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Chapter 1: Vesting Clause

Ms. Reyes's hand closed around mine and the glass office went quiet except for the low hum of the building's air. Her grip was cool. Mine was hot from the walk up forty floors and three years of work I had poured into this handshake. The city spread below us through the wall, gray and gold in late afternoon light, and for one second I owned all of it.

"Congratulations, Sasha. Vice President of Strategic Growth."

I smiled the smile I had practiced in bathroom mirrors. "Thank you. I won't disappoint you."

"You already haven't." She released my hand and gestured to the chair across from her desk. "Sit. We finalize today."

I sat. The leather was cold through my skirt. My thighs pressed together under the tailored wool and I told myself that was nerves, the good kind, the kind that meant I had won.

She slid a folder across the glass desk. Thick. Matte black with the company seal embossed on the front. "Employment agreement. Vesting schedule. Equity package. Read what you need. Sign where I've flagged."

I opened it. Numbers I had already memorized from leaked drafts. Two million in restricted stock over four years. Accelerated vesting on performance milestones. The title I had stolen from two women who thought they were smarter than me. I flipped pages fast, hungry, my pen already in my hand.

Ms. Reyes watched me without blinking. She wore cream silk and stillness. Her hair was pulled back hard enough to hurt someone. She looked like the building had grown her out of its steel bones.

"Here?" I tapped the signature line on page fourteen.

"And the initialed boxes on seventeen through twenty-two."

I signed. I initialed. My hand shook once on the last box and I steadied it because winners don't shake. Page twenty-one was dense legalese about executive wellness compliance tied to vesting triggers. I skimmed it the way you skim a terms-of-service screen when you have already decided to click accept. Three letters in the margin. S.M.R. My initials. I didn't remember writing them. The victory haze had been thick. Champagne in the hallway. Someone's hand on my shoulder. Reyes saying my name like she had been waiting for it.

"Done." I pushed the folder back.

She didn't take it yet. "You initialed the wellness rider on twenty-one."

"I did."

"Good." Her voice dropped half a degree, like a thermostat clicking. "That program starts now."

My smile held. "I'm happy to participate in whatever keeps executives sharp."

"You'll participate exactly as specified." She finally lifted the folder and set it in a drawer that swallowed sound when it closed. "Stand up."

I stood because my body had learned to stand when she spoke before my brain finished the sentence.

"Hands at your sides."

The air from the vents hit my neck. Cold. My nipples tightened against my bra and I hated that my body responded to her tone before I understood why.

"Your suit is beautiful," she said. "Armani?"

"Yes."

"Take off the jacket."

I unbuttoned it. The silk lining whispered. I folded it over the chair arm the way my mother taught me to fold things when company came over, precise, respectable.

"Skirt next."

My fingers stalled on the zipper. "Ms. Reyes, I just signed my VP agreement."

"You signed your compliance obligations too." She didn't raise her voice. "Skirt."

Heat crawled up my throat. I stepped out of the wool. My blouse was tucked into thigh-highs and nothing else. The office air touched bare skin above the stockings and I went colder there, exposed.

"Bra."

I unhooked it. My tits fell free, heavy from the adrenaline crash I hadn't admitted to yet. My nipples were hard and visible and I could not make them soft.

"Panties."

"I don't, "

"You will do exactly as I say."

The words landed flat and total. No threat in them. Just fact. My panties were black lace. I rolled them down and stepped out. My pussy was bare. I had waxed three days ago for the board photos. The cold air kissed my cunt lips and I clenched without meaning to.

Ms. Reyes opened a cabinet I had never noticed in the corner behind her desk. She pulled out a package the size of a briefcase. White plastic crinkled when she tore it open. The sound was loud in the quiet room. Loud enough to make my pulse jump.

"Diaper," she said, like she was naming a stapler.

My mouth opened. Nothing came out.

"Adult. Maximum absorbency. You will wear one under every suit for the duration of your vesting period." She unfolded it on the desk. Thick white diaper. Pink tape tabs. A printed waistband that said what I refused to read twice. "Lie on the couch."

There was a leather couch along the far wall I had always assumed was for investors. I walked to it on legs that didn't belong to the woman who had sabotaged her rivals. My ass hit leather. Warm from afternoon sun through the glass.

"Lift."

I lifted my hips. She slid the diaper under me. The diaper was cool at first, then warmed against my ass cheeks. She pulled it tight. The tapes snapped. The bulk forced my thighs apart. I crinkled when I breathed.

"Stand. Look at yourself."

A full-length mirror stood beside the couch. I stood. The diaper ballooned under my blouse hem. White plastic peeked below the silk. My tits bounced free. My face was flushed. I looked like a executive costume party joke except nobody was laughing.

"How does it feel?" she asked.

"Humiliating."

"Be specific."

"It's warm. It's thick. I can hear it when I move." I shifted my weight and the crinkle answered her for me. "It's pressing on my clit."

"Good. You hear yourself. That's the first requirement."

She crossed to me and put two fingers under my chin. Tilted my face up. Her thumb brushed my lower lip. I opened my mouth before I decided to.

"Second requirement. Arousal is recorded as compliance data. Lie back down."

I lay back. The diaper squeaked. She pulled a drawer from the couch base and took out a small black case. Inside was a silver vibrator, a wand head wider than my thumb, and a remote with one dial.

"You will come twice before you leave this office. You will count aloud. You will thank me after each one. If you lie about either count, your vesting pauses thirty days."

"You can't, "

"I can. You initialed." She turned the dial halfway. Pressed the wand to my clit through the diaper.

The vibration hit like a slap made of sound. My hips jerked. The thick diaper muffled the direct touch and pushed it everywhere at once, labia, clit, asshole, the whole swollen map of me crushed against white plastic.

"One," she said. "You're working toward one."

I grabbed the couch arm. Leather creaked. "Please, "

"Please what?"

"Please stop."

"Wrong answer." She turned the dial up. The wand buzzed harder. The diaper grew warm in a new way, not just my body heat, a spreading wet that I couldn't stop. Piss or sweat or both. My cunt leaked into the diaper and the smell rose, sharp and animal under the clean plastic.

"Say what you are."

"I'm, " My voice broke. "I'm your VP."

"Say what you are under the suit."

Her thumb found my nipple and pinched. Pain flared white and my pussy clenched around nothing.

"A diaper slut," I gasped. "A fucking diaper slut in your office."

"Again."

"Diaper slut. I came here to be VP and I'm wetting a diaper on your couch."

"Louder."

"DIAPER SLUT." The word ripped out of me and my hips rolled into the wand without permission. The crinkle turned obscene, fast and wet-sounding.

She held the wand steady. "You don't come until you ask correctly."

My clit throbbed against the diaper. The vibration built a pressure I couldn't think around. I bit my lip. Tasted copper.

"Please let me come in my diaper, Ms. Reyes."

"Why?"

"Because I'm, because I can't, because my cunt is dripping and the diaper is getting heavy and I need it."

"Need what?"

"To come. Like a pathetic thing. In the diaper. Like you said."

She turned the dial to full. The wand roared against me. My back arched off the couch. The diaper sagged between my legs, sodden, pressing my clit harder. Heat flooded the white diaper and I knew I was pissing myself and I came anyway, hard, ugly, my thighs shaking.

"Count," she said.

"One." The word was a sob. "One. Thank you, Ms. Reyes."

The orgasm kept going. My cunt spasmed against nothing. Fluid soaked the diaper until it hung between my thighs like a loaded sack. The smell of piss and cum mixed with plastic. I couldn't breathe right.

She didn't move the wand.

"That's one," she said. "You have one more."

"No, please, I'm too, "

"You're exactly sensitive enough." She pressed the wand harder. The diaper squelched. The sound made me want to die and want more at the same time.

She reached into the case again. Brought out a butt plug, black silicone, thick at the base. Lube on her fingers. Cold slick on my asshole.

"Lift your hips."

I lifted. The diaper crinkled. She worked the plug in slow. Burn. Stretch. My asshole fought then gave. The plug seated deep and my cunt clenched around air.

"Now you feel full," she said. "Good girl."

The praise hit worse than the pain. My clit pulsed.

She picked up a second toy. A slim remote bullet. She pushed it inside my pussy past the diaper's leg gap, shoved up against my front wall while the plug filled my ass. Two holes full. The wand on my clit. Triple lock.

"Ask for two."

"I can't take two. I'm still coming from one."

"Then you'll come from one until you ask for two."

She dragged the wand in circles. The bullet buzzed inside me. The plug shifted when I clenched. My ass burned sweet. My pussy gushed around the bullet and leaked down into the diaper until the tapes strained.

I heard myself whimper. High. Pathetic. The woman who had buried two careers was whimpering on a couch with a soaked diaper and a cock-shaped plug in her ass.

"Two," I choked. "Please. Second one. I need the second one in my dirty diaper like a whore."

"Say my name."

"Please, Ms. Reyes. Let your diaper whore come again."

She didn't turn the wand up. She turned the bullet up. Internal vibration slammed my g-spot while the wand worked my clit through wet diaper. The plug base rubbed my asshole raw. Three points. My vision whited at the edges.

"Come," she said.

I came harder than the first time. My asshole clamped on the plug. My cunt squirted around the bullet and soaked the already ruined diaper. Piss let go again, hot rush spreading while I screamed into my own forearm. My body jerked like she had hooked wires to my spine.

"Count."

"Two." I could barely speak. "Two. Thank you. Thank you, Ms. Reyes."

She turned everything off. The silence after was worse. I lay there shaking, diaper sagging, plug still buried, bullet still inside my cunt. Fluids cooled against my skin. The room smelled like what I had done.

She handed me a wipe. "Clean your thighs. Leave the diaper."

I wiped slick from my inner thighs. Piss. Cum. Shame in a warm streak on the cloth.

"Get dressed."

I pulled my skirt on over the diaper. The bulk was obscene. The crinkle when I zipped was loud enough that anyone in the hall would hear. I tucked my blouse in. Put my bra on over the blouse because my hands wouldn't stop shaking enough to go under. Ms. Reyes watched me dress like she was reviewing a quarterly report.

"Jacket," she said.

I put it on. The diaper pressed tighter with the wool over it. My clit was still swollen. Every step would rub the wet diaper.

She handed me a slim card. Black. Embossed with the company seal and a private floor number.

"Wellness suite. Tomorrow, six a.m. Before your first meeting. You will arrive already wet or you will be corrected."

"Corrected how?"

"You'll find out if you test me." She straightened my collar. Her fingers brushed my throat. I swallowed against them. "Tonight you sleep in the diaper. You do not remove it. You do not use a toilet. You text me when you wet the first time and the last time."

"My phone, "

"Is company property on page nineteen. So is your body for vesting purposes."

I had initialed page nineteen. I didn't remember that either.

She walked me to the door. The hallway outside was bright and normal. Assistants typing. A man in a tie laughing at his screen. Nobody looked at me. Nobody could know what was under my skirt.

"Sasha."

I turned.

She stood in the doorway, backlit by the glass and the city.

"You wanted this floor. You wanted my office eventually. You wanted to be what I am."

"I still do."

"Then understand the price." Her eyes held mine. "You will do exactly as I say."

The elevator dinged down the hall. My vesting clock had started. My diaper was cold in spots and hot in others. My ass still ached around the plug she hadn't let me remove. I walked toward the elevator crinkling with every step, VP title on my badge and her voice in my skull, and I understood for the first time that the handshake had been the lock clicking shut.


Chapter 2: Tailored Terms

My phone buzzed against my ribs inside the blazer I'd worn to sign my VP papers yesterday. Two words on the lock screen. Compliance Fitting. No body. No sender name. Just the tower crest and a floor I'd never cleared on my badge before.

Executive Wellness Suite. 47.

I stood in the elevator bank with my coffee going cold and my thumb hovering over Accept. The invite title sat above it in the same calm font HR used for dental benefits: Compliance Fitting, Mandatory. Voluntary participation is documented in your executive wellness file. Declining may affect program eligibility and vesting review.

Vesting. The word from the folder I'd initialed without reading.

I tapped Accept.

The executive floor smelled like money and lemon polish. My heels clicked too loud. A woman in a dove-gray smock waited outside a door with no nameplate, only a brushed steel placard: Tailoring & Fit Standards.

"Ms. Sasha." She didn't ask. She scanned my badge and the lock chimed. "Right this way. Ms. Reyes requested we hold the morning block for you."

Inside, the room looked like a high-end clothier until you saw the exam table bolted to the floor behind a folding screen, and the rolling cart with folded white bundles thick enough to be bedding.

A tailor stood at a posture mirror with pins between his teeth. Mid-forties. Apron. First name on his badge: Marco.

"Arms out," he said, like I'd come for hems, not whatever this was.

Ms. Reyes sat in a leather chair near the window, legs crossed, tablet on her knee. She didn't look up when I entered. She never had to.

"You're on the accelerated leadership track," she said, still reading. "That track includes wardrobe standards. Custom suiting. Scheduled wellness compliance. All documented as executive benefits."

Benefits. The word sat in my mouth like bad coffee.

Marco ran measuring tape around my chest, my waist, the flare of my hips. His fingers were professional. Cold metal touched my wrist, my throat.

"We cut a reinforced gusset into every piece," he said, tugging the seam of a half-finished jacket on the mannequin. The inner lining opened to show a wide panel of slick fabric sewn where no suit I'd ever owned had a second layer. "Hidden. Silent. Holds bulk without breaking the line."

Bulk.

My pulse kicked.

"Turn," Marco said.

I turned. The mirror showed me in my signing-day suit, sharp and expensive, the woman who'd buried two rivals to stand where I stood. Under the image, my stomach dropped.

Ms. Reyes set the tablet down.

"You initialed the wellness rider yesterday," she said. "Section four. Protection under professional dress. Corner-office scheduling. This isn't punishment for ambition, Sasha. It's the cost of the climb here."

"I didn't read, "

"You signed." Flat. Final. "And you wanted the title more than you wanted fine print."

Marco draped a measuring cloth over my shoulders. Pins scratched through linen.

"Step behind the screen," Ms. Reyes said. "Marco needs base measurements for the gusset panel. Then we fit your first compliance garment."

My mouth went dry.

"I have a nine-thirty with finance, "

"Rescheduled." She slid her tablet toward me. My calendar had already moved. No fight left in the UI. "You're exactly where you're supposed to be."

Behind the screen, the exam table waited with paper that crinkled when Marco patted it.

"Slacks and underwear off. Blouse stays. This is clinical fit assessment."

Clinical. That was the word they wanted on paper if anyone ever asked.

My hands shook on my belt. I told myself I could walk out. I told myself vesting and the clause and the rivals I'd beaten meant walking out wasn't free.

I stepped out of my slacks. Cotton briefs next. Cool air hit my thighs.

"Up on the table. Knees apart. Feet in the stirrups."

The stirrups were padded. Adult-sized. Bolted firm.

I climbed up. The paper stuck to the backs of my thighs.

Marco washed his hands at a sink I hadn't noticed. Ms. Reyes came around the screen without hurry. She smelled like expensive skin and black tea.

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

She didn't touch me yet. She looked.

"Spread."

I spread my knees wider. The stirrups forced the angle. My pussy was bare in the bright LED light, lips already swelling from the room, from the word gusset, from her voice.

Marco wrote numbers on a chart. Not looking at my face. Looking at the seam map between my legs like I was a jacket.

"Gusset width three-eighths above standard," he murmured. "She'll need the thick cut."

Thick cut.

Ms. Reyes pressed two fingers against my outer lips and spread me open.

"Executive stress incontinence is common on the fast track," she said, like she was reading a brochure. "Unreported. Career-limiting. We provide discrete containment. Scheduled releases. Corner-office oversight. You remain boardroom-ready at all times."

Her thumb found my clit and pressed once. Hard.

I jerked against the stirrups.

"Don't close."

