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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 forced feminization, sissy training, age play, and ABDL (Adult Baby/Diaper Lover) dynamics depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors or impose any real-world gender identity.

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.


Chapter 1: Intake

Ipressed the doorbell twice and held my bag tight against my hip. Cold air cut across my knuckles. Lace hung in the window beside the door, and the glass fogged under my breath while I waited.

The lock turned. Odette opened the door in a black blouse buttoned to the throat. She looked me over from boots to hair and stepped aside.

“Come in, Julian. Shoes off. Bag on the hook. Do not speak until I finish.”

I stepped over the threshold. Heat from the house hit my face at once. My boots thudded on the mat. I set the bag where she pointed and peeled off my socks because the rule had already started.

She closed the door. The click landed hard in the quiet hall.

“You are late by four minutes,” she said. “That goes on the chart.”

A framed board hung by the stairs, pink ink on white, rows of boxes waiting for marks. My name sat at the top in her hand. I swallowed and kept still.

She walked past me into a narrow room with a padded table and a metal tray. Bottles. Gloves. A thick adult diaper folded neat. A pink plug the size of my thumb. A wand. Cuffs. My cock twitched in my jeans before I could stop it, and the shame of that jumped up my throat like bile.

I was twenty-nine. I had run crews and closed deals and talked loud in bars. None of that helped me here.

What I could not argue away was my own name on her intake papers. I had read every clause two weeks back, initialed the safeword in my own hand, and signed the arrangement anyway — a grown man who had negotiated this and chosen it with his eyes open.

“Strip,” Odette said. “Everything. Fold it. Put it in the bin.”

I opened my mouth to argue. She raised one finger.

“You signed. Forty thousand wiped when you finish my program. You walk out now, the debt stands and the photos go to your boss. You will do exactly as I say.”

The words sat in the warm air between us. My hands moved.

Shirt first. Then belt. Jeans. Boxers last. My cock sprang half hard into the open, pink at the tip, and I hated how fast it had gotten there. Odette’s eyes dropped to it. She did not smile.

“On the table. On your back. Knees up. Hold them.”

I climbed up. The vinyl stuck to my skin. I grabbed my own knees and pulled. Cool air touched my hole. My face burned.

Odette snapped on gloves. She was thirty-six, calm as a clerk at a desk, and she squeezed lube onto her fingers without hurry. The gel sounded wet when it hit the latex.

“Intake starts with the hole,” she said. “You keep your mouth honest. You tell me when it burns. You thank me when I push deeper. Say what you are.”

I stared at the ceiling. “I am…”

“Say it.”

“I am your sissy.” The word tore coming out. My cock jumped anyway, leaking a bead onto my belly.

“Louder.”

“I am your sissy.”

Her slick finger pressed my asshole and slid in to the knuckle. The stretch made me grunt. Heat flared low in my gut. She twisted, crooked the finger, and rubbed a spot that shot fire up my cock so hard my thighs shook.

“There,” she said. “That is where you learn.”

She worked a second finger in. The burn bloomed. Lube squelched. My hole clenched and tried to push her out, and she pushed back until both fingers seated deep. She scissored. The sound was filthy, wet, close to my ear somehow even though it came from under me.

“Breathe,” she said. “Clench and I add a third.”

I breathed. My cock slapped my stomach, hard now, dripping. I wanted to cover it. My hands stayed on my knees because she had told them to.

Third finger. The stretch made my eyes water. She pumped slow, then harder, knuckle-deep, and the wet slap of glove on rim filled the little room. My balls drew tight.

“You came here thinking pink lace was a joke you could endure,” Odette said. “Look at your cock. It already belongs here.”

I looked. The tip shone. A string of precum hung and broke on my skin. I could have screamed from how wrong it felt to want the next push.

She pulled her fingers free. My hole fluttered open and stayed loose for a second, air kissing the gape. She picked up the pink plug, coated it, and set the tip against me.

“Ask for it.”

My throat locked. She waited. The tip nudged. My hips lifted toward it on their own.

“Please put the plug in my ass,” I said.

“What kind of slut asks?”

“Your sissy slut. Please put the plug in my sissy ass.”

She pushed. The widest part burned, then popped past the ring, and the base seated flush. Full. Locked. My cock leaked harder.

Odette wiped her gloves and lifted the adult diaper. Thick. White with a pink print. She slid it under my hips, pulled the front up over my cock, and taped the sides snug. The padding wrapped warm and tight. My hard cock pressed into the soft bulk and the pressure alone made my breath hitch.

“Sit up. Off the table. Hands on the wall. Legs spread.”

I obeyed. The diaper crinkled loud in the warm room. The plug shifted when I walked the three steps. Odette came up behind me, reached around, and pressed the wand’s head against the front of the padding right over my cock.

The buzz hit like a punch.

I jerked. She pinned me to the wall with her body and held the wand there. Vibration poured through the thick pad into my shaft, into the plug, into that deep spot she had already claimed. My forehead hit the paint.

“Count when you cum,” she said. “You do not get to choose. You take what I pull out of you.”

“I can’t, I…”

She turned the wand higher. The pad soaked under my tip. The smell of my own precum rose warm and sharp. My hole clamped on the plug and the buzz traveled straight through the toy into my guts.

I came with a broken sound. Cum pumped into the diaper in hot spurts, trapped, spreading wet heat against my cock. My knees buckled. Odette held me up by the hip and kept the wand pressed in.

“That’s one. Say it.”

“One,” I gasped. “Fuck, one.”

She did not stop. The wand stayed. My cock screamed oversensitive inside the soaked pad, and the next crest built anyway, ugly and fast, dragged up from the plug and the relentless buzz. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the wall.

“Beg for the second like a whore.”

“Please, please make your whore cum again, please…”

The second orgasm ripped through me harder. My hole spasmed on the plug. More cum dumped into the padding until it squelched when she ground the wand in circles. My thighs shook. A raw noise tore out of my chest.

“Two,” I choked. “That’s two.”

Odette shut the wand off. The sudden quiet rang. My ears hummed. Sweat ran down my spine into the waist of the diaper.

“On the table again. Face down. Ass up. Diaper stays on for now.”

I climbed. She peeled the tapes, tugged the soaked front down under my balls so my wet cock hung free and filthy, and left the back still under me. Cum streaked the padding. The smell filled the space between my knees.

She tugged the plug free. My hole gaped and clenched on nothing. Cool gel hit me in a thick pour. Then her fingers again, three at once, driving in with less patience. The stretch burned fresh.

“You will take my hand,” she said. “Sissy holes get trained on day one in this house. Breathe and push out.”

I pushed. She tucked her thumb and pressed. The burn went white. My mouth opened on a raw cry. Knuckles breached me, slow, relentless, until her fist seated inside and my rim locked around her wrist. Full past thought. Split. My cock jerked and drooled onto the vinyl without a touch.

“Hold it,” Odette said. “Clench on my fist like the toy you are.”

I clenched. The pressure made stars burst behind my eyelids. She twisted her wrist a fraction. Lube squelched deep. My arms shook under me.

She fucked me on that fist in short grinding drives. Each push punched air from my lungs. The wet sound was thick and ugly. Spit strings hung from my lip to the table. My cock swung and slapped, hard again, dripping.

“Say what this hole is for.”

“For you,” I sobbed. “For your fist, for your toys, for whatever you put in it.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“My asshole is your fuckhole. Use it. Please use it.”

She pulled her fist free. The gape stayed. Air rushed in. Before I could close she lined up a thicker dildo from the tray, pink and ridged, and drove it into me in one long shove to the base. I yelled. She switched the wand back on and pinned it under my cock against the table edge.

Buzz and stretch hit together.

“Three through five,” she said. “You do not get a break. Count out loud. Thank me after each.”

She pounded the dildo into my ass in hard strokes while the wand chewed at my cock. The slap of toy on rim mixed with the wet grind of my tip on the buzzing head. My brain frayed.

I came a third time with my face mashed to vinyl, shooting across the table in weak, forced spurts while she kept thrusting. “Three, thank you, thank you…”

She did not slow. The fourth built on raw nerves, prostate milked by the ridges, cock screaming under the wand. I tried to crawl forward. Her hand on my hip slammed me back onto the toy. Cum leaked thin and helpless. “Four, fuck, thank you, I can’t…”

“You can. One more. Ask for it like my padded bitch.”

“Please make your padded bitch cum again, please ruin me, please…”

The fifth broke me open. My hole clamped the dildo in hard pulses. My cock jerked and spat almost nothing, dry spasms that still tore through me until my arms gave out. I sprawled, drooling, shaking, the wand still buzzing against spent flesh until she shut it off.

Quiet settled. My breath rasped. The dildo stayed buried. Cum and lube smeared my thighs and the open diaper under me. The room smelled like sex and warm plastic.

Odette pulled the toy out. My hole stayed open, used, twitching. She cleaned me with a wipe in brisk strokes, then taped the diaper shut again over my sticky cock. The padding clung cold where the cum had soaked, then warmed against my skin.

“Sit on the floor,” she said. “Knees wide. Hands on your thighs.”

I slid down. The plug from earlier went back in with a firm shove that made me whimper, and she settled the diaper over it so every small shift reminded me I was full and wrapped. She clipped a thin collar around my throat. The buckle clicked. A pacifier on a short chain hung from it against my chest, pink and glossy.

Odette crouched so our eyes met. Her voice stayed even.

“House rules. You do not touch your clitty. You ask to use your hole. You speak when spoken to. Accidents go in the diaper. Marks on the chart earn reward or punishment. You call me Keeper when you beg.”

I nodded. My throat worked around words I did not want.

“Say it back.”

“I do not touch my clitty. I ask to use my hole. I speak when spoken to. Accidents go in the diaper. I call you Keeper when I beg.”

She stood. “Good. The debt clock starts tonight. Thirty days. You already came five times on my hand and my toys, so do not tell me you can still play proud man in this house.”

My ears rang. The plug sat heavy. The wet diaper sagged warm between my legs and forced them apart when I tried to close them. Part of me still hunted for an exit. My cock gave a weak twitch inside the pad at the sound of her voice, and that betrayal sat worse than the stretch.

Odette pointed at the stairs.

“Up. Second door on the left is your room. You sleep in the crib bed. You put the pacifier in your mouth before your head hits the pillow. Tomorrow morning you will present at breakfast in the pink frilled set laid on your dresser, diaper checked, plug still in, and you will recite every rule before you take a bite. If you fail a line, I edge you over the chair until you cry and then I start the meal again.”

She turned toward the hall light.

“Go, Julian. Intake is done. Training starts when you wake.”


Chapter 2: The First Rule

My mouth still tasted like her. Salt and skin and the slick that had run over my tongue while she held my hair and made me finish what I started. Spit cooled on my chin. My jaw ached.

She wiped my lips with two fingers and pushed them back in. I sucked because she told me to. My dick jumped in the thick padding she had taped around my hips, trapped and wet at the tip, and the shame of that hit me before any thought caught up.

I came here for the contract money and the quiet fix for a debt that would have ruined me. I told myself I could play along for a week and walk out richer. That lie sat in my throat with her taste.

She clipped a short leash to the collar at my neck. “On your knees. Crawl.”

I crawled. The padding hissed between my thighs. Each shuffle dragged warm plastic against my locked clitty and sent a stupid spark up my spine. My face burned. I kept moving.

She led me into a side room with a padded mat and a low cabinet of toys. Glass bottles lined the top shelf. Lube. Powder. A bottle of something sweet I could smell from the door. Cherry syrup and rubber.

“Rule one,” she said. “You ask for every touch. You name what you want in full. If you go silent, I stop, and you wait in the corner with your hands on your head.”

My stomach dropped. Asking meant owning it. Owning it meant I could not pretend later.

She set a mirror on the floor in front of the mat. “Kneel. Look.”

I knelt. The man in the glass wore a frilled collar and a fat white seat between his legs. Lip gloss smeared at the corner of my mouth. My eyes looked too bright. I wanted to smash the mirror. I stared instead.

She opened the cabinet and took out a string of black anal beads, a thick glass stopper, a strap harness with a fat dildo already fixed to it, and a wand with a round head. She laid them in a neat row on a towel. My asshole clenched at the sight of the beads alone.

“Hold still. This is for your own good.”

I froze. She peeled the tapes at my hips and pulled the heavy seat down to my knees. Cool air hit my trapped dick. A metal cage locked it small and pink at the tip. A drop of clear slick already beaded there. Traitor body. Always first.

She sniffed once. “Aroused already. Pathetic.”

“I am not…”

Her hand cracked across my thigh. The sting lit me up. My dick tried to swell against the cage and failed.

“You speak when I ask. First, you present. Chest to the mat. Ass up. Reach back and spread.”

Defiant curiosity dragged me down before pride could stop me. I put my chest to the mat. I reached back. My fingers dug into my own cheeks and opened me for her. The stretch of that hold alone made my breath go thin. In the mirror I saw myself doing it. My face went hot enough to hurt.

She poured lube down my crack. Cold. It ran over my asshole and dripped onto the mat. The smell of it rose with the cherry on her breath when she leaned close.

“Ask.”

My voice cracked. “Touch my ass.”

“Full sentence. Filthy. Exact.”

I swallowed. “I want you to finger my asshole open. I want the beads. I want you to ruin me.”

“Better.”

One slick finger pushed in. My ring burned and then sucked her deeper. I grunted into the mat. She twisted, searched, found the spot that made my locked dick jump and leak another drop onto the padding still bunched at my knees.

“Greedy little whore,” she said. “Clenching like you missed this.”

I had never taken anything like this before last night. My body did not care. It pulled her in. She added a second finger. The burn spiked. Spit ran from my open mouth onto the mat. I tasted her on my tongue still, mixed with the lube smell thick in the air.

