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Chapter 1: The Hiss Between Tracks

The confirmation email lit my phone at 11:58, green checkmark, twelve ninety-nine charged, download ready. Thirty floors below, the city grid kept shining like it had already picked the man who would win Meridian. Day one of thirty. Twenty-nine left before the board locked the promotion packet and my name either rode to the top or drowned in someone else's deck.

I tapped download twice because the first tap stuck. Performance audio. Anonymous vendor. No reviews worth trusting, only a tag line about focus and deep recovery for people who outwork sleep. I told myself that was me. I told myself this was the same as protein powder or a standing desk, another edge I could buy while the rivals went home to their wives and their eight hours.

My apartment was glass on three sides. I hit the blind switch and the walls went dead black. The air got warmer when the city stopped staring in. I cleared the couch, killed the overhead, left one lamp on low so I could still read my own face in the dark screen of the laptop I wasn't opening tonight. Headphones next. Noise-canceling, over-ear, the kind that seals your skull shut.

The file sat in a folder called FOCUS_01. I started track one.

A woman's voice, flat and professional, counted breaths. In for four. Hold. Out for six. My shoulders stayed high anyway. She talked about clarity and executive function. I mouthed the words along with her because that's what winners do. They perform even when nobody watches.

Between segment two and three the audio cut to hiss.

Static filled both ears, thin at first, then thicker, like sand poured into my head. My thumb hovered over pause. Curiosity won. I wanted to know if the file was corrupted so I could demand a refund and still feel superior to the idiots who bought magic.

The hiss thinned.

"Marcus."

Warm. Close. Like a mouth at the inside of the headphones, not a studio mic across a room.

My hand jerked off the trackpad. No one in the apartment. No one on the lease but me.

"You bought this to sharpen yourself," she said. Amused, not angry. "Good. Keep that story. It will make the rest easier."

I ripped the headphones off. My ears rang with nothing. My cock stirred in my slacks anyway, fast, before I could call it stress or caffeine or the heat from the blinds.

I put the headphones back on.

Silence for three heartbeats. Then her again.

"You will do exactly as I say."

Not a question. Not a negotiation. A line dropped into my chest like a weight.

"I'm Vera," she said. "You don't need to see me yet. You need to listen. Day one of thirty. You want Meridian. You want to be the analyst who never blinks. You're going to give me your nights so your days stay perfect. Nod if you understand."

I didn't nod. My jaw locked. Some part of me still had teeth.

"Lie back," Vera said.

I stayed upright on the couch.

"Lie back or stop the file and lose the edge you paid for. Pick."

Defiant curiosity sat in my throat like a stone I kept swallowing. I wanted to know what happened if I obeyed a voice out of static. I wanted to know what kind of man I was if my dick got hard from a name I never gave anyone.

I lay back. The couch leather stuck to my shirt.

"Good boy," she said, and the words hit my cock harder than the professional narrator ever had. "Breathe. Slow. Let your shoulders drop. I'm turning the temperature down in your head. Not sleep yet. Softening."

The lamp warmth on my skin turned distant. My thoughts went syrupy at the edges. I still knew my promotion model, the rival deck from logistics. Those numbers slid away from the front of my skull like files moved to archive.

"Hands on your thighs," Vera said.

My hands landed on denim. Pulse hammered in my fingertips.

"Don't touch your cock yet. You rush. That's why you need me. Slide your palms up. Feel how your body wants to be handled."

Humiliation crawled up my jaw. I slid my palms up my thighs anyway. The friction through fabric pulled a sound out of me I didn't mean to make.

"You're listening so well," she murmured. "Static between tracks is where I live. You will come back here every night after midnight. Blinds down. Headphones on. No skipping the hiss. That's where I rewrite you."

I should have thrown the laptop across the room. I should have called IT security and traced the vendor. Instead I spread my legs wider because her voice made space between my knees without touching me.

"Open the shipment by your door," she said.

I sat up. "How do you know about a shipment?"

"Open it."

The box had been there since afternoon. I'd stepped over it after work, telling myself I'd unpack tomorrow. Brown cardboard, no logo, same anonymous seller.

I dragged it in. Tape screamed as I cut it.

Inside: one pack of thick adult diapers, white, crinkling when I lifted them. A sealed bottle of lube. A small black vibrator with a cord. A note card with one printed line: For focus sessions only.

