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As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book
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Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: Sixty Days Prepaid

The intake form sat flat on the kitchen table under the cheap overhead light. One page. Black print. My pen still warm in the cup where I had left it. Wade sat across from me, thirty-four years old and calm as a closed door, and he read my answers back in a voice so mild I kept nodding before the sentence finished.

“Full name: Nadia.”

“Yes.”

“Age: twenty-six.”

“Yes.”

“Consent to a sixty-day live-in restorative placement at the Harrow Road house.”

“Yes.”

“Diapered full-time. Schedule. Checks. Changes. No private locks. Access to your storage through me.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My mouth said yes again before my pride could catch it. This was the game we had chosen, and the mildness of his tone made the words feel ordinary, like grocery lists. Defiant curiosity pushed at my ribs and would not settle. I wanted to see how far he would take it. I wanted to know if I would still be myself when he was done.

He turned the page over, even though there was nothing on the back, and tapped the signature line with one finger.

“Say it out loud. The placement.”

I swallowed. “Sixty days. Live-in. Restorative placement. Harrow Road.”

“Good girl.” Soft. Almost kind. Then: “You will do exactly as I say.”

My cunt clenched like he had put a hand between my legs. I hated that. I liked that. Both at once, tangled past pulling apart.

He stood. The chair legs scraped. Cool air from the hallway slid over my bare arms when he opened the door and waited.

“Back bedroom. Now.”

I walked. My shoes ticked on the wood. His steps behind me were quieter, even, like he had walked this path a hundred times. The house smelled like clean laundry and something sharper, plastic and powder. At the end of the hall the back bedroom door stood open. The changing table waited in the middle of the room, raised and padded, paper liner already pulled down. Beside it he had laid out the kit in a clean row: tape measure, scale pad, thick white adult diaper unfolded and open, wipes, cream, gloves, a bottle of lube that caught the light, and a slim plug still in its plastic.

Cold rolled off the window glass. The overhead bulb hummed. My pulse crowded my ears.

Wade closed the door. No lock clicked. There was no lock on my side of anything here. He washed his hands at the small sink, dried them, and pulled on gloves. The snap hit me low in the stomach.

“Clothes off. Fold them. Put them on the chair.”

I stripped. Shirt. Bra. Jeans. Panties last, stuck where I was wet. The air hit my nipples and they went tight. I folded everything neat because neat was a kind of control, and control was leaving. He watched without hurry. The gloves made small creaks when he flexed his fingers.

“On the table. Back. Legs open.”

I climbed up. The paper liner crackled under my ass. He measured me with the tape, cool plastic against warm skin: waist, hips, thigh. He wrote numbers on a card. Then he made me stand on the scale pad on the floor and wrote that too. When he put me back on the table he pressed two fingers to the soft place under my jaw, then to my wrist, counting under his breath. Clinical. Hot. My pussy ached, swollen and empty.

“Intake weight and measure on file,” he said. “From today, I keep the record.”

He lifted the thick diaper. It crinkled loud when he opened it, sharp and dry in the quiet room. He slid it under me and I lifted my hips like I knew the motion. Powder dusted my skin. Cream followed, cool then warming, worked into the crease of my thighs and over my cunt with thorough strokes that were not for pleasure and made my breath hitch anyway. He taped one side. Then the other. The bulk closed between my legs, warm plastic and soft diaper trapping heat against my slit. When I moved, the diaper crinkled. Every small shift announced me.

“Storage unit 114 already has the rest of you,” Wade said, mild again, while he smoothed the front tape. “Clothes. Furniture. Documents. Laptop. Movers finished this morning. Sixty days prepaid. At noon on day sixty the lease lapses and the contents go to auction. I hold the padlock key. Every night before bed you will say the number of days left out loud. Near the end I hand the key and the renewal money back. The lapse, if it comes, is yours to cause.”

My throat went dry. “Fifty-nine after tonight.”

“After tonight, yes. Today is day one.” He patted the thick front of the diaper once, firm. “You can feel that. Good. Stay still.”

He rolled me onto my side, then farther, until my cheek pressed the paper and my ass was up. The diaper was open at the back now, tapes loosened just enough. Cool air licked my crack. He parted my cheeks with gloved thumbs. The lube bottle clicked wet. Cold gel hit my asshole and I jerked.

“Stay.”

One finger pushed in. Thick with lube. No teasing circle first. He seated it to the knuckle and held there while my hole fluttered around him. The glove was slick. The room was quiet except for my breath and the soft wet sound when he moved. He added a second finger. Stretch burned. I clenched on nothing and the diaper rubbed my clit when I squirmed.

“This is intake,” he said. “Your ass is part of the placement. I check it. I use it. I decide when it is open.” His fingers scissored. Mean. Exact. “Say what you are.”

My face burned. The curiosity shoved the words out raw. “A padded whore on your table.”

“Filthier.”

“A bitch with her asshole being fingered open before dinner.”

“Better.” He crooked his fingers and pressed until my thighs jerked. “You like the shame. Your cunt is dripping into the diaper already. I can smell you.”

I made a sound I hated. He pulled his fingers out and the emptiness made me push back toward him like a slut. The plug came next, cool and firm, nosing my rim. He worked it in slow, then firm, until the wide part forced past and my hole swallowed it with a wet suck. Full. Stuffed. The base sat flush between my cheeks. He taped the diaper closed again over it. Bulk and pressure and the plug holding me open under the diaper. Every step would move it. Every crinkle would remind me.

He stripped the gloves. Washed. Came back. Opened his pants. His cock was hard, thick, wet at the tip. He dragged me to the edge of the table so my padded ass hung, then ripped the tapes open again with sharp pulls that made me gasp. Diaper flaps fell aside. Plug still in. He hooked a finger under the base and pulled it free with a filthy pop. Lube and my own slick shone on it. He set it aside and lined his cock up against my open asshole.

“Beg for it in your ass.”

My voice cracked. “Please fuck my ass. Please put your cock in my hole. Use me.”

He pushed in. Slow enough that every inch stretched me, hard enough that my eyes watered. Full. Too full. The head dragged over nerves that made my cunt clench and leak into the open diaper under me. He bottomed out and held, hips flush to my cheeks, balls against the wet mess of me.

“Tight little shithole,” he said, mean now, no mild left. “Taking daddy’s cock like a good toy. You signed for this. You keep agreeing. Now take it.”

He fucked me. Deep strokes. Wet sounds, skin and lube and the soft slap of his hips. The table creaked. My diaper crinkled under my belly with every thrust. Cold air from the window hit my back where I was burning. Sweat stuck my hair to my neck. He reached under and found my clit, pinching through the slick, rubbing hard circles while he pounded my ass.

“You do not come until I count. You will say the number out loud. Understand?”

“Yes. Fuck. Yes.”

He edged me first. Built it until my thighs shook and then backed off, fingers stopped, cock buried deep and motionless. I whined. He laughed once, low.

“Greedy cunt. Your ass is stuffed and you still try to fuck my hand. Beg.”

“Please let me come. Please, I need it, my clit hurts, please use my hole and make me come.”

He rubbed again, brutal, and drove into my ass in short hard thrusts. The first orgasm ripped up from my gut. My asshole clamped on his cock. I sobbed.

“That’s one. Say it.”

“One!”

He did not stop. Overstimulated nerves screamed. He kept fucking my ass and grinding my clit past the peak until it turned sharp and I tried to crawl forward on the paper. His hand locked on my hip.

“Stay. You take what I give. That’s two coming. Louder when it hits.”

I shook my head. He slapped my ass hard enough to sting and the shock shoved me over again. The second one hit worse, longer, my pussy spurting wet into the open diaper while my hole milked him. I screamed it.

“Two!”

“One more. You will not fake soft. I want it ripped out.”

He pulled almost out, spit on my stretched rim, shoved back in to the root. His fingers on my clit were merciless, rubbing the swollen nub until I sobbed and begged him to stop and begged him not to stop in the same breath. Spit ran from my mouth onto the paper. Drool. Sweat. The wet slap of his cock reaming my ass filled my head. Heat poured off both of us. The third one was not pleasure first. It was being broken open. It hit in waves, each one forcing a cry out of me, my whole body locking and shaking while he kept thrusting through the clench.

“Three! That’s three, fuck, that’s three!”

He grunted and buried deep, cock jerking as he came in my ass, hot pulses filling me. It leaked around him when he pulled out, thick and filthy, running down toward my empty cunt. He wiped his cock on the inner pad of the diaper like it was a rag, then cleaned my hole with wipes that were cold enough to make me jump. Cream again. Plug back in, seating his cum inside me. Diaper closed. Taped snug. Heavy and hot between my thighs, packed with mess. Every step would squish. Every sound would tell on me.

My legs barely held when he stood me up. He held out his hand.

“Phone.”

I gave it to him. He powered it off and clipped it into a pouch on his belt.

“Car keys.”

I dug them from my jeans pocket on the chair. They went on the same belt loop with a small metal ring.

“Padlock key. Unit 114.”

My fingers shook when I took it off my keyring. The little brass key looked too light for what it held. He threaded it onto the ring with the car keys. Phone. Car. Storage. All on his hip now. Access to my adult life ran through him.

He wrote in a black ledger on the dresser. First line. His handwriting, not mine. Date. Intake complete. Padded. Keys held. The pen moved. The plug shifted when I clenched.

“Dinner,” he said.

I walked the hall in the thick diaper, crinkling loud, cum and lube warm under the plastic. The kitchen was brighter. He plated simple food: chicken, rice, greens. I sat carefully. The chair pressed the bulk up against my sore hole and my swollen clit. He ate like nothing filthy had just happened. When he spoke, the house rules came out like ordinary table talk.

“Breakfast at seven. Diaper checks after meals and before bed. No closed doors for you. No phone. No car. If you need something from the unit, you ask. If I say no, it stays stored. You address me as Wade unless I tell you otherwise. You wet when you need to. You do not hold it to prove a point. I change you. You thank me.”

I chewed. Swallowed. The rice stuck a little. “And if I break a rule?”

“Then the ledger gets another line, and you will not like what I write under consequences.” He wiped his mouth. “You still curious?”

Something stubborn sparked under the shame. “Yes.”

“Good. Curiosity keeps you honest.” He stood, collected plates, left me seated in my crinkling bulk. From the doorway he looked back, calm again. “Tomorrow morning I wake you at six. You will wet the diaper on my count, then I will change you on the table and plug you for the day schedule. Be in bed by ten. Lights out when I say. Go.”

I stood. The keys on his belt chimed once when he turned. Fifty-nine days waited on the far side of sleep, and the only way into my own life now hung at his hip.


Chapter 2: Four Forty

Two clicks from the bottle warmer carried through the dark. Forty minutes before I was allowed up. Formula smell drifted down the hall and stuck to the back of my tongue. My mouth went dry. The thick plastic between my thighs crinkled when I shifted, and dread rolled through me, slow and sick. Day four. Fifty-six left. My whole life locked in storage unit 114 while Wade ran the clock in this house like a machine.

He did not come for me early. He never did. The warmer clicked once more, then went quiet. I lay still and counted breaths and hated how my cunt tightened at the smell of milk. This was the game we had signed for, two grown people with a contract and a key, and still my body treated it like law.

At six he stood in the doorway.

“Up, Nadia.”

I sat. The bulk between my legs forced my knees apart. He did not smile. He set the bottle on the nightstand and pointed at the pad of the changing bench.

“You know the order.”

I knew. He had told me last night after lights out, flat and final, no question in it. Schedule first. My say second. If I had a say at all.

“Wet it,” he said. “Now.”

Shame burned under my ribs. I closed my eyes and pushed. For a long second nothing came. Then the stream broke and warmth flooded the crotch of the diaper, heavy and sudden, soaking cotton and gel until the plastic held a hot, sloshing weight. The ammonia stink of it rose between us. My face went hot. My clit throbbed anyway.

“Good,” Wade said. “On your back.”

I climbed onto the changing bench. He stripped the tapes with clean, unhurried pulls. Cool air hit my soaked skin. He wiped me with firm strokes, front to back, and I tasted metal in my mouth from biting my cheek. He powdered me. He taped a fresh, thick diaper on tight. Then he rolled me and pressed cold lube to my hole.

“Day plug,” he said. “As promised.”

I sucked air when the plug stretched me. He seated it deep and patted the plastic over my ass once, like a stamp. The bottle came next. He held it for me while I drank, rubber nipple against my tongue, warm formula filling my mouth. I swallowed on his count. When the bottle emptied he wiped my chin with his thumb and put me on my feet.

“Schedule starts now. Feed windows. Nap windows. Dry checks. You do not negotiate. You do not stall.”

“Yes, Wade.”

“Fifty-six,” he said. “Say it.”

“Fifty-six days left.”

“And the unit.”

“Storage unit 114.”

“Key stays with me. At five days you get key and cash back. Lapse is yours if you drop it.” He checked his watch. “Breakfast at seven. Nap at ten. Midday feed at twelve. Afternoon check at three. You stay padded. You use it when your body asks. Clear?”

“Clear.”