“Say what you are.”

“A slut.” The word came out raw. “A fucking sissy slut who wants his ass used.”

“Louder.”

“A sissy slut who wants his ass used!”

She shoved a third finger in and scissored. The stretch tore a sound out of me. Wet. Obscene. The squelch filled the room. My thighs shook. My clitty dripped in its cage like it had its own stupid mind.

She pulled free. Empty. Aching. Then the first bead kissed my hole.

“Ask.”

“Push them in. Fill me. Make me take every one.”

She fed the first bead past my ring. Then the next. Each one thicker. My asshole stretched, closed, stretched again. By the fourth I was panting. By the sixth my eyes watered. The string hung between my cheeks like a leash of its own. She tugged once. Every bead shifted inside me. My dick throbbed uselessly.

“Good toy,” she said. “Now thank me.”

“Thank you for stuffing my ass.”

She stood, stepped into the harness, and tightened the straps around her hips. The dildo jutted out, thick and veined, shiny with fresh lube. She smelled like skin and rubber when she came close. She took my chin and pushed two fingers into my mouth again.

“Get it wet. Spit. Make it nasty.”

I spit on the shaft. I licked from base to tip. The taste of silicone and lube coated my tongue over her earlier musk. She pushed the head past my lips and fucked my throat in short strokes. I gagged. Drool spilled down my chin onto the mat. Tears stung. She held me there and made me choke on it while the beads sat heavy in my guts.

When she pulled out, a string of spit connected my lip to the tip.

“Ass up higher.”

I lifted. She tugged the beads out one by one. Each pop made me jerk. The last one left me gaping, wet, twitching. Cool air licked the open ring. I could feel how wide I was. The mirror showed it. I looked away. She grabbed my hair and forced my face back to the glass.

“You watch while I fuck you. That is part of the rule.”

The blunt head of the strap lined up. She pushed. My asshole fought, then gave. Inch by inch she buried it. Full. Split. The burn rolled up my spine and out my mouth in a broken moan. She bottomed out and stayed buried while I shook.

“Beg.”

“Fuck me. Use my hole. Ruin my ass. Let me come. I need to come.”

“You earn release with better begging than that.”

She drew back and drove in. The slap of her hips against my taped cheeks filled the room. Wet. Loud. Each thrust shoved the air out of me. The dildo dragged over that deep spot and my caged dick pulsed and leaked in steady drips. The padding at my knees soaked with it. The smell of sex and lube and my own sweat thickened until I tasted it on every breath.

She reached under and pinned the wand against the cage. The buzz hit my trapped tip like a slap. Too much. My hips bucked. She fucked me through it, mean and steady, while the vibrator rattled my clitty in its little prison.

“What are you?”

“Your hole,” I gasped. “Your padded bitch. Your fucking toy. Please…”

I bit the word off. Only one left in me and I had already burned one. She noticed. Her smile was thin.

“Ask properly. All of it.”

The wand buzzed harder. She angled the strap and pounded. My arms gave out. My cheek hit the mat. Drool smeared. In the mirror I watched my own ruined face bounce with every thrust. Shame and heat fused so tight I could not pull them apart. I wanted her to stop. I wanted her to never stop. The part of me that still called himself a man screamed somewhere far back and got drowned by the stretch in my ass.

“Let me come,” I begged. “I will say anything. I am a diaper slut who cums in his own padding. I am a pathetic locked whore who needs his ass railed. Please let me spend. I will thank you. I will ask for more after. Just let me.”

She fucked me through three more thrusts while I broke on the words. Then she said, “Come.”

The wand jammed against the cage. She buried the strap to the hilt and ground. My orgasm ripped out of me in thin, forced jets through the metal, soaking the inside of the padding she yanked up mid-spasm and mashed against my leaking tip. I cried out. My asshole clenched and fluttered around the thick shaft. Spit and tears mixed on my face. My brain went blank. Too much. Full. Used. Coming. Coming in the fucking seat like the thing she named me.

She held me there through the aftershocks. Then she pulled out. My hole stayed open for a breath, shiny and loose. She pushed the glass stopper in before I could close. The bulb seated deep. I whimpered.

She wiped the strap on my cheek. “Rule one is sealed. From now on you ask. Every time. No asking, no touch. No touch, no relief. You leave, you lose the money and I send the photos to the people who hold your debt. You stay, you learn.”

The photos. I had signed for the money and forgotten the clause. My gut went cold under the heat still shaking my legs. Going back now cost more than crawling forward. She had made sure of that while I was busy choking on her.

She taped the padding snug again around the plug and my spent, sticky cage. Warm. Heavy. My own spend smeared inside against my skin. The smell of it rose when I moved. Cherry syrup and sex and plastic.

“Stand. Walk to the corner. Hands on your head. You wait while I clean my toys. You do not speak.”

I stood on shaky legs. The stopper shifted with every step. My face stayed hot. Defiant curiosity still scratched under my ribs, worse now. I wanted to know what rule two looked like. I hated that want. I walked to the corner anyway.

She washed the beads in a basin. Water slapped. Soap cut through the musk in the air and left a clean bite I could taste at the back of my throat. My tongue still remembered her. My ass remembered the strap. Both facts sat in me like brands.

A knock hit the outer door. Three sharp raps.

She dried her hands, checked my posture with one glance, and went to open it.

A woman stepped in with a leather case and a calm mouth. Early forties, dark coat, eyes that measured me in one pass from collar to taped hips. She set the case down and clicked it open. Metal gleamed inside. New tools. New rules waiting.

“This is the one,” the woman said. “Ready for the next mark?”

My keeper smiled without looking at me. “He asked for it. Bring the stamp.”


Chapter 3: The First Yield

”Say it louder,” she told me. “Vera cannot hear a mumble.”

I hung over the edging bench with my wrists locked to the far rail and my knees forced wide on the cold pads. The thick adult diaper sagged warm and heavy between my thighs. Plastic tapes dug into my hips. My caged dick twitched against the soaked liner every time I shifted.

Vera stood three steps away, forty-one and sharp-eyed, tablet already up. She was the house auditor Odette had warned me about when I signed. The debt was still open. My name still sat on the wrong ledger. Leaving meant the full amount came due in cash I did not have. Staying meant this.

“I need to come,” I said, voice cracking. “Please. I need to come.”

Vera tapped a note. “Clearer.”

Heat flooded my face. My hips jerked anyway, grinding the wet bulk into the steel bar under me. Shame and want hit as one hard kick. My brain tried to bargain out of it. Offer a week of silence. Offer extra chores. Offer anything that kept my mouth shut and my pride intact.

“I need to come like a pathetic diaper slut,” I said. The words scraped out of me. “Please ruin me on this bench.”

“Better,” she said. She lifted a remote. The vibe strapped hard against the front of my cage buzzed to life.

My whole body jumped. The buzz drilled through the plastic bars and into the swollen tip of my trapped dick. The wet diaper squelched as I shoved forward into it. Warm piss-smell rose with the slick leak of precum soaking the liner.

“Hold still,” she ordered. “You move when I tell you.”

I tried. My thighs shook. Vera walked closer and pinched the tape at my hip, checking the sag with two fingers like she was grading stock.

“He is already dripping through,” she told the room. “Messy little trainee.”

I bit my lip. The man who walked into this house to settle a ledger did not get called that. My dick pulsed anyway, hard as it could get inside the cage, and the humiliation of that throb made me harder.

She turned the vibe higher.

“Beg properly,” she said. “Name what you are.”

“I am a piss-soaked diaper baby,” I forced out. “I am a good little toy. Please. Let me finish.”

“No.”

The vibe cut off. My hips snapped after nothing. A thin dribble of precum leaked into the warm pad and went cold. The crest died in my gut. My breath tore out of me in a broken sound.

Vera smiled without kindness. “Ruin number one. Log it.”

I stared at the rail. Bargaining rose again, slick and useless. If I took the denial quiet, maybe she would stop the audience. If I thanked her, maybe the auditor would leave. My mouth opened on a deal I had not finished building.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

Odette’s voice came from behind me. She set a gloved hand on the small of my back. One touch. Absolute.

I went still.

“He still thinks he can trade,” Vera said. “Look at his shoulders.”

“I see them.” Odette’s glove slid down over the thick seat of the diaper and pressed. The warm bulk mashed against my caged clitty. I made a noise I hated. “Julian came here because he owes. He stays because he owes. Today he learns the debt has a body.”

She peeled the tapes. Cool air hit my damp skin. The soaked pad peeled away with a wet rip. My cage gleamed with slick. My asshole clenched when her glove brushed the cleft.

Vera raised the tablet. Recording.

“Please,” I said. “Not on camera.”

Odette clicked her tongue. “Spread.”

I spread. My face burned. My dick jumped in its cage like a traitor.

She slicked two fingers and pushed into my ass without ceremony. The stretch burned. I grunted into the rail. She worked them in and out until the ring gave and the wet sound got loud enough for Vera to hear.

“Tighter than yesterday,” Vera noted. “Still greedy.”

“He is always greedy when he pretends he is not,” Odette said. A third finger joined. My hole stretched wider. Sweat ran down my spine. The burn turned into a thick, dirty ache that made my empty cage throb.

She reached past me and clipped a short leather cuff from my ankle to the bench leg, then the other. I could rock. I could not close.

“Ask for the fist,” she said.

My throat locked. That was further than the first test. Further than the plug work. Further than anything I had bargained for when I walked through her door with the signed papers.

“I cannot,” I whispered.

Her free hand found the vibe and pressed it back to the cage. Full power. My clitty screamed inside the steel. My hips bucked into her fingers. Filthy wet sounds filled the room. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the rail.

“Ask,” she said again.

“Please fist me,” I gasped. “Please put your whole hand in my slutty asshole. Please use me while she watches.”

Vera made a soft approving hum. “There it is.”

Odette pulled her fingers free. More lube. Cold. Then knuckles. Pressure. My ring fought and lost. The widest part of her hand forced in and my vision went white at the edges. Too much. Too full. My mouth fell open on a broken moan.

“Breathe,” she said. “Take it.”

I took it. Her fist seated deep. My belly cramped around the bulk of her. My caged dick leaked a steady string into the open air. Drool stretched from my lip to the rail.

She started to move.

Slow punches at first. Then harder. The slap of her wrist against my cheeks mixed with the wet squelch of lube and the buzz of the vibe. My asshole stretched around her and would not close when she drew back an inch. I could feel the gape. Vera stepped sideways for a better angle with the tablet.

“Look at that hole,” Vera said. “Ruined already.”

Shame punched through me so hard my dick jerked and spat another useless drop. I wanted to hide. I also wanted her fist deeper. Both hit at once. Same feeling. Same heat in my gut.

Odette fucked me open on her hand until my legs shook and the bench creaked. Then she curled her fingers inside and found the spot that made my knees try to climb the rail.

“Close,” she warned.

I tried to hold. Failed. The orgasm rose fast and ugly. My clitty pulsed in the cage. My ass clamped on her fist. I started to tip over.

She yanked her hand free and killed the vibe in the same second.

The climax broke with nothing to ride. Cum leaked in weak spurts from the tip of my trapped dick and dripped onto the bench pad. No thrust. No finish. Just a wasted dribble while my hole fluttered open and empty.

I sobbed once. Raw.

“Ruin number two,” Vera said. “He came anyway. Pathetic.”

“Say thank you,” Odette ordered.

“Thank you for ruining my orgasm,” I choked. “Thank you for fisting my whore ass in front of her.”

“Good boy.”

She wiped her glove on my thigh and reached for the tray. A thick black dildo, harness already buckled around her hips. Beside it, a string of fat anal beads and a pink remote vibe. She fitted the harness with calm hands. The strap-on jutted heavy and shiny with lube.

“Mouth first,” she said.

I opened. She fed the head past my teeth. Salty silicone hit my tongue. She pushed until I gagged and spit ran down my chin. Then further. My throat bulged. Tears blurred Vera from view. I still heard the soft tap of her stylus.

Odette fucked my mouth in short hard strokes. Each one made me choke. Each choke made my empty cage twitch. When she pulled out, a string of spit connected my lip to the toy.

“Again,” she said. “Choke on it like the bitch you are.”

I did. Gagging. Drooling. Taking it. Bargaining died somewhere under the spit. There was no clean deal left in this room. Only how deep she wanted to go.

She pulled free and walked behind me. The fat head of the strap-on nudged my stretched asshole. I was still open from her fist. She pushed in to the hilt in one long shove.

I yelled into the rail.

She pounded. Hard. The wet slap of hips on my skin filled the training room. The dildo dragged over that swollen spot inside me on every stroke. My caged dick bounced and leaked. Vera circled until she stood where I had to meet her eyes if I lifted my head.

“Describe it,” Vera said.

“She is fucking my ass,” I panted. “Her strap is splitting me. I am dripping. I am a used hole. I am her diaper slut on a bench.”

“Louder.”

“I am her filthy little toy!” My voice cracked on it. “Please do not stop. Please ruin me again.”

Odette reached under and mashed the buzzing vibe against the cage while she railed me. Dual attack. My brain went short and crude.

Too much. Cannot. More. Please. Fuck.

The third crest built faster. My ring clenched on the strap. My thighs seized. I was going to spill.

She yanked the toy out and ripped the vibe away.

I came in thin wasted pulses onto the pad, hole gaping, nothing inside me, climax leaking out like trash. My arms pulled at the cuffs. A broken sound left my throat.

Vera logged it. “Three ruins. He is shaking.”

Odette pressed two fingers into my open ass and held them there while I twitched through the aftershocks. “Ask for the beads.”

