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Introduction










The first leak was during a budget meeting.










Damien froze.










Mid-sentence. Mid-slide. Mid-spreadsheet projection.










There was no sound—just the horrible warmth spreading across his crotch. The diaper puffed silently beneath his slacks. Swollen. Squishy. Obvious, if anyone looked too closely.










He didn’t look up.










Didn’t breathe.










Didn’t dare glance at her.










But he could

 

feel


 
her gaze. Ms. Kain. VP of Strategy. Black heels crossed beneath the table. Black pencil skirt. Perfect posture. Red lips curved like a secret.










She didn’t blink.










She didn’t interrupt.










But she smiled.










Just slightly.










Like she knew.










Like she’d been

 

waiting


 
for it.














Damien had no idea how it had come to this.










Three weeks ago, he was a clean-cut intern. Nervous. Eager. Desperate to prove himself. The kind who stayed late, double-checked every comma, and smiled too much.










Ms. Kain had noticed.










Called him “thorough.”










Then “disciplined.”










Then “pliable.”










He didn’t know what that meant at the time.










Now? He did.














The changes came slowly.










At first, she complimented his “hydration discipline.”










Then she restricted bathroom breaks.










Then she introduced the “focus chair”—an ergonomic seat designed to keep him productive during “full-pressure” work sessions. It had no opening. No release. Just tight, firm padding and a humiliating pressure beneath his waistband.










He leaked for the first time during a quarterly review draft.










She clapped once. Quietly.










“Efficient,” she said.














The diapers followed.










At first, he thought they were optional. Then she slid a contract across his desk:













Performance Tier Elevation Program






Participant agrees to continuous wear during work hours. Participant forfeits toilet access. Obedience and silence required. Rewards include remote access privileges, leash-free cubicle access, and limited use of voice during calls.















He signed it.










Because she was watching.










Because he was hard.










Because he didn’t know what else to do.














Now?










Now he was hers.










Plugged.










Leashed under his desk.










Diapered from 9 to 5.










And about to be called into her office for a “one-on-one feedback session.”










He didn’t know what she’d strap on.










But he knew one thing for sure:










He’d leave the meeting wetter than he walked in.









Chapter One: The Application














Damien wasn’t looking for anything

 

weird


 
.










He just needed a job.










Rent was late again. His savings were gone. The city drained him faster than he’d expected, and his degree in communications hadn’t opened any doors—just bills. He was overqualified for retail and underqualified for every “real” job that offered benefits. Even the coffee shop he'd interviewed at ghosted him after his second trial shift.










So when he saw the listing for

 

“Elite Executive Apprentice – Confidential Corporate Environment”


 
, he didn’t hesitate.










The pay was triple minimum wage. The location was downtown. And the listing had the kind of vague but important-sounding language he’d learned to chase.













Seeking candidates willing to undergo intensive onboarding for a unique productivity culture. Extreme discipline, loyalty, and obedience are rewarded. Long-term career growth guaranteed.















“Obedience,” he chuckled at the time. “What is this, a cult?”










He clicked

 

Apply


 
.














The application was strange.










No résumé upload. No references.










Just a 20-minute personality test.










Questions like:













Do you prefer to lead or follow instructions?






How do you feel about giving up certain habits for success?






Would you thrive in a controlled, quiet, highly structured workspace?






Can you function effectively with limited autonomy for extended periods?















He ticked

 

yes


 
more times than he was proud of.










He was tired. Tired of failing. Tired of deciding everything on his own. Tired of the chaos.










And the idea of someone else taking over for a while?










Weirdly... comforting.














The email came that night.













CONFIDENTIAL INTERVIEW INVITATION






Congratulations. You’ve been selected for our Executive Assessment Program. Report to 801-A, Kain Strategies Inc., Wednesday at 7:30 AM sharp. Business attire. Bring a pen.















He checked the company online.










No website.










Just a LinkedIn profile for

 

Ms. Cassandra Kain


 
. VP. Strategy consultant. Six hundred connections, no posts.










That should’ve been a red flag.