I panted. Shame crawled up my neck hot and fast, and my cunt clenched around nothing, hungry in the wrong direction.

"You wet yourself on my schedule," Ms. Reyes said. "Not in a shareholder meeting. You ask permission before you empty your bladder. You log it. You wear what we give you. In return, nothing you do in this building touches your public record."

Permission. Log. Wear.

She slid one gloved finger inside me. Slick already. Betraying me before I could stop it.

"Taste," she said.

"What?"

She pulled her finger out, shiny, and held it at my lips.

"Taste. Say what you are out loud while you do."

My tongue hated me. I opened my mouth. Salt and my own sharp musk hit the back of my throat. I gagged and swallowed anyway.

"A, " My voice cracked. "A fast-track whore who signed without reading."

"Again. Louder."

I licked the second knuckle she offered. Tangier this time. My face burned.

"A diaper slut on the executive floor."

"Good." She stripped off the gloves and tossed them. "Marco. First garment."

He rolled the cart closer. The bundle wasn't bedding. A thick white adult diaper, taped sides, pink wetness strip, crinkle loud when he unfolded it.

"Lift."

I lifted my hips. The shame of it was worse than naked. This was policy. This was benefits.

Marco slid the diaper under me. The inner lining was powder-sweet and warm from the cart heater. He pulled it tight between my legs. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. The tapes snapped. Loud.

I crinkled when I breathed.

"Stand," Ms. Reyes said.

I stood. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, obvious even through nothing but my blouse. Marco held the half-finished jacket open. I slid my arms in. The gusset panel in the skirt and the hidden seam in the trousers were built to cage exactly this bulk. The line still looked clean in the mirror. Executive. Tailored.

Only I could hear the crinkle when I shifted my weight.

"First test," Ms. Reyes said. "You yield on my count, or we note noncompliance in your wellness file and legal reviews your vesting."

My clit throbbed against the thick pad.

"I can't just, "

"You can. You will. Or you lose what you killed for."

She opened a drawer in the cart. A pink silicone plug sat beside a small bottle of lube and a remote wand with a fat head.

"Marco, hold her wrists."

He did. Professional grip. Pins still in his apron.

"Bend over the table. Diaper down in back. Plug first. Then you ask me to let you piss in your diaper like the helpless little thing you are."

"No, "

"Yes." She lubed the plug and pressed it to my asshole. "Breathe. Open."

The stretch burned. I whimpered into the paper sheet. The plug seated deep, thick, filling my ass while my diaper hung open in back, cool air on my cunt.

"Close the tapes," Ms. Reyes said.

Marco refastened me. The plug shifted inside with every crinkle. The wand buzzed alive in her hand.

She shoved it between the diaper and my pussy, pinning the swollen pad against my clit.

"Count with me. You don't come until I say. You piss when I say. You thank me for each."

The wand hummed. The plug pulsed when I clenched. The diaper warmed already from my skin.

"One."

My thighs shook. The scent of powder and my own slick hit my nose, sweet and filthy mixed.

"Please, "

"Not yet." She pressed harder. The crinkle turned obscene, loud squelch under the wand. "You signed section four. This is section four."

The burn climbed. My ass gripped the plug. My cunt leaked into the fresh diaper, warm thread soaking the pad.

"Two."

I bit my own wrist until Marco pulled my hand down.

"Ask."

"Let me, please let me piss in my diaper, Ms. Reyes, I'm a, a pathetic diaper baby who can't hold it, "

"Hold it."

The wand sped up. My vision narrowed. I tasted metal and my own spit.

"Three."

I broke.

Orgasm ripped through me ugly, knees buckling, diaper squelching wet as I gushed into the pad. Not piss. Cum. Shame and heat flooding the white lining while I sobbed into the table.

"That's one," Ms. Reyes said, calm as a quarterly report. "You don't get to stop because you're sensitive. Stay bent."

The wand didn't move. The plug drove deeper when Marco pushed my shoulders flat.

"Again. Say it."

"I'm a, a used diaper slut, I cum in my own, oh god, "

"Two."

The second orgasm was worse. Longer. My cunt spasmed against soaked diaper, clit crushed to the wand, ass clenching the plug until my hole burned. I heard myself beg in broken pieces. Stop. More. Filthy. Wrong.

Warmth spread different that time.

Piss. Real piss. I couldn't stop it. The diaper bloated heavy and hot, sagging between my legs, smell rising sharp under the powder.

"Good girl," Ms. Reyes said. "Log it."

Marco clicked a stylus on a tablet I hadn't seen. A drop-down menu. Fluid type. Volume estimate. Compliance: voluntary.

Voluntary on paper.

"Wand stays," she said. "You take three more before we dress you for the floor."

"No, I can't, I'm already, "

"You can." She pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back. "You're a hole in a diaper on my schedule. Count."

"Four."

My voice wasn't mine. The third orgasm dragged out until I screamed into my forearm, piss and cum mixing in the sagging pad, squelch obscene every time the wand ground the mess against my clit.

"Five."

The fourth broke something loose in my head. Short thoughts only. Too much. Diaper.full. Can't walk. Still coming.

She killed the wand. I hung over the table twitching, diaper dripping down my thighs inside the tapes.

"Change," Ms. Reyes said.

Marco cut the tapes. The used diaper hit the bio bin with a wet slap. The smell of my piss and cum rose plain and ugly.

I should have fought. I didn't. I let them wipe me with cold cloths, spread my legs again for inspection, asshole still stretched around nothing now, plug in a steel bowl clinking.

"Gape check," Ms. Reyes said, two fingers pushing into my ass without warning.

I moaned.

"Acceptable. Redress."

Fresh diaper. Thicker this time. Pink tapes. Marco threaded me into a finished skirt suit, gusset hiding the bulk. Blouse tucked. Heels on my feet like nothing had happened.

I stood in the mirror. Boardroom ready. My thighs pressed the soaked memory into fresh diaper already warming.

Ms. Reyes handed me a slim folder. Executive Wellness Compliance Schedule. Daily logging app. Corner office check-ins. Protection changes timed between meetings.

"Read page two aloud," she said.

I opened it. HR language. Benefits. Voluntary participation. Discrete containment for high-performing female leadership.

My voice shook.

"Participants agree to scheduled bladder release under supervisory review, protective garment maintenance, and, "

"Section four again," she said. "The part you initialed."

", and accept that noncompliance may trigger vesting review and removal from accelerated placement."

"There it is." She tapped the folder. "You wanted the corner office. This is how women keep it here."

She walked me to the door. The hallway was busy. Analysts. A VP I knew from the war room. Nobody looked at my crotch. Nobody heard the crinkle I heard.

My phone buzzed.

New invite. Corner Office Review. Today. 2 p.m.

Notes field: Bring compliance folder. First logged release due during session.

During session.

Ms. Reyes adjusted my lapel like a mentor.

"You'll present your Q3 pipeline while you wet for me," she said quietly. "Hold still when I tell you. Ask pretty. The board hears poise, not squelch."

She stepped back.

"Go be impressive, Sasha. Your diaper's already paid for."


Chapter 3: Badge Leash

The elevator chimed and the doors parted on twelve faces turned toward me. My direct reports. The budget review I had pitched for eight months. My throat went tight anyway because warmth had already crept down the inside of my left thigh, a slow leak finding the tape edge of the thick white diaper under my charcoal suit.

I crossed the room on heels that clicked too loud. The diaper crinkled with every step. Nobody heard it over the projector fan. I hoped.

"Good morning." I dropped my tablet on the head of the table. "Q3 allocations. We start with infrastructure."

Derek opened his laptop. Priya pulled up the variance sheet. I ran the numbers from memory while the wet spot spread, heavy and obscene against my skin. The diaper had swollen since Reyes's fitting room yesterday. Now it pressed my thighs apart under the tailored gusset and held me open like a hand I hadn't asked for.

My clit throbbed against the damp core.

Stop it. You run this room.

I did. For forty minutes I cut capital requests, defended headcount, and made Derek explain his cloud spend like he was on trial. My voice stayed level. My face stayed calm. Under the table the diaper grew warmer, fuller, the crinkle audible to me alone when I shifted and the plastic shell rubbed my inner thighs.

The badge on my lanyard pulsed once against my sternum. A red flash I knew from this morning's test.

Access denied.

I had tried the stairwell between floors nine and ten during my coffee run. Same flash. Same locked door. Reyes had explained it over the phone while I stood in the stairwell landing with my coffee going cold.

Your badge answers to my floor now. You do not wander.

I had called it leash behavior. She had laughed without warmth.

You'll learn the schedule.

The schedule was not in my calendar. Only the meeting blocks were. The rest was blank space owned by her.

At minute forty-one Priya asked about the contingency line. I answered while my phone buzzed in my pocket.

Floor 47. Now. Change.

Reyes's floor. The only floor my badge opened besides my own desk and this conference room.

"I need five minutes." I stood. The diaper sagged between my legs, sodden weight dragging at the crotch of my slacks. "Priya, hold the infrastructure slide. Derek, have the vendor comparison ready."

I walked out before anyone could ask why my face had gone pink.

The elevator accepted my badge for 47 only. Every other button stayed dark when I pressed it. Floor 12, my team's floor. Denied. Floor 22, legal. Denied. Floor 31, finance. Denied.

The car rose and my reflection in the brass doors showed a woman in a two-thousand-dollar suit with a secret bulge at her hips that no tailor could fully hide. The wet diaper smelled like me when I breathed through my nose. Piss and slick arousal mixed in the heat between my legs.

Reyes's assistant, Marco, waited outside her private suite. He did not meet my eyes.

"Through there. She's in calls."

The changing room was not a bathroom. It was a narrow chamber off her office with a padded bench, a wall dispenser of diapers thicker than the one I wore, and a scanner that beeped when I held my badge under it.

Compliance logged. Wet change. 10:14.

A screen above the bench showed my name and a timer counting down to my next permitted void. Four hours. I was not allowed to decide when I emptied my bladder anymore. The machine had decided.

"You took long enough." Reyes spoke from the doorway without entering. Phone to her ear. "No, the Singapore numbers are fine. Send them."

She watched me while she talked. I stood with my suit trousers around my ankles and the ruined diaper hanging open, cold air on my soaked skin.

"Strip the top too. I want the inspection on record."

My nipples hardened before I could stop them. I unbuttoned the blouse. The bra. Marco's footsteps passed in the hall and my stomach dropped.

"Arms up."

I lifted them. She finished her call and pocketed the phone.

"Turn around. Bend over the bench."

I bent. The old diaper dropped to my ankles with a wet slap. Her gloved fingers spread my ass cheeks and pressed two fingers into my cunt from behind without preamble.

"You're dripping." Cold clinical tone. "You soaked yourself during your own budget meeting."

"I had to, "

"You had to present." She curled her fingers and found the spot that made my knees buckle. "You had to look competent while you pissed in my diaper like a sloppy little pet."

I bit my lip. The intrusion stretched me open. A third finger joined the first two and she fucked me slow while the timer on the wall ticked.

"Say it."

"I pissed in my diaper during the meeting."

"Louder."

"I pissed in my diaper during my budget meeting."

"Again. What kind of executive does that?"

My voice cracked. "A diaper slut."

"Good." She pulled her fingers out and wiped them on a wipe from the dispenser. "Clean enough to pad."

Marco came in with a fresh diaper. White. Extra thick. The crinkle when he shook it open was loud enough to burn my ears. He did not look at my face. He looked at my cunt and my ass like inventory.

Reyes nodded at the bench. "Up. Back on the bench. Legs apart."

I climbed onto the padded surface. The vinyl was cold under my bare ass. Marco lifted my ankles and slid the fresh diaper under me. The powder smell hit first. Then the bulk. He taped me tight while Reyes watched my face.

"Badge test."

I held the lanyard to the scanner. Green light.

"Forty-seven and conference room B only until noon." Reyes straightened my collar without warmth. "Then you come back here. You do not get to decide that anymore."

She left. Marco left. The door clicked.

I pulled my trousers up over the new diaper. The bulk was worse. Fresh and stiff and loud. Every step from the suite to the elevator would advertise what I wore.

The elevator took me back to twelve faces.

I finished the budget review. I won the headcount fight. I made Derek revise his slide live while my cunt clenched around nothing and the clean diaper slowly filled again with fear-sweat and the leak I could not stop.

At noon my badge pulsed. Floor 47.

Marco again. The same room. The timer had not reached zero but the screen read forced change. Overuse.

"You came twice in your head during the meeting." Reyes was in the room this time. No phone. She sat in the chair by the door with a tablet. "The sensors flagged arousal saturation. We change you when you're filthy whether the bladder timer agrees or not."

"I didn't, "

"Your clit doesn't lie." She set the tablet down. On the screen was a graph of my heart rate from the badge. Spikes during Derek's presentation. A plateau during my closing summary. Another spike when I stood to dismiss the room.

"You got off on running them while you sat in your own piss."

Shame crawled up my neck. My cunt pulsed at the accusation because she was right.

"Bend over. Hands on the bench."

I bent. She did not use gloves this time. Her fingers were warm. She shoved two into my asshole without lube and worked them deep while I gasped.

"Relax your hole or I'll add a third."

I forced my breath out. My ass opened. The stretch burned. She scissored her fingers until the burn turned into a dull ache that my body tried to chase.

"That's one." She counted like she was ticking boxes on a form. "You're going to come on my hand before I tape you up again. That's two. You're going to thank me for the change. That's three. You don't leave until all three happen."

She rammed a vibrator into my cunt with her other hand. A fat wand head that buzzed on high and mashed my clit through the swollen lips. I jerked against the bench.

"Stay bent. Count your orgasms out loud so Marco can log them."

Marco stood by the scanner with a stylus. He did not blink.

The wand ground my clit. Her fingers in my ass curled and found the wall that made my vision white out.

"One." The word tore out of me. "One, I'm coming, fuck, "

I came hard. My cunt gushed around the wand. The slick ran down my thighs and dripped on the vinyl bench. My ass clamped on her fingers and she laughed once.

"Messy little diaper whore. Hold still."

She did not stop. The wand stayed on my clit through the overshoot. The fingers in my ass became three, then four, stretching my hole while I sobbed into the bench.

"Two. That's two, please, too much, "

"You'll take what I give you." She pressed her thumb against the wand and crushed my clit. "Say what you are."

"A diaper slut. A piss-soaked, oh god, diaper baby who cums in her suit, "

"Again."

"I'm a pathetic diaper slut who came in her diaper during her own meeting, "

The orgasm ripped through me louder than the first two. My whole body shook. Cum squirted against the wand and splashed the bench. Marco wrote something on the tablet.

"Three." Reyes pulled the wand out and shoved it into my mouth. "Suck it clean. Taste your own filth."

I sucked. The taste was salt and copper and me. She left the wand on my tongue while she stripped the wet diaper I had ruined in the four hours since morning.

Cold air. Exposure. Her hand on the back of my neck pinning me down.

"Ass up. You're getting plugged before the afternoon block."

The plug was metal and cold. She worked it into my stretched asshole inch by inch. My rim burned around the widest part and then swallowed it. The base settled between my cheeks with a click.

"That's a five-hour plug. You sit on it through every meeting today. If you clench it out I add a bigger one tomorrow."

She powdered me. Marco taped a third diaper around my hips. Thicker than the last. The plug pressed the core of the diaper against my cunt. The bulk forced my thighs apart.

"Stand."

I stood on shaking legs. The plug shifted inside me and I moaned around the wand still in my mouth.

Reyes pulled it out. "Afternoon calendar. Compliance review with the board liaison at two. You will not excuse yourself. You will not squirm where they can see. You will sit on that plug and present the revised budget like the heir I am training."

Heir. The word snagged in my chest.

She tapped my badge. "Try floor nine."

I walked to the hall scanner. Denied.

"Try thirty-one."

Denied.