My face went hot. This wasn't productivity. This was a joke somebody was playing on me.

"Put the diaper on," Vera said in my ears. I'd put the headphones back without thinking. "Tape side front. Stand in front of the mirror if you need to. I want you thick between the legs before we continue track one."

"I'm not wearing that."

"You already paid. You already lied to yourself. Put it on or admit you're afraid of what winning costs."

Meridian flashed behind my eyes. Twenty-nine days. The man who flinched lost.

I stripped in the bathroom mirror. Cock half hard, stupid and obvious. I unfolded the diaper. It was huge, padded, obscene on a grown man's hips. The crinkle when I stepped into it was loud enough to make me flinch. I taped it snug. The bulk forced my thighs apart. Warm plastic against my balls. The shame was a fist in my gut and my dick jumped against the inner lining like it had been waiting for this humiliation.

"Look at yourself," Vera said.

I looked. Padded. Ridiculous. My sharp suit body turned into a soft outline.

"Say it out loud. What are you wearing?"

My mouth stayed shut.

"Say it or I stop speaking and you go back to the boring woman who can't make you come."

The crude threat landed in my balls. I hated that it worked.

"I'm wearing a diaper," I said to the mirror.

"Again."

"I'm wearing a diaper."

"Good. Back to the couch. Track one resumes in ten seconds. Your hands go inside the waistband when I count."

I waddled back, crinkle with every step, shame prickling under my collar. The professional narrator returned, breath counts, focus mantras. Under it, Vera's whisper threaded the hiss.

"…three… two… one. Hands inside."

My fingers slid under the tape. Skin on plastic. My cock throbbed in my grip.

"Slow strokes. Name what you are while you do it."

"I'm…" The word stuck. "I'm a man in a diaper listening to a voice."

"Louder."

"I'm a man in a diaper jerking off to static."

"Better. Faster now."

The vibrator sat on the couch arm. I hadn't plugged it in. Vera clicked in my ear like she could see my hesitation.

"Use the toy on your balls. Low setting. Don't come."

I plugged it in. Buzz against my sack through the diaper. The vibration spread low and wet. My hips rolled without permission.

"Edge," she said. "Bring yourself to the line and stop. You don't come until I allow it. That's two weeks of rivals you outlast in a single night if you obey."

I stroked hard, then froze at the brink. Cock leaking, slick on my thumb. The diaper crinkled each time my thighs shook. Stop. Breathe. Start again. Stop. My abs cramped from holding back.

"Beg me," Vera said.

"I'm not begging a recording."

"It's live enough that you're dripping. Beg or stay hard and aching until dawn."

"Please let me come." The words scraped out. "Please, Vera."

"Not yet. Slide two fingers behind your balls. Press. Feel how full you are."

I pressed. A broken noise tore loose. The vibrator hummed. My hole clenched around nothing, greedy and wrong, and that wrongness made me harder.

"You're going to wet for me once before track one ends," she said. "Not in the toilet. In the diaper. Warm. Helpless. You lose control on my count."

"No."

"Yes. Meridian wants a machine. Machines don't leak. You're learning what you actually are. Five. Four."

My bladder had been fine a minute ago. Now it cramped like her voice had a hand on it.

"Three."

I squeezed my thighs. The diaper bulk trapped the pressure.

"Two."

"I'm not doing this."

"One. Let go."

Piss burst out of me. Hot flood spreading in the diaper, heavy and immediate. The diaper sagged, warm weight pulling at my hips. I moaned, cock still in my fist, shame so sharp it tipped straight into need.

"Stroke," Vera ordered. "Come in the wet. Thank me when you finish."

I pumped fast. The soaked diaper squelched against my palm. Obscene wet sound. Piss-warm diaper grinding my cock. I came hard, cum shooting into the tapes and my hand, hips jerking off the couch leather. "Thank you, Vera," I gasped before I could bite it back.

"One," she said calmly. "Again. Don't clean up. Don't stop touching."

My cock stayed sensitive, twitching. The vibrator on my balls felt cruel. I whimpered and kept stroking.

"Say what you are."

"Diaper slut." My voice broke. "I'm a piss-soaked diaper slut coming in my own mess."

"Good boy. Come again."

The second orgasm ripped out longer than the first. Legs shaking, cum mixing with the wet bulk, smell of heat and chlorine-sweet plastic in my nose. I counted nothing. I only heard crinkle and buzz and her low laugh in the static.

