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Before You Begin…

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

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

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Final Write-Up

The alarm went off at 6:45 a.m. and Megan Cole hit snooze like she was swatting a fly off the nightstand. Then she did it again at 6:54. And again at 7:03. By the time she actually opened her eyes, the clock read 7:22 and her stomach was already sinking.

She was going to be late. Again.

The shower was rushed, the hair was damp, and she burned her tongue on gas-station coffee somewhere on Lexington Avenue while trying to merge into traffic and apply mascara in the rearview mirror. The blouse she’d grabbed in the dark turned out to have a stain on the collar from last Thursday’s takeout. She noticed it in the elevator at Ashford & Wren Capital and tried to fold the collar under, which only made her look like she’d dressed in the dark. Which she had.

The 9:00 a.m. partners’ meeting started at 9:00 a.m. because Victoria Ashford started everything at the time it was scheduled, down to the second. Megan slid through the glass door at 9:18, heels clicking too loud on the marble floor, coffee in one hand, laptop bag slipping off her shoulder, face flushed.

Twelve heads turned. Eleven looked away. Victoria didn’t.

Victoria Ashford sat at the head of the conference table the way other women sat on thrones. Spine straight. Charcoal pencil skirt. Cream silk blouse buttoned to the throat. Dark hair pulled back so tight it looked architectural. She didn’t glare. She didn’t frown. She simply looked at Megan with those pale gray eyes and held the gaze for exactly three seconds — long enough for Megan to feel it in her chest like a hand pressing down on her sternum — and then returned to her presentation without a word.

Megan found a chair in the back row, opened her laptop, and spent the next forty minutes pretending to take notes while her pulse hammered in her ears. Victoria’s voice filled the room like cold water — clear, precise, unhurried. She talked about fourth-quarter projections and restructuring timelines and asset reallocation strategies, and every sentence landed with the quiet authority of someone who had never once in her life arrived eighteen minutes late to anything.

She hates me, Megan thought. She’s going to fire me.

The meeting ended at 10:02. Victoria gathered her materials, spoke briefly with the CFO, and walked out without looking in Megan’s direction. Megan exhaled for what felt like the first time in an hour.

She made it to her cubicle. She opened a spreadsheet. She told herself it was fine.

Then the email arrived.

From: V. Ashford. Subject: Meeting Request. Body: one line.

Please report to my office at 5:00 p.m. — V. Ashford.

Megan stared at the screen. Her mouth went dry. The period after Ashford felt like a verdict.

The rest of the day was a slow-motion drowning. Every spreadsheet blurred. Every email felt like it had a subtext she couldn’t decode. Her desk neighbor Amanda leaned over the partition at one point and whispered, “You okay? You look like you’re going to throw up.”

“Fine,” Megan said, and smiled the smile of a woman who was absolutely not fine.

By 3:00 p.m. she’d updated her résumé, searched three job boards, and drafted a text to her mother that said I might be coming home for a while. She didn’t send it. She deleted it and typed it again. Deleted it again. Considered crying in the fourth-floor bathroom and decided that was exactly the kind of behavior that had gotten her here in the first place.

At 4:55 p.m. she stood up from her desk, straightened the stained blouse, and walked to the corner office on the 14th floor like a woman walking to the gallows.

Victoria’s office occupied the northeast corner of Ashford & Wren Capital. Floor-to-ceiling windows on two sides. The city below looked small and busy and irrelevant. The desk was wide, dark wood, and between Megan and Victoria it felt less like furniture and more like an altar.

Victoria was reading something. She didn’t look up immediately. Megan stood in the doorway, clutching her own elbows, until Victoria said “Sit” without raising her eyes.

Megan sat.

Victoria closed the folder she’d been reading and slid it across the desk. It was thick. Megan recognized it immediately — her HR file. Three formal write-ups. Two verbal warnings. A complaint from the CFO about her “attitude problem.” A note from building security about the time she’d argued with the lobby guard about her expired access badge.

“You should be terminated,” Victoria said. Her voice was even. Not angry. Not disappointed. Just factual, like she was reading a weather report. “Effective immediately. I have the paperwork right here.”

Megan’s stomach dropped to the floor. She opened her mouth and nothing came out. She felt like a child called to the principal’s office — a comparison that would become ironic sooner than she could possibly imagine.

“But I’m offering an alternative.”

Victoria opened a second folder. This one was thinner, newer, with a crisp white label on the tab that read: EXECUTIVE BEHAVIORAL CORRECTION — CONFIDENTIAL.

“This is a program I’ve developed for employees with persistent conduct deficiencies,” Victoria said. “It’s intensive. Confidential. On-site. And entirely at my discretion.”

Megan took the folder with numb fingers. She read the first page. The language was corporate — “behavioral modification,” “structured accountability,” “dress code compliance as directed,” “scheduled check-ins.” Vague enough to sound legitimate. Specific enough to sound real.

The terms: Megan would report directly and exclusively to Victoria for the duration of the program. She would follow all program rules without exception. Duration was at Victoria’s sole discretion. Completion resulted in full reinstatement with a clean HR file. Refusal or early withdrawal resulted in immediate termination and a blacklisted reference.

“This is…” Megan started, scanning the pages. “I’ve never heard of this program.”

“It’s new,” Victoria said. “And confidential. Which means you don’t discuss it with anyone.”

Megan looked at her. Victoria’s face was perfectly composed — the same face she wore in meetings, in presentations, in the elevator when junior analysts tried to make small talk. Unreadable. Controlled. Beautiful in a way that felt less like attraction and more like standing too close to something sharp.

“Sign it, or I process the termination tonight,” Victoria said. “Your choice.”

Megan looked at the document. Looked at her HR file. Looked at the city through the window — all those buildings full of people who hadn’t ruined their own careers through sheer stubborn carelessness.

She picked up Victoria’s pen and signed.

Something moved across Victoria’s face. Just a flicker at the corner of her mouth. Not quite a smile. More like a lock clicking into place.

“Report to Suite 1440 tomorrow at 7:00 a.m. sharp,” Victoria said. “Don’t be late.”

Megan nodded, gathered her things, and walked out of the office on legs that felt like wet paper.

That night, sitting cross-legged on her bed in an apartment that suddenly felt very temporary, she opened her laptop and typed “Executive Behavioral Correction program Ashford Wren” into Google.

Zero results.

She told herself it was fine. It was a new program. Of course it wasn’t online. Companies did things like this all the time — internal initiatives, confidential HR tools, pilot programs.

She told herself all of this while staring at the cursor blinking in the empty search bar, her heart beating too fast, and a feeling in the pit of her stomach that she couldn’t name.

She had no idea what she’d just signed.


Chapter 2: Suite 1440

Megan arrived at Suite 1440 at 6:58 a.m. because being late twice in the same week to the woman who held her career in a manila folder seemed like a spectacularly bad idea.

The suite was on the 14th floor, down a corridor she’d never noticed before. Keycard access only. The door was unmarked except for the suite number in small brass digits. She swiped her badge and the lock clicked open — apparently her access had already been programmed.

Inside, the suite was larger than she’d expected. A private office with a wide desk and a leather chair. An attached conference room with frosted glass walls. A small hallway leading to a side room with a closed, unmarked door. A private bathroom. Everything was clean, minimal, and soundproofed — the kind of quiet that made you aware of your own breathing.

Victoria was already there, standing by the window with a mug of black coffee, wearing a dove-gray suit and heels that added three inches to her already considerable height. She turned when Megan entered, and the door closed behind them with a heavy click that sounded, to Megan’s anxious ears, exactly like a trap.

“Lock the door,” Victoria said.

Megan locked the door.

“Strip.”

The word landed like a slap. Megan blinked, her hand still on the deadbolt.

“Excuse me?”

“Dress code compliance, as directed. Section three of your agreement.” Victoria set her coffee down and folded her arms. “Strip.”

Megan laughed. It came out high and tight and disbelieving. “This is — you can’t be serious. This is an HR violation. This is — I’ll call a lawyer. I’ll—”

“You signed a voluntary enrollment document. Section seven: all disputes are resolved internally through the program director, which is me. Section nine: withdrawal results in immediate termination and a blacklisted industry reference.” Victoria’s voice hadn’t changed. It was the same voice she used to discuss quarterly projections — calm, certain, uninterested in negotiation. “You can leave right now. Or you can undress and begin the program.”

Silence. The soundproofed walls pressed in. Megan could hear her own heartbeat — fast, loud, panicked.

And underneath the panic, something else. Something she refused to look at directly, the way you refuse to look at the sun.

Her hands were shaking as she reached for the top button of her blouse.

She undressed slowly, each piece of clothing a layer of armor peeled away. Blouse. Skirt. Heels. She stood in her bra and underwear with her arms wrapped around herself, shivering despite the warm office, feeling more exposed than nudity alone could account for. This was different from being naked in a bedroom or a locker room. This was standing stripped in front of a woman in a power suit who hadn’t blinked once.

“Everything,” Victoria said.

Megan unhooked her bra with fingers that felt like they belonged to someone else. Stepped out of her underwear. Stood there, naked, in the middle of an office suite on the 14th floor of a financial building, at seven in the morning, in front of her boss.

Victoria looked at her the way she looked at a spreadsheet — clinical, assessing, thorough. Not sexual. Not cruel. Just evaluation. She walked a slow circle around Megan, heels clicking on the hardwood, and Megan felt the gaze move over her like a searchlight.

“Follow me.”

Victoria walked to the side room and opened the unmarked door. Megan followed on bare feet, arms still crossed over her chest, trying to cover everything at once and failing.

The room was small, windowless, and lit by recessed lighting that gave everything a clinical glow. A padded table stood against one wall — medical-looking, like something from an exam room, with a paper-lined surface and adjustable height. Shelves lined the opposite wall, stocked neatly with supplies that Megan’s brain initially refused to process.