"Try your own desk floor."

Denied except for the route back to conference room B and this suite.

"You run the company from my leash now." She straightened my jacket over the obscene bulge. "Go earn your afternoon."

I went.

The board liaison was a woman named Chen who had hired me three years ago. She smiled when I entered.

"Sasha. Heard you crushed the morning session."

"I did." I sat. The plug drove deeper. I kept my face still. The diaper crinkled under the chair. Chen's eyes flicked down once and back up. My blood went cold.

She had heard it.

"Walk me through the contingency reallocation."

I walked her through it. Every slide. Every number. The plug buzzed when I shifted and I understood then that Reyes had not used a plain plug. Remote. Somewhere she watched and dialed the vibration up while I spoke about fiscal discipline.

My cunt leaked into the fresh diaper.

", and we hold the line at four point two million unless revenue beats forecast."

Chen nodded. "Solid."

The vibration jumped to high. I gripped the table edge. My clit ground against the plug's pressure through the diaper bulk.

"Are you alright?"

"Fine. Allergies."

The vibration pulsed in patterns. On off on off on. My ass clenched around the metal and the plug punished me with a deeper buzz.

I finished the review. Chen closed her laptop.

"You're sharp today. Keep it up."

She left. The door shut. The vibration went to maximum.

I came in the chair with no hands. My cunt spasmed around nothing while the plug shook my asshole and the diaper soaked through with fresh wet. I bit my own knuckle to keep the sound in.

My phone buzzed.

Floor 47. Plug inspection. 3:40.

I could not walk straight. I took the elevator with a man from accounting who asked about the budget timeline. I answered in fragments while my ass throbbed around the plug.

Marco let me in. Reyes stood by the window overlooking the city.

"Bend over the desk this time."

I bent over her desk. The mahogany edge cut into my hips. She hiked my skirt and slit the diaper tape down the back without removing the whole thing.

"The plug stays until I say."

She worked a lubed finger around the base. Then two. Then she fucked my ass with a strap-on cock thick enough to make my rim scream while the plug was still inside.

"Oh fuck, "

"Take it." She gripped my hair. "You don't get to come off that plug. You get my cock in your ass on top of it."

The stretch was obscene. Two objects fighting for space inside my hole. The plug shifted. The strap-on drove deeper. The wet sounds from my ass filled the office.

"Count."

"One, I'm, fuck, "

She pounded me. The desk shook. Marco counted from the corner.

"That's one. Keep going."

She did not stop. The strap-on ruined my asshole. The plug ground against my inner walls. My cunt dripped untouched.

"Two. Say thank you."

"Thank you, thank you for fucking my ass, "

"Thank you for what?"

"For using my asshole like a hole, "

"Whose hole?"

"Yours. I'm your diaper slut hole, "

I came without anyone touching my clit. My ass clamped and the orgasm rolled up my spine. Cum dripped from my cunt into the ruined diaper.

She pulled out. The strap-on glistened. She made me clean it with my mouth while I knelt on the carpet in my torn diaper.

"Suck it. Every inch. Tell me what you taste."

"Ass. Lube. Me."

"Good pet."

She removed the plug slow. My asshole gaped and air hit the raw rim. She pushed a thicker plug in before I could close.

"That's for the ride home. Badge test."

Green for garage level only and floor 47.

"You go home. You sleep in a fresh diaper Marco brings to your door at seven. You return at eight. Tomorrow you run the all-hands with that plug in your ass and a clean tape job." She lifted my chin. "You wanted the corner office. This is the route. You do not get to decide that anymore."

She stepped back. Marco handed me a trench coat to hide the bulge.

I took the elevator to the garage. My ass throbbed. My cunt ached. The diaper was sodden again and the coat could not hide the crinkle when I walked to my car.

I sat in the driver's seat and the plug shifted and my body lurched toward another crest.

I did not touch myself. I drove one block and pulled into the parking structure at my building because my badge had blinked red at the garage exit ramp.

Access denied. Home not authorized until 6:00.

I sat with my hands on the wheel while the plug buzzed to life on its own.

Reyes's voice came through my car speaker from the badge mic I had not known was active.

"You'll learn the schedule, Sasha. Tonight you sleep wet or you sleep changed on my floor. Those are the only options left."

The vibration in my ass climbed.

I whispered it to the windshield before I could stop myself.

"Please."

"Please what?"

"Please let me come."

"Come in your diaper like the sloppy pet you are. Count it for me."

The orgasm hit in the parking garage under fluorescent lights with my trench coat open and my suit ruined and my ass stuffed and my badge pulsing green only for the route back to her.

"Four."

I heard her smile in the speaker.

"Five tomorrow before breakfast. Sleep tight."

The line went dead. The badge blinked floor 47.

I put the car in reverse. I had a change waiting. I had a schedule I did not own. I had run the best budget meeting of my career with piss running down my thighs and nobody in that room had known.

Tomorrow I would stand in front of the whole company with a plug in my ass and a diaper taped under my suit and Reyes's voice in my ear.

I drove back toward the tower. The crinkle kept time with the wiper blade. The leak between my legs kept time with something worse than shame.

I needed the next change. I needed her hand on the tape. I hated that I needed it.

The elevator accepted my badge. The doors opened on 47.

Marco waited with a fresh stack of diapers and a look that said the night shift had just begun.


Chapter 4: Escalation Penalty

I clicked Send at three in the morning and my stomach dropped like I'd stepped off a ledge.

Twenty-seven screenshots. Timestamped badge logs. Audio from the changing room mic I'd found buried in compliance docs. A chain of emails routing "wellness accommodations" through payroll codes I'd never seen on any public org chart. I'd built the file the way I built litigation packets, clean headers, numbered exhibits, a summary page that said what any sane institution would do with it.

I thought HR existed to stop this.

The confirmation banner flashed. Your concern has been received. Ticket #CC-4401. Routed per policy.

I didn't sleep. I showered, pulled on my charcoal suit, the one that used to mean I was dangerous in a boardroom. Under it I wore the thick white diaper Reyes's team had taped on me at midnight in her suite, crinkling when I bent to step into my heels. The bulk pressed my thighs apart. Warm from my skin, heavier than yesterday's. I hated how my cunt twitched when the tape tugged at my hips.

Coffee burned my tongue. Good. I needed the bite.

By nine I sat across from Helen in a glass conference room on fourteen. Head of HR. Blonde bob, calm eyes, a lanyard that still opened every door in the tower. I'd met her twice at leadership mixers. She'd shaken my hand like I mattered.

She didn't open my folder first. She opened a tablet.

"Sasha. Thank you for using the formal channel."

"I documented everything. Badge restrictions, the changing schedule, recorded audio in a room where I undress for, "

"Program compliance." Helen slid the tablet toward me. My ticket. Below it, a routing line I'd missed in my rage at three a.m.: CC-4401 auto-escalated to Program Compliance Officer, Executive Wellness Division.

There was no Executive Wellness Division on the public site.

"I filed a harassment and coercion complaint."

"You filed a disclosure." Helen's voice stayed level, like she was explaining PTO. "The charter requires escalation to the compliance lead when a participant names the program. That's you."

Participant.

The word sat in my mouth like a coin.

"I'm an employee being, "

"You're a designated participant under private policy." She tapped the screen. My signature glowed there, from onboarding three years ago, buried in a benefits packet I'd clicked through in four minutes. "You agreed to routing."

I hadn't read it. I'd never read anything they didn't want read.

Helen closed the tablet. "Walk with me."

She didn't take my evidence folder. She left it on the table like litter.

We rode the elevator down, not up. My badge beeped red at the executive floor lobby. Helen scanned her card. The turnstile unlocked.

"Your access is temporarily reduced pending compliance review," she said, as if she were telling me my parking spot changed. "You'll report to Ms. Reyes for reinstatement criteria."

"Helen, "

"Sasha." She finally looked at me. No pity. No surprise. "The walls here are load-bearing. You don't kick them. You learn where the doors are."

She walked me to the corner suite. The double doors opened before we knocked. Ms. Reyes stood at the window wall, coffee in hand, skyline at her back.

"Thank you, Helen."

Helen left. My badge clicked from gold to gray in the system before the door shut.

The silence after was thick and hot.

Ms. Reyes set her cup down. "You went outside the arrangement."

"I went to HR."

"Same thing."

She crossed to me. Her fingers found my jaw, tilted my face up. Her thumb pressed my lower lip until it opened.

"Do you know what you swore you'd never give me?"

My pulse hammered in my throat. I'd said it in week two, naked over her desk, her hand in my hair while I shook. I will never beg for this. I will never ask you to keep me in diapers. I will never say I want it.

"You said you wouldn't ask." Her breath warmed my cheek. "That ends today."

She led me through the inner door I hadn't entered before. Not the changing room. A smaller chamber, warm air rushing from vents that smelled like clean plastic and latex. A bench with cuffs. A cabinet of toys lined up like surgical tools. A camera red light already on.

"Strip to the diaper."

I peeled the jacket off. The blouse. Pencil skirt. She watched each layer fall. The diaper bulged obscene under my bra, white plastic catching the light, tape tabs visible at my hips like evidence I couldn't burn.

"On the bench. Back. Arms up."

Leather cuffs bit my wrists. A strap across my thighs pinned the diaper bulk flat against the bench, spreading me open. The crinkle was loud when I tried to close my legs.

Ms. Reyes pulled a drawer open. Silicone plugs in a row, black and thick. She chose the middle one, lubed it slow, showed it to the camera.

"You're going to say the words. Then you're going to thank me for each orgasm. You don't get to come until you ask."

"No."

She pressed the plug to my asshole without warning. One steady push. My hole stretched and burned around the girth. I arched off the bench until the strap crushed the wet diaper against my cunt.

"That's one inch you didn't earn." She worked it deeper. "You'll take all of it before your mouth opens."

Sweat broke along my hairline. The room was too warm. The diaper held my heat in, a sauna between my legs. She twisted the plug and my ass clenched useless around it.

She clipped a vibrator to the front of the diaper, a little bullet in a mesh pocket Reyes's tech had sewn in. She hit the remote. Buzz low, mean, right on my clit through the soaked core.

I bit my lip until I tasted blood.

"Higher."

The buzz jumped. The diaper squelched, obscene, warm piss and fresh slick mixing. I'd leaked before I walked in here. I was leaking now.

"Words, Sasha."

"Fuck you."

She turned the vibrator off. Pulled the plug halfway out and slammed it back. My asshole spasmed, tears pricked my eyes.

"Wrong words."

She added a wand, bigger, pressing it hard over the diaper, grinding the diaper into my swollen clit. Heat rolled through me in a wave I couldn't stop. My hips jerked against the strap.

"Ask me to keep you in diapers."

My teeth ground. "Never."

She dialed the wand up. The crinkle turned wetter, louder. The smell of my arousal rose, sharp under the warm plastic.

"You'll say it or you'll break on the bench."

"I'm not, "

She shoved two fingers under the diaper leg band and found my cunt bare and dripping. She crooked them inside me while the wand hammered my clit through the mess. My vision whited at the edges.

"You're soaked through your own diaper like a whore. Say it."

I shook my head. The cuffs rattled.

She pulled her fingers out and wiped them on my lip. I tasted myself and salt.

"Last chance before I fist that ass."

My asshole clenched around the plug in panic. She'd done it to others. I'd seen the marks on the compliance logs.

"Please."

"Please what."

The wand buzzed. My clit throbbed. Shame crawled up my chest hot as the diaper between my legs.

"Please keep me in diapers."

The words tore out ugly. My voice cracked.

Ms. Reyes smiled small. "Again. Like you mean it."

"Please keep me in diapers, Ms. Reyes."

"Good girl."

She turned the wand higher. The plug in my ass vibrated too, synced. My holes clenched empty and full at once. Orgasm built fast, cruel.

"Count for the camera. Tell it what you are."

"I'm, a diaper, "

"Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut." My face burned. "I'm a piss-soaked diaper slut who cums in her own, "

"Come."

I shattered. My cunt gushed into the already wet diaper, warm flood on warm flood, the squelch loud enough to humiliate me in my own ears. I screamed into the strap across my thighs. One. My body jerked, oversensitive, the wand still going.

"That's one. You owe me two more."

"No more, "

She unfastened the diaper tapes. Cool air hit my slick cunt. The relief lasted a second. She spread the wet plastic aside and pressed the wand direct to my bare clit.

I sobbed.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, thank you for, "

"For what."

"For making me come in my diaper like a helpless, "

She pushed a dildo into my cunt without preamble. Thick rubber, stretching me open while the wand stayed on my clit. My inner walls fluttered around it.

"Beg for the next one."

"Please let me come again, please, I'm your diaper whore, I want it, I want the diaper, I want you to keep me padded and, "

She fucked me with the dildo hard. Bench creaked. Wet sounds slapped. The plug in my ass shifted with each thrust.

"Come again."

Two ripped through me meaner than the first. My cunt clamped the dildo, gush running down my ass crack onto the bench. I counted it because she'd trained me to obey before I knew I was trained. "Two, two, "

"One more."

She pulled the dildo out and replaced it with three fingers, then four, stretching my cunt while her thumb worked my clit raw. The plug came out of my ass with a pop. Cold lube dripped.

"You're going to suck me while I open your asshole. You swore you'd never put your mouth on me unless I forced you. I'm not forcing you now. You're asking."

She freed my wrists long enough to turn me. My arms shook. She sat on the bench, skirt up, stockings sharp against my cheek. No panties. Her cunt was shaved, gleaming.

"Lick."

I hesitated one breath. Her hand fisted my hair.

"Ask."

"Please let me lick your cunt, Ms. Reyes."

"Why."

"Because I'm your padded pet. Because I need, "

"Because you want it."

"Because I want it."

She pulled me in. I licked her clit, tasted her sharp and clean. Her thighs clamped my ears. The camera watched the top of my head bobbing.

While I licked, she worked my ass again. Two fingers, three, scissoring me open. Burn turned to ache turned to a sick empty need.

"Take my cock in your ass when I say."

She stood, strapped on a thick black cock from the cabinet. Lubed it. Bent me over the bench, diaper sagging wet between my knees.

"Say please."

"Please fuck my ass, please use your slut's asshole, "

She pushed in slow. Inch by inch my asshole stretched around the girth. Pain white-hot then dull then something worse, hunger. She bottomed out and held.

"Beg me to come in your mouth while I pound you."

"Please, please cum in my mouth, please let me choke on you while you ruin my ass, "

She pulled out of my ass, spun me, shoved the cock into my throat. I gagged, drool running down my chin onto the wet diaper bunched at my ankles. Then she bent me back over, cock in my ass again, pounding hard enough to move the bench.

The room smelled like sex and warm plastic and my own mess.

"Touch your clit. Rub it like the dirty diaper baby you are."

I rubbed. Frantic. Her thrusts slammed the air out of me. Her hand in my hair yanked my head back.

"Come for me. Third one. Thank me."

"Thank you, thank you for fucking my ass, I'm coming, three, "

My asshole clamped her cock. My cunt squirted on the floor under the bench, clear and shameful. I screamed around nothing. She pulled out and slapped my ass, spread my cheeks, watched my hole gape and twitch.

"Look at the camera."

I turned my face. Tears, drool, mascara gone.

"Say what you want."

"I want to stay in diapers. I want you to control when I change. I want, "

She pressed the wand to my clit again. I flinched, oversensitive, broken.

"More than you admit," she finished for me. "Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

She held the wand there until a fourth orgasm ripped out of me I hadn't earned and couldn't stop. My knees gave. She caught me, warm arms, clinical calm.

"Compliance will archive the recording under your file. Helen already updated your badge routing. You'll present at the quarterly Thursday in full diaper. If you escalate again, I take your corner office dream and your name off the succession shortlist."

She taped a fresh diaper on me while I shook. Thick pink this time. Obscene. Crinkling loud when she patted the front.