He left me in the kitchen with cereal and a sippy cup. The morning ran by the minute. He checked the crotch of my diaper at eight with two knuckles pressed up into the bulk, dry, and wrote nothing down that I could see. At nine he checked again. Still dry. I held my bladder like a fist. The diaper was costume if I kept it empty. I told myself that. My cunt stayed slick under the cotton anyway, traitor-soft, and the plug shifted when I walked.

At ten he put me down for nap without asking if I was tired. Curtains shut. White noise on. I lay on my side in the dim, bladder aching for release, and refused it. Dread made my pulse loud. If I held out, I was still me. If I flooded the pad on the clock, I was his on paper and in flesh both.

He woke me with a hand on my shoulder at eleven-forty. Dry check. Nothing in the pad. He did not praise me. He did not scold. He fed me lunch from a bowl with a plastic spoon and wiped my mouth when I dribbled. Midday nap hit at one. Another bottle at two. Three o’clock dry check, his palm flat against my crotch through plastic, pressing.

“Holding,” he said. Only that.

I hated how my hips tipped into his hand. I hated the taste of formula still coating my tongue hours later. I hated the way my asshole clenched on the plug when he walked past.

By four I was washing dishes at the sink because he put a sponge in my hand and pointed. My bladder ached. My thighs trembled. The diaper felt huge and loud with each shift. Late light cut low across the counter. I scrubbed a plate and tried to think about my laptop in that storage unit, my clothes, my name on documents in a cardboard box, anything that was still mine.

Warmth broke at four-forty.

The first spurt broke and I froze. Then my body quit fighting. Piss poured out of me in a hard stream while I stood at the sink, both hands locked on the rim, and the diaper went from costume to soaked weight in seconds. Hot flood. Sharp stink. Plastic swelled between my legs and sagged. A soft hiss filled the quiet kitchen. My knees almost gave. Shame whited out the edges of the room. My clit beat hard enough to count.

Wade stood two steps away with a dish towel. He finished drying the plate. He set it in the rack. He dried his hands. He did not look rushed. He did not speak.

Then he took my wrist and walked me to the back bedroom.

“Lie down.”

I got up on the bench. Soaked plastic slapped my thighs. He tore the tapes free. The reek hit us both, strong piss and warm skin. He lifted my ankles, wiped me clean in long, thorough strokes, and I shook under the cloth. The plug stayed in. Fresh powder came next, white dust on his palm, rubbed into the crease of my thighs and over my bare mound.

His hand worked the powder in slow circles. Knuckles brushed my clit. Once. Twice. I jerked.

“Hold still,” Wade said. “This is for your own good.”

He kept powdering. The friction was dry and filthy and exact. My hips tried to chase it. He pinned one thigh with his forearm and kept rubbing powder into my skin like I was a chore. Heat built under that flat, working palm. No. Not heat. What built was raw need, thick and stupid, low in my gut.

“Please,” I whispered.

“Please what.”

“Please touch me. Please let me come. Please, Wade, I need it.”

“Need what. Say it proper.”

My voice cracked. “I need your hand on my cunt. I need to come while you powder me. I need to be handled like this. Please. I’m a filthy little bitch who flooded her diaper at the sink. Please let me come on your hand.”

He rubbed harder. Powder stuck to the wet of my slit. The grit of it dragged over my clit and I sobbed once, sharp.

“Again,” he said. “Filthier.”

“Let your whore come. Use me. I’m just a padded hole who peed herself standing up. Please, Wade, I can’t take it, let me come, let me come on the powder, please…”

“Come.”

I broke. Orgasm ripped through me in hard, ugly pulses while his hand kept working powder into my skin, clinical, unchanged. My cunt spasmed around nothing. My ass gripped the plug. Spit ran hot down my jaw. I made a raw sound and shook and came harder than I had any right to, first climax in that house, wrecked open on a changing bench with white dust on my pussy and piss-smell thick in the air.

He wiped his palm on a cloth. He did not soft-talk me through it. He taped a clean diaper on, thick and snug, then stood between my spread knees and looked down at me like a problem solved halfway.

“You want more,” he said. Not a question.

I nodded, mouth loose.

“Then you beg for my cock. Out loud. Proper.”

Dread and want braided so tight I could not tell them apart. Consent had been a conversation once. Tonight it was a schedule and a set of words he required.

“Please fuck me,” I said.

“Louder.”

“Please fuck me, Wade. Put your cock in my cunt. Use me. I need to be filled. I need you to handle me. Please.”

He unbuckled and freed his cock, hard and heavy, flushed dark, a bead of precum at the tip. He dragged the head along the fresh plastic over my crotch, then ripped the tapes again and shoved the diaper aside without removing it fully. Cool air. His smell, salt and skin, cut through powder and soap.

“Keep begging.”

“Shove it in. Stretch me. I’m your good little toy, please fuck my hole, use this cunt, I need your cock, I need you to take me while I’m plugged and padded, please Wade please…”

He drove in on one long thrust.

I cried out. Full. Stuffed. The plug in my ass made the fit brutal and tight. He braced my thighs and fucked me in deep, steady strokes, no romance in it, just exact use. The wet slap of his hips on my skin filled the room. His cock dragged over every raw nerve inside me. I tasted salt on my lip. Sweat. My own spit.

“What are you,” he said, pounding.

“A whore,” I gasped. “A diapered whore. A hole. Please don’t stop. Please use me.”

“Who owns this.”

“You. You own it. You own my cunt. You own when I come. You own the schedule.”

He fucked harder. The bench creaked. My tits bounced. Drool slid toward my ear. He spat on my clit and rubbed the mess with his thumb while his cock split me open, and fresh need surged so fast it scared me. I could not chase it alone. Not anymore. The props had to be there. The diaper half-shoved aside. The plug. His hands. The powder still dusting my thighs. Without that I was empty.

“Beg to take it,” he said.

“Let me take your cock. Fill me. Fuck your bitch. Please, Wade, use me on your clock, I’m nothing without the handling, please…”

He drove deep and held, grinding, and pulsed inside me. Cum flooded my cunt in thick spurts. He stayed buried and emptied himself with a low sound, mean and quiet. No second climax for me. He had granted one. That was the rule of the day, whether he said it or not.

He pulled out. Cum leaked down toward the plug. He wiped me, powdered me again, reseated the diaper tight, and set me on my feet while my legs still shook.

“Next feed at six,” he said. “Plug check after. Lights out at eight. You will recite the countdown before bed. From tonight I tell. I do not ask. Your body runs on my list.”

I nodded. Speech was thin.

“Your cunt comes when you are handled,” he added. “Not when you feel wanted like a woman at a bar. Handled. Padded. On my time. That is the weld. Feel it.”

I felt it. The dread of it. The truth of it. Storage unit 114 sat across town with my furniture and my laptop and my old clothes, prepaid for sixty days, and at noon on day sixty the lot went to auction. The lapse would be mine to cause. Fifty-six days. I could lose the last clean piece of myself long before the unit did.

He walked me to the kitchen for water. The pad and the ache pushed my knees wide. Formula smell still lived in the house. My mouth tasted like powder dust and salt and him.

At five-fifty the doorbell rang.

Wade dried his hands on a towel and checked the clock first, like the minute mattered more than the door. Then he went to answer it.

A woman stood on the porch with a clipboard and a sealed plastic bin on a dolly. Gray uniform. Company patch on the chest. She looked past him into the hall, took in the thick diaper and nothing else, and did not flinch.

“Delivery for Wade,” she said. “Phase-two kit. Sign here.”

He signed. She rolled the bin inside, set it by the wall, and left without small talk. The door shut. The latch clicked.

Wade crouched and broke the seal. Inside, stacked neat, sat more bottles, thicker night diapers, straps, a timer clock in its box, and a folded vinyl sheet stamped with a schedule grid.

He looked up at me.

“Phase two starts at dawn,” he said. “Drink your water. Feed is in eight minutes. Say the number.”

“Fifty-six.”

“Louder.”

“Fifty-six days.”

He closed the bin lid with a soft final sound and stood. Outside, the delivery van pulled away from the curb. Inside, the warmer waited cold for the next cycle, and my cunt throbbed around the memory of his cock, welded now to plastic and powder and the sound of a clock I no longer set.


Chapter 3: Six Boxes Out

Ifolded the blazer into the box last. Dry-cleaning chemicals hit my nose first, then the last of my old perfume trapped in the lining. I pressed the cardboard lid until the flaps met and the tape gun screamed across the seam.

That was box one.

Five more waited on the porch boards. Skirts. Slacks. Blouses with real buttons. The heels that had carried me into rooms where people called me by my last name and meant it. I packed without making anything neat. I shoved. I filled. Each lid shut with a dull cardboard clap, and the tape sealed another version of me I would not put back on today.

Six boxes. Six lids. Tape white and loud in the morning light.

Wade stepped out in his work shirt and lifted the first carton like it weighed nothing. “Unit 114,” he said. “You stay on the porch.”

I stayed. Nightgown thin against my thighs. Diaper heavy beneath the cotton, shifting when I rocked my weight from heel to heel. We had set the rules before the first box ever filled, his terms and my signature on them, and the scrape of that choice sat behind my ribs.

He stacked all six into the trunk. The car pulled away. The street emptied. I watched until the corner took him, then stared at the empty road like it might spit my clothes back.

When the car came home the trunk was clean. He shut it with his palm and looked at me on the steps.

“Phase two is finished,” he said. “Nothing left in this house you can walk out in that belongs to the woman who put those boxes in storage. From tonight you wear what I bought for the person I am keeping.”

My throat went tight. Day nine. Fifty-one days left on the padlock in Unit 114 with my furniture, my documents, my laptop, and the rest of the life that used to fit me. Prepaid. Counted. Waiting for noon on day sixty if I let the lease run out.

He held the key up between two fingers, then pocketed it. “Before bed you speak the count remaining. Out loud. Every night. When five days are left I put the key and the renewal cash in your lap, and the lapse is yours to cause.”

I nodded once because my mouth would not work.

He pointed inside. “Bench. Now.”

I went. The edging bench sat in the back room where the light was flat and the floor was bare. I did not climb. He sat first, then guided me across his lap face down, nightgown rucked to my waist, my hips tipped over his thighs so the diaper pushed my mound against the hard line of his leg.

His fingers found the tapes and stripped them. Air hit skin. The wet heat of me was there before he touched anything, slick on my inner thighs from the porch, from my wardrobe leaving like a funeral without a eulogy.

“Look at you,” he said, voice calm and mean. “Crying over blazers while your hole is already dripping. Filthy little thing. You can grieve. You do not get to pretend this body is not mine.”

“It is,” I said, and hated how fast the words came.

He spread me with his thumbs and dragged two fingers through the mess, slow, collecting it, then pushed them into my cunt to the knuckle and held still. Full. Heavy. No thrust. Just the stretch and the pressure and the sound of my own breathing going wrong.

“Inventory,” he said. “What left with the boxes. What stayed on you.”

He worked me in tiny strokes, barely moving, enough to light every nerve and not enough to finish anything. My hips tried to chase. He pinned them with his forearm.

“Say what left.”

“My clothes,” I got out. “My shoes. My belts. The coat I wore to interviews.”

“And what stayed.”

“This.” My voice cracked on it. “The diaper. The schedule. You.”

“Good girl.” He crooked his fingers and found the spot that emptied my head for a second, then backed off before I could climb. “Again. Filthier. I want the truth, not the polite version.”

I swallowed spit. “My adult wardrobe is gone. I own nothing I can walk out the door in. Everything on my skin is something you bought for the baby you are turning me into.”

“There she is.” His other palm cracked once across my rear, sharp heat, then smoothed the sting. “Keep talking while I ruin you.”

He set a rhythm that was almost kind and completely cruel. In. Out. Slow. The wet sound filled the room, filthy and unhurried. My clit rubbed the seam of his jeans every time he shifted me, and each pass built a shake in my thighs that he never let crest.

“Beg like the whore you are when the boxes are gone,” he said. “Use your mouth for something useful.”

“Let me come,” I said. “I will be good. I will wear what you put on me. I will stay padded. Just finish me.”

“Louder.”

“Fuck me with your fingers until I break. I am your toy. Your hole. Your good little slut who lost her closet.” The words tasted like metal and heat. “I need it. I need to come on your lap while my old life sits in storage.”

He laughed once, soft. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed harder than the slap. He pulled his fingers free, wiped them on my inner thigh, then went back in with three and stretched me until my mouth fell open on a raw sound. His thumb found my clit and circled it in mean little passes, never a steady rub, always almost.

I shook. Spit slid from my mouth onto the bench leather. Sweat stuck the nightgown to my back. Every time the peak started to gather he stopped, held me stuffed and aching, and waited until the shake turned into a sob.

“What are you,” he asked.

“A padded bitch on your bench.”

“What do you want.”

“Your cock,” I said, raw. “In me. Or your fingers. I do not care. I just want to come.”

He freed himself one-handed, zipper loud in the quiet, and rubbed the head of his cock along my soaked folds without pushing in. Hot. Heavy. Slick with me. Tease only. My hips jerked and he held me still.

“Not inside,” he said. “Not today. Today you come from being edged until you stop fighting the grief and start feeding on it.”

He put his fingers back. Deeper. Meaner. His thumb locked on my clit and stayed, pressure building in slow waves while he talked over my broken breathing.