“Please put the beads in me,” I said. Fresh words. Ugly ones. “Fill my slutty asshole and pull them out while she films.”

She worked the first bead past my rim. Then the next. Each one thicker. The stretch stacked. My belly felt packed. When the last sat inside, she tapped my hip.

“Crawl count,” she said. “Five rocks on the bar. Grind that empty cage. Then I pull.”

I rocked. The beads shifted deep. The wet diaper she had left crumpled under my knees squelched every time my weight landed. Warm. Heavy. Obscene. My clitty rubbed uselessly in steel. Vera kept the tablet steady.

On five, Odette dragged the string out bead by bead.

Pop. Stretch. Pop. My hole fluttered and failed to shut. I wailed into the rail as the widest one tore free and a slick gush of lube ran down my balls and into the crumpled pad under me.

She slammed the strap-on back in before I could catch my breath and fucked me through the raw ache. The vibe returned, pinned to the cage. Vera stepped in close enough that I smelled her perfume over the sex-stink of lube and piss-warm plastic.

“Tell the auditor why you stay,” Odette said, thrusting hard.

“Because I owe,” I gasped. “Because if I walk out the debt comes due. Because I need this more than I want to admit. Because my dick gets hard when you ruin me.”

“And what are you now?”

“Your pretty padded baby.” The word padded slipped out before I could stop it. “Your cock-caged whore. Your fist-fucked sissy on an edging bench.”

She switched the vibe to pulse. My fourth crest slammed up with no warning. I screamed. She held the strap deep and killed the buzz at the exact second my dick tried to pump.

Ruin. Again. Cum forced out in weak, humiliating dribbles while she watched my hole clutch around silicone and get nothing back. Spit and sweat and spent slick coated my thighs. The smell of my own arousal mixed with the wet diaper heap under my knees made my stomach turn and my dick twitch in the same breath.

I hung there wrecked.

Odette pulled out. My asshole stayed open. She showed Vera the gape with two fingers spreading me. Vera filmed the slow wink of it.

“He will take overnight training,” Vera said. “Recommend the glass wall room. Public wing.”

My blood went cold. Public wing meant other trainees. Meant windows. Meant no more private bargains.

Odette cleaned the strap with a wipe, calm as inventory. “Approved. After tonight’s lock-in.”

She unclipped my ankles, left my wrists bound, and taped a fresh adult diaper into place. The clean bulk pressed against my sensitive, spent cage. Every shift made the plastic crinkle. She tucked the remote vibe into a pocket at the front so the head sat flush on the bars, then clipped the control to my collar.

“On your knees facing Vera,” she said. “Ask her for permission to thank me.”

I turned on shaking knees. The new diaper dragged warm and thick between my thighs. My open ass clenched around nothing and leaked into the liner.

“Please,” I told Vera. “Let me thank her.”

Vera studied me over the tablet. “Thank her like property.”

I pressed my forehead to Odette’s boot. The leather smelled like polish and my own spit. “Thank you for fisting me. Thank you for ruining every orgasm. Thank you for making me say what I am while she recorded it. I yield. I stop bargaining. Please keep me.”

Silence stretched.

Odette’s fingers found my chin and lifted my face. “Repeat the part that matters.”

“I yield.” My voice was wrecked. “You decide.”

She thumbed a button on the collar remote. The vibe hummed low against my oversensitive dick through the diaper. I jerked and moaned into her hand. Soft. Helpless. Already building toward another crest I would not be allowed to keep.

Vera shut the tablet. “I will be back at nine for the public wing transfer. Have him plugged and frilled.”

She left. The door clicked. The room suddenly felt too big and too small at once.

Odette shut the vibe off before I could tip. My hips chased the buzz and found dead plastic. Frustration burned behind my eyes.

“Tonight you sleep on the bench,” she said. “Wrists bound. Cage full of need. In the morning Vera walks you past the glass. Every trainee on that hall will see what a first yield looks like.”

I nodded against her palm. Words would not line up.

She freed one wrist only long enough to press a pacifier gag between my teeth and buckle it. The nipple sat heavy on my tongue. Drool started at once. She rebound the cuff.

Then she left me there.

The edging bench held my weight. The fresh diaper pressed its thick warm seat against my ruined, twitching dick. My asshole ached open in a slow throb that matched my pulse. Cum and lube cooled on my thighs. The remote at my throat sat quiet for now, a promise I could not bargain around.

I tried to tell myself I could still refuse the public wing. The thought died before it finished. I had said it out loud. I yield. You decide. Vera had it on video. The debt ledger still had my name. And under all of that, worse, my body kept pulsing toward the next ruined crest like it had learned a new hunger and did not care what it cost me.

Tomorrow the glass would be waiting. I already knew I would shuffle toward it in frills and bulk, vibe ready under plastic, hole sore and used, and the part of me that used to make deals would stay on this bench where I left it.


Chapter 4: Deeper

Ihad the desk drawer halfway out when the door clicked behind me.

My fingers froze on a stack of blank paper. No phone. No calendar. Only the soft plastic of a remote and a spare pink pacifier on a chain.

She stood in the doorway with her arms folded. Three days of her new routine had stripped the hours out of me; I could not name the day if she put a gun to my head.

“Stealing time again, Julian.”

Heat crawled up my neck. The remote in the drawer looked small and mean. The one already seated in me hummed once, a warm buzz deep in my guts, and my locked clitty twitched hard against the thick padding between my thighs.

I slammed the drawer. Too late.

She crossed the room, plucked the spare remote from the wood, and thumbed a dial. The toy inside me jumped from a lazy throb to a hard pulse. Warmth bloomed behind my balls. My knees dipped.

“You signed for full custody of your schedule,” she said. “You do not get to hunt the date. That life is gone.”

The part of me that used to run meetings wanted to spit in her face. My hips rolled toward the buzz anyway. Shame stuck to the back of my throat like thick spit.

Vera came in behind her, forty-one, clipboard already up. Silver pen. Cold eyes. The witness for today’s test.

“Score him from the first refusal,” the Keeper said. “He was digging for the outside world.”

Vera marked a box. My stomach dropped.

“On the mat. Frills up. Padding on display.”

I shuffled to the thick mat in the middle of the evaluation room. The adult diaper crinkled under the short pink skirt she had put me in that morning. Lace socks. Satin mittens clipped to my wrists so I could not dig the toy out myself. The warm bulk between my legs sagged as I knelt.

She circled me once. Then the remote clicked again.

The plug in my asshole swelled with vibration, hotter now, a steady grind against the spot that made my vision skip. Precome leaked into the padding in a sticky smear. The smell of my own arousal rose with the heat trapped against my skin.

“State what you swore on day one,” she said.

My mouth went dry. “I said I would never take a fist.”

Vera wrote it down.

“And today you will,” the Keeper said. “Or the contract extends another year, and I keep every hour of it.”

A year. The leverage landed like a slap. I had signed to wipe a debt I could not pay any other way. Walking out meant the debt came back with teeth. Staying meant this. My pride scraped raw against the choice.

The buzz climbed. My thighs shook.

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

I shook my head. My hips betrayed me, rocking on the warm, heavy padding, grinding my trapped clitty into the soaked crotch panel. The squelch was soft and filthy.

Vera’s pen scratched. “Arousal response: immediate. Pride response: collapsing.”

“Say what you are,” the Keeper ordered.

I swallowed. “A diaper slut.”

“Filthier.”

“A piss-warm padded whore who cums in his own bulk.”

The remote jumped. I yelped. She smiled without kindness.

She dropped to one knee, shoved my skirt higher, and pressed her palm flat against the front of the padding. Warm. Heavy. She ground the heel of her hand in circles over my locked clitty through the wet plastic and cotton. The squelch got louder. Heat and pressure stacked until my breath broke into short grunts.

“You will take beads first,” she said. “Then the thick plug. Then my hand. Vera scores stretch and obedience.”

Vera set the clipboard aside long enough to fetch the kit. Black anal beads, glossy and graduated. A fat silicone plug the color of bubblegum. A bottle of lube she rolled between her palms until it ran hot.

The Keeper popped the remote plug free with a slick tug. My asshole clenched on empty air. Cool room air kissed the stretched rim for half a second before warm lube poured over it.

First bead. She pushed. The burn flared, then the pop as it seated. Second. Third. Each one wider. My mouth fell open on a sound I hated. She fed them until the string hung down the cleft of my cheeks, tickling the back of the padding she had shoved aside.

“Clench,” she said.

I did. The beads shifted inside me. The remote went back in beside them, a slim second toy nestled along the string, and she taped the control to my inner thigh where I could not reach with the mittens.

She pressed the dial.

Both toys woke at once. Beads hummed through my guts. The slim vibe kissed that deep hot spot without mercy. My locked clitty jerked and leaked harder into the padding. She yanked the crotch panel back up and taped it snug, trapping the heat and the mess against me.

“Crawl to the rail.”

I crawled. The warm bulk slapped my thighs with every move. The toys buzzed. Drool stringed from my lip to the mat.

At the low padded rail she bent me over, chest down, satin mittens useless under my weight. She hiked the skirt. She peeled the back tapes of the diaper down so my asshole stayed exposed while the front stayed pinned tight and soaking around my steel-trapped dick.

Vera stood to the side with the clipboard. “Beginning fist protocol. Subject swore refusal. Note the tremor.”

“Pull the beads,” the Keeper told me. “With your teeth. One by one. Thank me for each.”

I turned my face, caught the dangling string in my teeth, and tugged. The first bead dragged free with a wet pop. Lube ran warm down my taint into the padding.

“Thank you,” I mumbled around the string.

“Louder. Name the hole.”

“Thank you for stretching my slut asshole.”

Pop. Pop. Each bead left me gaping wider. By the last one my rim fluttered and would not close. Spit ran down my chin. The slim remote toy still buzzed inside, lonely and cruel.

She slicked the fat pink plug and drove it home in one firm shove. The stretch punched a cry out of me. She seated it deep, then flicked the remote higher.

My hips bucked. The front of the diaper squelched as my clitty throbbed against the hot, piss-warm bulk. She reached under and squeezed that bulk in her fist, grinding, milking the pressure until my legs kicked.

“First orgasm on the plug,” she said. “You do not get to hold it.”

I tried. Pride wanted a scrap of control. The vibe and the thick stretch and the grinding heat through the padding ripped it away. I came hard, locked dick pulsing useless spurts into the crotch panel, asshole spasming around the plug, a broken moan tearing out of me. The padding went hotter, heavier, slick with fresh mess.

Vera marked the page. “Orgasm one. Latency: short. Verbal resistance: gone.”

“Again,” the Keeper said, and turned the dial to max.

The overstimulation hit like a brand. Too soon. My nerves screamed. I thrashed against the rail. She pinned my hips with her weight and kept the pink plug rocking while the remote rattled my guts and her hand mashed the soaked front of the diaper against my oversensitive clitty.

“Say you are a toy.”

“I’m a toy,” I gasped. “I’m her good little toy, fuck, I can’t…”

Second climax ripped through me before I found the end of the sentence. My body jerked. Cum and pre soaked deeper into the padding. The smell thickened, sharp and animal. Sweat ran down my spine into the frills.

She did not stop.

Third. My voice cracked into raw noise. She spat on my hole around the plug base and worked a finger in beside the silicone, stretching the rim until the burn went white. The remote kept buzzing. She ground the warm, heavy diaper crotch in hard circles.

“Count if you can.”

“Three, four…”

Past four, past whatever came next. The numbers slid off. My brain went thin and stupid. Another peak smashed into the last one. I drooled on the rail. My asshole clenched and fluttered and lost the fight to stay tight. She laughed once, soft and mean.

“Pathetic. You swore you would never take a hand. Beg for it now.”

Pride kicked one last time. I bit the rail. The toys buzzed. Her knuckles rubbed the rim beside the plug. Vera’s pen waited.

The debt. The year. The way my hips kept pushing back onto her fingers like a bitch in heat.

“Fist me,” I said. The words tasted like surrender. “Stuff your whole hand in my asshole. Ruin it. I need it. I’m a padded whore who needs his Keeper’s fist.”

Vera underlined something hard.

The Keeper eased the pink plug out. My hole gaped, shiny with lube, twitching on cool air. She coated her hand until it dripped warm. Two fingers. Three. Four. The stretch turned huge. I shook. She tucked her thumb and pressed.

“Breathe. Take it.”

The widest part of her knuckles burned as they forced past the ring. I screamed into the rail. Then her hand slid in to the wrist, a thick occupying heat that owned every inch I had left to give. My asshole clamped around her forearm. I could not close. The remote, still inside along her palm somehow angled against that spot, buzzed against bone.

“Full fist seated,” Vera said. Calm. Clinical. “Subject is crying. Erectile response in chastity: sustained. Grade: owned.”

She fucked me on her fist. Short drives. Deep. The wet squelch of lube and the slap of her wrist against my cheeks filled the room. The front of the diaper squelched in time as my trapped clitty kept leaking and spurting through aftershocks I could no longer separate from new peaks.

“Thank me for wrecking the thing you held back.”

“Thank you for fisting your sissy,” I sobbed. “Thank you for taking it. I can’t refuse anymore. I can’t…”

Another orgasm erased the rest. Then another. Counting was ash. My thoughts broke into scraps. Too much. Full. Hole used. Warm mess. More. Cannot stop. Her fist. The buzz. The padding grinding my spent clitty until pain and pleasure glued together and I came dry, body seizing, a raw animal sound pouring out of me.

She held the fist buried while the last tremors ran out. Then she eased free with a slow, filthy drag. My asshole stayed open, a dark, used gape that pulsed and leaked warm lube down into the peeled-back padding. I clenched. Nothing. The ring fluttered and failed.

