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Chapter 1: The Fernhollow Clause

I had drafted contracts for twelve years and still never read the one I signed at my own wedding until House counsel slid it across the leather desk and began to read aloud.

The study at Fernhollow smelled of cold polish and old paper. My palms stuck to the chair arms. Outside the tall windows the grounds lay flat and grey under a thin winter sun that did not warm the room. Counsel’s voice was dry and precise, each word clipped like a filing stamp.

“Section fourteen, subsection C. The Fernhollow clause. Upon filing for dissolution of marriage, the petitioning spouse shall elect within forty-eight hours: voluntary residence in the House for no fewer than three hundred sixty-five consecutive days under Housemistress authority, fully compensated, or immediate forfeiture of all marital property, career collateral held in trust, and partnership instruments.”

My own breath came too loud in my ears. The radiator clicked. Somewhere down the hall a door shut with a soft thud that traveled through the floorboards.

“You filed Tuesday,” counsel said. He did not look at me. He looked at the page. “The clock started. Your firm access was frozen at filing. Sixty days of leave of absence. On day sixty your partnership auto-dissolves. Fifty-nine days remain from today. Day one.”

The number sat in my chest like ice. Fifty-nine. The same calendar day the christening would vest estate authority irrevocably to my husband’s line. I had come to negotiate. I had come with a suit in my bag and a divorce petition already in the system. I had not come to hear a clause I had never seen named back to me in my own voice’s absence.

Counsel turned the page. “The clause further provides that upon entry to the House, legal personhood of the petitioning spouse is suspended for the term. Signature binds only the self. Housemistress holds proxy over residence, care, discipline, and bodily regimen. The petitioning spouse shall not act as counsel to any party inside the House or out, effective at threshold.”

My mouth went dry. I was counsel. I was the one who wrote exits. I had written exits for other women and called it clean.

The study door opened without a knock. Housemistress Odile entered as if the room had been waiting for her temperature to change. She was unhurried. Grey skirt, white blouse, no jewelry except a thin silver chain at her throat. Her eyes moved over me once, the desk, the open clause, my handbag on the floor where I had set it when counsel told me to sit.

“You will do exactly as I say,” she said. Not loud. Exact.

I stood because my body thought standing might still be a lawyer’s move. It was not. Counsel closed the folder and left without goodbye. The click of his shoes faded down the corridor and left the study smaller.

Odile held out her hand. “Bag.”

I gave it to her. She emptied it on the desk with the same case-file precision counsel had used on the clause. Phone. Keys. Wallet. Pens. My firm badge in its laminate sleeve. The folded copy of my filing suit, blue paper still crisp at the creases from when I had pressed it this morning in the car.

Each item she named as she set it in a shallow tray marked HOUSE CUSTODY. “Mobile device. Residence keys. Vehicle keys. Identification bundle. Partnership credentials. Petition garments exhibit.” She lifted the suit by the shoulders. “This is what you wore to file against the family. Logged.”

“I haven’t agreed to residence,” I said. My voice came thin against the leather and the quiet.

“You filed,” Odile said. “The clause triggered. You are in the House. Your signature on anything outside yourself is suspended as of threshold. You crossed it when you entered Fernhollow to serve papers at the family seat. Counsel read your election default. One year paid in the House or you leave with nothing. Your career is already frozen. Would you like to leave with nothing today?”

The radiator clicked again. My pulse ticked in my ears, wet under the skin.

“No,” I said.

“Then you remain.” She picked up my phone and placed it in a locked drawer. The key turned. Sound sharp and final. “Wardrobe will inventory you. Then ritual prep. Then you are logged in the nursery wing schedule.”

She did not take my name. She took my things. That was worse. Things had always been how I held the world in place.

Two women from wardrobe met us at the study door. They did not speak to me. They spoke in low numbers and tag codes while they stripped me to skin in an ante-room that smelled of starch and disinfectant. Cold air raised gooseflesh on my arms. My blouse, my slacks, my bra, my panties, my heels, each piece tagged with a printed label and logged on a tablet. Odile watched the list scroll.

“Garment one, silk blouse, petition day,” the taller one said. “Garment two, tailored wool, petition day.” On and on until I stood naked with my arms at my sides because I did not know where to put my hands without my suit.

They dressed me in what the House called intake linen. Soft white fabric that tied at the back and fell to mid-thigh. No underwear. My nipples hardened in the cool draft from the corridor vent. Odile checked the collar they snapped at my throat, a band of padded leather with a small metal tag that chimed when she turned it between her fingers.

“Walk,” she said.

We walked. The corridor was long and dim, carpet swallowing our steps. Sound came from behind doors I could not see, muffled cries or laughter or the crinkle of plastic I told myself was storage until we passed the sealed nursery wing. A double door with frosted glass and a brass plate I had only heard spoken at weddings. My mother-in-law’s rooms. The wing she had died in still paying out authority from the grave through clauses and christening dates. Odile did not stop. She did not let me stop. She kept one hand at the small of my back and steered me past the seal as if I were furniture on a dolly.

“Fifty-nine days,” she said quietly as we passed. “Your partnership dies on the same day the estate vests. You wanted out of the marriage. The marriage kept a nursery for women who tried.”

Dread moved through me, slow and thick. Not arousal yet. Not yet. The shame was ahead of me, waiting in a room with a desk still open.

The ritual chamber was smaller than the study. Warmer. A padded bench at the center, vinyl over foam, bolts at the corners. A side table with gloves, lubricant in a pump bottle, wipes in a stack. The clause transcript lay open on a narrow desk, counsel’s annotations in red. A speaker on the wall crackled once as counsel’s recorded voice read subsection C again, looped for timing.

Odile positioned me on the bench on my knees and elbows. Vinyl cold through the thin linen at first, then warming under my skin. She spread my knees until the bench edge bit into my thighs. My ass was up and open to the room. Air moved over my cunt and I hated it.

“Counted breath,” Odile said. She stood at my left where I could see her hands in peripheral vision. “In four. Hold four. Out four. Empty four. You will not break count or we restart penetration protocol from entry one.”

Counsel’s voice on the speaker: “…bodily regimen…”

“In,” Odile said.

I breathed in. Four slow counts. My ribs tight.

“Hold.”

Four. The speaker droned clause language. My clit throbbed once, traitor pulse, and I clamped down on the thought.

“Out.”

Four. Heat climbed my face. I was a woman who had stood in federal court. I was a woman on a bench with her ass presented like evidence.

“Empty.”

Four. Odile pumped lubricant into her gloved hand. The wet sound obscene in the small room. She did not touch my pussy. She spread my ass cheeks and pressed cool gel against my asshole.

“Ritual prep complete,” she said. “Entry phase one. Slow. You will feel each second. Counsel times by citation.”

The speaker: “…proxy over residence, care, discipline…”

She pressed one finger against my asshole. Slow. Breach. Burn that softened into stretch. I gasped on the out-breath I was not supposed to break.

“Count holds,” Odile said. “Or restart.”

I locked my jaw. She worked the finger in to the knuckle and held. Ten seconds. Twenty. My asshole fluttered around the intrusion. Shame poured hot down my spine. I had never let my husband here. I had never let anyone here on a bench in a house that owned my filings.

“Withdraw phase one.”

She drew out as slow as she had gone in. My hole clenched empty and ached. Counsel’s voice: “…shall not act as counsel…”

“Entry phase two.”

Two fingers. More gel. Slicker. The stretch burned wider. I moaned before I could stop. Odile’s other hand came down on my ass cheek, hard slap, heat bloom.

“Quiet unless told to speak filth,” she said. “You are not counsel here. You are a hole learning the clause in your body.”

She fucked my ass with two fingers on the slow cadence of the speaker. In on “discipline.” Hold on “regimen.” Out on “suspended.” My pussy dripped onto the vinyl. The smell of me rose sharp and humiliating in the warm air.

“Phase three. Plug prep.”

Something thicker nudged my rim. Not fingers. A tapered plug, black silicone, fat at the middle. She twisted it against my asshole until the burn won and my body yielded with a shameful pop. Fullness seated deep. I whimpered.

“Hold plug through three citations,” Odile said.

Counsel looped. Three times through proxy language while my ass throbbed around silicone and my clit swelled untouched. Dread and heat twisted together until I could not tell which was which. I was going to cum from my ass being filled and my cunt ignored. I was going to cum in a diaper I had not yet worn on day one of fifty-nine.

Odile’s voice cut through. “Not yet. Edge on count only. You will stack what the clause demands.”

She reached under me and found my clit with two fingers, rough pinch. I bucked. The plug shifted inside my ass and White flared at the edges of my vision.

“One,” Odile said. “Edge. Hold.”

She rubbed my clit in tight circles while counsel said “forfeiture.” I begged without words, air only, hips jerking. She stopped one stroke before release. My cunt clenched on nothing. Denial burned worse than the plug.

“Say it,” Odile said. “What are you.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “A fucking hole in the House.”

“Again.”

“Your hole. Not counsel. A slut on the bench.”

“Good.” She slapped my ass. “Stack two.”

She worked my clit faster, thumb pressing hard. The plug in my ass made every pulse double. I counted breath wrong and she laughed once, cold.

“Broken count. Restart stack at one.”

I sobbed. She did not care. She edged me again to the brink, cruel steady friction on my clit, and pulled away.

“One.”

“Please,” I said. “Housemistress, please let me cum.”

“You will cum when I count the stack complete. Beg filthier.”

“Please fuck my ass and let me cum like a whore. I need it. I’m dripping. I’m nothing in this House.”

“Two.”

She pressed a vibrator against my clit, low buzz that climbed when she turned the dial. My thighs shook. The nursery wing was past the corridor. My mother-in-law’s seal. My suit in a tray. My name on filings I could no longer sign for anyone but myself. Proxy Odile. Year one. Day one.

She stopped the vibrator at the edge. “Two held. One more for stack completion.”

My inner voice broke to fragments. Please. Too much. Ass full. Clit screaming. Can’t. Lawyer dead. Hole hole hole.

“Three. Release on three. Cum for the clause.”

She turned the vibrator high and shoved the plug deeper with a twist. I came so hard my vision blanked. Cunt spasming, ass clamping silicone, sound ripped out of my throat ugly and loud. She counted my contractions out loud like inventory.

“One. Two. Three. Four. That’s your first completion. Stack requires five. We continue.”

I was still spasming when she did not stop. The vibrator stayed on my oversensitive clit. I screamed.

“Second edge begins now. Count with me.”

“No, no, I can’t, it’s too much.”

“You can. You will. Four.”

She rubbed me through the aftershocks until pleasure turned to pain turned to a second crest building against my will. My asshole sucked at the plug. Juices slicked the bench under my knees.

“Five,” she said. “Cum again. Louder.”

I came a second time, brutal, longer, dragged out of me while counsel’s loop said “three hundred sixty-five consecutive days.” I counted sobs as orgasms. My body was not mine. It had never been mine once the clause opened.

“That’s two,” Odile said. “One more for mandated stack.”

She pulled the plug out in one slow stroke. My asshole gaped and burned empty. Before I could breathe she replaced it with something thicker, a strap cock she buckled at her hips. I had not seen her dress. I had not seen her move. The head of it pressed my rim, slick with lube.

“Entry on citation,” she said. “Slow fuck. Hold. Withdraw. Each phase timed.”

The speaker: “…Housemistress holds proxy…”

She pushed into my ass inch by inch. Real stretch. Real burn. Real fullness thicker than the plug. I wailed.

“Quiet. Take it. You filed for this when you filed divorce.”

She bottomed out and held. My ass stuffed with her strap, my cunt leaking untouched. She withdrew until only the head caught my rim, then sank again. Slow. Punishing. Each stroke timed to a line of the clause read aloud. My tits swayed under me, nipples scraping linen.

“Beg for the third cum on my cock in your ass.”

“Please fuck my asshole. Please let me cum with your cock in my ass. I’m a divorced little whore in the nursery House. I need to cum on your strap like a bitch.”

“Third stack. Edge first.”

She pounded my ass faster while her fingers found me again. The room filled with wet sounds, slap of vinyl, my choked cries. She edged me twice more, counting each hold out loud, “three hold, three hold,” until I was babbling filth I would never put in a brief.

“Release. Three. Cum now.”