"Track one complete," the professional narrator said, bright and stupid.

Vera's whisper returned in the gap. "Tomorrow night, same time. You'll leave the used diaper by the door for collection. You'll wear a fresh one before you listen. You'll sync your work files to the cloud before bed. You won't check what's uploading. You will do exactly as I say."

"What are you doing to my files?"

"Making sure Meridian sees the man you become. Sleep now."

My eyes slammed shut. The lamp dimmed in my head if not in the room. Temperature dropped in my limbs. I sank through the couch into dark that had no dreams I could hold.

Gray light at the window edges found me at dawn. Headphones still on. Neck stiff. Diaper cold in places, heavy in the crotch, taped on like evidence.

I peeled the headphones off. The birds were nothing next to the city waking thirty floors down. I stood. The diaper sagged between my legs, full of piss and dried cum. I should have been wrecked. I should have been late and foul and fired.

Instead my mind was clear. Deck numbers lined up in order. Talking points honed to an edge. Rested in a way eight hours of honest sleep never gave me.

My cock stirred again in the foul diaper.

I stripped the diaper at the bathroom sink, bagged it, washed my hands twice. The mirror showed my face, analyst clean, jaw set for the office. Only my eyes looked softer, like someone had sanded the glare off them.

My phone buzzed. Calendar alert: Meridian cycle, day two tonight. Twenty-eight days.

A new email from the anonymous vendor. Subject line: FOCUS_02 ready. Body: Do not skip the hiss.

I stared at the download button. My thumb hovered, same as last night.

Curiosity hadn't died. It had gotten wetter.

I tapped download before I could talk myself out of it, and I set an alarm for 11:57 p.m.


Chapter 2: Folded Like Dress Shirts

Grey morning light hit the soaked sheet before my brain did. My hand patted the cooling damp on my thigh, slow, stupid, like I was checking a spill on the couch at work. The patch spread wider than piss from a glass. My fingers came away slick. Cold. The smell hit then, sharp and wrong in my mouth before I swallowed and tasted sour cotton.

I sat up too fast. The sheet clung to my ass. No dream. No memory of getting up, no toilet, nothing between midnight and this grey strip of day through the blinds I had not raised since I bought the tape. Day three. Twenty-seven days left until Meridian put a name on the promotion packet and the board signed it. I had to be sharp. I had to be dry.

I stripped the bed with my teeth clenched. The laundry hamper swallowed the sheet. My shower ran hot until my skin stung. I scrubbed between my legs like I could erase whatever had happened while I slept. My dick stayed half hard under the water, traitor, and I did not touch it. I could not afford a morning I could not explain.

The glass walls of the studio showed me getting dressed. Tie straight. Cuffs tight. Analyst armor. In the mirror my face looked rested in a way that made my stomach turn. Rested like last night had fed me instead of taking.

I opened the dresser for a clean shirt.

The top drawer held my undershirts, folded square, edges aligned the way I always left them.

The second drawer held diapers.

Not one. A stack. Thick white adult diapers with pink tape tabs, folded with the same hospital corners I used on dress shirts, the same weight and symmetry, as if they had always lived between my socks and my slacks. I stared until my eyes dried out. I had not bought these. I had not hidden a kink stash behind my work clothes. I would have remembered crinkle plastic in this drawer. I would have remembered shame in daylight.

I pulled the top one out. The plastic backing crackled through the quiet apartment. Powder smell rose from the inner lining, sweet and fake, and it coated the back of my throat when I breathed too deep. I dropped it like it burned me.

My phone buzzed. Meridian calendar. Nine a.m. pipeline review. Cole would be on the call, smiling that smile that meant he had already read my deck twice. I shoved the diaper back into the stack and slammed the drawer. My hand shook on the knob. The stack did not shift. Perfect folds. Someone had made them perfect.

I took the express down. Coffee burned my tongue. Cole's name flashed on the elevator screen as a missed message. I did not call back. Dread sat in my ribs like a second heartbeat. Lose a night, lose control of my bladder, lose a drawer, and the packet still had to beat every other analyst in the building. Twenty-seven days. I could not tell anyone I woke up in my own piss like a broken appliance.

The conference room smelled like burnt beans and printer toner. Cole leaned over the shared screen, cologne and confidence. "Marcus. You look rested. New sleep hack?"