“You watched six boxes leave and your pussy got wetter with every one. That is who you are now. Say it.”

“That is who I am now.”

“Say you are empty without the diaper.”

“I am empty without the diaper.”

“Say you will take what I give and thank me for the mess.”

“I will take what you give and thank you for the mess.”

He drove the edge higher until my whole body locked, toes curled, spine bowed, every muscle straining toward a finish he withheld for three more heartbeats. Then he gave it to me. Hard circles. Deep crooked strokes. No mercy in the finish.

I came with a sound that was half sob and half moan, cunt clamping around his fingers in hard pulses, slick pouring down onto his jeans, my vision going blotchy. The orgasm kept rolling through me in long dirty waves and left me twitching, drooling, spent and shaking on his lap.

He did not rush. He worked me through the last flutters until I whimpered from oversensitivity, then stilled.

“Done,” he said. “One. That is all you get.”

I could only nod into the leather.

He cleaned me with a warm cloth, thorough and exact, then powdered the tender skin in short, controlled strokes. A fresh diaper went on next, tapes crinkling as he snugged them, the weight between my legs heavy enough to change how I would stand for the rest of the day. Nightgown pulled down. Diaper locked. The person who used to own a blazer was gone.

“Up,” he said.

I stood on soft legs. The house was wrong without a closet full of options. Every drawer I passed held soft things he had chosen. No trousers. No exit outfit. No armor.

Evening came quiet.

That was when it hit.

I was sitting on the rug with a block in my lap when the crying started, sudden and ugly, the kind that pulls snot and heat and no dignity with it. I tried to swallow it. It would not go. The boxes were not on the porch anymore. They were in Unit 114 under his lock, and the knowledge sat on my chest like a second body.

He did not scold. He did not correct. He lifted me into the big chair and pulled me across his chest, my padded rear settled in the cradle of his arm, my face in the collar of his shirt.

“Let it out,” he said. “All of it.”

I did. I cried until my ribs hurt. He rocked. Slow. Steady. No shushing that pretended it was fine. Just motion and heat and the solid wall of him while the old self tore loose in wet chunks.

When the worst of it thinned he reached for the bowl he had left on the side table. Warm mash. He fed me with a spoon, small bites, waiting for my mouth to open each time.

“Talk,” he said. “Every furious adult sentence you have left. Out loud. Uninterrupted. I will not stop you.”

I swallowed a bite and started, voice raw.

“I hate that you took my clothes. I hate that I signed for this and still feel robbed. I was twenty-six years old with a job and a spine and now I cannot leave the porch without looking like property. I want my blazer back. I want my laptop. I want to walk into a store and buy jeans without asking anyone. I want to be seen as a person with keys and cash and a last name that means something. I hate how hard I came on that bench while my life was still warm in the trunk of your car. I hate that the shame makes me wet. I hate that your voice in my ear turns me stupid. I hate that I begged. I hate that I will beg again. I hate that Unit 114 holds everything that made me look finished, and you hold the key, and every night I have to speak how many days I have left before the auction eats what I was. Fifty-one. I know. I know. I still want to scream it at you until you put the boxes back.”

He fed me through every line. Spoon. Chew. Swallow. Another line.

“I am furious that you stay calm. I am furious that rocking works. I am furious that my body goes soft when you hold me like this after you empty my closet. I want to be cruel back and I cannot find the shape of it. I want my documents. I want my shoes. I want a door I can walk through in clothes that fit the woman I keep grieving. I am scared of day sixty. I am scared of day ten. I am scared that tomorrow I will wake up and reach for a drawer that is already empty and feel relief before I feel anything else.”

The sentences got shorter.

“I am still angry.”

Bite.

“I am still here.”

Bite.

“I have nothing left to put on if someone knocks.”

He wiped my mouth with the cloth. “Keep going until you run out.”

I tried. A few more scraps came. Small. Sharp. Then even those thinned. My throat emptied. The room went quiet except for the chair’s slow creak and the crinkle when I shifted.

He set the bowl aside and rested his chin on my hair.

“Before bed,” he said, soft and exact. “The count.”

“Fifty-one days,” I said. “Until noon on day sixty.”

“Good. Sleep soon. Morning brings the next rule.”

He carried me to the crib-room later and laid me down, diaper heavy between my legs, nightgown twisted beneath one hip. The house held only what phase two allowed. No exit clothes. No old perfume. No blazer smell except the ghost of it stuck in my nose since dawn.

I stared at the dark after he left the doorway.

Tomorrow I would wake into his schedule with nothing of my old self to put on. I would not reach for a closet that no longer belonged to me. I would reach for the next rule, and I would take it, because the boxes were gone for good and the only way left in my body was deeper in.


Chapter 4: The Hour She Won

He caught the paper under his palm before I could snatch it back. Dawn schedule had seated me at the kitchen table, thick plastic packed between my thighs, and there it sat, my own cursive staring up from the wood like a settlement offer. Eleven terms. Neat. Numbered. The last handwriting I would ever be proud of.

He read them without hurry. Warm kitchen air sat on my bare shoulders. The coffee machine clicked once and went quiet. Outside, the sky held that pale blue that made the linoleum look colder than it felt beneath my feet.

“You wrote a contract,” he said.

“I wrote terms.” My voice stayed flat. “I am twenty-six years old and I can still bargain. One adult hour a day. My laptop. Real coffee. This table. No nursery tray. No sippy. No rocking chair. Full sentences. Full hands. You give me that and I stop fighting the schedule the other twenty-three.”

He turned the paper. Read the rest. The padlock key for storage unit 114 hung on the hook by the door. Clothes, furniture, documents, the rest of my old life prepaid for sixty days. Day seventeen. Forty-three left. He made me say the remaining number out loud at night before bed. That key had weight even when I was not looking at it.

“You want the hour at this table,” he said.

“Yes.”

“Laptop open. Coffee hot. No conditions from me.”

I almost laughed. “That is the whole point. Conditions kill the hour.”

He set the paper flat. “Granted. All of it. Full. No conditions.”

Heat climbed my neck, nothing to do with the stove. I had come ready to trade and he took nothing. My mouth opened on more argument and found empty air.

“Timer starts when the screen lights,” he said. “Sixty minutes. Clock on the wall. You watch it.”

He brought the laptop from the high shelf I could not reach in the diaper. Set it in front of me. Brought a mug. Real ceramic. Black coffee, steaming. It burned into my palms the second I wrapped both hands around it. I drank. Bitter. Adult. Mine.

He sat across from me with his own mug and did nothing else. No correction. No smirk. Just calm eyes and the quiet tick of the wall clock.

I opened the machine. Password first try. Desktop loaded with the same folders I had built before the boxes went to Unit 114. Work. Bills. Drafts. Old threads. I clicked mail.

The hour I won began in steam and blue light.

Keys would not obey. My fingers knew the board and mistyped three letters on a four-letter word anyway. I backspaced. Tried again. The cursor sat in a message I had sent myself two months ago about a lease and a freelancing rate and the tone of it belonged to a woman who bought her own coffee on the way to meetings. I read the first line twice. Then a third time. The words stayed separate. Subject line. Timestamp. Signature block with my full name. None of it pulled into sense.

The mug soaked heat into my wrists. Under the table the plastic shell held yesterday against my skin, a dull constant I could not ignore while I pretended to be the person who had written those emails. I shifted. Crinkle. Soft and loud in the quiet kitchen.

He watched. Did not help.

Minute twelve. I opened a spreadsheet. Numbers. Columns. I used to live in numbers. Now the cells were a foreign grid. I typed a formula. It failed. Deleted it. Stared at the blank cell as if it might fill itself out of pity.

Minute twenty. Coffee gone lukewarm. I forced another swallow anyway. The laptop fan spun up against my stomach. Warm machine. Warm air. Warm shame crawling low where the diaper pressed.

“Talk if you need to,” he said.

“I do not need to.”

I did. My throat stayed shut.

Minute twenty-eight. I found a thread with a client who had paid on time and asked for revisions like a human. I tried to draft a reply out of habit. Hello. Thank you for. The sentence died. My hands shook over the keys. Not fear. Something meaner. The person who answered that mail did not wear thick plastic and sit on a schedule. She did not exist in this kitchen at dawn, forty-three days on a storage lease, a man across the table who had granted her everything and asked nothing back.

Minute thirty-five. Heat behind my eyes. I blinked hard. The clock’s second hand moved like it hated me. I had twenty-five minutes of the prize I had fought for. I could taste how badly I wanted them to be over.

I closed one window. Opened another. Same failure. My old life sat in front of me and refused to let me in.

Minute forty.

I set both hands flat on either side of the laptop. Full sentences. Out loud. No hiding in a mumble.

“I want you to put me back. I cannot do this. I am asking you to take the hour and put me back in what you keep me in. Now.”

He did not move for a full breath. Then he reached across, closed the laptop with a soft click, and slid it two inches away from my fingers.

“Caught,” he said. Mild. Exact. “You asked.”

My stomach dropped. Blood went to my face and my cunt in the same stupid rush.

“You swore you would never hand the hour back once you won it,” he said. “You put that in term nine. I am taking that. The returned hour is mine. From now on I do not offer regression. You ask for each one out loud, in full sentences, and it goes on your permanent record instead of mine. Say you understand.”

“I understand.” The words scraped.

“Say what you understand.”

“You will not offer it. I have to ask. Out loud. On my record.”

“Good little whore. Stand up.”

I stood. Crinkle loud. He came around the table with a small black case I had seen in the nursery drawer and never named out loud. He set it on the wood. Opened it.

Toys. Egg. Slim bullet on a thin cord. Remote the size of a lighter, dark screen, single green light dead for now.

“Hands on the table. Feet apart.”

I obeyed. He stripped the lower tapes with quick fingers, peeled the front down enough to bare me to the cool kitchen air. My pussy clenched at the cold. He thumbed me once, found me slick, and made a low sound just short of a laugh.

“Soaked from losing. Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

I bit my lip. He pushed the egg into me slow and deep, silicone seating high where I could not ignore it. The cord trailed. He fitted the slim bullet against my clit under a fold of diaper and taped the cord flat so nothing shifted when he pulled the front back up and sealed the tapes snug. Full bulk again. Plastic snug. Toys buried. The egg sat like a secret I had begged for with my own mouth.

He wiped his fingers on my thigh and sat back in his chair. Remote in his palm. Green light off.

“Sit.”

I sat. The egg pressed deeper. My breath went thin.

“You asked to be put back,” he said. “This is put back. You stay at the table. You look at me. You do not come off that chair without leave. Remote stays mine.”

He thumbed the dial.

On.

A low pulse kicked inside me, steady, deep enough to jerk my hips against the seat. I gripped the table edge. The bullet stayed quiet. Only the egg. Throb. Throb. Heat blooming out from my core into my belly.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Fuck. It is on.”

“What is on.”

“The toy in my cunt. You turned it on.”

“Beg for more.”

My face burned. “Give me more. Turn it up. Make it worse.”

He did. The pulse climbed. My thighs shook. Wet spread down into the diaper, shame and slick both, and the crinkle answered when I squirmed. He watched from across the wood with the remote loose in his fingers like a pen.

“Say what you are.”

“A slut who asked to give the hour back.”

“Again.”

“A slut. Your slut. I could not last forty minutes of being grown.”

He smiled. No kindness in it. “Hold.”

The pulse locked high and constant. No pattern. Just force. My mouth fell open. Drool threatened the corner of my lip and I did not care enough to wipe it. Clit untouched. Egg alone. My hips rolled against nothing useful.

“I need…”

“You need what I give.” He left it on. Let me climb. Let me shake. When my breath broke into little ruined sounds he cut it to nothing.

Deny.

Empty. Sudden. The burn stayed. The throb did not. I made a broken noise and shoved my fist against my mouth.

“Hands on the table,” he said.

I put them back. White knuckles.

“Again.”

On. Higher. The egg hammered. My pussy clenched around it in stupid little spasms that did nothing. Sweat pricked under my breasts. Kitchen air ran colder on my wet face and hotter between my legs where the plastic trapped everything.

“Talk filthy,” he said. “Earn the bullet.”

“I want the bullet on my clit. I want you to wreck me from over there while I sit in this thick fucking diaper and take it. I want to come so hard I forget the laptop.”

“Better.”

The bullet woke. Sharp buzz right on my clit. Egg and bullet together. My back arched. A raw sound tore out of me. He kept both running and talked mean over the buzz.

“Hole full of plastic. Clit buzzing. You bargained for coffee and keys and you handed them back for this. Say thank you for the remote.”

“Thank you for the remote.”

“Say you are a good little toy.”

“I am a good little toy.” My voice cracked. “Your good little toy. Keep me on it. Do not stop.”

He stopped.

I sobbed once. Ugly. Open.

“Ask for penetration.”

I stared at him across the table, panting, empty, furious with how badly I needed the next second of him.

“Fuck my mouth,” I said. Full sentence. Clear. “I want your cock in my throat while you run the toys. I am asking.”

He stood. Came around. Opened his pants with one hand, remote still live in the other. His cock was hard, thick, the head shiny. He fisted my hair and pulled me forward in the chair.