It wasn’t.










Not to Damien.










He shaved. Printed fake business cards. Woke up at 5 AM to iron his only decent shirt.










He needed this.










Even if it was weird.










Even if it felt... off.














The office was too quiet.










No receptionist.










No background noise.










Just clean marble floors, mirrored walls, and a hallway that smelled like leather and money.










He was the only one in the waiting room.










At 7:30 sharp, the door opened.










She stepped out.










And nothing would be the same again.














Cassandra Kain didn’t smile.










She didn’t shake his hand.










She just looked at him—up and down—with sharp, black-lined eyes and lips painted the color of blood.










Her blouse was buttoned high. Her heels clicked like they were counting down.










She said three words:










“Come. Don’t speak.”










He followed.










Didn’t ask why.










Didn’t protest when she locked the door behind him.














The interview wasn’t normal.










There were no questions about his résumé.










She didn’t ask where he went to school.










She didn’t offer coffee.










Instead, she handed him a pen.










And a thirty-page onboarding packet.












“You’ve been pre-selected,” she said. “This is your contract. Do not skim. Do not stall. Sign each page. Then kneel.”














He laughed.










She didn’t.










He signed.










Because something in her voice made his cock twitch.










Because he hadn’t eaten in twelve hours.










Because he didn’t want to think anymore.














He didn’t remember all the clauses.










But one stuck out—briefly.













SECTION 7C:






Participant consents to behavior-based productivity enforcement. Employer may implement tools, restrictions, or physical containment as deemed appropriate to maintain focus and minimize interruptions.















He paused.










Raised a brow.










“You want me to sit still, right?” he asked, trying to joke.










She stared.










“Sign.”










He did.














When he looked up, she was holding a leather collar in one hand and a silver bell in the other.










“I’ll call you when I need you,” she said. “Until then, be still. Be quiet. And remember—everything you surrender becomes mine to manage.”










He didn’t move.










Didn’t speak.










Didn’t notice how wet he was getting.










Just nodded.










And the door closed behind him.









Chapter Two: Control Starts Quiet














The chair was warm.










Too warm.










It cradled his hips in a way no ergonomic office seat should. The cushion was firm but curved, pressing gently upward against the center of his slacks—constantly reminding him how exposed he really was.










Damien shifted, squirmed.










Then stilled.










The first rule had already been set.













Sit. Don’t move. Don’t ask. Obey.



















Ms. Kain’s voice was soft through the intercom.










“Hydration is focus.”










A small hatch beside the desk opened.










Inside: a steel thermos marked

 

INTAKE SCHEDULE


 
. It was full.










He took a sip.










Bland. Cool. Slightly salty?










The label read:













Minimum required: 3 full bottles by 3 PM.






Any attempt to leave your chair without permission triggers a performance penalty.















Damien blinked.










“Triggers?” he whispered.










The chair buzzed once—low and sudden—against his ass.










He jolted.










Then drank.














By 1:15, he was squirming.










His bladder was full.










His pulse was racing.










He tapped the call button.










No response.










Tapped again.










Nothing.










Then the screen on his monitor lit up:













Discipline requires endurance. You’ll be evaluated at 2 PM. Hold it like a professional.















He whimpered.










His legs pressed together.










The pressure built.














When the clock struck 2:00, she entered.










He tried to stand.










“Don’t,” she said.










He froze.










She walked to him slowly, clicking across the polished floor in heels that should’ve sounded like a countdown.










When she reached him, she circled once.










Then leaned down and pressed her hand firmly against his lower stomach.










He flinched.










She smiled.










“Still dry?”










He nodded.










She whispered:










“Not for long.”














The buzz came from the chair.










Louder this time.










A thrum against his plug—wait,

 

plug?











His eyes widened.










She smiled wider.










“You didn’t feel it yet? Oh sweetheart… this is just the onboarding phase.”










He gasped.










And he leaked.










Right there in the chair.










The warmth spread slowly. Silently.










And she watched it all.














“I want you to remember something,” she said, holding her phone up.