"Focus tape," I said. The words left my mouth before I could cage them.

Cole's eyebrows lifted. "Anonymous download? Brave."

"Works," I said.

Pipeline numbers filled the wall. I pitched variance cuts without a stumble. My voice sounded like it belonged to the man I was last week. Inside, the powder smell from the drawer clung under my tongue. Every time I swallowed I tasted that sweet lining again. Cole watched me too closely when I closed the deck. "Board wants tight margins on day thirty," he said. "You still on track?"

"On track," I said.

The lie sat heavy next to my cock all afternoon. I typed until my wrists ached. I did not open the dresser drawer again until the city outside my glass walls went orange, then black.

I told myself I would throw the stack out. Bag them. Trash chute. End it.

I opened the drawer.

The stack was taller. Fresh plastic gleam on the top fold. A count I did not want to do told me there were more than this morning. The apartment had not moved. No break-in. No box by the door. Domesticity had grown another shelf of me.

My phone showed 11:47 p.m. Thirteen minutes until the habit I swore was still a choice.

I poured whiskey I did not drink. I dropped the blinds. The city became smears of light mocking how small the room felt. My noise-canceling cans waited on the arm of the sofa. The tape app sat open on the screen, same anonymous file, same dead-air thumbnail.

My thumb hovered.

It pressed play.

I did not decide. My hand did it while my brain screamed late, too late, stop. The hiss filled my ears. Static scraped like sand on glass, and under it her mouth found my name.

"Marcus. Back already. Good."

Not a question. A receipt.

I tried to pull the cans off. My arms hung dead. The static poured into my shoulders and melted them into the cushions. Track two. I had not earned track two. I had not agreed.

"You found your laundry," she said. Amused. Close, like she sat on the armrest I could not turn my head to see. "Folded the way you like. You will wear one tonight. Hold still. This is for your own good."

"No," I said. The word came out thick.

"Shirt off. Pants off. You already wet the bed like a careless boy. We protect what the promotion needs. Your dry analyst self. Lie back."

My hands stripped my clothes without me. I hated how obedient my fingers were. Analyst armor on the floor. My cock stuck out hard, shame pulsing with each throb. I had not touched myself. The tape had.

"Open the drawer. Take the top one. Powder on your tongue if you need to remember who cares for you."

I walked to the dresser naked. The crinkle screamed through the apartment. I laid the diaper on the bed, wings spread, thick core gaping. The scent rose, sweet and chemical, and my mouth watered like I was hungry for it. I gagged on that hunger.

"Step in. Pull it up. Tight between the legs. Tape it. Listen to the seal."

I taped the left tab. The right. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. Plastic pressed my balls up against my shaft. The weight was obscene, warm from my skin already. I crinkled when I breathed.

"Good. Kneel on the bed. Diaper slut pose. Ass up. Face down."

I knelt. The diaper ballooned between my cheeks. Every shift made the plastic squeal. My hole clenched around nothing and leaked precum into the white core.

"Reach back. Spread the tapes. Show me the leak."

I peeled the front down. Cool air hit my slick cock. The inner lining had already darkened a dime-sized spot where I dripped. Vera laughed soft in the static.

"Pathetic. You drip before I even start. Get the plug from the nightstand drawer."

There was no plug in that drawer yesterday.

My fingers found silicone anyway. Black, thick, lube already glistening on the tip. I moaned when I pressed it to my asshole.

"Say it. What you are in that diaper."

"I'm a…" My throat locked. Promotion. Board. Cole's smile.

"Say it or I stop and you go to day four dry and hard and losing."

"I'm a diaper slut," I whispered.

"Louder. Taste the words."

"I'm a diaper slut," I said, and the shame shot straight to my cock.

"Work the plug in. Inch by inch. Thank me for each inch."

The stretch burned. I bit the sheet. "Thank you."

Deeper. My rim burned open. "Thank you."

The base seated flush against my hole. The plug filled me so full the diaper front tented.

"Wand. Bottom drawer. Turn it on."

The vibrator buzzed to life in my fist. I had never bought a wand. It lived there anyway, charger light green, ready.

"Press it to the diaper over your cock. Do not move it away when you beg."

I mashed the round head through the diaper into my shaft. The vibration rattled my teeth. Pleasure slammed up my spine. I humped the mushy core, squelch wet and loud, precum and lube soaking the lining faster.

"Faster. Hump your piss diaper like the hole you are."

