me, loud whenever I breathed. My cock was hard in the middle of all of it anyway. She saw that too.

“Look at that mess,” she said. “On your back.”

She untaped me, a rip for every tape, and the diaper fell open, and cool air hit my wet cock and balls and the soaked skin of my ass. The padding was yellow and heavy and sagging in the middle, with the cage shining in it. She didn’t flinch. She folded the diaper in on itself and dropped it in the wastebasket by the dresser.

Then she lifted the chain off her neck.

I knew the sound of that key by then. I’d heard it at her collarbone ever since the dressing room and felt it turn in the lock exactly once. She fitted it into the cage, and the click was small and clean, and the steel came apart in her hands. My cock dropped out into the air, flushed and wet with piss and the night’s leaking, smaller than every joke I’d ever told about it.

She looked at it lying in her palm and laughed once, low.

“This. All those posters, and look at this little clitty.”

“Billie...”

“Mommy.” She gave it one slow stroke, and it jumped and drooled on her thumb. “Tell me what it is.”

“My cock. It’s small. Mommy, please.”

“Your balls too.” She cupped them, still damp, and rolled them in her hand until my hips came up off the sheet. “Tight balls and a clitty that leaks when I talk to it. Do you want it in me?”

“Yes.”

“Ask.”

“Fuck me. Please fuck me, Mommy. I want your cunt. I want to come.”

“You will.” She pulled a wipe from the pack on the nightstand and ran it over me once, quick and businesslike, and then she stripped off her shirt and shorts and got over me with her knees beside my ribs. Her pussy was right above my cock, dark hair, already wet, her clit standing out when she reached down and spread herself. I could smell her. “Hands on the headboard. You don’t grab. And you don’t count your way out of this.”

I put my hands up, and she sank down.

Her cunt took my cock in one slow slide, hot and tight and softer than the cage by a mile, and I groaned. She sat all the way down until my balls pressed against her ass, and for a second I couldn’t see. She rolled her hips, and her clit dragged against the base of me, and she told me so.

“Feel that? That’s my clit on your cock. You’re not filling anything up. You’re just in it. Stay.”

She fucked me like she had all day. Up until I almost slipped out, down until I was buried, her ass settling on my thighs with a wet slap. Every time she took me, her pussy squeezed, and a shine of her ran down over my balls. I tried to thrust, and she put a hand flat on my stomach and held me down.

“No. I ride. You leak.”

“I’m going to come.”

“Not yet.” She reached behind herself and pressed two fingers under my balls, and then lower, the pad of one finger firm against my hole. “There. That’s your hole. It remembers the plug. Don’t you push me out. Take it.”

I took it. The finger stayed there, not deep, just a steady pressure while she ground on me, and my cock jerked inside her. I heard myself begging, broken, with no joke left anywhere in it.

“Mommy. Mommy, please. Your pussy. I can feel your clit. Let me come. I’ll be good, I’ll wear it after. Please.”

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her mouth was open, and her tits moved with the grind. She put her free hand on her clit and rubbed it in short circles while she kept my cock sunk inside her, and the finger at my hole tapped once, mean and sweet.

“Now.”

I came up into her. It hit hard, a pulse that started in my balls and blew out of my cock in thick shots that I could feel her take. I shook. I said her name. The cum kept coming, messy, spilling back out of her cunt around my shaft and onto my balls while she stayed down on me and worked her clit. She swore, low, and then she came too, her pussy clamping down in quick grips, a rush of her wet mixing with my cum and running down over my hole where her finger still held me. She rode it out without hurrying, a few more slow rocks, until her thighs trembled and she dropped her forehead against mine.

We stayed stuck together like that, my cum and hers hot and sliding between us, my cock going soft inside her. She kissed my mouth, tasted the old lipstick, and laughed against my teeth.

“There he is. Empty little cock.”

“Don’t put it back yet.”

She lifted off me, and the mess followed, a string of cum from her pussy to the head of my cock that broke on my stomach.

“Curtain?” she said.

“No.”

She didn’t wait. She wiped my cock once, just enough to see it, and while it was still soft and small she fitted the cage back on. The steel closed, the lock clicked, and the key went back on the chain, and the chain went back around her neck, between her bare tits.

“You had it out,” she said. “You don’t get to keep it out.”

I was shaking, and my balls ached, and there was cum and her wet all over my stomach and down the crack of my ass. She wiped me clean, cage and all, and taped me into a fresh diaper, thick and snug, and pressed it flat with her hand so the cage had nowhere to pretend it was loose.

“Now ask for the rest,” she said.

“Paint me. Mommy, paint my mouth.”

She got the red off the side table, and I held still. It went on slow, the waxy drag of it, top lip and bottom lip and the corners and then over again, until my mouth was the same red as the late show. While she did it my cock thickened in the cage and pushed at the fresh diaper, and she saw my hips try to follow it.

“Stay.” She made one last pass and then held up her compact where I could see. “What are you?”

“Yours. Billie and Flicks. Your name first.”

“That’s my Flicks.”

I throbbed so hard the diaper rustled.

She dressed me for the early show. Fresh sheer stockings. The black plastic pants hauled up over the tapes, so that every step would talk. The short tailcoat, buttoned, with nothing under it but skin and padding. She put on her own coat with my cuffs still in the pocket and the drawer key with them, and the cage key at her neck where I could see it.

In the car she drove with one hand. At the first red light she put her palm on the front of my diaper and left it there for the whole light. The cage bit, and a small wet spot warmed under her hand inside the plastic, and she rubbed once, like she was checking a fact.

“Tell me.”

“I’m leaking in the diaper, Mommy.”

“Lipstick.”

I had the visor down before she finished the word. The red was still even. I didn’t fix anything. I just looked, the way she wanted me to, and flipped it shut.

By the second light I was half hard and sore and wet, and the padding was going damp at the front.

“Are they going to see the tapes?” I said. It came out thinner than a joke.

“They’ll hear them if you walk like that. Next light, give me the front.”

I took her wrist and put her hand on me myself. She pressed, and I oozed, and my voice broke on her name and stayed there in the car.

She parked right under the board. I looked up through the windshield at the letters Hal had finished in the dark: BILLIE & FLICKS. Her name first, in daylight, over the doors. The poster case was empty, and the glass just showed the lobby and the early house going in past the ID check at the door.

The house was filling, coats and cups and the low noise of a crowd that had paid to sit close. Before she got out, she pressed the front of my plastic pants once, enough to make the padding speak. Then she came around, opened my door, and handed me my long overcoat off the back seat. I stood up into the afternoon with it buttoned to the knee over the plastic, the diaper thick under it, the cage locked, a fresh leak cooling against my cock, and my mouth painted red. She slipped her arm through mine, the way she had on the sidewalk the night before.

“Same trick,” she said. “They’ll clap for the tapes again. You hold still and let them.”

“And after?”

“After, we drive home.” She touched the chain at her neck, and then the top button of my overcoat. “Curtain?”

“No, Mommy.”

We went in under her name.

If you want more like this, read Adult Baby Daycare next


THE END
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