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Mommy's Diaper Nursing Caddy



Mommy Dom, Book 8

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

Themes of Mommy Dom maternal dominance, age play, lactation role-play, and caregiver power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All age-play and regression elements represent adult kink dynamics between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors.

Image Disclaimer

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Introduction

I booked the weekend the same night the lease paperwork for the shared apartment finished printing, still in my office chair with my shoes kicked under the desk and my inbox still blinking like it wanted another hour out of me. Twenty-six felt old enough to know better and young enough to pretend a quiet retreat could fix what a breakup had cracked open. Marketing had taught me how to sell calm. I sold it to myself hard: steam, soft light, someone else's hands for two days, then back to the city with my spine straight again.

The retreat sat behind a gated drive outside the city, the kind of place that smelled like clean linen and warm oil the second the door shut behind you. My room was sealed off from the rest of the wing, lamps low, bed made tight, a rolling cart already parked near the wall like it belonged there more than I did. Bottles lined the top shelf. Lotions sat in a neat row. Thick folded things waited underneath in plastic, pale and heavy, and every time the cart shifted even a little the sound made my teeth set.

I told myself it was spa stock. Fancy packing. The kind of overkill rich places used to make you feel handled.

Coraline met me at the threshold with a smile that never rushed. Forty-two looked good on her the way authority looks good on someone who never has to raise her voice. She called herself Mommy like it was the most ordinary title in the building, and she said my name once, Wren, soft enough that I almost corrected her out of habit. Nobody at work used my first name that carefully. Nobody at home had, either, not at the end.

I kept my arms crossed. I kept my bag on my shoulder longer than I needed to. I said I only wanted a massage, maybe a soak, maybe sleep without my phone lighting up the pillow. She nodded like she had heard that speech before and already filed it under things that would not last the night.

The cart stayed in the corner while she talked through the weekend. Care on her terms. Softness as a schedule. Rules I had already clicked agree on when I filled out the intake, back when the language still looked like wellness copy and not a contract written on my skin. She wheeled the cart an inch closer while she spoke, and the plastic under those thick folds gave a dry little crinkle that went straight through my stomach.

I hated that sound. I wanted to hear it again.

That was the crack. Not the breakup, not the empty apartment waiting for Monday. The crack was standing in a room built for quiet adults and realizing my body had already started listening to a woman who had not touched me yet. Pride sat in my throat like a swallowed stone. Need sat lower, stupid and hot, pretending it was only nerves.

Mommy looked at my shoulders the way some people look at a locked door and know which key fits. She did not ask if I was ready. She told me where to put my bag, where to stand, and what the cart was for when the evening properly began. Outside, the rest of the retreat kept its polite hush. Inside, the lamps hummed, the bottles waited warm, and every rule I had signed in a bright office mood was about to come off the page and into my mouth.

I still thought I could keep one scrap of composure. I still thought a massage was all I needed.

The cart said otherwise, quiet as a loaded gun in a soft room.


Prologue

The city still smelled like wet asphalt and fried takeout the morning I packed the bag. Rain had rinsed the street overnight and left the sidewalks dark, and my apartment sat too quiet for a Saturday that used to mean shared coffee and a shared remote. I put a clean shirt on the bed, then a second one, then took both back out of the bag because I could not decide which version of myself I meant to bring.

Marketing had trained me to hold a room. I ran decks, I ran people, I ran my own calendar like a blade. Pride lived in that control. It paid the rent and kept my voice steady on client calls even when my inbox screamed. The breakup had not taken the job. It had taken the noise in the kitchen and left me with a sink that stayed empty too long.

I was twenty-six and already tired of performing fine.

The confirmation call came while I zipped the side pocket. Coraline answered on the second ring, calm enough that my shoulders dropped before I meant them to. Forty-two sat in her voice the way experience sits in someone who never hurries a close.

“Wren,” she said. “You still driving up at noon.”

“I am. Massage and a soak. That is the booking.”

“That is what you circled.” Soft amusement, not mockery. “The intake you signed covers more. Full care. Soft schedule. You laughed at the diaper nursing line on the form.”

Heat crawled up my neck. I had laughed. Out loud, alone at my desk, like the phrase was a joke the spa put in for flavor. My thumb had still hit agree.

“I need quiet,” I said. “Not a nursery bit.”

“You need what you signed for.” A pause, steady as a hand on a doorframe. “Bring soft clothes. Leave the armor in the car if you can. Mommy handles the rest when you cross the threshold.”

Mommy. She said it like a title already waiting on a nameplate. My cunt gave a stupid little clench at the word, quick and traitorous, and I turned toward the window so the empty room would not see my face. I told myself it was nerves. I told myself I was a grown woman with a badge and a title and a weekend pass for steam.

“I will see you at noon,” I said.

“You will.” She hung up without filling the silence for me.

The drive out took forty minutes once the freeway opened. Office towers fell away. Trees took their place. My phone stayed face down in the cup holder because I had promised myself no work ping would follow me past the gate. Rain had stopped. The air through the vent smelled like cut grass and cold metal. I kept both hands on the wheel and tried not to replay her voice saying diaper like it belonged next to lotion and warm towels.

At the gated drive I showed the code from the email. The arm lifted. Gravel whispered under the tires. The building ahead sat low and pale, lamps already lit behind frosted glass even though the afternoon still held light. Someone had planted lavender along the walk. The scent hit when I opened the car door, clean and sweet, and my bag strap dug into my shoulder the way it always did when I refused to set anything down too soon.

I locked the car. I checked the bag once more for the phone I had already decided not to use. Pride wanted me upright. Need wanted me through that door before I talked myself into turning around and driving back to a kitchen that did not talk back.

The private entrance for weekend guests waited at the end of a short covered path. Soft light showed under the door. No voices. No lobby chatter. Only the hush of a place built to keep the rest of the world outside for two days.

I stood there with my hand on the handle, bag still on my shoulder, heart kicking hard enough to feel in my throat, and for one last ordinary second I still believed a massage might be enough.


Chapter 1: The Wellness Weekend Booking

Ipushed the handle down and stepped through into warm air that smelled like clean lotion and heated plastic. Soft lamps threw low gold across the sealed private room, and the door shut behind me with a hush that cut the rest of the retreat away. My bag strap still dug into my shoulder. I kept my chin up like I was walking into a client pitch at twenty-six, even as my pulse jumped hard enough to shake my wrists.

A rolling diaper nursing caddy waited near the bed, bottles lined warm on the top shelf, thick adult diapers stacked underneath in open plastic. When the wheels settled, the stack gave a dry crinkle that went straight into my gut.

Coraline stood beside it in a soft dark dress, hair pinned neat, hands already resting on the caddy rail like the cart belonged to her pulse. Forty-two looked settled on her, unhurried, absolute. She smiled the way someone smiles when a door has already closed on excuses.

“Wren,” she said. “Bag down. Coat off. You are on Mommy’s schedule now.”

I set the bag on the chair harder than I meant to. “I booked a massage. Steam. Quiet. That is it.”

“You booked care.” She drew a folded sheet from the caddy’s side pocket and held it where the lamp caught the print. “Intake you signed Monday. Full nurturing control for the weekend. Soft schedule. Bottle on my timing. Diaper on my timing. Toilet denied unless I say. You clicked agree with your work badge still clipped to your blouse.”

Heat crawled up my throat. My cunt tightened under my jeans like it had heard a meeting start without me.

“That line was a joke on the form,” I said.

“Your thumb still pressed yes.” She tapped the paper once. “Rule one. You call me Mommy in this room. Rule two. You ask before you touch your own body. Rule three. The diaper nursing caddy comes first. You will do exactly as I say.”

The last line landed clean. My knees went loose for half a second. Pride tried to brace them. Need dragged them the other way.

“I only need a massage,” I said, and my voice came thinner than the one I used on conference calls.

“You need what you signed for.” She opened the lower shelf. Plastic whispered. She lifted a thick adult diaper, pale and heavy, and shook it once so the crinkle filled the quiet room. “First diaper. Step out of the jeans. Underwear too. Stand here.”

I froze. The lamps hummed. Somewhere in the wall a heater clicked, warm air pushing against my bare ankles once I finally forced my boots off. My hands shook on my button. Marketing had taught me how to hold a room. This room held me instead.

Jeans dropped. Underwear followed. Cool air kissed the bare lips of my pussy and I hated how wet I already was. Mommy looked at that shine without comment, then laid the open diaper on the floor between my feet like a trap I had walked toward on purpose.

“Step in.”

I stepped. The soft inner sheet kissed my heels, then my calves, then the backs of my thighs as she drew it up. Bulk filled the space between my legs at once, thick enough that my knees had to part. She smoothed the front panel over my cunt with a firm palm, pressing the absorbent fluff against my clit until my breath snagged.

“Hold still.”

The first side tape stretched and sealed with a sharp little rip of adhesive. The diaper hugged my hip.

“Thank Mommy for the tape,” she said.

My face burned. “Thank you for the tape, Mommy.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you for the tape, Mommy.”

Second tape. Same rip. Same crush of bulk against my pussy. My clit throbbed stupidly into the lining.

“Thank you for the tape, Mommy.”

Third. She tugged it snug until the waist sat high and the crotch rode thick between my cheeks, the back panel already kissing the cleft of my ass.

“Thank you for the tape, Mommy.”

Fourth sealed. The diaper locked around me, loud when I shifted my weight, warm from her hands and the heater’s breath. She slid two fingers under the leg gather, checked the seal, then patted the front hard enough that the crinkle cracked through the room.

“Walk to the mirror. Slow. I want to hear every step.”

I walked. Each step made the diaper bark. The sound owned the sealed room. In the glass I looked like a woman who ran campaigns and closed rooms, thick adult diaper bulging under my bare stomach, tapes neat as a verdict. Shame rolled hot through my belly and my cunt clenched into the wet spot already spreading against the lining.

Mommy wheeled the caddy closer. A bottle rattled softly in its warmer. She uncapped lotion, coated her fingers, then hooked the back of the diaper down just enough to bare my asshole to the warm air.

“Massage starts here,” she said. “Bend. Hands on the dresser.”

“Mommy, I…”

“Bend.”

I bent. The diaper sagged open at the rear, front still taped, the cold edge of the gather cutting under my cheeks. Her slick finger circled my asshole once, then pushed in. Thick. Steady. My ring burned and fluttered around the intrusion while my pussy leaked into the diaper’s crotch with a soft, filthy heat.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Language for Mommy only.” She worked the finger deeper, crooked it, stretched me open on lotion and patience. “You held every meeting like armor. In here you hold still and take what I give your ass.”

A second finger joined the first. The stretch punched a moan out of me. My clit rubbed the soaked lining with every tiny rock of my hips. She scissored inside my asshole until the burn turned into a low, greedy ache, then reached to the caddy and brought up a slim black plug, flared base shining with more lotion.

“Ask for it in your ass.”

My mouth fought me. The heater clicked again. The diaper crinkled when my thighs shook.

“Please put the plug in my ass, Mommy.”

“Good girl.”

She pressed the tip to my hole and fed it in, slow enough that I felt every widening inch. My asshole swallowed it with a wet sound. The base seated flush between my cheeks, and she drew the diaper back up over it, taped the rear snug again, then spanked the padded seat once so the plug jumped inside me.

My vision spotted. Wet heat flooded the diaper before I could stop it. Piss. Helpless. Spreading warmth down the crotch, soaking the fluff, turning the thick bulge heavier between my thighs. The smell rose faint and sharp. I made a broken sound and tried to close my legs. The diaper would not let me.

Mommy’s hand cupped the warm front, pressing. “There it is. First wet already. Mommy’s diaper caught it. Say thank you.”

“Thank you for catching it, Mommy.” My voice cracked. My cunt throbbed against the hot soaked lining while the plug sat mean in my ass.

She turned me, sat on the edge of the bed, and pulled me over her lap face down. The wet diaper crinkled loud under her palm. She worked the wand from the caddy next, heavy head buzzing to life on a low growl that filled the warm room.

“Count when you come,” she said. “Out loud. You do not stop until I say.”

The wand head shoved against the soaked front of the diaper, right over my clit, vibration punching through wet fluff. The plug in my ass hummed with every pulse. My hips jerked. Shame and heat tangled so tight I could not tell them apart. I tried to crawl forward. Her arm locked across my back.

“Take it.”

The first orgasm ripped up from my cunt with no warning, hard enough that my thighs kicked and a fresh squirt of piss joined the mess already cooling in the diaper. I sobbed into the duvet.