The third orgasm tore longer than the first two combined. Ass clenching around pounding strap, cunt gushing on the bench, mind shattered to one-syllable trash. I heard myself say “thank you” and “more” and “I’m your toy” while I came and came until Odile slowed and finally stilled.

She withdrew. Cool air on my gaping asshole. I shook.

“Stack complete,” she said. “Five counted completions logged. Ritual penetration phase closed.”

I could not stand. She wiped me down with warm cloths, ass, cunt, thighs, methodical. She checked the collar tag and tightened one notch. The clause pages stayed open on the desk, red ink marking the lines that owned my year.

Odile helped me off the bench. My legs wobbled. She brought a thick white adult diaper from the side cabinet, the kind that crinkled loud when she unfolded it. My stomach turned and my cunt gave a traitor twitch.

“Intake does not walk the corridor wet,” she said. “You will be checked and changed on schedule. First change logged after evening meal. For now, diaper.”

She laid me on my back on the bench and lifted my hips. The diaper rustled, plastic backing cool against my ass. She powdered me, the puff soft and humiliating between my legs. Tape tabs sealed the bulk between my thighs. The crinkle when I shifted was obscene in the quiet chamber.

“Wet in this before corridor and I add an hour to tomorrow’s regimen,” she said. She pressed two fingers into the padded front and checked the fit at my hips. “Say what you are wearing.”

“A diaper,” I whispered. “An adult diaper in Fernhollow.”

“Louder.”

“A thick diaper. I’m padded like the nursery wing expects.”

She nodded. She logged something on the tablet. The speaker had stopped. The room smelled of lube, cum, and baby powder under the warm vent air.

“Tomorrow,” Odile said, “zero six hundred. Chamber B. East wing. You bring nothing. You arrive already padded or you are padded at the door and penalized. You eat in the nursery refectory at zero seven hundred. Your firm will receive proxy notice that you are unavailable for counsel for three hundred sixty-five days. Your signature outside yourself remains suspended. Fifty-nine days until partnership dissolution and estate vesting. Day two begins at midnight.”

She opened the chamber door. Two escorts waited in the corridor, women in grey like her. They flanked me without touching until I walked. The diaper crinkled with each step. Sound loud in my ears. Temperature shift from warm chamber to cooler hall. Past the nursery seal again, closer this time, close enough to smell something sweet and clean behind the frosted glass. Not stopping. Never stopping on day one.

The ledger at the east wing desk was open. Odile’s hand wrote my name in block letters. Not Diane counsel. Diane resident. Year one. Day one complete. Ritual logged. Stack logged. Diaper logged.

“Walk to assigned crib room,” she said. “You will be locked in at zero twenty-two hundred. Lights dim at zero twenty-one thirty. Wet check at zero twenty-three hundred. If you remove the diaper without permission, clause penalty applies.”

I walked. The escorts behind me. The crinkle with every step a shame I could not divorce from the heat buzzing in my ass and clit. My filings could not save me. My suit was in a tray. My phone was in a drawer. Proxy Odile held every decision from meals to orgasms to the tape tabs on my hips.

At the crib room door she stopped me with a hand on the collar tag. Metal chimed once.

“Sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow at zero six hundred you report to Chamber B with nothing but your diaper and your mouth ready to repeat the clause aloud while you are fucked. That is the next mandated beat. Enter.”

She turned the handle. The room inside was small, white, a low crib rail and a mattress with a plastic cover that clicked under my knees when I climbed in because I had nowhere else to go on day one of fifty-nine.

The door locked behind me. The corridor sound faded. I lay on my back in the thick padding, ass sore, cunt still twitching empty, clause words still in my ears like counsel would never stop reading.

Zero six hundred. Chamber B. Nothing in my hands. Everything decided for me.

I listened to the plastic rustle when I breathed and waited for the wet check I already feared I would fail.


Chapter 2: Bedtime Under Oath

I had not taken three steps past the wardrobe hatch before my throat was raw again.

"You cannot strip a partner of counsel, personal effects, and professional standing in one afternoon and call it voluntary," I said. My heels were gone. My feet were bare on the waxed boards. The corridor smelled of lemon oil and something sweeter underneath, like warmed plastic and clean skin. "Record my objection. Duress vitiates consent. The lock-in is economic coercion. I am here under protest."

Housemistress Odile did not hurry. She matched my stride without looking at me. Her keys chimed once against her thigh.

"The protest is noted," she said. "It was noted at intake. It will be noted at bedtime. Fernhollow does not confuse noise with refusal."

Heat still lived in my cheeks from the rites they had run before the walk. My blouse was gone. I wore only the thin nursery slip they had issued, and the thick adult diaper beneath it, taped snug, crinkling when I moved. They had checked me in the anteroom. Fingers at the tapes. A cool wipe. The shame had hit so hard my knees had buckled, and I had hated how wet my pussy got from nothing but their hands and my own voice saying no.

That was less than an hour ago. The clause was not abstract anymore. It sat on my skin like a second garment.

"I am a litigator," I said. "You will not steamroll me with ritual."

"I will not steamroll you at all," Odile said. "I will administer what you signed."

We stopped at the nursery threshold. The door was white. A painted moon and stars. My mother-in-law's wing, the one I had tried to divorce my way out of reaching. Fifty-six days remained on my firm's leave clock. Day four of sixty. On day sixty my partnership dissolved itself and my name came off the letterhead forever. The same day the christening vested estate authority in someone else. Both deadlines beat in my pulse.

"Bedtime," I said. I lifted my chin the way I did in deposition. "Fine. Treat it like a deposition. I intend to win on the record."

Odile's mouth softened. Not kindness. Amusement.

"Good," she said. "Come in."

The nursery was smaller than I remembered from a tour years ago. Crib rails high. A changing table with straps. A low stool. Shelves of powders and creams. The air tasted of talc and faint ammonia from the pail in the corner. My diaper crinkled loud when I crossed the mat.

I sat on the edge of the crib mattress without being told. Muscle memory from the afternoon's first procedures. Yield the first inch. I hated that I had already learned the motion.

"Objection one," I said. "No informed consent to the Fernhollow provision. Buried in a prenup I was told was boilerplate."

Odile opened a drawer and lifted a black ledger, heavy, with a ribbon marker. She set it on the changing table. The cover smelled like old leather and ink.

"Objection two," I continued. "Coercion by the year-long lock-in. Leave with nothing, or stay. That is not a choice. That is a gun to the head."

"Objection three," I said, because silence felt like losing. "Unenforceable. A court will laugh you out. Adult nursery sentence as marital remedy. Absurd on its face."

Odile turned the ribbon to a fresh page. She dipped a pen.

"Your objections are entered," she said. "Bedtime at Fernhollow is conducted under the sworn nursery ledger. Binding on resident and House alike. Do you know what that means, Diane?"

"It means you perform paperwork while you abuse power."

"It means your words tonight are testimony," she said. "And mine. Sleep is not granted until the protocol is complete and the page is signed."

She slid the ledger toward me. The oath was printed in block letters. Truthful answers. No evasion. Consequences for falsehood entered as breach.

"You cannot…"

"I can," she said. "You asked for a deposition. This is the only court that matters for the next fifty-six days."

My mouth went dry. Talc dust on my tongue when I breathed.

"Administer it," I said. Bargain. Always bargain. "And when my firm reinstates me, I will bury this book in discovery."

Odile stood in front of me. She took my wrist. Her thumb found my pulse.

"Repeat after me," she said.

I did. Voice steady. Lawyer voice. The words tasted like copper and baby powder.

When I finished, she said, "Witnessed and bound. First question."

She did not ask about law. She asked about want.

"Did you become wet when House staff taped your first diaper today?"

"No."

Odile wrote without looking up. "That is false testimony under oath. Correction?"

My clit throbbed. The memory was obscene and precise. Cool plastic against my shaved skin. Their clinical hands. My cunt clenching while I said I did not consent.

"Yes," I whispered. "I became wet."

"Say it plainly for the ledger."

"I got wet when they diapered me. My pussy got slick. I hated it and I got wet anyway."

Ink scratched. The sound was worse than the words.

"Second question. When you begged to keep your suit, was that only about dignity?"

I had begged. In the study. On the record of the family's counsel. I had said please like a child while they logged each button.

"No," I said. Too fast. Too honest. Bargaining collapsing into admission.

"Expand."

"I wanted them to stop looking at me like I was already broken. I wanted one piece of who I was before. I begged because it scared me how much I cared what they thought."

"Third question. What do you fear more: the year in nursery, or the fifty-six days until you lose your partnership?"

My hands gripped the crib rail. Plastic under my palms.

"The partnership," I said. "I fear being nobody at forty-six. I fear my name erased. I fear arriving at day sixty with nothing to trade."

Odile's eyes held mine. Calm. Case-file precision.

"Fourth question. Did you file for divorce to escape this wing, knowing the clause might exist?"

"Yes."

"Fifth. Did that filing put you here anyway?"

"Yes."

"Entered," she said. "Every objection you made in the corridor is now paired with your admissions. Duress argument meets wet cunt at taping. Coercion argument meets begged-for suit. Unenforceability meets yes, you filed and triggered it yourself."

I could not breathe. The ledger was building a witness against me in my own voice.

"Bedtime act," Odile said. "Prescribed. You will be entered. Pace is mine. Release is not automatic."

"You cannot fuck me into compliance."

"I can fuck you because you swore truth," she said. "Position."

She guided me to the changing table. Straps at my wrists. Not cruel. Firm. My slip rode up. The diaper was still clean from the afternoon check. That would not last. She opened a cabinet and took out a harness and a thick silicone cock, matte black, curved upward.

"This is the ledger's instrument," she said. "Not punishment. Procedure."

"Procedure," I echoed. Bitter. My pussy leaked anyway.

She stepped behind me. One hand flat on my lower back. The other hooked the diaper tape and peeled it down. Cool air on my bare ass. Exposure sharp as a slap. She did not rush the wipe. One slow pass between my legs. The cloth caught my slick. The smell of my own arousal mixed with talc.

"Hold still," she said. "This is for your own good."

I shook. Not from fear alone. From the sentence landing in my body. Good. Her good. My stillness.

She lubed the cock. The sound was obscene in the quiet nursery. She pressed the head to my hole. Not my pussy first. My asshole. Slow breach. Burn. Stretch. I grunted.

"Ledger notes anal entry for bedtime protocol," she said. "Breathe."

I breathed. Short fragments in my head. Open. Take it. Lawyer gone.

She pushed deeper. Inch by inch. My rim burned sweet. My clit pulsed untouched. The dual sensation broke my inner voice apart.

"Say what you are tonight," she said.

"A resident," I gasped. "Under oath."

"What is your cunt doing while I fuck your ass?"

"Dripping. Fucking dripping. I hate you."

"Do you want me to stop?"

The bargain screamed yes. My body screamed no. I heard myself choose.

"No. Don't stop."

She set a pace. Steady. Deep. The table creaked. My straps held. Each thrust punched air out of me. Spit on her fingers. She reached under and rubbed my clit raw. I bucked. The cock in my ass stayed relentless.

"Dirty little hole," she murmured. "Taking procedure like a good slut. What do you beg for in the corridor? Enforceability? Or this?"

"Both," I sobbed. "I don't know. Faster."

"You do not set pace," she said. "You beg for permission."

She fucked me harder. Balls-deep. The wet slap of skin. My asshole clenched around the silicone. Pain braided with heat. I tasted salt. My own tears or sweat. The nursery air thick with the smell of sex under the powder.

"Please," I said. Too vague. She slowed. Cruel.

"Not accepted. Ledger requires specificity."

"Please fuck my ass. Please use the protocol cock. I need…"

"What do you need?"

"To come. Oh god. My clit. Please let me come."

"That is once," she said. "Insufficient."

I choked on shame. "Please Housemistress Odile. I beg permission to come on your hand while you fuck my asshole with the ledger cock. I beg twice. Please. Please let this bitch cum."

Silence. Pen scratch. She had stopped moving to write.

"Permission granted," she said. "On my count. Three."

She pounded my ass. Fingers vicious on my clit. Two. One.

I shattered. Orgasm ripped through me stupid and loud. My ass spasmed around the cock. Wetness ran down my thighs. Not urine yet. Then my bladder let go. Hot flood into the open diaper beneath me. The shame fused with aftershocks. I came and pissed myself strapped to the table while she held depth inside me.