Thick white adult diapers in multiple sizes. Stacked like reams of paper. Packages of wipes. Bottles of baby powder and lotion. Latex gloves in boxes. Plastic pants in various sizes, some with locking snaps. A small refrigerator hummed in the corner. Above it, a shelf held what appeared to be baby bottles — adult-sized, with wide nipples.

On a separate shelf: plugs. Silicone, graduated sizes, arranged smallest to largest like a display in a medical supply catalog. Beside them, a small basket of suppositories and a tube of lubricant.

On a clothing rack against the far wall: onesies, soft cotton rompers, and what could only be described as “program uniforms” — specific outfits that looked like professional clothing from the waist up and something else entirely from the waist down.

Megan’s blood went cold. Then hot. Then cold again. Her vision narrowed. She felt the floor tilt under her bare feet.

“What the fuck is this?”

Her voice came out in a whisper. She’d meant it to be a shout.

“Your correction begins with accountability,” Victoria said, pulling on a pair of latex gloves with the practiced ease of someone who’d done this before. “You’ve been acting like a child in this office for eight months. Showing up late. Ignoring dress codes. Mouthing off in meetings. Behaving as though rules don’t apply to you.” She paused. “So now you’re going to dress like one.”

“You’re insane.”

“On the table.”

“I’m not —”

“On the table, Ms. Cole. Or through the door. Those are your options, and they’re the last two options anyone is going to give you for a very long time.”

Megan stared at the padded table. Stared at the diapers on the shelf. Stared at Victoria, who stood with her gloved hands clasped, patient as a glacier.

She should have walked out. Any reasonable person would have walked out. She should have grabbed her clothes from the floor of the outer office and run for the elevator and called a lawyer and filed a complaint and never looked back.

Instead, she climbed onto the table.

She would spend a lot of time later trying to understand why. In the moment, she told herself it was about the job — about the blacklisted reference, the termination, the gap on her résumé. But that was the surface reason, the one she could fit into a sentence. The real reason lived deeper, in a place she’d spent twenty-five years bricking over.

Victoria worked with efficient, unhurried precision. She positioned Megan on her back, legs apart, and began with a razor. Megan gasped at the first touch — the cool metal against skin she hadn’t expected anyone to touch today, or possibly ever again.

“Stay still,” Victoria murmured, and Megan stayed still while Victoria shaved her with the concentration of a surgeon, removing every bit of hair below the waist. The vulnerability was staggering. Megan lay on the table with tears blurring the ceiling lights and her jaw clenched so tight her molars ached.

Then the lotion. Cool, clinical, Victoria’s gloved hands spreading it over freshly shaved skin with thorough, impersonal strokes that covered everything. Megan flinched at the intimacy of it — not sexual, not exactly, but so far beyond any boundary she’d ever set that her brain couldn’t categorize it.

Then the powder. The sound of it — the soft puff from the bottle, the faint sweet smell filling the small room — was so unmistakably infantile that something cracked inside Megan’s chest.

Then the diaper.

Victoria lifted Megan’s hips with one hand — firm, practiced, the way you’d handle something both fragile and uncooperative — and slid the thick white rectangle underneath her. The padding was dense and wide and crinkled loudly against the paper-lined table. Victoria pulled it up between Megan’s legs, adjusted the fit with precise tugs, and taped both sides snugly into place.

The sound of the tapes sealing was the loudest thing Megan had ever heard.

She lay there. Diapered. On a padded table in a locked office suite in a building where, twelve floors below her, six hundred people in business casual were answering emails and drinking lattes and living their normal, un-diapered lives.

Victoria snapped the plastic pants over the diaper and locked them with a small tool that looked like a hex key. Then she selected a pencil skirt from the clothing rack — Megan’s size, professional-looking, but cut just slightly larger in the hips than a normal skirt. She helped Megan step into it, zipped it up, and smoothed the fabric.

The diaper bulged visibly under the skirt. Megan could see it when she looked down — the extra width at the hips, the slight roundness between her thighs that no pencil skirt was designed to accommodate. The crinkle was audible with every micro-movement.

Blouse buttoned. Heels on. From the waist up, she looked like any junior analyst on a Tuesday morning. From the waist down, she was wearing a thick, locked, adult diaper that she couldn’t remove without a hex key she didn’t have.

“You’ll return to your desk like this,” Victoria said, pulling off the gloves and dropping them in a small waste bin. “You will complete your work as normal. You will attend all meetings. You will interact with your colleagues. When you need to use the bathroom — you won’t. You’ll use the diaper. When it needs changing, you’ll come to this suite. I will change you.”

Megan opened her mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.

“This goes in tomorrow.” Victoria held up a small silicone plug — the smallest from the graduated shelf. “Today we start simple.”

Megan walked out of Suite 1440 and back to her cubicle on legs that didn’t feel like her own. The diaper shifted and crinkled with every step. The padding pressed between her thighs and forced her gait slightly wider — not enough for anyone to notice, she prayed, but enough that she felt it with every stride. The plastic pants rustled under the skirt. The powder smell clung to her skin.

She sat down at her desk. The diaper compressed under her weight with a soft crunch that she was certain the entire floor could hear. She looked at her monitor. The spreadsheet was still open from yesterday. The same columns, the same numbers, the same fluorescent-lit cubicle she’d sat in every day for eight months.

Everything looked exactly the same. And nothing would ever be the same again.

She made it to 11:00 a.m.

The first wetting was an accident in the truest sense — she didn’t decide to do it, didn’t consciously let go. She was on a phone call with a client, reviewing contract terms, speaking in her normal professional voice about liability clauses and indemnification schedules, and somewhere between “subsection four-point-two” and “as per the amended agreement,” her body simply released.

Warm. Spreading. The diaper swelling between her legs, the padding expanding as it absorbed, the heat of it pressing against her skin. She stopped mid-sentence and gripped the edge of her desk with both hands, eyes wide, mouth open, while the client said “Hello? Megan? You still there?”

“Yes,” she managed. “Sorry. Where were we.”

She finished the call sitting in a wet diaper, her face burning, her hands trembling so badly she could barely type. The padding was heavy between her legs now, warm and damp and undeniable, and she was going to have to stand up and walk across the 14th floor to Suite 1440 and ask Victoria Ashford to change her.

She sat at her desk for another twenty minutes before she could make herself move.


Chapter 3: The First Week: Learning Compliance

By Day Three, the routine had a shape that Megan’s body was learning faster than her brain could protest.

Every morning at 7:00 a.m.: Suite 1440. Lock the door. Strip. Stand for inspection while Victoria circled her with the unhurried precision of someone appraising an asset. Then the table. The razor, if needed. The lotion. The powder. The diaper, taped snug and loud. The plastic pants, locked. The outfit — always professional on top, always concealing the secret bulk below. And starting on Day Two, the plug.

The first plug was small — barely wider than a finger, smooth silicone, tapered gently. Victoria lubricated it and pressed it in while Megan lay on the table with her teeth clenched and her eyes fixed on the ceiling, breathing through her nose like she was trying not to drown. The intrusion was minimal but the psychological weight of it was crushing. She walked back to her desk with a plug inside her and a diaper outside her and the knowledge that Victoria Ashford controlled both ends of her body before 8:00 a.m.

The mid-morning check came at 11:00 a.m. A notification on Megan’s phone — a single word from an app Victoria had installed: Now. Megan would stand up, smooth her skirt, and walk to Suite 1440 with her head down, praying that the crinkle was inaudible, that the slight waddle was invisible, that nobody was paying attention to the junior analyst who went to the 14th-floor corridor four times a day.

In the suite, Victoria would pull the waistband of the diaper and check. If wet, she changed her — gloves on, table, wipes, powder, fresh diaper, same clinical efficiency every time. If dry, Victoria would look at her with an expression that was somehow worse than disappointment.

“Try harder,” she’d say. And send her back.

Megan learned quickly that “try harder” meant drinking more. Victoria replaced her water glass on Day Two with an opaque tumbler that hid the wide-mouthed nipple inside. To anyone walking past her desk, it looked like a normal insulated bottle. To Megan, it was a baby bottle she was nursing from at her cubicle while analysts discussed bond yields across the partition.

The volume of liquid guaranteed she’d need the diaper by early afternoon. By Day Four, she was wetting reliably twice before the 3:00 p.m. check — once around noon, a slow leak she barely registered while typing, and once around 2:15, a longer release she couldn’t have stopped if she’d tried.

The changes were the worst part and the best part, and Megan hated herself for thinking that.

Victoria changed her the same way every time. Gloves on. Plastic pants unlocked and set aside. Diaper tapes pulled — that ripping sound that echoed off the tiled walls. The diaper opened. Megan exposed, wet, helpless, lying on the table while Victoria cleaned her with warm wipes in long, thorough strokes that covered everything and lingered nowhere. Fresh powder. Fresh diaper. Tapes sealed. Plastic pants locked.

It took four minutes. Victoria never rushed. She never spoke unnecessarily during a change — just quiet, focused attention, her hands moving with the confidence of someone who found nothing awkward about any of this, which somehow made Megan feel the awkwardness for both of them, magnified and raw.

By the end-of-day session at 5:00 p.m., the routine expanded. The plug came out. A larger one went in. Victoria logged Megan’s “behavior metrics” on a tablet — attendance, attitude, diaper compliance, response time to check-in notifications — and reviewed them with Megan while she lay on the table, freshly changed, staring at the ceiling.

“Your morning compliance has improved,” Victoria said on Day Three, scrolling through the tablet. “You’ve been on time every day. That’s a first.”

“Hard to be late when you’re terrified,” Megan muttered.

“Fear works. For now.” Victoria looked at her. “Eventually, we’ll replace it with something better.”

Megan didn’t ask what that meant. She was afraid of the answer. More afraid that she already knew it.

Day Three brought the first messy accident. Megan was at her desk, mid-email, composing a response to the CFO about a variance in the quarterly forecast. It was the kind of email that required precision and political awareness — two things she was normally bad at but was trying, under the circumstances, to improve.

Then the cramps hit.