Snap.










A photo.










Her eyes didn’t blink.










“This isn’t a threat. It’s a reminder.”










He stared.










“What—what reminder?”










She leaned close.










“You’ll stay obedient. Not because you’re scared. But because we both know—

 

you need this.


 
”










Then she turned.










And left.










The screen lit up again.













Do not attempt to clean yourself.






You will be changed when I say.






Until then, focus.















And Damien sat there.










Soaked.










Shaking.










Hard.










Trapped.









Chapter Three: Optimization Protocol














There was no knock.










Just the soft hiss of the office door sliding open.










Damien hadn’t moved in over an hour. His slacks were soaked. His thighs sticky. The humiliation was no longer sharp — it had settled into something quieter. Numb. Heavy.










He didn’t look up.










He didn’t speak.










He just sat in it.










Just like she told him to.














Ms. Kain entered alone.










No gloves.










No expression.










Just a tablet in one hand and a folded white bundle in the other.










She placed both on the desk in front of him.










The bundle looked thick.










Too thick.










He knew what it was before she even spoke.














“Your productivity dipped 18% between the first and second accident,” she said flatly, scrolling. “That’s unacceptable.”










He blinked. “Accident—?”










She raised a hand.










“You don’t get to speak during reviews.”










He swallowed his words.










The tablet flashed.










A graph appeared.










It showed his bathroom schedule — or rather, the lack of one.














“I’ve reviewed your focus logs, stress telemetry, and hydration cycles,” she continued. “Bladder control has proven disruptive. Emotionally and physically.”










She turned the screen toward him.













SOLUTION: CONTAINMENT INTEGRATION – PHASE ONE






Status: Mandatory






Tool: Disposable Work Padding (Model D-49)






Privacy Layer: Locked






Control Level: Tier 2 Initiated















She picked up the diaper.










And met his eyes.










“This is not punishment.”










She smiled faintly.










“This is optimization.”














She made him strip in silence.










Not in the bathroom. Not behind a screen.










Right there.










In the chair.










In the light.










With the windows still partially open.










Every button undone felt like a countdown.










His cock throbbed.










Not from desire.










From

 

fear


 
.










From helplessness.














She didn’t move fast.










She laid him on the mat beside the desk.










Unfolded the diaper with clinical precision.










Powder. Wipes. The gentle rustle of plastic.










Then her gloved fingers wrapped around him.










Wiped him clean.










Like he was an object.










Like it was routine.










Like it was

 

policy.















He tried to speak.










To ask something.










To plead.










But the gag came first.










A soft silicone bit, locked behind his head.










Her voice never changed.










“Containment protocol initialized.”










The tapes came next.










Four tight snaps.










His cock disappeared beneath it.










His identity followed.














She stood over him.










Looked down at her newest asset.










And tapped the screen once more.













Obedience Level: Updating…















“Welcome to Tier Two,” she said.










Then pressed a remote.










The diaper pulsed.










Not from a leak.










From a plug.










He moaned.










She smiled.










“Good. Still responsive.”














He laid there.










Gagged.










Diapered.










Plugged.










And so, so hard.










And she whispered:










“You won’t need the toilet again.




You’ll need permission.




And eventually…”










Her heel pressed to the crotch of his padding.










“You’ll need

 

me.


 
”









Chapter Four: The New Normal














The next morning, his desk was different.










No chair—just a padded kneeling mat.










No water bottle—just a 2-liter sippy jug labeled

 

FOCUS FLUID


 
.










And no privacy.










His cubicle walls had been lowered.










Anyone walking by could see everything from the waist up.










The diapers stayed hidden—barely.










But he could feel the padding swell between his legs.










And worse, he could feel her watching.














Ms. Kain didn’t speak to him until noon.










She only sent messages.










Cold. Mechanical. Constant.













Hydration Reminder: Sip 250ml now.






Posture Alert: Straighten spine. Knees apart.






Leak Detected: Stay still. Praise will be given.















He didn’t even remember leaking.










He only remembered the plug buzzing in short, teasing pulses and the heat spreading across his thighs.