“One,” I choked. “That’s one, Mommy…”

“Stay open.” She did not lift the wand. The buzz kept grinding my oversensitive clit through the hot wet diaper while her other hand shoved against the seat, rocking the plug deeper into my asshole. Too much. My nerves screamed. My pussy clenched and fluttered and betrayed me again, climax stacking on the raw edge of the first until I came a second time with a raw cry, diaper crinkling under every spasm.

“Two. Fuck. That’s two…”

“One more.” Her voice stayed calm, almost kind, while the wand climbed a notch and the plug in my ass felt huge. “Mommy decides when your cunt is finished. Say what you are.”

“Your… your diaper girl,” I gasped. “Please, it’s too…”

The third orgasm tore through me meaner than the others, clit sparking under the wand, asshole clamping the plug in helpless pulses, piss and cunt slick turning the diaper into a heavy hot mess between my legs. I counted on a broken breath.

“Three. That’s three, Mommy. Please…”

She edged the wand off my clit for three heartbeats, long enough for hope to flicker, then mashed it back on and forced a fourth out of me while I begged into the sheets, legs kicking, wet diaper loudly protesting every thrash. My voice went high and ugly.

“Four. God. Four…”

“Last one. Louder when you thank me.”

The fifth built on scraped nerves, plug grinding my asshole, wand murdering my clit through soaked fluff, her palm heavy on my lower back. I came hard enough that my vision whited and my mouth fell open on a sound I did not recognize. Cum and wet heat flooded the diaper again. My whole body shook over her lap.

“Five. That’s five. Thank you, Mommy. Thank you for making me come in my diaper…”

She shut the wand off. The sudden quiet made the heater’s click sound huge. My asshole still fluttered around the plug. The diaper sagged warm and heavy, reeking of piss and sex. Mommy stroked the small of my back once, then eased me upright on shaky legs. The crinkle followed every tiny shift.

She lifted a warm bottle from the caddy, tested a drop on her wrist, and pressed the nipple to my mouth.

“Latch.”

I latched. Sweet heat filled my tongue. My throat worked. Drinking while my diaper hung soaked and the plug kept my ass open made my eyes sting. Mommy watched my swallows like she was counting those too.

“Good girl,” she murmured, and my spent cunt twitched uselessly in the wet mess. “You crossed my threshold proud. You are already softer. That massage you keep asking for starts when the lights go down. You will stay diapered. Plug stays in. You will ask Mommy to check you before I touch your back.”

She set the half-empty bottle on the caddy, wiped a bead of formula from my lip with her thumb, and reached for the lamp switch.

“On your belly on the table when the room goes dark,” she said. “Ask nicely for Mommy’s hands. And Wren… leave the last grown refusal on the floor with your jeans. From here, you crawl when I tell you, and you thank me for every wet diaper I change.”

The lamps dimmed to a low amber strip. The caddy’s wheels whispered as she rolled it beside the padded table. My soaked diaper crinkled when I took the first step toward it, plug shifting in my ass, pride still trying to stand up inside a body that had already started obeying.


Chapter 2: Just a Massage

Oil slicked down my spine in long passes while I lay belly-flat on the padded massage table, cheek turned toward the amber strip that still lit the sealed private retreat. My soaked adult diaper sagged heavy between my thighs, the black plug seated deep in my ass under the wet bulk, and Coraline’s palms worked lotion into my shoulders like she owned the muscle under them. The air tasted like heated plastic and sweet formula left open on the cart.

“Breathe,” she said. “You came in here asking for a massage. This is the massage.”

Her thumbs dug under my shoulder blades. The diaper crinkled when I twitched. Shame sat in my mouth like copper. Curiosity sat lower, filthy and awake, wanting to know how far she would push a woman who still thought she could negotiate.

“Mommy,” I said into the table cover. “I need the toilet. The edge. Just for a minute.”

Her hands never stopped. “No.”

“I am going to…”

“You are going to hold it until I decide otherwise.” Oil smelled sharp and clean under my nose as she poured more along my lower back. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

The words locked something in my gut. My pussy clenched into the soaked lining. The plug shifted when I clenched harder, and a moan slipped out before I could swallow it.

“I cannot hold it,” I whispered.

“Then ask properly.” She pressed her forearm across my shoulders, pinning me to the table. “Beg Mommy for permission to wet your diaper like the soft thing you signed up to be. Use your mouth. Use filthy words. I want to hear how bad you need it.”

My face burned against the vinyl. Marketing Wren would have stood up and walked out. That Wren’s jeans were still on the floor. This Wren’s hips rocked once against the table, seeking friction through the hot mess between her legs.

“Please,” I said. “Please let me piss in my diaper, Mommy. Please. It is pressing so hard and I…”

“Worse. Meaner. Tell me what your cunt is doing while you beg.”

I swallowed. The formula scent from the open bottle on the cart cut through the lotion. Sweet. Thick. My tongue remembered the nipple.

“My cunt is throbbing,” I said, voice cracking. “It is dripping into the piss that is already…” I stopped, corrected. “Into the mess I made. Please let me flood this diaper for you. Please let me lose it on your table like I cannot control myself. I need to go so fucking bad. Please, Mommy, let your diaper girl wet.”

Silence. Her palm stroked once down my spine, slow as a verdict.

“Again. Louder. Ask to soak it while I listen.”

“Please let me soak my diaper,” I begged, louder, ugly. “Please. I will stay on the table. I will take it. Just let me piss. Please, Mommy, I am going to burst and my clit is rubbing the wet spot and I hate how much I want to hear it hit the fluff…”

“Do it.”

Permission hit like a hand on a switch. I let go.

Heat tore out of me in a helpless rush, piss flooding the crotch in a spreading bloom that turned the bulk heavier by the second. The sound was soft and obscene under the table’s hush. Warmth climbed the front panel and pooled against my clit until the whole diaper sagged, reeking, loud when my thighs jerked. My asshole fluttered around the plug. Tears stung without falling. My mouth tasted salt and leftover sweetness from the bottle.

“There,” Mommy murmured. “Listen to that. Smell that. You begged for it and your body obeyed before your pride finished arguing.”

I made a broken noise into the cover. Defiant curiosity still chewed at me, wanting the next order even while my stomach flipped at the smell of my own flood.

She flipped me onto my back with one firm motion. The soaked diaper faced the amber light, front panel dark and heavy. Mommy hooked two fingers under the waistband, then pressed them flat against the wet front, hard, checking the load through the fluff. Her fingertips found my clit through the soaked lining and rubbed once, mean and clinical.

“Full,” she said. “And greedy. Your pussy is still leaking under all that piss.”

“Mommy…”

“Quiet while I check.”

Two fingers pushed deeper into the crotch, spreading the wet fluff, grinding my clit until my hips lifted off the table without leave. The plug in my ass made every lift feel huge. She pinched the lining against me and watched my face.

“Ask me to change you.”

My throat worked. “Please change my diaper, Mommy.”

“Ask like you mean the humiliation.”

“Please take this filthy soaked diaper off me and put a clean one on,” I said, shaking. “Please handle my pussy while you do it. Please. I cannot stand how it smells and I still want your hands in it.”

“Good girl.”

Praise landed low and stupid in my belly. She rolled the cart closer once, wheels soft, and pulled a towel from the lower shelf. She laid it on the table beside my hip, then peeled the tapes with sharp little rips. Cool air hit my bare cunt and the flared base of the plug still seated in my asshole. The soaked diaper dropped away heavy into her hands. She set it aside. My thighs shone with piss and slick. The scent of it rose between us, sharp and shameful, mixed with lotion and the open bottle’s sweetness.

She wiped me with a cloth from the cart, then uncapped lotion and slicked her fingers again. “Knees up. Hold them.”

I held my knees. Exposed. Plug glinting between my cheeks. Mommy’s lotioned fingers circled my pussy, then pushed two of them into me without warning. Thick. Deep. My cunt stretched around them with a wet sound that filled the quiet. She fucked them in and out while I gasped, thumb brushing my clit on each stroke, the plug shifting in my ass from the pressure.

“You wanted a massage,” she said, calm. “Mommy massages what needs training.”

“Please,” I panted. “Please I need…”

“Need what.”

“I need to come. Please let me come on your fingers. Please, Mommy, my cunt is so fucking full and the plug is grinding and I will say anything…”

She pulled her fingers out. Empty air. My hips chased nothing.

“Not yet.” She wiped her hand on the towel. “Clean diaper first. Thicker. You stay open for me while I tape.”

From the cart she lifted a heavier adult diaper, pale and loud when she shook it open. The crinkle cracked through the amber light. She slid it under my hips, drew the front up over my bare pussy, and pressed the fluff snug against my clit until I whimpered.

“Stay still.”

First new tape stretched and sealed at my hip. The thicker bulk forced my knees apart at once.

“Say you belong in this.”

“I belong in this diaper, Mommy.”

Second tape. Same firm pull. Same crush of fluff against my swollen clit.

“Louder.”

“I belong in this diaper, Mommy.”

Third sealed high on my other hip. The crotch rode thick and mean. The plug’s base sat flush under the back panel as she smoothed it down.

Fourth tape locked. The fresh diaper hugged me louder than the last, so thick I could not close my thighs. She patted the front hard. The sound barked. My cunt throbbed into clean lining that would not stay clean long.

“Walk the length of the table and back,” she said. “I want the crinkle. Then you kneel.”

I slid off. My legs shook. Each step made the new diaper announce me. Oil still glossed my back. Piss scent clung to the air from the discarded mess. When I reached the far end and turned, Mommy was sitting on the table’s edge with her dress unfastened at the chest, one breast bared, nipple dark and beaded.

Lactation. Real. The smell of milk cut through lotion and plastic, richer than the bottle, close enough that my mouth watered before my mind caught up.

“Come here,” she said. “Kneel. Latch to Mommy.”

I knelt between her knees. The diaper bunched loud under me. She guided my mouth to her nipple. Hot skin. Salt and sweet milk hit my tongue when I sucked, and my throat worked on instinct while shame poured down my spine in a long hot line. My cunt clenched into the fresh fluff. Milk spilled at the corner of my lips. She wiped it with her thumb and pushed it back into my mouth.

“Swallow. Soft girls drink when Mommy offers.”

I drank. The taste coated everything. Her hand rested on the back of my head, steady, while my hips rocked tiny circles against nothing but diaper bulk and the plug’s mean presence in my ass.

“Ask for the wand,” she said above me. “Beg for it on the outside of this clean diaper while you nurse. If you earn it, Mommy might let you come once. Once. On my timing.”

I pulled off her nipple long enough to speak, milk on my tongue, voice wrecked.

“Please put the wand on my diaper, Mommy. Please buzz my clit through the fluff while I suck your milk. Please make me soak this clean one. Please I will stay kneeling. Please let me come only when you say. Please use my cunt like it is yours to finish.”

She watched me for a long breath. Then she reached to the cart, powered the wand on, and pressed the heavy head against the thick front of my fresh diaper, right over my clit.

Vibration punched through. My mouth slammed back onto her nipple with a moan. Milk flooded my tongue while the wand murdered my clit through clean fluff and the plug jumped in my asshole with every pulse. I tried to beg around the latch. Sounds came out wet and broken.

“Hold the edge,” she said. “Do not come until I give it.”

I held. My thighs shook. Sweat prickled under the oil on my back. The diaper started darkening at the crotch from how hard my pussy leaked. She kept the wand steady and fed me milk in slow pulls, calm as a schedule.

“Now,” she said at last. “Come for Mommy. Count it. Six.”

The orgasm ripped up from my cunt in a hard, ugly crest, clit sparking under the wand, asshole clamping the plug, milk spilling from my lips as I cried out against her breast. My hips slammed forward into the buzzing head. Fresh slick soaked the new lining. My whole body jerked on my knees.

“Six,” I gasped. “That’s six, Mommy…”

She shut the wand off and pulled my mouth free. A bead of milk ran down my chin. She licked her thumb and cleaned it, then cupped my jaw.

“You begged for the wet. You begged for the change. You begged for the wand. That is the inch you do not get back.” Her thumb pressed my lower lip. “From here, asking costs more. Refusing costs everything.”

I stayed on my knees in the thick crinkling diaper, milk on my tongue, plug seated, sixth climax still twitching through my spent cunt. Pride tried to stand up somewhere behind my ribs. It found no footing.

Mommy stood, refastened her dress, and rolled the cart toward the door. She lifted two tall lamps from the corner and set them near the threshold, their cords trailing, beams pointed toward the hall beyond the sealed private retreat like a path being built.

A soft knock sounded on the outer door. Three polite taps. Adult voices murmured on the other side of the wood, staff tones, none of them under thirty from the sound of the low exchange.

Mommy looked down at me, still kneeling, diaper loud between my spread thighs.