Victoria had added a high-fiber supplement to her morning bottle. Megan hadn’t thought to question it — hadn’t thought to question anything Victoria put in the bottle, which was itself a sign of how quickly the power had shifted. The supplement worked its way through her system by mid-afternoon, and the cramps arrived without warning — low, deep, insistent.

She clenched. Squeezed her thighs together under the desk. Tried to focus on the email. The cramps tightened. She put her hands flat on the desk and breathed through her nose and thought about quarterly variances and indemnification clauses and anything except what was about to happen.

She lost the fight at 2:47 p.m.

The mess was thorough and undeniable. It filled the back of the diaper in a warm, spreading wave that made her entire body go rigid in her chair. The smell was faint but present — masked by the plastic pants but not eliminated. She sat perfectly still, hands frozen on the keyboard, eyes burning, while the diaper sagged heavy and warm between her legs.

She sat in it for forty minutes. The 3:00 p.m. check notification didn’t come until 3:00. Forty minutes of sitting in a messy diaper at her desk in a cubicle in an open-plan office, smiling at Amanda when she walked past, nodding to the intern who asked about a file, pretending everything was normal while her body sat in its own waste and her brain screamed at her to run.

When the notification finally came — Now — Megan stood up so fast her chair rolled into the partition. She walked to Suite 1440 with the diaper heavy between her thighs, the mess shifting with every step, the waddle impossible to hide. She was crying before she reached the door.

Victoria changed her without comment. Methodical. Thorough. The mess was extensive and the cleanup took longer than a wet change — more wipes, more care, Victoria’s gloved hands patient and unhurried as she cleaned every fold and surface. Megan sobbed through the entire thing, hands over her face, tears running down her wrists.

“Diapers exist for this,” Victoria said quietly as she powdered her. “This is what they’re for. You did well.”

The praise landed in the middle of Megan’s humiliation like a match in gasoline. She cried harder. Not from shame — or not only from shame. From something else, something that felt terrifyingly like relief.

Day Five. Friday. 5:00 p.m. session.

Victoria had spent the week building toward this. Every session slightly longer, every plug slightly larger, every check slightly more intimate. Megan had been too overwhelmed by the daily mechanics of survival — don’t let anyone see the diaper, drink the bottle, make it to the checks on time, endure the changes — to realize she was being conditioned. Each day’s compliance made the next day’s compliance easier, and each day’s humiliation rewired a connection in her brain that she hadn’t known existed.

On Friday at 5:00 p.m., Victoria locked the suite door and told Megan to get on the table. She changed her into a fresh diaper — the thickest one yet, the one Megan had seen on the shelf and hoped was decorative. Then she pulled the diaper aside and pressed a vibrator against Megan’s clit.

Megan’s back arched off the table. The sensation after five days of constant overstimulation — the plug, the padding, the friction of every step in the thick diaper — was electric. Victoria controlled the vibe with precise, devastating patience, bringing Megan to the edge and holding her there while her thighs trembled and her hands gripped the sides of the table.

“Who controls this?” Victoria asked, her voice low and steady.

“You do,” Megan gasped.

“Who decides when you come?”

“You do.”

“What do you say when you want permission?”

“Please… Ms. Ashford… please let me…”

“Try again.”

A beat. Something inside Megan shifted — a wall she’d built at twelve and maintained through two decades of overachievement and sarcasm and never asking anyone for anything. It cracked. Not from force. From permission.

“Please… Mommy.”

The word came out broken and barely audible and it changed everything.

Victoria rewarded her instantly — the vibe at full intensity, pressed exactly where it needed to be, and Megan came so hard her vision went white and she screamed into her own fist and sobbed through the aftershocks while Victoria held the vibe steady until the last tremor passed.

Afterward: fresh diaper. Tapes sealed. Plastic pants locked. Victoria helped her off the table and smoothed her skirt and handed her her purse.

“Monday at 7:00,” Victoria said.

Megan drove home that night with the word Mommy still echoing in her skull like a bell that wouldn’t stop ringing. She parked in her apartment garage. Went inside. Undressed. Looked at herself in the bathroom mirror — the diaper still on, the plastic pants still locked, because Victoria hadn’t given her the hex key and she’d been too wrecked to ask.

She should have been furious. She should have been on the phone with a lawyer.

Instead, she walked to her bed in the diaper and lay down and stared at the ceiling and put her thumb in her mouth without thinking about it.

She didn’t take it out.


Chapter 4: Week Two: The Vibrating Presentation

Monday morning brought a new addition to the program that made everything that came before feel like a warm-up.

Victoria was waiting in Suite 1440 at 6:55 a.m. with something in her hand that Megan recognized immediately from a category of online shopping she’d done exclusively in incognito mode. It was a plug — larger than the one she’d been wearing, matte black silicone, with a flared base and a small receiver built into the stem.

“This is app-controlled,” Victoria said, holding it up the way a professor might hold up a specimen in a lecture. “I control the vibration, the pattern, and the intensity from my phone. It has a range of approximately 200 meters, which covers this entire building.”

Megan’s mouth opened. Nothing came out.

“On the table.”

The insertion was slow and deliberate. Victoria lubricated the plug thoroughly, pressed it in with steady pressure while Megan gripped the edges of the table, and didn’t stop until the base was flush against her skin. It was larger than anything she’d taken before — not painful, but present. Deeply, inescapably present. She could feel it with every breath.

Then Victoria opened an app on her phone, tapped once, and the plug buzzed.

It was low — the gentlest setting, barely a hum — but inside her body it felt seismic. Megan’s hands flew to her thighs and she made a sound she’d never made in a professional setting.

Victoria tapped again. The buzzing stopped.

“That was level one of ten,” she said. “You have a presentation to the senior partners at 2:00 p.m. today. I’ll be in the room.”

Megan spent the morning at her desk in a state of low-grade terror that felt, horrifyingly, a lot like arousal. The plug sat heavy and warm inside her. The diaper crinkled when she shifted. The bottle waited on her desk, full of whatever vitamin-enhanced formula Victoria had prepared that morning. And somewhere in a corner office twelve floors above, Victoria Ashford had a phone with an app that could turn Megan’s body into a vibrating wreck with a single tap.

She prepared her presentation slides with trembling hands. The deck was about risk assessment in emerging markets — twelve slides, thirty minutes, standard analyst work. She’d done dozens of these. She was good at them, when she bothered to try.

At 1:45 p.m., she walked to the main conference room on the 15th floor, laptop under her arm, diaper thick under her skirt, plug seated deep and silent inside her. The senior partners were already assembled — eight men in navy suits, Victoria at the head of the table, a glass of water in front of her, her phone face-down beside it.

Megan connected her laptop, pulled up the first slide, and began.

“Good afternoon. I’ll be presenting our Q4 risk assessment for the Southeast Asian emerging markets portfolio—”

The plug activated on slide three.

Level two. Not gentle. A steady, rhythmic pulse that throbbed deep inside her and sent heat radiating through her pelvis. Megan’s voice hitched. She gripped the clicker and forced herself to continue, reading from the slide because she couldn’t trust her memory anymore.

“—as you can see from the quarterly trend data, the Indonesian market has shown—”

Level four. The pulse became a wave. Megan felt her thighs clench under the skirt. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, and the diaper crinkled, and she prayed the room was too large and the partners too disinterested to hear it.

She glanced at Victoria. Victoria was watching her the way a cat watches a bird through glass. Her hand rested next to her phone. Her expression was perfectly neutral.

Slide five. Level six.

Megan’s knees nearly buckled. The vibration was deep and relentless and her body was responding in ways she couldn’t control — moisture that had nothing to do with her bladder, heat that had nothing to do with the room temperature, a flush creeping up her neck that she tried to blame on the projector.

She made it through slide eight before she wet the diaper.

It wasn’t voluntary. The vibration had dismantled whatever sphincter control she had left, and the release came in a warm rush that flooded the padding while she stood in front of eight senior partners and a projector screen explaining volatility indices. She felt the diaper swell between her legs, the padding expanding to accommodate the volume, the warmth spreading front to back. She didn’t pause. She didn’t flinch. She clicked to the next slide and kept talking while her diaper soaked and the plug pulsed and Victoria watched her from the head of the table with those gray eyes that missed nothing.

Slide eleven. Victoria turned the plug off.

The absence of vibration was almost worse than its presence. Megan’s body felt hollowed out, thrumming with unreleased tension, the wet diaper heavy and cooling between her legs. She finished the last slide in a voice that shook only slightly.

The partners applauded politely. One of them said, “Good work, Cole.” Another nodded. Victoria said nothing. She just gathered her phone, stood, and walked out.

Megan disconnected her laptop with hands that were visibly trembling and walked to Suite 1440 on legs that felt like they belonged to a newborn deer. She made it through the door, locked it behind her, and leaned against the wall and sobbed.

Victoria was already inside, gloves on, table ready.

“On the table,” she said gently. A different gentle than the first day — warmer, with something underneath it that Megan couldn’t name yet.

She changed her slowly. The wet diaper came off. The wipes were warm. Victoria cleaned her with care that felt less clinical than it had the first week — still professional, still thorough, but with a tenderness in her hands that made Megan cry harder.

“You’re doing well,” Victoria said, powdering her. “This is what the program is for.”

The praise was a drug. Megan hated how much she needed it. Hated how the words “you’re doing well” from this woman’s mouth made every humiliation of the day feel worth it. Hated that she was lying on a padded table at 3:00 in the afternoon getting diapered by her boss and the loudest thought in her head was please don’t stop.


Chapter 5: Week Three: The Office Knows Something

Amanda cornered her in the break room on a Monday.

It was week three, and Megan had been operating on the theory that if she moved carefully enough, spoke confidently enough, and never stood up from her desk too quickly, nobody would notice anything. This theory had lasted approximately fourteen days longer than it deserved to.

“Okay,” Amanda said, blocking the coffee machine with her body like a hostage negotiator. “What is going on with you?”

“Nothing. I’m fine. Can I get to the—”

“You’re not fine. You’re different. You’re quieter. You leave your desk at the same times every day. You walk… differently.” Amanda lowered her voice. “And I can hear something under your skirt, Megan. When you walk past my desk, something crinkles.”

