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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
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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: Still Bragging

Gravel popped under my tires and I was already talking through the open window, mid-story, before anyone had asked me a damn thing. The deck toast was going. Cups up. The same annual noise from the same eight faces I had owned for a decade.

I killed the engine and kept going. The quarterback bit. The locker room. The number I always used. Loud. Easy. My mouth ran the track it always ran.

“And I told him, three inches is a warm-up for me,” I called as I slammed the door. Someone laughed. Someone always did.

I was thirty-one and still the loudest man at the lake. The bag hit my shoulder. I walked up the steps like I owned the boards.

Odette stood at the kitchen island with a dish towel in her hands. She was thirty-six and she had not moved for the toast. She looked at me the way she had looked at me at twenty-one, when I still thought a bet was a joke you walked away from.

The laugh landed. She dried her hands. She set a cocktail napkin on the granite.

Yellowed at the edge. My drunk handwriting. Her name under mine as witness. The clause at the bottom about coming back still bragging.

Priya leaned in. She was thirty-four and already smiling like she had been waiting for this all year. She set a second napkin down beside it, crisp and white, and flipped it over. Twelve numbered lines ran down the back in fresh black ink.

“Line one,” Priya said, and read it out so the whole kitchen got it. “Public measure. On the island. In front of the room. Number written on the board. No pants. No jokes.”

The deck went quiet. Then the grins started. One face at a time. The room that had always clapped for me turned into a room that was allowed to stop pretending.

My cock twitched in my jeans. Hard. Fast. Wrong timing. Heat crawled up my neck while my mouth tried to keep the old grin.

“Cute,” I said. “You kept that?”

“You left it,” Odette said. “This year you looked at me when you said it.”

She tapped the napkin. “Sign.”

I signed it like a joke. The pen scratched. My name sat under the old one from ten years back.

It stopped being a joke when she told me what line one meant in her house.

“Belt off. Jeans down. Underwear too. Hands on the granite. You will do exactly as I say.”

The kitchen air was cool on my bare thighs when the denim hit my ankles. Eight people at the island, all of them adults, the youngest twenty-eight. Cups still in their hands. My cock sprang out small and already leaking, the head shiny, the shaft short enough that the room did not need a ruler to understand the punchline.

Priya set a metal tape on the stone. “Say the number when she reads it.”

Odette wrapped the tape around the base and pulled it to the tip. Cold metal. My hips jerked. A bead of precum stretched and broke on the granite.

“Two and a quarter hard,” she said. “Write it.”

My hand shook on the slate board by the sink. The chalk squeaked. Two and a quarter. My own hand. My own lie dead on the wall.

Someone whistled. My cock jumped at the sound. Shame hit my gut and the jump got worse. I wanted to cover. I wanted them to look longer. Both at once, ugly and loud in my head.

“Line one is paid when I say it is paid,” Odette said. “Not when you get soft and hope we forget.”

She opened a black case on the island. A pink silicone plug sat in the foam. Next to it, a thick black strap harness. A wand. A bottle of lube. Adult diaper tabs sticking out of a folded pack under the rest.

“Ass on the edge. Legs open. Hold your cheeks.”

I did it. Cold stone under my ass. My hole clenched in the open air while eight adults stared at the smallest cock in the county and the pink tip waiting for it.

Lube poured cold down my crack. Odette’s finger pushed in. One knuckle. Then two. The stretch burned. I hissed. My cock bobbed and dripped on my stomach.

“Tight little hole for a man who talks so big,” she said. “Say what you are.”

“A bragging bitch with a tiny cock,” I got out.

“Louder.”

“A bragging bitch with a tiny cock.”

Her finger fucked in and out. Wet. Slick. The squelch filled the quiet kitchen. She added a second finger and scissored. The burn went sharp. My toes curled on the stool rung.

Priya held the wand against the underside of my short shaft. The buzz hit and my whole body locked. Too much. Too fast. Precum ran in a thin string.

“Do not come until I count it,” Odette said. “Beg for the plug first.”

“Please. Put the plug in my asshole. Please.”

She pushed the pink tip against me. Pressure. Stretch. The fat bulb forced past the ring and seated hard. Full. Wrong. My cock twitched against the wand and I almost spilled.

“Hold it,” she said.

I held. Barely. Sweat on my lip. The plug sat deep and mean while the wand buzzed and the room watched my little dick jump like it had a motor.

“Now,” she said.

I came. Short spurts. Pathetic white ropes on my belly. My hole clamped on the plug. I made a sound I hated.

“That’s one,” Priya said, calm as a clerk. “Say it.”

“One,” I gasped.

Odette did not take the wand away. She turned it up. Overstimulated flesh screamed. I tried to twist off the stone. Hands held my thighs. Guest hands. Warm. Steady. I was thirty-one and pinned on a kitchen island with a plug in my ass and chalk on the wall that told the truth.

“Again,” Odette said. “You do not get soft on my time.”

The wand ground against the head. Too raw. My hips bucked. The plug shifted inside me and rubbed. Filthy. Good. Bad. My brain went thin.

“Please, I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Tell them what that little cock is doing.”

“It’s leaking. It’s trying to come again. It’s a tiny useless clitty.”

Someone laughed under their breath. The laugh went straight to my gut and my cock jerked harder.

Second orgasm ripped out of me dry at first, then a weak dribble. My asshole fluttered on the silicone. Legs shook. Drool on my chin.

“That’s two,” Priya said. “One more before we dress you.”

Dress me. The word landed. The diaper pack rustled.

Odette pulled the plug free. My hole gaped for a second and I felt the air in it. She slicked three fingers and pushed them in to the webbing. Stretch. Burn. The wet sound was loud enough for the deck.

“Take it. Open.”

I took it. She worked me until her knuckles kissed my rim. Then she folded her thumb and pressed. The fist. Slow. Relentless. My mouth fell open. No pretty words left. Just hole. Full. Split.

“Fuck. Fuck. Too much.”

“Name it.”

“Your fist in my asshole. I’m a hole. I’m a padded whore when you say so. Please.”

She fucked the fist in short strokes. Deep. The slap of her wrist on my cheeks. My cock was red and angry and still trying. Priya pinned the wand back on it.

Third orgasm broke me. Spasm. Cry. Cum in a thin spit across my navel. My ass locked on her wrist and would not let go. Vision went white at the edges. Short crude thoughts. More. Stop. More. Cannot. Take it.

“Three,” Priya said. “Good count.”

Odette eased her hand free. My hole stayed open. Used. Twitching. Lube ran down onto the granite in a clear smear.

She wiped her hand on my thigh. “Diaper.”

The adult pad went under me. Thick. Crinkly. She taped it snug over my soft sticky cock and the tender hole. Warmth trapped against me. Bulk between my thighs. The wand pressed once through the padding and I jerked, oversensitive, a broken sound in my throat.

“Up. Stand.”

I stood. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs. Jeans would not hide that shape. She did not give me the jeans back. She handed me a pair of pink ruffled shorts that barely covered the padding and a white tank with a little bow at the chest.

“Put them on.”

I put them on. The room watched. The chalk number watched. My old napkin watched from the island with my new signature drying on it.

Odette clicked a small steel cage over my cock through a slit she cut in the diaper front, locked it, and dropped the key into her bra.

“Five days,” she said. “Thursday to Monday noon. Twelve lines. Priya inks one at a time. Before every meal she reads how many you have left. You stay padded. You stay small. You stay mine for the terms you wrote when you were drunk and sure.”

My mouth tasted metal. My ass ached. My caged clitty twitched against the lock and got nowhere.

Marcus, thirty-four, raised his cup from the far side of the island. “To line one.”

Cups lifted. The toast that had started for me finished on me.

Odette stepped close enough that only I caught the next words under the chatter.

“Shower in twenty. Then the boathouse. Bring the plug. Tonight you will lie back on this kitchen island for line two, in front of the room, with every one of them close enough to hear it. Until then you clear these glasses in that outfit and you thank each person who looks at the board.”

She turned back to the room like the matter was settled. Priya capped the pen and left line one unmarked on the napkin’s back until Odette called it paid.

The padding whispered when I walked to the first empty cup. Cold tile under my bare feet. Warm bulk between my legs. Eight sets of eyes on the smallest man at the lake house, and for the first time the story in the room was not the one I had sold them.


Chapter 2: Twice Called Aloud

“One and a half,” Priya said, flat and pleasant, before I finished the word wait.

The brass tape clicked. Cold metal bit the base of my dick where the black notch sat. Eight faces leaned over the kitchen island, eight adults, the youngest twenty-eight. Granite dug into my shoulder blades. My heels scraped the cabinet face. Dinner plates sat in the sink. Grease and garlic hung in the air with the sharp tang of the metal tape and my own sweat.

“Say wait again,” someone muttered, and a laugh went around the circle.

I swallowed. My mouth tasted like the last sip of beer and panic. The tape did not move. Her thumb held the notch hard against skin that had already been measured in public once tonight, the first cage unlocked and set on the counter for this, after ten years of big talk.

“Call it,” Odette said from my left hip.

Priya did not look at my face. “One and a half inches. Soft. Hard it measured two and a quarter tonight.”

“Again,” Odette said.

“One and a half.”

The number landed twice. It stayed. My stomach pulled tight. Blood shoved into my face and, worse, my dick twitched against the cold brass like it wanted the attention. That twitch made my throat close. I had built a whole personality on a lie with a number in it, and the number had just been spoken into a room where it could never shrink back into a joke.

“Write it,” Odette said.

Priya set the tape aside. She inked the number on the back of the numbered cocktail square beside line two, then carried the chalk to the slate board by the sink. Over my own shaky handwriting she wrote it again, in block letters large enough to read from the dock door: NOLAN 2.25”.

Someone whistled. Marcus, thirty-four, folded his arms and grinned like a man collecting on a bet. “There it is. Ten years of locker room.”

I tried to sit up. A hand on my chest pushed me flat. Odette’s palm. Warm. Steady. She smelled like dish soap and the lemon oil she used on the wood table.

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

The line cut. My dick thickened against nothing. Shame burned hotter than the granite. I wanted to shove her off. My body stayed put.

She lifted a second black box from the counter. The hinge snapped. Inside sat a steel cage barely bigger than a thimble, rings nested beside it, a tiny padlock already threaded.

“She sized that before he drove up,” a woman near the fridge said. Leah, thirty-two, wine in her hand. “Look at the ring options. She knew.”

The table debated the rings out loud like they were picking a bottle. Smallest. Next smallest. Would it even need a ring. My face went hot enough to sting. My dick tried to fill and met the cold air and the eyes and got nowhere useful.

Odette, thirty-six, oiled the cage with two fingers. The scent of the lube cut through garlic, sweet and chemical. She took my dick in her fist without ceremony, skimmed the foreskin back, and fed the head into the tube. Steel kissed skin. The shaft had nowhere to go. She worked the base ring behind my balls, clicked the lock, and held the key up so everyone could see it before she dropped it into her bra.

“Locked,” she said. “Line two is paid for good when the chalk is dry and he thanks the room for the truth.”

“I am not thanking…”

“You signed.” Priya tapped the ink. “Ten lines left. Four days and some hours until Monday noon. We read the count before every meal. You knew the terms when you put your name under the brag.”

My throat worked. The cage weighed almost nothing and somehow dragged my whole gut down. I could still walk out. The door was right there. The bet was a napkin and a laugh and a decade of my own handwriting, and walking out would mean every person in this kitchen telling the story of the man who ran from his own number.

I stayed on the granite.

“Thank you,” I got out.

“For what,” Odette said.

“For the truth.” The words tasted like metal. “For writing it where everyone can see.”

“Good boy,” Leah said, and the circle hummed approval.

Odette’s hand slid down my stomach, past the cage, and cupped the adult padding she had taped on me at the island at the end of line one. Crinkle under her palm. Warm. Already damp at the front from the measuring, from the dread that would not quit. She pressed. The bulk shoved the cage up into my belly. A sound left me that I did not choose.

“He leaked into it while she measured,” Marcus said. “Smell that.”