Vera stepped in close enough that I smelled her perfume over my own mess. She took a photo of the gape for the file. The camera click landed like a brand.

“Permanent note,” she said. “Refusal item claimed. Subject no longer holds that boundary.”

The Keeper wiped her hand on my skirt. She reseated a smaller plug to keep me from closing, taped the diaper back into place around the base, and left the bulk heavy and hot and soaked against my thighs. She unclipped one mitten, set the remote in my bare palm, and closed my fingers around it.

“You hold the control now,” she said. “You do not turn it down. If the buzz stops before supper, Vera adds seven days.”

Vera packed the beads. The clipboard went under her arm. They left me on the rail, frills stuck to sweat, padding sagging with my own spend and the heat of what they had forced out of me.

I lay there with her remote in my fist and the plug holding me wide.

On the desk across the room, the drawer still hung open. Inside it, under the blank paper, the spare pacifier chain caught the light. Beside that empty space where a calendar should have been, someone had left a single stamped card I had not seen when I searched.

Red ink. One word.

DEEPER.

The remote hummed against my palm, warm as a pulse, and I did not turn it down.


Chapter 5: No Way Back

The brass bell on the wall clanged twice. I jerked so hard the leash clip on my collar snapped against my throat.

She stood in the doorway with the lead already looped around her wrist. No smile. No soft talk. Just that flat look that meant move.

“Gallery. Now.”

My mouth went dry. The gallery sat behind the locked wing, glass and velvet, a place she had kept me out of until tonight. I planted my feet.

“No.”

The word scraped out raw. My caged clitty twitched anyway, traitor-hot against the bulk of the adult diaper under my frilled skirt. Heat crawled up my neck. I hated that twitch. I wanted the twitch. The split in me pulled both ways at once.

She stepped in close enough that her perfume hit my tongue when I breathed. Bitter rose. I tasted it.

“Repeat that.”

“I said no. I will not put on a show for anyone. You already took what I swore you would never get. That was enough.”

Debt still owned me. The contract I signed to kill the blackmail photos. The job she held over my head. The way my body had started to chase her rules like a starved dog. I could recite every reason I stayed. None of them made me want to be displayed like a product on glass.

She hooked a finger in my collar and hauled me forward. My heels skidded on the runner. The diaper crinkled loud enough to fill the hall.

“You walk, Julian, or I drag you. Choose.”

I walked. Rage sat under my tongue like metal. My hips still swayed in the short skirt she had pinned on me, lace brushing my thighs with every step. Shame and want braided tight. I could have fought harder. My legs kept going.

The gallery doors opened onto a raised platform with a padded rail and a ring of chairs behind one-way glass. Soft lamps. A low table of toys laid out in a neat row: a thick black strap-on, a string of fat anal beads, a wand vibrator, a fist-sized jar of slick, a ball gag still shiny with spit from someone else.

A woman in a charcoal suit sat in the front chair. Forty-one, silver at her temples, legs crossed like she had all night. She sipped wine and looked me over the way a butcher looks at meat.

“Maris,” my keeper said. “Forty-one. House evaluator. She grades progress. Tonight she grades you.”

Maris set her glass down. “Strip the skirt. Leave the rest. I want the diaper and the cage in view.”

I jerked against the leash. “Fuck you. Both of you. I am not a show.”

The slap cracked across my cheek. My ears rang. Taste of blood bloomed on my tongue where my tooth cut the inside of my lip.

“Kneel on the rail,” she said. “Chest down. Ass up. Now.”

I stayed on my feet. Heart slamming. Clitty straining so hard in the cage it hurt. The humiliation of that ache made my stomach drop. I still wanted to spit in her face.

She twisted the leash and forced me to my knees on the platform. The rail bit into my ribs when she shoved me over it. Cool leather under my palms. My frilled skirt flipped up. Cool air hit the back of my thighs.

Maris stood and walked around me. Heels clicked. She pinched the seat of the diaper, testing the weight.

“Damp already,” she said. “Eager little bitch.”

“Say it,” my keeper ordered. “Tell her what you are.”

I locked my jaw.

The wand pressed to the front of the diaper, right over my trapped clitty, and buzzed on high. The motor roar filled my skull. Vibration punched through the thick crotch and rattled the cage. My hips bucked. A broken sound tore out of me.

“Say it or the wand stays.”

“I am a sissy slut,” I gasped. “A diaper whore. A hole for her.”

Maris laughed once. “Louder. I grade volume.”

“I am a sissy slut!” My voice cracked. Spit hit the rail. “A pathetic diaper whore who gets hard when you look at me!”

The wand pulled away. My thighs shook. Precome had already soaked a hot patch into the crotch. The smell of my own arousal rose sharp and dirty. I wanted to disappear. My dick throbbed for more contact anyway.

She yanked the diaper tabs and peeled the seat down just enough to bare my ass. The cage stayed locked up front, pink metal tight around my swollen clitty. Maris’s nails scraped my cheek.

“Rebel,” she said to my keeper. “Cute. Break it.”

Lube poured cold down my crack. A finger pushed in. I clenched. She twisted and added a second. Burn lit up my gut. I hissed through my teeth.

“Take it,” my keeper said. “You refused the easy path. Now you get used where everyone can hear you.”

A third finger stretched me. Then a fourth. My hole strained around her knuckles. The wet squelch of lube and my own spit-slick skin slapped loud in the quiet room. Maris leaned on the rail beside my head so I had to smell her perfume and wine.

“Beg for the fist,” Maris said.

“Go to hell.”

The wand slammed back against the cage through the half-pulled diaper. My vision sparkled white. My mouth opened on a sob. Taste of copper and rose and my own drool mixed on my tongue.

“Beg.”

“Fist me,” I choked. “Stuff your hand in my ass. Use me. Please.”

One please. I hated how fast it fell out.

Her hand drove in past the widest part of her knuckles. Stretch tore through me in a thick, nauseating burn. My asshole gaped around her wrist. I could not close. Air hit the rim and made me shudder. She pumped her fist in short, mean strokes. Each thrust punched a wet sound out of me, a filthy gluck that bounced off the glass.

“Listen to that,” she said. “Your body tells the truth. Your mouth is late.”

I tried to crawl forward. The leash jerked me back onto the fist. Deeper. My stomach jumped. Drool ran off my lip onto the rail in a long string.

Maris held up the beads. “When she pulls out, these go in. Then the strap. He gets no soft landing.”

The fist dragged out. My hole stayed loose, fluttering, empty in a way that made my skin crawl. She fed the beads in one by one. Fat silicone bulbs popping past the rim. Each one made me grunt. The last bulb seated and the ring hung against my cheek.

She buckled the strap-on around her hips. The dildo was thick, veined, pink. She slapped it against my bare ass once. The smack cracked. My skin stung.

“Tell Maris what you want in you.”

My voice came out wrecked. “Your cock. In my ass. Pound me until I stop pretending I can say no.”

She drove in to the hilt. The beads shifted inside as the strap shoved past them, a crowded, obscene fullness that stole my breath. She fucked me hard from the start. Hips slamming. The slap of her thighs on my skin kept time with the squelch of lube. The wand pinned back to my caged clitty and stayed there, roaring.

Maris walked behind the glass and spoke into a mic. Her voice poured into the gallery speakers, calm and clinical over the noise of my getting fucked.

“Subject resists verbally. Body compliant. Dilated. Vocalizing on every thrust. Grade so far: trainable.”

Trainable. The word landed hotter than the toy in my ass. Shame flooded my face. My cock leaked harder into the diaper crotch, a sticky mess grinding under the wand.

I tried to hold onto the refusal. The man who walked into her house to cut a deal. The man who swore nobody would ever see him like this. That man was on a rail with a fist-stretched hole and a vibrator chewing his locked dick while a stranger scored him out loud.

“Harder,” I heard myself say. “Fucking harder.”

She gripped my hips and railed me. The strap bottomed out again and again. My prostate lit up on every pass. The beads dragged and rolled inside. Spit and snot ran down my chin. I tasted salt.

“What are you?” she demanded.

“Your hole. Your toy. Your pretty baby slut in a dirty diaper.”

“Who owns your orgasm?”

“You. Only you.”

“Then earn it.”

She pulled the beads out in one long, brutal drag. Each bulb popped free with a slick sound that made Maris hum approval over the speaker. My hole clenched on nothing, then took the strap again without pause. She reached under and mashed the wand against the soaked crotch of the diaper, grinding the cage in circles.

My balls drew up. The build piled so high my legs kicked. I sobbed into the rail.

“Hold it,” she said.

I held. Shaking. Jaw locked. The need scraped me raw from the inside. Sweat stung my eyes. The gallery smelled like lube and piss-warm padding and sex.

Maris’s voice again. “Edge him. I want the break on record.”

She edged me until my throat went hoarse from begging without the word please. She backed off. Drove in. Backed off. My thoughts shredded into scraps. Too much. Cannot. Need. Ass full. Locked. Watched.

“Ask for permission to come in your diaper like the broken bitch you are.”

“Let me come in my diaper,” I cried. “Let your sissy slut cum while she fucks my ass. I need it. I will take anything. I will show anyone. Just let me.”

She slammed in deep and pinned the wand hard.

“Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm ripped through me in a long, ugly seizure. My caged clitty jerked and pulsed, dumping load after load into the diaper until the crotch went heavy and hot and slick. Cum squelched under the wand. My asshole clamped the strap in frantic spasms I could not stop. I screamed into the rail. Taste of blood and spit. Sound of my own filthy sobbing under the motor buzz and Maris’s soft clap behind the glass.

It kept going. Spasm. Leak. Clench. My hips jerked like I was being electrocuted. She fucked me through it until my arms gave out and I hung on the rail, drooling, used, shaking.

When she pulled out, my hole stayed wide. Air kissed the sore rim. Cum and lube slid down my thighs into the ruined diaper. The wand finally clicked off. Silence rushed in, broken only by my ragged breathing.

Maris stepped back into the room. She tipped my chin up with two fingers and looked into my face.

“Rebellion noted. Collapse complete. He stays.”

I could not lift my head. The truth sat in my gut heavier than the mess between my legs. I had meant to refuse. I had ended up begging to be displayed. Going back to the man who signed the papers would cost more than my name now. It would cost this heat. This need. The way my body had come harder for an audience than it ever had alone.

She wiped my mouth with her thumb and made me suck the spit off it. Bitter. Mine.

“On your feet.”

I stood on soft knees. Diaper sagging. Skirt still flipped. Collar tight. Maris filed something on a tablet.

“Next session she brings a second witness,” Maris said. “He is ready for wider viewing.”

Wider. The word stuck under my ribs. My clitty gave a weak, spent twitch in its cage.

My keeper clipped the leash short and pulled me toward the door. My hole ached with every step. The taste of my own shame still sat on my tongue.

At the threshold she leaned in so only I caught the words.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Witnessed

Odette stopped me in the hall with two fingers under my chin. I had been carrying folded towels to the linen closet, bare feet sticking to the floorboards, frilled panties cutting into the soft weight of the adult diaper under them. Ordinary work. House work. The kind of quiet that made me almost forget the cage locked on my cock.

“Leave those,” she said. “Someone is here for you.”

My stomach dropped. I set the stack on the side table. The plastic rustle between my thighs sounded too loud in the stillness.

She walked me into the sitting room. A woman stood by the window with a leather portfolio under one arm. Dark blouse. Sharp eyes. She looked me over from the ribbon in my hair down to the pink polish on my toes, and my cock twitched hard against the steel before I could stop it.

“Julian,” Odette said. “This is Maris. She is forty-one. She reviews training houses like mine.”

Maris did not smile. “Turn.”

I looked at Odette. She tipped her head once. I turned.

“Slower,” Maris said. “Show me the back of the panties.”

Heat crawled up my neck. I turned again, slower, and the diaper bulk shifted under the frills. Maris made a small note in her portfolio. The scratch of her pen dug under my skin.

“He still walks like he owns the floor,” Maris said.

“He is learning,” Odette answered. “Sit, Julian. Knees. Hands on your thighs.”

I went down. The padding compressed under me. Thick. Heavy. The scent of powder and my own earlier leak rose when I settled. Maris stepped closer and tipped my chin up with the end of her pen.

“Open.”

I opened my mouth. She checked my tongue like I was stock. My face burned. My trapped cock pulsed anyway, traitor meat pressed flat in the cage.

“Acceptable,” Maris said. “I want to see service standards. Oral. Full. No shortcuts.”

My pulse slammed in my ears. “I do not perform for strangers.”

The words left my mouth before I could pull them back. Small. Stupid. A last scrap of the man who used to bark orders in boardrooms and call this kind of life a joke.

Odette’s hand closed on the back of my collar. “You do now.”

“No.” I pulled against her grip. “You said private. You said between us.”

Maris waited, calm as a locked door.

Odette crouched beside me so her mouth was near my ear. “You signed for debt clearance, Julian. You signed for housing, for the cage, for every frill on your body. You stay because walking out puts you back under the notes you cannot pay. That is the bargain.”

My throat worked. She was right. The money. The wreck. The quiet offer that had looked like mercy and turned into this pink, padded ownership. I had clawed for the scraps of pride left, and last night I had begged for her anyway.

“Here is a new term,” Odette said, still low. “You serve Maris with your mouth today. Properly. She grades you. If you pass, you keep evening privileges. If you refuse, the cage stays locked for thirty days and you sleep on the mat with no comfort.”

Maris tapped the portfolio. “I also require demonstration of stretch. Anal. I need to know how far you have opened him.”

My breath snagged. Odette’s fingers stroked once along my jaw, almost kind.