“Open. Tongue out.”

I opened. He pushed in. Salt. Heat. He did not go gentle. He fed me deep enough to choke and held me there while his thumb woke both toys at once. Gag. Drool ran down my chin onto the diaper. Wet sounds filled the kitchen, spit and plastic and the low buzz under the table. He fucked my mouth in short mean strokes and spoke over my gagging.

“Look at this. Bargaining slut choking on cock because an hour of her own life was too much. Swallow around it. Take it.”

I took it. Eyes streaming. Throat working. The egg and bullet stacked me fast. Heat ripped up my spine. First orgasm hit hard and dirty, cunt clamping the egg, clit screaming under the bullet, and I came with his cock jammed deep, spit stringing from my lip when he pulled back enough to let me suck air.

He did not give me a pause.

“Again.”

Remote climbed. My clit hurt and chased it anyway. He pushed back into my mouth and used me while the toys forced the second peak out of me in a raw shake that left my thighs jumping against the chair. No cum from him yet. That was mine to earn. My own slick soaked the diaper. Obscene. I could smell myself beneath the coffee cooling by the closed laptop.

Third came faster. Meaner. I tried to twist off the bullet and he barked, “Sit,” and pinned me to the seat with a hand on my shoulder while the remote kept singing. Language frayed.

“I c-can’t…”

“You can. You asked to be put back. This is the cost.”

Fourth hit with a scream I did not plan. My mind tried to number it and slipped. Past four. Past whatever came next. Peaks stacked without clean edges, orgasm after orgasm on his timing alone, on and hold and deny and on again before I could find a word. The room blurred. My mouth hung open around spit and the taste of him. I was a hole and a switch and a record of asking.

He pulled out of my throat, stroked twice, and came across my tongue and lower lip in thick ropes. “Swallow.”

I swallowed. Salt heat down. Some of it missed and cooled sticky on my chin.

He left the toys humming low enough to keep me twitching and stepped back, remote in hand, green light bright now.

“From this morning forward,” he said, calm again, “I do not offer. You want the diaper tighter, the schedule smaller, the toys, the rocking, the feed, you ask out loud. Full sentences. I write it down. Your record. Not mine. You can lose the alibi now. You cannot tell yourself this is only being done to you.”

I nodded, wrecked, pulsing around the egg.

“Say the remaining days.”

“Forty-three.”

“Louder.”

“Forty-three days. Unit 114. You hold the key.”

He wiped my mouth with his thumb, rough, then sat opposite me again as if we had only finished breakfast. The remote stayed in his palm a moment longer. Then he set it on the table.

Green light lit. Steady. Waiting.

Beside my closed laptop.

Tomorrow’s hour sitting there, hot plastic beneath me, toys buried, the remote glowing like a promise I would have to beg to give back again.


Chapter 5: The Green Binder

The bell rang once from the kitchen. Short. Sharp. I was on the nursery floor with my blocks stacked wrong when it cut through the house.

I got up. The diaper between my thighs crinkled with every step. Wade had left the toys buried under the bench lid that morning. He had told me the hour started when the remote light went green, and not a second sooner.

He stood at the kitchen table with his arms folded. Thirty days down. Thirty left. The number sat in my chest and would not move.

“Sit,” he said. “Adult hour. Right here. Laptop open. Coffee poured. Remote where I can see it.”

I sat. The crotch of the diaper spread under me and forced my knees wide. He set the mug down. Steam rose off it. He opened my laptop and turned the screen toward me. The remote lay between us, light green, ready.

“You bargained for this,” Wade said. “You will take it in full view. No hiding under the table. No pulling your shirt over the front. You sit padded and try to be the woman who walked in here, while I watch every second.”

My face burned. Pride rose hard and useless. I put my hands on the keys.

I typed my password wrong twice. The third try worked. Old email filled the screen. My old name in the from lines. Project titles. Dead deadlines. The coffee tasted burnt and thin when I forced a sip. It coated my tongue and stayed.

Wade pulled out the chair across from me and sat. He did not look at the screen. He looked at me. At the way the thick front of the diaper pushed my thighs open. At the way my fingers shook over the keys.

“Read one out loud,” he said.

I cleared my throat. “Quarterly report. Q3 deliverables. Attached spreadsheet.”

“Louder. Like you still own those words.”

I read louder. The diaper crinkled when I shifted. A soft squelch answered from the crotch, old leak from the morning, cold now against my folds. I kept reading. He watched.

Ten minutes. Fifteen. The coffee cooled. I swallowed again and got only sour grounds. My pussy was slick inside the bulk. Shame climbed my throat. I was twenty-six years old, in a house that was not mine, trying to open work files while a man watched me fail in a diaper.

“You are soaking the seat,” Wade said, calm. “I can hear it when you move. Keep typing.”

I typed. Nonsense. Half sentences. The cursor blinked. My clit throbbed against the damp lining every time I breathed deep. He reached across the table and tapped the remote once. A low buzz kicked on deep in the diaper, right under my hole.

I jerked. The chair scraped.

“Stay seated,” he said. “This is the hour you won. You hold it. You do not come until the hour ends, and only if you beg for it clean.”

The buzz was steady. Not enough. Just enough to make my thighs jump. I tried to focus on a subject line. The words slid off. Wade turned the buzz higher. My breath broke.

“Say what you are,” he said.

“I am…” My voice cracked. “I am a padded slut who asked for an adult hour she cannot use.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a diapered whore who cannot type with her cunt leaking.”

He smiled with no kindness in it. “Good girl. Keep the hour. Public. On display for me.”

Twenty minutes. The buzz edged up. Then down. Then up. I tasted metal at the back of my tongue from clenching my jaw. Spit gathered. I swallowed. He made me take another sip of cold coffee. Bitter. Greasy. It mixed with the spit and I almost gagged.

“Stand,” he said at minute thirty. “Hands on the table. Laptop still open. Face the screen. Ass out.”

I stood. The padding swung heavy between my legs. He walked around behind me. His palm landed on the padded seat and squeezed. The crinkle was loud in the quiet kitchen. He peeled the tapes one by one. The front fell open. Cool air hit my soaked folds. My pussy was shiny and open. He pushed two fingers straight into me without warning.

I cried out. The sound bounced off the cabinets.

“Still on the clock,” he said. “You hold your hour while I use this hole. Read the next email. Loud.”

I read. My voice shook. His fingers fucked me in short hard strokes. Wet sounds filled the kitchen. Slick. Obscene. Slap of skin when his knuckles hit. The laptop screen blurred. I kept reading numbers that meant nothing.

He pulled his fingers out and wiped them on my tongue. Salt and musk. I tasted myself and almost came from that alone. He shoved me back into the chair, tapes half stuck, diaper open and useless under me.

“Pants stay down,” he said. “Hour continues. Everyone who ever emailed you would see you like this if they walked in. Sit in it.”

I sat bare on the chair edge with the ruined diaper hanging off my hips. The remote buzz returned, pressed now by his hand under the open front, hard against my swollen clit. He held it there and watched my face.

Forty minutes. My pride came apart. I was not working. I was a hole on display with coffee gone cold and a laptop full of a life that no longer fit.

“Wade,” I whispered.

“What do you want.”

“I need to come.”

“Then earn it. Ask properly. Tell me what kind of bitch sits at a kitchen table with her laptop open and her cunt out.”

I swallowed. “I am your good little toy. A dirty hole who cannot hold an adult hour. I want to come on your hand like a shameless bitch. Put me back after. Take the hour away if you want. Just let me come.”

He stood. “On the table. On your back. Legs wide. Laptop still on. You look at your old work while I fuck you through the end of your prize.”

I climbed onto the wood. The surface was hard under my shoulders. He freed his cock and the length slapped against my inner thigh. Thick. Hot. He dragged the head through my slick and pushed in to the root in one thrust.

I screamed. Full. Stuffed. He pounded me and did not slow. The table legs scraped. My old emails glowed above my head. Every thrust punched a wet slap out of me. He held my knees wide so nothing was private.

“This is what you bought with your negotiation,” he said. “A public fuck at your own table. Look at the screen. Look at who you were. Say you prefer this.”

“I prefer this,” I gasped. “I prefer getting pounded in a diaper with my work open. I prefer being your hole.”

He drove deeper. His balls slapped my ass. The buzz from the remote was still jammed against my clit, trapped between our bodies. It stacked. Higher. Higher. I clawed the table edge. Spit ran down my jaw. I tasted salt and coffee and my own mess.

“You do not come until I say,” he said. “You hold it. You feel how big it is. You wait.”

I held. The denial stretched. My vision spotted. Pride tried one last stand and died. I was nothing but the need. Empty of every old title. Full of his cock and the shame of wanting it more than my own name.

“Now,” he said at the end of the hour. “Come. Hard. All of it. Let me hear what a broken little whore sounds like when she finally gets to finish.”

I broke.

The orgasm took me in one long ruinous wave. My pussy clamped and milked him. I sobbed. I shook. Spit and tears mixed on my chin. My whole body seized and released and seized again inside the same endless peak. He fucked me through every second of it, cruel and steady, dragging the climax out until I was hoarse and twitching and empty of every thought except yes and more and his.

He pulled out and came across my lower belly in ropes. Hot. Sticky. It cooled on my skin while I lay panting under the glow of the laptop.

“Stay,” he said.

He cleaned me with a warm cloth. Fresh diaper went on. Tapes snug. Loud when I moved. He wiped the table. Closed the laptop. Took the cold coffee away.

“I am going for supplies,” Wade said. “Nap after I return. Be good.”

The door shut. The house emptied.

I sat a long minute with the new bulk wedged between my legs and the taste of my own mess on my tongue. Pride tried to climb back up my spine. It found the memory of that climax and flinched. Then it found something worse. Curiosity. Anger. A need to know what else he had planned for the remaining thirty days.

His office door sat at the end of the hall. The lock had always looked serious.

I tried the knob first. It gave too easily. The click arrived half a second late, soft and cheap. It had never been locked.

I pushed in.

No wall of other clients. No rows of files. One green binder sat in the center of the desk. My name on the cover in block letters. A date three weeks before I arrived.

My hands shook when I opened it.

Page one was a schedule. Sixty days. Labeled in his neat hand. Day one through day sixty. Regression steps. Diaper rules. Meal times. Nap windows. The adult hour request sat on day seventeen with a note: she will bargain for laptop, coffee, table. Grant all. Hour will fail. She will ask to be put back.

I turned pages. My chest went tight.

Today was marked. Day thirty. Break-in. Office lock. Green binder. Expect confrontation on return. She stays.

Under the schedule sat a second packet. The real agreement. My signature at the bottom. No trial clause. No exit date. No sixty days written anywhere. Only permanence. Only my name. Only his. Storage unit 114 listed in the appendix with the prepaid term and the auction line at noon on day sixty. The padlock key noted as held by him until five days remaining, then returned with the renewal money so the lapse would be mine to cause.

I had signed this. I had read none of it. Or I had and my pride had lied to me about what the words meant.

The front door opened. Keys in the bowl. Footsteps. Wade found me in the office with the binder open between us on the desk.

I did not hide it.

“You planned the adult hour,” I said. My voice was thin. “You planned the bargain. You planned me coming in here today.”

“Yes.”

“There is no trial.”

“There never was.”

“The countdown. The number you make me say at night. Storage unit 114. All of it.”

“A comfort,” he said. Calm. Exact. “So you would feel like you were choosing. The lease is real. The auction is real. The key and the money go back to you with five days left. The sixty days were never a door out. They were a story you needed while you learned to stay.”

I stared at him. Pride collapsed in my gut like wet paper. Every defiance since day one sat in that binder as a predicted line. Every win. Every fight. Scheduled.

“You used me.”

“I kept you,” Wade said. “You signed permanence. I built the path so you could walk it without bolting. Ask anything else. I will answer.”

“Did I ever surprise you.”

“Once. How hard you still get when you lose.”

“Will you let me leave.”

“You can walk to the door. You will not open it. You already know that.”

He was right. The knowledge sat under my ribs like a second pulse. I hated him for it. I wanted him for it. The want and the shame fused so tight I could not tell them apart.

“What happens now,” I whispered.

“Now you nap,” Wade said. “Then we continue. Your resistance is written down through day forty-one. After that the binder says you stop fighting. We will see if the page is right.”

He closed the green cover. He took my hand. The hallway ran longer on the way to the nursery. The diaper crinkled loud under each step. He laid me on the cot and pulled the blanket up. His palm rested on the thick front for a check, then withdrew.

I stayed. I did not get up. I did not run for the door.

The door was unlocked. He had shown me that himself, with his own cheap latch. I could have walked to it and out into the day. I did not, and not because he stopped me. He did not move. Knowing the whole design of it now, the deception and the binder and the trial that never was, I still wanted this. So I said it out loud, so nothing could hide underneath it. “I know there was never a trial. I know exactly what you did. I am choosing to stay anyway, because I want it, not because you trapped me.” It was the one line the binder had not written for me, and I meant every word.

He wrote something on a card at the side table while I watched. My staying. Dated. Initialed. Irreversible on paper the same way it already was in my body.