"Release logged," Odile said. She withdrew slow. My asshole gaped and ached. She taped the soaked diaper back up. The crinkle was loud against my shaking legs.

She closed the ledger on tonight's page. Signed. Witness line for me.

"Sign," she said.

My hand trembled. I signed. My signature looked small.

"Sleep is granted," she said.

She unstrapped me. Guided me to the crib. Blanket to my chin. The room went quiet under oath. My body hummed. Ass sore. Clit tender. Diaper warm and heavy between my legs. Fifty-six days. Day four done. My own words waited in the book for tomorrow's tightening.

A knock at the nursery door. Downstairs voice carrying up the stair. A name I did not know.

"Housemistress Odile? Courier from the firm. Diane's partnership committee wants a sworn status letter by morning."

Odile looked at me. Then at the ledger.

"We will answer them," she said. "From the nursery record."

The knock came again, insistent. My testimony already theirs.


Chapter 3: Buttoned and Fed

The cold mat bit my bare ass before I could name the room. Popper after popper snapped shut down my sides, pinning the bulk I had not earned yet. The hairbrush came down. One. Wood on flesh, loud in the tiled wash bay. Two. My thighs jumped. Three. Four. Five. I counted in my head because nobody had told me to stop counting.

Housemistress Odile did not speak until stroke twelve. Her hand stayed on my lower back, firm, keeping me flat. "Still."

I went still. The water in the basin beside the mat had gone lukewarm. Soap slid over my shoulders, my tits, the crease where my legs met my torso. Her fingers were efficient. No hurry. No apology. She washed my cunt last, parting me with two fingers, rinsing, parting again. I wanted to clamp shut. The brush had taught me what happened when I fought the schedule.

"Breathe through your mouth," she said.

I breathed. The suds ran down my crack and pooled under my hips on the vinyl.

They lifted me when she was done, not rough, not gentle. Just procedure. My feet touched the floor for a second, then a thick towel swallowed me. Oil next. Almond, heavy, slick. She rubbed it into my skin in circles, sternum, ribs, the undersides of my arms. When her thumbs crossed my nipples they stiffened before I could invent a reason. Shame hit a heartbeat later, hot in my face, useless. She worked oil into my inner thighs. My pussy lips swelled. I hated that my body filed its own brief without me.

"Open."

I opened my legs on the mat again. Oil on my mound. Oil between my folds. She did not penetrate. She did not need to. My clit throbbed under her knuckle like it belonged to the institution.

"Good girl," she said, quiet.

I had been a partner. I had billed six hundred an hour. The words still landed in my cunt like a command.

The diaper came in layers. First a soft liner, pressed flat so it crackled when I shifted. Then the thick core, wide, deliberate, the kind that would show under clothes if anyone let me wear clothes. Powder. More powder. Each sheet smoothed with the heel of her palm until the bulk rose between my legs like a sentence I could not appeal. Tape tabs whispered. The outer shell went on last, crinkling loud when she patted it. She cupped the front and squeezed. Urine I had not released yet warmed a thought: soon this would hold what I could not hide.

"Turn."

I turned. She checked the leg gathers, two fingers sliding under each elastic. A pat between my cheeks. "Wetness chart starts after feeding. You will report honestly or I will know."

I believed her.

The romper waited on a hanger. Pale cotton, snaps from throat to crotch, cut exactly to my measurements. The wardrobe department had my file. Of course they did. She fed my arms through. The fabric dragged over the diaper, compressing it, making every layer obvious. Buttons from my collarbone down. One at my sternum. One under my tits. One at my waist. The last at my crotch, sealing the padded swell beneath the romper's gusset. I looked like the clause had always intended. The weight sat between my legs, constant, childish, obscene on an adult frame.

"Walk."

My legs scissored. The crinkle followed me across the bay.

The edging bench sat in the alcove off the wash room, leather dark, bolts in the floor. Morning standard, the ledger called it. They had strapped women here before me. The thought was not comfort. It was fact.

She set the angle with a crank. The bench tipped so my ass lifted and my buttoned crotch presented. Straps crossed my thighs, my waist, my chest above the romper's neckline. My arms went to cuffs along the bench sides. I could not cover myself. I could not close my legs. The diaper bulk pressed the leather. My romper rode up a fraction at the hem.

She stood at the end of the bench where my spread cheeks met the padded gusset. She did not rush. Day nine of sixty. Fifty-one days left before my leave ended and my partnership died on the same clock that vested the estate. I had recited those numbers in the mirror last night like they were a defense. On the bench they were just math over my open body.

Her fingers found the romper snaps at my crotch. Three gave way. She folded the fabric back. The diaper front sagged enough to expose my mound through the liner, my clit a hard pearl above the tape line.

"You will not come unless I say," she said.

"I won't."

She slapped my inner thigh. Not the brush. Her palm. Stinging.

"You will answer in full sentences. You will tell the truth. You will beg when I require it."

"Yes, Housemistress."

She hooked the liner aside and stroked my clit once, slow, cruelly light. Pleasure speared up my spine. I gasped.

"Already wet," she said. "Not piss. Not yet. Cunt juice. Day nine and your hole greets the bench."

"It's the oil," I said.

Her laugh was small. "Oil does not make you rock your hips. That is you."

She worked me in cycles. Two fingers on my clit, circling, pressure increasing until my breath broke and my calves shook. Then stop. Flat hand on my mound, holding me down while I whined. Then again. Faster. A third finger dipping into my entrance, stretching, pumping shallow while her thumb crushed my clit. Stop. The empty seconds were worse than the touch. My body climbed on schedule, not mine. Housemistress Odile watched my face the way she had watched me try to cross-examine her at bedtime. Evidence gathering.

"Please," I said on the fourth climb.

"Please what."

"Please let me come."

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

The words sank through my pride like hot piss through liner. I had come here to prove coercion. To build a record. My own slick ran down the crease of the diaper, darkening a coin-sized spot on the shell. Exhibit A. My hips chased her hand when she pulled away. Exhibit B.

She unbuttoned the fly of her trousers and stepped closer. I smelled her, clean skin and arousal. She used two fingers slick with my own mess to tease my nipples through the romper, pinching until I arched against the chest strap.

"Say what you are on this bench."

"A resident," I whispered.

"Louder."

"A resident. A padded resident."

"Say what your cunt is doing."

"Leaking. It is leaking for you."

"Good little toy."

She returned to my clit, vicious now, side to side, flicking, two fingers inside me curling on the front wall while her palm ground the heel against my hood. The orgasm built like a closing argument I could not object to. My thighs trembled. My asshole clenched around nothing. Sound left me, ugly, open-mouthed.

She stopped.

Right at the crest.

I screamed. "No. No, please, Housemistress, I was…"

"You were about to soil my schedule with a greedy climax. You come when I ruin you or when I grant you. Not when your cunt throws a tantrum."

She slapped my pussy. Wet sound. I sobbed. Release spilled anyway, weaker, humiliating, contractions rolling through me while she held my hips down and watched. Cum dribbled from my hole, thin and wasted, soaking the liner, not the shattering relief I had chased. Aftershocks jerked my buttoned body. I stayed open, empty, dripping while she held her fingers to my perineum, reading my pulse like a ward nurse.

"Ruined," she said. "Marked."

Tears mixed with spit on the leather near my cheek. My clit screamed for more. She gave me none. She let the aftershocks finish, then wiped me with a cold cloth, clinical, front to back, tucking the liner back, snapping the romper, smoothing the diaper flat under the cotton.

"You came," she said. "The ledger will note arousal compliance at morning edging. Your body answered before your mouth filed dissent. That is not duress. That is pattern."

"It was involuntary," I said, voice shredded.

"Your nipples were hard before I touched your clit. You begged. You named your hole. Involuntary is a word for court. Here I read glands and breath and the way you push into my hand."

She released the straps one at a time. My legs shook when I stood. She did not let me walk alone. Her arm under my elbow, the other hand at the small of my back above the romper waist, she brought me to the feeding chair in the nursery corner.

The chair was wood and cushion, a lap strap, a neck roll. She sat and pulled me across her thighs, my diaper crinkling loud against her wool skirt. The bottle was already warm. Nipple rubber, adult-sized, obscene anyway. She traced it over my lower lip.

"Open."

I opened. The taste was sweet, fortified, the kind they gave women who were being rebuilt. She slid the nipple in. I sucked because the alternative was a hand in my hair and a slower shame.

"Swallow on my count. One. Two. Three."

I swallowed. Milk or formula, I did not ask. My throat worked. The warmth in my belly fought the cold between my legs where my ruined orgasm pulsed faintly.

"One. Two."

I sucked harder without meaning to. Comfort and regression braided together. My eyes stung.

"Good. Burp."

She patted my back, firm upward strokes. A burp escaped me, mortifying, adult woman on a mistress's lap. She checked the diaper at the leg cuff, then at the front panel.

"Dry. For now. You will wet before lunch. You will tell me when you do."

"I won't wet myself."

She tilted my chin. "You will. Thermals are logged. The romper will show if you lie."

She set me on my feet, tugged the romper hem straight, buttoned the collar snap I had missed. Morning complete. The wall clock ticked. Nine days gone. Fifty-one remaining. Partnership dissolution on day sixty. Estate vesting the same sunrise. I had thought the double deadline made me sharp. On her lap I had swallowed on command and my cunt had betrayed me on a bench bolted to the floor.

Housemistress Odile walked me toward the corridor door, slow, my crinkle announcing each step. No dialogue now. Just her hand at my elbow and the bulk between my legs and the taste of sweet milk on my tongue.

The deposition I had planned to win did not live in this building. Cross-examination needed a witness who could keep her thighs still and her brief dry. I had neither. My rebellion had sounded sincere in my head at bedtime. My glands had signed something else at dawn.

I could keep performing defiance until the ledger held a mountain of contradictions. I could keep calling it coercion while my body queued arousal on their morning standard. Or I could choose a different strategy before day ten wrote another line I could not strike.

I did not know the name of that strategy yet. I knew only that pride had collapsed under a hairbrush count and a ruined spill, and that walking forward still buttoned, still fed, still carrying their schedule in my skin, was the only motion left that was not a lie.

The corridor threshold waited ahead, bright after the wash bay. I took the step.


Chapter 4: Cocoa and Confession

The sponge pressed the base of my skull and I could not look away from my hands. They had gone pale and wrinkled in the bath like something that did not belong to a woman who had once billed six hundred an hour. Steam climbed off the surface and clung to my lashes. I had already been found. There was no version of this afternoon where I got to pretend I had slipped in alone.

Housemistress Odile sat on the lip of the tub with her knees angled toward me. Her robe was dry. Mine was a heap on the hook. On the white tile beside her thigh lay the remote, matte black, the kind of thing you would lose in a desk drawer and never think about again. Inside me, from before the water, the plug still sat where they had put it when I stopped fighting long enough to be useful. It pressed every time I shifted my hips. The bath was warm. The toy was warmer when it woke up.

She did not ask permission. Her thumb found the button and the motor answered low in my belly, a hum that reached my teeth. One notch. The sponge dragged slow across my shoulder blades. Heat spread under my skin while the water stayed the same temperature, senseless and gentle, as if the room did not know what she was doing to me.

"Stay open," she said. Not loud. The kind of voice that had read my file and knew which paragraphs I had skimmed.

I let my knees fall wider. The plug buzzed harder on the second click. My clit throbbed against nothing. I had a thick pad between my legs already, swollen from the morning, taped and pinned under the romper they had buttoned on me after feeding. The plastic shell held the warmth of my piss like a secret the bath could not wash out. When the vibration climbed again, the diaper crinkled as I twitched. The sound was small and obscene in the steam.

Third notch. My breath snagged. The sponge circled the knot at the back of my neck and water ran down my spine in a thin hot line. I stared at my pruned fingers gripping the porcelain rim. Counsel. That was what I had called myself on the walk in with the briefcase. The word lodged in my head and would not save me.

She raised it again. Fourth. My pussy clenched around the plug like it was trying to swallow the whole machine. I hated how ready I was. Forty-seven days left on the leave clock. Day thirteen. On day sixty my partnership at the firm would auto-dissolve and the christening would vest the estate authority in my husband's line either way. I had signed that. I had signed all of it.