"Helen wasn't your rescue."

She clicked my gray badge back to gold on her tablet.

"She's a door in the wall."

I walked out of the suite at noon, suit pressed, diaper thick between my thighs, recording sealed in a vault I'd helped build without reading the charter. My email pinged. Compliance acknowledgment. Exhibit A attached to my own HR ticket.

Thursday waited. The boardroom. Reyes smiling across the table while I sat wet under it.

I didn't delete the screenshots on my kitchen island that night. I added one more: my face on the bench, mouth open, the pink diaper in frame.

Proof the walls were load-bearing.

Proof I'd asked.


Chapter 5: Her Own Timestamps

The burner phone buzzed against my palm while rain hammered the windshield two neighborhoods from the tower. I had parked under the lowest level of a public garage where the fluorescent tubes buzzed like dying insects and every drip echoed off concrete. The journalist was already in the passenger seat when I slid in, damp hair, a recorder between us, and she said my name like she had been chewing it for weeks.

"Sasha."

Dana. Financial press. Hungry enough to take a folder from a woman who shouldn't be handing one over. I tasted copper on my tongue from biting the inside of my cheek too hard. My thighs pressed together over the thick diaper under my skirt. The crinkle when I shifted was loud in the small car. Dana's eyes dropped once, then came back up. She had done her homework.

"You said you had proof of a private compliance program inside Meridian," she said. "Off-books. Diaper discipline for women Reyes wants broken and kept."

"I have internal routing logs," I said. "Escalation chains that bypass HR. Signed policy fragments. Compliance officer assignments that don't exist on any org chart you've got access to."

I handed her the folder. My fingers left sweat on the manila. The pages inside were real. I had pulled them from the archive after escape attempt one turned my badge into a leash. This was attempt two. Cleaner. Outside the building. A story that could detonate Reyes if the timestamps held.

Dana flipped the top sheet. Her recorder whirred. The sound sat in my teeth.

"And you're doing this why," she asked, "when you're still employed there."

"Because I'm still in it."

Her mouth tightened. She didn't ask me to show her the diaper. She didn't need to. The way I couldn't uncross my legs said enough.

We agreed on a dead drop for her follow-up questions and a publication window forty-eight hours out. I memorized the taste of my own fear, flat and metallic, while she repeated my name into the recorder one more time for her notes. Sasha. Source. Meridian tower.

I drove back toward the glass spine of the city with my hands cramped on the wheel. Relief tried to crawl up my throat. I swallowed it. Reyes had taught me that relief was bait.

The call came before I reached the tower garage.

Dana's voice was different. Flat. Professional in the way people get when they stop talking to you and start talking about you.

"I need you to listen carefully," she said. "I ran your documents against two sources I didn't mention in the garage. One is a former analyst in your division. One is a compliance vendor with archived audit trails."

My stomach dropped.

"The program material is interesting," Dana said. "But the story that holds up is yours. Eighteen months ago you buried a harassment complaint against you from a rival candidate for your promotion. You falsified margin numbers on the Q3 deck that got you up to senior director. Every edit is timestamped. Every override has your login."

The garage ramp blurred. I pulled into my assigned spot and killed the engine.

"That's not what I gave you," I said.

"No," Dana said. "It's what I already had waiting when you called. Reyes's office sent a courtesy packet this morning. Anonymous tip line. Complete with your signature on the complaint suppression form and the revised forecast cells."

I couldn't breathe right. The diaper was dry and still obscene between my legs, a constant bulky reminder that I had traded one kind of proof for another and lost.

"So you're not running the program piece," I said.

"I'm running you," Dana said. "Ruthless executive diapers her rivals and cooks the books. Human interest sells better than policy anyway. Unless you want to go on record defending the numbers right now."

The line went dead.

I sat in the rain-thrum silence until my phone lit with a calendar update I hadn't made. Every block between seven and midnight had turned the same color. Reyes's color. My access to the executive floor stayed green. My bathroom privileges on the internal tracker flipped to red.

A second message followed from Marco, her assistant, two words and a floor number.

Corner office. Now.

I rode the private elevator with the taste of copper still on my tongue and the crinkle of my diaper loud in the mirrored box. My reflection looked like a woman in a tailored suit. Below the hem the bulge was unmistakable if you knew where to look. Reyes always knew.

She didn't stand when I entered. She had the courtesy packet open on her desk, my signatures magnified on the printouts, and a tablet beside it showing Dana's publication queue in draft.

"You smuggled program documents to the press," Ms. Reyes said. Calm. Almost bored. "You tried to buy freedom with paper that was never yours to spend."

"I gave her the truth about what you run."

"You gave her a reason to look at your timestamps." She tapped the tablet. "She was always going to find them. You simply paid her attention."

My knees wanted to buckle. I locked them. The shame burned hot across my face and my cunt clenched around nothing, traitor muscle, hungry already.

"You sent her my files before I even met her."

"I sent her leverage," Ms. Reyes said. "The same kind you used to climb. You buried Kira's complaint when she would have taken your slot. You moved four million in projected margin from one column to another and signed the deck anyway. You wanted the corner office more than you wanted clean hands."

"I was competing."

"You were corrupt." She rose. Her heels clicked once on the marble. "And now corruption is the currency that keeps you here. You cannot buy your way out with evidence about me when I hold the evidence about you."

I had nothing. The folder in Dana's hands was a fuse. The fuse led back to my own name.

"Sit on the couch," Ms. Reyes said.

I crossed the office on legs that shook. The couch was leather, cold through my skirt. She locked the door. The click traveled up my spine.

"Spread your knees."

I did. The diaper swelled between my thighs, thick white plastic lined with pink tape guards, the kind she made me wear when she wanted the whole floor to hear me coming. The crinkle when she knelt in front of me was obscene.

"You tried to run," she said. "Again."

"I tried to end this."

"You tried to end your accountability." Her fingers hooked the waistband and pulled the diaper down far enough to expose my shaved cunt, already slick. Cool air hit wet skin. "Open your mouth."

She unclipped a pacifier from the chain at her belt, adult-sized, silicone, and pushed it past my lips. The taste was sweet cherry and humiliation. I gagged on the bulb anyway. Saliva pooled around it. She held it in with two fingers while her other hand slid two of hers into my cunt without warning.

I moaned around the pacifier. The sound came out muffled and wet.

"Quiet," she said. "You don't get to be loud until I say."

Her fingers curled and found the rough spot that made my vision swim. She worked me slow, cruel, while the pacifier filled my mouth with fake sweetness and real shame. I tasted both. My hips jerked. She slapped my inner thigh hard enough to sting.

"Stay still, slut."

I froze. My clit throbbed. She added a third finger and stretched me open while her thumb pressed the pacifier deeper until my jaw ached.

"You wanted a reporter," she said. "Now you'll give me a confession she can never use."

She pulled the pacifier out. A string of spit connected it to my lip.

"Say what you are."

"A diaper slut," I whispered. The words scraped my throat.

Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut who buried a complaint and faked numbers to get promoted."

"Again."

"I'm a corrupt little whore in a wet diaper who tried to run and failed."

She shoved the pacifier back in and stood. From a drawer she took a wand vibrator and a black plug already thick with lube. The plug's base was shaped like a company logo I saw every day on letterhead.

"Turn over. Ass up."

I rolled onto my hands and knees on the leather. The diaper bunched under my hips, still half on, the tapes sticky against my skin. She spread my cheeks and pressed the plug to my asshole. It burned going in. I whimpered around the pacifier. The stretch opened me inch by inch until the logo seated flush between my cheeks and the weight of it made me feel stuffed and owned.

She turned the wand on. Low at first. The buzz hit my clit from behind while the plug shifted inside me when I clenched.

"Count your orgasms out loud around that pacifier," she said. "If I can't hear you, it doesn't count."

The first one built fast, too fast, shame and vibration tangled until my cunt dripped on the leather and the sound was a wet slap each time I rocked without permission.

"Mmmph," I tried. She pulled the pacifier out again.

"Words."

"One," I gasped. "I'm coming, one, I'm a fucking diaper slut coming on your couch."

The orgasm ripped through me ugly and open. My asshole clamped on the plug. My cunt spasmed empty and leaking. She didn't stop the wand. She turned it up.

"Again."

The second crest hurt. My clit was raw. The plug ground deeper when she pressed the wand harder and the diaper's damp crotch panel dragged against my thighs with every convulsion. I heard myself, obscene, the squelch from my pussy mixing with the buzz of the wand and the crinkle of plastic.

"Two," I sobbed. "Two, thank you, two, I'm your whore, two."

She yanked the plug out. The gape burned. Before I could catch my breath she replaced it with a strap-on harness from the same drawer, black rubber cock thick enough to split me, and she didn't ask if I was ready.

"Lick it."

I turned my head. The rubber cock hung in front of my face, slick with lube. I opened my mouth. The taste was bitter silicone and salt. She fed it in until I gagged, throat convulsing, spit running down my chin onto the couch. She fucked my mouth slow, counting strokes out loud for her own amusement.

"Twelve. Thirteen. Take it, hole."

Tears blurred the office. My jaw ached. My cunt leaked untouched. When she pulled out I coughed strings of spit onto the leather.

"Now your ass," she said. "You're going to thank me for each inch."

She lined the cock up and pushed into my already-open asshole. The burn was sharp. I screamed into the pacifier she shoved back between my teeth. She bottomed out and held there while my body tried to reject the intrusion and accept it at the same time.

"Beg."

"Please fuck my ass," I mumbled around the pacifier. "Please use your dirty diaper bitch."

She pulled back and slammed forward. The slap of her hips against my cheeks filled the room. The plug's absence made me emptier and fuller at once. Each thrust punched air out of me. The wand found my clit again, pressed hard, merciless.

The third orgasm tore loose so hard I bit the pacifier. My asshole spasmed around the rubber cock. She kept pounding through it, using me while I came, and the wet sounds from below were filthy, my cunt gushing on the couch while she fucked my ass.

"Three," she said for me, voice clinical. "Say it."

"Three," I wailed around the silicone. "I'm coming from my ass, three, I'm ruined, three."

She didn't slow. She reached under me and stuffed two fingers into my cunt while the strap-on worked my ass and the wand stayed on my clit. Overstimulation turned my brain to static. I couldn't tell which hole was spasming. The diaper under me was soaked now, my own piss and arousal spreading warm through the core while she used all three points at once.

"Four is going to break you," she said. "Ask for it."

"Please break me," I sobbed. "Please make your diaper slut come again, please, four, I need four."

She turned the wand to high. She pounded my ass so hard the couch scraped the floor. The fourth orgasm was worse than pain. My whole body seized. I squirted against the leather, clear slick hitting the sound of her thrusts, and I screamed around the pacifier until my voice shredded.

She pulled out of my ass and made me lie on my back with my legs hooked over her shoulders, diaper shoved aside, cunt and asshole both gaping and twitching. She replaced the strap-on with a stainless wand attachment, cold metal, and pushed it into my cunt while the wand buzzed on my clit from the outside.

"Look at me when you come."

I met her eyes. Brown. Calm. Owner.

"Who owns your timestamps now," she asked.

"You do."

"Who owns your schedule."

"You do."

"Who owns this cunt."

"You do."

The fifth orgasm rolled long and brutal, a slow avalanche instead of a spike. I tasted cherry from the pacifier and salt from tears and my own slick when I bit through and drooled. She counted it on her fingers like inventory.

"Five."

When I stopped shaking she cleaned none of it. She pulled the diaper up, taped it tight over my mess, and made me stand. The bulk between my legs was heavy, warm, obscene. Urine and cum heat pressed against my swollen clit with every step.

She walked me to the desk and placed my phone in front of me. The calendar had tightened into a grid of checkpoints. Bathroom red on every block. Corner office green. Compliance reviews yellow. A new entry blinked at the bottom.

Daily inspection. 6:15 a.m. Executive washroom. Marco present.

"You will present on schedule for each block," Ms. Reyes said. "You will not attempt another external contact without my approval. Dana publishes Friday. Your name leads. My program stays footnote unless you give the press something worse about yourself."

"I don't have anything worse."

"You do." She leaned close. Her perfume cut through the smell of sex and wet diaper. "You like this. Your body proves it every time I touch you. That's the timestamp Dana can't see yet. But I can."

My face burned. My cunt clenched in the soaked diaper. She was right and I hated that my hatred made me wetter.

"Take your pacifier to the briefing room," she said. "Marco will escort you. You have a budget review in twenty minutes. You will sit through it wet and plugged and you will smile."

"I'm not plugged."

She reached between my legs through the diaper and pressed where my asshole still gaped sore. "You will be. Marco has the smaller logo plug for meetings. You'll wear it until you learn that every exit costs you more than the last."

Marco was waiting outside the door, eyes forward, professional. He handed me a travel case the size of a makeup kit. Inside, nested in velvet, was a plug identical to the first, smaller, still branded.

"Ms. Reyes asked you to insert it before we go downstairs," he said, like he was asking me to sign a visitor log.

I went into the executive washroom adjacent to her office. The lock clicked behind me. I hiked the diaper down in front of the mirror, spread my cheeks, and worked the plug in with shaking hands. The burn was fresh. My asshole swallowed it because it had been trained to. I taped the diaper back up and washed my face. Cherry taste lingered on my tongue. Spit and shame.

In the briefing room the projector hummed. Twelve people watched me take the head chair I used to fight for. The diaper crinkled when I sat. I heard it. I prayed they didn't. Marco stood against the wall with the travel case at his feet like a medical orderly.

The budget deck loaded. My voice held steady through the first slides. Under the table my thighs pressed the soaked core against my clit. The plug shifted. Wrong pleasure licked up my spine. I kept talking about margin recovery while my own body reminded me I had falsified margin recovery and been punished for telling anyone.

Halfway through Q2 projections Ms. Reyes entered and took the seat at my right. Her knee brushed mine under the table. Once. Twice.

"Continue," she said to the room. To me.

I continued. Numbers I knew by heart. Numbers I had lied about once and would never outrun. The wand's ghost still buzzed on my clit even though it was gone. My nipples rubbed the inside of my blouse. I was a soaked, plugged, five-times-used executive leading a meeting about fiscal discipline.

When the deck ended applause was polite. Reyes stood and thanked the team. Her hand settled on my shoulder, possessive, public.

"Sasha will be tightening several internal controls going forward," she said. "Starting with her own calendar."

Light laughter. My smile ached.

Back in her office after the room cleared she unlocked a wall safe I had never seen opened. Inside were binders labeled by year, by name, by login. She pulled one with my name on the spine and set it on the desk next to the courtesy packet Dana had used.

"Every exit you attempt funds the next restraint," she said. "You brought the press to my door. I brought your timestamps to theirs. That's the exchange rate now."

She opened the binder. Page after page of my overrides, my complaint suppression, my badge swipes into archives I shouldn't have accessed. Further back, worse things I had forgotten doing in the rush to climb.

"You want to be free," she said. "You want to be clean. You cannot be both. Not anymore."

I stood in my wet diaper with the meeting plug still buried in my ass and my cunt still throbbing from being wrung out on her couch.

"What do you want from me now," I asked.

She closed the binder. Her eyes held mine.

"We are only just beginning."

She handed me the updated schedule printout. Six fifteen inspection. Seven o'clock escort to the compliance floor. Nine o'clock media monitoring with Dana's draft on split screen. Noon change in the executive washroom with Marco counting tapes. Afternoon budget follow-up. Evening review of my own binder, page by page, while she decided which timestamp to feed the press next if I stepped wrong again.

I took the paper. My hands shook. The diaper sagged heavy and warm between my legs, a filthy cradle I couldn't set down.

Downstairs Dana's story was already writing itself without my quotes. Upstairs Reyes was building the next leash from my own signature. I had come here to destroy her program and instead proved I was the kind of woman the program was built for.