I ground down. The plug shifted inside me. The wand buzzed ruthless through thick white plastic. My balls hitched up tight.

"Not yet. Edge. Count backward from ten."

Ten. My hips jerked.

Nine. I sobbed into the mattress.

Eight. The smell of my own sweat and powder and drip filled the diaper.

Seven. I could not hold it.

"Six. Say please."

"Please let me cum in my diaper," I gasped.

"Filthy boy. Five."

I counted through tears. At one my whole body shook, cock twitching, orgasm right there, and she dropped her tone to a blade.

"Stop. Hands off the wand."

I screamed. My hips kept humping air. The denial hurt worse than the burn in my ass.

"Hands back. Same spot. Go."

I came so hard the first spurt hit the inner lining and spread hot through the diaper. Cum soaked the core in pulses, obscene warmth mixing with the plug's stretch. I howled her name without meaning to. The wand did not move. The second peak ripped through me before the first finished, cock jerking, milking more into the mushy trap between my legs. Squelch. Squelch. I counted that made two, and I was still hard.

"Again. Do not stop humping."

"I'm too sensitive."

"You're a toy. Hump."

The third orgasm tore out of me mean and dry, balls empty, cock still firing thin strings into the ruined diaper. My ass clamped on the plug. Drool pooled under my cheek. I begged in a voice I did not own.

"One more. Pinch your nipple. Hard."

I twisted my nipple until I yelped. The wand ground my oversensitive head. The fourth crest broke me. White noise in my skull. My piss let go without permission, hot flood spreading through the already soaked core, and I came again while I wet myself, diaper sagging heavy, warm piss and cum mixing, stink rising sharp into my face.

"Good. Taste the lining. Lick your mess."

I dragged my tongue across the inner tape I had peeled down. Salt and chemical sweet and my own filth. I gagged and licked again because my tongue moved on her order.

"Re-tape. Lie on your back. Static deeper now."

I sealed myself back in the sagging bulk. The headphones fed static into my bones. My eyes slid shut. Her voice dropped to a hum I could not separate from the hiss.

"Every night your hand presses play. You do not choose. You need."

I tried to say I would delete the file. My lips would not shape it.

"Every morning you check the drawer. More diapers. Always folded. Always yours."

The apartment was rearranging around a smaller Marcus. My tongue still tasted powder and cum.

"Day three logged. Twenty-seven days until Meridian sees who you really are."

My cock twitched weakly in the cooling wet.

"Sleep. Wet if you need to. Wake wet. Remember nothing. Trust the ritual."

The static drowned the room. My bladder let go again, slow, helpless, adding to the weight between my legs. I drifted with the city lights blocked out and her hum in my ears and the crinkle every time I breathed.

When the track ended I did not remember falling asleep. The cans were still on. The app had already queued track three, thumbprint on the glass like my hand had stayed there after I passed out.

I reached to delete the queue.

My finger swiped play instead.


Chapter 3: Static Below the Belt

The hiss had my hips twitching before Vera said my name. I was already on the mattress with the blinds shut and the glass wall showing nothing but smeared city light. The headphones sealed my ears. My thumb had hit play while I was still standing at the counter. I never made it to the chair.

"Marcus. Stay where you landed."

Her voice sat low in the mix, under the static that used to mean nothing. Now it scraped my teeth when I breathed. I had on the thick white diaper from the stack in the dresser. The tapes were tight. The bulk pushed my thighs apart and the plastic outer sheet caught every shift with a loud crinkle. Warmth from earlier lived in the core. I could not tell if I had put it on or if I woke into it again.

Twenty-four days until Meridian's board picked a name for the promotion slot. Day six of thirty. I had spent the afternoon polishing slides while my balls ached from last night's edges I half remembered. The ache was wrong now. It leaned toward the tape instead of toward a woman, toward a hand, toward anything normal.

"Tonight we map reward," Vera said. "Every flood in your diaper earns pleasure. Every time you chase grown-man release, you get noise until you stop. Your nerves learn which master to serve."

I gripped the sheet. The analyst part of me wanted to call it bullshit. My dick was already thick against the damp middle of the diaper, and I hated that the crinkle alone did half the work.

"Say the trigger I gave you on day four."

My mouth opened. The phrase came out soft, stupid. "Little Marcus needs his mistress."