She peeled the tapes. Cool air hit my wet skin. The padding sagged in her hand, warm and heavy with piss and the slick of how hard I had gotten under the tape. The smell rose thick: ammonia and arousal and skin. Someone near the sink made a soft disgusted sound with hunger under it.

“Filthy,” Odette said. “And hard in a cage that will not let you show it. Get your knees up.”

I pulled them. The island held me like a slab. She squirted lube down the crack of my ass. Cold. I flinched. Her finger found my hole and pushed in to the knuckle without asking again. The stretch burned. My caged dick jerked and hit steel and gave me nothing.

“Tight for a man who talked so big,” she said. “Beg for the second finger or you keep one and we chalk the board with a note that you quit.”

Quit. The word sat in my mouth like a dare I had made at twenty-one and kept feeding every summer.

“Second finger,” I said. “Put it in. Stretch me. I need it.”

“Dirtier.”

My face burned. Eight adults. The slate. The lock. “Please finger-fuck my asshole. Make it take more. I am a pathetic locked slut who got measured in front of his friends and still wants it.”

She gave me the second finger. Then a third. The burn went deep. Wet sounds filled the kitchen, slick and ugly. My hole clenched and lost. Spit hit my rim from somewhere above; Leah had leaned in and dripped. I bit through my lip. Copper and salt.

“Plug,” Odette said.

Priya handed her a black plug, flared base, slick with lube. Odette twisted her fingers free and seated the tip. She pushed. My hole fought. She pushed harder. The widest part forced me and then I sealed around the neck with a raw ache that made my eyes water. The base sat flush. Every breath moved it.

“Walk him to the edge of the island and bend him,” she told Marcus. “I want his mouth busy while I work the rest.”

Hands hauled me. My bare feet hit tile. Padding gone, cage bright under the pendant lights, plug shifting with every step. They bent me over the granite again, chest down, cheek on stone that still smelled like lemon cleaner under the sex. Odette stepped between my spread feet. Buckles clicked behind me. Strap harness. The dildo that slapped against my thigh was thick, veined silicone, longer than anything I had taken.

“You do not get to finish unless you beg for it in the words I want,” she said. “And you do not get the board erased. Ever. This number stays.”

She lined up. The head of the strap nudged the plug. She pulled the plug free in one wet drag that left me gaping and empty for half a second, then shoved the dildo in to replace it. Full. Too full. I stretched around the shaft and the ache lit up my whole lower body. She bottomed out. Her hips met my ass. The cage tapped granite with a tiny pathetic sound.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

She fucked. Hard strokes that shoved me up the island. The wet slap of harness against skin beat time. Each thrust drove a grunt out of me. Marcus pinched my nipple and twisted until I yelped. Leah held the wand she had fetched from a tote by the fridge and set the buzzing head against the steel cage, right over the trapped head of my dick. Vibration screamed through metal into flesh that had nowhere to swell. My knees buckled. Someone caught my hip.

“Tell them what you are,” Odette said, pounding steady.

“A liar.” Thrust. “A locked sissy.” Thrust. “A diaper slut who got his real size chalked where dinner gets written.”

“Louder.”

I shouted it. The words scraped. Shame and heat braided so tight I could not pull them apart. My hole took the strap like it had been waiting years. Maybe it had. The napkin on the counter showed my drunk handwriting under their newer ink. One drunk night at twenty-one, and she had waited ten years to spring it.

The wand buzzed harder. My caged dick leaked through the slits in the steel, thin clear slick dripping onto the granite in a sticky string. My own smell came up under the lube and the old dinner grease. I wanted to rub against the wand. The cage denied it. The denial made me drip more.

“Beg,” Odette said.

“Let me finish. God, let me shoot. I will say anything. Use my hole. Keep me locked. Just let me…”

“Not yet.”

She pulled almost out and slammed home. The plug, wiped clean, got pressed to my lips. “Taste yourself. Hold it.”

I opened. Silicone and my own ass and bitter lube filled my mouth. I gagged. Drool ran down my chin onto the stone. She kept fucking while I drooled around the base. Marcus counted strokes out loud for the room like it was a drinking game. Leah laughed and turned the wand up.

My orgasm built anyway, trapped, wrong, shoved into a corner of my body with no exit. The edge hit and held. I shook. Sounds came out of me around the plug that were not words.

Odette reached under, found the cage, and squeezed the whole unit in her fist while she buried the strap deep. “Now. Beg proper.”

I spat the plug onto the granite. Strings of spit connected my lip to the base. “I am your padded whore. I am the smallest dick at this lake and I want to cum in this cage like a useless locked bitch while you rail my asshole in front of everyone who used to believe my stories. Let me. I am asking. I am fucking asking.”

She snapped the wand to high and drove three hard thrusts that punched the air out of me.

“Cum.”

I broke. The orgasm ripped through with nowhere for the cum to go; it pulsed inside the steel in thick trapped spurts that leaked from the tip slit in weak white threads onto the island. I clamped the dildo in spasms I could not stop. My vision tunneled. Short crude scraps of thought: too much, locked, cannot, more. My thighs shook. Spit and tears and snot made a mess of my face on the granite. The smell of my own cum mixed with lube and the faint piss-warm ghost of the padding still on the floor.

She fucked me through it until I whimpered and went loose. Then she pulled out. My hole stayed open a second, wet and used, before it fluttered shut around nothing. She wiped the strap on my inner thigh and left the smear.

“Cage stays,” she said. “Number stays. Padding goes back on before bed.”

Priya was already at the slate again. Under NOLAN 2.25” she added, smaller: LOCKED THURS. She held up the cocktail square. “Ten lines remain. We will read the count at breakfast. Line three posts in the morning.”

I tried to stand. My legs disagreed. Marcus hooked an arm under my elbow and kept me upright while Odette taped a fresh adult diaper around my hips, thick and loud when I shifted, pressing the cage up into the padding so it rode there with every step. She smoothed the tapes flat with her palms. The bulk forced my stance wide.

“Look at the board when you walk past it,” she said. “That is who you are in this house until Monday noon.”

I looked. Chalk dust hung in the air, dry on my tongue when I breathed. My real size. Public. Owned. Ten years of lie voided in chalk where everyone would read it over coffee.

A knock hit the dock door.

Hard. Three raps.

Every head turned. Odette’s hand stayed on the front of my padding while her eyes went to the glass.

A man stood on the other side with a duffel and a six-pack, late to the weekend, frowning at the light and the crowd around the island. Soren, thirty-six, the one who always arrived after dessert. He raised a hand to knock again, then stopped when he found me: bare chest, locked steel under white bulk, chalked number over my shoulder, spit shiny on my chin.

His mouth opened.

Odette squeezed the padding once, a quiet claim, and called toward the door without looking away from my face.

“Come in, Soren. You are just in time to read the board.”


Chapter 3: Ask For It

Rain hammered the boathouse roof while she worked a towel down the back of my neck.

Gasoline and old rope sat thick in the wet air. My shirt stuck to my ribs. The cage pinched under the damp cotton, small and mean, and my dick tried to swell against steel that gave it nowhere to go. Heat shot up my belly anyway. Too fast. Wrong.

I went in with a deal before she could start anything else.

“Half the weekend,” I said. “Cut it. No crowd. Keep it between us. I will wear what you want when we are alone. The rest of them do not need to see the rest of it.”

She kept drying. No rush. The terry cloth dragged over my ears, then my jaw. She tipped my chin with two fingers and wiped under it like I was something she meant to keep clean.

Coffee steamed from a dented thermos on the workbench. She poured into a paper cup and held it to my lips.

“Drink.”

I drank. Bitter. Hot. Her thumb brushed the corner of my mouth when a drop ran.

“I can still walk out,” I said. “I can still call it. You get the morning. I keep my clothes. We tell them the bet got paid private.”

She let me run the whole pitch, kind eyes, no smirk, no laugh. That kindness sat worse than any slap. My throat went tight around it. Bargaining was supposed to be control. It came out as begging with better words.

“I mean it,” I said. “Half. Me and you. The napkin stays. The cage stays. They do not get the show.”

She set the empty cup aside and pulled a canvas tote onto the bench between us. The zipper growled. Out came pale pink ruffled panties, adult cut, soft lace at the legs. Under them, folded thick, a white padded brief with plastic rustle already in the fold.

My gut went cold. My locked dick twitched hard enough to hurt.

“You talked a long time,” she said. “I heard all of it.”

She laid the panties on the wood. Then the padding. Then a short black wand, a fat plug in its blister, a tube of lube, and a pair of leather cuffs with bright clips.

“New rule,” she said. “From here, nothing touches your skin unless you ask for it out loud, by the right word. Panties. Diaper. Anything else I bring. You ask. I grant. That is how you dress for the rest of the weekend.”

“That is not what I offered.”

“I know.” She smoothed a wrinkle from the lace with one finger. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed clean. No heat in her voice. Just fact.

I looked at the door. Rain sheeted past the cracks. Three days on the clock after this one. Thursday to Monday noon. Twelve lines on the napkin back. Priya had inked the first ones already; the leftover count got read before meals like a scoreboard. Walking out meant owning the forfeit in front of nine people who had seen my number chalked beside the dinner list. Staying meant this.

My mouth went dry.

“Say it,” she said. Soft. Patient. “Ask for the panties.”

I hated how my cock leaked inside the cage at the word. A wet bead. Shame heat under the skin. The part of me that still wanted to be the loud man at the table tried to stand up and failed.

“I want the panties,” I said.

“The right word. Full ask.”

“May I have the ruffled panties.”

She smiled like I had passed a small test, then stepped in. She stripped my wet shirt. Khakis next. Socks. The cage sat ugly and pink at the tip, metal dull in the gray light. She hooked the panties, helped my feet through, and drew the lace up my thighs. The ruffles sat under my ass. The pouch cupped nothing. Fabric tented wrong over the lock.

The next thing waited in her hands.

“Ask.”

“May I have the diaper.”

“Good.”

She spread the padded brief, guided my feet, and pulled it up over the lace. Plastic whispered. Thick bulk settled between my legs, warm from her hands, heavy enough to force my stance wider. The front panel pressed the cage back against my body. Pressure. Friction. My dick throbbed in its thimble and got nowhere.

She taped the sides snug. Pat. Pat. The pad sagged a little when I shifted. That weight owned my walk already.

“On the bench,” she said. “Belly down. Hips at the edge.”

The workbench bit my hips through the padding. She cuffed my wrists to a cleat under the far lip, short chain, arms stretched. Wood smelled like oil. My cheek pressed grain. The pad pushed my ass up. Ruffles peeked under the plastic edge.

She tore the plug free, coated it, and peeled the back of the diaper down enough to bare me. Cool air on skin. One slick finger circled my hole, then pushed in to the knuckle.

I grunted. She added a second. Twist. Scissor. The stretch burned. My cage shoved into the wet pad for nothing. She worked me open with slow pumps until the muscle gave, then pressed the plug home. Wide flare. Pop. Full.

“Hold that,” she said.

The wand clicked. She let the buzz work the boathouse first, a cheap angry hum, while her other hand rubbed the front of the padding in slow circles. The bulk dragged over the cage. Plastic squeaked. Warm friction. My hips stuttered.

“Stay still.”

I tried. The pad made a soft wet sound when she pressed harder. I had dampened it from the tip. She ground the heel of her palm until my thighs shook, then took the pressure away.

“You came down here to cut a deal,” she said. “Look at you.”

“I can still…”

“No.” She brought the wand against the taped crotch, right over the locked dick, and held it there.

Buzz slammed through plastic, through lace, through steel. My mouth opened on a broken noise. Too much. The pad trapped the vibration and threw it back into me. My hole clenched on the plug. She counted nothing, only held the head of the wand there until my toes locked, then pulled it off.

Edge. Drop. Breath gone.

She did it again. Longer. My hips fucked the bench in tiny useless shoves. The diaper squelched where I had leaked into it. Smell of sex and warm plastic rose between my thighs.

“Tell me what you are,” she said.

“Nolan.”

“Try again.”

The wand kissed the pad. I choked.

“A sissy,” I got out. “A padded slut. Please…”

Wrong word. She took the wand away for that. I bit the wood.