Marco knocked once.

"Ms. Reyes," he said through the door. "Compliance is ready for her intake photos."

Reyes looked at me.

"Go," she said. "Smile for the camera. Show them how thick the diaper is today. That's the image that stays in the file if you ever try a third time."

I walked toward the door on legs still loose from five orgasms and the taste of cherry still stuck to my tongue. The crinkle announced each step. Marco fell in beside me like escort or guard, same thing now. The elevator descended. The tower swallowed me again, glass and policy and the secret floor where they measured women like inventory.

I did not look back at Reyes. Looking back was a timestamp too.


Chapter 6: Named Successor

The folder spine had my name in block letters, white on black, the kind of label Reyes used for things she meant to keep forever. I pulled it free under the desk lamp on the forty-first floor. The building above me was dead. Below me the city hummed through glass I couldn't see. Just the lamp, the open archive drawer, and the weight of the paper in my hands.

I came for the master file. Coercion proof. Something I could hand to a lawyer without Reyes turning my buried complaint into front-page ash. Marco's keycard got me past the executive suite door. Three weeks of watching him badge in after midnight for "inventory." Three weeks of memorizing which camera blinked and which one was a dummy. I told myself I was still the woman who won promotions by outworking everyone. The thick diaper under my skirt said otherwise. It sagged warm against my thighs from the elevator ride, piss and sweat from the long day soaked into the core. Every step made it shift. Every shift reminded me who owned my schedule now.

The charter sat on top.

Not buried. Not hidden in an appendix. On top, like a crown left out for the heir to find.

I opened it.

*Ascension Program Charter. Revision 4. Co-Architects: Ms. Reyes, Sasha.*

My signature. Not a consent form I forgot. Not initials on a HR packet from my first month. Full signature. Dated fourteen months ago. The month I thought I outmaneuvered Reyes for the VP track.

My stomach dropped.

I read faster.

*Designated Successor: Sasha. Upon satisfactory completion of Phase III body protocol and Phase IV succession training, Sasha assumes co-custody of program assets, candidate pipeline, and disciplinary architecture.*

Disciplinary architecture. That was the word for diapers and locked bathroom doors and the wand she kept in her bottom drawer.

Phase IV succession training.

I wasn't the prey in the room.

I was the curriculum.

A second page listed names under *Pipeline: Priority Fast-Track.* Women I knew. Women I'd mentored. Women I'd stepped over.

At the bottom, circled in red ink:

*Primary Successor Candidate: Dani.*

Dani from analytics. Twenty-eight. Sharp. Hungry. The kind of hungry I used to be before Reyes put me on a leash.

*Contracted fast-track authority: Sasha. Target pad date: Q3.*

My hands shook. The charter smelled like toner and Reyes's perfume, that cold floral she wore in boardrooms. The diaper between my legs was suddenly heavier than the folder. Warm. Obscene. Mine.

Footsteps.

I shoved the charter back wrong, half in, label crooked.

"Leave it out."

Ms. Reyes's voice came from the dark beyond the lamp. No anger. Worse. Approval.

I turned.

She stood in the doorway in a black suit, hair still perfect from whatever dinner she'd left. Marco flanked her, tablet in hand, eyes on the floor like a man who'd been paid not to see and paid extra to remember.

A witness. Rung six. My chest went tight.

"You broke in correctly," she said. "Marco logged your entry at eleven-fourteen. I gave you the window."

"You, "

"I wanted you to read it here." She stepped into the light. "Not in your apartment where you'd call counsel and panic. Here. Where you belong in this room now."

The floor dropped.

Fourteen months. Every inspection, every forced wetting, every time she made me spread my legs on her couch and thank her for the change. Training. Not punishment for climbing too hard. Apprenticeship. She'd been building me to do this to Dani. To the next woman. To all of them.

"I didn't sign this," I said.

She nodded at Marco. He swiped his tablet. My signature bloomed on screen, vector-clean, timestamped, geotagged to this floor.

"You signed it in my office after the Henderson deal closed. You were high on winning. You wanted what I had. I offered you a path and you took the pen before you read page two. That is not my fault."

My face burned. Henderson. I'd celebrated with champagne and let her stroke my hair and tell me I was exceptional.

Exceptional enough to inherit.

Marco cleared his throat. "Should I log the incident as unauthorized access or scheduled curriculum review?"

Reyes didn't look at him. "Curriculum review. Phase IV initiation."

Initiation. My cunt clenched around nothing, traitor muscle, already wetter than the diaper.

"No," I said.

"Take off your jacket, Sasha."

I held the folder against my chest like armor.

Marco moved. Not toward me. He locked the archive door. Click. The sound was small and final.

"You can walk out in your wet diaper and explain to building security why you're on forty-one with stolen documents," Reyes said. "Or you can finish what you started when you signed your name. Dani's file is in drawer six. You'll want to see what you're contracted to build."

Drawer six.

I opened it with fingers that didn't feel like mine.

Dani's photo. Performance reviews I'd written. A schedule identical to mine from eighteen months ago. Bathroom restrictions. Wardrobe notes. *Thick white diaper, office hours, no exceptions.*

My handwriting on the margin: *Recommend accelerated trust protocol.*

I didn't remember writing it. The date said I had.

Reyes took the charter from my hands. "On the desk. Skirt up. I need to check you before we begin."

"I found proof you, "

"You found proof you're mine by contract." She patted the archive desk, steel and laminate under the lamp. "Bend over."

Marco stayed by the door. Watching. Counting. The new stake sat in my throat like a thumb.

I bent.

She hiked my skirt. The diaper sagged heavy, pink tape tabs visible, the front panel dark where I'd lost control twice during the tightened schedule after the journalist disaster. She pressed her palm flat against the wet bulk and held it there. Heat radiated through the plastic backing into my ass cheeks.

"Soaked," she said. "You always soak when you're scared and excited. Marco, note the scent profile."

He typed. I wanted to die. My clit throbbed under the squelch of the saturated core.

"Spread your legs wider. You're not a victim tonight. You're an heir doing inventory on her own body."

I spread.

She tore the tape. Cold air hit my skin. The diaper dropped to my ankles, warm and rank, piss and arousal rolling up in a cloud I could taste. She didn't wipe me clean. She parted my lips with two fingers and showed Marco the shine on my clit.

"Recording starts now," she said.

The tablet chimed.

"Say your title."

I gritted my teeth.

Her hand cracked my ass. Sharp. "Say it."

"Co-architect," I whispered.

"Louder. For the record."

"Co-architect." My voice broke. "Designated successor."

"Good girl." She opened her desk drawer. Not the wand. A stainless plug, thick at the base, already glistening with lube. "Phase IV includes demonstration. You will take this in your ass while you read Dani's fast-track milestones aloud. You will not come until Marco counts three. You will thank me for each one."

She pressed the plug to my asshole.

I clenched.

"You're going to recruit her," I gasped. "You planned this, "

"I'm executing a charter you signed." The plug breached me. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought then yielded. "Breathe. Take it. That's two inches. You trained on smaller for months."

The third inch burned worse. My asshole stung around the silicone. She twisted it until the base kissed my skin.

"Read."

I stared at Dani's file. Words swam.

"Page one. Objective line."

"Accelerate… accelerate Dani's integration into Ascension body protocol by, "

"By?"

"By Q3 pad date." Shame crawled up my neck. "With full diaper compliance and, "

"And?"

"And scheduled inspections." I moaned when she pushed a finger into my cunt alongside the plug. "Conducted by me."

"By you." Reyes curled her finger. "The successor inspects the pipeline. Open the lube drawer. Marco, hand me the wand."

Marco moved like he'd done this before. Maybe for other women. Maybe for me on nights I didn't know were filmed. He passed her the cordless wand, head bent, professional.

She pressed it to my clit.

The buzz hit like a slap. My knees bucked. The plug shifted in my ass, deeper pressure, obscene fullness.

"Don't you dare come. Read the disciplinary milestones."

I read. Voice shaking. "Week one: bathroom revocation. Week two: first public diaper under tailored suit. Week three, "

The wand jumped to high.

I screamed into my fist.

"Count?" Reyes asked.

"Zero," Marco said. Flat. "She's edging."

She turned the wand off. My clit pulsed. Empty. Cruel.

"Continue."

"Week three: first forced release in diaper during business hours. Week four: candidate acknowledges co-architect authority in writing."

"You'll make her sign," Reyes said. "Like you did. While she's grateful and stupid and wet."

"I won't."

She shoved the plug deeper. My asshole burned. "You will. Or I release your Henderson falsification to the board tomorrow and Dani still gets padded on my timeline without your soft hand. Your choice is not whether she enters. Your choice is whether you break her in or I do."

The lamp glare turned the desk into an altar. My folder. Dani's photo. The charter. My spread ass and dripping cunt on display for Marco's tablet.

I came without permission.

The orgasm ripped through me stupid and hard, clit slamming against the wand she'd turned on one beat before I could stop it. My ass clamped on the plug. Cunt gushed down my thighs. I heard myself beg in a voice I didn't own.

"One," Marco said.

"Thank you," Reyes made me say. "Thank you for one."

"Again," she said.

"No, "

She added a second finger to my cunt and worked them in a V around the plug, stretching both holes. The wand never left my clit. The buzz ground into the nerve until my vision whited at the edges.

I counted breath. Failed.

"Two," Marco said.

My whole body shook. Piss leaked from me, thin hot stream down my leg, mixing with cum. The smell rose sharp under the lamp. Weight and scent. My inheritance.

"Say what you are."

"Diaper slut," I sobbed. "Successor slut. I cum in my own, "

"On the record."

"I cum like a pathetic diaper whore while my co-architect trains my ass."

"Good." She pulled the plug out slow. My asshole gaped, air cold on the rim. "Marco, strap."

He opened a case I hadn't seen. Black harness. Thick silicone cock, matte black, curved for depth.

My stomach lurched.

"You're not, "

"I'm demonstrating succession protocol." Reyes stepped into the harness Marco held up. "The heir takes the pipeline in every hole before she assigns it. Bend over the desk. Forearms flat. Arch your back. Show Marco what Dani's first inspection will look like when you run it."

I bent.

The desk edge cut into my hips. Dani's file crinkled under my elbows. Her smiling ID photo stared up at me.

Reyes lined the strap-on at my asshole.

"No lube," I choked.

"You've been plugged for ten minutes. You're open." She pushed.

The head stretched me wider than the plug. Burn. Tear-heat. My asshole fought then split around the girth. I howled.

"Take it," she said. "Every inch your successor earns."

She fed it inch by inch. My ass burned and clenched and couldn't close. The squelch from my cunt dripped on the steel drawer. She bottomed out. Pelvis to ass. Full.

"Read the orgasm clause."

I choked on words. "Candidate… candidate will achieve three recorded releases during each inspection to demonstrate, "

"Demonstrate what?"

"Compliance." Tears ran. "Addiction to protocol."

She pulled back and slammed in.

The desk jumped. File papers scattered. My tits bounced under my blouse. She fucked my ass like she owned the charter and my signature and the next woman's schedule.

"Pace two," she told Marco.

"Logged."

She set a rhythm that knocked breath out of me. Cock in my ass, hard and relentless. Her hand fisted my hair. Yanked my head up. Dani's photo smeared under my cheek.

"Who pads her?"

"You, "

"Who?"

"Me." The word tasted like poison. "I pad her."

"Who checks her diaper?"

"I do."

"Who makes her cum in it?"

"I do." My asshole spasmed around the thrusts. "God, "

"Who owns your ass right now?"

"You do."

"Title."

"Co-architect." I sobbed it. "Successor."

She reached under me. Found my clit. Pinched. Rolled. The wand buzzed against her palm while she pounded my ass.

"Three," Marco said before I could beg.

The third orgasm was worse. Longer. My ass gaped around the cock on the outstroke, clenched on the in. Cum sprayed the desk leg. My voice broke to animal sounds. Reyes didn't stop. She fucked me through it until the crest turned cruel, oversensitive, my hole raw and still taking it.

"Please, "

"One more." She grabbed the plug from the floor. Shoved it into my cunt without warning. Double stretch. Ass and cunt full. "Count four for the charter."

"I can't, "

"You can." She drove the strap-on deep and held. Plug jammed against the thin wall inside me. Wand on my clit. "Come for your pipeline."

I came so hard I bit my lip bloody. Four. Marco said it. I thanked her through broken syllables.

She pulled out.

My asshole stayed open. I felt air. Felt drip. Cum and lube ran down my thighs.

"Turn over."

I rolled onto the desk, ass on the edge, legs up. Diaper still around one ankle, ridiculous, heavy, stinking.

Reyes wiped the strap-on with a cloth. Marco handed her something else. A smaller cock, flesh-toned, on a handle. Not a strap. A training tool.

"You'll demonstrate internal review," she said. "Open your cunt. Two fingers. Show me how you'll check Dani's wetness."

I spread my lips. Shaking.

She pushed the tool into my cunt. Curved. Thick. Knuckles deep.

"Talk."

"Inspection protocol." I panted. "Spread candidate. Assess saturation. Note scent." My cunt clenched on the intrusion. "Document compliance."

She twisted the handle. My hips jerked.

"And if she's dry?"

"Trigger response." The words were mine from the charter appendix I'd never read. "Wand. Fifteen minutes. No release."

"And if she's wet?"

"Change or… or reinforce."

"Reinforce?"

"Edge her." I moaned. "Make her thank the co-architect."

Reyes pulled the tool out. Cum stringed from my cunt to the silicone. She held it up for the tablet camera.

"Successor practical exam," she said. "Passed."

She tossed me a fresh diaper. White. Thick. Tape loud in the quiet floor.

"Put it on."

My legs trembled. I stepped into it. Pulled it tight. The clean bulk was criminally soft against my raw asshole, my swollen clit.

"Tabs?"

I fastened them. Front panel straight. Corporate armor over filth.

Reyes slid the charter across the desk. Dani's file under it. A pen on top.

"You'll draft her Q3 schedule tonight. Marco will file it in the morning. You'll wear that diaper under your suit to the nine a.m. budget call. You'll sit through the whole meeting wet or you'll sit through it soaked. Your choice."

"I found what you hid."

"You found what you are." She buttoned her jacket. "The journalist story failed because you still think like prey. Start thinking like heir. Dani reports to you Monday for coffee. You'll smell her ambition and you'll know exactly where it ends."

Marco unlocked the door.

Reyes paused at the threshold. Lamp behind her. Charter on the desk. My name on the spine and in the ink and in the wet diaper between my legs.

"Drawer six stays open for you now," she said. "Every Thursday after hours. You belong in this room now. Not breaking in. Running it."

She left.

Marco followed.

The door clicked.

I stood in the lamplight with a clean diaper under my skirt and Dani's face on the desk and my signature binding me to both. My ass ached. My clit still buzzed ghost-sensation. The charter waited.

I sat down. The diaper compressed against my sore holes. I pulled Dani's file close. Opened the schedule template.

My pen hovered.

Down the hall, the elevator dinged. Reyes, going home. Marco with her. Witness and architect and heir alone with what I'd agreed to when I thought I was stealing proof.

I wrote the first line.

*Week one: bathroom revocation, Dani, effective Monday.*

The ink dried black.

I had until dawn to finish her training calendar and decide whether I'd call myself a prisoner or a co-conspirator on the way to nine a.m. My thighs pressed the thick diaper. Warm already. Body ahead of mind again.

I turned to page two and kept writing.


Chapter 7: The Revolving Door

I printed the resignation on real paper because Ms. Reyes deserved the weight of it in her hands, not pixels she could delete. The letter sat folded in my coat pocket against my ribs while I rode the elevator down from forty-seven, shoulder to shoulder with people who knew my name from quarterly decks and hallway gossip. My coat was already on. My badge was already off. I had done this the way you leave a man who thinks he owns you: clean, final, no scene.