“Negotiate, then,” she told me. “Use your words. Ask for what you want in return.”

I swallowed. Shame sat thick on my tongue. “If I do this, she does not take photos.”

“Agreed,” Maris said at once. “Notes only.”

“And she leaves after.” My voice scraped. “No overnight.”

Odette glanced at Maris. Maris nodded.

“Done,” Odette said. “Now ask for the act itself. Out loud. Filthy. So we know you understand.”

My eyes stung. I stared at the carpet between Maris’s boots. “Please let me suck her cock. Please use my mouth like a whore’s. Please open my asshole for her to judge.”

“Good little toy,” Odette murmured. “Come.”

She led me to the low chaise. Maris sat and unzipped a case at her feet. Inside lay a thick flesh-tone strap-on, a bottle of lube, a string of black anal beads, nipple clamps on a chain, and a remote for a bullet vibe. Odette clipped the bullet to the outside of my cage so the hard nub pressed against the slit of my trapped cock through the steel rings.

She thumbed the remote. The buzz hit me in a tight, mean pulse. My hips jerked. A sound broke out of me.

“Hold still,” Odette said. “Panties down to the knees. Diaper stays on for now. I want the weight of it while you work.”

I shoved the frills down. The adult diaper stayed taped snug, warm bulk forcing my thighs wide as I knelt between Maris’s legs. Odette buckled the harness around Maris’s hips and slicked the thick shaft until it shone. The rubber cock jutted from her, heavy and blunt.

Maris took my hair in her fist. “Look at me while you choke on it.”

I looked. She guided the head to my lips. I opened. She pushed in.

The first stretch filled my mouth at once. Salt-slick silicone dragged over my tongue. She kept going until the head bumped the back of my throat and my eyes watered. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin onto the pink plastic of the diaper front.

“Breathe through it,” Odette said behind me. She was already tugging the rear tapes of the padding open enough to bare my ass. Cool air hit my cleft. A slick finger circled my asshole and pressed in to the knuckle.

I moaned around the strap-on. Maris fucked my mouth in short, controlled strokes. The bullet vibe rattled against my caged cock in time with her thrusts. My thighs shook. The heavy padding still wrapped my front, pressing the cage into my belly, and the scent of my own soaked lining rose every time I rocked forward.

“Deeper,” Maris said. “Take it. Show me you are trained.”

I pushed forward until my nose mashed her harness and the shaft sealed my throat. Drool spilled. She held me there. My lungs burned. When she let me back, I coughed and gasped, strings of spit linking my lips to the spit-shiny cock.

“Say what you are,” Odette ordered. A second finger joined the first in my ass, scissoring me open.

“I am your mouth whore,” I rasped. “I am a hole for cock. Please fuck my face.”

Maris shoved back in. Odette worked a third finger into me. The burn lit up my spine. My cock leaked inside the cage, useless little dribbles caught against steel and buzzing plastic. I hated how hard I was for this. I hated how my tongue licked along the underside of the strap like I was starving for it.

Odette pulled her fingers free. The beads came next, cold and slick. She pressed the first ball to my asshole and seated it. Then the next. Each one popped in with a wet sound. My gut clenched. The string tugged when I moved, a constant reminder sitting inside me while Maris used my throat.

“Pretty,” Maris said. “He gags and still leans in. How long has he been with you?”

“Long enough to stop pretending he does not need it,” Odette said. She pushed the last bead home and gave the ring a light pull. My whole body jerked. A broken noise vibrated around the cock in my mouth.

Odette reached under and ground her palm against the front of the diaper, crushing the buzzing bullet and the cage into my swollen clitty. Pressure. Weight. The padding squelched where I had already soaked through earlier. The smell hit me again, sharp and private, and Maris’s eyes flicked down like she could smell it too.

“Messy already,” Maris said. “Pathetic.”

My face went hot. My hips still rolled into Odette’s hand.

Odette took the remote higher. The buzz turned vicious. I tried to pull off the strap to beg and Maris held my hair and fucked back in. Throat. Spit. Tears. The beads shifted with every gag. Odette’s free hand worked lube into me around the string, then withdrew.

“Fist next,” she told Maris. “You wanted stretch data.”

My whole body went tight. Maris pulled out of my mouth long enough for me to drag air. Spit hung off my chin in a thick rope.

“Please,” I croaked. “Fingers. Not that.”

Odette kissed the top of my head, soft as a trap. “You negotiated photos and overnight. You did not negotiate this. Open for me.”

She stripped the rear of the diaper further down so my ass was fully free while the front still cupped my caged cock in soggy bulk. Her hand, sleek with lube, pressed flat to my hole. Fingers tucked. Knuckles. Steady push.

The burn went wide. I cried out. Maris guided the strap back between my lips and held me on it while Odette worked her hand into me inch by inch. My asshole stretched around her. The beads were already gone, tugged free one by one and dropped on a towel with wet clicks. Now there was only her fist, filling me past sense.

“Fuck,” I sobbed around the cock. “Too much. Too much.”

“Take it,” Odette said. “Good bitch. Hold it.”

She seated herself to the wrist. My gut cramped around the thick shape of her. I could not close. I could not think. Maris stroked my throat with her thumb and started fucking my mouth again in long, deep drives that made me gag and drool all over her harness.

The sitting room filled with wet sounds. Slick drag. Gag. The soft slap of Maris’s hips. My own broken whimpers. Odette twisted her fist inside me and my vision spotted. The bullet vibe chewed at my trapped cock without mercy. The diaper front sagged heavy against my thighs, piss-warm and foul-sweet, grinding the cage into me every time I twitched.

“Ask her to come on your face,” Odette said.

Maris was not going to come; the strap was rubber. But Odette wanted the words. Wanted me ruined by them.

I pulled off just enough to speak, spit flying. “Please come on my face. Use me. Ruin me in front of her. I am your dirty fucking toy.”

Maris laughed once, low. “He learns fast.”

She shoved back in and held me down until my throat convulsed and spit bubbled from my nose. Odette pumped her fist in short, grinding moves that dragged against that deep spot inside me until my legs kicked. The cage jerked. Precome leaked in hot pulses I could not stop.

“Edge him,” Maris said. “Then make him finish while stuffed.”

Odette dialed the vibe down, then up, then down. I shook. Tears and drool painted my cheeks. My asshole clenched hard around her wrist and could not force her out. Every squeeze sent a fresh ache up my spine. I wanted it to stop. I wanted her deeper. Both thoughts hit at once and left me raw.

“Please let me come,” I begged when Maris gave me air. “Please. I will be good. I will suck whenever you bring her. Please.”

“There it is,” Odette said. Tender. Final. “You belong in this room now.”

She cranked the bullet high and curled her fist inside me. Maris buried the strap in my throat. My orgasm tore through me in ugly, helpless jerks. Cum spurted inside the cage in weak, trapped spurts, smearing steel and skin, soaking further into the padding already stuck to me. My hole spasmed around Odette’s fist. My mouth went slack on the cock. Short thoughts only. Full. Used. Cannot. More.

I kept shaking after the peak broke. Odette eased her hand out with care that still left me gaping. Air touched the open ache of my asshole and I whimpered. Maris pulled free of my mouth. A thick string of spit connected my lower lip to the spit-slick shaft before it snapped.

I sagged forward onto my hands. The diaper hung half-open, heavy and reeking, my spent cock locked and messy inside it. My hole fluttered and stayed loose. Odette wiped her hand on a cloth, then stroked my back in long, claiming passes.

“Score,” she asked Maris.

Maris wrote. “Oral: strong. Gag reflex managed. Stretch: impressive. Attitude: broken enough. I want monthly reviews. Same format.”

Monthly. The word landed like a lock clicking.

I lifted my head. “That was not in the deal.”

Odette cupped my chin and made me meet her eyes. “It is now. You asked to come. You offered to suck whenever I bring her. I accepted.”

My mouth tasted like rubber and spit. I had said it. In the heat. Out loud. And she had kept it.

Maris packed the strap and beads. She clipped her portfolio shut. “I will send the schedule. Have him collared and padded when I arrive.”

“He will be,” Odette said.

Maris left. The door shut. The house went quiet except for my breathing and the faint tick of the cooling vibe Odette finally switched off.

She taped the diaper closed again over my sticky, caged cock, firm pulls that settled the weight back between my legs. She cleaned my face with a wipe, slow, almost sweet. Then she fitted the pacifier on its chain between my lips and clicked the collar ring to a short lead.

“Evening privileges earned,” she said. “You sleep in my bed. Plugged. You will feel me every time you shift.”

She seated a thicker plug in my sore, open ass until it seated deep and my rim clung to the neck. The stretch woke fresh. I bit the pacifier and moaned.

Odette kissed my forehead. “Next week Maris brings a buyer. You will kneel in the display room and open your mouth on command. That is the path out of your debt, Julian. Forward.”

She tugged the lead. I crawled after her on shaking knees, plug shifting with every move, the soaked bulk between my thighs dragging my attention down and down. The ache in my hole would not fade. It stayed with each step, open and claimed, waiting for the next door she planned to walk me through.


Chapter 7: Denied and Given

Iyanked my wrist back when she reached for the lotion.

The bottle sat warm in her palm. Soft pink. The kind of thing a man like me used to mock. My fingers still shook from last night’s witness, from being spread and graded while someone else took notes.

“No,” I said. “I can do my own damn arms.”

She did not raise her voice. She set the bottle on the towel beside the padded bench and waited until my breath hitched on its own. Heat crawled up my neck. My locked clitty twitched inside the metal, stupid and eager already, and I hated that more than her calm.

“You signed the hold,” she said. “You stay until the debt clears, Julian. Or you walk and the files go where they hurt.”

The files. The photos. The name I still used at work. That was the chain. I had walked into this house thinking I could buy silence with a weekend. I had been wrong for weeks.

I put my wrist back on the towel.

She warmed the lotion between her palms until it slicked. Then she rubbed it into my forearms in long passes, pressing the soft pad of her thumbs along the tendons. Texture first. Warmth second. My skin drank it. I stared at the ceiling so I would not have to look at the frilled bib she had already clipped at my throat.

“Hold still,” she said. “Inspection starts clean.”

Her hands moved to my chest. She circled each nipple until they stood hard. She pinched once, testing. A thin sound left me. She wiped the excess lotion on the inside of my thigh, right above the tape of the thick adult padding she had fastened after breakfast, and the crinkle answered her touch like a traitor.

I told myself I would not get hard for kindness. My locked dick pulsed anyway.

She peeled the tapes open without asking. Cool air hit damp skin. The padding sagged warm and heavy across my thighs when she folded it down. Her fingers checked the shaft trapped in its little prison, turned it, wiped it with a soft cloth that smelled like powder and soap. Humiliation sat in my gut like hot iron. The man I used to be would have shoved her off. That man was already gone, and the grief of it made my eyes burn.

“Pretty,” she murmured. “And leaking.”

A bead of clear slick shone at the tip behind the bars. She caught it on one fingertip and held it up for me to see.

“Open.”

I opened. She painted that taste across my tongue. Salt. Shame. My hips jerked.

“Hands behind your head,” she said. “Knees wide.”

I obeyed. The padded bench stuck to the backs of my thighs. She put on thin gloves with a snap that made my stomach drop. Then she began the real work: slow, exact, filthy inspection with nothing but her hands.

She pressed around the base of the lock. She rolled my balls between warm fingers until my breath went ragged. She tugged the skin, graded the color, wrote nothing down this time because she did not need to. Her eyes did the recording.

“Tell me what you are while I check you.”

My throat closed. Pride tried one last push.

“I am…”

She squeezed. Hard enough that my words broke.

“Try again.”

“I am your diaper slut,” I forced out. “A locked little whore who cums in padding.”

“Better.” Her free hand stroked once along my perineum, then lower. One slick finger found my rim and rested there. “Ask for the finger.”

I shook my head. She waited. The denial sat between us like a closed door. My hole fluttered against her fingertip, greedy, and that betrayal ripped through me worse than any slap.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line landed clean. My mouth worked. Heat flushed my face so deep it stung.

“Please put your finger in me,” I said. The word cost me. I had two left in me before I would hate myself for spending them. “I need it. I need your hands in my slutty hole.”

She pushed in to the knuckle. Warm. Exact. My rim stretched around the glove with a slick little sound. She crooked the finger and pressed until my locked clitty jumped in its prison and a whine tore out of me.

“There,” she said. “That is the spot that makes you honest.”

She worked me open on that single finger until my thighs shook. Then she added a second. The burn climbed. She scissored, patient, mean. Lube dripped warm down my crack and soaked into the folded padding under me. The smell of it mixed with my own precum and the powder still clinging to my skin.

I tried to rock onto her hand. She pinned my hip flat with her forearm.

“No riding. You take what I give.”

A third finger. Stretch turned sharp. I clenched and she waited me out, stroking my belly with her clean hand in soft circles that felt like comfort and cut like a blade. Tenderness as the trap. I leaned into the petting even while her other hand ruined me.

“Wand,” she said, almost to herself.

She took the broad head of the wand from the tray and pressed it to the metal of the lock, right over the trapped head of my dick. The buzz hit bone. My back arched. She left it there on low and went back to stretching my asshole with three gloved fingers, twisting, searching, owning.

“Do not come,” she said. “You come when I harvest you. Not before.”

I gritted my teeth. The wand hummed. Her fingers pumped. Sweat slicked my chest under the frilled bib. Every pass over that deep spot shoved me toward the edge and she read it in my face and backed off the angle by a hair. Denial. Clean and cruel.

“Say what you want.”

“I want to spill,” I gasped. “I want you to make your locked baby dump in his own padding.”

“Not yet.”