By the time she appeared behind him, his legs were trembling.














She placed a hand on his shoulder.










Didn’t say a word.










Just pressed the button on the small device clipped to her hip.










The plug inside him came to life.










Slow. Deep. Unavoidable.










He whimpered, eyes fluttering.










Her mouth hovered near his ear.










“You’re showing 9% more efficiency since containment began,” she whispered.










“Keep it up, and I might let you cum in the next fiscal quarter.”










Then she was gone.










And he was leaking again.














At 2:00 PM, she called him in for his

 

Performance Review


 
.










He waddled into her office.










The diapers crinkled with every step.










He was gagged again—standard for review hours.










On her desk sat a printed report:













SUBJECT: DAMIEN S.






BEHAVIORAL METRICS – WEEK 1















She flipped through the pages.










“Focus: 7% increase.”




“Interruptions: Down to zero.”




“Leak Frequency: Stabilized at 2.7/hr.”




“Orgasm Control: Perfect. No unauthorized releases.”










She looked up.










Smiled.










“You’re becoming such a good little asset.”














Then came the humiliation.










She pressed a button.










The office speaker crackled.










A voice came through.












“Hi, uh… Ms. Kain? This is Rachel from HR. Just… curious. What’s up with the new intern’s seating arrangement?”














Ms. Kain stared at him as she replied.










“Performance protocol. Confidential.”












“Oh. Right. He just… he kind of waddles. And there’s a… smell.”














He turned bright red.










She ended the call.










Didn’t flinch.










Didn’t apologize.










She leaned forward.










“You’re being noticed,” she said. “Which means it’s time to own what you are.”










She walked to the filing cabinet.










Pulled something out.










Dropped it on the desk.










It was pink.










It crinkled.










It had his name printed on the front.













Intern Damien – Tier 3 Use Only



















“Tomorrow,” she said, “you wear this.”










“Tomorrow, we raise the stakes.”










And with a flick of her finger—










the plug pulsed again.









Chapter Five: Full Exposure














The pink diaper wasn’t optional.










It was thicker than the last.










Softer.










And impossible to hide beneath slacks.










He stood in front of the full-length mirror in Ms. Kain’s private office, arms behind his back, trying not to look at his reflection. But the tapes were snug, the bulge unmistakable.










The print across the front said

 

“Intern Baby Damien – Property of K.”











She made him read it.










Out loud.










Then made him thank her.














At 9:00 AM, the all-staff meeting began.










The entire floor assembled in the large glass-walled conference room. Damien was last to arrive. Ms. Kain called him from her office personally.










“Bring the report,” she said.










“And wear your new uniform.”










He blinked.










“I—I can’t—”










Buzz.










The plug pulsed inside him.










He gasped.










“Y-Yes, ma’am…”














He waddled into the room in silence.










White dress shirt.










No pants.










Just the pink diaper taped around his hips, cock visibly caged beneath it, cheeks burning, thighs squishing with every step.










Dozens of eyes turned.










Conversations stopped.










Someone coughed.










Someone else whispered.










Ms. Kain stood at the head of the table, perfectly composed.










“Don’t mind him,” she said. “Intern Damien is in an advanced productivity program.”










She didn’t explain.










She didn’t have to.










She pointed to a seat beside her.










He sat.










Crinkled.










And leaked.














The meeting began.










Quarterly reviews. Projections. Slide decks.










He couldn’t focus.










The plug throbbed every time she said his name.










The diaper swelled beneath him.










And when she slid a hand down beneath the table and pressed one sharp red fingernail into the front of his padding?










He nearly moaned.














Then came his report.










She pulled up the dashboard.













Intern Damien S.






Focus score: 91%






Bladder yield: 3.3/hr






Unauthorized vocalizations: 2 (pending penalty)






Cage compliance: 100%















She turned to him.










“In front of everyone,” she said quietly, “you’ll say thank you for your metrics.”










He shook.










Couldn’t speak.










She nodded.










“Then I’ll make you cum in that diaper.”