The crest built slow. No stacking. No second rush she promised me. Just one long climb while her hand worked the sponge in steady strokes, shoulder, shoulder, the dip of my waist above the waterline. The remote pulsed in time with her patience. My nipples hardened under the air where the steam thinned. My mouth made a wet sound each time I tried not to moan.

"Say it," she said.

"I…" The vibration hit a depth that turned my thoughts to static. "I'm still… plugged. From before."

"Good girl. You don't get to negotiate out of what you're already wearing."

Shame hit and my cunt leaked around the silicone anyway. The diaper absorbed it. The swell rose. Another failure tucked against my skin.

Fifth notch. My thighs shook. The bath water sloshed. I was going to come in front of her without her ever touching my clit and the knowledge made me want to die and spread wider at the same time.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Let me… I can't…"

"You can. You're doing it. Look at you." Her eyes stayed on my face, not my tits, not my ruined lawyer hands. "You want this more than you will admit."

The sponge paused at my nape. The motor held peak. My inner voice broke apart: plugged slut, padded, day thirteen, forty-seven, gone, gone. I came with a sob that I swallowed wrong so it came out a choke. My hole spasmed and squeezed the toy in ripples while the aftershocks rolled through my belly and into the pad. Fresh heat bloomed in the diaper, whether piss or slick I could not tell and did not care. The crest hung there while she watched me ride it down.

"That's my Diane," she murmured, and started the sponge again.

I went slack against the tub. The admission slipped out on the exhale she owned.

"I didn't read page nine."

Her hand did not stop. "The indemnity rider."

"I thought it was boilerplate." My voice was thin. "I was showing off. I wanted him to see I could sign fast."

"Mm."

"I was afraid if I slowed down he'd think I was getting cold feet."

"Were you."

"Yes." Water cooled at my collarbones while the core of me stayed molten. "I was already sleeping in the guest room. I thought the prenup was armor."

The remote dropped one level. Not mercy. Maintenance. The plug purred softer while she rinsed the sponge and wrung it over my hair. Soap slid down my cheeks.

"You did well this morning," she said. "No back talk at weighing. You drank what you were given."

I wanted to argue that I had gagged. That tears had hit the bib. The words would not form. Praise settled in my chest like cocoa would later, sweet and stupid.

She killed the motor entirely. The silence in my body rang louder than the buzz had been.

"Up."

Her forearms were strong for a woman who never rushed. She lifted me as if I weighed what fear took off people. Water sheeted off the romper legs. The diaper hung heavy between my thighs, proof of the morning and the tub. She toweled my shoulders without stripping me, then belted a thick robe around me. My hair dripped on the collar.

The adjoining room was smaller, all cream tile and one low chair. A mug waited on the side table. Real cocoa, steam rising in a fat curl that smelled like sugar and dark powder. The same temperature story as the bath, warmth offered like it was innocent.

She poured a second splash from the pot to top mine off. "Sit."

I sat. The chair cradled my sore ass. The plug still filled me, dormant now, a fact my body kept accounting for. She stood behind me with a wide brush. The first stroke pulled from root to tip and my scalp lit up.

"You did well," she said again, and drew the brush through a tangle.

Stroke. The remote clicked once in her other hand. A soft pulse inside me, slower than the bath, synced to the pull of bristles.

"I hated the romper at first."

Stroke. Pulse.

"The buttons. You can hear them."

"You look pretty in pink." No mockery. Worse. She meant it like a sentence in a ledger.

My eyes stung. I drank cocoa. It burned my tongue the right way.

The second climb started without announcement. One long line from empty to full, brushing, brushing, the toy waking in increments I could not map because I was counting something else: the days, the firm, the woman who had walked through Fernhollow's door with leather heels and a case full of contracts she had not fully read.

"Tell me about the associate you poached from Keller," she said.

I laughed once, broken. "That was business."

"Name."

"Marissa Chen." Stroke. Pulse. "I offered her equity if she moved before bonus season."

"Because."

"Because I wanted to win." The brush found a snarl and worked it without ripping. "Because winning felt like the only kind of safe."

"Safe from what."

"My father. My husband. Being the wife who only hosted dinners." The pulse deepened. My thighs pressed together and the diaper crinkled. "I told myself court was cleaner than a nursery."

Her reflection moved in the mirror across from us. Silver hair. Calm mouth. The House had her face the way files had my signature.

"Page nine said you would reside on premises for the first year if the marriage held and you initiated separation," she said. Not a question.

"I know that now."

"What did you think it said."

"Relocation allowance." The heat in my cunt built again, single peak, no ladder. "A joke. His lawyer's flex."

The brush slid slow. Cocoa steam wet my lip. I kept talking like we were colleagues over drinks and not like I was pinned open in a chair with a soaked pad and a toy she owned.

"I never opened the nursery addendum. The one about daily regimen and wardrobe." Pulse. "I saw the table of contents and closed the PDF."

"Fear."

"That if I read it I would walk out and he would tell everyone I was hysterical." My voice dropped. "That I would be the petitioning spouse who couldn't take a joke."

"And now."

"Now I'm the resident who pissed her diaper during morning feeding and came in the bath without being touched."

"Say the second part again."

I swallowed chocolate and shame. "I came with the plug while you washed my back."

"Good."

The orgasm rolled in quiet this time, not a spike but a long shudder that emptied my lungs and made my toes curl inside the robe. I bit the mug rim so I would not scream. Strings of slick ran down the plug shaft; the pad took it. My clit pulsed against the hard seam of the romper. When it finished I was shaking and loose and stupid with truth.

She set the brush on the table. Cocoa only. Silence.

It was shelter until my own voice kept answering.

"I deleted the email from HR about the leave policy." I had not been asked. "I told the partner committee I was taking sabbatical for marital reconciliation. Sixty days. Forty-seven left." I stared at the dregs in my cup. "If I don't report back, dissolution is automatic. The press release drafts itself."

Housemistress Odile said nothing.

"I used to think grief was armor." My throat tightened. "If I mourned the marriage I could still be the woman who chose wrong, not the woman who was chosen for."

The room held its warmth.

"The woman with the briefcase was the one on the witness stand," I whispered. "Not me. I keep waiting for her to object."

Odile rinsed the brush in the basin by the chair. Water ran pinkish from the bristles, heat leaving in thin steam. I mourned her quietly, the counsel who had walked in, the one who would have cross-examined her way out of a padded chair. No objection came. My chest ached with the kind of loss that meant I had already stopped defending.

She dried the brush on a towel. "Tomorrow is blocked on the calendar. Fitting. Measure. Record." Like weather. Like law.

I stood when she tipped my chin up. My wet hair cooled against my neck. The robe opened enough that she could see the romper's pink collar, the tape lines at my hips, the bulge between my legs I could not hide. She pressed two fingers through the diaper shell and checked the swell with the same focus she had given page nine. I flinched anyway. Wet. Used. Documented.

"You'll hold still for the camera," she said. "You'll smile if I tell you."

My knees wanted to buckle. They did not. Forward motion had already started, the way bodies learn before minds agree.

She led me toward the corridor where the next House beat waited. I passed the bath stool on the way out. My briefcase sat there empty, clasp open, the leather dull from steam. My wrinkled fingerprints smeared the metal lock like evidence I had left on purpose. On the stool's other side the remote lay dark beside the forgotten cocoa mug, both of them cooling while I was still warm inside, still plugged, still hers enough that tomorrow's fitting felt less like threat than like the next place I would be held.


Chapter 5: Commissioned Before Vows

The bell did not ring at two in the morning. I had silenced it in my head hours ago and kept working. My penlight cut a thin white cone across hanging garment bags and the brass numbers on each drawer. I knelt on the cold tile with a pick set stolen from maintenance and worked the wardrobe department lock until the tongue gave a soft click I could taste, metal and dust from biting my lip too hard.

Nobody else was in the archive. Only the crinkle of plastic when I breathed too close to a sleeve, and the slow scratch of my pen against intake logs while I photographed page after page. I had come back to being a litigator in the only hours Fernhollow left me. Coercion. Documented fraud. A trap sprung when I filed to leave my marriage. That was the case I was building in the dark, thirty-nine days still ticking on my firm’s leave clock, day twenty-one of sixty, partnership dissolving on day sixty the same morning the christening vested the estate in hands that were not mine unless I learned to wear them.

I copied garment records next. Sizes. Fiber codes. Disposal manifests for soiled linens. My hands shook less when I had a file number. I slid open a drawer of tissue paper labeled with my married name and found order slips buried under muslin squares, not billing errors, not phantom charges. A full permanent trousseau of adult baby clothes commissioned in my measurements. Sleeper sacks. Snap crotches. Plastic pants in my hip span. Diaper covers with my monogram. The slips were typed clean. Permanent scale. No trial sizing. No guest wardrobe.

I photographed every line. My mouth went dry. The dates were worse than the measurements. Commission filed the week before my wedding. Filed before vows. Not the week I walked into Fernhollow with a briefcase and a petition. Not triggered by my filing. Selected. Chosen. The ground of my coercion case slid out from under me like a rug pulled in a courtroom I was no longer standing in. They had not trapped me when I tried to leave. They had ordered my nursery clothes while I still said I do.

The House bell rang then, one long note that rolled through stone corridors and found me anyway. A folded message waited on the archive threshold when I locked the drawer with unsteady fingers. Report to the display floor. Bring what you found. Witnesses. Gallery light. My rebellion had already been answered before I picked the lock.

I tucked the slips inside my padded front and walked. The thick diaper between my legs swelled with every step, warm from holding since evening checks, obscene under the commission’s own measurements. Crinkle. Crinkle. My pulse beat in my ears louder than my footfalls. Thirty-nine days. Sixty total. I could still tell myself the House happened to me until the dates on those slips said otherwise.

The display floor opened under chandeliers. Housemistress Odile stood on the raised dais with a file open. Residents lined the gallery rails in their own plastic and snaps. Staff in gray. My husband’s family crest on the far wall. I tasted copper when I climbed the steps, fear and adrenaline.

Odile did not raise her voice. She never needed to. “Diane. You will hold the evidence where they can see it.”

I lifted the order slips with both hands. The gallery rustled, whispers like dry leaves.

She read into the room, line by line, as if she were entering exhibits. “Chest forty-two. Waist thirty-four. Hip forty. Inseam thirty-one. Commission date eleven days prior to the wedding ceremony. Permanent trousseau. Adult scale. Not temporary intake. Not reactive provisioning.” Each number landed on my skin. I had argued accident in my head for three weeks. Accident died in public under those lights.

“Speak,” Odile said.

I had one earned reply. Compliance bought by the proof in my hand, not argument. My voice came out thin and then steadier because the slips left me no floor. “The commission predates my arrival. I was not caught by my filing. I was fitted before vows.”

Murmurs swept the gallery. Odile’s mouth curved, not kind. “Good. You can finally stop lying to yourself in briefs you no longer write.”

They stripped me on the dais. Not gentle. Pins and tapes and the wet slap of my used diaper pulled free so the air hit my slick folds, the shine on my inner thighs bare to the room. I was walked out in the commissioned scale of the order, garment by garment from a rack brought forward like a second wedding. Frilly romper snapped at the crotch. Ruffled socks. A bib with my initials. Plastic pants over a fresh thick diaper they taped on me while I stood shaking, the loud peel of adhesive, the crackle of the new shell. Public display. My nipples hardened under the thin top and I hated that the room could see it.

“Turn,” Odile said.

I turned. The crinkle was a broadcast. Taste of salt on my lip where I had bitten it. Sound of fifty people breathing while they looked at the woman who ordered her own humiliation two years early and only just learned it.

She held a small remote. My body knew it before my mind did. Training from weeks I had tried not to name. The plug inside my ass since bath hour buzzed once, a mean tease, then went dead.

“You stole from my wardrobe department at two in the morning,” she said for the record. “You will repay that theft with visibility. You will not come until I permit it. You will tell them what you are.”

“I am…” My throat closed.

She clicked the remote. The plug woke full, a thick vibration grinding my inner walls while the fresh diaper pressed hard against my clit. I gasped. The sound was obscene in the hush.

“Louder.”

“I am the padded wife.” My face burned. “I am, display. For the House.”

“Filthier.”