“On your feet, Wren,” she said. “Those lamps are for the hallway walk. Someone is here to see how soft Mommy’s girl looks when she moves.”


Chapter 3: Padded Under Warm Lamps

“You cannot walk me into that hallway like this.”

“I can.” Coraline’s voice stayed level while she tugged a short robe over my shoulders, the hem stopping high enough that the bulk of the adult diaper showed plain under the fabric. “And I will. Those lamps are already lit.”

“There are people out there.” My throat scraped. Bargaining came out of me before pride could dress it nicer. “Staff. I heard them. Give me pants. Give me a longer cover. I will stay diapered. I will keep the plug. Just do not make me stand where they can see the front panel.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The sentence landed and stuck. My cunt gave a helpless squeeze into the darkened crotch of the clean diaper she had taped on earlier, the lining already sticky from how hard I had leaked during the wand. Oil still glossed my back. The black plug sat flush in my ass under the diaper, a constant blunt weight that made every breath feel owned.

Mommy’s hand closed around my wrist. Not rough. Absolute.

“On your feet. Eyes forward. You walk when I walk.”

She opened the door.

Warm lamp light spilled into the corridor in two hard gold beams, the cords trailing back into our room like leashes. Heat hit my bare thighs. The hallway smelled like polished wood and distant laundry. Three staff adults stood near the far wall with clipboards, none of them under thirty, voices low until the door swung wide. Conversation thinned. Their glances dropped in the same beat, finding the pale bulge of the diaper under the short robe, the high tapes at my hips, the way my knees could not quite close around the bulk.

I wanted the floor to open. My pussy throbbed instead, shame and heat fusing so tight I could not peel them apart. The crinkle of my step filled the quiet corridor like a confession.

“Wren is learning the soft schedule,” Mommy said, calm enough for a tour. “Diaper on. Plug seated. She holds until I say.”

One of the women, gray at the temples, nodded once. A man with a staff badge checked his watch and looked away too late. The third kept her eyes on the front of my diaper where the crotch had already gone darker from slick. My face burned. My nipples tightened under the thin robe. Every inch of me felt displayed, weighed, catalogued.

Mommy steered me under the nearest lamp. The beam made the diaper look denser, louder, impossible to ignore. She set her palm on the small of my back and pressed me forward until I stood centered in the light, feet apart because the diaper forced them apart.

“Hands at your sides,” she said. “Do not cover yourself.”

“I need…” The word caught. I tried again, bargaining softer. “If I have to be out here, at least let me go back before I lose it. I am holding. Hard. It hurts.”

“Good.” She faced the three of them without raising her voice. “She asked for a toilet earlier. I denied it. She is going to wet standing under these lamps so you can hear what obedience sounds like when it finally breaks.”

My stomach dropped. The plug in my ass felt suddenly enormous. The staff stayed where they were. Watching. Adult faces, polite and curious, none of them shocked enough to leave.

“Mommy,” I whispered, and the name came out thinner than I meant. “Not here. I will flood it in the room. I will flood it on my knees. Do not make me do it in front of them.”

“You already decided when you signed.” Her fingers found the front of the diaper and pressed, measuring the pressure of my bladder through the absorbent layers. “Ask to wet for Mommy where they can see. Or I keep you out here until your body chooses without you.”

Shame rolled through me in a hot wave that ended between my legs. Arousal rode the same wave. I could not tell which one made my clit ache against the lining. They had become the same feeling, fused, ugly, honest.

“Let me wet my diaper under the lamps,” I said. My voice shook. “Let me piss standing while they watch. I need to go. I need them to hear it. I hate that I need it.”

“Worse,” she murmured, close to my ear. “Tell them what your pussy is doing.”

I looked at the three staff. My mouth tasted metal.

“My pussy is dripping into this diaper,” I said, loud enough to carry. “It is throbbing while I hold my bladder. I am going to soak myself for Mommy in front of you and I am already wet from wanting it.”

The gray-haired woman exhaled through her nose. The man shifted his weight. Nobody looked away.

“Do it,” Mommy said.

I let go.

Piss tore out of me in a hard rush, heat blooming across the crotch in a spreading dark stain that turned the bulk heavier by the second. The sound was soft and filthy under the lamp hum, a long hiss into diaper that swelled and sagged as it drank. Warmth climbed the front panel and pooled against my clit until my knees buckled. The plug jumped when my asshole clenched. Tears stung. The smell rose sharp in the warm corridor air. I kept pissing, helpless, the diaper taking every drop while three adults watched the front go dark and loud.

When the stream finally thinned, I was shaking. The diaper hung heavy between my thighs, hot, reeking, impossible. Slick from my cunt mixed into the mess until the whole crotch felt swampy against me.

Mommy cupped the warm front and squeezed once, clinical. “There. Listen. Smell. You held for me, then you broke for me, and your body thanked the lamps for the audience.”

Praise hit like a second flood. My spent nerves lit. I dripped where I stood, a slow leak of piss and cunt juice darkening the hem of the robe. One of the staff wrote something on a clipboard. The sound of the pen made my face burn hotter than the lamps.

“Back inside,” Mommy said. She turned me toward the doorway with a hand on my nape. “Thank the hallway for teaching you.”

“Thank you for teaching me,” I managed, ruined and raw, and then she had me through the door and shut it on the corridor’s gold light.

The room felt smaller after the exposure. My wet diaper barked with every step. Mommy did not give me time to gather myself. She rolled a low padded bench from against the wall into the center of the floor, the surface soft and wide enough for hips, leather cool under the amber strip of light still left on.

“Belly over it,” she said. “Ass up. Diaper stays until I peel it.”

I bent over the edging bench. The wet bulk of the diaper crushed against the leather. The plug shoved deeper when my hips tipped. Oil still slicked my shoulders. Mommy peeled the four tapes with sharp little rips, cool air kissing my bare cunt and the flared base still seated in my asshole. The ruined diaper dropped into her hands, heavy and dark. She set it aside near the towel from earlier.

She wiped me with a cloth from the nursing caddy, then slicked lotion over my pussy with two firm fingers, circling my clit until my hips jerked against the bench. No mercy in the rhythm. Just assessment.

“You leaked under their eyes,” she said. “Now you hold a different edge. Mommy brings you to the crest on this bench and takes it away. You do not finish clean. You finish wasted.”

“I cannot…” Bargaining again, stupid and automatic. “If you are going to touch me, at least let me come all the way. I stood out there. I pissed for them. I earned…”

“You earned training.” She pressed the wand head, still powered off, against my bare clit for a second of cold threat, then set it aside and used her hand instead. Two fingers pushed into my cunt, thick enough to stretch, curling while her thumb rode my clit in mean circles. The plug in my ass made every thrust feel doubled. My mouth fell open on the leather.

She worked me hard and fast until the orgasm started climbing, until my thighs shook and my asshole fluttered around the plug and I was right there, cresting, cunt clenching for release…

She pulled her hand away.

Empty air. The climax broke wrong, leaking out of me in a wasted shudder, slick dripping down onto the bench leather while my hips chased nothing. Frustration tore through my belly. Humiliation followed it. I made a sound I did not recognize.

“That is one,” she said softly. “Ruined. Look at the mess you left without permission to keep it.”

A string of my own slick hung from my cunt to the bench. My clit pulsed, denied, aching. Tears finally spilled.

“Mommy, please.”

It came out of me raw. Not a tactic. Not a bargain dressed as manners. The first true one, stripped, needy, small. Regression opened under my ribs like a door I had been bracing shut all night. I wanted her hand back. I wanted the diaper back. I wanted the corridor lamps and the staff glances and her voice telling me what I was, because standing alone in my own head felt worse than any of it.

She watched my face for a long breath. Then she nodded once, like a schedule updating.

“Clean diaper,” she said. “Thicker cut. You stay bent while I tape.”

From the caddy she shook out a heavier adult diaper, the plastic crinkle loud in the quiet room. She slid it under my hips on the bench, drew the front up over my bare pussy, and pressed the absorbent sheet snug against my oversensitive clit until I whimpered into the leather.

First tape stretched and sealed at my left hip. The bulk forced my knees wider on the bench legs.

“Say who owns the hallway walk.”

“Mommy owns the hallway walk.”

Second tape. Same firm pull. The crotch rode dense against me, crushing the plug’s base deeper into my cheeks.

“Say what you are when staff look.”

“I am Mommy’s diaper girl when staff look.”

Third sealed high on the other side. My cunt throbbed into fresh lining that already felt too tight, too loud, too much like belonging.

Fourth tape locked. She smoothed the back panel over the plug, patted the seat hard enough that the sound cracked, then helped me upright. The new diaper hung heavy between my thighs, clean for now, already darkening at the center from how hard I was still dripping after the ruined crest.

She wiped her hand on the towel near the massage surface, then rolled the nursing caddy a few inches closer and drew a stiff white card from the side pocket. She set it on the dresser where the lamp caught the print.

BOTTLE LATCH, 06:40

Wren. Mouth open. No refusal.

My pulse jumped. Morning. Scheduled. Written like I was already softer than the woman who had argued at the door.

Mommy tipped my chin up with two fingers. “You argued about the hallway. You pissed under the lamps. You came ruined over my bench. That is the inch that does not grow back. Tomorrow the bottle comes first, and you will latch when the card says, even if your pride wakes up mean.”

She dimmed the amber strip another notch. The corridor lamps still glowed faintly under the door seam, a reminder of who had seen me flood myself. My diaper crinkled when I shifted my weight. The plug sat mean and steady in my ass. Oil cooled on my back in sticky tracks.

I stood there in the short robe with the schedule card waiting on the dresser, bladder empty, cunt still twitching from a climax I was not allowed to keep, and the bargaining in my head finally ran out of language. What rose in its place was simpler and more dangerous: I wanted the next order before she gave it, and I could already feel how much it would cost to pretend I did not.


Chapter 4: Latched to the Bottle

Four days into the soft schedule, the bottle was warm against my lower lip when the attendant froze in the open doorway and stared.

I jerked back hard enough that formula spilled down my chin onto the short robe. Heat from the warmer still clung to the plastic. Heat from shame climbed my throat faster. Coraline’s hand closed on the back of my neck before I could wipe my mouth or invent a grown excuse.

“Caught,” she said, mild as steam. “Door stays open for latch hour. You knew that.”

The attendant, a woman named Maris who looked at least thirty-five, held a tray of folded cloths and kept her eyes politely on my face for one second too long, then dropped them to the thick adult diaper bulging under the robe hem. Plastic crinkled when my thighs tensed. The black insert seated in my ass shifted with the flinch, blunt and familiar now after mornings of being filled before coffee and evenings of being checked like inventory.

I had sworn, out loud, on the second night, that I would never suck with anyone else in the room. Mouth work was private. Mouth work was the last scrap of marketing-manager dignity I thought I could keep. Mommy had smiled then like someone filing a promise under temporary.

Maris cleared her throat. “Linens for the east wing.”

“Leave them on the dresser,” Mommy said. “Then stay. Wren is practicing being soft in public.”

“I am not…” My voice cracked on the denial. Formula cooled sticky along my jaw. “She can go. I will drink. Alone. That was the line. I told you I would not do this with staff watching.”

Mommy turned my face toward the bottle again with two fingers under my chin. Warm rubber kissed my mouth. “Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

The words landed in my belly like a hand. My pussy gave a traitorous squeeze into the absorbent crotch, and I hated how true the sentence felt. Days had blurred. Clock faces meant less than the schedule card. The woman who ran decks and closed rooms felt farther away each time milk or formula coated my tongue.

Maris set the tray down. She did not leave.

“Latch,” Mommy said.

I kept my lips shut. Pride flared once, thin and late. The bottle pressed firmer. Warmth bled through the nipple against my sealed mouth. Somewhere past the open door, hallway air moved cool against my bare calves while the room itself stayed heated, lamps throwing gold across the low bench and the nursing caddy parked close enough that I could smell lotion and heated plastic.

“Open,” Mommy murmured. “Or I open you.”

I opened.

She pushed the nipple in. Sweet heat flooded my tongue. My throat worked on instinct while Maris stood three steps away with her hands folded, adult and quiet, watching me drink like it was ordinary care. Humiliation poured through me in a long warm line that ended between my legs. Slick leaked into the diaper lining. The plug’s base sat flush under the back panel, a steady claim that made every swallow feel smaller.

“Good,” Mommy said. “Keep sucking. Eyes on Maris. She watches because I told her to stay.”

I tried to look away. Mommy’s fingers tightened at my nape. I locked on Maris’s calm face while formula went down in gulps I could not stop. Worship rose ugly and honest under the shame. I wanted the praise that followed obedience. I wanted the hand in my hair. I wanted to be the soft thing the schedule said I was, and the wanting scared me more than the open door.