He gasped.










Her foot slid between his thighs.










Rubbed.










Pressed.










Teased.










The plug buzzed—hard.










She pressed her heel to the cage.










Everyone else kept watching the screen.










But he—










He came.










Right there.










Soaked.










Trapped.










Ruined.














She stood.










“Intern dismissed.”










He waddled out in silence.










Leaking.










Burning.










Owned.









Chapter Six: Containment Retreat














The invitation arrived at 5:55 PM.










A sealed white envelope slid under his desk.










No return address. No name.










Just one sentence on the front:













Containment Weekend Protocol – Do Not Decline















He opened it with trembling hands.










Inside: a list.










●

 
       

 
Report to the 58th floor by 8:00 PM sharp



 









●

 
       

 
Bring nothing



 









●

 
       

 
Wear collar and pacifier



 









●

 
       

 
Do not attempt to speak until spoken to



 









●

 
       

 
Stay plugged



 









Below that, in her delicate cursive:













This is not a punishment, Damien. It’s your reward.



















The 58th floor was empty.










All marble and hush.










She opened the door before he could knock.










Ms. Kain wore a long black robe, tied loose at the waist. Her legs bare. Her hair pinned back. Her eyes unreadable.










She didn’t say “come in.”










She just stepped aside.










And he entered.














The penthouse was sterile. Cold. Soft lighting. A single chair in the center of the room—one she pointed to without a word.










He knelt beside it.










She nodded.










A click.










The plug inside him buzzed to life.










Then stopped.










A warning.










He froze.










She disappeared into another room.














When she returned, she held a leather case.










She opened it slowly, placing each item onto a velvet-lined tray like surgical tools:










●

 
       

 
A larger plug. Thick. Heavy.



 









●

 
       

 
A pink leather collar with gold lettering:

 

OBEDIENT




 









●

 
       

 
A chrome chastity cage with a heart-shaped padlock



 









●

 
       

 
Two tracking tags



 









●

 
       

 
And a brand-new pacifier gag with his name engraved in the shield



 












SQUIRM



















She took her time.










Removed his old plug. Replaced it with the new one—slow, unlubed, whispering “You’ve earned this stretch.”










She locked the cage back on—tighter.










“Until you earn release again, this is your cock’s new home.”










Then she fitted the collar.










Tugged it once.










“Looks better than your résumé ever did.”










And finally, she slid the pacifier in.










Clipped it to the collar.










“Silence is power.”














The next twelve hours blurred.










He was restrained on her obedience mat.










Plugged. Gagged. Diapered.










Strapped down and stimulated only by her voice, her fingers, and the data from his own focus metrics displayed on her tablet.










When he squirmed too much, she scolded him.










When he stayed still, she cooed.










And when he cried?










She kissed his forehead and whispered:










“Good boys leak.”














She slept beside him, fully clothed, with one hand resting casually on his diapered crotch.










He didn’t sleep.










He pulsed.










And when the sun rose?










She handed him a soft onesie.










Snapped it closed herself.










And said:












“You’re not my intern anymore.




You’re my asset.




And I’ll file you under

 

irrevocable.


 
”













Chapter Seven: The Replacement














The elevator ride felt different now.










Not just the diaper beneath his slacks. Not just the pink onesie hidden under his shirt. Not even the tug of the collar under his tie.










It was the silence.










The weight of

 

belonging


 
.










He wasn’t nervous.










He wasn’t proud.










He just

 

was


 
.










And Ms. Kain’s voice echoed in his head with every chime of the elevator:












“You don’t return to work.




You return to serve.”


















The office hadn’t changed.










But he had.










Every desk felt like a stage.










Every eye felt sharper.










No one asked about his gait anymore.










They

 

knew


 
something.










They just didn’t know what.










Yet.














At 9:15 AM, Ms. Kain summoned him.










He entered her office, head lowered, hands behind his back.










She didn’t look up from her screen.










“Your leash,” she said calmly.










He clipped it on himself.










The buckle clicked.










“Now sit. We have a new trainee.”