Wade leaned down. His breath was warm at my ear. The remote light on the dresser clicked off. The house settled around the sound of my own breathing and the soft rustle between my thighs.

“Sleep, Nadia,” he said. “Day forty-one is when the binder says you stop fighting. Until then, fight if you need to. I already know how it ends.”

I shut my eyes. Pride had nowhere left to stand.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Not Her Name Anymore

Istood in the hallway with a wet dish in my hands when the ordinary night broke.

Day thirty-four had run clean after the signed stay. Wade had said we were only just beginning, and the house had believed him. Feeds at the set hours. Checks on the clock. The countdown sat in storage unit 114 like a second pulse under my ribs, clothes and laptop and the rest of my grown life locked away, prepaid, waiting for noon on day sixty when the lease would lapse and the auction would strip it bare. Twenty-six days left. He made me say the number every night before bed. He held the padlock key. He would hand key and renewal money back with five days left so the lapse would be mine if I let it happen. Until then the bulk between my legs marked every step, thick and warm, pulling my walk into something smaller.

I had not been sent to his office.

The door stood ajar. Light cut a strip across the floor. My feet stopped on the threshold like they belonged to someone else. Heat crawled up my neck. Craving sat low in my belly, dumb and hungry, worse than the shame of standing where I had no right to stand.

My mouth opened. The word stuck.

I tried it once and it came out as air.

I tried it again.

“Wade.”

It landed whole the second time, small and thin.

He looked up from the desk. He did not smile. He did not scold. His eyes held me for a long second, calm and exact, and then he dropped his eyes to the binder as if I had never spoken.

That was the answer.

The house went quiet.

Three days of near-total silence followed. No praise. No correction by name. He fed me on schedule and changed me on schedule and put me down when the clock said so, and my name did not leave either of our mouths. Meals arrived. The plastic rustled when I sat. Powder and tape and the thick seat of diaper did their work without talk. He checked me with two fingers along the tape line, tracing heat, then damp when it came, and stripped the wet mass away with the same calm he used on everything else. Fresh diaper went on. Tapes pulled snug. The weight settled between my thighs again. My cunt stayed slick under all of it, and he said nothing about that either.

I learned the quiet like a new skin.

Morning of the second silent day, Marlow came through the front door with a box of supplies on one shoulder. Broad man, thick hands, a voice that filled the entry without trying. Wade had called him once before for bulk orders. Marlow set the box down, saw me standing in the hall in nothing but the thick white bulk and a thin shirt, and his gaze dropped and stayed a beat too long on the crinkle under the shirt hem.

“Still on the program,” he said to Wade.

“She is,” Wade said.

Marlow nodded once. He did not look away fast. The weight of being seen like that, not as a woman with a name but as a body kept padded and scheduled, pushed heat straight into my face and lower. My nipples went tight under the shirt. Marlow carried the box past me. His arm brushed the plastic at my hip. The rustle was loud. He smelled like truck cab and coffee. I stood frozen until he left, and the silence closed over the house again.

By the third day the craving had teeth.

I needed more than the schedule. I needed the talk back. I needed to be called something, even if the something was worse than nothing. My adult voice sat unused in my throat like a tool I had forgotten how to lift. Every wet check, every silent feed, every long stretch of the day with only the clock and the bulk for company wore the edges off whatever pride I had left after the binder and the nap I had taken like a good girl when he told me to.

At seven that evening I walked down the hall with the powder tin in both hands.

My palms were damp on the metal. The diaper chafed warm and heavy with every step. I found him in the room with the long change surface and the shelves of tape and cream, the room more mine now than any place with chairs and screens. I held the tin out. No speech at first. Just the offer, arms forward, eyes down.

He took it.

My voice came out in a register I had never used. High. Thin. Broken on the first try and forced through on the second.

“Get me ready for bed,” I said. “Call me something that is not Nadia.”

The words hung. My face burned. My cunt clenched under the plastic like it had been waiting for me to spend myself out loud.

Wade set the tin on the shelf. He did not rush. He laid out the fresh diaper, the cream, the wipes, the tapes in a clean row. Ritual, not scramble. Then he turned to me and put one hand on the back of my neck, firm, and walked me two steps until my knees found the floor in front of him.

“Mouth first,” he said. “That is how you get ready when you come asking.”

I looked up. His fly was half down. He freed himself with the other hand, thick and hard, the head dark. The scent of him hit me warm and close, skin and soap and the clean musk of a man who had been waiting without needing to show it. My mouth watered. Shame and want twisted so tight I could not tell them apart.

“You asked,” he said. “So you work for it. Open up, little slut. Use that mouth like the hole it is.”

I parted my lips. He fed the head onto my tongue and I tasted salt and heat. He pushed deeper without hurry. My jaw stretched. Spit ran at the corner of my mouth. He held my hair in one fist and set a slow pace, in and out, the head dragging over my tongue, the shaft filling until my throat fluttered and I gagged hard around him.

“There,” he said. “Choke on it. Good little toy. Look at you, begging with your face already.”

I tried to take more. My nose pressed into the hair at the base of him when he held me there. Eyes watered. Drool spilled down my chin and onto the plastic covering my thighs. From the floor the bulk sat enormous, a full warm seat that shifted when I squirmed. My clit throbbed against the inner lining. I was wet through the diaper and he had not touched me yet.

He pulled back enough for me to suck air.

“Say what you are,” he said.

“A slut,” I rasped. Spit strung from my lip to his shaft. “Your hole. I want it. I want to suck you until you let me come.”

“Filthy mouth on a girl who brought her own powder.” He pushed back in. “Keep going.”

The service stretched. No rush. No stacked peaks. He fucked my mouth in long, unhurried strokes, letting me feel every inch, letting me gag and recover and take it again. When I got greedy he stilled and made me hold him deep until my throat worked around him in helpless swallows. When I slowed he tapped my cheek with two fingers.

“Earn it. Tongue under. Hollow those cheeks. You came down the hall for this. Act like it.”

I obeyed. I licked along the underside. I sealed my lips and pulled. The wet sounds filled the room, crude and constant, spit and suction and the soft catch when the head nudged the back of my throat. My jaw ached. My knees hurt on the floor. Craving kept me there more than his hand did. I wanted the name. I wanted to be made ready for bed. I wanted to be emptied of the woman who had stood in doorways trying to speak.

He reached down with his free hand and pressed the front of my diaper, hard, right over my clit. The pressure shot through me. I moaned around his shaft and the vibration made him curse once, soft.

“Soaked already,” he said. “All that silence and you still turn into a dripping little bitch the second you get a cock on your tongue.”

He worked the heel of his palm in slow circles against the bulk while he used my mouth. The friction was blunt and wrong and perfect. My hips rolled into his hand without leave. Spit ran down my neck. Tears tracked my face. He kept the same long pace, never speeding to finish me or himself, only building one slow line of need through the middle of me.

“Beg properly,” he said. “Use the voice you brought me.”

I pulled off long enough to speak, voice high and ruined.

“Let me come. Use my mouth. Call me what you want. I will take it. I will be good. Fuck my throat. Please.”

That was one. I bit the rest back.

He pushed back in and held me flush to his hips. My nose crushed. I gagged hard, throat convulsing, spit flooding. He rolled his palm against my clit through the diaper in the same rhythm as the shallow thrusts he gave my mouth, and the two lines of sensation braided until I could not think past them.

Cock. Weight. Scent. His hand. The plastic. The word I had burned by asking.

“Now,” he said. “Come for me while you choke. Show me what a good little toy does when she asks to be put down.”

I broke.

It tore out of me in long, ugly waves. My pussy clenched on nothing under the wet diaper. My thighs shook. I gagged and came at the same time, throat working, nose running, hips jerking into his hand. Sound left me in broken moans around his shaft. Inner voice shattered into scrap.

Full. Wet. His. More. Name. Name.

He held me through it until the worst of the shaking eased, then pulled free of my mouth with a wet pop. Strings of spit connected us. I gasped, chin shiny, lips swollen. He stroked himself twice over my face and came across my tongue and lower lip when I opened for it, thick and hot, and I swallowed what I could and let the rest paint my chin because he told me to.

“Clean,” he said.

I licked him soft. I licked my own mouth. The taste of him sat heavy on my tongue.

He hauled me up by the underarms and laid me on the change surface. My legs fell wide from habit. The spent diaper was warm and heavy and rank with what had come out of me. He stripped the tapes, peeled the plastic away, wiped me with cool cloths until the folds of my pussy were clean and pink and twitching. Powder came next from the tin I had carried. He dusted my skin, the creases of my thighs, the soft low belly, the seam of my ass. Warm dust settled into every place sweat had lived. The scent rose sweet and sharp and nursery-close.

“From tonight the house runs on you asking,” he said while he worked. “You spent the voice. You do not get it back clean.”

He set the fresh diaper under my hips. Cream along the edges. The front panel up. Tapes pulled firm, left and right, snug enough that the bulk would lock my legs the second I tried to stand. Full weight back where it belonged, clean and heavy, a reminder in every step until morning.

“Write it,” he said.

He put the ledger on my stomach and a pen in my fingers. The page already had the day marked. I printed the line because my hand would not hold a proper curve. Letters looser than my old writing, blocky, childish in the worst way.

Asked for bed. Asked for a name that is not Nadia. Accepted.

My handwriting sat there already wrong and permanent.

“What do I call you,” he said.

I swallowed powder-scent and cum-taste.

“Whatever you want.”

“Baby,” he said, testing it like a tape pull. “Say it back. Tell me who sleeps in this room.”

“Baby,” I whispered. The not-name hummed on my tongue, foreign and sticky. “I sleep in this room. I am baby.”

He leaned down until his mouth was at my ear.

“You belong in this room now.”

The words landed heavier than the diaper. I nodded. No grown sentence was left in me that did not feel like theft.

He closed the ledger. Set it on the shelf where morning would find the next line waiting. Then he wiped the last of the spit from my chin with a cloth and checked the tapes one more time with two fingers, a calm press along each wing.

“Twenty-six,” he said.

The key hung somewhere I could not reach. Unit 114 held the woman I had been, and he would hand it back with five days left so the losing would be mine. Tonight he only made me speak the number.

“Twenty-six,” I said.

“Good girl. Sleep.”

He left the light low. The door stayed ajar the way the office door had been, only now the threshold was mine to cross toward rest, not toward trouble. I lay still. Aftershocks ticked through my mouth and cunt in small mean pulses. Warm dust lived in the creases of my thighs. The fresh bulk pressed my hips into the pad, thick and inescapable. On my tongue the not-name still hummed, soft and filthy and chosen, and under it the ledger’s next line waited open for morning like a mouth I had already fed.


Chapter 7: Measured In Third Person

Tires on gravel cut the morning ledger short. Wade had the book open on the kitchen table and his pen still in his hand when the sound rolled up the drive at ten. I froze with my mug halfway to my lips. No one had come since I arrived. The noise was wrong for this house. Wrong for me.

He closed the ledger without hurry.

“Company,” he said. “Not yours.”

My chest went tight in a way that had nothing to do with fear of strangers and everything to do with the easy way he said it. Not yours. As if people still drove up for him. As if the world outside still had business with Wade while I sat padded and scheduled and waiting for him to decide if I got to be spoken to.

He took the mug from my hands and set it in the sink.

“Upstairs. Now.”

The prep was quiet and exact. He cleaned me at the changing table with warm cloths that left heat in the creases of my thighs. He checked the diaper with two fingers along the tape line, pressed once at the front, once at the crotch, and nodded when the crinkle answered him right. Fresh cream. Fresh powder. A clean diaper pulled snug and taped firm enough to shove up into me with each step when he set me on my feet. He dressed me in a short cotton shift that stopped high on my hips and left the whole padded shape of me out. No panties. No pants. Nothing that would hide what Marguerite had come to measure.

“Stand still,” he said. “Hands at your sides. You do not speak unless I tell you to. You do not move unless I move you.”

I nodded.

“Words, Nadia.”

“I stand still. I do not speak. I do not move.”

“Good girl.”

Downstairs the front door opened on a woman in her sixties, gray threaded through dark hair, soft body in a plain cardigan. She carried a satchel and a travel cup. She smelled like laundry soap and coffee. She looked at Wade first, not at me, and her face opened the way it does for an old friend.

“Wade,” she said. “Eleven years and you still open the door before I knock.”

“Marguerite.” He took her satchel. “Coffee is hot. Sit.”

She did not look at me as a person. Her eyes passed over the shift, the padded hips, the bare legs, and kept going like I was a chair someone had left in the wrong place. The jealousy landed hard and ugly. She got his first name. She got a seat. She got coffee poured into a real cup from his own pot. I got a tape and a lap and no name at all.

Wade led her into the front room. I followed because he crooked two fingers at me without turning his head. He sat in the wide armchair by the window and pulled me down across his thighs like he was setting a cushion. My padded ass settled into the hard line of his cock under his trousers. One of his arms locked around my middle. The other rested easy on my thigh, thumb stroking the edge of the tape through the cotton as if he were calming a pet.

Marguerite opened her satchel. Tape measure. Pins. A flat notebook. She drank her coffee and watched us with the calm interest of a woman who had sewn for this house longer than I had been in it.