Mommy reached to the caddy without taking the bottle from my mouth. Plastic whispered. She brought up the wand and a slim black remote, thumbed a switch, and the head woke on a low growl that vibrated through the warm air.

“Through the diaper,” she said. “You come when the toy decides. You do not get to negotiate the audience.”

She pressed the heavy buzzing head against the plastic shell over my crotch, right where the fluff crushed my swollen bud. Vibration punched through layers. My moan broke around the nipple. Formula spilled at the corner of my lips. Maris’s gaze flicked down and held.

“Stay latched,” Mommy ordered. “If you pull off, I raise the level.”

I sucked harder, desperate to keep the seal while the wand murdered sensation through soaked-ready diaper. My hips jerked. The insert in my ass buzzed in sympathy with every pulse. Heat bloomed under the tapes. I dripped and dripped, turning the crotch darker by degrees while Maris watched the stain spread.

Mommy clicked the remote.

The wand climbed. My thighs shook. An orgasm stacked fast and mean, cresting before I could brace, then broke wrong when she yanked the head aside at the last second. Release leaked out of me in a wasted shudder, slick flooding the lining without the full crash, frustration tearing through my belly while I sobbed around the bottle. Ruined again. Number two if anyone was keeping score. I was not. My mind only knew the ache left behind.

“Messy,” Mommy observed. She mashed the wand back onto the diaper shell without pause. “Again.”

No breath between. Vibration slammed into oversensitive flesh through hot fluff. My cunt clenched hard around nothing. The second climax tore through me full and ugly, hips slamming forward, asshole gripping the seated toy in helpless pulses, formula choking my swallows as I cried out against rubber. Fresh heat soaked the bulk heavier. The smell of piss and sex rose sharp under the warmer’s sweet steam. I had not even felt myself start pissing. The diaper took it anyway, swelling, loud when my knees buckled.

Mommy’s arm locked around my waist and held me upright against the buzz.

“Third,” she said, though I had not counted aloud and could not have. “You stay drinking while I milk you out.”

The remote clicked higher. The wand’s growl filled the room. Maris shifted her weight and kept watching. Worship and collapse braided together in my chest. I sucked because the nipple was there. I came because the toy owned the timing. The third orgasm dragged a raw sob out of me, thanks spilling wet and broken around the bottle, gratitude I hated and meant.

“Thank… thank you for using me,” I gasped when she finally eased the nipple free long enough for air. Formula shone on my chin. “Thank you, Mommy…”

She pushed the bottle back in. “Not finished.”

The wand stayed. Remotes clicked. Orgasm stacked on orgasm past four, past whatever came next, numbers dissolving into heat and noise and the crinkle of a diaper gone swamp-heavy between my thighs. My clit sparked under plastic and fluff until thought frayed. I lost the thread of my own name for stretches of seconds. Marketing Wren thinned out of reach. Softness took the space. I shook and leaked and drank and shook again while Maris stood witness and Mommy’s voice stayed calm above the buzz.

“Look at her take it,” Mommy said to Maris, almost conversational. “Four days ago she argued about a hallway. Now she latches with the door open and soaks herself on a remote.”

I could not answer. Another crest ripped through, then another, mind blurring, count gone, only temperature left: warm bottle, warm piss bloom, warm palm on my lower back, cool hallway draft kissing the backs of my knees through the open door. Tears ran hot. Slick ran hotter. The plug felt like part of my body instead of an intrusion. Pride collapsed in small quiet pieces I could feel giving way.

When she finally powered the wand down, my ears rang in the hush. My legs would not hold. Mommy eased me onto the low padded bench on my back, robe fallen open, diaper dark and reeking from crotch to tapes. She set the empty bottle on the caddy rail. Maris still had not moved.

“Change,” Mommy said. “Two for today’s card. She used the first one earning her audience. Fresh bulk for the afternoon hold.”

She peeled the four tapes with sharp rips. Cool air hit my bare pussy and the flared base still seated deep. The ruined diaper dropped heavy into her hands; she set it aside near the towel. A wipe cloth from the caddy cleaned piss and slick from my folds while I twitched, oversensitive, empty-headed. Lotion followed, warm from her palm, circling my swollen bud once in assessment before she slid a thicker clean diaper under my hips.

First tape sealed at my left hip. Bulk forced my knees apart.

“Say what you gave up.”

“I gave up private latching,” I whispered. “I sucked while she watched.”

Second tape. Dense fluff crushed against my aching flesh.

“Say it was yours to give and Mommy took it.”

“It was mine. Mommy took it.”

Third. Fourth. The fresh diaper locked loud around me, so thick I could not close my thighs. She patted the seat hard enough that the insert jumped in my ass. My spent nerves lit anyway. Maris exhaled softly, then gathered her empty tray and stepped back into the hall without comment, leaving the door open behind her the way Mommy liked it.

Mommy wiped her hand, rolled the nursing caddy closer by a handspan, and rested her palm on the rail. Bottles lined the top shelf. Lotions waited. The wand and remote sat cooling beside the warmer. Schedule cards peeked from the side pocket like verdicts.

“Tomorrow the caddy leaves this room,” she said. “Whole cart. New wing. You follow it on your hands if I say crawl, diaper loud, plug seated, latch ready for whoever holds the next bottle.”

I lay on the bench in clean bulk that was darkening at the center from how hard I still leaked, formula drying on my chin, body humming with forced aftershocks I could not number. The open doorway framed a strip of cooler corridor light. The caddy’s wheels caught that light along their rims, poised, quiet, aimed at the threshold like a promise on casters.


Chapter 5: The Caddy Comes First

The staff bell rang twice from the far corridor, short and sharp, the kind of summons that did not wait for pride to finish dressing itself. Coraline pointed toward a door I had never noticed, painted the same pale as the walls and set flush beside the linen chute. A keyed card clicked. Cooler air spilled out smelling of cardboard, bleach, and sealed plastic packs.

“Supply pantry,” she said. “Move.”

I stepped through into narrow aisles of shelving. Metal rails held cartons of lotion, sleeves of bottles, stacks of thick adult diapers in clear wrap. Overhead fluorescents hummed a thinner note than the lamps in my room. My short robe rode high on my hips. The bulk between my legs announced every shift with a loud crinkle. The black insert still seated in my ass made the first step feel owned.

Somewhere behind us the nursing caddy’s wheels whispered over tile. Mommy had promised the cart would leave my room. She had not lied. It rolled after us into this stranger space like a second heartbeat.

Defiance flared late and stupid. I grabbed the robe ties and yanked them closed, knotting them hard enough that the hem dropped an inch over the pale front panel. Armor. A joke of armor. My fingers shook on the bow.

“No,” I said. “Not in here. Not with shelves and stock and whoever walks past that door. I can take the soft schedule in my room. I will not stand padded in a pantry like inventory.”

Coraline shut the staff door with her heel. The latch seated soft. She was on me before my next breath, catching both wrists and lifting them to the nearest shelving rail. Cool metal kissed my palms. She pinned my hands high and held them there with one of hers while the other tugged my knotted bow loose in a single pull.

“You do not get to hide the front,” she said. “Rule three still stands.”

The caddy rolled fully into the pantry aisle. Bottles rattled. Plastic packs whispered. Mommy parked it at my hip, close enough that the warmer’s heat brushed my thigh, then spoke the line like she was reading it off my skin.

“The caddy comes first. Always. Before your pride. Before your mouth. Before whatever grown story you still think you can tell yourself in a room full of shelves.”

My pussy clenched into the darkened crotch of the diaper I wore. Slick had already started a soft stain there from the walk. Taste of leftover formula still clung faintly at the corner of my lip from the morning latch. Sound filled everything: the fluorescents’ thin buzz, the cart’s settling wheels, my own loud crinkle when my thighs trembled.

She kept my wrists against the rail and reached to a low drawer under the middle shelf. A fresh slim black insert came up shining with lotion from a squeeze bottle she uncapped with her teeth. My robe hung open again. She peeled the four tapes of the diaper I had walked in with, sharp rips that echoed off cardboard. Cool pantry air hit my bare folds and the flared base still seated deep. The used bulk dropped heavy to the floor beside a carton of wipes. That made one.

“Hold the rail,” she said. “Ass out.”

I held. She worked the seated toy free with a slow twist that dragged a moan from my throat, then pressed the fresh tip to my ring and fed it in until the base sat flush again. Stretch burned sweet. My asshole fluttered around the new weight. From the caddy’s lower shelf she shook out a thicker clean diaper, the crinkle cracking loud under the fluorescent hum, and slid it under my hips while I stayed bent to the rail.

First tape sealed at my left hip. Dense fluff crushed against swollen flesh.

“Say the rule.”

“The caddy comes first,” I whispered.

Second tape. Same firm pull. The insert’s base kissed the back panel as she smoothed it down.

“Louder. For the shelves.”

“The caddy comes first.”

Third. Fourth. Fresh bulk locked around me, so thick my knees parted on instinct. She patted the seat once. The sound barked off metal. My spent nerves from days of training lit anyway. That made two for the card already, the old one cooling on the tile and this new one already warming against how hard I leaked.

Mommy freed my wrists only long enough to turn me, then pinned them again, higher, so my chest faced the shelving and my padded ass faced the aisle. From the caddy’s lower rack she lifted a strap harness and a thick cock of smooth silicone, dark, heavy, already slicked. She stepped into the straps with the same calm she used for lotion. Buckles clicked. The cock jutted from her hips like a verdict.

“Public display,” she said. “Door stays cracked. Anyone with a staff key can look. You stay loud. You stay padded. You take Mommy through the front of this diaper while the cart watches.”

She peeled the front tapes only, two sharp rips, and folded the panel down so my pussy sat bare and shining under the fluorescents while the back stayed taped and the insert stayed seated. Cool air licked my folds. The thick silicone tip nudged my entrance. Sound of my own breathing filled the pantry. Taste of copper hit my tongue when I bit my lip.

“Ask for the fuck,” she said. “Filthy. Full. You want the cart more than you want composure, and I will hear you admit it before I move.”

Rebellion tried one last stand. My wrists flexed against her hold. “I came here for a massage. For quiet. I did not come here to get mounted in a supply closet next to bleach.”

“You came here for what you signed.” The tip pressed, not entering yet. “Craving is already doing the talking for you. Listen to your body. Then use your mouth.”

Heat pooled low. My hips tipped back without leave, seeking. Shame and want braided so tight I could not find a seam. The cracked door showed a strip of corridor light. Footsteps passed once, adult, unhurried, then faded. Being watched without seeing the eyes made my nipples tighten until they ached.

“Put it in me,” I said, voice rough. “Fuck me through this diaper on your pantry floor. Use my cunt while the cart sits there. I need it. I hate how much I need the caddy more than I need my own name.”

“Better.” She drove in.

Thick. Slow. The silicone stretched me open on a long wet push that forced a broken sound from my chest. The insert in my ass made every inch feel doubled, pressure stacking until my vision spotted. Mommy’s hips met the folded diaper tapes with a soft slap of skin on plastic. She held there, buried, while my walls fluttered around the cock and slick dripped onto the front panel hanging between my thighs.

“Stay on the rail,” she murmured. “Mommy fucks. You take. Taste what’s left on your tongue and remember who fed you.”

She drew back and thrust again, slower than cruelty had any right to be, dragging the thick shaft along every raw nerve. Sound owned the aisle: the wet slide, the crinkle of bulk at my hips, the faint rattle of bottles when the caddy shivered from how hard I shook the shelving. Taste of formula ghosted sweet under the salt of my bitten lip. Worship rose ugly and honest. I wanted the praise. I wanted the cart’s shadow on the floor. I wanted to be the soft thing stocked between lotion and plastic packs.

She fucked me in long measured strokes, one hand keeping my wrists pinned, the other reaching around to rub my swollen bud through nothing but air and my own mess. Not fast. Not kind. Training pace. Each thrust rocked the insert deeper. Each rub edged me toward a crest she refused to let arrive. My thighs shook. Sweat prickled under the robe. The pantry smelled like sex and bleach and heated rubber.

“You grabbed the ties,” she said against my ear. “Cute. Pointless. Look at you now. Ass out. Diaper half down. Cock in your cunt and the nursing caddy two feet away like a priest.”

“I… I can’t…” Words frayed. Craving ate the rest. “I need to finish. I have been held and ruined and milked and walked and I need one clean crash. Give it to me. I will stay soft. I will follow the cart. I will crawl if you say crawl.”

“Earn.”