His heart stuttered.














The door opened.










And in walked…

 

her


 
.










Younger.










Fresh-faced.










Pretty.










Wearing the same business-casual uniform Damien had worn on his first day.










She froze when she saw him kneeling beside the desk, collared and silent, a leash trailing to the floor.










Ms. Kain didn’t flinch.










“This is Damien. My personal productivity asset.”










The girl blinked. “I—I thought he was the intern?”










“He was,” Ms. Kain said. “Now he’s yours.”














Damien looked up.










Met the girl’s eyes.










She looked confused.










Then intrigued.










Then… delighted.










“You mean I train

 

him


 
?” she asked, almost giddy.










Ms. Kain smiled.










“He’ll teach you obedience.




He’ll show you what happens when you leak before permission.




And you’ll be graded on how efficiently you

 

use


 
him.”










She walked around the desk.










Handed the girl a remote.










And turned to Damien.










“Kiss her shoe.”










He did.














Later that afternoon, the girl pressed the plug remote just to see what happened.










He whimpered.










Leaked.










And she laughed.










“You’re really trained,” she said.










Then whispered:










“I can’t wait to break you further.”









Chapter Eight: Trained and Used














She introduced herself as

 

Mira


 
.










Twenty-two.










Ambitious.










And already addicted to power.










By Tuesday, she had claimed her spot in the office—right beside Ms. Kain’s, with a velvet-lined chair and full access to Damien’s control app.










By Wednesday, she was calling him

 

“it.”















“Sit, it.”










“Open wider, it.”










“Leak for me, it.”










He obeyed.










Of course he did.










He was hers now.










Just like Ms. Kain promised.














She learned quickly.










Ms. Kain encouraged creativity.










“Don’t just observe his obedience,” she said, sipping coffee as Mira flicked the remote, “shape it.”










And Mira did.










She renamed his plug settings.










●

 
       

 

Squirm Mode




 









●

 
       

 

Training Pulse




 









●

 
       

 

Punishment Surge




 









She found the edge buzz setting on day three.










And made him hold the edge for

 

eleven minutes


 
.










Without hands.










With a bottle between his lips.










And her heel against his caged cock.














Every mistake Mira made?










He paid for it.










Missed a deadline? Plug surge.










Flubbed a pitch? Paddle session at lunch.










Forgot a meeting? Diaper change in the copy room—with the door propped open.










And when she succeeded?










He was rewarded too.










Sort of.










A longer leash.










More padding.










The right to beg.










But never to cum.














On Friday, Mira brought in her friends.










“Can I show them?” she asked Ms. Kain, twirling the plug remote.










Ms. Kain shrugged.










“He’s yours now.”










They gathered around his kneeling body like art critics.










Pointed.










Laughed.










One dared to touch the bulge in his soaked diaper.










He moaned.










They applauded.














That night, she cuffed him to her desk.










Pressed the plug to redline.










And whispered:










“You were the intern.




Now you’re the lesson.”










And he cried into the mat…










while she edged him with one hand…










and typed a performance review with the other.









Chapter Nine: Asset on Display














The retreat invitation said “business casual.”










For Damien, that meant no pants.










Just a crisp white button-down tucked into his

 

thickest diaper yet


 
, the pink one with

 

“PROPERTY OF KAIN STRATEGIES”


 
printed across the back.










His plug was locked in.










His leash was packed.










Mira double-checked his tags.










One clipped to his collar:

 

Asset: Damien S.





One pinned to his diaper:

 

Containment Protocol Level 4















The retreat center was glass-walled, open concept—

 

no privacy


 
anywhere.










Executives mingled. Charts glowed on massive displays. Every breakout room had plush chairs, mood lighting, and refreshments.










Mira arrived in heels and a slim black suit.










Damien crawled beside her.










Leashed. Silent.










And

 

visibly leaking


 
by the time they entered the welcome hall.














The program director approached.










“Ah. The case study.”










Mira smiled. “Fully compliant. Gagged and ready for demonstration.”










The director nodded.