“Permanence wardrobe,” Wade said. “As we discussed. Soft seams. Room for bulk. Nothing that fights the diaper.”

“I brought the soft cottons,” Marguerite said. “And the knit for the nights. Stand her if you need. Or keep her. Either works.”

Keep her. Like furniture. Like a fixture.

Wade did not stand me. He kept me on his lap and tugged the shift up to my waist so the diaper sat fully bare under Marguerite’s hands. Cool fingers found my hip bones through the plastic. The tape measure slid around my waist over the tapes and crinkled loud when she pulled it snug.

“Twenty six at the natural waist over the product,” she said, writing. “Hips?”

Wade shifted me forward a fraction so she could reach. Her palms smoothed over my sides, lifted the plastic edge, and ran the measure under it against bare skin. Warm hands. Dry skin. No apology.

“Thirty four at the hip,” she said. “Fuller with the product. I will cut for the full.”

“Good,” Wade said. “She stays in it. Plan around that.”

She. Not Nadia. Not even a name. Just she, like the house had always had a padded thing on this man’s lap and Marguerite had always known.

The jealousy burned under my ribs while her fingers worked. She pinned a scrap of soft cotton against my bare side, cold metal kissing skin. Another pin at the seam line under my breast. Another low on my belly where the diaper rode high. Wade’s hand stayed on my thigh the whole time, heavy and warm, thumb circling slow against the outer tape. I was slick already. My clit throbbed in stupid little pulses each time Marguerite’s knuckles brushed me through the plastic.

“Inseam,” she said.

Wade opened my knees with two fingers. Just enough. Marguerite fed the measure from the crotch of the diaper down the inside of my thigh. Her wrist pressed into the warm crinkle between my legs. I bit my lip and stayed quiet. The pin at my side dug when I breathed too deep.

“She holds still well,” Marguerite said, writing again. “Some of them fidget.”

“She has been trained,” Wade said. His voice was calm. Proud. Mean under it. “She knows what she is for.”

My face burned. I wanted to be the one who got coffee. I wanted my name in her notebook. I wanted Wade to look at her the way he looked at me when I broke. Instead he looked at her like a colleague and held me like a job already finished.

Marguerite measured my chest next. Tape under my arms, over bare tits, pins catching the soft cotton of the shift. Her knuckles brushed my nipple. I jerked. Wade’s arm tightened.

“Still,” he said in my ear, soft enough only I heard it. “You move, I make it worse.”

She wrote more numbers. Sleeves. Neck. Rise of the diaper for the night knits. Wade answered her in third person the whole time.

“She wets on a schedule. Build the night pieces for a full product. No metal near the skin. Soft elastic only.”

“Understood,” Marguerite said. “And the day dresses? Short, you said.”

“Short,” he said. “I want the diaper visible. I want anyone who steps into this house to see what she is without being told.”

Anyone. Storage unit 114 held my clothes, my documents, my laptop, the whole shape of the life I used to walk around in. Nineteen days left on the prepaid lease, and Wade kept the padlock key. Now a woman who sewed for shops would carry my measurements out of this house and say them over a counter while she cut fabric for a wardrobe that had no place for my old name.

Marguerite pinned a longer scrap across my belly and smoothed it flat. The pins held. The cotton was warm from her hands. Wade’s free hand slid from my thigh and pressed once, hard, right over my clit through the plastic.

I made a sound. Small. Ugly.

Marguerite did not pause. She drank her coffee.

“Responsive,” she said mildly. “That helps with fit. Muscle tension changes the line.”

Wade pressed again. Circles. Slow. Mean. The plastic heated under his palm. My hips tried to chase and he locked them down with the arm around my middle.

“She does not get to use that,” he told Marguerite, as if I were a faulty seam. “Not unless I say. Hold her still for the next set.”

Marguerite set her coffee down. “I know exactly what you’re asking of me, and I agreed to every part of it before I drove out here,” she said to Wade, unhurried, a grown woman doing this with open eyes and her own full say. She put both hands on my shoulders from the front, pinning me to Wade’s chest. Her grip was firm and impersonal. Wade worked two fingers over the soaked front now, rubbing my clit in short cruel strokes. Heat piled fast. My thighs shook. The pins bit when I breathed wrong.

“Count when you finish,” Wade said against my ear. “Out loud. Hold still for the numbers or I start over.”

I tried to hold. I failed. The first climax tore through me while Marguerite’s hands kept my shoulders flat and the pins stayed cold in my skin. I clenched hard on nothing. Slick heat flooded the crotch. I sobbed once and forced the words out.

“One.”

“Louder,” Wade said. “She should hear you.”

“One,” I said again, raw.

Marguerite’s thumbs did not flex. She waited the way you wait out a customer’s coughing fit.

Wade did not give me a break. His fingers stayed on my oversensitive clit and rubbed harder, plastic dragging, heat turning sharp. I twisted. The arm around my middle did not move. Marguerite leaned more weight into my shoulders.

“Again,” Wade said. “Beg for the second one or I stop and leave you raw.”

“I need it,” I gasped. “I need to come. Use me. Make your hole finish. Fuck, Wade, I need…”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line hit me in the gut. I begged. Filthy. Fast. I called myself his slut and his padded bitch and his good little toy while Marguerite held me still and Wade worked my clit through the hot crinkle like he was polishing a mark off wood. The second climax hit meaner. Longer. My vision spotted. My ass clenched on his thighs. Cum soaked the padding until it hung heavy and warm against me.

“Two,” I choked. “That’s two.”

“One more,” Wade said. “You hold for it. She is not done pinning.”

Marguerite moved only to set another pin at my side seam. The point scraped bare skin. Wade shoved two fingers under the leg elastic and found my bare clit direct, slick and swollen. Nothing between us now. Just his skin and mine. He rubbed tight circles and pushed one finger into my cunt at the same time, then two, fucking me shallow while his thumb ruined my clit.

“Tell her what you are,” he said.

“I am his,” I said, voice breaking. “I am the padded hole on his lap. I am the fixture. I am not a guest. I am not…”

“Filthier.”

“I am a wet little slut who gets measured for permanent baby clothes while a stranger holds me down. I come on command. I soak my diaper for him. I beg. I take it.”

Marguerite’s coffee cup clicked on the saucer. She wrote something. The sound of the pen was worse than any insult.

Wade curled his fingers inside me and crushed my clit under his thumb. The third ripped longer than the first two, brutal on flesh that already hurt. I shook so hard a pin tore free and pricked my side. I counted through the mess of it.

“Three. That’s three. One more. Please…”

I used the word. One. I clamped my teeth on the rest.

“You do not get four for free,” Wade said. “You earn it with stillness.”

He edged me then. Pulled his hand out of me and pressed the heel of his palm over my clit through the soaked front, almost still, almost nothing, while Marguerite finished the measurements around my thighs and the rise. I cried without sound. Drool ran down my chin onto the shift. Sweat stuck the cotton to my back. The jealousy sat under the heat, uglier now, because Marguerite could stand up and leave and be a person with a first name and a coffee cup and I could not.

“Last one,” Wade said. “Open your legs wider. Hold the pins. If you ruin the fit marks I start the whole session over tomorrow with her watching again.”

I opened. Marguerite’s hands returned to my shoulders. Wade shoved the padding down just enough to bare me and spat on my clit. The spit was warm. His fingers were rougher. He rubbed hard and mean and did not stop when I tried to twist away from the oversensitive burn. He fucked three fingers into my cunt and pounded them in short ugly strokes while his other hand kept my hip locked to his lap.

“Come,” he said. “Now. Count it.”

I broke. The fourth was a long tearing thing that left me sobbing and empty, fluttering around his fingers, soaked through the front, thighs shaking against his legs. I forced the count out between gasps.

“Four. That’s four.”

“One more,” he said. “You can take one more. You will take one more while she packs. Then you thank me for letting a professional see what you are.”

Marguerite was already packing the measures into her satchel. Pins came out of my skin one by one. Each small sting made me jump. Wade kept two fingers in me and rubbed my abused clit with the pad of his thumb in tiny vicious circles. I was past wanting it. My body climbed anyway. Shame and heat fused until I could not tell them apart. The fifth hit weak and cruel, dragged out of flesh that had nothing left, and I counted it in a broken voice while Marguerite snapped her satchel shut.

“Five. That’s five.”

“Good,” Wade said. He pulled his fingers free and wiped them on the soaked front like he was cleaning a tool. “Say it.”

“Thank you for letting her see what I am.”

Marguerite picked up her empty cup, carried it to the kitchen doorway, and set it on the counter without looking back at me.

“I will cut the first set this week,” she told Wade. “Soft night knits first. Day dresses after. I will call when the fittings need a second pass.”

“Do that,” Wade said. “Same time works.”

“Wade.” A small smile. Colleague to colleague. “Always a pleasure.”

The front door closed. Gravel took her tires away. The house went quiet except for the soft crinkle when I shifted on his lap and the wet sound of my own breathing.

Wade did not stand me up yet. He fixed the front of the diaper, taped it snug again over the mess, and smoothed the shift down like he was closing a job file. Then he set me on my feet, walked me to the kitchen table, and opened the ledger.

I stood beside his chair on shaky legs and watched him write. His hand was steady. The ink was dark.

Session complete, he wrote. Permanence wardrobe measures taken. Third party present. Subject held and inspected. Five releases counted. Product soiled. No resistance of note.

He dated it. Day forty one. He underlined the line about the third party once.

“Read it,” he said.

I read it out loud. My voice cracked on subject. On third party. On five releases. When I finished he closed the book.

“She knows now,” he said. “Not as a story you told her. As work she will do. Your numbers are in her book. Your bulk is in her cuts. You do not get to pull this back into private again.”

The jealousy had nowhere left to go. It sat next to the ache between my legs and the heavy heat of the soaked padding and storage unit 114 waiting with my old life locked behind Wade’s key, nineteen days before the lease lapsed and the auction took whatever I failed to claim. The number was already in my throat.

He tipped my chin up with two fingers.

“Tomorrow morning,” he said, “you will be fitted for the first night knit the moment it arrives. You will stand for it. You will not speak during the fitting. Afterward I will put you on the changing table and check every tape myself. If the knit fits the way Marguerite cut it, we move to the day dresses. If it does not, she comes back and you will be measured again on my lap exactly as you were today.”

I swallowed.

“What do you say?”

“Yes, Wade.”

“Louder.”

“Yes, Wade. Tomorrow I stand for the night knit. I do not speak. You check the tapes after. If it fails, she measures me again on your lap.”

He kissed my forehead once, almost kind, and the kindness was worse than the mean talk because it sealed me in.

“Go lie down on the play mat,” he said. “Hands on your belly. Legs open. I want the diaper airing while I finish the ledger notes. When I come in, you will tell me how many days are left, and then you will ask me to put a clean diaper on you for the afternoon schedule.”

I walked to the play mat on sore legs. The crinkle followed me. Heat throbbed between my thighs where his hands had been. In the kitchen the pen scratched. Outside, the drive was empty again. Somewhere in town a woman named Marguerite was already laying out fabric for a permanence wardrobe cut to a body that no longer got a name in the room.

I lay down as ordered. Hands on my belly. Legs open. The soaked padding cooled in the open air. Nineteen days beat in my head like a second heart. Tomorrow the night knit. Tomorrow the tapes.

I waited for him to come in and make me say the number out loud.


Chapter 8: Wet Among Her Boxes

Sixty miles an hour on a county road with the radio off, and my hands shook so hard the wheel buzzed under my palms. Last night’s number lived in my mouth. Eight. He had made me say it twice before the night knit went over my eyes, twice more while the tapes went on my wrists, and once against the sheet when he left me to the dark with nothing but the count. Eight days. Storage unit 114. My whole life in cardboard, prepaid, waiting for noon on the sixtieth day when the lease would drop and strangers would bid on my table and my laptop and the shoes I used to wear to work.

I had taken the truck keys off the hook at noon. The house had been quiet. No one had stopped me. I had pulled the borrowed coat from the peg by the door and put it on over nothing but padding, crinkling when I walked, cold against my bare thighs where the coat did not reach. The truck had started on the first turn. The road had been empty. The engine heat climbed my calves while the rest of me stayed cool under the open coat.

I signed in at the office. The clerk was a woman with gray at her temples and a magazine open on the counter. She never looked twice at my bare legs or the way the padding made me walk wide. She slid the pen across. I wrote Nadia and the unit number and the time with a hand that buzzed from the wheel. She pointed at the lot with her chin and went back to the page.

The corridor was colder than the office. My feet slapped concrete. Every step made the diaper shift and whisper. Unit 114 sat at the end of the row like a mouth. I hauled the roll-up and the metal screamed on its tracks until the door locked open above me. Daylight fell in on stacked cartons with my own handwriting on the sides. Kitchen. Bedroom. Papers. Office. In the middle of them sat my old reading chair, the brown one with the worn arms, the one I used to fall asleep in with a book on my chest.

I dragged a carton open. Clothes. Real clothes. Jeans. A sweater. Underwear folded small and clean. I sat in the chair with the pile in my lap and the coat open and the cold air off the concrete climbing my bare skin. I held a pair of jeans up. My hands would not put them on. I tried the sweater next. My arms would not go through. The fabric was thin and loud in my fists, cut for a woman who still had a key to her own door and a life that fit in drawers.