She slowed further. The silicone dragged. Her fingers circled my bud without landing hard enough. Ordeal stretched. Minutes or hours, I could not tell. Footsteps passed the cracked door again. A shadow paused in the strip of light. My face burned. My pussy clenched greedy around the shaft. I dripped onto the folded panel until the pale fluff went dark in a spreading bloom. Sound of my own wetness filled the quiet between thrusts.

“Beg properly,” Mommy said. “Not for escape. For keeping. Tell me the caddy comes first and mean it with your whole ruined mouth.”

I broke.

“The caddy comes first,” I sobbed against the rail. “Before my pride. Before my job voice. Before any refusal I still think I own. Fuck me until I come on your cock in this pantry. Let me soak what’s left of this diaper while I take it. I am yours. Soft. Padded. Latched when you say. I need Mommy more than I need composure. I need the cart. Please. Please let me have this one.”

Two pleases. All I had left of the word.

She drove deep and held, grinding, her fingers finally pressing firm circles on my aching bud while the insert and the cock stuffed me full past thought. The orgasm did not stack. It gathered. Slow. Enormous. A long cruel climb built from every denied crest of the week, every hallway glance, every bottle, every tape. When it hit, it hit total.

Release tore through me in a massive rolling wave that started at my cunt and flooded outward until my arms went weak on the rail and my knees buckled against the harness. I came hard enough that slick squirted around the shaft onto the hanging diaper panel, hard enough that my asshole clamped the insert in helpless pulses, hard enough that a raw cry ripped out of me and bounced off the cardboard stacks. Taste of salt flooded my mouth. Sound of my own sobbing filled the pantry. She kept grinding through it, dragging the climax out across breaths and breaths until I was shaking and empty-headed and dripping, the front of the diaper a dark ruined mess while the back stayed taped and loud.

No count. No second. Just that one, earned and degrading and complete, leaving me slumped against the shelving with silicone still buried and worship humming stupid in my chest.

Mommy eased out slow. The empty ache made me whimper. She wiped the cock on a cloth from the cart, unbuckled, and set the harness back on the lower rack like a tool returned to its place. Then she drew the soaked front panel up over my tender folds and resealed the two tapes, patting once so the crinkle confessed what I had done.

She tipped my chin. Formula sweetness still haunted my tongue. Fluorescent buzz filled the hush.

“Defiance is done,” she said. “Craving has the wheel now. Going back costs more than going on.”

From the caddy’s side pocket she drew a slate card and a grease pencil. She wrote on the dresser shelf bolted to the pantry wall, letters neat under the hum of the lights.

TOMORROW, SECOND ATTENDANT: LENA

Hands-on check. Wren presented.

My pulse jumped. A new name. A new pair of hands already scheduled against my skin.

Mommy wheeled the nursing caddy an inch closer until a bottle kissed my hip, then leaned in so her voice owned the last of the air.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: The Second Attendant’s Hands

Coraline had me stand at the foot of the bed with my hands laced behind my head and my bare feet set wide enough that the thick bulk between my thighs could not hide itself. Morning light cut a pale bar across the mattress. The short robe hung open on purpose. Weight dragged low and obvious at my crotch, the front panel still marked dark from the pantry hours before, and the scent of old heat and lotion rose off me in a soft, unmistakable cloud.

She walked a slow circle. Her eyes measured tapes, leg gathers, the way my knees wanted to close and could not. Somewhere past the door a cart wheel whispered once and went still. My pulse sat heavy in my throat.

“Hold the pose,” she said. “Second set of hands is here to learn your body.”

The door opened on a woman in plain staff gray with a soft satchel at her hip. She looked thirty-four, calm faced, hair clipped back, and she smelled like clean powder and warm cotton the second she stepped in. She paused just inside the threshold and took me in from hairline to taped hips without flinching.

“Lena,” Coraline said. “Second attendant. Hands-on check. Wren is presented.”

Lena inclined her head. “Understood.”

My stomach folded in on itself. Terror of being catalogued by a stranger climbed my ribs in a thin bright line. The insert seated flush in my ass felt suddenly huge under the back panel. I kept my laced fingers where they were because Mommy’s glance said the pose was not a request.

“I can do the soft schedule with you,” I said, voice careful, trying for ordinary negotiation the way I used to run a client call. “She can stay. She can watch. I am asking what she is allowed to touch. Hands on the outside of the diaper only. No mouth. No fingers under the tapes. That is my line for a new person.”

Lena waited, quiet, scent of powder hanging between us. Mommy stopped in front of me and tipped my chin with two fingers.

“You do not set the line,” she said. Soft. Absolute. “You ask. Then Mommy answers.”

Heat flooded my face. A small rebellion sat stupid and alive in my mouth anyway. “Please. Limited contact. She powders. She checks the leak lines. She retapes if you want. Mouth stays yours. I cannot take a stranger’s tongue on me while I am this open.”

Mommy’s thumb stroked once along my jaw. “Limited hands. Lena may powder, lift, tape, and assess. She may open a window in the front if I say. Mouth rights stay with Mommy. You do not refuse the assessment. You do not cover. You belong in this room now.”

The sentence landed and stayed. Something in my chest gave a quiet, permanent shift. Lena stepped closer. The satchel brushed my hip. Weight of the soaked bulk pulled harder between my legs as if my body had heard the verdict and agreed before my pride finished arguing.

“Robe off the shoulders,” Lena said, gentle. “Keep your hands where they are.”

I shrugged the fabric down. Cooler air kissed my nipples. Lena’s palms settled at my waist, then slid to the high tapes, pressing, reading the seal through plastic and fluff. Her scent wrapped me, powder and soap, thick enough that I tasted it when I breathed. She pressed the darkened front with the flat of her hand and the pressure shoved the absorbent sheet into my swollen bud until a shameful sound scraped out of my throat.

“Overnight load,” Lena murmured to Mommy. “Front heavy. Side seals still holding. She is leaking at the center seam.”

“Change her,” Mommy said. “Thicker cut. Window ready.”

My laced fingers tightened. “You said limited. You said…”

“I said she assesses.” Mommy’s voice never rose. “Rebellion is cute when it is small. It ends when Mommy finishes speaking.”

Lena peeled the four tapes with neat little rips. Cool air hit bare folds and the flared base still seated deep. The used bulk dropped to the towel she had laid at my feet, warm and dense, scent blooming sharp and intimate. She wiped me with a cloth from her satchel, powder followed in a soft white cloud that clung to the insides of my thighs, and the smell of it turned my head light. Fresh diaper slid under my hips, louder, heavier. First tape sealed. Second. Third. Fourth. The new bulk forced my stance wider. Lena smoothed the front, then took a pair of blunt shears from the satchel and cut a careful oval through the plastic shell and fluff right over my tender flesh, leaving the tapes intact and the insert claimed under the back.

Cool air licked the exposed slit of my pussy through the cut-out. Powder dusted the edges. My hips jerked once before I locked them.

“Window set,” Lena said. “Leak lines clean. She is ready.”

Mommy stepped in close enough that I caught the richer scent under her dress, milk warm and near. She unfastened the bodice without hurry and bared one breast, nipple already beaded. “Latch while she works. Soft girls drink through inspection.”

I leaned. Hot skin met my mouth. Milk flooded sweet and thick across my tongue, heavier than formula, coating everything. I sucked because the order was simple and because refusing would have cost more than my throat could carry. Lena’s fingers traced the cut-out’s rim, powder soft, then parted my folds with two careful tips and held me open under the morning light.

“Sensitive,” she noted. “Swollen. She drips when you feed her.”

Mommy’s hand rested on the back of my head. “Keep drinking. Lena earns her look with patience.”

Lena knelt. The shift of her weight put her breath against the open window in the diaper. Scent layered: milk at my mouth, powder at my hips, the faint salt of my own need rising between. Her tongue touched me once, flat and slow, from the lower seam of the cut-out up across my aching bud. Not a strike. A claim measured in millimeters.

I moaned around the nipple. Milk spilled at the corner of my lip and ran warm along my chin before Mommy’s thumb caught it and pressed it back into my mouth for me to swallow.

“Limited hands,” I tried again, wrecked already, the negotiation thinning into air. “You said mouth rights stayed…”

“Mommy’s mouth rights,” she corrected softly. “I am lending them. Stay latched. Take what she gives.”

Lena licked again, slower. The weight of the fresh bulk hung around the window like a frame, plastic warm against my inner thighs, powder scent rising every time her breath moved. She sealed her lips over my bud and sucked with a steady, nursing pull that matched the rhythm at my mouth. Pleasure stacked in a long low climb instead of a spike. My knees wanted to fold. The insert in my ass shifted when I clenched. Terror of exposure still rode under the heat, because the door was only half shut and any staff key could widen it, and because a woman I had met minutes ago was learning the exact shape of my need with her tongue.

Mommy eased my mouth off her breast long enough for air. “Tell her what you want without bargaining.”

I shook. “Please keep your mouth on me. Please work me through the cut-out. I am scared of how open this feels and I still need it. Please do not stop.”

“Good,” Mommy said. “That is asking. Not negotiating.”

Lena hummed against me. The vibration sank deep. She spread me wider with her thumbs, powdered edges soft under her grip, and licked into my entrance in long strokes that dragged slick out onto the open fluff. Weight pulled at my hips from the hanging bulk. Scent thickened, sex and milk and clean powder braided into one close fog. She returned to my bud and set a merciless patient pace, circling, sucking, pausing just long enough for my breath to hitch, then sealing again.

Time stretched. No rush. No stacked peaks barked out for a card. Just one long climb built from tongue and breath and the heavy drag of diaper around the window. My thighs trembled. Sweat prickled under the open robe. Mommy offered her nipple again and I latched because the sweetness steadied me while Lena ruined my composure by inches.

“She is close,” Lena murmured against my flesh, lips shining. “Shall I finish her.”

“Slow,” Mommy said. “She earns a full one when she stops trying to manage the room.”

I pulled off the nipple with a wet sound. “I am not managing. I am… I am holding still. Please. I will not set another line. I will take her mouth. I will take your milk. I will stay presented.”

Mommy kissed my forehead once, tender as a trap. “Then come when her tongue decides. Quietly if you can. Loudly if you cannot. No counting. Just the crash.”

Lena’s mouth sealed again. She sucked hard and steady, tongue flicking the underside of my swollen bud while two fingers slid into me through the cut-out and curled against the spot that made my vision narrow. The insert pressed from behind with every clench. Milk scent still clung to my tongue. Powder dusted her cheeks. The long climb finally broke.

Release rolled through me in a deep sustained wave, not sharp, not stacked, just total. My cunt fluttered around her fingers in helpless pulls. Slick spilled onto her tongue and into the open fluff. My arms shook behind my head. A raw sound tore out of me and died against Mommy’s shoulder when she pulled me in. Lena stayed on me through the whole slow crest, drinking me down, easing only when my knees truly threatened to go, then pressing one last soft kiss to the oversensitive bud through the window.

I sagged. Mommy guided my hands down from behind my head and set them on her waist so I would not fall. Lena wiped her mouth on a clean cloth, then patted the front panel around the cut-out with clinical care, scent of powder rising again as she dusted the edges dry.

“Leak lines still clean,” she said. “She finished hard. Diaper held.”

“Leave the window,” Mommy said. “She wears the openness for an hour.”

Lena stood. She offered a small plastic cup of juice from her satchel, the rim cool. Mommy took it and held it to my lips.

“Drink.”

I drank. Sweet citrus cut through milk and salt. The quiet after felt enormous. Fluorescent hush from the hall. Soft lamp in the corner. Weight of the thick bulk still dragging at my hips, cut-out cool against tender flesh, insert seated and undeniable. Lena packed her shears and powder with neat hands, already becoming part of the furniture of my surrender.

Mommy stroked my hair. Tenderness sat in the gesture like a lock clicking. “You tried to bargain the second attendant’s reach. You got her mouth instead. That is what small rebellion buys in this room.”

I nodded against her. Speech felt expensive. My body hummed in a low spent register, exposed and used further than the pantry had managed, because now a new pair of hands and a new mouth lived in the rules with us.

From a shallow dish on the nightstand Mommy lifted a small metal ring, slim, polished, sized for a pierced nipple. She rolled it once between her fingers where I could see it, then slipped it into the pocket of her dress.

“For later,” she said. “Denial sits prettier when the hardware is already waiting.”

Lena paused at the door. “Same hour tomorrow.”

“Same hour,” Mommy answered. “Wren will be presented again.”

The door shut soft. Juice cooled on my tongue. Air moved through the cut-out across my still-pulsing flesh in a thin relentless kiss that would not quit, and every breath reminded me the second attendant’s mouth had already rewritten what I was allowed to refuse.