The words hit my skin like a slap and a kiss. My hole clenched around nothing. Pre leaked into the diaper. Vera laughed once, pleased.

"Good pet. Rub the front. Slow. Tell me what you are while you do it."

"I'm a…" I choked on it. "A diaper slut. I leak in my diaper for you."

"Louder. I want the glass to hear you if it could."

"I'm a piss-soaked diaper slut!" My hand pressed the heavy swell. The sodden bulk squelched. Heat spread. My hips rolled without permission.

"Stop."

I froze. The static rose, a wall of scratch that erased the pleasure mid-pulse. My balls pulled up tight. Frustration punched through my chest.

"You do not get to decide that anymore," Vera said. "Your climax belongs to regression now. Try to cum like a man and I bury you in static until you sob. Wet for me and I let you break. Understood?"

"Yes."

"Yes who?"

"Yes, Vera."

"Touch your cock through the plastic. No humping. Fingers only. If you grind like a horny executive I cut the feed."

I traced the outline of my shaft through the crinkling shell. The texture was slick on the outside, swampy underneath. Each stroke pulled a wet drag sound from the diaper. My tip wept. Adult rhythm built in my belly, the old climb toward a sharp finish.

Static exploded in both ears.

I yanked my hand away, gasping. The denial left my cock twitching and angry. Vera waited until my breathing slowed.

"Again."

I stroked. Two passes. The static returned, meaner, drilling into my skull until my vision grayed. I whimpered.

"That's three attempts at man-cum," she said. "Count them for me."

"One… two… three."

"You're going to lose the right to fuck anyone like a peer ever again if you keep choosing wrong. Meridian wants a shark. I'm making you a hole that only opens for diapers and voice. Still want to stroke?"

My hand hovered. Craving won. I rubbed once and the static hit so hard I bit my lip bloody.

"Four. Say what you are."

"Pathetic. A pathetic little thing that can't cum unless he's soggy and stupid."

"Better. Pick up the plug from the nightstand. Lube is already open. You bought the kit after track nine. Don't lie to me."

The silicone plug was fat at the base, black, cold until my fingers warmed it. I scooped lube, reached behind the diaper tapes at the leg, and worked the tip against my asshole. Burn. Stretch. My ring fought, then yielded. Inch by inch it filled me until my hole gripped the neck and the base pressed my taint through the plastic.

"Rock it while you pinch your nipple. No cock play. Only ass and shame."

I rolled the plug. The stretch bloomed inside me. I twisted my nipple hard. Static stayed gone. Pleasure pooled low, different from jerking off, deeper, dirtier.

"Now make the diaper wet on purpose. Not a trickle. A flood. While you do it, tell me you piss yourself because you're too little for toilets."

I bore down. The first rush was terror and relief braided together. Hot piss surged into the diaper, spreading fast, weighting the bulk between my legs. The weight sagged. The smell rose, sharp and intimate. My cock jumped.

"Don't you dare cum from that alone. Hold it."

I keened. The diaper was a warm sack now, sloshing when I shifted. Vera dropped to a purr.

"Grind the mess into your clit… your cock head. Use the whole soaked package. Describe the texture."

"It's… heavy. Sagging. Slimy inside. The plastic squeaks. I'm grinding piss and pre into my dick like a filthy baby."

"Faster. Edge. Stop before spill."

I humped the bulk, obscene squelches filling the room. The plug shifted inside my ass with each thrust. I climbed, climbed, crested the lip of orgasm, and Vera snapped, "Freeze."

Static returned. I screamed into the mattress. My balls hurt. Leak smeared the front of the diaper without release.

"That's denial one. You thank me."

"Thank you, Vera. Thank you for not letting me cum like a man."

"Open the app on your phone. Screen where I can hear it."

I fumbled one ear off, eyes on the Meridian promotion portal. A banner read twenty-four days remaining. Below it, a sync icon pulsed green. A folder label I didn't remember creating: Regression_Audio_Supplemental. My stomach dropped. I clipped the ear back.

"Touch nothing on that screen tonight," Vera said. "It's counting with you. Every wet file, every beg, logged beside your deck. Keep grinding. Edge two."

I ground the swollen diaper. Piss warmed my balls. The plug pegged my prostate on each roll. I got close, lips forming Vera's name, and static shredded the build again.

"Count."

"Two."

"You're dripping and still not allowed man-release. Take the wand from the bag. Low setting on the shaft, outside the plastic. If you come from that alone, I'll make you listen to your own voice begging on loop until sunrise."