“I am a wet little, slut in baby clothes they ordered before I married.” The words tasted like soap and shame. Arousal rose under the insult, hot and traitorous. “I begged in my head and never saw the order slip. I’m their whore in diapers. I’m…”

“Stop.” The vibration dropped to a cruel pulse. “Hands on the rail. Ass out. They will watch you leak and squirm and not finish.”

I gripped the rail. Cool brass under my palms. The gallery stared at my plastic-covered rear, at the bow between my shoulder blades, at the lawyer who had picked a lock for evidence and found her own selection certificate. Odile walked behind me. Her fingers hooked the romper snaps at my crotch and peeled the plastic aside without removing the diaper, exposing the tape line and the swollen pad already darkening at the front from my fear-piss mixing with earlier wet.

“She wets on command now,” Odile told them. “Listen.”

She spanked the soaked diaper. Wet smack. I jolted. Another spank. The sound was vulgar, water and plastic. I moaned before I could stop. My clit throbbed against the compress. The plug hammered my asshole in time with the remote.

“Don’t you dare come, bitch.”

“I won’t, please…”

“You will beg for denial first. Then beg for it harder.”

Hours compressed into one long ordeal on the dais. I lost track of faces. Only taste and sound remained. The salt of tears at the corner of my mouth. The wet squeak when I shifted my thighs. Odile’s shoes on marble. Her voice reading more slip lines between torment waves, commission totals, delivery dates to the estate, satin liners, locking pins. Each recitation tightened the trap. Selected. Fitted. Permanent. My thighs trembled. Denial after denial. The remote dialed up until my vision speckled and down until I sobbed open-mouthed, drool on my bib string.

“Tell the gallery what your cunt wants.”

“My cunt wants to cum like a, like a toy in front of everyone.” I sobbed it. “I want to soak this diaper and scream. I’m your good little hole. Please let me…”

“Not yet.”

She unzipped something I could not see. Strap harness. Cold lube on my asshole where the plug had stretched me. She worked the plug out with a pop that rang in my teeth and replaced it with a thicker cock, rubber and unyielding, not asking. I choked on a yes I did not mean to give.

“Take it, Diane. Show them how the pre-wedding order fits.”

She fucked my ass in front of them all, slow strokes that punched the air from my lungs, each thrust shoving the diaper against my clit. The wet diaper squelched. Obscene. Obscene. My inner voice broke. fragments. can’t. need. shame. more. selected. hers. wedding week. mine.

“Beg filthy.”

“Fuck my ass. I’m your bitch wife. Ruin me. I was already yours before, before I knew, please Mistress I need to cum on your cock in this, this baby romper…”

The gallery heard everything. I heard my own voice crack and drip.

Odile leaned to my ear, mean and soft. “One release. Earned. You hold until I say.”

She pounded harder. My toes left the floor. The strap-on battered my hole raw. Her hand snaked under the diaper waistband and found my clit, slick and swollen, pinching once, cruel. The dual assault shredded what was left of defiance. Craving collapsed into it. I wanted to cum for them because they had known before vows.

“Now,” she said.

One orgasm. Not stacked. One massive crest she dragged out with her fingers on my clit and the cock destroying my ass, holding me on the peak until I screamed, until the sound tore my throat raw and tasted like metal. I came and came, gushing into the fresh diaper, a hot flood everyone could see darken and spread. My hole clamped on the rubber cock. Spasms wracked me in ugly waves. I drooled on the bib. I shook apart on the dais, slut completion in public, while witnesses watched the lawyer break.

Odile did not stop until the last twitch faded and I hung limp on the rail. Then she stilled. Pulled out. Snapped my plastic back. The wet diaper sagged heavy between my legs, proof on proof.

She turned me to face the room. My legs would not hold. Staff caught my elbows.

“We are only just beginning,” Housemistress Odile said, and filed the slips back into the record with the same calm she used for sentencing.

I stepped off the dais when they propelled me forward, soaked and displayed, thirty-nine days still burning on the clock, the story that this happened to me dead in my mouth, craving alive where defiance had been, toward whatever filing or rite she named next while the gallery’s murmur followed me like a second skin.


Chapter 6: The Nursery Throne

I found the portrait wedged behind a stack of linen cards in the estate office, the same room where the trousseau slips had gutted my wedding story two nights ago. Dust filmed the gilt frame. Margaret sat in the center, thick diaper visible under her christening whites, grinning like a queen who had won. The men of Fernhollow knelt around her crib. My husband's father looked young and emptied. Housemistress Odile stood at the rail in an earlier uniform, chin lifted, eyes on the padded bride instead of the priest. I slipped the photograph into my pocket. My hand shook. Not from fear. From the click of a lock I had not seen until then.

Midday smelled of beeswax and boiled starch. A house girl brought a note from the nursery wing, polite as a subpoena. The permanent trousseau required a final fitting measurement. My hips, my inseam, the flare of my chest. Dates on the order slips matched the portrait's era in spirit. Someone had been sizing me for this room long before I signed the prenup. I told the girl I would come myself. I left the law books open on the desk so anyone walking past would still see a woman clinging to her old job. Thirty days left on my firm's leave. Thirty until my partnership dissolved and this estate vested whatever power lived in padded flesh. The same clock. I hated that I had already learned to read it that way.

The nursery corridor was warm and sweet, milk and talc and something sharper underneath, skin held too long in plastic and cloth. Nurses murmured behind open doors. The crinkle reached me before I saw her. Margaret lay on the display cot in the sun room, the House's favorite broken matriarch, bib spotted, thighs spread just enough for airflow, a soother bobbing between her lips. Two aides fluffed her ruffle and pretended not to listen. Pity softened their faces. I stood in the doorway with the order slips folded in my fist.

"You commissioned these," I said, loud enough for the witnesses. "My measurements. Two years ago. The week before I married your son."

Margaret blinked up at me. She gurgled. A thin string of spit shone on the bib. "Pretty dress," she lisped. "Diane go bye-bye?"

The nurses clucked. One touched my elbow like I was the cruel one. "She has her days," the woman whispered. "Don't trouble her."

"I am troubling her," I said. "She troubled me first."

Housemistress Odile appeared without hurry, ledger under her arm. She did not look surprised to see me. She looked scheduled. "Measurements at two," she said. "The House expects accuracy." Her gaze dropped to my pocket, where the portrait corner pressed against my thigh through the fabric. "You belong in this room now."

The aides took that as dismissal. They filed out. The door closed. The sun room went quiet except for the fan and the plastic rustle when Margaret shifted her hips.

The soother popped free. Her voice came out clean, low, lawyer-sharp. "Lock it."

I turned the bolt myself. My pulse hammered.

"You wrote the clause," I said.

"I wrote every word your husband pretends he inherited." Margaret rolled onto one elbow, diaper thick between her legs, the bulk obscene and official at once. "Fernhollow does not reward wives who litigate their way out of marriage. It rewards wives who finish the regression in body, not on paper."

"You were broken," I said. "They pity you."

"Pity is camouflage." She tapped the crib rail. "From this mattress I have signed every check that kept this family standing. Every male heir kisses my hand before he spends a cent. The nursery is not my defeat. It is my chair."

The photograph in my pocket weighed heavier than paper. I pulled it out. Margaret smiled at her younger self, then at me.

"That day I vested," she said. "Christening was theater. The power passed when I accepted the diaper and meant it. The estate does not trust ink. It trusts what you live."

"Finishing the year frees me," I said, but my mouth had already gone dry.

"No." She held my eyes. "Finishing the year crowns you. The sentence is succession. I picked the best litigator alive because the throne must survive challenge in court. You think I wanted a daughter-in-law who would walk? I wanted one who could win while leaking in the nursery and still make a judge nod."

My knees wanted to buckle, not from weakness but from hunger I had been calling outrage for thirty days.

"If you walk on day sixty," she said, "you leave your partnership and you leave Fernhollow. The next woman in those order slips takes everything. Purse. Votes. The men. Me dead or not."

"You planned this when I was still billing hours."

"I planned it when you were still arrogant enough to earn it." She slid the soother back between her teeth, then spoke around it without dropping the mask. "Kneel. Oath is taken on the tongue here."

Odile did not leave. She set the ledger on the side table and opened it to a page filled with my name. Witnessed test. My skin prickled under my clothes, cotton wrong against nipples that had tightened without permission.

Margaret spread her thighs wider. The diaper hung heavy, yellowed at the center, the smell rising blunt and human, ammonia braided with stale sweetness. Not an accident. A message. She had been sitting in her own waste to greet me.

"You smell that?" she said. "That is revenue. That is control. You want the throne, you learn to love what proves you are not performing."

I knelt. The tile bit my knees. I had argued in front of federal benches without trembling. My jaw trembled now.

"Lick the mess," Margaret ordered. "Show me you can serve what you will soon own."

I pressed my face to the warm swell between her legs. The outer plastic squeaked. Inner fibers clung, sodden. Talc stuck to my lips. I dragged my tongue along the sour stripe where urine had pooled and wicked outward. Margaret groaned, real and adult, fingers knotting in my hair.

"Good girl," she hissed. "Court face gone. Just a hole with a tongue."

Housemistress Odile's pen scratched. "Witnessed," she murmured.

I licked again, slower, deeper along the crease where diaper met inner thigh. Margaret's hips rolled. She yanked my hair until my scalp burned.

"Say it," she said. "Say what you are."

"I'm your successor," I choked, taste bitter on my tongue. "I'm the padded heir."

"Louder. Filthy."

"I'm a nursery slut licking my queen's piss pad." The words scraped my throat and lit me between my own legs. Shame and heat fused, the engine she had built.

Margaret laughed. "Odile, note her enthusiasm."

"Noted," the Housemistress said, voice flat as a gavel.

Margaret guided my mouth to the front of the diaper, where her clit pressed a stiff point through layers. "Chew the bulk aside. Find me. Earn the story you will tell a judge someday without blushing."

I bit through wadded fiber. My teeth ground plastic. I tore a hole with my lips until skin met air, her slick folds sliding against my mouth, adult and swollen. I sucked her clit hard. Margaret cursed, legs clamping my ears. Wet sounds filled the room, obscene and loud. I sucked again, flicking with my tongue while she ground down, using my face like a toy.

"Don't stop," she ordered. "You stop when I say."

I worked my mouth until my jaw ached. Spit ran down my chin. She pulled my hair to make me gag on her, then eased just enough to let me breathe and lick. Cruel rhythm. My pussy throbbed untouched, denied, dripping into my underwear.

Housemistress Odile stepped closer. "Stand her."

Two hands I had not seen lifted me partway. Margaret nodded toward the cot edge. "Strip her. Witness needs skin."

My blouse hit the floor. My skirt followed. Odile's assistant, silent, rolled my stockings down. I stood in nothing but shame and heat while the ledger stayed open.

Margaret hooked two fingers inside me without preamble. I gasped, clenching around her intrusion.

"Soaked," she said. "Greedy little cunt. You want the throne because you want this."

"Yes," I begged before I could lawyer it away.

"Yes what?"

"Yes, I want to rule from the crib. Yes, I want your filthy seat."

She curled her fingers, stroking the spot that made my vision spark. My hips jerked. She stopped.

"Not yet."

I whined. The sound humiliated me and made me wetter.

Again she rubbed, firm, merciless circles through her fingers, thumb grinding. My thighs shook. I panted, "Please, Margaret, please let me cum, I'm your heir, I'm your whore."

"Housemistress," Margaret said mildly.

Odile spoke from behind me. "Denied. Record the edge."

Margaret brought me up twice more, fingers plunging, palm crushing my clit, mouth on my nipple biting until I screamed into the sun-washed air. Each time my body climbed the ledge. Each time she pulled away and let me hang, clenching on nothing, sobbing.

"Thirty days," Margaret whispered in my ear while I shook. "Your partnership dies the same hour my authority becomes yours. Walk and you lose both. Stay and swallow what I give you."

She pushed me back to my knees. "Finish me with your mouth. You get your reward when I am finished."

I buried my face between her legs again, tongue frantic, lips sucking, chin slick with her and with my own spit. Margaret used the rail for leverage and fucked my mouth, hips snapping. "Take it, bitch. Choke on it. Tell the room who owns your throat."

I gagged, drool stringing to the tile. "You own my throat. Fernhollow owns my throat."

Odile's pen never stopped. "Witnessed."