She pulled her fingers free. My hole clenched on empty air and stayed open a beat too long. She showed me the stretch with a small mirror from the tray. I looked because she told me to. Pink. Soft. Used. Grief punched through my ribs for the cocky bastard who used to fuck other people and leave before morning.

She coated a slim plug in lube and seated it with one firm push. Fullness bloomed. She taped the padding shut again over the base so the bulk pressed the plug deeper every time I breathed. Then she turned the wand up one notch against the lock and held my jaw.

“Count when I tell you. Miss a number and we start over.”

She edged me like that until my eyes watered. On. Off. On. The wand’s head kissed metal, then left. Her palm cupped the warm crotch of the padding and ground in slow circles so the plug shifted and the locked clitty rubbed the wet inside. Texture everywhere. Heat everywhere. I heard myself beg in broken scraps.

When she finally decided I had earned the first break, she did it her way.

She ripped the tapes, shoved the wand flat to my trapped shaft, and hooked two fingers past the plug’s stem to jam against that deep spot. “Now. Give it. Count.”

I came hard enough my vision went white at the edges. Cum pulsed inside the lock and seeped out around the bars into the padding in thick warm pulses. My hole fluttered around her fingers. My voice cracked.

“One,” I sobbed. “Thank you. Fuck. One.”

She did not stop.

The wand stayed. Her fingers kept working. Oversensitive burn lit every nerve. I tried to twist away and she climbed half onto the bench, pinned my thigh with her weight, and kept milking the orgasm until a second one tore out of me raw and mean, less cum, more spasm, my whole body jerking in the frills.

“Two,” she said for me when I could not speak. “Say it.”

“Two. Two. Thank you for forcing it out of your whore.”

Drool ran down my chin. She wiped it with her thumb and fed it back between my lips. I sucked because there was nothing else left in me that knew how to refuse.

She pulled the plug. My rim stayed soft and open. She added lube until it shone, then pressed four fingers together and worked them in with short pushes. The stretch stole my air. Knuckles. Burn. The slow shove of her hand past the widest part until her thumb tucked and the whole shape of her sank into me.

I made a sound I did not recognize.

“Breathe,” she said. Soft. Deadly. “You take my hand like a good little toy.”

She fucked me on it. Shallow at first, then deeper, the wet squelch loud in the quiet room. The padding under me was a soaked mess of cum and lube. She ground the wand against my lock with her other hand and my brain went thin.

“Three,” she ordered. “Earn it.”

I broke on the third one with my hole clenched around her buried hand, clitty jerking dry-ish spurts into the already filthy padding, thighs shaking so hard the bench rattled. Short thoughts only. Too much. Cannot. More. She kept the pressure until I screamed the number.

“Three. Thank you. Thank you for wrecking me.”

She eased her hand out. The gape stayed. Cool air kissed the open ring of me and I clenched and could not close all the way. She hummed approval and slid a thicker dildo in to hold me open, then strapped a small remote bullet against the base of the lock with a strip of tape so it sat buzzing on low through every aftershock.

“On your knees on the floor,” she said. “Bib stays on. Hands behind your back.”

I slid down. My knees hit soft rug. She stood in front of me, stepped out of her underwear, and fisted a hand in my hair. Her cunt smelled warm and clean and mean.

She rubbed her wet pussy across my lips.

“Tongue out. Service. You do not come again until I say the word harvest.”

I licked. She used my face with small rolls of her hips, smearing slick over my chin, my nose, the soft ruffle of the bib. The bullet buzzed against my lock. The thick toy in my ass shifted when I knelt wider. My fourth orgasm gathered anyway, traitor body climbing without permission.

She felt it in the way I whimpered into her cunt.

“Hold it.”

I held. Shaking. Eyes streaming. She edged me with the remote, clicking the bullet higher, then lower, while she rode my tongue. When she came, she did it quiet, thighs locked on my ears, fingers hard in my hair. She wiped her wetness down my cheeks afterward like a mark.

“Good toy,” she said. “Now ask for number four like the pathetic diaper baby you are.”

“Harvest me,” I whispered. “Make your piss-warm padded slut dump again. I am nothing but a hole for your hands.”

She smiled with no softness in it. She shoved me onto my back on the rug, yanked the tapes, pulled the dildo free, and replaced it with the wand’s head pressed to my rim while the bullet screamed against my lock on high. Two toys. No mercy. Her gloved fingers pinched my nipples through the bib frills until pain braided into the buzz.

“Four. Out loud.”

I came with a broken shout, almost nothing left to spill, body seizing, hole sucking at the wand tip, padding squelching under my hips as I soaked it further. The smell rose thick: cum, lube, warm padding, her cunt on my face.

“Four,” I choked. “Thank you.”

She shut the toys off.

Silence hit like a slap. My body kept twitching. She sat back on her heels and stroked my hair with the same gentle hand that had just ruined me. The kindness made my chest crack open. I turned my face into her palm because I could not stand not to. That was the change. That was the thing I could not refuse anymore. Going back to the man with the clean name and the locked files would cost more than staying on this rug.

She cleaned me with warm cloths. Texture of terrycloth. Heat of water. She powdered me, taped a fresh thick padding in place, and settled the still-slick plug back inside so every step would remind me. The bullet she left taped under the padding on the lowest setting, a private thrum only I could feel.

“Look at me.”

I looked.

“You do not get to pretend this was only sex,” she said. “You begged. You counted. You thanked me for taking the last of your refusal. Tomorrow you present in the viewing room at nine. Collar on. Pacifier on the chain. You will kneel for Maris’s evaluation with your plug seated and your padding clean enough to pass inspection. If you pass, you earn supervised release of the lock for ten minutes. If you fail, we start the hand work again from zero.”

My stomach dropped. Supervised. Evaluated. The next rung already named.

She clipped the pacifier chain to my collar and set the nipple against my lower lip.

“Suck,” she said. “And remember the only way out of that room is through it.”

I sucked. The rubber gave under my tongue. The bullet hummed against my spent, locked clitty. Warm padding hugged my hips. Her hand rested on my head, light as a blessing, heavy as a claim, and I followed when she tugged the chain and walked me toward the door that led to tomorrow.


Chapter 8: The Last Wall

Istayed on the carpet where she had left me, thighs sticky, the cage still slick with the mess she had milked out of me the night before. My jaw ached from how long she had kept my mouth busy. The summons came as a single knock on the doorframe and Vera’s voice, flat and bored.

“She wants you in the sitting room. Now. Do not wipe.”

I pushed up on shaky knees. The adult diaper under my frilled skirt hung heavy and cold at the edges, hot only where my skin had sat in it too long. Each step made the plastic whisper. My caged clitty gave a stupid twitch at the sound. I hated that twitch. I still followed.

Vera was forty-one, tall, and already seated on the chaise when I shuffled in. She wore ordinary clothes. A blouse. Trousers. She looked like a person who could leave. The contrast punched me in the gut before I could stop it. She held a teacup. Her free fingers stroked the mistress’s calf like it belonged there.

She sat in the wingback with her skirt hiked, bare from the waist down, one ankle crossed over the other knee. Fresh. Clean. She had not been ruined the way I had. Vera’s knuckles traced lazy circles on her skin, and the little sounds she made for Vera were soft. Private.

My mouth flooded. My stomach dropped.

That softness was mine. I had earned it on my knees, gagging, leaking, begging. Vera got it for free.

“Julian,” she said, and did not look at me yet. “On the floor. Face toward Vera. Show her what last night left you.”

I stayed standing one breath too long. The defiance rose sharp and dumb, a leftover scrap of the man who used to walk into rooms and own them. The debt still sat on me (the contract, the money I could not pay back any other way, the clause that said I stayed until she released me), but jealousy burned hotter than fear for half a second.

“I’m not her show,” I said. My voice cracked. “I’m not doing a parade for…”

Vera’s brows lifted. She took a sip of tea.

The mistress stood in one smooth motion. The room went quiet enough that I caught the tick of the wall clock and the faint wet shift inside my own diaper when I tensed.

She crossed to me, caught my chin, and tipped my face up. Her palm was cool. My skin under it went hot.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.” Her thumb pressed my lower lip. “You signed for the training. You stay for the debt. You come for the shame. And you do not raise your voice in my house because you are jealous of a woman who can sit in a chair without pissing herself.”

My ears rang. She had named it. Out loud. In front of Vera.

“Say what you are jealous of,” she ordered.

I tried to pull my chin free. She held. The cage gave another useless pulse against the wet bulk between my legs.

“You,” I got out. “How you let her touch you. Like she’s… like she matters more.”

Vera snorted into her cup.

“Good,” the mistress said. “Now you will matter on your knees. Skirt up. Diaper check. Vera counts the seconds you hesitate.”

I hauled the frills to my waist. My fingers shook. The tapes were soggy. She hooked two fingers in the waistband, peeled the front down enough to expose the cage, and pressed the soaked crotch up hard against the metal. The squelch was filthy and loud. Piss-heat and old cum musk hit the air. My face went scarlet.

Vera watched over the rim of her cup. She did not look away.

“Soaked through,” the mistress said. “My pretty baby spent the night sitting in his own mess and still thinks he gets to pick who I touch. Hold still.”

She left the wet bulk mashed against my caged clitty and walked to the sideboard. From the drawer she took a thick black butt plug, a bottle of lube, a remote vibrator on a short strap, and a pair of nipple clamps linked by a light chain. She set them on the low table in front of my face so I had to look.

“Worship first,” she said. “Service. You want the soft voice? You earn it with your tongue and your ass. Vera stays. You will thank her for the audience when I tell you to.”

I went down. The carpet bit my bare knees. She sat again, spread her thighs, and pointed.

“Mouth on my cunt. Slow. You do not rush. You do not come. You lick like a bitch who knows her place.”

I put my face between her legs. Her cunt was already slick, the smell of her sharp and clean under the mess of me. I dragged my tongue up her slit. She tasted like salt and skin. My dick strained inside the cage and got nowhere. The wet diaper sagged and spread my thighs as I leaned in. Every shift made that plastic sound. Vera’s breathing was right there, close enough to catch.

“Deeper,” she said. “Suck my clit. Hips still. If that diaper squishes again I will make you describe the sound to Vera.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked. She hummed. Her fingers (cool again) settled in my hair and steered. I worked her with long strokes, then short ones, the way she had drilled into me on other nights. My jaw complained. I kept going. Spit ran down my chin onto the frills.

Behind me I heard the lube cap click. Cold gel striped down my crack. One finger pushed into my asshole without warning. I grunted into her cunt. She held my head there so the sound stayed muffled against her.

“Tight,” she told Vera, casual, like she was reading a list. “He still clamps when he is jealous. Relax, Julian. You are a hole with a tongue today.”

The finger fucked in and out. Then two. The stretch burned. I licked harder to keep from making noise. The clamps went on my nipples next, a sudden bite that made my whole chest jump. The chain hung and tugged each time I moved my head.

“Tell Vera what you are,” she said.

I pulled off her clit long enough to rasp it. “A diaper slut. A jealous little whore who cums in his own wet plastic.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m a piss-soaked baby bitch who gets hard when you use my ass in front of people.” My voice broke on the last word. Vera’s teacup clicked on its saucer. My caged clitty leaked a thin string into the soggy crotch.

“Back on my cunt.”

I obeyed. Three fingers worked into my asshole now, twisting, opening me. The burn went deep. She scissored inside me while I sucked her clit and the clamps tugged with every bob of my head. The remote vibrator got strapped against the front of the cage, pinned between metal and the wet diaper. She thumbed the remote.

The buzz hit like a slap. My hips jerked. The diaper squelched loud. I moaned into her.

“Steady,” she said. “You service me. The toy services that useless clitty. Your ass takes what I give it. That is the whole of you.”

She pulled her fingers free. The plug pressed at my rim, thicker than her fingers, blunt and cold with lube. She pushed. My asshole gave in grudging stages. The widest part popped past and seated deep. I whimpered against her cunt. Full. Stuffed. The vibrator kept buzzing against the cage, a mean little drone under the wet bulk.

“Fuck yourself on it,” she said. “Rock. Show Vera how a trained sissy rides a plug while he eats.”

I rocked. The plug shifted inside me with each small roll of my hips. The diaper made wet, ugly sounds. The chain between my nipples swung and stung. I licked her through it, messy now, spit and her slick mixing on my chin. She got wetter on my tongue. Her breath stayed even. Mine did not.

Jealousy still sat under my ribs, ugly and tight, because Vera got to sit clean and watch me ruin myself for scraps of the voice I wanted. I tried to put that feeling into the worship, into longer strokes, into the way I sealed and sucked. Please look at me. Please use the soft voice on me.

She used the mean one instead.

“Fingers out of the way. I’m putting my whole fist in this greedy ass. You will keep licking while I do it. If you stop, Vera turns the vibrator up.”

Vera leaned forward, interested now. “Gladly.”

Lube again, thick. Four fingers returned, then the tuck of her thumb. Pressure. Too much. My rim burned white-hot. I shook and kept my mouth working on her clit because stopping meant Vera’s thumb on that remote and I was already right on the edge of coming in the cage like a pathetic leaking toy.

“Breathe out,” she said. “Take it.”

Her fist pushed. My asshole stretched around her knuckles. The burn climbed into my gut. I made a broken sound into her cunt. She kept pressing. Inch by filthy inch her fist sank into me until my rim clenched around her wrist. Full past thinking. Stuffed so deep my thighs trembled and the plug-shaped memory of earlier stretch felt small.

“There,” she murmured, and for one second the softness I wanted touched her voice. Then it hardened again. “Now you get fucked on my fist while you finish me. Move.”