Megan’s blood temperature dropped to approximately zero.

“It’s a medical thing,” she said, and the lie came out rehearsed because she’d been rehearsing it in the shower every morning since Day One. “Bladder issue. It’s embarrassing. I don’t want to talk about it.”

Amanda’s face softened from suspicion to sympathy. “Oh, honey. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s fine. Really. Just — please don’t mention it.”

Amanda backed off. But the paranoia didn’t. Every crinkle was a fire alarm in Megan’s ears. Every trip to Suite 1440 felt like walking through a gauntlet. She started timing her walks to coincide with phone calls in the bullpen, when background noise would cover the sound. She started wearing longer skirts to hide the bulge. She started using the far stairwell instead of the elevator, where the enclosed space and silence made every rustle deafening.

Victoria observed these adaptations with what Megan was learning to recognize as approval. Not spoken approval — Victoria rarely praised directly. But a slight easing of her posture during changes, a softer touch with the wipes, an occasional “good” that fell from her lips like a gift Megan hadn’t earned.

New elements arrived that week with the precision of a military campaign. A pacifier, given to Megan during the morning session and kept in her desk drawer inside a small zippered case. “For stress management,” Victoria said, and Megan laughed at the absurdity of it until she found herself sucking it behind her monitor at 4:00 p.m. on a Wednesday, the rubber nipple warm and steady in her mouth, the anxiety of the day dissolving into something soft and blank.

She only used it when she was sure nobody was looking. She always checked twice. But the need for it was growing, and the checks were getting more casual, and there was going to come a day when she forgot to check at all.

The bottles had migrated fully into her routine. Her water intake was entirely through the disguised baby bottles that Victoria refilled each morning — formula-enhanced, vitamin-added, slightly sweet. Megan drank from them constantly, the wide nipple hidden inside the opaque tumbler, nursing between emails and spreadsheets. The volume kept her diaper reliably wet by midday, and by week three, she’d stopped trying to hold it. The act of releasing into the padding had become as unremarkable as breathing — her body simply went when it needed to go, and her brain had stopped sending the alarm signals that used to make each wetting feel like a catastrophe.

That terrified her. And underneath the terror, a warmth she couldn’t explain.

The all-hands meeting was on Thursday.

Two hundred employees in the auditorium. Every department, every division, from the interns to the senior partners. Victoria was presenting the quarterly results — the same polished, devastating performance she delivered every quarter, standing at the lectern in a navy dress that cost more than Megan’s monthly rent, commanding the room like she’d been born in front of a podium.

Twenty minutes before the meeting, Victoria called Megan to Suite 1440.

“On the table.”

Megan obeyed. The obedience was automatic now — three weeks of conditioning had replaced hesitation with compliance, and she climbed onto the table and lay back and lifted her hips before Victoria even reached for the gloves.

Victoria noticed. Something flickered behind her eyes.

She changed Megan into the thickest diaper in the supply room — the overnight, maximum absorbency, with extra padding that made it puff out between her thighs like a small pillow. Extra stuffers went inside. The plastic pants locked over it. Then Victoria produced a small foil packet and tore it open.

A suppository.

“This will take effect in approximately thirty to forty minutes,” Victoria said in the same tone she used for earnings reports. “The meeting starts in twenty. You will sit in the front row. You will hold it as long as you can.”

Megan’s eyes went wide. “In the all-hands? With two hundred—”

“Front row. You won’t draw attention to yourself. You won’t leave. You’ll sit, and you’ll listen, and when it happens, you’ll do it quietly.”

Victoria inserted the suppository with one gloved finger, quick and clinical, and Megan felt it dissolve into warmth almost immediately. She was helped off the table, her skirt smoothed over the enormous diaper — the bulge was barely concealed, the crinkle loud with every step — and walked to the auditorium on legs that shook.

She sat in the front row. The chair creaked under the extra bulk. The CFO sat two seats to her right. The CEO was in the front row, three seats down, his laptop open. Victoria stood at the lectern and began her presentation.

The cramps arrived fifteen minutes in.

Low. Deep. The kind of cramp that starts as a suggestion and builds into a demand and eventually becomes an ultimatum. Megan clenched everything she had. She sat perfectly still, hands folded in her lap, eyes on the screen, while the suppository did what it was designed to do and her body fought a war she was going to lose.

She made it fifteen minutes.

The loss happened during the Q&A. The CFO was asking about fourth-quarter projections — standing three feet from Megan’s chair, gesturing at a slide, his voice filling the auditorium — and Megan’s body surrendered with a thoroughness that left no room for dignity.

The mess filled the diaper in waves. Warm. Spreading. Thorough. The thick padding absorbed the first wave but the volume kept coming, pressing against the plastic pants, expanding the already bulging diaper until it sagged heavy between her thighs. The smell was faint — the plastic pants and the industrial ventilation and the two hundred bodies in the room diluted it — but to Megan it was overpowering. She sat rigid, eyes burning, hands white-knuckled in her lap, while the CFO discussed revenue targets and her diaper sagged with the weight of what she’d just done.

From the stage, Victoria caught her eye.

The look lasted less than a second. A slight nod. An almost imperceptible softening around the eyes.

Good girl.

The meeting ended. Megan stayed in her seat while two hundred people filed out, waiting until the auditorium was nearly empty before she stood on trembling legs and walked to Suite 1440 with the soiled diaper heavy between her thighs, the mess shifting and spreading with every step, the waddle impossible to disguise.

Victoria was already there. Gloves on. Table ready.

The change was long. The mess was extensive. Victoria worked through it with the same unhurried patience she brought to everything — wipe after wipe, cleaning every fold and surface, thorough and gentle and devastatingly intimate. Megan cried through the entire thing. Not from humiliation, though that was there. From something bigger. From the overwhelming, soul-crushing relief of being cared for in the aftermath of something she couldn’t have endured alone.

When the fresh diaper was taped on and the plastic pants locked, Victoria helped her sit up and held out a bottle. Megan took it and nursed from it without thinking, the warm liquid sliding down her throat while tears dried on her cheeks.

Then Victoria reached into her blazer pocket and produced something small.

A collar. Soft leather, thin, elegant. Dark brown with a simple silver buckle. No tag.

“You’re not ready for this yet,” Victoria said, holding it where Megan could see it. “But you will be.”

Megan stared at the collar. Her throat ached for it in a way that frightened her more than anything that had happened in three weeks.

Victoria put the collar back in her pocket and sent her home.

That night, Megan lay in her bed in the diaper she couldn’t remove, thumb in her mouth, and thought about the collar. She thought about it the way people think about water when they’re dying of thirst — with a need so total it erased everything else.

She whispered “Mommy” into her dark apartment and the word felt like breathing.


Chapter 6: Week Four: After Hours

Victoria started keeping her late.

It began on a Monday — “Stay until seven” — and by Wednesday it was eight, and by Friday the building had emptied around them and the 14th floor was dark except for the light under Suite 1440’s door. The cleaning crew worked around them. The security guard nodded at Megan in the lobby without comment. Whatever Victoria had told HR, told the building, told the world, it was enough to make Megan’s nightly presence unremarkable.

The daytime sessions were clinical. Efficient. Diaper checks on a schedule. Changes with gloved hands and minimal conversation. The professional overlay maintained because it had to be — the building was alive during business hours, people walked past the suite, and the program existed on paper as a corporate initiative with documentation and metrics.

After hours, everything changed.

Victoria lit candles in the suite. Music played softly from a small speaker — something instrumental, low, the kind of sound that made silence feel intentional. The fluorescent overheads were off. The padded table was the same, but the light was different, and the light changed everything.

The clinical efficiency of daytime changes became something slower. Victoria took her time. The gloves came off — bare hands on Megan’s skin for the first time, warm and sure. The wipes were warmer. The powder was applied with strokes that lingered. The diaper was taped with a deliberateness that turned a four-minute process into ten, then fifteen, then something that existed outside of time altogether.

Training sessions began. That was Victoria’s word for them — training — and the word was accurate in a way that made Megan’s stomach drop every time she heard it.

Megan on the padded table. Legs positioned. Diaper pulled aside. The largest plug yet — wide, firm, unforgiving — pressed slowly inside while Victoria talked her through every millimeter. Her voice was low and steady and completely in control, and Megan clung to it like a rope over dark water.

“Breathe. Push back against me. Good. Another inch. You can take it. You’re taking it so well.”

The plug seated with a final stretch that made Megan gasp and arch off the table. Victoria held it in place with one hand and used the other to press the vibrator against her through the diaper — the padding dampening the sensation just enough to make it maddening, close enough to feel but not enough to finish.

The edging lasted hours.

Victoria had a gift for reading Megan’s body like a book she’d memorized. She knew exactly when to increase the pressure and when to withdraw. She knew the tremor in Megan’s thighs that meant she was close, and she pulled back every single time, leaving Megan gasping and begging and soaking the diaper from a different kind of wetness entirely.

“Who owns this?” Victoria asked, her hand steady, the vibe pressed against the padding.

“You do, Mommy.”

“Who decides when you come?”

“You do.”

“And who changes your dirty diapers?”

“You do, Mommy. Only you.”

Victoria rewarded her with orgasms that left her incoherent — shaking, sobbing, curled on the table in a wet diaper with her face pressed against Victoria’s hip, clinging to her like a child pulled from deep water. Then Victoria cleaned her up, changed her into an overnight diaper, and sent her home.

But home felt wrong now.

Megan’s apartment was too quiet. Too adult. Too empty. The furniture was chosen by someone she didn’t recognize anymore — the woman who’d picked a modern sofa and industrial light fixtures and framed abstract prints from a boutique on the Lower East Side. That woman felt like a stranger. The apartment felt like a set for a life she was no longer performing.