The elevator dinged every floor. Marketing. Legal. Operations. Each stop added bodies and perfume and the low hum of phones. My skirt pressed the thick diaper between my thighs, the same obscene bulk I had worn through six months of climb and collapse. I kept my face blank. A woman in a navy suit who was quitting, nothing more.

Floor twelve. Floor eight. My bladder gave a small, traitorous clench and I hated it immediately. I had trained myself out of toilets months ago. That was the point. That was always the point. I told myself geography would fix what they had done to me. New city. New firm. Silence and distance and a résumé that still said director track until I rebuilt the lie from scratch.

The doors opened on the lobby and I walked out like I meant it.

Glass walls. Marble. The reception desk with its living green wall. Sun through the revolving door turning the floor gold. I had pictured this exit a hundred times in the archive last night with the charter still burning behind my eyes. Co-architect. Successor. My own signature under language that named the next woman I was contracted to pad and fast-track. I had come down here to burn the apprenticeship by walking through that door and never looking back.

HR had other plans.

Diane from talent operations intercepted me before I cleared security, tablet in hand, smile professional and cold. "Sasha. Ms. Reyes asked that we speak before you leave the building."

"I've already spoken. The letter is on her desk."

"Then you'll want to read what you signed in your third month." She turned the tablet. Non-compete. Non-solicit. Industry-wide carve-out covering every firm on the tower's shared client list and half the vendors in the city. Liquidated damages that would eat my savings and my name. The clause wasn't buried. I had signed it hungry, proud, certain I would never need an exit.

"You can't enforce this," I said.

"We can and we will." Diane's voice didn't move. "You leave today, you don't work in this sector again without our counsel's letter. You know what that does to a climb like yours."

The cage wasn't the diaper. The cage was the CV. My bladder clenched again, harder, and warmth spread before I could clamp down. No. Not here. Not now.

I turned toward the revolving door anyway. Defiance without leverage is a tantrum. I knew that. I walked toward it anyway because my hands were shaking and shame makes stupid choices.

The first push of the door slot my coat between glass panels. I stepped into the slow rotation. Outside air hit my face. Freedom smelled like exhaust and hot concrete. My heel clicked on the metal strip. My thighs pressed the soaked swell growing between them.

The heat kept spreading. Heavy. Obscene. The diaper sagged and went slick against my skin, piss-warm and undeniable. I froze mid-turn, trapped in the glass wedge with lobby behind me and sidewalk ahead, legs locked while the bulk between them grew wetter and heavier. A man in a courier uniform stared through the glass. A woman on her phone glanced up and away too late.

I had quit. I was leaving. And my body had opened on the revolving door like I belonged to the building more than to my own spine.

I backed out of the turn. The wet drag between my legs made me stumble. Diane was already there with security flanking like I might steal pens.

"Ms. Reyes expects you on forty-seven," Diane said.

"I resigned."

"You're leaking in public. Go upstairs."

The elevator ride back up was worse than down. The diaper was cold at the edges and hot in the center, sagging with every shift. People stared at my coat, my face, the walk that betrayed me. Floor thirty. Floor forty. The shame sat in my throat and my cunt at once, wet for reasons that had nothing to do with piss.

Ms. Reyes's outer office was empty. Her inner door stood open. She sat behind the desk with my resignation letter flat under her palm like a specimen.

"You came back through the door," she said.

"I didn't get out."

"You never were going to." She stood. Her heels were quiet on the carpet. "Take the coat off."

I should have thrown it at her. I unbuttoned it instead. The wool slid off and the office air hit the damp diaper under my skirt, the smell sharp when the fabric lifted. She looked at me the way she looked at quarterly numbers. Total. Unhurried.

"Lift the skirt."

"No."

"Lift it or I call facilities to do it in the hallway where the cameras live." Her voice stayed level. "You chose the lobby. Now you choose who watches."

My fingers found the hem. I raised the skirt to my waist. The white adult diaper bulged thick and obscene, yellowed at the front, sagging low enough to show at my thighs. The plastic tape strips pulled at my hips. Heat radiated off it. The texture was slick inside, rough tape outside, every inch a record of failure.

Ms. Reyes circled me. Her fingertip pressed the wet center and the squelch made my knees buckle.

"Still quitting?"

"Yes."

"Liar." She hooked a finger in the waistband and tugged me toward the private washroom off her office. "You walked down forty-seven floors to prove you're free. Your bladder wrote the truth in the lobby."

The washroom was all stone and brass, a changing table built into the wall like this was normal. She locked the door. She pointed at the table.

"Up."

I climbed onto the padded surface. The vinyl was cool under my palms. She didn't let me close my legs. She spread my knees wide and tore the tapes. The diaper peeled away sticky and loud. Cool air hit my bare ass and my swollen cunt, lips shiny, clit hard, everything smelling of piss and arousal mixed together.

"You reek," she said.

"Then let me go shower and go."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The words landed like a slap. I stared at the ceiling fixture. My mouth stayed shut.

She opened a drawer and took out a plug, black silicone, thick at the base, already glistening with lube. No warning. She pressed it to my asshole and pushed. My hole resisted, then opened around the stretch. Burn. Full. The base seated flush while my cunt clenched on nothing.

"That's one inch you don't control," she said. "Say thank you."

"Thank you."

"Thank you for what?"

"For… for putting the plug in my ass."

She took a wand from the same drawer, the kind with a round head that buzzes like cruelty. She didn't turn it on yet. She held it above my clit and looked at my face.

"You want to come before I change you. That's why you're dripping. You soaked yourself in front of strangers and your cunt's still begging."

"Don't."

"I won't. Not yet." She set the wand down. Denial. Withdrawn mercy. She wiped me with cold wipes, clinical, slow, dragging over my clit enough to make me whimper and not enough to finish. She powdered my skin. The texture turned chalky and dry while my hole stayed slick around the plug.

"You edge yourself on humiliation now," she said. "I trained that. You don't get to export it."

She lifted a fresh diaper, thick white, crinkling loud when she shook it open. She slid it under my ass and taped me tight. The bulk rose between my legs again, clean and dry and crushing my clit through the layers. She pulled my skirt down. She buttoned my blouse where my hands had shaken.

"Back to the desk."

"I quit."

"You wrote a letter. I haven't accepted it." She led me to the office couch, the one where board members wait. She pushed me down on my back. My taped diaper crinkled. She strapped my wrists to the arm with leather cuffs from the side table. Spread my legs with a bar between my ankles. The plug shifted deeper when the bar locked.

She sat on the edge of the couch beside my hip. Calm. Composed. She turned the wand on low and held it through the diaper, right on my clit.

The vibration was muffled and brutal. My hips jerked against the bar. The plug filled my ass while the wand buzzed through diaper. Dry tape outside. Wet heat building inside.

"Please stop."

"No." She turned it up. "You don't get to resign and come in the same hour. You come when I say, how I say."

She worked the wand in slow circles. My clit swelled against the diaper lining. The plug sat heavy in my ass. Shame crawled up my neck because I was getting close from being denied in a fresh diaper after pissing myself in the lobby. My own wetting in public sat behind my eyes and my cunt chased it anyway.

She pulled the wand away. I sobbed once, ugly.

"That's one edge," she said. "Count them."

"One."

She unbuckled the bar and rolled me onto my stomach over the arm of the couch. Diaper bulk crushed between my hips and leather. She yanked the tapes at the back and peeled the seat down without removing the whole thing, exposing my ass and the plug base. Cold air. Exposure.

"You want out of the building," she said. "I'll fuck you out of the fantasy first."

She worked the plug out slow. My asshole clung to it, then gaped when it left. She lubed two fingers and pushed them in without asking. Stretch. Burn. A third finger. My hole opened greedy and terrified at once. She scissored me open while I bit the leather and drooled against the cushion.

"Say what you are."

"A… a diaper slut."

"Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut who tried to quit and wet herself in the door."

"Good." She added a fourth finger. The burn turned sharp. My cunt dripped into the open diaper beneath me, slick hitting dry diaper with soft obscene taps. She fucked my ass with her hand, fingers curling, stretching, using me like a socket.

"Please. I can't."

"You can." She pushed harder. Knuckles at the rim. My asshole burned and yielded and the stretch went past what I thought I could hold. She worked a fist in slow, relentless, inch by burning inch, until my hole clasped her wrist and the ache sat deep and full.

I screamed into the couch. My cunt spasmed empty. No permission. No touch. Just the fist splitting my ass open while the diaper under me soaked up drip after drip.

"That's two," she said. "You came from your ass being owned. Thank me."

"Thank you for fisting my asshole."

"Again."

"Thank you for fisting my asshole while I'm still wearing a diaper."

She didn't let me down. She pumped her fist, slow then harder, the slick sound obscene in the quiet office. My hole gaped and clenched around her arm. Each stroke rubbed something inside that made my clit throb untouched. She reached under with her free hand and pressed the wand to my clit through the ruined back of the diaper.

The orgasm hit brutal. Three. My whole body locked. Cunt gushing into the diaper. Ass clamping on her fist. I howled. Filthy. Broken. Words gone.

She kept the wand there through the spasms. Then she turned it off and left her fist inside while I twitched.

"Beg, and I might let you."

The phrase scraped my pride raw. I had quit. I had walked. I had come back wet. Now I was taped open on her couch with her arm in my ass and a charter in a safe somewhere that named me heir to this.

"Please let me come again."

"Wrong beg."

"Please let me come in my diaper like the slut I am."

"Better." She twisted her fist. Pain and pleasure slammed together. "Who owns your bladder?"

"You do."

"Who owns your CV?"

"You do."

"Who owns this asshole?"

"You do."

She pulled the fist out. Gape. Air. Emptiness so sharp I whimpered. She wiped lube from my thigh with the diaper lining and retaped me sloppy, the back half hanging open still. She rolled me onto my back again. My wrists still cuffed. She took a strap-on harness from the drawer, black cock thick and curved, and stepped into it.

"Open your mouth."

I opened. She fed the head past my lips. Rubber tasted like latex and cleaner. She held my jaw and fucked my throat shallow, then deeper, until I gagged and tears ran to my ears.

"You're going to take this in your cunt while I remind you what quitting costs."

She pulled out. Spit string from my lip to the cock head. She cut the diaper tapes at my hips and shoved the diaper aside. My cunt was swollen, red, dripping. She pressed the strap-on to my entrance and drove in one stroke. Full. Stretched. The slap of her hips on my thighs echoed off stone walls.

She fucked me hard. No romance. No pause. Cock pounding my cunt while the ruined diaper bunched under my ass, wet and crinkling with every thrust. My clit ground against the harness base. The plug drawer was still open. She reached without stopping and pushed a second toy into my ass alongside nothing, a string of beads, one after another, each pop a fresh burn.

"Count."

"One bead."

"Again."

"Two."

She kept fucking and kept feeding beads until my ass was strung full and my cunt was raw around rubber. Four. The orgasm built from friction and fullness and the look on her face, bored dominance, like my resignation was a typo she would correct.

She stopped moving. Buried deep. Still.

"Please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please fuck your diaper slut until she cums on your cock. Please. I need it. I'll stay. I'll sign whatever. Just let me cum."

"You were already staying." She rolled her hips. Slow. Mean. "Your body came back through the door before your pride did."

She fucked me through the fourth orgasm. Long. Dragged out. My cunt clamped the strap-on and milked it while I shouted numbers she demanded.

"That's four. One more."

"I can't."

"You will." She pulled the beads out one by one while she pounded me. Each pop synced with a thrust. My asshole gaped and burned. My cunt squelched loud. The smell of sex and powder and old piss filled the washroom door she had left cracked.

Five ripped through me meaner than the rest. Vision whited. I arched off the couch until the cuffs bit. Cum gushed around the rubber cock and slicked her harness. I sobbed through the aftershocks while she kept stroking shallow, using the oversensitive flesh until I begged her to stop for real.

She pulled out. The strap-on shone wet. She wiped it across my inner thigh and retaped the diaper fresh, white and thick, trapping the mess against my skin.

She uncuffed my wrists. I couldn't sit up fast. My asshole throbbed open. My cunt pulsed. The new diaper was already warm with what I had put in it.

Ms. Reyes set my resignation letter on the coffee table and tore it in half. Slow. One rip. Then another.

"Escape attempt three failed," she said. "Non-compete. Bladder. Both mine."

I pulled my coat on over the ruined suit. The diaper crinkled when I stood. My legs shook.

"The charter names you successor," she said. "You found that last night. You still tried the door."

"I hate you."

"Good. Hate keeps you sharp." She handed me my badge. "Tomorrow you sit in on the intake file for the woman you're contracted to fast-track. You will listen. You will not speak."

"I won't recruit her."

"You will learn how recruitment works whether you speak or not." She opened the office door to the hallway. "Go home. Change yourself if you want dignity on the train. Or stay wet and remember who wrote the program you tried to outwalk."

I walked to the elevator. The lobby was behind me. Forty-seven floors above me. The revolving door turned empty below the glass. My bladder was quiet now. My CV was not.

The elevator chimed. A junior analyst stepped in, smiled, asked if I was leaving early. I said yes. The diaper was thick and warm between my legs, clean tape over filthy skin, and the charter's next name sat in a file I was scheduled to watch open tomorrow.

I could not quit what lived in my bladder and my CV. The cage had moved inside me. Geography was a tantrum I had already lost.

The doors opened on the parking garage. I walked toward my car. My phone buzzed. Counsel's number. The sealed copy I had filed last night pulsed in memory like a second heartbeat.

Tomorrow I would sit in the room where they named the next woman. Tonight I would drive home padded and sore and still employed by a machine I had signed twice.

I started the engine. The seat heated under the diaper bulk. Forward. There was no door that spun me out clean. Only the next floor, the next file, the next test of whether I would become Ms. Reyes or burn us both.


Chapter 8: No Out Only Terms

Vera's whiskey sat untouched while mine was already half gone. The bar across the river from the tower had no badge readers, no glass walls, no hum of the floor I had learned to hear through my teeth. Cold air came off the water every time someone opened the terrace door. I heard it hit my bare ankles under the booth.

"You quit yesterday," Vera said. Not a question.

"I came back."

"I know."

She turned her wrist. A thin white line ran from the inside of her forearm toward her elbow, old enough to be pale, new enough that the skin still caught light wrong. I had seen that kind of mark before. On me. On the inside of my thigh where Reyes's nurse had pinned me during the first full inspection.

I pushed my sleeve up. Same line. Same placement. Same story I had told myself was mine alone.

"How long?" I asked.

"Four years." Vera's voice stayed flat. "You thought I was competition."

"I was going to beat you to the corner office."

"You were always going to end up in it." She tapped her glass. Ice clicked against crystal. "Just not the way you pictured."

Heat crawled up my neck. My thighs pressed together under the table. The thick diaper between them was dry still, taped tight under my skirt, but my body answered her anyway. Wet shame. Old training. I hated that my cunt clenched over nothing.

"I have a plan," I said.

Vera laughed once. Short. Mean. Warm at the same time.

"Escape attempt number four," she said. "I was wondering when you'd get here."

My stomach dropped.

"You knew."

"I fed you the first three." She leaned in. Perfume and gin. "The HR loophole. The vendor badge swap. The resignation walkout. I sat in the room when Reyes debriefed each one. You performed exactly where she wanted you."

The terrace door opened again. Cold rushed in. My nipples hardened against my bra. I wanted to slap her. I wanted to ask her to help me anyway.

"Two of us could do what one can't," I said.

"That's what I said to Reyes in year two." Vera's eyes did not blink. "Before she put the wand on my clit and made me count how many times I came while she read my non-compete aloud."

I gripped the glass until my knuckles ached.

"She broke you."

"She taught me." Vera slid a folded paper across the sticky table. Hotel stationery. My own handwriting on the back of a room-service receipt. Notes from last month. Badge schedules. Guard rotations. The service elevator that didn't log after midnight.