I rocked on her fist. The slide was thick, slick, obscene. Wet sounds filled the sitting room: the squelch of her fist in my ass, the buzz of the vibrator mashed in piss-wet plastic, the soft filthy noise of my tongue on her clit. Sweat ran down my back. Drool hung off my chin. The clamps throbbed.

“Describe it,” she ordered. “While you lick. Talk into my cunt.”

“Your fist is in my ass,” I mumbled against her. “I’m stretched. I can’t close. I’m a used hole in a soaked diaper getting fist-fucked while I eat you in front of Vera.”

“And?”

“And my clitty is leaking in the cage like a bitch. And I want you to come on my face. Please. Please use me.”

She gripped my hair and rolled her hips up into my mouth. I sucked her clit hard. Her thighs locked on my ears. She came with a low, controlled groan, cunt pulsing against my tongue, slick flooding my chin. I drank what I could. The rest ran down my neck into the frills.

She did not let me up.

“Keep your tongue there. Clean. You do not get to stop because I finished.” Her fist began to pump in earnest, slow deep strokes that dragged my rim and shoved the air out of me. “Vera. Remote.”

The vibrator jumped two settings. The buzz turned vicious against the cage. My caged clitty jerked and spilled more thin cum into the diaper. My hips stuttered on her fist. Too much. Ass full, nipples on fire, mouth sealed to her spent cunt, diaper a hot wet weight grinding the cage with every rock.

“You do not come until I say,” she reminded me. “Hold it. Be a good toy.”

I tried. God, I tried. The fist kept working me open. My asshole fluttered and failed to close around her wrist. The stretch ached into my stomach. Tears blurred Vera’s shoes where she sat. I cleaned the mistress’s cunt with long, shaking licks while my body wound tighter and tighter around the need to spill.

“Ask,” she said.

“Please let me come,” I gasped. “Please. I’ll be good. I’ll take the fist. I’ll wear the diaper. Just…”

“Ask like the thing you are.”

“Please let your diaper whore come on your fist. Please milk your sissy baby’s locked clitty while Vera watches. I need it. I can’t…”

“Come.”

The word cut through me. Her fist punched deep and held. The vibrator screamed against the cage. My orgasm ripped out ugly and helpless, a hard spasm that made me clamp on her wrist and dump what little the cage allowed into the already soaked crotch. Short crude flashes blanked my head. Can’t. Too much. Full. Coming. Hole. I shook through it with my face still buried in her cunt, moaning into her, ass locking and unlocking around her fist while cum and piss-heat squelched in the plastic between my legs.

She worked me through every jerk. When I went limp she eased her fist out. The gape stayed. Cool air kissed the stretched rim. I could not close. I knew it without putting a finger there. Empty and used and dripping lube down onto the wet diaper tapes.

She wiped her wrist on my frilled skirt.

“Tongue out. Show Vera.”

I turned my head and let my tongue hang, shiny with her. Vera’s mouth twitched. Approval or disgust. I could not tell. The jealousy flared one last weak time and died under the weight of what I had just done in front of her. The mask was gone. The man who walked into offices and shook hands did not exist in this room. Only the shaking sissy on the carpet, ass gaped, diaper ruined, chin wet with cunt.

“You do not get to refuse the public part anymore,” she said, almost gentle, which was worse. “Vera has seen the whole of it. From today, when I put you on display, you go. No speeches. No standing tall. That wall is down.”

I nodded into the carpet. My throat would not make words. Going back would mean looking Vera in the eye as a man again, and that cost more than my pride could pay. Going on was the only door left.

She uncapped a wipe and cleaned my mouth with brisk strokes. Tenderness as a leash. She left the clamps on. She left the vibrator strapped and humming on low. She taped the soaked diaper snug again so I had to sit in the fresh mess of my own orgasm.

“Up. On the ottoman. Ass out. I want that gape on show while I finish my tea.”

I crawled to the ottoman and draped over it. Air on my open asshole. The plug went back in with a wet shove, smaller than her fist and still enough to make me hitch. She took her cup from Vera. They spoke over me about schedules and guests like I was furniture that happened to drip.

My breath fogged the leather. The vibrator’s low buzz kept my spent clitty twitching in the cage. Sound filled everything: the soft clink of china, Vera’s quiet laugh, the tiny wet noise when I clenched on the plug and failed to hide it.

I had wanted the soft voice. I had gotten the truth instead. There was no clean exit. She had said it. My body had agreed in front of a witness.

A knock sounded at the front of the house. Hard. Official.

Vera set her cup down. “That will be him.”

The mistress’s fingers brushed my hair once, almost kind. “Stay. Ass up. Eyes down.”

Footsteps in the hall. A man’s voice, unfamiliar, asking for her by the title the staff used. The sitting room door opened.

Sloan stood in the doorway, forty-one, coat still on, the same Sloan who had signed my old firm’s accounts and shaken my dry, confident hand a year ago. His gaze found my frilled hips, the taped diaper, the plug nestled between my cheeks, the chain swinging from my clamped nipples. His face went still.

“You said he was ready to be reviewed,” Sloan said.

She smiled without looking away from her cup. “He is. Come in. He has one wall left to learn, and you are going to help me take it.”


Chapter 9: Claimed

Ichecked the frills in the glass of the day lounge window while she held my wrists behind me and pushed my face toward the pane. Staff walked the hall behind the glass. One of them slowed. My cock tried to swell in its steel and failed, and the failed throb ran straight into my gut like guilt with a pulse.

“Look at them looking,” she said. “Show them what you are now.”

I kept my eyes on the glass. Pink satin straps cut into my shoulders. The adult diaper under the short frilled skirt bulked warm against my thighs, still half-full from the morning check, and the warm ammonia scent of it hit me every time I breathed. My tongue tasted old latex from the pacifier she had yanked free a minute before. I wanted to close my eyes. I did not.

A man in the hall, maybe forty, paused with a clipboard. His gaze dropped to the thick plastic peeking under the skirt hem, then to the cage outline pressed against it. Heat crawled up my neck. My hips tipped back into her without asking me.

“There it is,” she said. “Your body already chose. Say thank you for being shown.”

“Thank you for being shown,” I said.

The words scraped. Shame sat hard in my chest. Under it, worse, something soft and hungry opened its mouth. After last night I had nothing left to spend on pride. She had broken that. What sat in its place wanted her hand on the back of my neck and hated that it did.

She turned me from the glass and walked me out of the lounge on the leash clipped to my collar. The crinkle followed every step. My own smell walked with me, piss-warm plastic and the sweet lotion she used on my skin, and I tasted it on every inhale like I had licked my own palm.

The claiming room waited two doors down. I had never been inside. New lock on the door. New stake. She keyed it, pulled me through, and shut us in with a click that sounded final.

Leather straps waited on a padded bench. A tray sat beside it: a thick black strap-on already harnessed, a short string of anal beads, a wand vibrator, nipple clamps on a chain, and a steel ownership plate the size of a thumb. Engraved. I caught the letter O before she tipped my chin up.

“You stay because you signed for care you could not buy anywhere else,” she said. “You stay because the debt is real and because you shake when I leave the room. Today that gets a mark. Permanent. After today, walking out costs more than staying.”

My throat worked. “I know.”

“You will know with your body.” She pointed at the bench. “Knees. Chest down. Skirt up.”

I climbed on. The plastic bulk forced my knees wide. She flipped the frilled hem onto my back and tore the tapes of the diaper open in two hard pulls. Cool air hit piss-damp skin. The heavy pad dropped away, and my caged clitty hung useless and shiny with old slick. The smell of used padding rose off the floor like a slap.

She coated two fingers and pressed them to my asshole without warning. I grunted. She worked them in to the knuckle, twisted, and scissored until the ring burned open. My forehead hit the leather. Too fast. Too much. My dick twitched in its steel anyway, traitor-stupid.

“Listen to that greedy little ring,” she said. “It sucks like a whore already. Tell me what you are.”

“A diaper slut,” I got out. “A padded sissy whore who needs it.”

“Louder.”

“A diaper slut who needs his ass used.”

She pushed a third finger in. The stretch lit up my spine. Slick sounds filled the quiet room, wet and dirty. She hooked against the spot that made my knees slide, then pulled out and lined up the first bead.

It popped past the rim. Then the next. Then the next. Each one dragged a sound out of me I did not choose. She left the last bulb sitting against the outside and gave the string a tiny tug that made my hole clutch.

“Hold them.” She clipped the nipple clamps on. The bite made my eyes water. The chain hung and swung when I breathed. She set the wand against the front of the chastity, right where the locked tip sat, and clicked it on low.

Buzz hit bone. My hips jerked. Precome leaked through the slits of the steel and smeared my belly. She watched it drip.

“You do not get to finish clean today,” she said. “You get ruined. You leak for me and you thank me for the waste. Understand?”

“Yes.”

She pulled the beads out one by one. Each pop left me open and empty and stupid with want. The last one left my asshole fluttering. Before I could close she seated the strap-on head against me and shoved.

Thick. Sudden. My mouth fell open on a raw sound. She buried it to the harness in one long push, and the burn rolled up through my guts until my vision spotted. The wand kept buzzing the cage. Clamps tugged. I drooled on the leather.

“Take it,” she said, and started fucking.

Hard. Steady. The slap of the harness against my cheeks filled the room. Slick squelched out around the shaft every time she drew back. The smell of lube and my own used pad mixed until I could taste both at the back of my tongue. My locked cock jerked and leaked in time with each thrust. I hated how good the stretch felt. I needed it more than air.

“Beg for deeper,” she said.

“Please. Deeper. Use my hole. Fuck your sissy open.”

She gave me deeper. The head punched that soft place inside until my legs shook. The wand climbed a notch. Pressure stacked behind the lock, ugly and huge. I clawed at the bench.

“I’m-“

She killed the wand and stopped moving. The crest broke wrong. Cum leaked in thin wasted pulses inside the steel, dripping out the tip onto the leather in a sad sticky string while my body tried to thrash and found nowhere to go. No full shake. No clean drop. Just spoiled release and the shame of it cooling on my skin.

“Ruined,” she said. “Look at that mess. Thank me.”

“Thank you for ruining it,” I whispered.

My face burned. Under the burn, gratitude crawled in like a fever. She had taken the finish from me and I still wanted her hand on the remote. That was the part that scared me. That was the part that kept me on the bench.

She pulled the strap almost free, then drove back in. Fresh burn. Fresh slap. She worked a finger in beside the shaft, then a second, stretching the rim around cock and knuckles until I sobbed into the leather. The word for what she was doing sat behind my teeth. She forced more lube in and packed her hand against the give until the widest part of her knuckles kissed the ring.

“Open.”

I pushed out like she had trained me. Her hand sank. Full. Thick. Past thought. My asshole locked around her wrist and the strap still buried beside the press of her, and the double fill made a sound leave me that did not sound like language. Too much. Full. Split. More.

She fucked me on that stretch in short mean drives. The wand came back on. Clamps swung and bit. Scent of sweat and lube and warm piss-plastic thick in my nose. Taste of salt where I had bitten my lip.

“Name yourself,” she ordered.

“Your hole,” I gasped. “Your padded bitch. Your toy. Please-“

The second crest rose faster. My clitty jumped in its prison. She pulled her hand free at the exact wrong second and shut the wand off. Cum spat useless again, thinner, wasted down the steel onto my thigh while I shook and got nothing from it. A moan tore out of me that sounded like a complaint and a prayer at once.

“Greedy slut,” she said. “Still dripping and still empty. You will learn to love the waste.”

I nodded against the bench. Tears and drool mixed under my cheek. The emptiness after her hand left made my rim twitch around the strap like it was hunting for what it lost.

She pulled out. My asshole stayed open. I felt the gape, the ache, the cool air inside me. She wiped her hand on my frilled skirt and reached for the ownership plate.

“Sit up. Face me.”

I pushed up on shaking arms. Kneeling on the bench in open plastic tapes and a rucked skirt, cage shiny with ruined spend, hole fluttering. She held the steel plate to my collar and fitted it into a bracket I had not known was there. A pin drove through. She set a small tool against it and flared the end with two hard crimps. Metal bit metal. The plate hung cold against my throat.

“Permanent,” she said. “This does not come off without cutting. You leave, you leave marked. You stay, you stay owned. Say what the plate says.”

I tipped my chin and read the stamp upside down from the press of it against my skin. “Property of O.”

“Mine. Say it.”

The line landed in my gut like a lock clicking. “Yours.”

“Full sentence.”

“I am yours.” My voice broke on it. “I belong to you.”

She kissed my mouth once, hard, then pushed two of her fingers past my lips so I tasted myself on her skin, bitter lube and the inside of my own body. I sucked because she put them there. Gratitude and filth shared the same swallow.

“On your back,” she said. “Legs up. I am not done claiming what I paid for.”

I rolled. She hooked my knees over her arms and lined the strap up again. This time she went in slow enough that I felt every inch drag, then she set a brutal pace that made the bench complain. The wand pinned to the cage again. She reached down and pushed the short plug from the tray into my mouth.

“Hold that. Drool on it. Show me you know where toys go.”

I bit the base and drooled down my chin. She pounded. My ruined cock tried to rise and only leaked. The plate on my collar bounced against my throat with every thrust. Claimed. Marked. Used.

A knock hit the door. She did not stop.

“Enter,” she called.

Sloan stepped in. Forty-one, clipboard, calm eyes. The outside reviewer from my old life. He shut the door and stood where he could see everything: the strap buried in me, the wet slap, the plate, the mess on my belly.

“Witness the seal,” she told him. “Log it.”

“Logged,” Sloan said. He wrote. His gaze stayed clinical on my open thighs and the shaft working my ass. “Plate secure. Subject responsive.”