“Ask properly when you want something,” she said. “You already learned the rule.”

“May I have the wand on my diaper.”

She gave it back. Cruel and steady. My locked cock strained until the metal bit. Tears wet the grain under my eye. Bargaining talk came back in scraps and died. Half the weekend. Private. Clothes. All of it sounded like a different man.

She shut the wand off and worked the plug out. Empty ache. Then three fingers, slick, pushed into my ass in one go. I yelled into my arm. She fucked me on them, deep, knuckles stretching the rim, while her other hand shoved the thick pad up against the cage in the same rhythm. Squelch. Slap of her palm on plastic. The plug lay discarded. She added a fourth finger.

Burn. Open. My hole took it because she decided it would.

“Fist,” she said. “You will take it. Then you will thank me for the stretch.”

Tucked thumb. Slow drive. My body fought and lost. The widest part dragged, burned, then seated. Her hand inside me to the wrist. Full past sense. I drooled on the wood. She pumped once, twice, short strokes that made my gut jump, and the pad rubbed my trapped dick in time with it until the whole lower half of me went stupid.

“Fuck, fuck…”

“Ask to cum in your diaper.”

The wand came back, pinned to the soaked crotch while her fist worked my ass. Vibration and stretch stacked. No clean thought left. Only weight of padding, ruffles scratching my thighs, her wrist turning inside me, the cage choking my dick into a frantic wet pulse.

“May I cum in my diaper,” I blurted. “May I, need, let me…”

“Do it.”

I broke.

Short. Ugly. Spasm locked my thighs. Cum spurted inside the cage and soaked straight into the warm pad, thick and trapped, nowhere to go. My hole clamped her fist in helpless pulls. Mess. Heat spreading through the padding until it went heavy and slick between my legs. Brain offline. More. Too much. Cannot. She kept the wand on me through it until I jerked and sobbed and the sound coming out of me was not a word.

She eased her hand free. My ass stayed open a second, used, before it fluttered shut around nothing. She wiped her wrist on my thigh, pulled the diaper back up over the wet mess, and retaped it snug. The bulk sagged warmer now. Weight of my own cum in the plastic. Smell of it under the gasoline.

She uncuffed me. I slid off the bench onto my knees because standing was a joke. Lace and pad framed me. Cage ached. Ass ached. Rain still hammered.

She crouched, tidy again, and tipped my face up.

“You asked. I granted. That is the deal you get.”

Footsteps hit the dock boards outside. The door banged. Marcus came in shaking water off his jacket, thirty-four and soaked to the collar, Leah behind him at thirty-two with her hood up. They stopped on the ruffles, the thick wet front, me on the floor.

Marcus whistled low. Leah’s mouth twitched.

“We came for the extra lanterns,” Leah said. “Did we interrupt the negotiation?”

“He finished negotiating,” she said. She lifted the empty tote. “Tell them the rule, Nolan.”

My face burned. Cum cooled in the pad. Both of them waited.

“I have to ask out loud for what I wear,” I said. “By name. Panties. Diaper. Whatever she brings. I do not put it on myself.”

Marcus nodded like it was weather news. Leah reached out and flicked the plastic at my hip for the crinkle.

“Cute,” she said. “See you at lunch. Remaining lines before the meal.”

They took the lanterns and left. Door shut. Rain again. Alone with her and the rule, spoken now in front of witnesses.

She stood me up, straightened the waist tapes, and pressed my palm to the heavy front so I would know what I was walking back in.

“Three days after this one,” she said. “Monday noon. You know the clock. You dress the way I said until the last car leaves.”

I nodded. Speech was thin.

She kissed my temple, light as the towel had been, and that soft mouth was the part that finished me more than the fist. Cruelty I could fight. Care made me hand her the keys.

We walked the wet path toward the house. Padding rubbed. Ruffles whispered under it. Each step said it again: the cage was hers, the clothes were asked for, the number on the slate would get rewritten in the morning with everyone listening.

Halfway up I almost bargained again. Half. Private. My mouth shaped it and let it die. The kindness had already collected.

On the last stretch of gravel, I stopped pretending the pitch had been real. I had not come to the boathouse to win half a weekend. I had come to be talked to like I mattered while she took the right to dress me. The tote was empty. My skin was not mine to cover. Lunch would start with the leftover count read aloud, and I would sit through it in lace and a wet pad I had asked for by name, already working out how to ask for the next thing she held up, because the loud man had run out of better offers and the small one had started keeping score.


Chapter 4: Under The Khakis

Leah’s phone speaker threw a bass line across the water, and nine adults in swimsuits, the youngest twenty-eight, turned as one when the boards under my boat shoes gave me away.

The crinkle carried. Thick plastic under the khakis. The morning rain had blown off the lake and left ninety degrees of wet heat steaming the boards, baking the polo to my back, and the only dry man on the dock walking into a circle that had been waiting.

“There he is,” Leah said. Thirty-two, beer in hand, sunglasses pushed into her hair. “Dressed for a board meeting.”

Marcus barked a laugh from the cooler. Thirty-four, wet from a swim, towel on his shoulders. “Polo and boat shoes. Classic Nolan.”

I stopped at the assigned chair. A towel folded on the seat, white against the wood. Odette’s work. She stood by the rail in a black one-piece, calm as a clerk, and tipped her chin at the towel.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. The plastic under the khakis crushed and sang. Eight heads tracked the sound. My cock twitched hard inside the metal, trapped and stupid, and the heat in my face outran the sun.

Priya held up a cocktail napkin from the cooler lid. Thirty-four, ink pen between her fingers. “Before we drink. Day two. Lines one through three signed off. Nine left. Noon Monday, last car. Say it.”

“Nine left,” I said. “Noon Monday.”

“Good.” She tucked the napkin away. “Eat later. Swim now. Or sit there and rustle for us.”

The Khaki Rule had gone on upstairs with no debate. Polo. Khakis. Boat shoes. The man they all remembered, layered over ruffles and a fat adult brief that made my thighs sit wrong. Dressed. Worse than naked. Every step announced me. Every shift of weight sold the truth.

I crossed my legs. The plastic answered. Leah grinned into her beer.

“He sounds expensive,” she said.

Marissa sat two chairs down in a red bikini, thirty-one, knees drawn up, watching me the way she had watched me make jokes for ten summers and never once called me on one. Polite Marissa. Careful Marissa. She sipped water and kept her eyes on the bulk under my fly.

Odette, thirty-six, stepped into the middle of the circle.

“New term,” she said. “Any of the nine may call a check. Anywhere. Kitchen, dock, hall, bedroom. You ask, he opens. No room left where he is off.”

The metal on my cock cinched tight. I opened my mouth to argue and shut it. The napkin held. I had written the first brag. I had walked into this heat dressed like a lie that cracked when I moved.

Marcus raised his beer. “Any of us.”

“Any of you,” she said. “Starting now.”

Marissa stood. The speaker kept playing. Water slapped the pilings. She walked over, set her water bottle on the arm of my chair, and worked two fingers into the waistband of my khakis.

“Check,” she said.

She pulled. The sun hit the ruffled edge, then the white plastic, then the thick front packed around my locked dick. Nine people leaned in. The brief was warm from my skin and from the leak I had been pretending not to make since the stairs. Marissa’s mouth went flat.

“Jesus,” she said. “He’s soaked through the front.”

“Say what you are wearing under those pants,” Odette told me. Soft. Exact.

My throat stuck. The part of me that still ran meetings wanted to stand up and laugh it off. My hips tipped into Marissa’s hold instead. Traitor body. Hard for the pull of a waistband in front of friends.

“Ruffled panties,” I said. “And a… a diaper.”

“Louder.”

“A diaper.” The word scraped out. “Adult diaper. Thick.”

Marissa shoved the waistband lower. The plastic crackled. She pressed her palm flat on the warm bulk and rubbed once, hard, grinding the wet cotton into the cage. My hips jerked. A sound came out of me that was not a word.

“He likes it,” Leah said.

“Of course he likes it,” Marcus said. “Look at the front. Tiny thing fighting steel.”

Odette held out her hand. In her palm sat a black remote, small as a lighter. She had taped the bullet to the underside of the cage before I dressed. I had sworn, upstairs, that I would not take a toy into the open. She had waited. Then she had taken that vow the way she took everything else.

She pressed the remote.

The bullet woke against my cock. Low. Mean. Vibration punched through metal into the little shaft that had no room to grow. My knees kicked. The chair creaked. Plastic roared under me.

“Fuck…”

“Stay seated,” she said. “Hands on the arms.”

I gripped the wood. The buzz climbed. Heat rolled from my groin up into my belly. Shame sat on top of it, sticky and bright. They could all hear the motor. They could all hear the brief.

Marissa kept her hand on the wet front and pressed in time with the pulse. “He’s leaking more. Warm.”

“Thank her for the check,” Odette said.

“Thank you, Marissa.” My voice broke on the name. “Thank you for the check.”

“Again. Filthy.”

“Thank you for pulling my pants and showing them my diaper, Marissa. Thank you for rubbing my little locked cock through the piss-warm plastic.”

Color climbed Marissa’s cheeks. Her fingers did not stop. “You’re welcome, Nolan.”

Odette clicked the remote higher. The bullet snarled. My thighs shook. Precome slicked the inside of the cage and soaked into the cotton. The smell rose in the heat: plastic, salt, me. Leah wrinkled her nose and laughed.

“Dock slut,” Leah said. “Say it.”

I shook my head. The buzz punched a moan out of me anyway.

“Say it or I leave it on high through dinner,” Odette said.

“I’m a dock slut.” The words came wet. “I’m a diaper slut who cums in his own padding where his friends can hear.”

“Good little toy,” she said. “Stand up. Pants to the ankles. Brief stays on. Bend over the rail.”

I stood. My hands fumbled the button. The khakis dropped. Boat shoes. Bare thighs. White plastic and pink ruffles in the sun. I bent over the dock rail facing the water, ass out toward the circle, and the speaker kept playing like this was any other afternoon.

Odette’s fingers hooked the tape tabs. She peeled the back open. Air hit my hole. Someone whistled. She squeezed lube from a travel tube onto her fingers and pushed one into me without warning.

Burn. Stretch. My cock jumped in the cage and the bullet kept chewing on it. I shoved back onto her hand because my body had stopped asking my mouth for permission.

“Tight,” she said. “Greedy.”

A second finger. Slick, brief, businesslike. Then she took her hand away entirely and left me clenching on nothing where they could watch it happen.

She reached into the tote at her feet and lifted the string.

Black silicone. Nine beads, graduated from a marble at the tip to something the size of a plum at the base, strung on a cord with a steel pull ring. She held it up in the sun and turned it so the whole circle could count.

“Nine,” she said. “One for every line left on the napkin. He earns them one at a time.”

Priya made a small pleased noise from the cooler.

The first bead went in easy and cold. I grunted anyway, because cold, and because nine people saw my hole take it.

“One,” Odette said. “Tell them what you are while it goes.”

“I’m a padded sissy,” I said into the rail. “I’m Nolan and I’m a padded sissy taking beads on a dock.”

Second bead. Bigger. My ring gave with a little wet click and swallowed it, and Odette passed the remote sideways without looking.

“Marissa. Bead three.”

Marissa clicked as Odette pushed. The bullet howled against my caged cock at the exact second the third bead stretched me open, and the two things met somewhere behind my navel and shorted me out. I heard myself go loud. Water and bass and my own noise.

“Four,” Odette said, and gave the remote to Leah.

Leah held it down. The bead went in slow, so slow, silicone dragging every millimeter, and the vibration ground my locked dick against nothing while my body kept trying to swell and hit steel and fail. Fresh wet spread through the front cotton. My knees quit twice and I caught myself on the rail both times.

“Five,” Odette said. Marcus took the remote and stepped in front of me so I had to look up at him while I got filled.

“Thank him,” she said.

“Thank you for the buzz,” I gasped. “Thank you for standing there in your trunks watching me get loaded up.”

“Anytime,” Marcus said, and turned it higher.