Chapter 7: Mommy Holds the Nipple

Ikept my chin up the way I used to keep a pitch deck steady and said the grown sentence before warmth could talk me out of it.

“I want a checkout conversation. Right now. Times, fees, what happens Monday. I am still a client on a schedule, Coraline, and I am done pretending this weekend does not have an exit.”

She was already at the nursing cart, palms moving through a slow setup like a ritual that did not need my permission. She lined the wand beside the warmer. She folded a clean cloth into a neat square. She tested the bottle’s heat against the inside of her wrist until a bead of formula shone there, then set the bottle upright without offering it. Warmth from the cart brushed my bare hip where the short robe still hung off my shoulders. Texture of plastic and soft terry filled the quiet between us. Her dress still hung unfastened from the hour before, one breast already bare, nipple dark against the fabric, milk scent riding the heated air as if the room had never put that mercy away.

“You said Mommy,” she answered, mild. “Use it when you ask for grown paperwork.”

“I am asking for an exit plan,” I said. Marketing Wren flared bright and late, grief for that woman already chewing the edges of the words. “I can stay padded. I can keep the insert. I will even keep this cut window for the hour you ordered. I will not leave without a checkout talk.”

She turned the warmer down a click. The bottle stayed where it was. Praise stayed behind her teeth. Both mercies vanished in the same breath, and the room felt colder for how gentle she looked while she did it.

“Then you get neither,” she said. “No bottle. No good girl. Not until you remember who holds the nipple.”

Heat climbed my throat. The thick adult diaper between my thighs still held the cool oval Lena had cut, air kissing my folds whenever I shifted, absorbent bulk dragging heavy at my hips. The seated insert pressed blunt when I clenched. An hour of that exposure had left me raw and humming. I hated how empty the withheld bottle felt in my chest.

“You cannot punish me for asking about checkout.”

“I can withdraw what softens you.” She stepped close enough that milk warmth rose richer off her bare breast, then stopped short of offering anything. “Hands at your sides. Feet wide. Mommy inspects before she decides if mercy comes back.”

I planted my feet. Old defiance still burned under my ribs, thin as paper. Her palms settled at my waist first, reading heat through skin, then slid to the high tapes and pressed until the fluff crushed my swollen bud through the lining around the oval. Warmth from her hands soaked into the plastic shell. Texture of powder still clung along the cut rim from Lena’s earlier work.

“Front is darkening again,” she murmured. “You drip when you argue. Hold still.”

Two fingers parted me inside the window and held me that way under the lamp while she looked. Clinical. Tender enough that my eyes stung. Kindness that bound tighter than any strap. She circled once without entering deep, then withdrew and wiped her fingertips on the folded cloth like I was inventory she already owned.

“Wand next,” she said. “Outside only. You stay soaked in what you make. You do not finish until I rewrite the rules on your tongue.”

She powered the wand on low. The growl filled the bedroom. She set the heavy head against the plastic shell over my crotch, not through the cut, grinding vibration into fluff and piss-warm lining until my clit sparked and my hips jerked. The insert jumped. I bit down on a moan.

“Count the stops out loud,” she said. “Every time I pull away. You do not come. You report the denial.”

She pressed harder. Pleasure stacked fast. My thighs shook. Right at the crest she yanked the head aside and left me gasping on empty air.

“One,” I choked. “Stopped at one.”

Back on. Texture of buzzing plastic against soaked bulk, warmth blooming under the tapes as I leaked harder into the crotch. Climb. Almost. Gone again.

“Two.”

“Keep your voice clear. Mommy likes pretty counting when she is being cruel.”

Three. Four. Five. Each stop landed meaner, nerves scraped, pussy fluttering around nothing while slick and fresh heat darkened the front until the diaper sagged louder between my legs. She never touched bare flesh with the wand. Outside only. Mercy withdrawn into technique. On six I sobbed and tried to chase the head with my hips. Her free hand pinned my belly flat.

“Seven,” I managed when she tore it away again. Tears ran hot. Grief for the woman who used to close rooms sat thick behind my eyes. That woman would have walked. This one stood padded and shaking for a bottle that was not coming.

Eight built longer. She let me ride the edge until my legs nearly folded and a broken please scraped out of me, then pulled the wand clear and shut it off. Silence hit like a slap. My clit pulsed uselessly against swampy lining. No release. Eight stops. Zero crashes.

“Good,” she said, and the word was not praise so much as a note on a chart. “Now you learn what the nipple is for when Mommy holds it.”

She cupped the back of my head with real tenderness, guided my face toward the breast that had stayed bare since Lena’s inspection, and brushed the wet tip across my lower lip until I tasted salt and sweet. Instinct parted me. I leaned to latch.

She pulled away.

The loss punched harder than the wand. Milk scent stayed. The offer did not. My lips closed on nothing. A raw sound left my throat.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The order settled in my gut like a lock. Surrender rose ugly and honest under the grief. I looked at the withheld nipple, at the bottle still upright and unused on the cart, at the heavy diaper hanging ruined and loud around the cool window, and the last scrap of checkout talk died in my chest.

“Please,” I said. “Please put your nipple in my mouth and let me drink. Please stop edging me. Please finish what you started. I will drop the checkout. I will stay. I need Mommy’s milk more than I need Monday. Please. Please let me latch. Please make me come on your terms. I am soft. I am yours. I cannot stand the empty.”

She watched me for a long breath, kind as a trap springing shut. Then she pressed the nipple between my lips and let me suck.

Milk flooded thick and hot across my tongue. Texture of living skin. Warmth that went straight between my legs. I drank in greedy pulls while she powered the wand back on and mashed the head against the soaked front of the diaper, right over my aching bud, no more stops.

“Now you finish when I say,” she murmured into my hair. “Stacked. Counted. Loud. Mommy decides how many times your body breaks.”

The first orgasm tore through me on a short fuse, clit sparking under soaked fluff, asshole clamping the insert, milk spilling at the corner of my lips as I cried out against her breast.

“One. That’s one, Mommy…”

She did not lift the wand. Vibration kept grinding oversensitive flesh through the hot mess while she fed me in slow pulls. The second crest stacked meaner, dragged longer, hips slamming forward into plastic and buzz until slick squirted through the cut oval onto the hanging panel.

“Two. Fuck. That’s two…”

“One more at least,” she said, calm, almost sweet. “You edged for eight. You earn the crash in pieces.”

Third ripped harder. My vision spotted. Piss joined the flood without leave, warmth spreading through already heavy bulk until the diaper sagged like punishment between my thighs. I numbered it on a broken swallow of milk.

“Three. That’s three. Please…”

She clicked the wand higher and held me upright with an arm around my waist. Fourth built on scraped nerves, insert grinding, nipple still sealed to my lips, tenderness in the hand stroking my hair while the toy murdered what was left of my composure. I came shaking, loud, ugly, numbering through the latch.

“Four. God. Four…”

“Last,” she whispered. “Make it count.”

Fifth gathered from every denied stop and every pulled-away mercy, then broke total. Release rolled through me in a brutal wave that left my legs useless and my throat raw against her skin. Milk and tears mixed on my chin. The diaper hung swamp-heavy, reeking, the cut window slick and shining under the lamp.

“Five. That’s five. Thank you for making me come. Thank you for holding the nipple. Thank you, Mommy…”

She eased my latch free and wiped my lip with her thumb, gentle enough to ache. The wand powered down. Quiet rushed in. My spent pussy twitched in the ruined bulk. She did not reach for tapes. She did not call for a change. She patted the soaked seat once so the crinkle confessed everything, then left the heavy load on me like a verdict.

“Punishment wear,” she said. “You keep this diaper until I say otherwise. Window stays. Insert stays. You asked for checkout with your old job voice. Now you walk soft in what you soaked when Mommy finally let you finish.”

I nodded, empty-headed, milk still warm on my tongue, grief for marketing Wren sitting quiet and finished somewhere behind my ribs. Going back would have cost more than my legs could carry. Going on was the only door left.

A pale slip of paper slid under the bedroom door with a soft scrape. Mommy bent, retrieved it, and read the print where I could see the block letters.

DAWN SUMMONS. Wren to the east lounge. Presented. Last grown word due.

She set the chit on the nightstand beside the dish that had held the metal ring, then tipped my chin so I had to meet her eyes.

“Sleep if you can in that mess,” she said. “At first light you stand when I call your name, and you bring me the last grown word you think you still own. Until then you do not touch yourself, you do not peel a tape, and you thank the weight between your legs for teaching you what mercy costs.”


Chapter 8: The Last Grown Word

The soft bell rang twice down the corridor, cool metal notes that found me still wrecked from the night, short robe hanging open off my shoulders, that heavy soaked punishment load dragging loud between my thighs with the cut window slick and the insert still seated deep. Dawn air slid under the door seam, colder than the bedroom. Coraline stood in the threshold with the summons chit already read, calm as a schedule that did not argue.

“East lounge,” she said. “Presented. Move.”

I walked. Each step made the wet bulk bark against my skin. Temperature dropped when we left the heated room for the hallway, tile cold under my bare feet, then rose again as we crossed into the east lounge where low lamps threw gold across a wide ottoman, a treatment table, and a second nursing cart already parked near the wall. Bottles waited warm. Lotion caps shone. Sound of the heater clicking filled the hush between us.

Lena was already there in staff gray, thirty-four and composed, laying out cloths with powder scent rising off her satchel. She glanced at the dark front panel hanging on me, at the open oval still framing my folds, then looked away with professional quiet. Jealousy spiked hot and stupid in my chest at how easy she looked in this room, how she belonged beside Coraline without having to break for it.

I stopped beside the ottoman. Old marketing armor tried one last fit.

“I will do soft schedule,” I said, voice clipped the way I used to close a room. “I will stay padded. I will keep the insert. I will even stand for Lena’s hands. I will not strip in a lounge with the door cracked for whoever walks the east wing. That is my last grown refusal. Take it or give me Monday paperwork.”

Silence. The heater clicked again. Somewhere past the ajar door a cart wheel whispered and faded. Lena’s powder scent hung between us like a reminder that other hands already knew my body.

Coraline set her palm on the ottoman’s edge, unhurried. “Robe off. Diaper off. Everything off. You do not bargain the lounge. You stand bare when Mommy says stand bare.”

“I am still a client,” I tried, thinner. “I still have a name that means something outside these walls.”

“You have a name I use when I call you soft.” She did not raise her volume. “Strip. Now. There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

The sentence landed and stayed. My cunt clenched into the ruined lining around the open window. Defiance flared once, bright and useless, then collapsed under the weight of how true it sounded. I shrugged the robe from my shoulders. It whispered to the floor. Cool lounge air kissed my nipples hard. Coraline’s fingers found the four tapes and peeled them with neat little rips that cracked through the quiet. The soaked bulk dropped heavy into her hands, reeking of piss and sex from the night’s forced finish. She set it aside on a towel. Cooler air hit my bare pussy and the flared base still claimed between my cheeks. The insert stayed. She had not said it could leave.

Lena held a wipe cloth ready. Coraline took it and cleaned me with slow, owning passes, temperature of the cloth warm against tender folds, sound of wet fabric soft and intimate while the door stayed cracked on corridor hush. She powdered next, white cloud clinging to my inner thighs, scent thick enough to taste when I breathed. From the lounge cart she shook out a thicker clean adult diaper, pale and loud, slid it under my hips while I stood with my feet apart, and drew the front up over my bare cunt with a firm palm that crushed fluff against my swollen bud.

First tape sealed at my left hip. Bulk forced my stance wider.

“Say the refusal is finished.”

“The refusal is finished.”

Second tape. Same firm pull. The insert’s base kissed the back panel as she smoothed it down.

“Say you strip when Mommy orders it.”

“I strip when Mommy orders it.”

Third. Fourth. Fresh bulk locked loud around me, so dense I could not close my thighs. She left no window this time. Full coverage. Claimed. She patted the seat once so the crinkle confessed the change, then tipped my chin.

“Over the ottoman. Ass up. Hands on the far edge. Lena stays. Door stays open enough to hear feet.”

I bent. Leather cool under my belly. Temperature contrast made me shiver, heated room air along my spine, cooler draft from the cracked door licking the backs of my knees. Sound of my own breathing filled the lounge, then the quiet click of buckles as Coraline stepped into a strap harness taken from the lower rack. Heavy silicone jutted dark and already slicked. Lena stood to the side with her hands folded, powder scent steady, adult witness to whatever came next.

Coraline peeled the rear tapes only, folded the back panel down, and left the front sealed so the thick crotch still hugged my clit while my ass and the seated insert stayed bare to the lamp. Cool air. Warm lotion. Her fingers circled my hole around the flared base, then checked the toy with a slow twist that dragged a moan from my throat.