Subject. The word should have made me fight. Instead my hole clenched and she laughed once, soft and mean.

“He clenches when you call him that. Write that down too.”

Sloan wrote. I moaned around the plug in my mouth. Being talked about like gear while she fucked me open put a new kind of heat in my face. Wrong. Hot. Needed.

She reached under and squeezed the front of the cage hard enough to hurt. “One more ruin. Then we pad you and walk you past the lounge so they can smell what you are.”

The wand roared up. Her hips slammed. I came apart in pieces. The third crest hit and she ripped the wand away mid-spasm, leaving me spurting weak white onto my own stomach in broken jerks while the strap kept burying deep through it. No peak to land on. Just leak and shake and the sound of my own wet hole taking more after it had already given up.

Sloan’s pen scratched. I stared at the ceiling and tried to find the man who had walked into this place weeks ago. He did not answer. What answered was the weight of the plate on my throat and the stupid grateful pulse in my chest that she had kept me through the break.

She pulled out. My asshole stayed soft and used. She wiped the strap on my inner thigh, peeled the clamps off, and took the plug from my mouth. Then she taped a fresh adult diaper under me with quick hard hands, powder first, then the thick pad, tapes yanked tight until the bulk forced my knees apart again. Warm. Heavy. Mine to wear because she said so.

“Up.”

I stood. Legs wrong. Plate cold. Skirt down over the new crinkle. She clipped the leash and opened the door. Sloan held it. We walked the hall. Past the lounge glass again. Past the man with the clipboard. Past two women who glanced at the plate and then at the diaper outline and kept walking like this was normal.

The ammonia-and-lotion smell of me followed. I tasted wand-buzz phantom on my tongue and the memory of her fingers. Every step reminded my hole what it had held. Every step reminded me the plate did not come off.

She stopped me at her office door and thumbed the edge of the steel at my throat.

“Tonight you sleep locked to the frame,” she said. “Tomorrow we test how far a claimed sissy can be lent. You will thank me for that too.”

I nodded. The leash slackened. She left me standing there in the hall for three long breaths while she stepped inside, and in those breaths the truth settled without needing her voice on it.

I could still leave. The door at the end of the hall still worked. Cutting the plate would take tools and blood and a story I did not have. Paying back what I owed without her care would take a life I no longer fit inside. Staying meant more of this. More ruin. More frills. More of her hand deciding when my body got to finish and when it only got to drip.

My locked cock gave a tired twitch against the fresh plastic. Heat licked low in my belly at the thought of being lent. Shame followed it and did not kill it. The two sat together now, married, and I held the leash end she had dropped into my own palm like a fool waiting to be collected.

I pressed my thumb to the engraved O on the plate until the metal edges bit. Gratitude came up bitter and thick as the taste she had left in my mouth. I wanted tomorrow. I wanted the test. I wanted her to walk back out and take the leash before I had to admit out loud that the mark had already done its job.

The office latch turned. My knees softened. I did not run.


Chapter 10: Kept

She caught me at the sideboard with my fingers on the drawer pull.

The latch clicked under my hand. Papers sat inside. Exit forms. A signed release I had told myself I still owned the right to use. My cock jumped in its cage against the thick front of my padding, and the shame of that hard twitch landed first, before any thought about getting out.

“Close it.”

I shut the drawer. Plastic crinkled when I turned. The bulk between my thighs sat heavy, warm from hours of wear, and the weight of it made my knees soft.

She stood in the doorway in a black silk robe, hair pinned up, one bare foot on the threshold. The mark from last night still burned low on my hip where she had sealed me. I had come here weeks ago to clear a debt I could not pay in cash. She had taken my body as collateral instead. Every rule since then had narrowed the path until this drawer was the last fake door left.

“You were going to file them,” she said.

My mouth opened. Nothing useful came out.

“Say it.”

“I was going to file them.”

“And now?”

The cage pinched. Precome slicked the metal. My hole clenched around nothing and I hated how empty it felt. The man who used to argue leases and shout down vendors stood in frills and soaked padding, cock locked, and my pulse hammered for her next order.

“Now I am not,” I said.

She crossed the room. Her palm settled on the thick plastic over my trapped dick and pressed until the cage bit and the padding squelched. Warm wetness spread under the pressure. I had pissed earlier and never rung for a change. The smell rose between us, sharp and animal.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

My throat worked. “Done with what?”

“With keeping you.” She took her hand away. “On the table. Face down. Ass up. Hold the far edge.”

I climbed onto the padded changing table. The vinyl stuck to my palms. My knees spread around the warm bulk of the diaper, and the plastic pulled tight across my cheeks when I lifted. Frills brushed the backs of my thighs. My caged cock hung useless in the wet pouch, and every shift made the soaked cotton grind the cage against my swollen tip.

She cut the tapes. Cool air hit my skin. The heavy padding peeled off in one wet slab and dropped to the floor with a slap. My hole fluttered. My locked dick dripped a thin string onto the vinyl.

Maris came in from the hall, forty-one, sleeves rolled, carrying a tray. She set it down without looking at my face. A thick pink strap-on waited in a harness. Beside it sat a fist-sized plug, a string of fat anal beads, a wand vibrator, and a bottle of lube already open.

“Hold him open,” she told Maris.

Maris’s thumbs dug into my cheeks and spread me. The air kissed my asshole. I tried to close. She held harder.

“Pretty little hole,” Maris said, flat. “Still puffy from last night.”

Two slick fingers pushed in. The stretch lit a burn that ran straight to my caged tip. I grunted into the vinyl. She scissored. A third finger forced in beside them. My rim burned. My thighs shook.

“Take it,” she said behind me. “You came looking for a way out of that debt. This is the payment schedule now.”

I pushed back onto her hand. The wrongness of that shove sat hot in my gut. I still did it.

Maris worked the wand under me and pinned the buzzing head against the cage. The vibration slammed through metal into my trapped cock. My hips jerked. A broken sound tore out of me.

“Count when you come,” she said. “Until you cannot.”

The fourth finger pressed. Then her knuckles. My asshole stretched around the widest part of her hand and the burn went white. I sucked air. Maris held the wand firm. The cage rattled against the buzzing plastic.

“Breathe,” Maris said. “Let her in.”

Her fist seated. My rim locked around her wrist. Full. Packed. The weight of her hand inside me pressed against places that made my locked dick spit more slick into the empty air. Texture of knuckles. Drag of skin. I could not think past the stretch.

She fucked me on that fist in short drives. Each shove punched a wet sound out of my hole. The wand never stopped. My first orgasm ripped through with no warning, a hard spasm that milked nothing past the cage, just sharp useless pulses and a cry that left drool on the vinyl.

“One,” I gasped.

“Good toy.” She twisted her fist. “Again.”

She pulled out to the knuckles and drove back in. The gape ached. Cool lube ran down my balls. Maris pressed the wand harder. My second climax hit while I was still shaking from the first, hole clamping her wrist, thighs jumping, a raw shout against the table.

“Two.”

“Louder. Name what you are.”

“I am your diaper slut,” I forced out. The words scraped. My cock throbbed in steel. “I am a piss-soaked hole. Please.”

She drew her fist free. My asshole stayed open, twitching around empty air. The plug went in next, fat and unyielding, and the base seated flush against my rim with a wet click of pressure. She buckled the harness around her hips. The pink strap jutted thick and veined, shiny with lube.

“Hold the edge,” she said.

The head of the strap nudged my plugged rim. She pulled the plug free. My hole gaped. She lined up and shoved the full length into me in one hard stroke.

The weight of it punched deep. My breath left. Plastic hips slapped my ass. Frill lace caught between us. She set a brutal pace at once, railing me open, the thick toy dragging along that swollen spot until my locked cock jerked and dripped in time with each thrust.

Maris kept the wand on the cage. Beads of sweat ran down my ribs. The table creaked.

“Thank me for fucking your sissy hole,” she ordered.

“Thank you for fucking my sissy hole,” I sobbed.

“Beg for harder.”

“Harder. Please. Ruin it. Keep me.”

She pounded. The wet slap of harness on skin filled the room. My third orgasm slammed through while she was buried to the hilt, my hole spasming around the strap, my caged dick pulsing dry, my mouth open on a sound that was not a word.

“Three,” Maris counted for me when my voice failed.

“Say you choose this,” she said, still fucking. “Not the papers. This.”

The old exit forms sat in that drawer twenty feet away. My arms shook on the table edge. The strap dragged out and slammed home again. Peace sat under the burn like a warm stone. Going back meant climbing into empty clothes and pretending the mark on my hip was a scar from some other life. Going on meant this weight, this stretch, this locked cock and the woman who owned the key.

“I choose this,” I said. “Keep me. Please keep me.”

She pulled out. My hole clenched on nothing and leaked lube down my thighs. Maris handed her the beads. One fat ball pushed in, then the next, then another, each one seating with a slick pop until the string hung from my ass and my rim bulged around the last.

“On your back. Legs up.”

I rolled. The vinyl stuck to my back. Maris hooked my knees and folded me. My caged cock lay pink and leaking on my belly. She taped a fresh diaper under me halfway, open, the padding soft under my hips, then left the front loose so the cage stayed exposed. The texture of dry cotton against my skin made me shudder. The bulk lifted my ass toward the strap.

She drove back into me through the open tapes. The beads shifted inside around the shaft. Every thrust mashed them deeper. The wand came back, pressed to the cage, buzzing until my teeth clicked.

“Whore,” she said, calm. “Look at you. Locked. Beaded. Getting plowed in your own padding. Say it.”

“Locked. Beaded. Getting plowed in my own padding.” My voice cracked. “I am your good little toy. Your bitch. Your hole.”

She fucked harder. Maris pinched my nipples until they stung and held them pinched. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. The fourth orgasm broke me open; my hole fluttered, my stomach clenched, a thin jet of clear fluid forced past the cage slit onto my belly. I tried to say four. The number tangled.

“Past four,” Maris murmured, still holding my knees. “Keep going.”

The beads came out one by one while the strap kept pounding, each ball dragging my rim wide and snapping free with a wet sound that made my ears burn. When the last bead cleared, she seated the fist-sized plug again and left it buried while she unbuckled the strap and set the wand flat against my cage on a high pulse that did not pause.

“Hands behind your knees. Hold yourself open.”

I hooked my elbows under my knees. My hole presented around the plug base. She coated her hand again. The plug came out. Her fist followed, slower this time, and my rim took her past the widest point with a burn that made tears spill hot down my temples.

Full. Stuffed. The weight of her arm in my guts pressed my bladder. Warmth flooded the open padding under me. The smell of piss rose. Maris taped one side of the diaper closed against my hip so the wet bulk cupped my ass while my front stayed open around the cage and the fist.

“Filthy baby,” she said. “Coming in your own mess. Again.”

She fucked me on her fist. The wand screamed against steel. My fifth climax hit as a full-body seize, hole locking her wrist, locked dick spurting thin streaks across my stomach, a broken moan that turned into begging with no shape.

Past whatever came next. The count dissolved. Another orgasm stacked on the last before I could breathe. Then another. My thoughts shredded into scraps. Too much. Cannot. More. Hole. Please. The brain went offline. My body took over and clenched and leaked and shook while she worked me past sense.

Maris wiped drool from my chin with two fingers and pushed those fingers into my mouth. I sucked. The taste of my own spit and her skin filled my tongue. The wand stayed on. Her fist turned inside me.

“One more,” she said.

I shook my head. My hole said yes anyway, fluttering around her knuckles. She found the angle and drove. The orgasm tore through raw, almost dry, a hard lock of muscle that left me sobbing and dripping and soft in the head.

She eased her hand free. My asshole stayed open, a dark, used ring that twitched and could not close. Lube and slick ran out of me into the soaked padding. She seated the thick plug again and taped the diaper shut over cage and plug both. The sudden weight of warm wet bulk between my legs made my spent cock twitch once in its prison.

Maris cleaned the tray. The pink strap gleamed, still wet. She left without a word.

I lay there panting. She stood over me and unlocked the cage with a small silver key. My cock spilled free, red and oversensitive. She wrapped her hand around it once, stroked twice, and ignored the broken sound I made.

“You asked to be kept,” she said. “Repeat it clean.”

“Please keep me.” My voice was wrecked. “I am yours. No papers. No drawer. Keep me.”

She slid the cage back on. The lock clicked. The key went onto a thin chain around her throat beside the pacifier she sometimes plugged my mouth with. My hips lifted toward her anyway.

She fastened a wide pink collar around my neck. The buckle sat heavy at my throat. A metal tag hung from the ring. I could not read it from this angle. The weight of the tag rested against my pulse.

“From tonight you do not leave this floor without that collar,” she said. “Vera will log you as permanent in the morning. Your old lease, your accounts, the exit forms, all of it transfers to my name. You clear the debt by staying pretty and open and grateful.”

Peace spread under my ribs, thick and wrong and solid. The mark on my hip throbbed in time with my heartbeat. My plugged ass ached around the heavy toy. The wet diaper sagged warm between my thighs, plastic whispering when I shifted.

She helped me off the table. My knees dipped. She put the pacifier in my mouth and clipped the chain to the collar ring. The rubber weight pulled at my lips. I sucked because the latch left no other choice, and because the suck settled the last raw edge in my chest.

She walked me to the door of the locked wing. The hallway carpet dragged under my bare feet. At the threshold she stopped me with two fingers on the tag at my throat and turned it so I could see the stamped word.

KEPT.

The metal was warm from my skin. Beyond the door, a narrower bed waited with mitts already laid on the pillow, and the plug shifted inside me when I took the first step toward it.


THE END

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.

Continue here on Amazon.


About Polly Bane
I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.
I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.
Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book
pollybane.com
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