Six. Seven. The stretch went from burn to something heavier, a weight low in me that shifted when I breathed. My hole ached around the cord. Eight was worse. My eyes ran. I heard Priya say something calm about pacing and Odette answer, “He can take nine.”

Nine seated with a fat obscene pop and my whole body locked.

“Full,” Odette said. “Give me the remote back. The last one is mine.”

She thumbed it to high and hooked the pull ring.

Then she drew.

Bead by bead, slow as a fuse. Each one dragged the length of me and popped through my ring backward, and every pop hit like a small ruined orgasm on its own. My cock spasmed in the cage with nowhere to go. Cum came anyway, no arc, no pressure, just thick spill leaking out of the caged tip into the soaked cotton while I sobbed against the rail.

“One,” Leah counted, cheerful.

Odette killed the vibration at the peak. Everything crested and dropped off a cliff and left me shaking, empty-balled, unfinished in the ugliest way. Another bead came free. She turned the bullet back on. It built again in twenty seconds because my body had no defenses left.

“Two,” Leah said.

“Don’t count for him,” Odette said. “He loses the number.”

The next pop took the tally with it. Past four. Past whatever came next. My brain went offline in short crude flashes. Too much. Can’t. More. Cord dragging. Cock buzzing and cut off and buzzing again. Plastic wet and heavy on my thighs. Someone’s fingers in my mouth; I sucked them because I was told to. Spit ran down my chin. Sweat stung my eyes. The smell of lube and piss-warm cotton and sex hung in the heat.

The last bead came out. My hole would not close, gaping and raw. Odette picked a thick plug from the tote and seated it in one push. I yelped. She taped the brief shut again over the base so the plug stayed buried and the plastic hugged my used ass.

“Pants up,” she said. “Sit. Remote stays with the group.”

I hauled the khakis up over the bulk. The plug shifted when I moved. I sat. The chair sang. Odette handed the black remote to Marissa.

“Pass it,” Odette said. “Anyone. Anytime. He stays dressed. He stays padded. If he stands without leave, you turn it to high.”

Marissa clicked it once, testing. The bullet jumped. I jerked in the chair and bit down on a moan. She smiled, small and mean, and passed the remote to Leah.

Leah turned it up for three long seconds. My cock thrashed in steel. Fresh wet heat flooded the front of the brief. I gripped the arms and rode it with my teeth bared.

“Nine left on the napkin,” Priya said from the cooler, mild as weather. “And now nine hands on his switch.”

Marcus took the remote next. He held it up so I had to look at the little black rectangle against the bright lake. He did not press it. He only let me see who owned the next pulse.

The speaker kept playing. Water slapped the wood. My hole throbbed around the plug. The soaked bulk under my khakis clung warm and loud to every breath, and the remote passed from hand to hand along the dock like a lighter at a party, waiting for the next thumb.


Chapter 5: Ten Napkins Dealt

Priya rang the brass bell by the kitchen door twice and pointed at me.

“Table,” she said. “Lunch. Line count first.”

I walked in under the khaki rule, polo tucked, boat shoes squeaking on the wood. The bulk between my legs made a soft rasp with every step. My mouth went dry before I reached my chair. Roast chicken and lemon sat on the platters, but the cedar hit harder, sharp and clean when the lid came off.

Priya stood at thirty-four with a black pen and the napkin flipped to its numbered back. She read from it the way she read everything, like a ledger that would be checked later.

“Twelve lines total. Day three. Six marked paid. Six left. Two days until noon Monday. Say it.”

“Six left,” I said. “Two days.”

“Louder.”

“Six left. Two days.”

She wrote the time in the margin, initialed it, and set the pen down square to the napkin’s edge. Then Odette, thirty-six, put the cedar recipe box in the middle of the long table and tipped it. Ten cocktail napkins slid out in a neat fan. Dated. Yellowed at the corners. My own writing on every one.

My gut went out from under me so hard I almost sat. I stayed on my feet because nobody told me I could sit.

“Read them,” Priya said. “Oldest first. Out loud. In order. I’m logging which year each of you takes.”

Marissa, thirty-one now and done being polite, picked up 2016. Her voice stayed flat.

“’Bet you can’t make me small for a weekend. Put it in writing. I’ll laugh the whole time.’”

Leah barked out a laugh from halfway down the table. “Ten years and he’s still waiting on the punchline.”

My face burned. That was me at twenty-one, drunk and loud, leaving paper like a dare.

Leah at thirty-two took 2017. “’Still waiting. Measure me if you want. I dare you.’” She flipped the napkin over and held it to the light like she was checking for a watermark. “God, he even underlined dare.”

Colby, twenty-eight, read 2018 without looking at me. “’Bigger talk every year. Still nothing. Put a lock on it and see if I flinch.’”

Ivy, thirty-two, cleared her throat for 2019. “’I’ll wear whatever you pick. One night. Prove it.’”

Tess at thirty-three handled 2020, the year the ink had bled. “’Make me padded. I won’t break. Write it down.’”

Marcus, thirty-four, got 2021 and did not soften a word. “’Cage the clown. Tape the bulk. Let the dock hear it.’”

Soren, thirty-six, read 2022 with a thin smile. “’Smaller than last summer. Check the number. I’ll sign.’”

Reid at thirty-eight took 2023. “’Leave a brief under the khakis. I want them to know.’”

Ivy finished 2024 in a voice that barely carried. “’Looking at you when I say it. Do it. Keep the napkins.’”

The last one sat alone. This year’s. Priya held it up so everyone could see the brag she had taken down in her own ink Thursday, word for word as I said it.

“’Locker room rules. Full weekend. Frills, lock, padding, public. Noon Monday. I want it hard enough I can’t lie after.’”

Silence. Chicken grease cooled on the plates. My own words sat in a row like a ladder I had built and climbed once a summer for a decade.

Odette tapped the cedar rim with one finger. “You left these at my setting. Every reunion. I kept them. All ten.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing useful came out.

“You thought this weekend was a trap I sprang,” she said. “It is an application you filed at twenty-one and renewed every year. This year you delivered it looking straight at me. I approved it.”

The room tilted. Pride tried to stand up in me and found no floor. Two days I had told myself I was the man they cornered. The paper said otherwise. I had knocked. She had finally opened.

“Mercy ends here,” she said. “No more softening. Pants open. Now.”

My fingers shook on the button. The zipper stuck, then gave. Khaki peeled. Ruffles showed. Thick white padding filled the front and back, taped hard at the hips, warm from sitting through the readings. The steel at my crotch clicked dull when the waistband cleared it.

“Turn. Face the table. Palms flat on the wood.”

I did. Nine pairs of eyes and hers. The roast smelled rich. Under it, metal, from how hard I bit my tongue.

Marissa stepped in close and tugged the front of the padding down far enough to show the lock and the sad pink tip behind it. She didn’t raise her voice at all. “Still that small,” she said, almost gently, the way you’d tell someone their dog had died. “After all that ink.”

“Say your true number,” Priya ordered. “For the record.”

I swallowed. “Two and a quarter hard. Less soft.”

“Again. For the ones who were kind to you for ten years.”

“Two and a quarter hard. Less soft.”

Leah whistled. “Two and a quarter. Nolan, I’ve got olives bigger than that on this table.”

Laughter rolled and broke. My dick tried to swell anyway and hit metal. Heat went up my face and down into my gut. Wrong. Filthy. I wanted to run and I wanted them to keep looking.

Odette pointed at the floor by her chair. “Kneel. Mouth open.”

I dropped. Padding crinkled loud enough for the far end of the table. She unbuttoned her skirt and stepped out of it. No underwear. Her cunt slick. She smelled like salt and soap. She took the back of my head and pulled me onto her.

“Taste what approving you costs,” she said. “Tongue flat. Don’t chase. Hold.”

I licked. Musky, sharp, wet. She rocked once and held me there until my jaw ached. Drool ran down my chin onto the polo collar. Someone at the table set a glass down hard. The sound cracked through the room.

“Good little slut,” she said. “Tell them what you are while your tongue is busy.”

I pulled off enough to speak. Spit strung from my lip. “I’m a diaper slut who wrote his own bet for ten years.”

“Dirtier.”

“I’m a padded whore with a tiny locked dick who begged for this on paper.”

“Back on.”

She fucked my mouth in short thrusts. I gagged, coughed, took it. Tears blurred the grain of the table. My locked dick leaked into the lining until the front of the padding went hot and damp. The smell of my own precum mixed with her. I hated how hard that made me throb.

She pulled me off by the hair. “Stand. Bend over the table. Elbows down. Ass up.”

Plates scraped aside. I folded over the wood. She peeled the tape at the back and shoved the padding down my thighs. Cool air hit skin. The morning plug sat waiting; she twisted it and pulled. The stretch left me open and aching.

“Beads,” she said.

Priya handed her a string of fat silicone and counted them off out loud as they went, one number per pop, her pen ready for whatever the total turned out to be. One went in. Then another. Each pop came out wet and carried. I grunted into my forearm. Four. Five. Six. My hole fluttered around the last and would not settle.

“Hold them,” Odette said. “If one slips, we start over and the whole table watches the reset.”

I clenched. Burn climbed my spine. She picked up a wand, pressed the head to the sag at my front where my locked dick was trapped, and clicked it to high.

The buzz hit like a punch. My knees buckled. I locked them. The beads shifted. I moaned into the wood, loud and ugly.

“Stay,” she said. “You applied. You get answered.”

She worked a finger in beside the string. Then a second. The stretch went bright and mean. I bit my cheek. Blood. She scissored, then added a third. My hole took it because it had no choice and because some broken part of me pushed back for more.

“Look at him,” Marcus said from somewhere past my shoulder. “Shaking for it.”

“Tell them what you want,” she said.

“Please,” I got out. “Please fuck me. Please use my ass. Please make me come in this wet mess like the whore who wrote those lines.”

“Ask better.”

“Please fist me at this table. Please ruin me in front of everyone who kept my napkins honest.”

She pulled the beads out one by one. Each exit left a wet suck. Priya’s pen ticked six times, evenly, like a metronome. When the last cleared, Odette poured lube down my crack and pressed four fingers. The burn went white. I yelled. She waited, then pushed. Knuckles. Wider. My rim stretched to the edge of tearing, then her fist slid home and my body sealed around her wrist.

Full. Too full. I could not think past the shape of her inside me.

“Breathe,” she said. “You asked.”

She fucked me on her fist in slow deep strokes. The wand stayed pinned to the soaked front, grinding the lock and the trapped tip until my thighs jumped. Squelch from my hole. Buzz from the wand. My own broken sounds under both. Someone poured wine. Glass on wood. Ordinary lunch sounds over the filthy ones.

“Who built the door,” she asked.

“I did.”

“Who knocked every summer.”

“I did.”

“Who is getting answered.”

“I am. Nolan. The smallest man at this table. Please.”

She twisted her fist. My vision spotted. Cum boiled up with nowhere to go, blocked by steel, forced back into my gut until I sobbed. She edged me there past counting. Pull back. Drive in. Wand off. Wand on. My cock jerked against the steel and leaked until the bulk between my legs went heavy and warm and loud when I shifted.

“Beg for the one,” she said. “Only one. Make it count.”

“Please let me come. Please let this locked tiny dick empty into the padding while your fist owns my hole. Please. I can’t. I need. Please.”

She drove in to the wrist, cranked the wand, and said, “Now.”

I broke.

It tore out of me in hard useless spurts, trapped against metal, pulsing and pulsing into the lining until heat ran down my thighs. My hole clamped her fist in dirty rhythmic grabs. I shook so hard the table legs scraped. Taste of her still on my tongue. Sound of my own wet sob and the wand’s flat roar. No words left. Just take it, take it, more, can’t, fuck, yes.

She held me through the last spasm, then eased her fist free. The gape held. Air touched places that should stay closed. She wiped her arm on my polo, shoved the padding back up over the mess, and taped it tight again so the warm sog pressed my spent locked dick without mercy.

“Stand.”

I stood. Legs wrong. Cum cooling in the bulk. Ass empty and sore. Nine faces. My ten napkins in a row like evidence.