“Worship first,” she said. “Service. You thank what trains you before you take it.”

I turned my face toward her hip where the harness sat snug. Salt and lotion rose off the silicone. I licked the shaft from base to tip in long slow passes, tongue flat, throat working on nothing yet, the kind of service that made jealousy twist again when I caught Lena’s calm eyes and wanted to be the only soft thing in the room. Coraline’s hand rested in my hair, tender as a trap.

“Deeper. Show Lena how Mommy’s girl uses her tongue when pride is done talking.”

I took the head between my lips. Heat of rubber. Taste of clean silicone and lotion. I sucked with patient pulls while the heater clicked and corridor sound drifted through the ajar door, adult footsteps passing once without stopping. My cunt leaked into the fresh lining. The insert shifted when I clenched. Humiliation and want braided so tight I could not find a seam.

“Enough,” she murmured at last. “Ass up. Ask for the fuck without managing the room.”

“Put it in me,” I said, voice rough against leather. “Fuck me slow over this ottoman. Use my cunt while Lena watches and the door stays open. I need it. I need to be the one you fill. I need Mommy more than I need the woman who walked in here with a badge.”

She pressed the thick tip to my entrance and fed it in on a long measured push. Stretch burned sweet. The insert made every inch feel doubled, pressure stacking deep while the sealed front of the diaper crushed my clit against fluff. Sound of the wet slide owned the lounge. Temperature climbed under my skin. She held buried, hips flush to the folded panel, and stroked the small of my back once.

“Stay. Mommy fucks on lounge time. You take. You do not rush the crest.”

She drew back and thrust again at a pace that made patience feel like a punishment, working the shaft over every raw nerve. Not stacked. Not barked. One long climb built from worship and leather and the cool draft kissing my calves whenever the door breathed. Lena’s powder scent stayed close. Jealousy still chewed at me, ugly and honest, wanting Coraline’s whole attention, wanting the praise that followed obedience, wanting to be softer than staff, smaller than schedule, entirely kept.

Coraline fucked me in long patient strokes, one hand on my hip, the other reaching around to rub my swollen bud through the sealed front panel. Circles. Pressure. Pause. Circles again. The silicone dragged. The insert pressed from the rear with a blunt claim that made my vision narrow. Sweat prickled along my spine. Sound thickened: wet slap of skin on plastic, the soft crinkle when my thighs trembled, my broken breaths against the ottoman leather.

“You flashed defiance in my lounge,” she said, calm above me. “You tried the old job voice with Lena standing right here. Look at you now. Ass open. Cock in your cunt. Diaper taped at the front like a frame. Going back costs more than going on.”

“I know,” I gasped. “I know. Keep using me. Keep me. I do not want the exit. I want this. Slow. Deep. Yours.”

She slowed further. Ordeal stretched. Minutes bled. Footsteps passed the cracked door again. A shadow paused in the strip of corridor light, adult, unhurried, then moved on. My face burned. My pussy clenched greedy around the shaft. Slick soaked the front lining darker by degrees while she rubbed my clit through fluff without letting the crest arrive. Tenderness lived in the pace. Trap lived in the tenderness.

“Last wall,” she murmured. “Give it. Stop holding the public mask for people who will never see you this honest.”

Something in my chest tore quiet and clean. The woman who ran decks and closed rooms thinned out of reach. Softness took the space. Regression opened under my ribs like a door I had been bracing shut since the first tape. I stopped performing composure. I stopped rationing sound. I rocked back onto the cock and let need speak without translation.

“I am Mommy’s,” I whispered into the leather. “Padded. Filled. Soft. I do not want Monday. I want the cart and the lounge and your hands. Finish me when you decide. Keep me when you decide. I am past the wall.”

She drove deep and held, grinding, her fingers finally pressing firm circles on my aching bud through the wet front while the insert and the thick shaft stuffed me full past thought. The climax did not arrive in pieces. It rose out of me in one long build, huge and unhurried. A long rolling wave built from every denied mercy of the night before, every hallway glance, every bottle withheld and given, every calm strip order that left me bare in front of staff. When release finally broke, it rolled through me in a sustained flood that started at my cunt and poured outward until my arms shook on the ottoman edge and my thighs locked hard around nothing but bulk and harness.

I came with a raw cry that bounced off the lounge walls, cunt fluttering around the silicone in helpless pulls, asshole clamping the seated toy, slick soaking the sealed front until heat bloomed under the tapes. No number left my throat. Only shaking. Only worship humming stupid in my chest while she ground me through the whole long crest, dragging it across breath after breath until I was empty headed and dripping and slumped against the leather with silicone still buried.

Coraline drew out in one long pull. The emptiness ached until I whimpered. She wiped the shaft on a clean cloth from the cart, unbuckled, and hung the harness back on the lounge rack. Then she drew the rear panel up over my tender cheeks and resealed the tapes with neat pulls, patting once so the crinkle told the truth of what I had taken.

She turned me carefully onto my back on the ottoman. Warm cloth next, soft aftercare that still owned every inch it cleaned, wiping sweat from my belly, lotion cool along my inner thighs, a gentle pass over the sealed crotch that made my spent nerves twitch. Temperature of her hands stayed steady. Sound of the cloth folding filled the quiet. Lena offered a small cup of warm water. Coraline held it to my lips and I drank because the order was simple and because refusal had stopped being something I owned.

“Good girl,” she said, and praise landed low and permanent. “That was the last grown word dressed as refusal. Now you give me the real one.”

I blinked up at her. Milk scent rose faint under her dress. Powder still clung along my hips. The thick bulk between my legs felt like belonging instead of punishment.

“I am yours,” I whispered. “Keep me soft. Keep me diapered. Keep the insert. I choose this. That is the last grown word I have left, and I am giving it to you.”

She kissed my forehead once, tender as a lock clicking. “Collected. Written on you now.”

From the lounge cart’s side pocket she drew a slate and a grease pencil. She wrote where the lamp caught the letters, neat and final.

MORNING SALON. Wren presented. Name on the board. Open chairs.

My pulse jumped. A salon. Open chairs. My name listed like a feature.

Before I could ask what that meant, soft footsteps stopped at the ajar door. A woman I knew from a client pitch two winters back stood in the strip of corridor light, thirty-eight at least, coat still on, eyes dropping to the thick pale bulge between my thighs and the tapes at my hips with recognition that cracked every public mask I had ever worn for her. She did not speak. She only stared.

Coraline rested her palm on the slate and smiled without hurry.

“Come in, Sable,” she said. “Morning seating starts early when Mommy’s girl is already soft enough to show.”


Chapter 9: Wren’s Name on the Caddy

The tea smelled like bergamot and warm honey when Sable’s coat brushed the back of a chair and six adult faces turned toward the thick pale bulk taped loud between my bare thighs. None of them looked under thirty. Two men near the far settee held their cups without drinking. Three women in dark lounge dresses watched the high tapes at my hips the way people watch a signature dry. Sable, thirty-eight and still half in her coat, stood closest, scent of city rain clinging to the wool, recognition still sharp in her eyes from the corridor.

I was already standing behind the low tea table with my hands at my sides because Coraline had put them there. Morning light from the east lounge windows cut across the plastic shell. The insert sat blunt and steady in my ass under the sealed back panel. Arousal had already started darkening the crotch from the walk in, and the smell of my own heat rose under the tea steam in a thin filthy ribbon I could taste when I breathed through my mouth.

“Guests,” Coraline said, calm as poured cream. “Wren is presented for salon hours. Full coverage. Insert seated. She holds until I decide otherwise.”

A woman with silver at her temples, forty at least, nodded once. Beside her a man in a charcoal sweater, thirty-five if he was a day, set his saucer down too carefully. That made five new witnesses whose eyes had now catalogued me, and the count sat in my gut like a second tape. Lena lingered near the second nursing cart in staff gray, powder scent rising off her satchel, thirty-four and quiet, already part of the furniture of my surrender.

The nursing cart rolled into the center of the rug on quiet wheels. Bottles lined the top shelf, still untouched and warm. Lotion caps caught the lamp. On the middle rail a label gun waited, white plastic, fresh strip already fed. Coraline parked the cart where every chair could see it, then drew a small brass plaque from the side pocket and laid it flat on the tea table beside the sugar tongs.

“Name first,” she said. “Then the rest of the morning learns what the cart belongs to.”

She clicked the label gun. Black letters stamped onto adhesive with a dry little punch that filled the hush louder than any cough. She peeled the strip and pressed it onto the plaque in one firm pass.

WREN.

My name sat there under glassine shine, stuck to brass, stuck to the cart that had followed me from bedroom to pantry to lounge. Scent of warm plastic and sweet formula rose off the shelves. Taste of leftover milk still ghosted the back of my tongue from the night before. Gratitude moved through me in a slow wave I did not try to stop. Dependency had teeth now. I could feel them seating.

“Kiss it,” Coraline said. “Thank the cart for claiming you.”

I bent over the tea table. My bare breasts brushed cool wood. The thick adult diaper crinkled when my hips tipped. I pressed my mouth to the label. Adhesive tasted faintly bitter under the brass. Plastic warmth from the cart’s nearer bottle kissed my cheek. I held there while six pairs of adult eyes watched my lips seal to my own name.

“Thank you for taking my name,” I said against the plaque. “Thank you for keeping me on your shelves. Thank you for making the surrender stick.”

“Louder. For the open chairs.”

“Thank you for claiming me,” I said, voice carrying over the tea. “I belong on this cart. I belong in what you tape on me. I am grateful.”

Coraline smiled without hurry and fixed the plaque to the caddy’s front rail with two small screws she turned by hand. Each turn clicked. Permanent. My pulse jumped in my throat. Going back would mean peeling my name off brass in front of people who had already seen me kiss it. Going on cost less.

She reached under the front panel without peeling tapes, worked a small remote bullet past the leg gather, and seated it snug against my swollen bud inside the fluff. Cool silicone. Then heat as my body closed around the shape. The insert in my ass made the added pressure feel doubled. She patted the sealed crotch once and left the remote in her palm.

“Chat continues,” she told the room. “Drink your tea. Ask what you like. Wren stays standing.”

Sable cleared her throat. “She used to run the Q3 deck for us. Stood in heels and argued font sizes like they were law.”

“She stands in plastic now,” Coraline said. “Ask her what she prefers.”

Heat flooded my face. Scent of tea and my own leaking need braided close. “I prefer Mommy’s schedule,” I said. “I prefer the bulk. I prefer not choosing.”

The silver-haired woman leaned forward. “Does she still try to manage the room.”

“Less every hour,” Coraline answered, and thumbed the remote.

The bullet woke on a low buzz inside the diaper, right against my clit, vibration punching through absorbent fluff while I stood barefoot behind the tea table with six guests watching my face. A moan scraped out before I could swallow it. My asshole clenched around the seated insert. Slick flooded the lining. The smell of sex sharpened under bergamot.

“Hold still,” Coraline murmured. “Answer Helene’s question properly while it runs.”

Helene. The silver-haired one. Forty and composed, cup steady. “Does she still try to manage the room.”

“I try,” I managed, thighs shaking. “Then Mommy reminds me I do not get to. Then I drip. Then I thank her.”

Polite laughter moved through the chairs, low and adult. The bullet climbed a notch. Pleasure stacked fast and mean. My hips wanted to chase it. I locked them because the table edge was the only grown posture I had left and even that was theater.

Coraline stepped behind me. Her palm settled on the small of my back. “Ass focus for the marking,” she said, quiet enough for me and loud enough for the nearer chairs. “You took cock over the ottoman already this morning. Now the claim goes deeper where the plaque cannot reach.”

She peeled the rear tapes only, two sharp rips that cracked over the tea cups. Cool lounge air hit my cheeks and the flared base still seated deep. She left the front sealed so the buzzing bullet stayed crushed against my clit inside hot fluff. Lotion scent rose as she slicked her fingers, then circled my hole around the insert, pressing, owning, working a second thick finger in beside the toy until the stretch burned sweet and my mouth fell open on a broken sound.

“Taste what’s on your tongue,” she said. “Say what you smell.”

“Tea,” I gasped. “Honey. My own mess. Lotion. The cart’s plastic. I smell like I live here.”

“You do.” She fucked those fingers slow beside the insert, stretching my asshole open for the room while the bullet murdered my clit through the sealed front. Anal pressure led everything. Each crook of her fingers shoved the toy deeper. Each buzz made my ring flutter around her knuckles. Slick poured into the crotch until the pale shell went dark in a spreading bloom guests could track from their chairs.