“Put him in the Productivity Zone. We’ll begin with his obedience metrics.”














He was positioned on a low platform in the center of the room.










Four cameras surrounded him.










His plug synced with the display above.











LIVE READOUT:











●

 
       

 
Focus: 94%



 









●

 
       

 
Leak Volume: 6.2 oz/hr



 









●

 
       

 
Unauthorized Movement: 0



 









●

 
       

 
Cage Integrity: Locked



 









●

 
       

 
Cum Permission: Not Granted



 













Mira took the mic.










“Ladies and gentlemen—today I present our firm’s most successful application of containment-based productivity theory.”










She gestured to him.










“This asset once applied for a communications internship. Today, he communicates only in moans.”










Laughter.










Applause.










Damien flushed.










The plug buzzed.














Mira circled him like a trainer showing off a prized show dog.










“He is fully toilet-free. Fully plug-trained. And capable of completing over four hours of silent work while soaked, stuffed, and desperate.”










The screen above changed.












LIVE EDGE COUNT: 7




TIME SINCE LAST RELEASE: 14 days














Gasps.










Someone from Legal raised a hand.










“Can you demonstrate?”










Mira smirked.










“With pleasure.”














She slid behind him.










Pressed the plug remote.










Held the mic to his mouth.










“Let’s listen to what gratitude sounds like.”










He sobbed.










She edged him onstage in front of a dozen department heads.










And when he finally gasped—










Begged—










Leaked down his thighs—










She whispered:










“Not yet.”










And the plug stopped.














He collapsed forward.










The diaper squished beneath him.










The audience stood and clapped.










Someone offered Mira a promotion.










Ms. Kain smiled from the back of the room.









Chapter Ten: Reclassified














The HR office smelled like disinfectant and leather.










Damien stood in the center—naked except for his diaper and collar, plug locked deep, leash coiled at his feet. Mira sat behind the desk, heels propped casually on the keyboard tray. Ms. Kain stood to the side, arms folded, expression unreadable.










The woman from Legal typed silently in the corner.










No one looked surprised.










No one asked him how he felt.










This wasn’t

 

his


 
meeting.














Mira opened a document on the screen.










“Subject Damien S., previously classified as Intern, now falls under Kain Strategies Asset Directive 7-G.”










She turned to him.










“Do you understand what that means, squishy?”










He nodded.










Mira smiled.










“Say it.”










“I… I’m not an employee anymore.”










She leaned forward.










“Say what you are.”










He swallowed.










“I’m an asset.”










“Louder.”










“I’m property.”














The lawyer didn’t blink.










Just scrolled to the bottom of the page.













Status Change:





EMPLOYEE → CONTAINED ASSET

















Authorized Roles:















●

 
       

 
Obedience Model



 









●

 
       

 
Containment Subject



 









●

 
       

 
Training Demonstrator



 









●

 
       

 
Controlled Leak Subject (Public Safe Zones Only)



 












Ownership:





Cassandra Kain, Executive Director




Mira Elin, Behavioral Coach














She handed Mira a stylus.










“Signature here confirms ownership transfer.”










Mira signed with a flourish.














Ms. Kain stepped forward.










Held out the new collar.










It was heavier.










Black leather, reinforced.










Gold tag engraved:













PROPERTY - DO NOT UNLOCK






KAIN STRATEGIES INTERNAL ASSET















She buckled it herself.










Slow.










Deliberate.










Then she kissed his forehead.










“You’ve been optimized,” she whispered.










“Now you’ll stay useful.”














That night, he was moved into his new cubicle.










It wasn’t a desk.










It was a cage.










Lined in padding.










With a keyboard, a feeding tube, and his control plug dock synced to Mira’s watch.










He didn’t resist.










Didn’t beg.










Just leaked softly, face pressed to the floor.










And when Mira came by to lock the cage behind her, strapon strapped tight, and whispered:










“Time for your end-of-day deposit,”










he moaned into her boot…










and came without even being touched.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.









Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.
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cover.jpeg
AUTHOR: POLLY
BANE