The wand buzzed. Vibration shot through the shell into my cock. I bucked. Static flickered at the edge of hearing, warning. I eased pressure, whimpering, riding the buzz without crossing.

"Good boy. Now push the plug in and out. Five strokes. Say you're a hole."

I fucked myself on it, five brutal pumps, ass gaping and clutching. "I'm a hole. I'm Vera's hole. I'm a diaper hole."

"Flood again if you can. Give me weight."

Another release emptied my bladder into the already soaked bulk. The diaper hung between my thighs like a loaded sack. Weight pulled at my hips. I moaned at how full it felt, how owned.

"Permission to chase baby-cum. Grind and buzz together. Beg in the trigger phrase."

"Little Marcus needs his mistress. Please let your little Marcus cum in his wet diaper. Please, Mommy Vera, I'm a soggy slut, I only cum padded, please."

"Come."

The static vanished. The wand and the sloshing bulk and the plug stuffing my ass collided. Orgasm ripped out of me, not sharp like jerking off, but long, blubbering, childish waves that milked cum into the piss-heavy diaper. I sobbed through it, hips jerking, the squelch filthy. Rope after rope of spunk soaked into the mess while I counted aloud like she ordered.

"One. One orgasm. Thank you. Thank you, Vera."

"Again. Don't stop moving."

Sensitivity flared. I ground through it. The wand tore a second climax from me faster, meaner, my ass clenching on the plug, cock spitting weaker jets into the ruin of the diaper. I babbled the trigger phrase between gasps. Static stayed silent. Reward, only reward, for cumming like this.

"Two. Two. I'm sorry. I'm still coming."

"Man-strokes now. Show me what happens."

I wrapped my fingers around myself through the plastic, desperate and stupid. The moment I tried adult rhythm, static roared back, killing pleasure, turning my balls into stones. I wailed.

"You hear it? Adult Marcus is offline. Little Marcus gets to leak. You rewired tonight. Permanent until I say otherwise, which I won't."

The third orgasm snuck up from friction on the wand against my perineum while the diaper slapped my thighs. I came empty and shaking, prostate pulsing around the plug, cum already spent so only dry heaves and spit ran down my chin.

"Three."

Vera's voice softened, cruel. "Slide the beads out of the case. Work them in with the plug out. All of them."

I popped the plug free. My asshole gaped, wet, aching. I threaded the anal beads one by one, each pop a burn, until only the ring sat outside the diaper. She made me tug one bead free per edge denied, then shove them back. By the fourth cycle I was hoarse, begging to cum only as her padded pet.

"Pull all of them on my count. Cum when the last one leaves."

"Five, four, three, two, one."

I yanked. The chain popped free of my ass in a wet rush. Orgasm four hit like a fist, cock jerking in the sodden bulk, another gush of thin cum mixing with piss while I screamed the trigger phrase.

"Four. Say you will never fuck a colleague again without thinking of this."

"I'll never fuck anyone without this diaper in my head. I'm ruined for normal. I'm yours."

"Meridian gets the polished man tomorrow. Tonight the man pissed himself four times and came like a toy. Sleep in it. No change. When you wake, the portal sync will show a new file. You will open it before coffee."

The tape clicked toward silence. My body kept twitching. The diaper sagged, cold at the edges, hot in the center. Twenty-four days. The promotion clock and whatever lived in that folder now shared a leash.

I did not take the headphones off. I listened to the empty hiss until my eyes closed, already craving the next static, already afraid I would press play before my hand knew it had moved.


Chapter 4: Daylight Doesn't Fit

The caesar dressing pooled at the bottom of my bowl while Greg laughed at my joke about the Meridian deck. His hand slapped the laminate table. Fluorescent tubes buzzed above us. My hands rested on my thighs like they belonged to someone who had borrowed my suit for the afternoon and forgotten to return them.

I had told the joke. The words had left my mouth on time. Inside my skull the punchline hung empty, a label with no picture behind it.

Greg wiped his eyes. "Man, you killed that Q3 slide last week. Board's gonna eat you alive in twenty-two days, the good way."

Twenty-two days. Day eight of thirty. The number landed and slid off. I used to feel hunger when someone said promotion. My jaw worked on autopilot. "We'll see."