Margaret's thighs went rigid. She came with a raw shout, cunt pulsing against my tongue, flood of slick and bitterness I swallowed because swallowing was the oath. Her orgasm rolled long, adult, violent, hands crushing my skull to her until my vision blurred. I moaned into her, desperate for my own release, grinding my empty pussy against the cot leg.

The moment she finished, she shoved me back. "No."

I sobbed, "Please, I served you, I licked your pad, I…"

"Denied." Odile's voice cut clean. "Successor candidate edged. No permission."

Margaret slid the soother back between her lips, eyes still lucid above it. Baby voice returned like a curtain. "Diane nice. Diane learn."

The aides were allowed back in. Pitying faces again. I gathered my clothes with hands that would not steady. My jaw burned. My thighs trembled, clenched so hard they cramped. Heat pooled in my belly, cruel and unfinished, every nerve screaming for a climax Odile had ruled out in ink.

Margaret blew me a kiss only I could read as a command. "Bye-bye, pretty lawyer."

I walked the corridor with the portrait in my pocket and the ledger's scratch still in my ears. Thirty days. Partnership ash on one side. Throne on the other. I had come to accuse a broken woman. I left knowing she had chosen me, tested me, made me crave the seat that required my regression to be real.

The plastic smell clung to my hair. Her taste would not leave my tongue. My clit pulsed with every step, denied, owned, already part of the inheritance moving toward whatever came next in this house I could no longer afford to leave.


Chapter 7: The Denial Trial

The card came under the nursery door before breakfast, stiff cream stock with a black border like a court filing. Ten o'clock. Christening undergarment, second fitting. One word in Housemistress Odile's hand: assessment. I sat on the edge of my cot and read it twice. Twenty-two days left on my leave. Day thirty-eight. On day sixty my partnership at the firm would auto-dissolve and the christening would vest the estate authority in whoever Fernhollow believed. Margaret had told me the throne was real. Odile had not said she believed me yet.

Nurses bathed me without comment. They powdered the crease between my thighs and taped a fresh thick diaper around my hips, the plastic backing hot from the warming cupboard. The crinkle when I stood made my face hot. They dressed me in the nursery whites, soft cotton that hid nothing of what lay underneath, and led me down the corridor to the fitting room.

Housemistress Odile waited with the measuring tape coiled on her wrist like a leash. Two mannequins wore half-finished pieces from the trousseau, ivory and pearl thread, the christening gown's understructure open at the bodice for access. A third chair faced the mirrors, arms bound in padded cuffs at the wrists and ankles spread on a low stool. Not a courtroom. Worse. A body on offer.

"This is not a fitting you schedule," she said. "It is an assessment. You want the garment. You want what Margaret has. Fernhollow can dress another woman if I read performance instead of regression." She said another woman flatly, and jealousy hit me low in the belly, sharp as a withheld breath. Someone else in my diaper. Someone else at the christening. Someone else's cunt wetting the estate into obedience while I stood in counsel's shoes in memory only.

"Strip to the diaper," she said.

I peeled the cotton off. Cool air kissed the tape at my hips. The bulk between my legs squashed when I stepped out of the panties they had put over it, a shameful mound, adult-wide, crinkling with every shift. Odile circled me. Her fingers found the tape edge and pressed, checking seal, checking skin, checking that I flinched.

"Posture," she said.

I straightened. She pulled the measuring tape across my nipples, cold metal slide on stiff peaks, then under my breasts, around my ribs, down to the waist above the padded swell. She wrote nothing I could see. She only looked at my face when the tape brushed the plastic over my pubic bone.

"Spread your legs wider."

I did. She knelt. Her hands were the instrument today, warm and certain. She ran palms down the outside of the diaper, then hooked fingers under the leg elastic and peeled one side back enough to expose the crease where thigh met groin, the shaved skin House demanded, already prickling. No lawyer argument reached here. Her thumb stroked once, slow, along the outer labia, and my knees tried to buckle.

"Hold still. This is measurement, not reward."

I bit the inside of my cheek. She exposed the other side symmetrically, chill on my inner lips, then pressed the diaper flat again and smacked the front of the bulk, a dull thwap on plastic.

"Wet already," she said, not a question. "We will see if you flood the trial garment or yourself."

She led me to the chair. Cuffs clicked. My arms pulled forward. My ankles locked wide. The mirrors showed a thirty-six-year-old woman in nursery captivity, tits out, diaper thick as a promise, face flushed with want I had spent weeks denying.

She laid the trousseau pieces on a table within my sight. Christening corset, open-crotch design, meant to frame the diaper not hide it. Silk train clips. A cap with lace. Each item she held up she named, and each name was a test.

"This corset laces over a resident who leaks on command. Not a partner who clenches her thighs in court."

She draped the corset over my shoulders without fastening it. Her hands followed the boning, tracing sternum, ribs, the underside of my breasts, pinching nipples hard enough to whine out of me.

"These seams sit on a spine that bows when corrected. Show me."

I arched when she pushed between my shoulder blades. Her fingers counted vertebrae through skin, one two three, pausing at the small of my back, then sliding around to grip the flesh above the diaper, digging in.

"You argued the prenup," she murmured. "You argued Margaret. You do not argue today."

She fastened the corset loose at first, her knuckles brushing my sides each pass of the lace. Tighter. Tighter until breath came short and my tits pushed up, nipples bare to the room. She clipped the train hardware at my hips, metal kissing plastic, and the weight tugged when I twitched.

"Assessment layer one," she said. "Hands only. You do not come. If you come, I stop and we resume tomorrow with a different candidate in mind."

The threat slid into my cunt like a finger. Another woman. I shook my head. "I won't."

"You will if I allow it. You will not if I forbid it. Say forbidden."

"Forbidden," I whispered, and hated how my pussy clenched on empty air.

She pulled the front of the diaper down again, both sides this time, pinning the bulk under my ass so the plastic pressed my hole. My lips lay open in the mirror, slick shine, clit swollen and ugly-pretty. Odile did not rush. She cupped my mound with one hand, heel of palm grinding slow circles on my clit while two fingers of the other traced my entrance, dipping shallow, spreading wet up and down without entering.

"Count in your head," she said. "When I stop at ten, you freeze. Not a twitch."

She built the count with pressure. One, two, her fingers circling firmer. Three, four, clit caught under the pad of her thumb, rubbed raw-steady. Five, six, my hips jerked. She slapped my inner thigh.

"Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten."

She lifted her hands entirely. I hung on the edge, breath sawing, tears pricking. No release. The warmth between my legs pulsed, a heartbeat in the flesh she had worked.

"Layer two."

She oiled her fingers, clear and glistening, and returned. This time she worked my clit in tight side-to-side flicks, mean and fast, while one finger pushed into my cunt to the first knuckle, crooking, finding the spot that whited out my sight. My mouth fell open. Drool gathered; I could not swallow past the moan.

"Hold," she said.

I tried. The finger inside pumped once, twice, then stilled while her thumb mashed my clit. Stack building. Edge building. Hours could feel like this, she had said once. She had not been joking.

"Please," I said before I could counsel myself shut.

"Please is counsel's word. Residents beg dirtier."

She added a second finger, stretch burn sweet, scissoring shallow, never deep enough to tip me over. The wet sounds were obscene in the quiet room, schlick, schlick, my own juice running down toward the diaper plastic. She watched my face in the mirror.

"You want the christening garment because you want to own them," she said. "Say what you are right now."

"A… resident."

"What kind?"

"A wet… a wet resident in a diaper."

"Louder."

"I'm a wet resident in a fucking diaper."

"Good. Hold."

She edged me three more stacks without mercy. Ten-count builds, frozen stops, her free hand slapping my tits when I bucked, pinching nipples and twisting until I screamed into a held breath. The diaper under my ass had stayed dry, but the skin of my thighs glistened. My clit throbbed, a pulse of its own. She peeled the diaper aside once more and pressed the cool measuring tape directly against my swollen bud, metal edge cruel, then replaced it with two fingers rolling my clit in wet circles until my whole body trembled and still she lifted away at nine.

"You are entitled to climax in your head," she said. "In Fernhollow you are entitled to what I give. You demanded release like a partner. Wrong voice."

"I'm not…"

She shoved three fingers into my cunt, deep, brutal, fucking me on the chair with wrist snaps that rocked the cuffs. My head slammed back. Pleasure spiked hard enough to break, and she stopped dead, fingers buried but still, stretching me open on the edge.

"Negotiate again and I call the next fitting for House's alternate."

Jealousy burned hotter than the edge. Some polished woman from the family's outer edges, someone who would smile through regression and take my place at the vesting. Margaret's successor erased. I sobbed once, ugly.

"No more negotiating," I gasped.

"Prove it."

Hours. She made them real. The clock on the wall ticked through ten-thirty, eleven, the morning session bleeding toward midday. She fitted the cap on my head and tugged lace while fingering me slow. She laced the corset tighter between edges. She had me stand in the train clips, legs shaking, while she knelt behind and worked my clit from below, two fingers on my bud, one in my asshole pressing gentle then firm, a dirty fullness that made me beg in broken fragments.

Can't. Need. Please Housemistress. Not please. Something worse.

The diaper betrayed me mid-trial. Heat spread through the bulk, piss I could not stop once my bladder gave up against edging and fear and hours of torment. Yellow warmth wicked into the core, the thick material swelling with weight. The crinkle turned obscene when I shifted, sodden drag. Odile sniffed once, clinical.

"Authentic," she said, and did not change me.

Urine cooled against my skin as she worked me toward another stack. Shame fused with heat until I could not tell them apart. I was an adult woman locked in a wet diaper, corseted, capped like a bride of the nursery, clit rubbed raw, cunt dripping separate from the flood inside. My career clock ran in my skull. Twenty-two days. Partnership dies. Estate lives. Only if she signed me real.

"You're wet everywhere except where I permit completion," she said. "Beg, and I might let you."

I opened my mouth. Counsel rose first. I have endured the assessment. I have satisfied. Her hand left my body entirely.

"No."

The word dropped me. I hung in the cuffs, sodden, swollen, empty of everything but need. Jealousy gnawed. While I performed entitlement, another woman could be downstairs learning the train clips with grateful, stupid sincerity.

I tasted salt. My voice came out ruined.

"Please let this resident come. Please, Housemistress. I need it. I'll say it. I'm a horny little bitch in a wet diaper and I need your hands on my clit. Please."

Silence. Then her fingers returned, not gentle. Vicious circles on my clit, two fingers pounding my cunt, a third pushing back into my ass. Permission granted on her terms, not mine.

"One," she said aloud. "Come now."

I shattered. Orgasm ripped through me, knees locked by cuffs, scream bouncing off mirrors. She did not stop. She counted through it.

"Two. Again. You do not stop when I count."

The second crest dragged longer, brutal on flesh already screaming, oversensitive clit slapped and rolled until pleasure bordered pain and still she worked me. I choked on spit. "Two, oh god…"

"Three. One more."

The third broke something in my head. Inner voice fractured to shards. cockhole whore good toy take it, no cock but her fingers like punishment, my cunt clamping, gush running down the chair while the diaper hung swollen with piss and the room smelled of sex and ammonia.

"Four."

I begged her to stop and she made the fourth last until my vision greyed, counted aloud while I sobbed through it, body jerking in the restraints, christening lace cap askew on my head.

"Five."

The fifth was mercy as cruelty, slow deep pumps in my cunt while her thumb barely brushed my clit, endless tease on ruined nerves until the last orgasm spilled out of me flat and total, an emptied shell twitching.

She withdrew. She wiped her fingers on the sodden front of my diaper, marking it.

"Assessment outcome recorded," she said. "Regression reads genuine. The trousseau remains yours pending continued proof. Not one performance. Many."

She uncuffed me. I collapsed forward, arms dead. She did not comfort. She lifted my chin.

"Tomorrow, fitting three. You will present in a dry garment at nine. You will drink two litres before you enter this room. You will not touch your clit without permission in the intervening hours. If you wet early, you wear it through the fitting and I add denial. Margaret will attend as witness."

Margaret. Witness. Jealousy flickered weak through spent nerves. She would see me broken open and know the succession was closer.

Odile slid the christening undergarment sketch across the table, next appointment inked bottom corner.