She lay in bed in the overnight diaper — she still couldn’t remove the plastic pants without the hex key — and sucked her thumb and thought about Suite 1440. About the candlelight. About Victoria’s bare hands. About the way Victoria said “good girl” with a warmth that made the words feel like a home Megan had never had.

Mid-week, Megan fell asleep at her desk after a late session. The building was empty. The cleaning crew had come and gone. She slumped in her cubicle chair with her head on her arms, diaper soaked from the overnight, mouth slightly open, completely unconscious.

Victoria found her at 6:00 a.m.

She didn’t wake her with words. She lifted Megan out of the chair — one arm under her knees, one behind her back, effortless, as though she’d been carrying grown women her entire life — and carried her down the corridor to Suite 1440. Megan stirred against her chest, half-awake, confused, the damp diaper heavy between her legs.

Victoria laid her on the table and changed her. Fresh diaper. Warm wipes. Powder. Then she sat in the office chair and pulled Megan into her lap and held a bottle to her mouth.

Megan nursed, half-asleep, while morning light crept through the blinds. Victoria’s hand cradled the back of her head. Her thumb traced small circles on Megan’s scalp. It was the most tender anyone had ever been with her, and Megan was too drowsy and too broken to build a wall against it.

“You can’t keep driving home like this,” Victoria said softly. “You’re exhausted.”

“Then where do I go?” Megan mumbled around the bottle.

Victoria paused. The pause was long enough that Megan opened her eyes.

“My place,” Victoria said. “This weekend.”

Friday at 6:00 p.m. Victoria drove. Her car was a black sedan that smelled like leather and something floral Megan couldn’t identify. Megan’s overnight bag sat in the backseat — packed with the essentials of a life she was rapidly outgrowing. Toothbrush. Phone charger. A change of clothes she wouldn’t need.

She didn’t know that yet. But Victoria did.

Victoria already had everything ready.


Chapter 7: The Penthouse

Victoria’s penthouse occupied the top two floors of a glass tower in the financial district, and it looked exactly the way the woman herself looked — minimal, controlled, beautiful in a way that made you feel underdressed just standing in it.

White walls, high ceilings, floor-to-ceiling windows that turned the city into wallpaper. Furniture that looked like it had been selected by someone who understood the difference between expensive and tasteful and chose both. A kitchen with marble countertops and copper fixtures. Art on the walls that Megan didn’t recognize but suspected was worth more than her annual salary.

The guest bedroom, however, had been converted.

It was subtle, if you didn’t know what you were looking at. The bed had been replaced with a larger frame that had discreet rails on both sides — not prison-bar obvious, but high enough that rolling out in the night was impossible. A changing station occupied the walk-in closet, fully stocked with the same supplies as Suite 1440 — diapers, wipes, powder, plastic pants, plugs, the graduated shelf. A mini-fridge hummed softly in the corner, bottles visible through the glass door. A basket on a shelf held soft clothes — onesies, rompers, cotton shorts, oversize T-shirts in pastel colors.

Megan stood in the doorway and stared.

“This isn’t new,” she said. Her voice was quiet. “You’ve been planning this.”

“I’ve been preparing,” Victoria corrected. She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching Megan take it in. “There’s a difference.”

The weekend was a trial run of full-time dependency outside the office, and it dismantled the last of Megan’s pretensions about what was happening to her.

Saturday. Victoria kept her diapered all day. No work talk. No phones — Megan’s phone went into a drawer in Victoria’s bedroom and stayed there. She was dressed in soft cotton shorts and an oversize T-shirt, the diaper bulging obviously beneath, the plug seated and humming at its lowest setting, and nothing was expected of her. Nothing at all.

No spreadsheets. No emails. No clients. No pretending.

The absence of expectation hit Megan like a wave she hadn’t seen coming. She sat on the couch in the living room, diapered, plugged, dressed like a child in a woman’s body, and felt something she hadn’t felt since she was very young: safe.

Every drink came from a bottle. Breakfast was soft food fed from a spoon in Victoria’s lap — Megan sitting sideways, legs dangling, diaper crinkling against Victoria’s thigh while she opened her mouth and accepted each bite with a compliance that had stopped feeling forced two weeks ago. Lunch was the same. Snacks were crackers and fruit, hand-fed.

Changes happened in the living room. Victoria spread a portable mat on the hardwood floor in front of the floor-to-ceiling windows — the city glittering below, fifty stories of empty air between them and the street, nobody able to see this high up but the exposure made Megan tremble anyway. Victoria changed her slowly, methodically, bare hands warm against Megan’s skin, and the routine that had felt clinical in Suite 1440 felt intimate here, in this home, on this floor, with the daylight streaming in and no pretense of professionalism between them.

Saturday afternoon, Victoria introduced nursing.

She’d been taking supplements for weeks. Megan hadn’t known — hadn’t had any reason to know, because Victoria’s body beneath her perfect suits was a country Megan hadn’t visited. But Victoria unbuttoned her blouse and guided Megan’s head to her breast with a hand on the back of her skull, and when Megan latched, the first drops came.

Not much. Barely a trickle. But the act itself — mouth on skin, the warmth of Victoria’s body, the steady pressure of the hand cradling her head, the intimacy of taking nourishment directly from the woman who controlled every other aspect of her existence — broke something inside Megan that she hadn’t known was still intact.

She cried. Good tears. The kind that clean instead of burn.

Victoria held her and stroked her hair and said nothing at all, which was exactly right.

Saturday night: Victoria put her to bed in the guest room. Overnight diaper, thickest available. Plastic pants locked. A bottle on the nightstand. A small stuffed bear that had appeared from somewhere Megan didn’t ask about. The rails went up with a soft click.

Megan lay in the dark, diapered, plugged, contained, and listened to the city hum far below, and thought: I have never in my life felt this calm.

She wet the diaper sometime in the night. She didn’t wake up for it.

Sunday was the same. The routine deepened. Victoria controlled everything — when Megan ate, what she drank, when she napped, when she was changed, when the plug was turned up and when it was turned off. There was no negotiation, no consultation, no pretense of partnership. Victoria decided and Megan obeyed and the simplicity of it was the most intoxicating thing she had ever experienced.

Sunday evening. Victoria changed her one last time, taped on a fresh overnight, and drove her back to her apartment.

Megan stood in her living room and looked around at the modern furniture and the industrial light fixtures and the framed prints and felt nothing. The apartment was a shell. A costume she used to wear.

She texted Victoria at midnight. One word.

Home.

Victoria responded in seconds.

Soon.


Chapter 8: Week Five: Losing Control

The incontinence became real in week five.

Not pretend. Not because the bottle volume was too high or the fiber supplement too aggressive. Real. Involuntary. Her body had been trained by four weeks of conditioning — four weeks of immediate release whenever the urge came, four weeks of never once using a toilet, four weeks of her bladder learning that there was no reason to hold anything because the diaper was always there — and the training had taken root.

The first sign was on a Tuesday. Megan was at her desk, reading an email, and she felt warmth spreading in the diaper before she’d felt the urge to go. There was no conscious decision. No moment of release. One second she was dry and the next she wasn’t, and the transition between the two had happened without her brain being consulted.

She sat very still and stared at her monitor and tried to find the feeling she used to have — the signal, the pressure, the awareness of her bladder filling. It wasn’t there. It was like reaching for a light switch in a room where the switch had been removed.

By Thursday, it was happening multiple times a day. She’d be walking to a meeting and feel the diaper growing warm. She’d be on a phone call and realize she was wet without knowing when it started. She’d be sitting in the break room eating lunch, the disguised bottle in her hand, and the diaper would fill in a slow, continuous trickle that she only noticed because of the increased weight between her legs.

She told Victoria during the evening session, lying on the table while Victoria changed what was, by her count, the fourth wet diaper of the day.

“I’m not controlling it anymore,” she said. Her voice was very quiet. “I’m not deciding to go. It’s just… happening.”

Victoria paused. Her hands, mid-wipe, went still. She looked at Megan’s face for a long moment.

“Does that scare you?”

“Yes.”

“What scares you more — that you’re losing control, or that you don’t want it back?”

Silence. The question hung in the small room like smoke.

“Both,” Megan whispered.

Victoria finished the change. Taped the fresh diaper. Locked the plastic pants. Then she did something she’d never done during a daytime session — she pulled Megan into her arms and held her. No words. No instructions. Just the steady warmth of her body and the smell of her perfume and the sound of her heartbeat under Megan’s ear.

Megan cried into her blouse for ten minutes. Victoria let her.

The messing followed the same trajectory. The suppositories had been a regular addition since week three, and the fiber supplements kept her system on a schedule that Victoria controlled with pharmaceutical precision. But by week five, Megan’s body had internalized the routine. The messing happened whether or not a suppository was involved. Her bowels moved when they wanted to move, and the diaper caught what fell, and Megan sat in it until the next check because that was what happened and that was how it worked and the toilet was a memory from a life that felt increasingly like a dream she’d had once.

The presentation that week was to an external client. High-stakes. A room full of people who didn’t work at Ashford & Wren, who had no reason to overlook the junior analyst with the slightly odd gait and the skirt that fit strangely.

Megan delivered the presentation with the vibrating plug at level three — a constant, low pulse that kept her on edge without pushing her over. She wet the diaper during the Q&A section. It happened the way it always happened now — no warning, no urgency, just warmth. She finished her answer about projected returns in the Vietnamese semiconductor market and walked calmly to Suite 1440 with a wet diaper and a composure that surprised even her.

Victoria was waiting. The change was quick, efficient.

“Good girl. You didn’t even flinch.”

“I didn’t even feel it, Mommy.”

Victoria smiled. Something shifted in her expression — pride, possessiveness, love, all of them layered together in a look that made Megan’s chest ache.

That night, Victoria presented the collar again. The same soft leather. The same silver buckle. But this time, a small tag hung from the ring.

It read: Mommy’s.

Megan tilted her chin up without being asked.

“Please,” she said.

The collar went on. Victoria’s fingers fastened the buckle against Megan’s throat with the gentleness of someone handling something precious. The leather was warm. The tag hung just below her collarbone, cool against her skin.