Priya inked another mark on the back of the working napkin and read the new total off without being asked. “Seven paid after this. Five left. Two days.”

I nodded because speech was still trash in my throat.

Odette gathered the ten dated ones, stacked them neat, and set them on the cedar lid where the ink faced me. “You are not the wronged man. You never were. You are the applicant who finally got a yes. From here I do not soften. You do not get to pretend this was done to you.”

My mouth tasted her and salt and defeat. Under the khakis the padding squelched when I shifted my weight. Tiny. Owned. Exposed in the only way that mattered: on paper, in my script, for a decade.

“Marissa,” Odette said, “hand me the remote.”

Marissa did, and folded her napkin, and sat back down to her chicken like nothing had happened.

Odette turned it over once in her palm, then held it up between two fingers so the whole table could see the small black shape of it.

“The dock term holds past today. Starting at breakfast tomorrow, this stays with whoever is nearest you. Not me. Any of them. You will not know who has it and you will not be told when they use it.” She set it beside my plate, close enough that I could have picked it up and knew better. “The khaki rule stands. You will keep your face pleasant on the dock while it runs. Day four, in company, for as long as I decide.”

Priya wrote it on the napkin’s back, under the count, and underlined it twice.


Chapter 6: The Twelfth Line

The screen door banged twice behind me and stuck on the latch. Priya’s chore list hung on the fridge under a magnet shaped like a fish. My name sat next to the dishes in her neat block print, as if I still belonged to kitchen duty and not to the bet that had already eaten two days of my mouth and my cock.

I stood there long enough for the fridge motor to kick on. The list smelled like dry-erase ink and leftover garlic. My thighs pressed warm bulk together under the sundress Odette had swapped for the khakis the second lunch ended. The metal on my dick tugged when I shifted my weight. I hated how fast my stomach went tight at that tug. I hated that I did not walk out.

Her voice came from the dock path. “Nolan. Boathouse. Now.”

I left the dishes. The boards under my bare feet held the day’s heat. Lake smell rode the air, wet wood and motor oil. The loft stairs creaked under the extra weight. Each step made the plastic rustle. My cock tried to fatten in its little prison and got nowhere. Shame ran hot under my skin. The old version of me would have laughed this off. The napkins at lunch had proved that man a lie.

She waited at the top with the cedar box open on the low table. One napkin lay between us, face up. Twelve numbered lines ran down the back. Priya’s ink filled the first seven. Line eight held tonight. Line twelve sat blank.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. The loft floor pressed cold through the dress. My knees wanted to close. The bulk between them kept them open.

She did not touch me. She set a black pen on the napkin and folded her hands.

“Ask,” she said.

My throat stuck. “Extend it.”

“No.”

“End it early, then. Call it paid. Take what you want and stop.”

“No.”

Heat climbed my neck. “Tell me what you want past Monday. I’ll write it. I’ll do it. Just say it.”

She shook her head once. “I will not.”

The refusal landed heavier than a slap. My dick jerked against the metal. I wanted her to decide. I wanted the decision taken off me the way she had taken my clothes and my bragging mouth. She sat there and handed the choice back, still burning.

She picked up the napkin and read without looking at me. “Terms run from Thursday arrival. They die when the last car leaves at noon on Monday. I will not move that line. I will not shorten it. I will not stretch it. Two days of terms remain. Priya reads the open count before every meal. You already know that.”

She set the napkin down. The cedar scent came off the box in a clean hit, sharp enough to cut the lake smell.

“I have taken plenty from you since Thursday,” she said. “I will not take this. Whatever you want after the last car leaves, you ask for it out loud at the table, in front of all nine. Or you drive away at noon and the terms end exactly as written.”

My hands shook on my knees. The blank twelfth line waited like an open mouth.

She pushed the pen toward me. “Yours.”

I did not pick it up. Grief sat in my chest for a man who had never existed outside ten cocky lines on paper. The loud one. The locker-room one. The one who left a brag at her place setting every summer and called it a joke. Lunch had burned that man down. What was left sat padded and locked in a boathouse loft, begging a woman to steal one more choice from him so he would not have to own it.

Footsteps on the stairs. Marcus came up, thirty-four, beer in his hand, eyes already on the napkin. He stopped at the rail and did not pretend surprise.

“She said I could listen,” he said. “Said the ending was your problem now.”

My face burned. My cock leaked into the metal anyway. Of course it did. The audience made it worse and better in the same breath.

She nodded at the floor in front of her chair. “Kneel, Nolan.”

I went down. The bulk between my thighs folded under me with a soft crush. Warmth spread before I could stop it. The scent of my own piss-warm plastic rose with the cedar. Marcus’s gaze stuck on the bulge. My ears rang.

“Show him what you came here to put in your mouth,” she said.

I fumbled the hem of the sundress up. The adult diaper sat thick and damp against my locked cock. The little cage held me short and pink and ridiculous. Marcus huffed a laugh through his nose.

“Jesus,” he said. “That’s the whole thing?”

“Say it,” she told me. “Name what he is looking at.”

My voice came out thin. “My small dick. Locked. In a diaper.”

“And what are you going to do with that mouth while he looks?”

“Service you.” The words tasted like surrender. “Suck. Whatever you put in it.”

She stood, unhooked her shorts, and stepped out of them. No panties. Her cunt was already slick, dark hair trimmed neat. She sat again and hooked one ankle over the chair arm.

“Eat,” she said. “Slow. You do not get to rush your way out of a blank line.”

I put my mouth on her. Salt and musk filled me on the first pass. I licked broad and flat the way she had trained me since Thursday, then sealed my lips on her clit and sucked. She hummed once. Her fingers settled in my hair and held without yanking.

Marcus set his beer on the rail. “He always this eager with that tiny locked thing?”

“He writes brags about size,” she said. “Then he drips into plastic the second someone looks. Keep going, Nolan. Deeper tongue. I want to feel you working for it.”

I pushed my tongue into her and fucked her with it. Her hips rolled. The chair creaked. My caged dick throbbed against steel. The damp bulk ground against my thighs every time I leaned in. Weight and heat. The smell of her cunt mixed with my soaked crotch until I could not tell them apart.

She reached sideways into the cedar box and pulled out a short pink strap harness and a slim dildo, glossy and curved. She buckled the harness around her hips over her bare skin, fed the toy through the ring so it sat above her cunt, and locked the straps.

“Open.”

I opened. She fed the silicone into my mouth until it hit the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. She held there, then drew back, then pushed in again. Oral first. Oral as the whole job. My jaw ached. My eyes watered. Marcus watched from three feet away like he had paid for a seat.

“That’s it,” she said. “Choke on it while your little dick sits locked and useless. Tell Marcus what you are.”

I pulled off enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to the toy. “A diaper slut. A small-cock whore who begs with his mouth.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m a padded bitch who gets hard in a cage he can’t fill. I suck for scraps. I piss myself when people look.”

Marcus swore under his breath. My stomach flipped. Shame and want braided together in my gut. I took the strap back into my throat and worked it, bobbing, gagging, drooling onto the loft boards. She rocked her hips and used my face. Every thrust made the wet plastic between my legs squelch. The sound was filthy. I wanted to die. I wanted more.

She pulled the toy free. A line of spit connected us for a second, then broke.

“Back on my cunt,” she said. “Fingers in your own ass while you do it. Stretch yourself for me. Marcus gets to see how wide the smallest man at the lake opens.”

I shoved two fingers into my mouth, then reached back under the dress, past the tapes. My hole was slick from the oil she had left in me after lunch. I pushed one finger in. Burn. Then two. I licked her clit in messy circles while I fucked my own asshole open. Three fingers. The stretch stole my breath. She looked over me at Marcus.

“He used to talk about women like this was a sport,” she said. “Now he fingers his own hole on my floor and leaks into plastic.”

Marcus stepped closer. “Can I touch the cage?”

“You can look. You can talk. Hands stay off unless I say.”

He crouched. His breath hit my thigh. “Fuck, it’s nothing. How do you even piss through that?”

“Badly,” I muttered into her cunt, and she pinched my ear.

“Focus.”

I sucked harder. My three fingers pumped. She reached into the box again and brought out a thick black plug, flared base, heavier than the one I had worn yesterday. She tapped it against my cheek.

“Spit.”

I spat on it. She knocked my hand away from my hole and pressed the tip to me. Pressure. More pressure. My rim gave. The plug sank in with a slow, mean slide until the flare seated and my ass clenched around the neck. Full. Too full. The weight of it pulled at my guts every time I breathed.

“Leave it,” she said. “Mouth back to work.”

I buried my face in her again. She held the strap aside with one hand so I could reach her clit and pushed my head with the other. I licked, sucked, moaned into her when the plug shifted. Marcus stayed crouched, cataloguing the cage like he was taking notes for the table.

“Say the bet out loud,” she said. “The real one. The one from the napkins.”

I lifted my mouth. “I asked for this. Every summer. I wrote it. I looked at you when I said it this year.”

“And what are you asking for now, on your knees, with a plug in your ass and your friends’ beer breath on your thigh?”

My voice cracked. “I don’t know how to want Monday.”

There it was. Not grief for the pain. Grief for the man who was supposed to want the exit.

She stroked my hair once, almost kind, and the kindness hurt worse than the plug. “Then you will decide in front of them. Or you will write nothing on line twelve and leave at noon. I am done stealing the ending.”

She stood, stepped out of the harness, and lay back on the low daybed against the loft wall. “Crawl.”

I crawled. The plug moved inside me with every inch. The soaked bulk dragged on the boards. Marcus followed and sat on a crate where he could see everything.

She spread her legs. “Tongue in. Then the strap goes back in your throat until I come. You do not come until I say, and when you do, you come grinding that wet diaper like the pathetic thing you are. No hands on your cage.”

I obeyed. My tongue fucked into her. She fitted the harness again and fed the dildo into my mouth while I kept licking under it, messy, spit-slick, desperate. Both at once wrecked my rhythm. She did not care. She fucked my throat in short strokes and ground her cunt on my lower lip. Marcus’s stare never left me.

“Look at him leak,” Marcus said. “Tiny thing’s trying so hard.”

“It always tries,” she said. “That’s why the metal stays on.”

Drool soaked the daybed. The plug sat huge in me. My hole fluttered around it. She reached down, found the wand, thumbed it on, and pressed the buzzing head to the front of my diaper, right over my trapped dick.

The vibration punched through plastic and steel. My hips jerked. A broken sound tore out of me around the strap. Too much. Wrong. Perfect.

“Hold still and suck,” she said.

I held. I sucked. The wand buzzed against the cage and the damp bulk until my thighs shook. She came first with a low, controlled breath, cunt clenching against my mouth, fingers tight in my hair. She kept the strap in my throat through it. I choked and swallowed spit and took it.

She pulled free, breathing even again, and left the wand pinned where it was.

“Now you,” she said. “Ask for it the ugly way.”

“Let me come in my diaper,” I said. “Let this small locked dick make a mess while Marcus watches. Use my mouth after. Keep the plug in. I’ll say anything.”

“You’ll say what you are.”

“I’m your lake-house slut. I’m the bet that wrote itself for ten years. I’m a padded hole with a toy for a cock.”

She pressed the wand firmer and twisted. The buzz climbed. My orgasm ripped up from nowhere, locked and mean, no room to swell, just spasm after spasm against steel while the plastic went hotter and wetter under me. Cum leaked into the diaper in weak pulses. My hole clamped on the plug so hard my vision spotted. Short thoughts. Can’t. More. Fuck. Gone.

I shook through it with my face on her thigh. Spit and her slick shone on my chin. The wand kept going until I whimpered and she shut it off.

Silence, except the lake against the pilings below.

She drew the plug out in one long drag. My rim stayed gaped for a second, empty and aching. She wiped the toy on my dress hem and set it aside.

Marcus stood. “Dinner’s going to be interesting.”

“Tell Priya he still owes the dishes,” she said. “After he changes.”

Marcus went down the stairs. The screen of the boathouse door clapped somewhere below.

She sat me up. My legs would not hold right. She taped a fresh diaper on me with efficient hands, sundress smoothed down, cage checked with two fingers and left locked. The new bulk sat clean and heavy. The old smell clung to my skin anyway.