"You've been in my apartment."

"I've been in your head." She tapped the paper. "This won't get you out. Nothing gets you out. I am not your sister. I am the lesson you have not passed yet."

The word sister sat in my mouth like a coin I could not swallow.

"Then why meet me?"

"Because you are finally ready to hear the only thing that works." Vera stood. Her coat was cashmere. Her shoes were quiet on the wood floor. "Stop trying to leave. Start setting price."

She left before I could answer. The terrace door opened behind her. Cold air. Traffic noise from the bridge. The tower lit up across the water like a blade.

I sat alone with my scars and her paper and the slow warm leak starting between my legs because my body had learned to flood when I lost control of a room.

Reyes had my location before I finished the second drink.

Her text was one line. Corner suite. Forty minutes. Bring the paper Vera gave you.

I almost did not go. My hand shook on the elevator button anyway.

The suite smelled like heated skin and expensive soap. Reyes stood by the window in a black dress that did not wrinkle. No suit today. No boardroom. Just her and the city behind her and the temperature in the room turned up high enough that sweat prickled under my arms.

"You recruited Vera," she said.

"She recruited me first."

"Good." Reyes crossed to the minibar. Ice cracked when she dropped it in a glass. "Tell me what she told you."

"No out. Only terms."

Reyes's mouth moved. Almost a smile.

"Sit on the bed."

I sat. The mattress dipped. My skirt rode up. The diaper bulged thick and white under me, crinkling when I shifted. She heard it. She always heard it.

"You thought loneliness meant you were special," Reyes said. "Every woman in my program thinks that until she finds the other marks. Vera was yours. There will be another for someone else. Solidarity is not escape. It is curriculum."

"I won't be her."

"You already are." Reyes set the glass down. "Take off your skirt."

My hands moved before my pride caught up. Wool pooled at my feet. I sat in nothing but blouse, stockings, and the obscene swollen diaper taped around my hips. Pink tape tabs showed at my waist. The front sagged heavy with the piss I had leaked at the bar when Vera broke me open.

"Stand. Turn around. Hands on the headboard."

I did it. Wood pressed into my palms. The room was too warm. My skin stuck to the plastic backing of the diaper. Reyes's fingers traced the wet stripe down the center.

"Pathetic," she murmured. "You soaked yourself because another woman told you the truth."

"Fuck you."

"Not yet." She ripped the tapes. Cold air hit my bare ass. The wet diaper dropped to my ankles with a sodden slap. My cunt was slick. Shame and need mixed in the smell rising off me.

She kicked my feet apart.

"You're going to try something stupid tonight. I can feel it in how hard your clit is."

"I'm done trying."

"Liar." A drawer opened behind me. Plastic clicked. A thick black plug with a flared base. Lube squelched when she coated it. "You're going to try to negotiate with me like Vera taught you. That is allowed. What is not allowed is thinking negotiation means weakness on my part."

The plug pressed my asshole. I clenched. She waited. Counted under her breath. Three. Four. Five.

"Open."

I opened. The stretch burned. Inch by inch the plug seated inside me until my hole gripped the base and would not let go. I whimpered into the headboard.

"Good girl." Reyes's hand slid between my thighs from behind. Two fingers plunged into my cunt without warning. Wet sound. Obscene. My knees bucked.

"You want terms," she said. "Start with thank you."

"Thank you."

"For what?"

"For… for teaching me."

Her fingers curled. Found the spot that made my vision white out. She did not let me come. She held me on the edge until my thighs shook and a drip of slick ran down her wrist.

"Vera fed you failures so you would stop believing in exits," Reyes said. "I am going to feed you something that works. You will ask for it out loud."

"What?"

"Ask me to fuck your ass until you forget your own name."

My throat closed. The plug shifted when I breathed. My hole throbbed around it.

"Ask."

"Please fuck my ass."

"Better." She pulled the plug free. My asshole gaped. Cool air on wet skin. Then something thicker pressed in. Not the plug. Her strap. I heard the harness buckle. Rubber cock nudged my rim and pushed through in one hard stroke.

I cried out. The stretch split me open. Pain flared sharp then melted into something worse. Need.

"Count your orgasms," Reyes said. "Out loud. If you lose count I start over."

She pulled back and slammed in. The slap of her hips against my ass echoed off the window glass. My fingers scraped wood. My cunt dripped on the sheets.

"One," I gasped when the first orgasm ripped through me. Not a gift. A seizure. My hole clamped on empty air while she fucked my ass raw.

"Thank me."

"Thank you. Thank you."

She did not slow down. The rubber cock dragged my insides. Each thrust ground the burn deeper. Sweat ran down my spine. The room smelled like sex and my own piss from the ruined diaper on the floor.

"Two." The second one hurt. Too sharp. My clit pulsed untouched. I begged without words. Just noise.

Reyes reached around. A small vibrator buzzed against my clit. I screamed.

"Name what you are."

"Diaper slut. Your diaper slut. A whore who pisses herself when she's scared."

"Again."

"Your trained hole. Your… your fucking pet."

"Three." The vibrator stayed on my clit through the orgasm. I bucked back onto her cock. My asshole stretched wider. Slick and obscene sounds filled the room. She fucked me through the aftershocks until I sobbed.

She pulled out. My ass gaped. I felt air inside me. Empty and wrong.

"On the bed. On your back. Legs up."

I collapsed. Reyes straddled my face. Satin against my mouth. She smelled like power and salt.

"Lick."

My tongue found her clit through the fabric. She ground down. The vibrator moved from my clit to my cunt. Pushed inside on the highest setting. My legs spasmed in the air. Diaper rash heat burned my inner thighs.

"Four is coming," Reyes said. "You will hold it until I cum on your face."

I licked faster. Humbled. Broken. My jaw ached. She rolled her hips. The vibrator battered my g-spot. Pressure built in my cunt. I moaned into her.

"Don't you dare."

I dare anyway. My body betrayed me. Orgasm four tore out of me while she rode my mouth. I gushed around the vibrator. Slick pooled on the sheets under my ass.

Reyes came with a low sound. Wet heat through satin on my lips and chin. She lifted. Looked down at me. Mascara perfect. Hair perfect. Me ruined.

"Disappointing," she said. "We reset."

"No. Please. I can't."

"You can." She flipped the vibrator to pulse mode. Pressed a second toy against my asshole. A string of anal beads. She pushed the first one in. Then the second. My hole was too raw. I wailed.

"Five will be earned." She worked the beads deeper. Five. Six. Each one a pop and a burn. The vibrator never stopped in my cunt. "You came to this suite to set terms. So set them. What do you want, Sasha?"

"I want…" Blood roared in my ears. "I want standing. I want a veto. I want my signature to mean something."

"Specific." She yanked one bead out. The pop made me arch. "What else?"

"I want Vera off my back."

"Vera stays." Another bead out. Slick sound. "Next term."

"I want to stop begging to leave."

Reyes went still. The vibrator buzzed against my swollen clit. Not inside now. Just touching. Torture.

"Say it plain."

"I want terms. Not exit."

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged." Her voice was quiet. Final. "You can walk out wet and fired and ruined. You can walk out padded and owned and useful. You cannot walk out who you were."

The seventh bead came out. Then the eighth. My asshole clenched on nothing. Empty. Gaping. I sobbed.

"Come for me," Reyes said. "Number five. Thank me for the lesson."

"Thank you for the lesson. Please. Please let me cum."

"Tell me what you are becoming."

"Your heir. Your… your co-architect. The bitch in the diaper who sets price instead of running."

"Come."

I came. Fifth orgasm. Longest. Meanest. My cunt squirted around the vibrator. Ass still open and aching. Vision gone. Only spasms and the smell of cum and piss and sweat.

Reyes pulled the toys free. She lifted me like I weighed nothing. Carried me to the bathroom. Warm water in the tub. She washed my face. My thighs. My gaping ass with a soft cloth that made me flinch.

"Tomorrow you meet counsel," she said. "You will sign addendum language I drafted. Mutual destruction. You keep a copy. I keep you."

"I hate you."

"Good." She dried me. Taped a fresh diaper around my hips. Thick. White. Loud when I moved. "Hate keeps you sharp."

The car back to the tower was cold. My skin still burned from the bath. The new diaper was dry and crinkling every time the driver hit a pothole. Reyes sat beside me. Her knee touched mine.

"Vera will send you a name," she said. "The next fast-track. Your contract names you as successor. You will refuse to recruit her. That is your first public term."

"I won't burn another woman."

"You will refuse out loud in rooms that matter." Reyes looked at the bridge lights. "Refusal is also leverage. The program survives without your hand. It survives better if your hand stays empty and everyone knows it."

"And if I change my mind?"

"Then I destroy you with the charter you helped write." No threat in her tone. Just fact. "And you destroy me. That is the price of staying."

The tower rose ahead. Glass and ambition. My old hunger stared back at me from every floor.

I shifted in the seat. The diaper bulked between my legs. Warm now from my body heat. Not wet yet. That would come later. In the corner office. Between meetings. Under the suit I would wear like armor.

Reyes's phone lit up. An email from outside counsel. Subject line: Addendum ready for signature.

She showed me the screen.

"Tomorrow we give them the show they expect," she said. "You compliant. You padded. You mine."

"On my terms."

"On ours." She closed the phone. "Get some sleep tonight if you can. Next week is the board."

The car dipped into the garage. Badge readers hummed. The old sound. The old floor waiting.

I pulled my skirt down over the diaper. Smoothed my blouse. Checked my face in the mirror. Lipstick ruined. I fixed it.

Vera's lesson sat under Reyes's lesson under the fresh tape tabs at my waist.

No out.

Only terms.

The elevator rose. I stood tall in my wet shame and my dry diaper and the power I had stopped pretending I did not want.

Reyes's hand brushed the small of my back when the doors opened.

"Walk," she said.

I walked.


Chapter 9: Mutual Assurance

The boardroom doors sealed with a soft hydraulic click and the wall screen woke to our quarterly deck. I clicked to slide one and warmth spread against my inner thigh, a slow bloom that had nothing to do with nerves and everything to do with the thick white diaper Reyes had taped on me at five-thirty that morning while I stood in her private bathroom with my skirt around my waist and my cunt already slick from the wand she'd left buzzing in my asshole overnight.

I kept my face flat. Slide two. Slide three. The heat climbed. My piss had soaked the core hours ago and my arousal had been leaking into it since the car, so the bulk between my legs was heavy, sagging, obscene under my charcoal suit. Every shift in the leather chair made the diaper squelch. I tasted metal on my tongue from the gag reflex I swallowed down when Reyes's assistant checked my tape in the hallway outside.

Twelve board members. Glass walls. The whole tower could see our silhouettes if they cared to look up. Reyes sat at the head of the table in cream silk, one leg crossed, watching me present revenue projections like she owned the air I breathed. She did. The charter said so. My signature sat under hers on page forty-seven, co-architect, designated successor, heir to the machine I'd spent eight months trying to crack open from the inside.

Slide nine. Market expansion. My clit throbbed against the swollen diaper. I had filed the sealed copy with outside counsel at two in the morning. Both signatures. Full charter. Succession protocols. Diaper discipline schedules. The name of the woman Reyes wanted me to fast-track next. All of it. Locked in a box across town that only opened on my word or my death.

I was still hers. I was also the only person in this room who could burn her down without getting out clean.

"Strong quarter," Reyes said when I finished the deck. Her voice carried the way it always did, low and finished. "Sasha will now address succession planning per our internal leadership pipeline."

Pipeline. The word they used for keeping their best women padded and leaking under power suits while they climbed.

I stood. The diaper crinkled loud enough that Morrison's head lifted from his tablet. I didn't care. I clicked the remote to a blank slide and set my hands on the table edge so the wood pressed cold through my palms.

"I'm not naming a successor today," I said.

Reyes's smile didn't move. "You will."

"I have standing as co-architect of the program. Page twelve. Co-architects retain veto authority over succession nominations when the board is in session and both parties are present." I'd memorized it in the archive at three AM with her strap-on still stretching my ass and her cum drying on my inner thigh. "I'm invoking that veto."

The room went still. Glass. Breath. The faint chemical sweetness of my wet diaper when I shifted my weight.

Reyes uncrossed her legs. "Sasha."

"I filed a sealed copy of the full charter with outside counsel last night. Registration timestamped. Both our signatures. If I am removed from this program, coerced into naming a successor, or retaliated against for exercising veto authority, that copy releases to the board, HR, and regulatory counsel simultaneously." I looked at her. "You taught me the mechanism. I'm using it."

Her eyes were black and flat. "Sit down."

"I'm not done." My voice didn't shake. The heat between my legs did. "I remain in the program. I remain answerable. I will present. I will perform. I will wear what you put on me." I let the board see my jaw set. "I will not recruit the next woman. I will not fast-track anyone into this. And I will not surrender veto authority. Those are my terms. Mutual assurance. You keep me. I keep the knife at your throat. We both bleed if either of us slips."

Morrison cleared his throat. Reyes raised one finger and he shut up.

"You presented beautifully while soaking wet," she said, soft enough that only the first two rows heard. "Did the board notice?"

"My diaper is my problem." I tasted shame at the back of my throat, sour as the piss-warm diaper. "Not yours. Not today."

She stood. "Adjourned. Sasha. My office. Now."

The meeting broke. I walked out with the bulk dragging between my thighs and the squelch marking every step down the hall. Employees in the corridor smelled it before they saw my face. I caught it on the elevator mirror breath: ammonia, sex, the plastic tape line at my hips.

Reyes's office door locked behind us.

She didn't hit me. She didn't yell. She crossed to the credenza, poured two fingers of whiskey, and set the glass down without drinking it.

"Outside counsel," she said.

"Engaged. Sealed. You verified the engagement clause yourself when you wrote it."

"I wrote it assuming you would comply."

"You wrote it assuming your heir would be grateful." I unbuttoned my jacket. "I'm not grateful. I'm kept. There's a difference you failed to price in."

She moved fast. Her hand fisted my hair and yanked my head back until my throat burned. Whiskey fumes hit my nose when she breathed against my ear.

"Take off the skirt."

I did. The diaper sagged white and thick, tape tabs yellowed at the edges, the front panel dark where I'd pissed and leaked arousal through the entire presentation. She pressed two fingers through the wet and rubbed my clit hard. I gasped. The squelch was loud enough to echo off the glass.

"Still my slut," she said.

"Still your co-architect." I ground back against her hand despite myself. "Say it."

Her laugh was one sharp exhale. "Get on the desk."

I climbed onto the mahogany, papers scattering. She tore the diaper tabs free and peeled the soaked thing down my thighs. Cool air hit my swollen cunt. The smell of me rose between us, piss and slick and skin. She shoved two fingers into my asshole without warning, already loose from the plug I'd worn through the board meeting, and pumped while her thumb worked my clit.

"You're going to come on my desk before I allow you to speak again," she said.

"I already spoke." My hips jerked. "In front of everyone who matters."

"Mine." She bit my earlobe. "Say it."

The words scraped out of me. "Yours."

She added a third finger to my ass, then a fourth, stretching the burn wide. I clawed the desk edge. The wand from her drawer buzzed to life against my clit, pinned there while she fucked my asshole with her hand.

"Count."

"One." I came so hard my vision whited. Cunt clenching on nothing, asshole spasming around her fingers, cum dripping down the desk veneer in a thin clear thread. "Fuck. One."

"Again."

She didn't remove the wand. She twisted her wrist and worked my ass open wider, knuckles pressing the rim. The burn climbed into ache. The vibration on my clit was cruel after the first orgasm, oversensitive, brutal.

"Two." My voice broke. "I'm coming. Two. Dirty diaper slut. Two."

"Louder."

"I'm a piss-soaked whore who came in the boardroom in her diaper." Tears salted my lips. "Two. Please."