I sat there with my old self in my lap and the padding warm and heavy under me and the boxes watching. My bladder had been full since the highway. I had told myself I would hold it. I would put the jeans on. I would drive somewhere else. I would prove I could still choose.

I wet in the chair.

It came in a hard rush. Heat flooded the diaper and soaked out into the seat cushion under me. A long hiss under the crinkle, and the flood found every seam. Warmth ran down the insides of my thighs and pooled where I sat. My face burned. My cunt clenched on nothing while my body emptied itself into the only thing I still wore. I did not jump up. I sat in my own furniture among my own cartons and pissed until there was nothing left and the chair held the heat of it like a hand.

When it stopped I was shaking for a different reason. The coat hung open. The soaked padding clung cold where the air hit it and hot where it pressed my skin. I stood. The seat of the chair was dark. My own mess. I walked back down the corridor with my thighs slick and every step a wet sound. The clerk looked up when I came in.

“I need the phone,” I said.

She turned the desk set toward me and went back to her magazine. I dialed the only number I knew by heart. He picked up on the second ring.

“Nadia.”

My name in his mouth softened my knees. “I am at the unit,” I said. My voice came out thin. “I took the truck. I opened the door. I sat in my chair. I wet it. I could not put the clothes on. Please. Please come get me. Do not leave me here. I am not asking you to free me. I am asking you to fetch me. Please.”

Silence on the line. Then: “Stay where you are. Kneel when I walk in. Do not wipe anything. Do not close the coat.”

He hung up.

I went back to 114 and stood in the doorway with the wet cold creeping up my spine and the boxes stacked around the ruined chair. The lot was quiet. A truck door shut somewhere far off. Then footsteps on concrete, steady, unhurried, and he filled the bay with his height and the calm of a man who had already decided what I was.

I went to my knees on the cold floor.

“Good,” he said. He closed the distance until the toes of his boots were inches from my hands. “Look at you. Drove yourself sixty miles in a coat and a soaked mess. Signed your name. Opened your own door. Sat in your own chair and pissed it like a bitch who cannot stand her own life. Say how many days are left.”

“Eight,” I said.

“Louder.”

“Eight days.”

“And who holds the key and the money until five days out?”

“You do.” My throat was tight. “Then you hand them back so the lapse is mine.”

He set a hand on my head and pushed until my face pressed the front of his jeans. He was hard under the denim. Warm. “Open your mouth. Service me. You drove out here like you still owned a choice. Now you get on your knees on the concrete in your own unit and you worship what keeps you. Use that slut mouth. Beg while you do it.”

I opened. He freed his cock with one hand and fed it past my lips. Salt. Heat. The head dragged my tongue. I took him deeper and the sound of it was wet and ugly in the cold unit, spit gathering at the corners of my mouth. He held my hair and worked my face in short hard strokes. My jaw ached. Drool ran my chin and hit the concrete between my knees.

“That’s it. Choke on it. Good little toy. You wet your own furniture and walked back to the office soaked and still you called me instead of putting on pants and driving away. Tell me what you are.”

I pulled off enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to his cock. “I am your wet little whore. I am a hole that needs you. Please. Please let me take it. Please use my mouth. Please do not leave me here with the boxes.”

He pushed back in. Deeper. My throat closed and I gagged, eyes watering, spit flooding. He held me there until my body jerked, let me breathe, took me again. The wet sounds filled the unit. The soaked padding chilled against my heels where I knelt. My cunt throbbed and leaked into the mess I had already made. Every time I shifted he pulled my hair and held me still.

“Beg for it properly,” he said. His voice stayed calm and mean. “I want the filthy version. I want you to hear yourself.”

I pulled off, gasping, chin shiny. “Please fuck my mouth. Please use me like a cheap slut on the floor of my own storage unit. Please let me serve your cock until you decide I can come. I will not come without you. I cannot. Please. I am so wet and so ashamed and I need it. Please make me take it. Please do not stop.”

He dragged me up by the hair far enough to shove me toward the chair. “Hands on the arms. Ass out. Coat stays open.”

I bent over my own reading chair, palms on the wet dark seat, the smell of my piss rising off the cushion. He yanked the padding down enough to bare my ass and the soaked heat between my thighs. Cold air hit me and I flinched. He rubbed the head of his cock through my folds, crude and slow, and I made a sound I hated.

“You could have left,” he said. “Door was open. Truck ran. Nobody stopped you. You called me. Say it.”

“The door was open. The truck ran. Nobody stopped me. I called you.”

“Again.”

“I called you. I chose this. Please. Please put it in. Please fuck me. I am begging. I need your cock in my cunt. Please.”

He shoved in hard. One thrust, full, deep, and my body locked around the stretch. Wet flesh taking him, my own mess warm on the chair under my hands. He fucked me like he was correcting a mistake, steady and rough, hips slamming, the slap of skin loud in the metal bay. My tits swung under the open coat. My clit dragged the soaked bulk bunched at my thighs with every stroke and I cried out.

“Louder,” he said. “Beg or you get nothing.”

“Please let me come. Please. I am your padded little bitch and I wet my own chair and I still cannot walk away. Please fuck me harder. Please use my hole. Please. I will say anything. I am a whore who drove here empty and will leave filled. Please. Please grant it. I need permission. I need you to say it.”

He leaned over my back, mouth at my ear, still driving into me. “There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

The words hit harder than the thrusts. My eyes burned. I nodded against the chair arm, drool on the fabric, and kept begging because begging was the only gate left.

“Please. Please. I will lose the last thing I brought here. I will lose believing I can still save myself. Please take that. Please fuck it out of me. Please let your good little toy come on your cock in the middle of her own boxes. Please. I am asking. I am not free. I am fetched. Please.”

He reached under and worked my clit with two rough strokes of his thumb and held me open while he pounded. “Come. Now. Make a mess on me while you stink of your own piss. Do it.”

I broke.

It went through me in ugly pulses, clamping me hard around his cock, my whole body shaking on the ruined chair. I sobbed and came and kept coming while he used me through it, and the inner voice went to scraps. Full. His. Wet. No exit. Mine. His. Please. Then he drove deep and held and spilled inside me with a low sound, running out around his cock when he pulled free.

I stayed bent over the chair with his cum sliding down my thighs into the cold wet padding. He fixed his clothes. He wiped the seat with a rag from his pocket, hard practical swipes, until the worst of the dark was gone. He pulled the diaper back up over the mess between my legs, closed the coat over the evidence, zipped it to my throat. The roll-up came down with another metal scream. The padlock clicked. He put me in the passenger seat of the truck and took the wheel.

We did not speak on the drive. The heater ticked. My body stayed open and sore and full. Eight days sat in my mouth like a stone. The belief I had brought out here intact, the old hard faith that I could stand up and leave, sat back in Unit 114 with the wet chair and the clothes I would not put on.

The house came into view. He turned into the yard and braked.

Something new sat in the gravel by the porch. A long sealed carton, taller than my knee, stamped with a maker mark I did not know, a delivery tag fluttering in the wind. He cut the engine. Cooling metal ticked in the quiet.

“That will be the wardrobe frame,” he said. “Marguerite’s measurements. Permanent pieces start arriving this week. Get out. You can carry the first one in on your knees.”

I opened the door. Cold air hit the damp seams of the coat. The carton waited in the yard like a second door I had already walked through, and under the tape and cardboard the next shape of my life was already arriving.


Chapter 9: He Will Not Decide

Iwas already on my knees in the gravel when the wardrobe carton shifted against my chest. Plastic wheels scraped. Dust from the county road stuck to my shins and the thick pad between my thighs. He had the far end. I had the near. My arms shook. The carton banged up the porch steps and through the door and we set it down hard enough that something inside knocked once and went still.

He stood the wardrobe frame against the wall in the front room, next to the first pieces that were not temporary anymore. A dresser with my spare tapes in the bottom drawer. A low shelf for the packs he kept stacked and ready. The frame sat there empty and solid, like it belonged. I stood in my sock feet and the crinkle of my diaper and stared at it until he put a hand on the back of my neck and steered me toward the bath.

Four in the afternoon. Not bath hour. Not anything on the board. Warm water filled the tub. He peeled the soaked diaper off me and the tape tore free with a sound that made my face heat. County grit clung in my hair. He knelt on the tile and worked shampoo through it with both hands while I sat in the water with my knees up and my bare cunt against the porcelain and my pulse loud in my throat.

“You came back,” he said. Quiet. Exact. “Thank you for that.”

No lecture. No count. No corner. Just his fingers working the dust out and the soap running down my back. Gratitude closed my eyes for me. I had driven out in a coat and diaper and sat in my own chair among my own boxes and wet myself like a kept thing and walked back soaked to use a phone. I had called him. He had come. Now he washed my hair like that mattered more than the mess.

He rinsed me clean. He dried me. He taped a fresh pad on, snug and high, the plastic warm against my skin. Then he cooked. Eggs and toast and the good butter. The house smelled like heat and salt and the soap still on my scalp. I ate at the counter on a stool with the crinkle loud under me every time I shifted. He ate standing. The road stayed outside. The kitchen settled.

After the plates, he set an envelope on the counter.

The cash first. Enough for six more months on Unit 114. Then my ID. Then the padlock key, still warm from his belt loop, the metal shiny where his thumb had worn it.

“I will not decide this one,” he said. “Five days left. Noon on the sixtieth day. You know the number. You say it tonight before bed like always. The lease money is in there. Your face is in there. The key is in there. From this second it is yours. I will not take it back. Not if you cry. Not if you beg me to hold it for you. Not if you put it in my hand. It stays yours.”

My throat closed. The envelope sat between the salt and the butter dish like it weighed more than paper.

I did not touch it.

He did not make me.

He took me to the bedroom in the soft light and put me on my belly over the edge of the mattress with the fresh diaper still on. He cut a slit in the back with the little scissors he kept for that. Cool air hit my asshole. His thumb pressed lube there and worked it in slow until my hole softened and took him. No speech about what we were doing. No bargain. Just his other hand on the small of my back and the blunt head of his cock lined up and pushing.

“Breathe,” he said.

I breathed. He pushed. My asshole stretched around him and the burn lit all the way up my spine. The pad under me crushed and crinkled. I clawed the sheet. He went in inch by inch until his hips met the plastic and I was full of him, stuffed, claimed from the back while the front of the diaper held my cunt snug and useless.

“Fuck,” I said into the mattress. “Fuck, you are in me.”

“Yeah.” His voice stayed calm. Mean under it. “Your hole is tight. Little kept bitch taking cock in her ass like that is what she is for. Say what you are.”

“Yours.” My voice broke. “Your padded whore. Your hole.”

“Again.”

“Your hole. Take it. Use my ass.”

He fucked me slow. Long pulls almost out, long pushes all the way in until he was deep and my belly ached with it. The lube made wet filthy sounds. Slap of skin on plastic. My clit rubbed the crushed pad with every thrust and the friction was cruel and perfect. Shame and heat braided until I could not tell them apart. I had driven myself out there. I had come back. Now he had my asshole and the key sat on the counter and he would not take either decision off me.

“Taste that?” he said, low. He leaned over my back and put two fingers at my lips. I smelled myself on them, musk and soap and the lube. “Lick.”

I licked. Salt. Plastic tang from the pad. Him. I sucked his fingers while he kept stroking into my ass, slow and deep, and being used at both ends made my eyes water.

“Good little toy,” he said. “Greedy mouth on my fingers while I ream your ass. You stink like kept slut. I can smell your cunt through the plastic. You like this.”

“I like it.” The words came raw. “I like your cock in my ass. I like being taped and used.”

“Mine. Say it.”

“Mine,” I tried, wrong.

His hand cracked the side of my hip, not hard. “No. You. What you are.”

“Yours. I am yours.”

“Louder.”

“I am yours.” Heat flooded my face. “Pad me. Fuck my ass. Keep me. I am yours.”

He gave me more. Still unhurried. Still deep. The burn eased into a full stretch that made my thighs shake. Every stroke dragged over something that sparked white behind my eyes. My cunt worked on nothing inside the diaper. The liner went soaked and hot against my clit. I pushed back onto him because I could not help it. He let me. He held my hips and let me work myself on his cock like a slut who knew her job.

“Smell the room,” he said. “Sex and plastic and your sweat. That is you now. That is what you chose when you got in that truck and came home wet.”

Home. The word landed and stuck. Gratitude rose so sharp it hurt. He had washed the road out of my hair and fed me and refused to decide. I had nowhere left to put the blame. Noon would come and I would either renew or let my whole old life go to auction and either way it would be my hand on the paper.

“Thank you,” I said into the sheet. Stupid. Honest. “Thank you for taking me back. Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for not making me choose yet.”

He huffed something almost like a laugh. “You will choose. I will not.”

He reached under me and pressed the front of the diaper hard against my clit through the plastic. Circles. Mean pressure. His cock kept that same slow deep pace in my ass. The dual worked me open from both sides until the room narrowed to scent and taste and the stretch. Salt on my own lip where I had bitten it. His skin, the lube, the warm reek of my own arousal trapped under plastic. My hole fluttered around him. My thighs jumped.