It didn’t come off.


Chapter 9: Week Six: The Colleagues

The façade cracked on a Wednesday in the sixth week, and it cracked because of a bathroom stall and three inches of visible diaper.

Megan still went to the regular bathroom occasionally — not to use it, because she hadn’t sat on a toilet in six weeks, but for appearances. She’d go in, close a stall door, sit on the closed lid, check her phone, flush, wash her hands, and walk out. The theater of normalcy.

On Wednesday, her phone rang while she was in the stall. A client. She answered without thinking, crossing her legs on the closed lid, adjusting her skirt out of habit, and didn’t realize the hem had ridden up until the stall door rattled and Amanda’s voice said, “Megan? That you?”

Amanda’s shoes were visible under the gap. And Megan’s legs were visible from Amanda’s side. And the white plastic edge of the diaper, peeking below the hiked skirt hem, was unmistakable.

Silence.

Megan looked down. Saw the diaper. Saw the gap. Felt the blood drain from her face like water from a tub.

“Megan…?” Amanda’s voice was careful. The voice of someone who’d seen something they weren’t prepared for and was still deciding how to feel about it.

“It’s medical,” Megan said, and the words came out flat and rehearsed and not even slightly convincing. “Please don’t.”

Amanda left without another word. Megan sat on the closed toilet in her diaper and her collar and her professional blouse and pressed her palms against her eyes until she saw stars.

She was shaking for the rest of the day. Every time Amanda walked past her cubicle, Megan’s heart rate spiked. Every time someone glanced in her direction, she was certain they knew. The paranoia was total — consuming, electric, the kind that makes you replay every interaction through a filter of catastrophe.

Victoria handled it that evening.

She called Amanda to Suite 1440 — a version with the supplies locked behind the unmarked door, the room presenting as nothing more than a private office. Victoria sat behind the desk in her charcoal suit, the picture of corporate authority, and explained that Megan was enrolled in a “confidential medical accommodation program” for a “persistent health condition.” She produced documentation — signed, stamped, convincing. Amanda read it, asked one careful question about whether Megan was okay, and signed the NDA that Victoria slid across the desk.

The crisis passed. Amanda never mentioned it again. She started treating Megan with a gentle, slightly maternal care that made Megan want to crawl under her desk and disappear.

But the incident accelerated the timeline.

“You can’t keep doing both,” Victoria said that night.

They were in the penthouse. The penthouse weekends had become a given — Friday evening to Sunday evening, Megan in Victoria’s world, dressed in soft clothes and thick diapers, sleeping in the railed bed, eating from a spoon, nursing from Victoria’s breast, existing in a state of dependency so complete that Monday mornings felt like being born into the wrong body.

Victoria was changing her on the penthouse table. Bare hands. Warm wipes. The routine was so familiar now that Megan’s body relaxed automatically on the surface — legs falling open, hips lifting for the fresh diaper, arms loose at her sides.

“The office and this,” Victoria continued, powdering her. “Your body has already chosen. Your bladder doesn’t work on a professional schedule anymore. Your messing is uncontrolled. Amanda saw the diaper. Next time it won’t be someone who signs an NDA.”

“I know,” Megan said. Her voice was small. Not sad — resigned, in the way you’re resigned to gravity.

“Then let me take care of it.”

Megan looked up at her from the table. Victoria’s hands were still, resting on the untaped diaper. Her gray eyes were steady and warm and waiting.

“Okay,” Megan said. “Okay, Mommy.”

Victoria taped the diaper, lifted her from the table, and carried her to the couch. She held her there for a long time, Megan curled in her lap, bottle in her mouth, collar warm against her throat, diaper dry for the moment, the city shimmering far below.

That night, Victoria drafted Megan’s resignation letter.

Megan read it sitting in Victoria’s lap, bottle in her mouth, diaper warm. It was perfect — professional, gracious, entirely convincing. “Pursuing other opportunities.” “Grateful for the experience.” All the right words for a life she was shedding like dead skin.

She nodded.

Victoria kissed the top of her head and whispered, “Good girl.”


Chapter 10: The Resignation

Megan’s last day at Ashford & Wren Capital felt like the last day of a life that had never quite fit.

Victoria had orchestrated everything with the same precision she brought to quarterly earnings and diaper changes. The resignation was framed as a voluntary departure — “pursuing a career transition,” the HR paperwork said, with a generous severance package and a reference letter signed by Victoria herself. An NDA protected both of them. Megan’s desk was cleaned out by a junior assistant while Megan was in Suite 1440 for her final morning change.

She didn’t go back to the cubicle. She didn’t say goodbye to Amanda. She didn’t take the mug with the chipped handle or the photo of her college friends or the cactus that had survived eight months of neglect. Victoria told her she didn’t need any of it, and Victoria was right, and the ease with which Megan accepted that was either the most liberated or the most broken she had ever been.

Her last act as an employee was walking through the lobby. Blazer on. Heels clicking. Head high. Underneath the professional costume: the thickest daytime diaper, locked plastic pants, the largest plug, and the collar tucked beneath her blouse where nobody could see it but she could feel it with every heartbeat.

She pushed through the glass doors and stepped onto the sidewalk and breathed the city air and felt something she hadn’t expected.

She felt free.

Not the panicked, grasping freedom of someone who’d lost their job. The deep, bone-level freedom of someone who’d finally stopped pretending.

Victoria was waiting in the car at the curb. Megan got in, closed the door, and the city and the building and the career and the cubicle fell away behind tinted glass.

At the penthouse, Victoria took everything.

Not in the violent, dramatic way of a thief. In the careful, systematic way of someone reorganizing a life. The blazers went into a box. The blouses. The pencil skirts. The heels — every pair, including the ones Megan had been wearing, removed from her feet on the living room carpet and placed in the box with the rest. The bras. The adult underwear — the panties she hadn’t worn in six weeks but still owned, still had in a drawer at her apartment, still represented a life she was leaving.

All of it went into boxes. Victoria labeled them for donation.

In their place: the basket from the guest room, now Megan’s only wardrobe. Onesies — snap-crotch, easy access for changes. Rompers in soft cotton. Short dresses that didn’t even pretend to hide the diaper. Footed pajamas for bedtime. Soft socks with grips on the soles. Oversize T-shirts in pastel colors.

Megan stood in the middle of the living room, naked except for the collar and the diaper Victoria had just changed her into, and watched her professional life disappear into cardboard boxes, and felt absolutely nothing except the padding between her legs and Victoria’s gaze on her skin.

That night, Victoria made love to her for the first time without the clinical distance of the office.

On the changing table. The diaper pulled aside. Victoria’s mouth. Victoria’s fingers. Slow and intimate and devastating, her body mapped with the same thoroughness Victoria brought to everything but with tenderness that cracked Megan open and left her raw.

Megan came with “Mommy” on her lips and tears on her face, and Victoria held her through the aftershocks, skin against skin, the first time they’d been truly naked together, and the last barrier between them dissolved like sugar in water.

Afterward: fresh diaper. Overnight thickness. Locked plastic pants. Largest plug, inflated, the fullness so complete that Megan gasped when she shifted. Bottle. Crib — because that’s what the railed bed was now, and they both knew it.

Victoria tucked her in. Pulled the blanket up. Placed the stuffed bear in the crook of Megan’s arm. Raised the rail with a click.

“No more offices,” Victoria whispered, leaning over the rail. “No more pretending. You’re mine now. Full-time.”

Megan looked up at her through the bars. The collar was warm against her throat. The diaper was thick and dry and crinkled when she breathed. The plug was deep and constant. Victoria’s face, framed by the crib rail, was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.

“Yes, Mommy,” she said. And meant it with every atom of her body.

She fell asleep and dreamed about spreadsheets. Woke up confused, diapered, Victoria’s arm reaching through the rail to rest on her stomach.

The dream faded. The nursery stayed.


Chapter 11: Full-Time Baby

With the office gone, the regression accelerated at a speed that should have terrified Megan but instead felt like falling asleep — each new loss of autonomy a deeper layer of warmth pulling her down into something soft and total.

Victoria built out the penthouse nursery in the first week. The guest room disappeared entirely. In its place: a full-sized crib with high locking rails that Victoria had custom ordered — adult proportions, hardwood, painted white, with a mattress that crinkled with a waterproof liner underneath the fitted sheet. A professional changing station against the wall, waist-height, padded, stocked with every supply in quantities that suggested permanence. Shelves of diapers organized by type — daytime, overnight, extra-thick for outings. Wipes, powder, lotion, creams. Rows of bottles in the mini-fridge. A wardrobe of baby clothes in adult sizes. A playpen in the living room, padded mat, low walls, stocked with stuffed animals and soft blocks and coloring books and crayons.

A high chair in the kitchen. Pink. With a tray and a buckle and a seat that accommodated a diapered bottom.

The schedule appeared on the nursery wall on Day One, written in Victoria’s precise handwriting:

7:00 a.m. — Wake. Morning change. Bottle.

8:00 a.m. — Breakfast. High chair.

9:00 to 11:00 — Playpen. Quiet time.

11:00 — Mid-morning change.

12:00 — Lunch. Bottle.

1:00 to 3:00 — Nap. Crib.

3:00 — Wake. Change. Snack. Bottle.

3:30 to 5:00 — Activity time.

5:30 — Dinner. Bottle.

6:30 — Bath.

7:30 — Training session.

9:00 — Bedtime. Final change. Crib.

Megan stared at the schedule on the first morning, pacifier in her mouth, diaper warm from a wetting she’d done in the crib without waking up, and felt the last thread of adult resistance go slack inside her like a rope finally cut.

The schedule removed choice. And removing choice removed anxiety. She didn’t have to decide when to eat, what to wear, when to sleep, whether to shower or what to do with her afternoon. Victoria decided. Victoria handled everything. All Megan had to do was exist inside the structure and let the padding catch whatever fell out.