She pulled her fingers out and replaced them with the stainless plug from her top drawer, thick and cold, pushing until my asshole swallowed it. Then the strap-on harness. Black silicone cock, already glistening. She didn't ask. She lined up at my cunt and drove in to the hilt in one stroke.

I screamed.

"Hands flat." She pinned my wrists. "You don't get to burn me and walk away clean. You get marked."

She fucked me hard enough that the desk scraped the floor. Each thrust slapped wet against my thighs. The plug in my ass shifted with every stroke, double-stuffing me, stretching both holes. The wand stayed on my clit. She didn't turn it off between orgasms. She made me ride the oversensitivity until my brain stuttered.

"Three." I choked on it. "Cumming on your cock. Three."

"Thank me."

"Thank you for using my cunt." The words tasted like her whiskey and my own filth. "Thank you for fucking the co-architect."

She pulled out of my pussy and switched to my asshole, yanking the plug free so the gape burned open, then feeding the strap-on in inch by inch while I sobbed and begged.

"Say what you are."

"Your heir." I pushed back onto the silicone cock. "Your kept bitch. Your padded slut."

"And?"

"And I own you too." I gasped as she bottomed out in my ass. "Mutual. Assurance."

She slapped my ass hard enough to leave a handprint. "Four. Come from your asshole."

I did. It ripped through me worse than the others, asshole clenching on the strap-on, cunt dripping untouched, the wand frying my clit. I counted it out loud like she trained me to. "Four. Fuck. Four."

She flipped me onto my back, straddled my face, skirt up, bare cunt slick above me. "Taste me while I decide whether to keep you or ruin you."

I licked. Salt and musk and power. Her thighs clamped my head. The wand moved to my nipples, buzzing through the suit bra, then back to my clit while I ate her. She ground down on my mouth.

"Five," she said, not me. "Come again."

I couldn't. I did. My body jerked under her, asshole gaping around nothing now, cunt spasming. She came on my tongue, sharp and bitter, and I swallowed it because that was still the job even when I'd rewritten the contract in front of the board.

She climbed off my face and looked down at me spread on her desk, asshole red and open, cunt dripping, mascara wrecked.

"Permanent," she said. She reached into the drawer and produced the collar I'd seen on other women in the archive photos. Black leather. Silver tag. Not a name. A number. Hers.

"This is the claiming," she said. "You wear it under every suit. You present next quarter with it hidden and my cum still in your ass if I choose. You veto succession. You file nothing else without telling me. And you keep the sealed copy where it is." She buckled the collar around my throat. Tight. The tag clicked against my collarbone. "Mutual assurance means you are mine in the flesh. Not free. Never free. Ungovernable on my terms only."

I touched the leather. "And you're mine on paper."

"Say it again."

"Yours." I pulled her down for a kiss that tasted like both of us. "Say mine."

Her forehead pressed mine. "Mine," she whispered. "Say it."

"Yours." The word was ash and heat. "I'm yours. I always was. I just put a lock on the door from the inside."

She dressed me herself. Fresh diaper, thick and crinkling, taped snug while I stood naked in her office with the collar under my throat and my holes still aching. She pulled my skirt up over the bulk and buttoned my jacket. Composed. Executive. Wet again already because my body never learned shame the way my mouth had.

"You will hold the line on succession," she said.

"I will."

"And you will meet me on the terrace at six with the remote in your ass and the wand in your diaper."

"Yes."

"Good girl."

I walked back through the office floor with the new diaper crinkling and the collar hidden under silk, and every man who nodded to me smelled nothing yet but would have if they knew what I carried: her mark, my veto, the sealed knife in a box across town, and the next quarterly deck already loading in my head while warmth spread against my thigh again before I'd even reached my desk.


Chapter 10: Worn As Armor

I buttoned the jacket first. Months of this and my hands still knew the order without thinking. Wool over my ribs. Lapels flat. The mirror gave me back the woman the tower expected, mouth set, eyes hard, blazer sharp enough to cut.

Only then did I step out of the trousers and reach for the diaper.

White. Thick. The kind that crinkled loud enough to carry through a closed door. I unfolded it on the leather couch, powder in the tray beside a stack of fresh ones Reyes kept on retainer for me. My name on the case in the supply closet. My size. My contract written in SAP codes and signatures I could not burn without burning myself.

I lay back and lifted my hips. The plastic backing caught the early light, dull and obscene against the glass walls and the city below. Tape on one side. Tape on the other. Snug. Deliberate. I pressed the front panel flat with my palm and the bulk swelled between my thighs, warm even before I pissed in it, heavy in a way cloth never was.

I pulled the trousers up over it. The waistband bit. The diaper pushed back, spreading me, a constant pressure on my cunt I had learned to walk through like a blade in a sheath.

Grateful was the wrong word. I had stopped reaching for it.

I took the sealed envelope from my desk drawer, the one with outside counsel's letterhead on the receipt stub, and slid it into my briefcase between quarterly decks and a pen I trusted. Counterweight. Same charter Reyes and I had signed when I still thought I was digging up proof. My hand on one end of the leash. Hers on the other.

The elevator chimed at seven fourteen. Reyes's floor smelled like coffee and money. Her assistant did not look at my hips. Nobody did anymore unless they were paid to.

Her office door was already open.

Ms. Reyes stood at the window with her back to the room, silhouette clean as a blade. She turned when my heels hit marble.

"Sasha."

"Board minutes post at nine," I said. "Legal wants the succession appendix struck. I told them co-architect standing blocks unilateral edits."

Her mouth twitched. Not a smile. An assessment.

"You presented wet and you didn't break."

"I presented."

"You set terms in front of people who sign my bonus pool."

"Mutually-assured destruction isn't a metaphor. You taught me that."

She crossed to the low table where the changing supplies lived behind a panel that looked like art. Always stocked. Always my size. The tower hid its real policies in plain sight.

"Sit."

I sat. The diaper crinkled under my skirt. The sound still climbed my spine. My clit pulsed against the compressed front panel before I could clamp down on it. Months and my body still jumped faster than my pride.

She did not change me yet. She opened the panel and took out a plug, black silicone, thick at the base, already slick with lube.

"You refused to name her," Reyes said. "The candidate. The fast-track."

"Her name stays in your file. Not in my mouth."

"You will thank me when it is done."

The words landed where she meant them to. Old threat. Old promise. I held her gaze.

"I thanked you at the board table. You didn't like the currency."

She stepped between my knees. Skirt up. Diaper tape peeled on one side, then the other. Cool air on my skin. The used diaper from yesterday's long meeting sagged heavy when she folded it back, yellowed at the center, the smell sharp, piss and the ghost of how hard I'd come under the conference table while quoting retention metrics.

"Spread."

I spread. Shame and heat braided tight in my gut. She pressed the plug to my asshole and turned it slow. Burn. Stretch. My hole clenched, then gave, greedy in the way that still made me want to slap my own face.

"Good girl takes her morning plug," she said. "Every day you walk in padded and plugged for me. Say it."

"I'm padded and plugged for you."

"Louder."

"I'm padded and plugged for you, Ms. Reyes."

The plug seated. Full. My ass throbbed around the girth. She taped a fresh diaper on, tighter than I would have done myself, powder sharp in my nose, plastic snug over the plug so every step would shift it.

"You think the safe deposit box makes you free."

"I think it makes us honest."

"Dishonest women don't keep climbing."

"Dishonest women sign succession charters without reading the footnotes."

She slapped my thigh once, hard enough to bloom pink through nylon. My cunt leaked into the clean diaper immediately, traitor flesh.

"Corner office at eight thirty," she said. "You service me before your first call."

That was the arrangement. Still. Terms I had set: I stay. I wear the suit and the diaper. I answer between meetings. I do not recruit the next woman. She does not touch the counsel file. We both keep breathing.

I walked to the corner office with the plug shifting inside me, diaper bulk rubbing my inner thighs, briefcase heavy with leverage and lies that were also truth.

Reyes locked the door behind us. The city sprawled beyond glass, indifferent.

She sat in the executive chair. I knew the script and I hated that knowing had become its own kind of wet.

"On your knees. Mouth first."

I knelt. She hiked her skirt and spread her legs. No panties. Her cunt was already shiny, lips swollen, clit hard under the hood. She grabbed my hair.

"Lick. Don't tease. I don't have patience for your performance today."

I put my mouth on her. Salt and heat. She ground against my tongue, hips rolling, using my face the way she used everything in this building. My jaw ached. Drool ran down my chin. The plug in my ass pulsed when I shifted.

"Fingers inside. Two. Curl."

I slid two fingers into her cunt, slick walls clutching. She tasted like power and copper. My own pussy gushed into the diaper, warm flood spreading, the shame of wetting on command still a kick straight to my clit.

"You're dripping in your little diaper," she said. "Pathetic."

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

"A diaper slut who licks her boss's cunt before market open."

She pulled my hair harder. "Again."

"A padded whore on her knees in the corner office."

"Better."

She came on my tongue with a low grunt, thighs shaking, cum slick on my lips. I swallowed what I could. The rest smeared my chin.

"Stand up. Bent over the desk."

I bent. Skirt up. Diaper shoved aside, tape screaming as she ripped it loose. Cool air on my soaked cunt. The plug's base winked between my cheeks.

She took a strap-on from the drawer, thick rubber cock, harness buckled over her tailored trousers. Lube glistening on the head.

"You don't get to fuck me today," she said. "You get used."

"Yes, Ms. Reyes."

She lined up at my pussy and drove in one stroke. I cried out, fingers scrabbling on polished wood. Full. Stretched. The desk edge bit my hips.

"Pussy first," she said. "Because you still think with it."

She pounded me. Wet sounds obscene in the quiet room. Slap of harness on my ass. My tits bounced against the desk. Each thrust shoved the plug deeper, dual stretch, cunt and ass stuffed, my brain stuttering.

"Count."

"One," I gasped on the first orgasm, cruel and fast, clit grinding the desk edge. "One, I'm coming, fuck, one, "

"Don't stop counting."

She didn't slow. Rubber cock pistoning, my cunt gripping, gush running down my thighs.

"Two. Two. Please, I'm, two, "

"You're what?"

"Coming like a hole. Two. Thank you. Two."

She pulled out. My pussy gaped, dripping. She pressed the cock to my asshole around the plug.

"Remove it or double?" she asked.

"Double. Please double. Stretch my ass."

She yanked the plug. Burn. Pop. Empty for a breath. Then the strap-on at my rim, pushing past resistance, inch by inch, filthy stretch that lit my nerves on fire.

"Three when I'm buried."

"Three, oh god, three, "

She bottomed out. I screamed into my forearm. Orgasm ripped through, meaner than the first two, ass clenching on rubber, legs shaking.

"Hold it. Don't you dare push me out."

I held. Tears on the desk. Snot on my wrist. She fucked my ass slow, then hard, long strokes that made my hole burn sweet.

From the drawer she took the wand, Hitachi, brutal buzz. Pressed it to my clit.

"No. Too much. Ms. Reyes, "

"Four. You take four for refusing her name."

The wand smashed pleasure into pain into pleasure. I bucked. Diaper hanging open, soaked, useless between my legs.

"Four. Four. I'm a filthy ass slut. Four. I can't, "

"You can. Count the fifth or I stop and you walk to the nine o'clock call gaping."

"Five. Five, coming, fifth, "

Cum splashed the desk leg. My ass spasmed. She kept the wand on my clit through the aftershocks until I sobbed.

"Turn over."

I rolled onto the desk, back on wood, skirt bunched, tits out of my blouse where she'd torn buttons. She held the wand on my clit and shoved three fingers into my ass, scissoring, opening me.

"Look at me."

I looked. mascara ruined. mouth open.

"You stay," she said.

"I stay."

"You wear it."

"I wear it."

"You do not recruit."

"I will not put my name on another woman's leash."

"And you keep your copy."

"In a vault three miles from this building. You keep yours. We both behave."

She slid a smaller vibrator into my pussy, turned it high, and fucked my ass with her fingers, four now, stretch burning, knuckles pressing.

"Come again. Six. Thank me for owning you."

"Six, thank you for owning me, I'm, six, "

I came screaming. Sixth orgasm shredded me. Pussy juice and piss mixed on the desk. My asshole fluttered around her fingers, wrecked.

She turned the wand off. Pulled the vibrator out. Slapped my clit once.

"Good pet."

I lay shaking. She cleaned me with wipes like a ritual, not kindness. Fresh diaper. Powder. Tape. Plug reinserted, new one, smaller, for the walk to calls. Skirt down. Blazer straightened. Lipstick repaired on my mouth.

"You look presentable," she said.

"I look employed."

"Same thing in this tower."

I picked up my briefcase. Legs weak. Diaper thick and warm between my thighs, crinkle muted under wool. Plug seated. Charter receipt heavy as a gun.

At nine I led a pipeline review on Zoom. Camera on. Voice steady. The diaper pressed my cunt when I crossed my legs. Nobody knew. Everybody knew something.

Lunch I did not take. I drove across town instead, three miles, vault key on my keyring beside the fob for my glass office one floor down.

The banker walked me to the box. Metal door open. Inside: one sealed envelope, charter complete, signatures visible through the window, co-architect clause on page four. Not a weapon I wanted to use. A weapon I would use.

I touched the seal and left it locked.

Back in the tower by two. Reyes's text on my phone: Corner office. Four.

I went.

She had a file on the desk. Photo paper. A young woman in conference attire, smile polished for leadership candidacy. Reyes watched my face.

"Her name is Kendra," Reyes said. "Fast-track. Phase ready."

"I won't say it in a room. I won't sign her packet. I won't train her into my old skin."

"You will thank me when it is done."

"You said that at dawn."

"And you'll say thank you when you understand succession isn't mercy."

I stepped close. Diaper crinkled. Plug shifted. I was still sore from morning, ass loose, clit raw, and my body heated anyway because it had been trained to heat on command.

"You want an heir," I said. "You have one. I'm here. Padded. Signed. Unbroken."

"You came six times on my desk."

"I set terms at the board table."

"Both true."

She liked that answer. I hated that she liked it.

She unbuckled the strap-on harness though she hadn't put one on. She guided my hand under her skirt instead.

"Make me come with your fingers. Slow. While you tell me what you are now."

I worked her cunt, two fingers, thumb on clit, rhythm steady. She gripped my wrist.

"What are you?"

"Kept."

"What else?"

"Defiant."

"What else?"

"Yours on my schedule. Mine on paper."

She climaxed quiet, jaw tight, eyes on mine. No performance. Just release.

"Kendra stays in the file," she said after. "You stay in the diaper. The program continues."

"Other women climb," I said. "I know."

"And you?"

"I wear both. Suit and diaper. Armor."

She straightened her skirt. "Eighteen hundred. You change me before the charity gala."

"Yes, Ms. Reyes."

I left her office walking level, ass plugged, diaper swollen with the day's second wetting, briefcase light now because the leverage stayed in the vault.

Dusk hit the glass. My office one floor down reflected me whole: blazer, badge, mouth that had begged on wood and quoted EBITDA in the same breath.

I adjusted my jacket. The diaper bulk pressed back, warm, obscene, mine by choice now in the only way choice still existed here.

Down the hall elevators carried women in heels and ambition toward promotions that hid policies under glass. Some would climb into Reyes's machine without my hand on their backs. The tower would keep its secret program breathing.

I did not escape. I did not break.

I became the thing the corner office could not fully hold: co-conspirator by force, owned and owning in equal measure, submitting on terms I had filed in triplicate and locked three miles away.

I tapped the elevator button. The doors opened. I stepped in, crinkle swallowed by wool, and rode down toward the gala where I would stand beside Ms. Reyes in silk and tape and smile like a woman who had learned to wear shame as shell.

The city lights came on. I held my chin up.

Armor fit better once you stopped apologizing for the weight.
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