Sable’s scent of rain wool stayed close on my left. Helene watched without blinking. The man in charcoal, thirty-five, shifted and looked at his cup and looked back anyway. Worship rose ugly and honest under the stretch. I wanted the plaque’s weight on the rail. I wanted her fingers deeper. I wanted the guests to register how completely the need had rooted.

“Mine,” Coraline said against my ear. “Say it.”

“Yours,” I whispered.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours, Mommy. I am yours. The name on the cart is yours. This hole is yours. The wet is yours.”

She added a third finger. The burn punched a sob out of me. The bullet jumped higher. Orgasm gathered fast, huge, inevitable, climbing on anal stretch and clit buzz and the public quiet of cups set down to listen.

Right at the crest she yanked her fingers free and thumbed the remote off.

Empty. Wrong. Release leaked out of me in a wasted shudder, slick dripping down the open rear of the diaper onto the rug while my pussy clenched around nothing and my asshole fluttered on abandoned stretch. Frustration tore through my belly. Humiliation followed it, hot and total. I stood there shaking behind the tea table, ruined, dripping, the bullet quiet and cruel against an oversensitive bud that had been denied the crash.

Guests clapped politely. Soft applause, adult, measured, the kind you give a finished course. Coraline smiled on like the morning had gone exactly to schedule. She wiped her hand on a cloth from the cart, scent of lotion and my mess rising off the terry, then drew the rear panel up and resealed the tapes with neat pulls. The soaked bulk locked loud around me again, front swampy, back claimed, insert still seated, bullet still trapped against twitching flesh she no longer bothered to feed.

“Good,” she said. “Name stuck. Body answered. Chairs saw the leak she did not get to keep.”

Helene set her cup down. “Will she wear the plaque’s meaning past checkout.”

“Checkout is a paper,” Coraline said. “The cart is a fact.”

She led me out still dripping through plastic, bare feet on cold corridor tile, tea and sex scent clinging to my skin, the nursing caddy rolling behind us with WREN shining on the brass. Lena fell in step with powder rising off her satchel. Sable’s footsteps followed a few yards back, then faded toward the lounge again. Five new witnesses had taken their look and kept it. The ruined crest still twitched useless between my thighs, wet heat soaking heavier with every step, gratitude and ache braided so tight I could not find where one ended.

In the bedroom Coraline parked the cart where the plaque caught the lamp. She peeled all four tapes, cool air on bare folds and the flared base, and the ruined load dropped heavy onto a towel. That made three. She wiped me with warm cloth, taste of clean cotton near my mouth when she lifted the corner past my face, then powdered my thighs until the scent turned my head light. A fresh full-coverage diaper slid under my hips, pale and thick. First tape. Second. Third. Fourth. Sealed front and back. Insert kept. Bullet removed and set aside. She draped a short robe over my shoulders and left it hanging open. The new bulk already darkened at the center from how hard I still leaked after the wasted finish.

She patted the seat once. “Rest your mouth. Evening will ask more of it.”

On the nightstand, where the dawn chit had been, a checkout form lay blank. No times. No fees. No signature line filled. White paper waiting like a door someone had forgotten to lock, or like a joke the room was telling at my expense.

I stared at it while the cart’s warmer hummed and my name sat fixed on brass three feet away. Dependency had finished taking root somewhere under my ribs during the polite clap, during the ruined drip on the lounge rug, during the kiss I put on my own label for strangers holding tea. I did not want the blank form to grow handwriting. I wanted the plaque to stay screwed down. I wanted Monday to arrive and find me still taped, still grateful, still refusing nothing that kept me on Mommy’s shelves, and the wanting felt less like a fall than like finally standing where the floor would hold.


Chapter 10: Nothing Left to Check Out

Ilay curled against Coraline’s chest in the soft quiet after the salon, cheek pressed to the warm fabric of her dress, listening to her heartbeat settle under my ear while the brass plaque on the nursing cart caught the lamp in a dull gold wink. Weight of the fresh thick adult diaper sat heavy between my thighs, already darkening at the center from how hard I still leaked after the ruined finish, the insert seated blunt and steady in my ass. Texture of cotton against my face. Texture of plastic shell against my hips. Peace lived in that hush for three whole breaths.

Then her fingers closed around my wrist.

I had stretched toward the nightstand without meaning to, fingertips an inch from the blank checkout form, white paper waiting like an unlocked door. Caught. Mid reach. Mid almost.

“Looking for Monday,” she said, soft as the warmer’s hum. “Cute.”

Heat flooded my throat. “I was only…”

“You were only checking whether the exit still existed.” She guided my hand away from the paper and rested it flat on the pale bulk between my legs instead. “It does not. Not the way you think.”

I stayed against her chest, pulse jumping, peace cracking open into something sharper. The warmer hummed. Formula scent rose sweet off the top shelf. My name sat screwed to the rail three feet away, brass and permanent, and the blank form suddenly looked like a joke told at my expense.

Coraline eased me upright on the mattress, short robe still hanging open off my shoulders, bare breasts cool in the bedroom air. She reached to the nightstand, slid the checkout form aside, and set a different sheet in its place. Stay extension. Dates already printed. A signature line waiting empty near the bottom.

“Sign,” she said. “In the diaper only. Robe off the rest of the way. Pen in your hand while Mommy opens you.”

“You will thank me when it is done,” she added.

Her voice landed low and absolute. My cunt clenched into absorbent fluff. I shrugged the robe fully off. Cooler air kissed my nipples hard. She put a pen between my fingers, warm from her palm, and I held it while she worked the four tapes with neat little rips that cracked through the quiet. Cool bedroom air hit bare folds and the flared base still claimed between my cheeks. The used bulk dropped heavy onto the towel beside the earlier ruined load. Four soiled for the day now, stacked on terry like a quiet confession. She wiped me with a warm cloth, powder followed in a soft white cloud that clung to the insides of my thighs, scent thick enough to taste when I breathed.

“Knees bent. Feet planted. You write while I fill you.”

She left me like that for half a minute, pen still clutched, bare and waiting. Soft footsteps crossed the corridor and came back. When she returned she carried the strap harness from the east lounge rack, the same dark silicone she had wiped clean after the ottoman, buckles already gleaming. She stepped into the straps without hurry. Buckles clicked at her hips. From the cart’s lower shelf she shook out another full coverage adult diaper, pale and loud, slid it under my hips, and left the panel folded down so my pussy sat bare and shining while the back stayed ready. The insert stayed seated. She never offered to remove it.

She pressed the warm bottle’s nipple to my mouth at the same moment the silicone tip nudged my entrance.

“Latch. Sign. Take.”

I latched. Sweet heat flooded my tongue. She drove into my cunt on a long measured push, thick enough that the insert made every inch feel doubled, pressure stacking deep while formula went down in gulps I could not stop. Texture of living stretch. Weight of her hips meeting mine. The pen shook in my fist above the signature line.

“Write your name,” she murmured, fucking me in slow owning strokes while I drank. “Not the marketing one. The soft one. The one on the plaque.”

I scrawled WREN where the line waited, letters messy because the cock dragged along every raw nerve and the bottle sealed my mouth and my vision spotted. She watched the ink dry, then drove deeper on the next thrust, grinding, her fingers finding my swollen bud and rubbing firm circles while I sucked.

“Come on the signature,” she said. “First one belongs to the paper.”

Release tore through me on a short mean fuse, cunt fluttering around the shaft, asshole clamping the insert, formula spilling at the corner of my lips as I cried out against rubber. Slick flooded onto the folded panel. My whole body jerked on the mattress. No number left my throat. Only shaking. Only the pen slipping from my fingers onto the sheet.

She kept thrusting through it, calm, almost kind, bottle still feeding me while the silicone stuffed me past thought. Overstimulation stacked fast. A second crest gathered before the first had finished dying, nerves scraped raw, hips slamming up to meet her harness. I tried to pull off the nipple for air. She held my head gentle and firm and made me keep drinking while the second orgasm ripped through me uglier than the first, piss joining the flood without leave, warmth spreading under where the new tapes would go, weight of wet heat blooming between us.

She eased out only long enough to draw the soaked panel up and seal fresh tapes around the mess, patting the seat once so the crinkle confessed everything. Praise poured over me while she worked.

“Good girl,” she said. “Look at you soaking the extension before the ink finishes setting. Soft. Kept. Leaking for the paper that says you stay.”

Her palm pressed the warm heavy crotch, rubbing my clit through wet fluff while the insert sat mean in my ass and the bottle tipped for another swallow. The second climax had barely faded when she mashed friction harder against the shell and forced another crest out of me mid praise, mid wipe of formula from my chin, mid quiet listing of what I was now. I came again with a broken sob, thighs shaking, the diaper loud and swampy already, gratitude rising thick enough to choke on.

“Ask,” she said, still rubbing, still rocking the harness in shallow strokes against the sealed bulk, grinding plastic into tender flesh. “Ask to be kept. Out loud. Full. No exit language left in the sentence.”

I could barely speak. Overstimulation had my nerves lit white. Another crest was already climbing whether I wanted it or not, forced, stacked, mind starting to blur at the edges.

“Keep me,” I gasped. “Keep me soft. Keep me padded. Keep the cart at the bed. I do not want the blank form. I want Monday to find me still taped. Please keep me. Please do not let me check out. I am yours. I choose this. I am grateful.”

“Again.”

“Please keep me, Mommy. Please lock the caddy here. Please make the retreat home. I have nothing left to refuse. I want the weight. I want the tapes. I want your cock and your bottle and my name on brass. Keep me.”

She smiled without hurry and mashed the harness harder against the soaked shell, bottle nipple pushed back between my lips, double claim locking mouth and cunt at once. Forced overstimulation took the rest. Orgasm after orgasm tore through me, four and then more than four, the counting gone entirely, nothing left but heat and noise and the thick crinkle of bulk gone heavy between my thighs. Pleasure kept breaking under plastic and fluff until the edges of thought went soft and useless. I lost the thread of days. I lost the shape of the woman who used to close rooms. Softness took the space where refusal used to live. I shook and leaked and drank and shook again while Coraline’s voice stayed calm above the wet slap of harness on diaper and the quiet suck of the bottle.

“There she is,” she murmured to the empty doorway, almost conversational. “She came in here arguing about a hallway. Now she signs an extension with cock in her cunt and thanks the mess for teaching her.”

I could not answer. Another crest ripped through, then another, mind blurring, count gone, only texture left: warm rubber on my tongue, warm piss bloom under the tapes, weight of her body pinning mine, cool lamp light kissing the brass plaque when I rolled my eyes toward the cart. Tears ran hot. Slick ran hotter. The insert felt like part of my body instead of an intrusion. Pride finished collapsing in small quiet pieces I could feel giving way.

When she finally eased the bottle free and unbuckled, my ears rang in the hush. My legs would not hold a grown posture. She wiped me with slow owning passes, peeled the swamped load, and sealed one last thick clean diaper front and back, insert kept, tapes neat as a verdict. She patted the seat once. Peace settled under my ribs like a lock that had finally found its key.

She wheeled the nursing caddy flush to the bedside and turned a small key in a rail lock I had not noticed until the click sounded. Permanent fixture. Bottles within reach. Plaque facing the pillow. My name aimed at me while I breathed.

On the floor near the chair, my Monday clothes waited in a neat cardboard box already taped shut, city blouse and jeans folded out of sight, bag strap tucked under the lid like a life packed for storage. The blank checkout form had been taken off the nightstand. In its place sat only the signed stay extension, ink still faintly glossy where my messy letters spelled the soft version of myself.

I lay in clean bulk that was already darkening at the center from how hard I still leaked, formula drying on my chin, body humming with forced aftershocks I could not number, and the sealed box of Monday clothes sat in the lamp glow like a closed door I no longer needed to open.


THE END

Mommy Dom, in reading order
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Book 2: Latched to Mommy (v2)

Book 4: Mommy's Big Baby Boy

More from Polly Bane

Mommy Domme Breastfeeding

He walked in to balance her books. He left on his knees, owned.

Read Mommy Domme Breastfeeding on Amazon

Mommy's Little Girl

She came to the house at the end of Waverly Lane to disappear.

Read Mommy's Little Girl on Amazon

Diaper Mommy

Maren poured his eight-hundred-dollar cold brew down the drain, held out her hand for his phone, and the CEO who ran forty accounts gave it to her.

Read Diaper Mommy on Amazon

Mommy's Good Boy

He came for the money. She kept him for good.

Read Mommy's Good Boy on Amazon

Mommy's Sissy

Caught in a borrowed pink dress with the zipper stuck halfway, he had one chance to walk out the unlocked door.

Read Mommy's Sissy on Amazon

Still craving more?

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection.

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories, each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control.

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone, this bundle was made for you.
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