She put the napkin back between us. The pen waited on the blank twelfth line.

“You belong in this room now,” she said.

I stared at the empty line until the ink dots of Priya’s earlier numbers blurred. Monday noon sat two days out like a cliff. She would not push me over it. She would not catch me either. The terms would die on schedule unless I asked, out loud, in front of all nine, to stay small past the last engine turning over.

My ass throbbed where the plug had been. My mouth tasted like her. The fresh padding pulled at every breath, and that pull did not ease when she closed the cedar box and started down the stairs ahead of me, leaving the pen in my hand and the blank line open for whatever I was finally brave enough, or ruined enough, to write.


Chapter 7: Ninety Seconds

The football cut black against the fire and nine voices shouted my name like it still belonged to me. Nine adults around that fire, the youngest twenty-eight.

Colby had the next throw lined up, feet planted in the lawn, shoulders easy. He was twenty-eight and married into the crowd last summer, and he still threw like a man who practiced. The ball left his hand clean. Priya, thirty-four, clapped once from the Adirondack chairs. Someone laughed. Someone else called for me to go long.

I moved before I could talk myself out of it.

My palm found the ball on the bounce. The adult diaper under the khakis made a soft thick sound when I turned. Ruffles dragged at my thighs. The cage bit my cock. Odette stood at the edge of the fire circle with my key on a thin chain at her throat, and I looked straight at her when I set my feet.

“Mine,” I said. “I call it.”

Colby raised both hands and stepped back. The old crowd opened a lane the way they used to when I still owned the yard. Ninety seconds. That was all I wanted. One clean pass. One proof I still lived in that body.

I cocked my arm.

The follow-through ripped the seam of the khakis from hip to mid-thigh. Padding spilled white and loud into the firelight. Ruffles flashed. I overthrew the ball by a mile and went down hard on my back at the circle, diaper crackling, cock twitching useless in its steel shell, the whole wet warm bulk of me open where a man was supposed to be.

Nobody laughed.

Colby got there first. He put a hand under my elbow and hauled me up. Priya brushed grass off the torn khaki and did not look away from the ruffles. The rest of them closed in the same way, quiet hands, no jokes. Someone found the ball. Someone else tugged my torn seam closed over the bulk and failed.

That help landed harder than any mockery I had ever taken from them.

“You good?” Colby asked.

I nodded. My throat would not open. Heat from the fire soaked the front of the diaper and made the padding swell against my caged cock until my hips wanted to push into it. Shame sat under my tongue like metal. I had tried to take the yard back for ninety seconds and the yard had spit me out padded and split.

Odette did not move from her place. She watched Colby steady me. Then she watched Colby take the ball from whoever held it.

“Your throw,” she told him.

Colby looked at me once. Then he stepped into the lane I had just lost and threw a perfect spiral into the dark past the dock. Nine voices rose for him. My name stayed in the grass where I had fallen.

Priya held up the napkin from her pocket. Firelight caught the ink.

“Before anyone eats later,” she said, voice flat for the record. “Day three. Lines one through eight signed. Four left. Noon Monday the cars leave and this dies. Say it, Nolan.”

“Four left,” I said. “Noon Monday.”

Colby clapped my shoulder the way a man claps a man he has already replaced. “Sit this one out. We got it.”

We got it. We. The word shut a door I had been holding open with both hands for ten years.

Odette crooked two fingers. I went.

She walked me past the fire to the dark strip of lawn behind the Adirondacks, still in sight of the throwing game, close enough that every shout for Colby scraped my ribs. She stopped me facing the chairs. Then she put both hands on my torn khakis and ripped the seam the rest of the way open.

Cool night air hit the warm bulk of the diaper. The padding was already damp from earlier. Heat clung to it. Texture dragged when she pressed her palm flat over the front and ground once, hard, until my caged cock jerked and a wet sound came out of the cotton.

“Hands on your head,” she said. “Do not move them.”

I laced my fingers behind my skull. My elbows shook.

Odette inspected me like inventory. Fingers under the waistband. A tug that made the tapes bite my hips. She peeled the front down just enough to show the cage to the firelight and the people who glanced over between throws. My cock sat pink and locked, tip shiny where it had leaked into the padding. She flicked the steel with a nail.

“This is what tried to play quarterback,” she said. Loud enough to carry. “Say what you are.”

My mouth fought me. Jealousy chewed the inside of my cheek while Colby’s next throw drew a cheer.

“I am a padded sissy slut who cannot throw,” I said.

“Dirtier.”

“I am a diaper whore with a locked clitty who just lost his spot to Colby in front of everyone.”

“Better.” She shoved the diaper back up and ground her knuckles into the wet warmth until my knees buckled. “Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please,” I said. The word tore out raw. “Please let me come. Please use me. Please do not send me back to that lawn like this.”

She smiled with no kindness in it. “You do not come tonight. Tonight you work. On your knees.”

I dropped. Grass pricked my shins. The bulk between my thighs forced them wide and rocked me forward onto my toes, and I stayed there with my fingers laced behind my skull while she took the nearest Adirondack chair and turned it a quarter, so the fire lit her from the side and the throwing game stayed in view over her shoulder.

Odette sat. Thirty-six and unhurried. She hiked the linen dress to her hips, hooked her underwear down her legs, and dropped them on the arm of the chair where the firelight found them.

“Closer.”

I shuffled on my knees. The diaper crackled with every inch.

She caught the hair at my crown and pulled my face into her. Wet heat, salt, the smell of her all through my nose at once, thighs closing over my ears so the lawn went muffled and far away. I opened my mouth because there was nothing else left in me that worked. My tongue found her clit and she made a low sound and used my hair like a handle, dragging my mouth where she wanted it.

“Count mine,” she said. “Out loud. Loud enough for the chairs.”

I could not answer with my mouth full of her, so I worked. Flat tongue, slow, then the tip in tight circles while she rocked her hips up into my face. She rode until my jaw ached and my chin ran wet and my nose was slick with her. My caged cock strained inside the warm soggy padding and got nowhere.

“Look at them,” she said, and let my hair go long enough to turn my head.

I looked. Colby had the ball again. Priya watched us over the rim of her cup and did not pretend otherwise. Someone else glanced, then looked away, then glanced back.

She pulled my face back in.

The first one came up through her thighs and locked them on my ears. She ground down hard, wet across my mouth and cheekbones, and held me there until she was done shaking.

“One,” I gasped when she let me breathe. “Thank you.”

She did not stop. She kept my mouth on her right through it, oversensitive, hips flinching away and then pushing back, and she made a sound like she was scolding me for the flinch that was hers.

“Hands,” she said. “You may use them now.”

I unlaced my fingers. My arms were dead weight from holding them up. I braced one palm on her thigh and slid two fingers of the other hand into her, slow, curling up while I sucked her clit between my lips. She swore, once, quiet, and that quiet did more to me than anything she had ever said loud.

The second one clamped down on my fingers and dragged my mouth along with it.

“Two,” I said, wrecked. “Thank you.”

Every time Colby’s name went up from the lawn, Odette pulled my face in deeper. The wet of her ran to my throat. My knees soaked through in the grass, my thighs shook, and the diaper hung heavy and hot against my locked clitty with nothing touching it but its own weight.

“You wanted ninety seconds as their man,” she said, breath finally uneven. “You get this instead. Say thank you for the trade.”

“Thank you for trading my arm for my tongue.”

“Nastier.”

“Thank you for using your sissy diaper whore’s mouth as a seat in front of the friends he lied to for ten years.”

She came on the last word. Her heels dug into my back and my chin got a fresh flood of her and I swallowed what I could.

“Three,” I croaked. “Three. Thank you.”

She wiped herself dry on the shoulder of my torn shirt and left the shine on my face for anyone who walked past.

“Not done,” she said.

She stood, gripped the chair back, and set one bare foot on the front of the diaper, weight through the arch, pressing the soaked bulk against the cage. Then she pulled my face up between her legs standing, my hands on the backs of her thighs, my head tipped so far back my neck burned.

“Move on my foot if you want it,” she said. “You still don’t come.”

I moved. God help me, I rutted the wet padding against her instep like an animal while I ate her, and the friction did exactly nothing except make the ache enormous. Warmth. Texture of soaked cotton dragging over steel. Priya’s voice drifted over, calm, telling someone the score of the throwing game like my open mouth was part of the furniture.

Her fourth broke fast and mean. She rode it out on my tongue with her hand knotted in my hair, and my scalp stung and my jaw locked and I kept going.

“Four,” I said. “Please. Please let me.”

“No.”

“Please.”

“Ask for the fifth instead.”

“Please use your locked padded bitch’s mouth again. Please come on my face while they cheer for Colby.”

She put me back where she wanted me. Two fingers, tongue flat, her hips working my face in short greedy strokes, and the cheer for Colby’s touchdown landed in the same second she seized up on my mouth. Jealousy and her taste tangled until I could not tell which one made me shake.

“Five,” I said into her. “Thank you.”

She stepped back. My mouth stayed open. Nothing in me had been let go of, and the whole hollow weight of that sat behind my ribs like a stone.

Odette straightened her dress and retaped the diaper over the whole filthy state of me, warm bulk sealed against sore skin, spit and leak trapped inside.

Then she turned me to sit on my heels facing the fire.

Colby had the ball tucked under one arm. The throwing game was winding down. He looked over, took in the torn khakis, the diaper, the wet shine on my face, and nodded once like a man confirming a roster change.

“You’re good where you are,” he called. Friendly. Final. “I’ll run the rest.”

Priya walked over with the napkin. She did not ask if I was all right. She held the paper where I could see the blank lines.

“Nine is paid. Three left,” she said. “You heard him. Colby runs the lawn. You run what Odette says. Everybody clear?”

The circle of faces around the fire made a soft sound of agreement. No vote. Just fact.

Odette wiped my mouth with her thumb and pushed the spit back between my lips. “Swallow.”

I swallowed.

She stood me up. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs. The taste of her kept me aware of every breath. She fixed the torn khaki with a safety pin from her bag so the worst of the ruffles stayed covered for the walk, and left enough open that anyone behind us would still see white padding.

“Tomorrow is day four,” she said. “Final dinner. Plates clear. Line twelve still blank. You will stand at that table and you will not pretend you are the man who walked in Thursday. Until then you stay padded, stay hungry, and you do not touch a football again on this property.”

My eyes burned. I kept my hands off my face.

She leaned in so only I could hear the rest. “Go shower the grass off your knees. Put the sundress back on, the one hanging on the bathroom door. Then bring the slate board to the kitchen island. Priya will ink line ten when you get there. You will read the remaining count out loud before anyone sleeps.”

I nodded.

Behind us Colby threw one last spiral into the dark and nine people shouted for him the way they used to shout for me. The sound followed me up the lawn toward the house, warm at my back, heavy as the wet diaper between my legs, and I walked with her still drying on my mouth and my real place in this crowd sealed shut behind me for every summer left.


Chapter 8: Line Eleven

The shower was still running. Steam rolled off the tiles and stuck to my skin. The cage sat open on the sink rim, wet metal catching the light, and nobody stood under the water.

Odette rinsed the cage with the hand sprayer. She set it down again like it belonged there. My cock hung free for the first time since Thursday, flushed dark and already stiff, and the cool air on it made my stomach pull tight.

She did not look at my face. She looked at my cock.

“Hands on the counter,” she said. “Feet apart.”

I put my palms on the cold granite. The shower hissed behind us. Water hit empty porcelain with a flat slap. My thighs shook from holding still.

She wrapped two fingers around me. I barely filled her grip. She stroked once, from root to tip, and a bead of clear slick pushed out. She smeared it down the shaft with her thumb.

“Look at that,” she said. “Already leaking. Pathetic little clitty.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My hips jerked into her hand before I could stop them. She took her hand away.

The loss hit harder than the touch. My cock bobbed in the damp air, wet at the tip, and I bit down on a sound.

“Ask,” Odette said.

I stared at the drain. Steam fogged the mirror. “Please touch it.”

“Touch what.”