The incontinence was total now. Wetting happened without any awareness at all — she would be coloring in the playpen, or nursing from Victoria’s breast during afternoon feeding, or lying in the crib during nap time, and the diaper would be wet when she next thought to check, with no memory of when it had happened. The messing was equally involuntary — her bowels moved on their own schedule, entirely outside her control, and the diaper caught what came, and Victoria changed her when the time came with the same patient thoroughness she’d shown since Suite 1440.

Changes were rituals now. Long, intimate, unhurried. Victoria’s bare hands on Megan’s skin, warm wipes cleaning every fold, powder dusted and smoothed, the fresh diaper slid under her hips and taped with care that felt less like maintenance and more like devotion. Megan lay still and quiet and open on the table, legs apart, body available, and the vulnerability that had once made her want to die now felt like the safest place in the world.

The plugs were permanent. Locking base, inflatable, vibrating — controlled by Victoria’s phone. Victoria adjusted them throughout the day — a low buzz during playpen time, a pulse during nursing that made Megan squirm against Victoria’s breast, a steady vibration during nap time that kept her on the edge of arousal even in sleep. Orgasms were rationed. Earned through good behavior, through compliance, through the specific kind of surrender that Victoria was cultivating with the patience of someone growing something.

Megan’s phone was gone. Her laptop was gone. Her email was closed. Her social media accounts were deactivated by Victoria with Megan watching from the playpen, sucking a pacifier, coloring a picture of a horse. Her friends received a carefully worded email from “Megan’s” account about a new relationship and a move and being hard to reach for a while. Her parents got a separate message — similar tone, different details, crafted by Victoria with the skill of someone who understood families.

The world shrank. It shrank to the nursery, the living room, Victoria’s arms, and the padding between her legs. And within that shrunken world, Megan discovered something that no amount of career ambition or adult competence had ever given her: peace.

Day Forty-Five. Megan was lying on the changing table, legs in the air, Victoria powdering her between changes, when she tried to remember her work password. The one she’d used every day for eight months. The string of letters and numbers and special characters that had unlocked her professional life.

Blank.

She tried to remember her old boss’s name — her boss before Victoria. The man who’d signed off on her second write-up. His face was there, vaguely, but the name was gone.

She told Victoria while Victoria taped the fresh diaper. Her voice was small and wondering, like a child reporting a strange dream.

“I can’t remember things,” she said. “From before.”

Victoria smoothed the tapes. Looked down at her with an expression Megan had learned to read like weather — warm front, clear skies, love.

“You don’t need those anymore, baby.”

Megan smiled around her pacifier. She didn’t need those anymore. She had the schedule. She had the crib. She had the diaper and the bottle and the collar and Mommy’s hands and Mommy’s voice and Mommy’s breast.

She had everything.


Chapter 12: The First Outing

Victoria took her outside for the first time on a Tuesday, seven weeks after the resignation, and the world was enormous.

The stroller was medical-grade, oversized, designed for adults with mobility challenges. Victoria had ordered it weeks ago and it arrived in a box that Megan didn’t see opened — it simply appeared in the hallway one morning, assembled, padded, waiting. A blanket over the lap. A canopy for shade. A pouch underneath for supplies — diapers, wipes, bottles, a portable changing pad.

Megan sat in the stroller wearing a sundress over the thickest daytime diaper, plug locked inside, pacifier clipped to the collar with a small chain, a medical alert bracelet on her wrist that read “Special Needs” and listed Victoria as the emergency contact. Her stuffed bear was in her lap. Her eyes were wide.

The elevator ride was the longest minute of her life. The lobby was worse — the doorman nodded at Victoria and held the door without a second glance, as though a grown woman in an adult stroller was something he saw every day. Perhaps, in this building, in this city, it was.

Outside, the air hit her like a wall. Fresh. Moving. The sky was too big. The sounds were too loud. Cars and voices and sirens and wind, all of it pressing in from every direction, and Megan clutched the bear and hunched into the stroller’s padded sides and felt her diaper grow warm as she wet without meaning to.

Victoria walked. Calm. Steady. The stroller’s wheels were smooth and nearly silent on the sidewalk. She navigated the crowds without rushing, one hand on the push bar, the other adjusting the canopy when the sun shifted. She looked, to anyone watching, like a caregiver accompanying a person with special needs. Which was exactly what she was.

They went to a park. Quiet, small, a pocket of green between office buildings. Victoria parked the stroller by a bench and sat and produced a bottle from the pouch.

Megan nursed in the open air. The bottle was warm. The breeze was cool on her face. A jogger passed and glanced and kept jogging. A mother with an actual stroller — a real baby inside, six months old, chewing on a teething ring — sat on the next bench and gave Victoria a sympathetic nod, the universal acknowledgment of one caretaker to another.

Megan drank her bottle and watched a pigeon fight another pigeon over a pretzel and felt the sun on her arms and the diaper warm between her legs and thought: this is the first time I’ve been outside in seven weeks and I’m in a stroller being fed from a bottle in a public park and I don’t want to be anywhere else.

The diaper sagged during the walk home. Victoria noticed the change in gait — the diaper heavy and pulling, the waddle more pronounced even seated — and found a family restroom in a coffee shop. She unfolded the portable changing pad on the counter, lifted Megan onto it, and changed her with practiced ease while the espresso machine hissed on the other side of the wall and a line of people waited for their lattes two feet from the door.

The second outing came later that week. A restaurant. Private booth in the back. Victoria ordered for both of them. She fed Megan from a spoon — small bites, patient, wiping her chin with a napkin between each one. The bottle was disguised in an insulated tumbler. To anyone glancing over, it looked like a couple sharing a quiet dinner, one partner slightly more attentive than the other.

Megan messed during dessert. The morning suppository — still part of the routine, though increasingly unnecessary — hit at the worst possible moment. She felt the cramps, gripped the edge of the table, and filled the diaper in a slow, thorough wave while Victoria ate tiramisu and watched her with calm, knowing eyes.

She sat in it. Quietly. Face red. Hands in her lap. The smell was contained by the plastic pants and the thick padding, and nobody in the restaurant looked twice, and the waiter came with the check and Victoria paid and Megan sat in her soiled diaper and her sundress and her collar and waited to be taken home and changed.

In the car, Victoria reached over and rested her hand on the front of the diaper. Pressed gently through the dress. The padding was warm and heavy and full.

“Brave girl,” she said. “I’m so proud of you.”

The praise hit harder than any orgasm Victoria had ever given her. Megan’s eyes stung and she turned her face into the headrest and let the tears come, and Victoria drove with one hand and held Megan’s hand with the other, and the city blurred through the tinted glass.

On the walk from the parking garage to the elevator, Megan whispered from the stroller.

“Can we go to the park again tomorrow, Mommy?”

It was the first time she’d asked for something outside the nursery. The first time she’d expressed desire that pointed outward instead of inward, toward the world instead of away from it.

Victoria smiled and pushed the stroller into the elevator and pressed the top floor.

“Of course, baby.”


Chapter 13: The Test

Week Nine. Victoria presented the choice.

It was a Tuesday morning. Megan was on the changing table for her 11:00 a.m. change, legs up, diaper wet from a wetting she hadn’t noticed, pacifier bobbing, when Victoria’s hands paused mid-wipe.

“Look at me,” Victoria said.

Megan looked.

On the shelf beside the table, Victoria had placed two objects. On the left: a pair of cotton panties. Simple white cotton, size small, the kind you buy in a six-pack from a drugstore. Beside the panties: a blazer on a hanger, navy, professional, Megan’s old size. And a printed sheet of paper — a job listing. Junior analyst, comparable firm, competitive salary.

On the right: a new diaper. Not one of the standard ones from the supply shelf. This one was different. Custom-printed on the landing zone, in soft pink letters on the white padding, were two words: Mommy’s Permanent Girl.

Victoria stepped back and folded her arms.

“This is your door,” she said, nodding at the panties. Her voice was steady. Not cold. Not warm. Controlled. “If you want out, I’ll help you. Toilet training. Interviews. Independence. You can have your apartment back. Your career. Your friends. I’ll help you with every step and I won’t judge you for a second.”

She nodded at the diaper.

“Or.”

Silence. The nursery hummed with the white noise machine Victoria kept running at all times. The city murmured far below. The changing table was warm under Megan’s back.

Megan looked at the panties. She looked at them for a long time. She remembered what they felt like — thin cotton against skin, the elastic waistband, the ordinary everyday mundanity of underwear. She remembered the feeling of getting dressed in the morning and pulling on panties and not thinking about it at all, because panties were nothing, were invisible, were the absence of sensation.

She tried to imagine putting them on. Pulling them up. Feeling the thin fabric against her skin instead of the thick, warm, encompassing padding she’d worn every day for nine weeks. She tried to imagine the cotton where the diaper was. The emptiness where the fullness was. The silence where the crinkle was.

The thought made her physically nauseous.

She reached out and pushed the panties off the shelf. They fell to the floor, a small, sad pile of white cotton on the nursery tile.

Then she climbed back onto the changing surface. Positioned herself. Lifted her legs without being asked. Looked up at Victoria with eyes that were dry and clear and absolutely certain.

“Diaper me, Mommy. I’m done.”

Victoria’s composure broke. Not dramatically — she wasn’t a dramatic woman. But her eyes filled and her jaw tightened and her hands trembled slightly as she unfolded the custom diaper and slid it under Megan’s hips. She powdered her slowly, touched her gently, taped the diaper with care that shook.

When it was sealed — the words Mommy’s Permanent Girl pressed against Megan’s skin, invisible but present, a brand that nobody could see and everybody involved could feel — Victoria pulled her off the table and into her arms and held her so tight Megan could feel her heartbeat through both their chests.

The panties stayed on the floor.

Victoria picked them up later and dropped them in the trash.

That evening, Victoria took the key to Megan’s old apartment from a drawer in the hallway. She held it up so Megan could see it — a small brass key on a generic keychain, the most ordinary object in the world, the last physical artifact of Megan Cole’s independent life.

She walked to the garbage chute in the hallway and dropped it in.