"Sleep in your diaper tonight," she said. "Crawl back to the nursery. Tell the night nurse you passed assessment so she logs it. Day thirty-nine begins your deeper hold."

I gathered the cotton dress with shaking hands. The wet bulk between my legs slapped when I walked, warm and cold together, texture of plastic and sopping fluff against my raw skin. Twenty-two days still ran toward sixty. I had stopped seizing. I had asked the way a resident asks. They could govern me now through withheld pleasure, and I had handed them the lever myself.

I crawled when she told me to. The corridor was long. The card's word assessment echoed in my thighs with every crinkle forward into what came next.


Chapter 8: Choosing to Stay

I still smelled like her when the morning mail hit the nursery table. My thighs stayed slack from last night’s long denial, the thick diaper between them warm and loose, not fresh, not checked yet. Housemistress Odile did not reach for the ledger. She only stacked envelopes with that calm click of paper on wood while I sat in the low chair by the window, knees apart because the bulk would not let me close them all the way.

The room was cool against my bare arms. Outside, gravel crunched once, then nothing. Inside, the radiator ticked. I listened to both and did not argue with my own body for wanting to stay seated.

She slit one envelope and read without looking at me. Then she turned it and slid it onto my lap.

Firm letterhead. The partnership name I had typed a thousand times. A printed deadline circled in red ink, hard and small at the bottom of the page.

“Read it,” she said.

I did. My mouth went dry. The words were plain. My sixty-day leave of absence was nearly spent. On day sixty, if I had not returned to active practice, my partnership would dissolve automatically. No hearing. No appeal. The slot would close and someone else’s name would go on the door.

Thirteen days left. The number lodged in my skull like a weight.

She took the letter back and read it aloud once, voice even, as if she were quoting a weather report. Dissolution. Automatic. Deadline.

When she finished, she put the page in my hands again. The old life shrank to that date and that clause. No drama in the typeface. Just ink and consequence.

I could have started the exit speech then. I knew every line. I had rehearsed them in the bath, in the crib, on my knees. I would walk back in. I would save the partnership. I would file the coercion case in my head and in court later.

I folded the letter along the crease and set it on the table beside her stack. I did not speak the speech. The house stayed still. No test named. No appointment card slid under my nose.

Housemistress Odile watched me for a beat, then stood. “Bath,” she said. “Then you attend me.”

Not a punishment. Not a score. An evening.

The water in the nursery tub ran hot enough to pink my skin. Steam rose and stuck in my throat. She did not rush me out of the diaper. She peeled the tapes slow, lifted the sodden core away, and the cool air hit my cunt like a slap I deserved. I had leaked from the edge work hours ago, not piss, just slick shame that had nowhere to go in the denial. She washed me with a cloth, between my legs, unhurried, no comment. My clit throbbed when she passed over it and she did not tease. She only cleaned.

After, she sat me on the stool and brushed my hair. Each stroke pulled a soft sound from the bristles. My scalp warmed. My eyes stung for no reason I would admit out loud.

Supper was plain. She fed me bites from her own fork. I opened my mouth when she told me. Creamed potato. A sip of wine she let touch my lips and pulled away before I could gulp. I tasted her thumb once when she wiped my chin. Salt and control.

When the tray cleared, she pointed to the rug at her feet.

“Kneel.”

I knelt. Stockings on her calves, dark seam straight up the back. I put my palms on her legs through the fabric. Heat rose off her skin. I kissed along the seam, slow, one inch, then the next. No audience in the doorway. No House tally. Just her breath above me and the quiet crinkle of my fresh diaper when I shifted, thick and dry now, taped snug, a childish vault between my thighs that made me hotter because nobody was forcing me to wear it tonight.

“Good,” she murmured. “Stay there. Serve.”

I kissed her ankle. The bone there. The soft place above her shoe. I nuzzled her calf and held my breath steady so I would not perform gratitude like a closing argument. My lips traced up to her knee. She did not spread for me yet. She made me stay at worship. Palms flat. Mouth honest.

“You wanted to run,” she said, not angry. Fact. “Every day you counted days like a sentence.”

I pressed my cheek to her shin. “Thirteen left.”

“And then what.”

My throat tightened. Partnership gone. Christening vests the same day. The estate authority locks to whoever finishes the year in the nursery. I had known it since the prenup. I had hated it since the prenup.

“I could still go back,” I whispered. The defiance flashed sharp, old Diane, lawyer Diane. “Day fifty-nine. Walk in. Save my name on the letterhead.”

She tangled her hand in my hair, not yanking, just holding. “You could.”

It died in my chest. Not because she crushed it with rules. Because the bath still warmed my skin and her fork had been in my mouth and the dry diaper made me feel held instead of exposed. I had nothing clean to say.

“I don’t want to,” I said, so quiet I almost did not hear myself.

She lifted my chin. “Say it like you mean it, slut. Not to the firm. To me.”

Shame hit my face. Heat followed. My pussy clenched in the diaper, useless, trapped, soaked already with want not urine.

“I don’t want to go back,” I said louder. “I want to stay here. I want you to keep me.”

“Beg for it properly.”

I swallowed. “Please, Housemistress. Let me stay past the deadline. Let me lose the partnership. I choose it. I choose this.”

Her eyes did not soften. She believed me when I finally stopped performing either side.

She gathered me up into her lap in the big chair. My diaper crinkled loud when she settled me. One arm around my back. My cheek to her hair. Lavender and starch. Her hand slid under the front of the diaper and found my slit, already swollen, not teasing, just cupping me like she owned the mess I was making.

“Slow,” she said. “One night. No ledger. You come when I say, and you thank me while you do.”

“Yes, Housemistress.”

Her middle digit slid along my clit, pressure flat and steady, not the cruel flick from the fitting room. Worship pace. My hips tried to jerk. She held me down with the weight of her palm on the diaper shell, trapping my cunt under plastic and fluff.

“You will wet this before morning,” she said. “You will wake soggy and ask for a change like a good little toy. You will not pretend you are still a partner at Morgan Hale.”

“I’m not,” I gasped. “I’m yours. I’m your whore in diapers.”

“Again.”

“I’m your whore in diapers. I piss and cum in your diaper. I want the deadline to take my job.”

She pushed two digits inside me, curl tight, while her thumb ground my clit. Wet sounds leaked out, obscene in the quiet room. I drooled against her collar, no cock in my mouth but the filth in my head anyway, choking on my own words.

“Take it,” she said. “No rush. Feel every second.”

I rode her hand as much as the chair allowed. The diaper bunched, warm against my ass. Sweat slid down my spine. Cold window glass at my back, hot hand on my cunt, her breath steady in my ear.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” she said.

I moaned, broken. “I don’t want unchanged. I want ruined.”

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you. Thank you for breaking me. Thank you for the letter. Thank you for not letting me lie.”

Her curl inside me pressed that spot that had been edged for hours yesterday. Not a stack of stops and starts tonight. One long climb. The words in my head fractured. please please please Housemistress I’ll stay I’ll stay I’ll, “Come,” she said.

I shattered. Orgasm rolled through me ugly and long, clit pulsing under her thumb, cunt squeezing her digits, a gush of slick that the diaper caught, warm spread under the tape, my voice a whine I did not recognize. I sobbed into her neck while the aftershocks jerked my legs. She kept stroking me through it, cruel kindness, drawing it out until I whimpered and went limp.

Released slow, not tossed off. She let me tremble in her arms. Fear was not what shook me. Thanks was. It sat where argument used to live, heavy and simple.

I stopped scripting departure in my head. No day-fifty-nine heroics. No coercion case. I had read the deadline myself. I had folded the letter. I had chosen to stay before anyone forced the words.

What scared me now was cleaner. If I stayed, I could not blame the House, the prenup, or her hand in my hair. Only me.

She kissed my temple. “Quiet night,” she said. “Sleep in my hold if you need.”

I needed. I dozed against her, diaper cooling in places, damp in the crotch from cum and the first shy leak of piss I had not meant to let go, body softer than will.

Footsteps on the gravel drive cut through the hush. Not one pair. Wheels. A carriage or cart, metal tick on stone.

Housemistress Odile lifted her head. Someone new at the door.

She rose. I slid down on bare feet, diaper thick between my toes, letter deadline forgotten for a breath, still chosen, still held, momentum pulling me after her toward whatever had come next.


Chapter 9: The Unlocked Door

I pressed my forehead to the nursery glass at 8:12 and watched the minute hand bite down on the hour. Somewhere across the city my name was being struck from the firm letterhead. I could see it: black ink scraped off brass plates, reception desks, the conference room door I used to own. Day fifty-six. Four days left before the leave expired and the partnership dissolved without a vote, without me in the room. My stomach turned over like I had already fallen.

The panic was not the crib or the plastic sheets or the powder smell that clung to my skin. It was my chest. My title was already garbage on paper. Associate no more. Former counsel. The body knew before the mind finished the sentence. Sweat broke under the terry bib. My nipples hardened against the fabric and I hated that my flesh reacted like this was foreplay instead of funeral.

Christening week sat in the file Odile kept on the side table. I had read every line until the words blurred. The whole family would come. My husband and his brothers would kneel in the chapel aisle. I would stand in front of them in whatever they dressed me in, legs spread for the check, tapes pulled loud, diaper pressed flat while they watched. I would have to speak the concession aloud, the one argument I built my life on refusing. Property follows the bloodline. The wife serves the house. I governed those men at dinner. I wrote clauses that cut their cousins out of trusts. Now they would see me tucked and hear me say I was wrong.

The line looped behind my ribs. I serve the house. I serve the house. My breath came shallow. Taste of sour milk from breakfast still on my tongue, sweet rot at the back of my throat. I could not swallow it.

I turned from the window so fast the crib bars swam. My bare feet slapped the corridor tile. No slippers. No escort. The nursery door was ahead, ordinary painted wood, handle I had never tried because the prenup was supposed to be the lock. My hand shook on the brass. I pulled.

The latch gave.

The hallway beyond was empty, morning light from the transom, smell of wax and coffee from the staff wing. No alarm. No Housemistress stepping out of shadow. No clause left to cite. I could walk. Four days still on the calendar but my career was already dead at 8:12. I could die in a hotel with my phone off and let them wonder.

My fingers stayed on the open door. Freedom tasted like copper. I shut the door. The click was soft. I leaned my back against it and slid down until my padded rear hit the floor. I chose the click over the hallway. No one made me. The coercion was gone on paper and on the latch. What remained was my own hand on the wood, pushing it closed.

The Housemistress stood at the end of the corridor as if she had been there the whole time. She did not ask where I had been going. She held a tray with gloves, a bulb, and a jar of clear gel that smelled sharp, clinical, then underneath it like hidden fruit.

"On the bench," she said. "Today we rehearse what they will see."

The changing bench was cold through the thin romper. She stripped me without ceremony. The garment under me was already damp from the morning, yellow threading the core, shame hot in my face when she pinched the liner and held it up for me to smell. Ammonia and sugar. My own piss. Proof I was already the script they would witness.

"You will leak in front of them if you clench like that," she said. "Open."

She gloved her hand. Gel slicked my hole. I flinched. Anal was the lesson today, not the teasing strokes between my thighs that other mornings used to break me. She worked one finger past the ring, then two, scissoring until I gasped. The stretch burned clean. She watched my face, not my cunt. This was the instrument the christening would hide and expose at once, the place I could not glamorize in court.

"Breathe and push out like a good hole."

I pushed. Her fingers slid deeper. The nursery air tasted of latex and my own fear-sweat. She added a third finger. My voice broke on a moan I tried to bite back.

"You will kneel with his brothers watching," she said. "You will thank the house for claiming your body. Say the line."

"I serve the house."

"Louder. Like you mean you want it."

"I serve the house."

She withdrew her fingers and picked up the plug from the tray, black silicone, thick at the middle. She pressed it to my rim. I shook my head once, automatic, the old Diane flickering.

"That gesture dies today," she said. "Take it or walk. You already tried the door."

I bore down. The plug breached me. My ring stretched wide. Inch by inch she seated it until the base kissed my skin and the fullness sat heavy inside my gut. I whimpered. My clit throbbed untouched, traitor pulse.

She turned me on the bench, belly down, knees on the lower shelf, rear elevated. The position was the same one they would use before the chapel, check and display. She ran her hand over the plug base.

"Recite again."