“My cock. Please touch my cock.”

She took me again. Short strokes. Dry enough to sting, then slick from what I kept spilling. The shower drummed. Her palm made a soft wet sound on my skin.

“Question,” she said. “Today at lunch, when Priya read the line count, what did you tell yourself.”

My mouth went dry. “That I was fine. That I could ride it out until Monday.”

“Liar.” Her fingers closed tighter, faster. The bathroom went hot. Sweat ran down my ribs and mixed with the steam. My balls drew up. “Try again.”

“That I wanted them to keep looking,” I said. The words scraped out. “That the count made me hard under the padding.”

I was right there, right on it, and she let go.

I cursed. She waited until my breathing slowed.

“On your knees,” she said. “Service.”

I dropped. The bathmat was thin and cold under my knees. She hiked her sleep shirt and sat on the closed toilet lid with her thighs open, and the smell of her cut through the shower steam.

“Worship,” she said. “You do not come. You do not rub that little thing on anything. You eat.”

I put my mouth on her. Salt and heat. She set a hand in my hair and held me there, rolling her hips, and my cock ached untouched between my legs, dripping onto the mat. She came on my tongue with a short hard shake, thighs clamping my ears, then shoved my head back.

Spit and her slick shone on my lips. I wiped nothing. She looked at me like she was taking inventory.

“Bed,” she said.

We left the shower running. The empty rush of water followed us down the short hall. Upstairs the lake house was quiet enough that I could hear a clock tick in the guest room. One day left after this one. Noon Monday. The napkin still had lines open, and everybody downstairs would hear the count at breakfast.

Odette pushed me onto my back on her bed and pulled a black wand from the nightstand. She flicked it on. The buzz filled the room, low and mean.

She set the head of it against the underside of my cock. My back arched off the sheets. Too much. Instant. I grabbed fistfuls of blanket and tried not to thrust.

“Question two,” she said. “When Leah laughed at your diaper at the dock, what did your cock do.”

I swallowed. “It got hard. It tried to fill the cage and could not.”

“Say the rest.”

“I liked that she laughed. I liked that they all heard the crinkle when I walked.”

“There he is.” She pressed the wand harder and my whole body locked, heels digging, everything in me climbing toward it.

Then she shut it off.

I made a broken noise. My cock jerked against my stomach with nothing coming out, denial so sharp it hurt my teeth. I heard myself begging in a voice I hated.

“Please. Please let me come. I will be good. I will say anything.”

“You will say the true thing,” Odette said. “Not the useful thing. On the mat. Bathroom. Now.”

I crawled. The bathmat was damp from the steam. I lay on my back on it with my knees bent and open, cold tile under my shoulders, hot air on my face from the still-running shower. She stood over me with the wand dark in her hand, calm as a locked door.

“Question three,” she said. Her voice stayed level. “Are you enduring this weekend.”

My throat worked. The old line rose up, the one I had used in my own head since Thursday, the one that let me look in a mirror.

“Yes,” I said. “I am getting through it. That is all.”

“Wrong. Again.”

“I am fine. I can walk away Monday and put this in a box.”

She set the wand down on the counter. The click of it against the tile was very small and very final.

“Then we are done for tonight,” she said. “Cage goes back on. You sleep empty.”

Panic cut through the fog. I grabbed her wrist. “Wait.”

She looked at my hand on her. I let go.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” Odette said. “You already know that. Say the sentence you have been chewing since you were twenty.”

The shower roared. Steam stuck my hair to my forehead. My cock throbbed in time with my pulse.

I tried to hold the last wall. It cracked under the want.

“I am not enduring any of it,” I said. My voice came out thin. “The humiliation is what gets me there. I have wanted the tape and the laughing since I was twenty. I wanted them to see me small. I still do.”

Odette’s mouth softened a fraction. She picked the wand back up, turned it on, and pressed it flat to my cock.

“Come,” she said. “Now. For that.”

I broke. My cock spat in weak hard spurts across my stomach, little ropes, almost nothing, and I shook and sobbed through it with my heels skidding on the tile. Too much. Cannot stop. The orgasm dragged out of me in jagged pulls until I was empty and twitching, wand still buzzing on oversensitive skin until she finally lifted it.

I lay there gasping. Cum cooling on my belly. The shower kept running like it had the whole time.

Odette shut the water off. The sudden quiet pressed on my ears. She dried her hands, opened the vanity, and took out the napkin.

Line eleven waited blank under ten filled rows in Priya’s ink. She uncapped a pen.

“Repeat it,” she said. “Short.”

I stared at the paper. “I am not enduring this. The humiliation gets me hard. I have wanted the tape and the laughing since I was twenty.”

She wrote it in clean block letters. Exact. Then she turned the napkin toward me and held out the pen.

“Sign.”

My hand shook. I signed my name under the line. The ink looked final. My cock gave a stupid little twitch at the sight of it.

Odette blew on the ink. She set the napkin on the counter where the cage had been. Then she picked up the open cage, fitted it back over my soft spent cock, and clicked the lock. Cold metal. Snug. Done.

“Diaper,” she said.

I stayed on the mat while she taped me into a fresh thick adult diaper, powder first, then the wide tapes pulled firm at the hips. The padding hugged my caged cock. She wiped the cum off my stomach with a washcloth and left me in the frilled sundress she had laid over the towel bar, the skirt settling over the bulk between my legs.

She pinned the signed napkin to the cork strip on the bathroom door with a thumbtack. Line eleven faced the room. My confession. My handwriting under hers.

“One line left after this one gets inked,” she said. “Priya will read the count at breakfast. She will read this too if I hand it to her.”

My mouth went dry again. Group. Table. All nine. The craving under the dread was already waking my cock against the cage.

A knock hit the bedroom door hard enough to rattle the frame.

Odette did not look surprised. She smoothed my dress once, checked the lock on the cage with two fingers, and called toward the hall.

“Come in.”

The door opened. Priya stood there in a hoodie and sleep shorts, sharp-eyed even at that hour, the cedar recipe box under one arm and a black marker in her other hand.

“Heard the shower stop,” she said. Her gaze found the napkin on the cork strip, then the bulk under my skirt, then my face. “I came for line eleven.”


Chapter 9: Between Courses

Priya dragged the zipper up my back in one long pull. Her palm flattened the seam over the thick pad under the skirt, pressing until the crinkle gave and the bulk sat tight against my trapped cock.

“Hold still,” she said. She was thirty-four, and she pinned my hair with two clips like she had done this a hundred times. The sundress was yellow. No khaki over it. No cover story left.

Odette stood in the upstairs hall doorway with the napkin in her hand. “Read the count before you go down.”

I cleared my throat. “Line eleven signed. One blank left. Terms end at noon tomorrow when the last car leaves.”

“Good. Serve.”

The stairs put the pad between my thighs with every step. The skirt swung. Nine faces turned when I hit the dining room. Tess, thirty-three, smirked into her wine. Marcus, thirty-four, set his phone face down. Ivy, thirty-two, Colby, twenty-eight, Leah, thirty-two, Soren, thirty-six, Reid, thirty-eight, Marissa, thirty-one. Priya took her seat last. Odette sat at the head like she owned the lake and every body in the room.

I set the first course. Soup bowls. My hands did not shake. That was the part that stuck in my throat. I moved around that long table like I belonged in yellow cotton and a wet diaper, and the worst of it was how easy it felt.

Between the soup and the fish, Colby lifted my skirt without asking.

“Check,” he said.

His fingers pressed the front of the pad. Warm. Heavy. The plastic crackled under his palm. My cock jerked useless inside the cage and leaked into the padding with a soft wet sound I could smell from my own skin.

“Damp,” Colby announced to the table. “Front soaked. He’s hard in there.”

“Thank you,” Odette said. “Next plate.”

I carried the fish. Butter and lemon hit the air. Something buzzed awake against the cage under the pad, ran three long seconds while I set the platter down, and cut off again. Nobody at that table looked up. I never saw whose hand had moved. My mouth watered and my stomach turned at once. The pad sagged when I bent to set Ivy’s plate. She reached under and squeezed the crotch seam, hard enough that piss-warm padding mashed my caged cock flat.

“Still wet,” she said. “Wetter.”

Marcus laughed. “Look at him smile.”

I was. My face hurt from it. Ten years of being the loudest man at this table, and here I was grateful they kept touching me. The thought landed wrong and stayed. I wanted to spit it out. I wanted another hand under the skirt.

Odette crooked a finger. “Kneel by my chair.”

I knelt. The skirt pooled. She hooked two fingers in the waist of the diaper and peeled the tapes. Cool air hit my ass. My caged cock sat tiny and shiny with precum on the open pad between my knees. Someone at the far end made a low sound.

“Smell that,” Odette said. She pushed my face toward the open padding. Warm piss and slick. “Taste the front.”

I licked. Salt. Ammonia. My own mess. My cock throbbed against steel and a fresh bead rolled out onto the liner.

“Say what you are while you clean it.”

“A diaper slut,” I said against the wet plastic. “A piss-soaked hole who serves in a dress.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a diaper slut. I cum in my own padding. Please keep me in it.”

Priya set a cloth tape measure on the tablecloth beside Odette’s plate. Then a pair of steel calipers. Then a wand. Then an index card with three nights of numbers already written on it and a pen clipped to the top. The fish sat half-eaten. Nobody cared about the fish.

Odette uncapped the pen. “Stand. Heels together. Skirt in your teeth.”

I stood and bit the hem and held it. Nine adults had a clear view of the cage and the drooping open padding hanging off my hips. Odette fitted the calipers over the steel and the little stub of me inside it.

“Two and a quarter,” she read out. “Same as the first night. It doesn’t grow anymore. It just leaks.”

Tess read the old line off the card in a bored voice. “Two and a quarter. Thursday. Two and a quarter.”

“Consistent,” Odette said. “That’s the whole point of the hardware.” She ran the tape around my waist over the ruined pad and pulled it snug. “Thirty-one over the padding. Thirty-eight at the hips with the bulk. Write that down as his serving size.”

Marissa wrote it down. My face went hot and my cock strained against steel and got nowhere, which was the design.

“Lock check,” Odette said. “Reid.”

Reid came around the table, thirty-eight and taking his time. He lifted the cage with one finger and let it drop, twice, so the whole table heard the little clack of it against my balls. He tugged. The ring bit.

“Locked,” he said. “Wet. Slick all the way down the underside.” He wiped his finger on my thigh and showed the room the shine before he did it. “It’s running out of him on its own.”

“Announce the smell,” Odette said.

Reid wrinkled his nose and grinned. “Piss and precum. Sweet under it. He reeks like a used toy.”

My face burned. My cock pulsed. I thanked him. The word came out clear.

“Third course,” Odette said. “Tape him first.”

Priya retaped the diaper. The pad settled heavy and cold in the front and I served the meat course with the wet weight swinging between my thighs and a smile I could not wipe off. Gratitude sat in my chest like a stone I kept swallowing.

Fourth course. Salad I barely saw. Leah crooked a finger and I bent so she could squeeze the back of the diaper, then the front, dragging the soaked lining across the cage in slow circles. A ruined edge hit me standing there with a serving fork in my hand. My thighs shook. Cum tried to push out of the cage in thin spurts and Odette’s voice cut across the table.

“Stop. Hands off. Let it waste.”

Leah pulled her hand away. My cock jerked in the empty air inside the steel and spit a weak string into the pad while I stood there shaking, unfinished, dripping, the crest stolen. Frustration tore through my gut. I wanted to grab her wrist and put it back. I set the next plate instead.

“Good little whore,” Odette said. “You don’t get to finish clean. Not tonight.”

Soren stood. “My turn to check.”

He was thirty-six and he did not bother being gentle. He shoved the skirt up, took the cloth tape off the table, and measured the sag of the front panel from the waistband down.

“Two inches lower than at soup,” he told the room. “He’s filling it faster than the plastic can hold. And the cage is sitting crooked because he keeps trying to swell out of it.”

“Inspect him properly before dessert,” Odette said. Calm. Certain. “On the table. Clear a space.”