Megan heard the distant clang as it fell. She smiled around her pacifier. The sound was the sound of a door closing that she never wanted opened again.


Chapter 14: The Contract

Victoria prepared the penthouse like a ceremony, because that’s what it was.

Candles on every surface — the countertops, the coffee table, the windowsills, dozens of them, filling the space with warm, flickering light that turned the glass walls into mirrors and made the city outside disappear. Flowers on the dining table — white peonies, fat and full and smelling like summer. Two glasses: a champagne flute for Victoria, a crystal baby bottle filled with sparkling cider for Megan.

And on the table, between the flowers: the contract.

Victoria had written it herself. Not in legalese — in language that was precise and tender and uncompromising, the way Victoria was about everything. Megan would learn later that she’d spent three weeks drafting it, revising it, sitting up late while Megan slept in the crib, getting every word right.

Megan was dressed in a white dress. Simple cotton, knee-length, with cap sleeves and a Peter Pan collar, the kind of dress a flower girl might wear if the flower girl were twenty-five and wearing the thickest diaper Victoria had ever put on her. The collar was polished, the tag gleaming. Her hair was done — Victoria had brushed it and pulled it back with a white ribbon that morning, and Megan had sat on the bathroom floor in her diaper and watched in the mirror and felt beautiful for the first time in her life.

Victoria wore black. Simple. Elegant. The inverse of Megan’s white — dark where she was light, sharp where she was soft, the two of them standing on opposite sides of the table like negative and positive, Mommy and baby, the one who holds and the one who is held.

“Sit,” Victoria said.

Megan sat. The diaper crinkled against the dining chair. The crystal bottle caught the candlelight and threw tiny rainbows across the white tablecloth.

Victoria read the contract aloud.

Permanent regression. No end date. No sunset clause. No trial period. Full dependency in all things — physical, emotional, financial, medical, personal. Victoria would make every decision. Victoria would control every aspect of Megan’s life, from what she ate to when she slept to what she wore to whether she was allowed to come. Megan surrendered all autonomy, all authority, all pretense of adulthood.

In return: Victoria would care for her completely. Would protect her. Would provide for her. Would hold her when she cried and change her when she was wet and love her with the fierce, consuming totality that only a Mommy could give. Would never leave. Would never abandon. Would never let go.

One clause, near the bottom, in different ink — added last, Megan would learn, on the final draft: a safe word. “Corner office.” Their private joke. It existed not for termination but for renegotiation, because love required a door, even if nobody ever planned to use it.

Victoria finished reading and placed the contract flat on the table and slid a pen across to Megan.

Megan looked at the contract. She looked at the pen. She looked at Victoria, standing across the table in the candlelight, composed and beautiful and waiting with the patience of someone who had been waiting for this moment since the first time she’d watched a bratty junior analyst stumble into a partners’ meeting eighteen minutes late and thought: I know what you need.

Megan signed.

Victoria signed.

Then Victoria produced the original HR agreement — the document Megan had signed in the corner office nine weeks ago, the corporate fiction that had started everything. She held it over the kitchen sink, lit a match, and let it burn. The paper curled and blackened and turned to ash, and the ash fell into the drain, and the professional framework that had built the bridge between them disappeared.

What was left was not professional. It was not corporate. It was not a program.

It was love. Complicated, consuming, unconventional, and permanent.

Victoria made love to her on the changing table. Slowly. Devastatingly. The white dress pushed up, the diaper pulled aside, Victoria’s mouth and hands moving over her with a reverence that made Megan feel holy. Both of them were crying — Victoria’s tears falling on Megan’s stomach, Megan’s tears running into her hair — and when Megan came it was with a sound that wasn’t a scream and wasn’t a moan but something deeper, something primal, something that sounded like the word Mommy spoken in a language older than English.

Afterward: fresh diaper. Overnight thickness. Locked plastic pants. The largest plug, inflated and locked, filling her completely. Victoria diapered her with hands that were still trembling, taped each side with care, and carried her to the crib.

They lay together. Victoria inside the crib with her, the space tight, their bodies pressed together, Megan’s head on Victoria’s chest, the collar warm against both their skins.

Victoria’s hand rested on Megan’s stomach. Low. Gentle.

“I’m going to breed you, baby,” she whispered. “When you’re ready.”

Megan pressed Victoria’s hand flat against her belly. The diaper crinkled. The plug pulsed. The candles in the other room flickered and died one by one, and the city outside the glass was dark and enormous and irrelevant.

“I’m ready, Mommy.”


Chapter 15: Permanent

Eight months later, the penthouse smelled like baby powder and peonies, and Megan’s belly was round with six months of pregnancy.

Victoria had arranged it with the same meticulous care she brought to everything. A donor selected with criteria Megan didn’t ask about and Victoria didn’t share. An insemination performed at home, Megan on the changing table with her legs in Victoria’s improvised stirrups, diaper beside her, Victoria’s hand holding hers through the entire process. They’d tried three times before the test came back positive. Victoria had cried. Megan had cried. They’d held each other on the nursery floor, both of them on their knees, Megan’s diaper wet, Victoria’s mascara ruined, laughing and sobbing at the same time.

The pregnancy had made everything more. The diapers more necessary — bladder pressure constant, capacity reduced, changes more frequent than ever. Megan wet almost continuously now, a slow, steady trickle that kept the padding warm and full, and Victoria changed her eight, nine, ten times a day with the same patience she’d shown on the first day in Suite 1440. The messing was daily, involuntary, her body loosened by pregnancy and months of unresisted dependency. The plug had been replaced with a smaller one for comfort, but it was still there, still present, still a reminder of who owned what.

Victoria worked from home now. She’d restructured her role at the firm — the managing partner could set her own schedule, and she’d set it around the nursery. Her laptop lived on the couch, and she worked while Megan colored in the playpen three feet away, or napped in the crib, or nursed from Victoria’s breast during the 3:00 p.m. feeding. Victoria’s supply had come in fully — months of supplements and regular nursing had done what they were designed to do, and Megan fed from her three times a day, latched and quiet, eyes closed, the world reduced to the taste of milk and the warmth of Mommy’s skin.

Nobody at the firm questioned the managing partner’s remote arrangement. Victoria Ashford did not invite questions.

Daily life had a rhythm as steady as a heartbeat. Morning: Victoria woke first, as always, and lowered the crib rail and changed Megan’s soaked overnight diaper with hands that knew every fold and surface by memory. Bottle. Breakfast in the high chair — softer foods now, easier on Megan’s stomach. Playpen time while Victoria answered emails. Mid-morning change. Nursing. Lunch, fed from a spoon. Nap in the crib, one hand on her belly, the white noise machine humming. Afternoon change. Snack. Stroller walk in the park — weather permitting, two or three times a week now, the circuit expanding as Megan grew more comfortable with the outside world. Dinner. Bath — Victoria bathed her every evening, the enormous tub filled with warm water and lavender oil, Megan’s pregnant belly rising above the surface while Victoria washed her hair and sang softly in a voice Megan had never heard anyone else hear. Training session — gentler now, with the pregnancy, but still present, Victoria’s hands and the vibe bringing her to edges and over them, orgasms earned and given and received like communion. Bedtime. Final change. Crib. Rail up.

The collar tag had been updated. It now read: Mommy’s Forever.

Victoria’s mother visited on a Sunday.

It had been carefully managed — weeks of preparation, a backstory polished to a shine. Victoria’s mother saw a loving couple — her daughter and her daughter’s partner, one pregnant, one protective. She saw the medical alert bracelet. She saw the “health condition” that required special accommodation. She saw the extra bedroom converted into what could, if you squinted and didn’t open the wrong drawers, pass for a nursery being prepared for the baby on the way.

She saw her daughter happy for the first time in years.

She didn’t ask questions. Mothers who love their children learn when not to ask questions, and Victoria’s mother loved her daughter, and that was enough.

Megan sat on the couch during the visit in a long dress that hid the diaper, the pacifier clipped to her collar but tucked inside the neckline, the plug on its lowest setting, Victoria’s hand on her knee. She smiled when spoken to and answered simple questions and let Victoria steer the conversation, and when Victoria’s mother left she kissed Megan on the cheek and said, “Take care of each other,” and Megan said, “We will,” and meant it completely.

Evening. The last scene.

Victoria changed Megan’s diaper for the last time that day. The nursery was warm. The white noise machine hummed. The city outside the windows was a field of lights stretching to the horizon, beautiful and distant and entirely irrelevant.

Megan lay on the changing table, belly round and tight under the soft cotton of her onesie. Pacifier bobbing. Eyes soft. The diaper was wet — she’d barely noticed, which was the whole point, which was the entire architecture of the life Victoria had built for her. Victoria untaped it, cleaned her with warm wipes, powdered her slowly, slid the fresh overnight diaper underneath her and taped it snug.

“Happy?” Victoria asked.

It was a question she asked every night. The same word, the same tone, the same pause while she waited for the answer. A ritual. A check-in. A door left open, every single night, in case the answer ever changed.

Megan touched her collar. Felt the tag against her fingertip — Mommy’s Forever. Touched her belly. Felt the baby shift inside her, a small movement, a foot or a hand pressing outward against the wall of the world it would soon enter.

She looked up at Victoria. Standing over her in the warm light, hands still resting on the diaper tapes, gray eyes steady and full and patient. The woman who had seen a drowning girl in a glass tower and pulled her out. The woman who had stripped away every layer of pretense and performance and professional ambition and found, underneath it all, a baby who just wanted to be held.

“Home,” Megan said.

Victoria lifted her from the table. Carried her to the crib. Laid her down on the crinkly mattress and placed the bear in the crook of her arm and pulled the blanket up and smoothed her hair.

Rail up. Click.

Lights off.

Crinkling in the dark. The soft sound of a pacifier. The white noise machine humming.

Two heartbeats inside Megan’s body. Soon three.

And in the nursery, in the crib, in the dark, in the diaper, in Victoria’s world: home.

THE END
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The Whisper Beyond the Page
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From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.
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