"I serve the house. I was wrong about the bloodline."

"Wrong word. You concede."

"I concede the estate to the house. I concede my body to the house."

She unbuckled something from beneath the bench. Strap harness. Not her flesh but hard rubber cock, curved for depth. She lined it at my hole, plug yanked free in one brutal tug that made me scream into the bib. Empty for a second, then the cockhead nudged my open rim.

"Say mine."

"What?"

Her hand cracked my cheek. Spit in my mouth when I gasped. Salt on my tongue, her fingers pinning my jaw.

"Mine. Say it."

"Yours."

"Whose hole is this?"

"Yours, Housemistress."

"Who owns the bitch on the bench?"

"You do."

She drove in. No warm-up now. The rubber cock speared my asshole and punched the air from my lungs. I clawed the bench vinyl. Each thrust rattled a chain of sensation through my pelvis, prostate-less grind against nothing, my pussy dripping and ignored below. She fucked my rear like she was stamping a seal.

"Christening line. Full."

"I concede," I sobbed. "I serve the house. I was wrong. I want…"

"You want what?"

"To be kept. To be padded. To be…"

"Say filthy."

"I want your cock in my ass in front of them. I want them to see me wet myself like a whore while I give up."

The words shattered something I had carried since law school. My inner voice fractured. Good. Hole. Take it. Broken wife. She pounded harder. The wet sounds from my cunt slapping the bench were obscene, juices not urine yet, but close.

She reached under and found my swollen nub with two fingers, rough circles. I climbed fast, edge blinding. My thighs shook. The christening faces flashed behind my lids, husband kneeling, brothers smirking, me spread, tapes ripped, voice carrying in stone acoustics.

"Come for me," she said.

"Please, please, Housemistress…"

"Come."

I crested. The orgasm started to roll through my belly, ass clamping on the rubber shaft. She pulled out to the tip and held there, fingers lifted off my clit entirely. The climax twisted wrong. Pleasure spilled sideways, ruined, contractions milking nothing, squirt jetting weak onto the bench while the peak stuttered and died. I sobbed, hips jerking at air. Cum dripped from my cunt in useless pulses. She read every twitch with calm eyes.

"Again," she said.

She slammed back in. My oversensitive hole screamed. She did not touch my front. Only anal ruin, thrust after thrust, while I begged in ragged scraps.

"Let me finish. Please. I'll say anything. I serve the house. I'm your slut. Fuck my ass until I…"

She edged me twice more the same way, building me on friction through the thin wall, then stopping at the crest so my release leaked out in humiliating dribbles, no mercy peak, just shaking and mess. The third time my bladder gave. Piss flooded the fresh diaper she had taped on me mid-scene, warmth spreading while she stroked deep in my rear. I cried out, the christening horror made flesh, wetting while penetrated, exactly what they would see.

She finally let me finish with her thumb on my clit and cock buried to the hilt. The orgasm was violent, teeth in the bib, vision white, asshole spasming around rubber. Even then she wrung it cruel, slowing at the last second so the last pulses came half-starved, wasted aftershocks dribbling down my thighs.

She pulled out. My gaping rim winked, sore, dripping gel.

"Stand."

I stood on jelly legs. The soaked garment sagged between my thighs, acrid taste rising when I breathed through my mouth.

She held the mirror. Red eyes, bib crooked, hair plastered. Lawyer gone. Something else in the glass.

"You unlocked the door yourself," she said. "You locked it yourself. Remember that when you kneel."

I remembered. The hallway had been real. The choice was mine. Staying cost me the last alibi. I could never again tell a court, a cousin, my own reflection that Fernhollow kept me by force. I had shut the wood with my palm and opened my legs on the bench without a clause in the room.

Terror of exposure still sat in my chest, christening week, public diaper, brothers watching. The difference was authorship. I would walk to the rite. I would let them tape me in front of the family. I would deliver the closing argument inverted, concession as victory, shame fused with the heat until I could not tell them apart.

Housemistress Odile set a folded christening garment on the table beside the file, white smock, ribbons, the hour card tucked under the sleeve. Tomorrow's time. Chapel east wing.

Her hand left the fabric and my feet moved toward the table without being told. Not escape. Approach. The next beat of the book I had written myself into was already breathing in the room, and I went to meet it.


Chapter 10: Padded Matriarch

I walked into the study and the desk was gone. A crib stood where I had argued a thousand motions. The wood smelled new and oiled. My brothers-in-law filed in behind my husband. They took the walls. Housemistress Odile stood at the ledger with the brass bell on her hip. She opened the book to a blank last page. The inkwell waited.

Day sixty. Zero days left. At close of business my partnership would dissolve without a signature from me. The christening would vest the estate in whoever signed the ledger. Everyone in the room thought they knew which woman that would be.

They caught me in the open. I knelt on the rug in the nursery gown, thick diaper taped at my hips, the plastic shell loud when I shifted. Every eye was on my mouth. They wanted the objection. The last fight. The woman who sued to leave this marriage and keep her name off the nursery roster.

Housemistress Odile looked at me the way she had looked at the intake file the first morning. Calm. Certain. "You will thank me when it is done."

My husband's jaw was tight. His brothers watched my hands for a pen or a tremor. The weight hung between my thighs, the swell of the brief, the damp heat I had not been allowed to fix before the procession. Shame sat on my chest. Under it, something else had gone quiet. Peace, or the shape of it.

Odile tapped the blank page. "Rise if you have words."

I rose. The crib rail caught the light. Silence poured in. They assumed I would fight the clause one final time. I had rehearsed that closing in the mirror at dawn. Every line built to tear the prenup apart in public.

I opened my mouth and gave them the other brief.

"Your Honor," I said, and my voice was still mine, the courtroom voice, "the respondent moves to concede."

My husband flinched. One of his brothers swore under his breath.

I did not look at them. I looked at the ledger. I built the argument the way I had built the dissolution suit, except every arrow pointed inward. "The petitioner sought autonomy. She confused autonomy with exit. The instrument she signed at marriage was not a trap. It was a conditional grant. Regression is not punishment. It is consideration for estate authority per section twelve, subsection four. I submit the petitioner accepts the consideration."

Odile's pen hovered. She did not smile. She wrote.

I pressed on. I out-lawyered the woman who had stood in this room with a briefcase. "The nursery is not exile. It is seat of governance when the matriarch is padded and gowned. The clause requires public concession. I offer it without reservation. I need the nursery. I need the tape and the checks and the bell. I need to be kept."

The words left bruises on my tongue. Arousal followed, mean and honest. My pussy clenched against the sodden lining. I hated how my body heard me.

"Say it plain," Odile said.

I let the cadence break. Babytalk threaded through the law. "Diane is a baby wife. Diane needs her diapee changed. Diane wants the crib. Diane gives up the firm. Diane keeps the House."

The family knelt as I dictated. My husband went down last, his eyes on my padded lap. Odile entered each line on the sworn page in her careful hand. The scratch of the nib was the only sound.

"Enter the concession," she said.

I did. "I, Diane, consent to remain in regression for the term of the estate. I transfer authority to myself as matriarch under nursery governance. I revoke all prior suits for departure."

Odile slid the document across the crib rail. "Sign."

One stroke. Consent to remain and transfer of authority in the same ink. My name looked small. It bound the estate to the woman in the romper.

"Primary rite," Odile said. She did not raise her voice. "Kneel again. Open."

This was not metaphor. She lifted the gown. She untaped the brief and folded it back. Cool air hit my slick cunt. The family stayed on their knees. My husband's face was red.

Odile strapped a thick cock to her hip, black rubber, gleaming. She had never used one on me in front of witnesses. She pressed the head to my lips.

"Suck it, matriarch. Show them who feeds this House."

I opened. She fed me inch by inch. Spit ran down my chin. I gagged and stayed open. She fucked my mouth slow, then hard, balls slapping my jaw when she bottomed out. Drool pooled on the rug. My brothers-in-law stared at the wet sounds.

"Tell them what you are," she said, pulling out so I could speak.

"A wet little hole," I gasped. "A diapee slut for the estate."

She shoved back in. I choked. Tears salted the taste of rubber. She used my throat until my mind stuttered. Past four thrusts. Past whatever came next. I stopped trying to count.

She pulled free and walked behind me. "Hands on the rail."

I gripped the crib. She spread my ass and lined the cock at my cunt. One thrust seated her to the hilt. I cried out. The diaper hung open, useless. She pounded me against the wood, each slap echoing in the study that had been my battlefield.

"Who owns the clause now?" she asked.

"I do," I sobbed.

"Who owns your husband?"

"I do."

She reached around and rubbed my clit hard, cruel circles while she fucked me. Orgasm hit like a gavel. I screamed into the rail. She did not stop. Another peak ripped through before the first finished. My cunt spasmed on the rubber cock. I lost track. Past five. Past six. Numbers dissolved. Only friction and wet and her voice calling me bitch, good toy, estate hole.

The room knelt to the most infantilized person present. Me. Gown bunched, brief peeled back, cunt leaking on the crib slat. And by the clause's own terms I held the keys.

She came inside the strap, a shudder against my ass. She stayed buried while I shook through aftershocks I could not name.

"Seal her," she said.

Two nursery maids I had not seen enter taped a fresh thick brief on me. They powdered through the leak. They pulled the gown down. They lifted me into the crib. I did not resist. The plastic crinkled under my weight. The mat sat high. The ledger lay within arm's reach.

My husband crawled forward. His brothers behind him. Odile rang the bell once.

"Petition," she said.

He knelt at the crib rail. His voice broke. "Matriarch Diane. I petition to remain in your household. I submit to nursery terms. I withdraw my challenge to the prenup."

I looked at him. The man who had tried to keep a wife who would not be kept. Authority landed on my padded lap, not his brief. I touched his hair. The gesture was mine. The power was mine.

"Granted," I said. "You will attend changes. You will witness tucking. You will thank Housemistress Odile when she corrects me."

He whispered, "Yes, matriarch."

His brothers petitioned in turn. I granted each with a lazy wave. The estate answered to the crib. The study smelled of ink, powder, and sex.

Odile closed the ledger on the signed page. "Ceremony sealed."

They enthroned me with pillows and a fresh blanket. Gowned. Diapered. Matriarch. Fernhollow's new center. I rang the bell myself. The sound was small and final.

A season later the nursery ran on my terms.

Margaret's ledger sat on my shelf, spine cracked from use. My bell hung where hers had hung. I signed allowances, denied excursions, selected wardrobes from swatches spread on the changing table. Romper silk. Snaps at the crotch. Power exercised with a pacifier in my mouth and a dry brief under me, changed at noon because I ordered it.

My husband petitioned every week. Sometimes I made him wait outside the gate while I finished a nap. Sometimes I let him watch a maid tape me, his eyes down, his cock hard in his trousers while I giggled and wiggled for the seal. He thanked Housemistress Odile when she visited to audit the House. I thanked her too, in shorter words, around the rubber nipple she slipped between my lips when the audit ran long.

I did not pretend a grown woman did not need this. There was nothing left to lose that I had not chosen to give up. The firm had mailed my dissolution letter. My nameplate was gone. Peace lived in the weight on my hips and the scratch of ink when I ruled.

On a Tuesday I denied his petition for a city dinner. On a Wednesday I granted his request to sleep on the floor by the crib. On a Thursday I chose the next season's rompers, pale blue with bears, and sent the order to the tailor. The autonomy I had sued to protect had returned transmuted. Not freedom to leave. Power to decide.

Odile visited less often. When she came she read the ledger entries and nodded. Once she brought a file. A photograph of another accomplished woman clipped inside. Another intake. Another year. She left it on the side table where I could see the name but not read the charges yet.

That evening I sat in the reclaimed crib-throne, knees spread over the bulk, gown soft on my shoulders, ledger open on my lap. Through the window the estate grounds darkened. My husband waited in the hall for bell or summons. I pressed the file flat with my palm. The plastic of my brief whispered as I settled.

Down the corridor, in an office I no longer needed, Odile opened a fresh intake file. The first page was blank. Her pen unscrewed. The next accomplished woman the House had set its sights on would not know her name was already ink-bound.

I rang once. Grant. He could come change me before bed.

The crib rail caught the lamplight. The file stayed on the table, promise and threat in one folder, while I tucked the pacifier between my teeth and held the estate still.
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