“Beg for it,” he said. “Filthy. I want the words.”

“Let me come with your cock in my ass,” I said. “Use me. Fill me. I need it. I need to come on you like a hole. Please.”

One use. I heard it leave me and let it.

“Again. Dirtier.”

“Fuck your cum into my asshole. Make me take it. I am your padded bitch. I am your kept cunt for storage and schedules and this. Make me come.”

He pressed harder through the plastic. He drove deeper. The rhythm stayed slow and the force grew until every thrust shoved a sound out of me, wet and raw. My clit throbbed under his hand. My ass burned sweet. The climax built like a tide, not a spike. No count. No deal. Just him working me until I broke.

I came with my face in the sheet and my hole clamped on his cock and a broken sound that was half sob. My whole body locked. It burned out through my belly and down my legs. The diaper under me went hotter and slicker. I shook. He held me through it, still buried, still moving just enough to drag the orgasm out long and mean until I was twitching and drooling on the cotton.

“There,” he said. “Good girl. Taking it in your ass like you mean it.”

He fucked me through the aftershocks, still slow, and then he pushed deep and came. The heat of it, pulse after pulse into my hole. He stayed in me until he softened. When he pulled out, cum leaked down toward the cut plastic. He wiped me with a cloth, careful, then taped a clean pad on over the mess and the stretch. Fresh crinkle. Warm. Mine.

We ate again later. Small. Quiet. The envelope sat on the counter untouched. When he put me to bed he made me say the number the way he always did.

“Five,” I said.

“What is five.”

“Five days until noon. Unit 114. My clothes. My papers. My laptop. All of it.”

“And the key.”

“On the counter. Mine.”

He kissed my forehead. “Sleep.”

I slept with the thick diaper snug and his cum still a faint ache in my ass and the taste of his fingers on my tongue.

The envelope stayed there through the first quiet night.

The next three days he kept me fed and changed and mostly in his lap, like the choice was not sitting ten feet away. Morning oatmeal. Afternoon cartoons on low. Fresh tapes when I soaked through. He checked me with two fingers under the leg gather the way he always had, calm, and I spread my knees because that was what I did now. When I got restless he pulled me into his lap on the couch and held me with one arm around my middle and his palm flat on the plastic bulge so I could feel how small I was under his hand. He did not mention the envelope. I did not either. The house smelled like laundry soap and the lotion he used on my thighs after changes. I tasted mint toothpaste and the sweet milk he gave me with supper. Gratitude sat under everything, heavy and hot. He had given the decision back. He would not rescue me from it.

On the second night of the three I almost asked him to take the key. The words rose. I swallowed them. He had already told me what he would do if I put it in his hand. Nothing. It would still be mine.

On the third afternoon he changed me on the living room mat. Cool wipes. Powder. The pad laid out. He lifted my hips and settled me onto it and taped me snug while I stared at the ceiling and the choice sat on me, permanent. When he was done he pulled me up into his lap again and rocked me a little, no words, just the slow sway and the crinkle and his chin on my hair. I breathed him in. Skin. Soap. The faint road dust that never quite left his work shirts. My cunt pulsed once under the plastic, stupid and loyal. My ass still remembered him.

The envelope waited on the counter.

I looked at it from his lap. The tenderness was the trap. He was not soft to free me. He was soft so I would feel every inch of the leash when I put it on myself. Five days. Noon. My old life in a dark unit with a lock I now held. If the lease lapsed, that would be me. If I paid and kept the boxes cold and far, that would be me. If I went and emptied them into a thrift truck, that would be me. He would feed me either way. He would change me either way. He would fuck my ass slow and make me say I was his either way. The only thing he would not do was decide.

The comfort of blame left the room like air from a cut bag.

I sat in his lap until my legs went numb and the light shifted on the wall. He hummed something without a tune. My body stayed quiet. My head did not.

I knew what I was going to do before I stood up. The knowing sat low and final, the way a tape sits once it is stuck. I was not going to hand him the key. I was not going to ask him to hold it. I was not going to pretend the noon that was coming belonged to anyone else. He had washed the dust out of my hair. He had thanked me for coming back. He had put the rest of my life in a paper sleeve and refused to own it for me.

I kissed the underside of his jaw. He let me. Then I slid off his lap with the crinkle loud in the quiet room and walked to the counter on bare feet.

The envelope was cool under my fingers. Cash. ID. The padlock key, small and heavy, gone cold since the last time it hung on him. I closed my hand around the metal until the teeth bit my palm. It stayed mine. It would keep staying mine. Whatever happened at noon, I would walk into it already claimed, already padded, already the woman who had reached for her own leash and put it on without being told.

I held the key and the next shape of this life opened in front of me, five days wide and all the way down.


Chapter 10: She Will Not Renew

Noon light came flat through the nursery blinds, pale and even across the changing pad, and the house line started ringing in the other room exactly when he said it would. I was already on my back with my ankles held up. The thick diaper under me crinkled loud when he shifted his grip. The envelope sat unopened on the counter, cash still sealed inside, my old ID and the padlock key waiting like a choice I had already stopped pretending to make.

He left me there with my thighs spread and went for the phone. The crinkle of the unused tape and the weight of the half fastened diaper kept me from moving. He carried the receiver back. He set it on the changing table by my hip and hit speaker without looking at me.

“This is the storage facility,” a man said. “Last call on Unit One Fourteen. Renewal window closes at twelve. Do you wish to renew?”

He kept working. Fresh powder. A clean pad laid under my ass. His fingers checked the seams like the call was background noise. My ankles stayed up in his grip. My face burned so hard my eyes watered.

“Answer him,” he said, calm and flat. “In your own voice. Clear.”

I swallowed. The diaper rustled when my hips twitched. “This is Nadia. I will not be renewing Unit One Fourteen.”

Silence on the line for a beat. Then, “Confirming non-renewal. Contents will go to auction under lot assignment. Thank you.”

The line clicked. The dial tone hummed once and died. Somewhere in the house a clock ticked past twelve. I did not need to see it. Sixty days were done. Zero left. Everything I used to own, clothes and furniture and papers and the laptop with my old work on it, sat in a unit that no longer belonged to me. A lot number I would never learn. A key I would never use again.

He set the receiver aside and finished the change without a word of praise. Tabs snug. Plastic outer shell smooth over the bulk. He rolled me once to settle the fit, then left the new diaper fastened only halfway, crotch gap still wide enough that air hit the slick heat between my legs. The refusal hung in the room. My cunt throbbed, swollen and bare under the half closed plastic.

“You will thank me when it is done,” he said.

I nodded. The words stuck. He freed his cock and dragged the head through the mess coating my folds. Hot. Heavy. He pushed in on one long stroke and filled me so deep my breath left in a hard sound. The diaper crinkled under my ass with every inch. He held my ankles up and fucked into the permanent body he had just cleaned and powdered and claimed again.

“Look at you,” he said. “Mid change, phone still warm, and you are already taking cock like a kept little whore. Say what you did.”

“I refused the unit,” I said. My voice shook. “I let it go. I let all of it go.”

“Good girl.” He drove harder. The weight of him pinned my hips to the pad. Plastic crackled under us. “Say you are mine. Say there is nothing left outside this house.”

“I am yours.” Heat climbed my spine. “Nothing left. Nowhere else. Fuck, you are so deep.”

He worked me in short mean thrusts, balls slapping the soft underside of the padding. My clit dragged against his pelvis. Shame and peace braided tight in my chest. I had said the refusal myself. The old life was already auction meat. His cock kept claiming what stayed.

“Beg for it,” he said. “Beg like the dirty little toy you are.”

“Fuck me,” I gasped. “Use my hole. Fill me. I need it. I need you to keep me.”

He did. Harder. Deeper. The first climax hit while the facility man’s voice echoed in my skull. My pussy clenched around him and I came with a broken sound, thighs shaking against his hold, slick pouring out around his cock. He did not stop. He fucked me through it, mean and steady, and the pleasure spiked again before I could even catch air.

“Again,” he said. “You do not get to rest. You gave it away. Now you take what is left.”

I tried to say something and only moaned. He ground against my clit and slammed in. The second broke faster than the first. My vision spotted. Spit slid down my chin. The diaper was damp with what leaked out of me, heavy and warm against my ass.

Past two, I counted, stupid and floating, and then he kept going and the number frayed. He flipped me onto my belly with the half fastened shell under me, dragged my hips up, and shoved back into my pussy from behind. The weight of the diaper pulled at my waist. Each thrust made it crinkle and shift. His grip on my hipbones bruised sweet.

“Tell me what you are,” he ordered.

“Your whore,” I said into the pad cover. “Your hole. Your baby girl who does not get to keep her old life. Please, harder.”

He gave me harder. My third climax slammed in without warning. Counting dissolved. Past three. Past four. Past whatever came next. My mind went to short crude pieces. Full. Wet plastic. His cock. Cannot. More. His. The overstimulation burned and I came again, body jerking, pussy fluttering around him while he kept pounding through the aftershocks like they were nothing.

“Too much,” I sobbed. “I cannot, I cannot track it, fuck, I am going to break.”

“Then break.” His voice stayed calm. “Good little bitch. Take it. Come on my cock until you forget how to count.”

I did. Orgasm after orgasm, forced and stacked, my clit raw, my cunt dripping, drool on the changing pad cover. Spit and sweat and the wet filthy slap of him fucking into me filled the nursery. I lost the numbers. Pleasure blurred into one long wrecked wave. When he finally buried himself and came, thick heat flooding me, I was still twitching through another ruined peak I could not name.

He held still inside me while I shook. Then he pulled out slow. Cum leaked down my folds onto the diaper. He wiped me with a cloth, finished fastening the tabs snug, and patted the thick front once, checking the fit the way he always did. The weight of it settled between my thighs, heavy and final. Claimed. Used. Peaceful in a way that scared me and soothed me.

He washed his hands. I lay there breathing, padded and full of him, listening to the house be quiet.

After a while he got me up and walked me into the hallway. The sixty day calendar hung on the wall, boxes marked through, the last square empty. He took it down. Hooks bare. Nothing in its place. Blank paint.

“Say the number,” he said, one last time.

“Zero,” I answered.

He nodded. “Retired. You will never say it again. There is nothing left to count.”

My throat closed. The only thing I could still lose was him. The household. The schedule and the changes and the way he kept me. Everything else was gone to a lot I would never see.

He led me back to the nursery and sat me on the rug with my back against the crib rail. The bulk made sitting deliberate. He went to the office and came back with a small carton, set it on the floor between us, and opened the flaps.

“I drove out on day fifty nine,” he said. “Before the window closed. I pulled exactly one carton. Your mother’s ring. One photograph. The notebook from your last good year. Permanence is not erasure. Choose what goes on the shelf. In reach. You can look at the woman you used to be whenever you want.”

I stared at the three things. The ring was simple gold, a little scratched. The photo showed me at twenty six, standing outside an office I no longer worked at, trying to look composed. The notebook had my old looping writing in it, plans and lists from a year that had been mine. My eyes stung. I picked all three up. He did not stop me.

I put them on the low nursery shelf myself. Ring in front. Photo leaning. Notebook flat beside them. Close enough that I could see them from the crib or the changing table. Not locked away. Not gone. Just held inside the life I had chosen by refusing the renewal with my own mouth.

“Thank you,” I said, and meant it with my whole body.

He brought the permanence page next, thick paper, the household terms written in his clean print. A pen. I signed in the printing that no longer looked like the woman who had written eleven terms on day seventeen. Smaller letters. Neater. The hand that signed now belonged to someone kept and scheduled and glad of it. He took the page to the office and entered me on the household ledger under the name I had asked for on day thirty four. The pen scratched. The binder closed.

When he came back he stripped me only enough to check the diaper again, found me dry, and put me into the crib for the afternoon rest like any other day that would never end. I lay on my side. Thick plastic and soft bulk pressed against my skin. Cum sticky inside me. The shelf objects watched from across the room, proof that something of the old self had been allowed to stay where I could reach it.

Nothing was counting anymore. No nights of saying a number before sleep. No key on his belt to stare at. No envelope of cash waiting for a decision. The decision was spoken into a speaker on the changing table, in my clear adult voice, while my ankles were up and my body was half bare for him. I had refused. The old life had gone to an unseen lot. What remained was him, and this room, and the weight of being kept.

I slept.

I woke later to him moving in the office. Through the open doorway stood the file cabinet, metal and tall, green binders lined neat on the shelves above it. Room left for more. Space for other names, other terms, other stories that were not mine. The house line rang once. He answered in the calm voice he used for intakes. Someone else’s problem. Someone else’s beginning. My file was closed. Sealed. Permanent.

I shifted in the crib and the diaper crinkled under me, heavy and sure. On the shelf, the ring caught a little light. The photo looked back at a face I used to wear. The notebook waited if I ever needed to remember the year before this house. I closed my eyes again. Outside the nursery the calendar hooks stayed empty. Inside me his claim stayed full. There was nothing left to refuse and nothing left to count, only the long quiet stretch of being his, grateful for every thick fastened inch of it, and the file cabinet waiting for green binders that would never need my name again.


THE END
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