Plates scraped. Hands moved glassware. I climbed onto the wood when she pointed. Diaper open and flat under me. Marcus held my wrists over my head. Priya pinned my knees wide with her forearms so the cage lay exposed on the ruined padding, nothing hidden, nothing to clench around. The sundress bunched under my chest. My caged clitty pointed at the cedar box still sitting at Odette’s place setting, napkin stack inside, one line blank.

Odette picked up the wand. “Legs stay open. If you close them, we stop for the night and you sleep wet.”

She pressed the head to the front of the cage and switched it on.

Buzz. Steel. The vibration went straight through the bars into the trapped little thing behind them and my vision spotted. I couldn’t grind. I couldn’t fill. I could only take the buzz through metal with nine people watching my face do it.

“Name yourself.”

“Your hole,” I gasped. “Your padded bitch. Your diaper whore who gets measured at dinner.”

“Filthier.”

“I’m a caged sissy who begs for a machine because nothing goes in me and nothing comes out of me unless you write it down.”

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours. I’m yours.”

She rode the wand up and back. Her free hand cupped my balls and rolled them, slow, while the buzz built. My orgasm stacked fast and useless behind the steel. I started to tip. She lifted the wand at the exact crest and left me arching on the table while thin cum pulsed out of the cage and ran down over her knuckles in wasted streaks. No full release. Just the leak and the shake and the empty pull in my gut.

“Ruined,” she said. “Again.”

I sobbed once. Thank you sat on my tongue and I let it out. “Thank you.”

She wiped her hand on the padding, then picked up the pen and wrote the number and the time on the next line of the card and put her initials beside it, two neat letters, and clipped the pen back.

“Denied,” she read aloud. “Fourth night. Initialed.”

Priya wiped my chin. “He’s smiling again.”

I was. That was the permanent part. Not the wand. The smile. Nine people who remembered me bragging at this same table now watched me thank Odette for wrecking my orgasm on their dinner wood, and I liked being seen.

Odette set the calipers back in Priya’s hand and taped a fresh diaper on me while I still lay there. The pad settled heavy and dry. She smoothed the sundress down over it.

“Dessert,” she said. “Then we finish the last line. On your feet.”

I stood. Legs soft. Cum cooling on the tablecloth under where my cock had dripped. I carried the plates of cake with the yellow skirt swinging and the diaper loud under it. Between the first slice and the last, Marissa checked me and announced I had soaked the new pad already. I thanked her too.

Odette watched me circle. When I set her plate she caught my wrist.

“The khaki is done,” she said, loud enough for the far end. “He serves like this. No cover. Anyone who comes back next summer already knows what walks this room.”

Nobody argued. Marcus raised his glass. Ivy nodded once. The man-shaped story I had worn for a decade sat retired on the floor upstairs with the empty hangers, and every person at that table had watched me happier in the dress than I had ever been in the brag.

I cleared the last crumbs. My balls ached, heavy and unemptied. My cock twitched in the wet cage, still unfinished, still leaking into plastic that smelled like me. The blank twelfth line waited beside Odette’s wine. Noon tomorrow would kill the terms on schedule. What stayed was the fact of their eyes on my padded ass in yellow cotton, and the fact that I wanted them looking.

I set the stack of dirty plates in the kitchen and braced my hands on the island granite. Behind me the dining room kept talking, easy, like this was normal now. In my head the truth lined up clean: I could lose every future room with these nine and still keep the gratitude, or I could walk back in there tonight and ask for the blank line to mean past noon. The second one already sat ready in my mouth. I tasted cake frosting and my own mess on my tongue, and I chose the ask before I moved.


Chapter 10: Paid In Full

The scrape of the last plate left a thin ring of sauce on the wood. She set a pen down where the dessert plate should have gone, and every face at the long table turned toward me like I had been caught with my hand in a drawer.

I had not put the serving towel down. The sundress stuck to the back of my thighs. The padding between my legs sat heavy and warm from five courses of checks, and my caged dick twitched against the plastic shell the second that pen clicked on the table.

Thirteen hours until noon. Line twelve, blank.

She did not look at the napkin. She looked at me.

“Last term,” she said. “Each of you says one true thing you have always known about Nolan and never said. Ten years. No soft version. Go.”

Marcus went first, sleeves rolled, wine glass in his hand. “You talk biggest when you are scared. You did it in college. You are still doing it.”

Leah did not blink. “You leave rooms before anyone can like you for real.”

Marissa said it flat. “Your brags are receipts. You write them so someone will cash them.”

Soren set his fork down. “You want to be small. You have wanted it since the night you got drunk and cried about your dick in my kitchen.”

My ears burned. The cage bit. I kept my eyes on the pen.

Tess did not look away. “You practice being the joke so nobody else gets there first.”

Colby cleared his throat. “You stare at her place setting like it is a church.”

Ivy smiled with no kindness in it. “You get hard when people correct you. Every summer. We all clocked it.”

Reid did not soften it. “You are happiest when someone takes the wheel. The loud mouth is cover.”

Priya went last, holding the original 2016 napkin between two fingers like evidence. “You built the door. You knocked every year. You looked right at her when you bragged this time. You wanted this answer.”

Nobody laughed. The padding under the sundress crinkled when I shifted my weight. My dick tried to swell inside the cage and found no room, and the shame of that little push made my mouth water.

Odette, in no hurry at all, waited until the quiet got thick. Then she spoke to me alone, soft enough that everyone heard anyway.

“Who were you before you learned to lie.”

My throat locked. I could have made a joke. I could have bargained. The old version of me would have done both.

I put my hands on the back of a chair so they would stop shaking.

“Boathouse,” I said. “Summer I was twenty. There was a girl. She laughed when she saw it. Not mean. Just true. She said it was cute. She said I should stop pretending it was a weapon.” My voice cracked on the next part. “I left a napkin at your place the next year so you would see the number. Then every year after. Bigger claims. Louder. I wanted you to catch me. I wanted you to stop me.”

The room held. My pulse hammered in the cage. Peace sat in my chest like a stone I had finally put down.

She slid the napkin toward me. Line twelve waited, blank as a dare.

“Write,” she said. “Then read it.”

I took the pen. The ink went down blacker than it should have. I wrote the true number first, the one I had lied about for a decade. Then the request, each word pressed hard enough to dent the paper.

I stood in the sundress and the warm bulk of the padding and read it out so nine adults and the woman who had waited caught every syllable.

“Two and a quarter hard. Keep me small. Keep me padded. Keep me yours, past noon.”

My ears roared. Saying past noon out loud was worse than the number. It was me asking. It was me risking a no in front of people who had just stripped ten years of pretending off my skin.

She did not answer yet.

Priya laid the 2016 napkin flat. She wrote PAID across my twenty-one-year-old handwriting in hard block letters, then held it up so the ink caught the light. Marcus whistled once under his breath. Leah’s mouth opened and shut.

“Island,” Priya said. “Final measure. Now.”

They moved as a pack. I walked ahead of them in the sundress with the towel crushed in my fist, padding whispering between my thighs, and the kitchen granite was cold when Priya patted it.

“Up. Back. Knees open.”

I climbed on. The stone pulled heat out of my calves. Nine bodies closed in a ring. Priya peeled the sundress up to my waist and taped the front of the padding down so the cage sat bare under the kitchen lights. The metal was ridiculous. My dick was worse, pink and trapped and barely a mouthful even swollen.

She ran the tailor’s tape along it over the cage, unlocked nothing, just called the number.

“Two and a quarter confirmed. Soft sits under two.”

Someone behind me made a low sound. My face went hot enough to hurt. My hips jerked toward the tape anyway.

Priya set the tape aside and looked to the head of the ring.

“Your call.”

Odette stepped between my knees. The padlock turned. The cage came off with a sticky pull, and air hit my dick like a slap. Blood rushed in so fast my vision dotted. Two and a quarter of useless meat stood up crooked and leaking, and nine people looked at it like a punchline that had finally landed.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

I almost came from the sentence alone.

She slicked her fingers and pushed two into my ass without warning. The stretch burned. I gasped and the sound bounced off the cabinets. She worked in a third, then a fourth, twisting until my rim fluttered.

“Breathe,” Priya said, clinical. “He takes it. He always did.”

The fist came slow. Knuckles first. My hole fought and lost. The burn went white. I begged in a voice I hated, high and broken, and my little dick slapped against my belly and left a clear string there.

“Fuck, fuck, please-“

“Name it,” she said. She meant the woman whose fist was opening me on her own counter.

“Please, Odette. Please use me. Please keep me.”

There. One use burned out of me like a confession.

She seated her fist to the wrist. The weight of it inside me made my toes curl off the granite. Someone read from the old napkin over my head, my own drunk college brag about size and stamina, and the mismatch between those words and the tiny wet dick twitching on my stomach made me sob once, sharp.

Priya pressed a wand hard to the underside of my clitty and switched it on. The buzz punched straight through me. My ass clenched on the fist. Cum jumped out of me in thin spurts, striping my sundress bodice, and I was still coming when she started to pump her arm.

No count. She did not let me have one.

“Look at that little thing,” Marcus said. “Still trying.”

“Pathetic,” Soren added, almost fond. “Keep going.”

She pulled her fist free. My ass stayed open, gaping, aching, and she strapped on a thick cock with a harness that clicked under her dress. The head lined up with my ruined rim. She drove in to the hilt in one stroke.

Someone wedged a plug sideways into my mouth and I screamed into it. The open padding under me squelched as she fucked me into it, warm bulk grinding my spent dick into soaked cotton with every thrust. The wand never left. Leah held it for her so both of her hands could bruise my hips.

“Say what you are.”

I spit the plug out enough to talk. Drool ran down my chin.

“Diaper slut. Tiny-dicked diaper slut. Your hole. Yours. Please past noon. Please.”

She railed me harder. The granite bit my shoulders. Priya read another line of my old handwriting about lasting all night, and the table laughed, and I came again with nothing left to shoot, just spasms and a broken moan while my empty balls tried anyway.

She came with her jaw tight, grinding deep, and held me there while the toy throbbed inside my guts. When she pulled out, nothing closed. Cool air hit the stretch. I lay on the island used and shaking, sundress wrecked, padding filthy, and the peace in my chest did not leave.

Priya shut the wand off. The silence rang.

She wiped her hands, took a fresh adult diaper from the counter pack, and nodded at me.

“Last act. Presentable.”

They rolled me. Wipes. Powder. The new padding went under my ass while nine people watched my gaping hole twitch and my sticky little dick get centered on the soft panel. Tape screamed. Snug. Heavy. Clean weight replacing the soaked one. The sundress got tugged back down over it. Someone smoothed the skirt like I was being sent to church.

Odette cupped my chin once.

“Paid,” she said.

I nodded. I could not find words that were not already on line twelve.

Morning came bright and ordinary. Bags hit the foyer. Engines turned over in the drive. At noon exactly the last trunk shut, and the terms died on schedule without a single extra minute tacked on.

She would not take anything from me again. The bet had a death date and she honored it like a contract.

The ten signed napkins went back into the cedar recipe box. She set the box on the mantel and left the lid off so the paper edges showed. Priya wiped the slate board in the kitchen until the countdown squares were blank ghosts. My real number sat in my wallet in my own ink, folded once.

She put the padlock key on my keyring and pressed the metal into my palm.

“Yours to lose.”

Then a twelfth napkin, blank and undated, went into my shirt pocket over the ruffles I wore under the button-down. The sundress had come off for the drive. The padding had not. My own hand had locked the cage back on before breakfast. Khakis hid the bulk if you did not look close. I knew better.

They said goodbye in a line on the porch. One by one they used my name the way they had used it at the table, careful, meaning me. Marcus. Leah. Marissa. Soren. Tess. Colby. Ivy. Reid. Priya last, with a squeeze to my elbow that said she had seen the PAID ink dry.

I started the car. Gravel popped under the tires. Behind me the lake house shrank in the mirror, mantel box open, slate clean, pen somewhere in a drawer with no blank line left to fill unless I wrote one.

The blank napkin sat stiff against my chest the whole way home, waiting on whatever summer I was brave enough to ask for next.


THE END
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