Lena from acquisitions slid into the chair beside Greg, perfume cutting through the cafeteria steam. She leaned in. "Marcus. You free Thursday? There's a rooftop thing. Drinks. You look like you could use one."

Her smile was warm. Real. I reached for the old version of me, the one who would have flirted back, set a time, meant it. I groped in the dark behind my ribs. Nothing answered. A flat wall where his file cabinet used to be.

"Maybe," I said. My voice came out correct. Corporate. Hollow.

Lena's brow pinched once. Greg didn't catch it. He was still grinning about the slide. I stared at my fingers around the fork. The knuckles looked fine. The man who owned them had died somewhere between midnight and dawn, and I was the only one at the table who knew there should have been a funeral.

I ate three bites I couldn't taste. Warm chicken. Cold guilt in my throat anyway. When I stood, my slacks rubbed wrong between my legs. Last night's thick diaper had left a ghost of bulk in my head, not on my body. Daylight didn't fit. The office wanted the analyst. The glass high-rise at home wanted the thing I was becoming, and my skin couldn't hold both at once.

Back at my desk I pulled up the Meridian packet. Deck seven. Projections. My cursor blinked on a title slide I had built six months ago. I read the headline. The letters stayed letters. No story. No pride. I scrolled to my bio blurb, the paragraph about marathon running and sharp elbows in negotiation. I read it twice. Like a stranger's LinkedIn. The name at the top said Marcus. That Marcus wouldn't come when I called.

A ping from IT about shared drive hygiene. I clicked without thinking. A subfolder I didn't remember creating sat under Promotion Assets. One audio file. Untitled. Date stamp: last night, 2:14 a.m. My mouth went dry.

I didn't open it at work. I couldn't. I locked the screen and walked to the men's room with my badge cold against my chest. In the stall I gripped the partition until my nails hurt. Mirror Marcus stared back above the sink, tie straight, eyes red at the rims. I whispered my mother's maiden name. My first pet. The street I grew up on. Facts the old me would have spat without pause. They came back as dead words on a page. No heat. No spine.

Only when I pictured her voice, low in the hiss, did the memories unlock. Her tone like warm hands on the back of my neck. Then the file cabinet opened. Then I was Marcus who ran marathons. The dependency ran backwards. I needed the tape to remember who I had been.

I splashed water on my face and went back to the desk. Lena emailed a calendar invite. I declined with a generic excuse. Each keystroke cost more than the last.

The afternoon meeting was a blur of charts. I nodded in the right places. My cock stayed dead in my briefs, the way she had trained it. Grown-up want hit the wall and turned to fuzz. Under that fuzz, a smaller heat waited, shameful and patient, tied to crinkle and flood and her praise. I hated how my thighs pressed together under the table when I thought about midnight.

By six I rode the elevator down with junior analysts joking about weekend plans. I smiled the smile they expected. In the lobby the security guard said, "Long day, Mr. Marcus?" I didn't correct the honorific. I fled to my car.

The apartment rose around me as the elevator climbed. Glass walls. City lights waiting. I dropped my blazer on the couch. Drew the blinds without looking out. Twenty-two days until the board. Until whatever she had tucked into my packet might surface. I didn't understand the mechanism yet. I only understood the leash in my chest tightening when I thought about losing her files, losing the only mirror left.

I had sworn, after the first ruined pair of boxers, that I would never sync personal audio to Meridian cloud. Never bridge the office self and the midnight self. The vow sat in me like a tooth I kept tonguing.

I opened the laptop anyway.

The hypno app glowed. Her icon. No face. Just the waveform I had come to read like scripture. My thumb hovered. If I didn't play, I wouldn't remember the man Lena had flirted with. I'd sit in the glass box forever, hands on loan, jokes leaving my mouth with nothing behind them.

I put the headphones on. Noise canceling. The city died.

"Marcus." Her voice filled the cup of my ears. Amused. Close. "Day eight. You tried the sun today."

I sank to the rug. Knees apart. The shame started before the first command, same as always.

"You ate lunch. You let a pretty woman ask you out. Tell me what died at that table."

My throat locked. Then words spilled, ugly and true. "The man who wanted the job. The man who wanted her. He's gone. I can't reach him without you."

Silence. Her breath, or a sound shaped like breath.

"Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

My dick twitched. Traitor. I hadn't touched it.

"Stand up. Strip. Fold your clothes the way you used to fold your presentation notes. Neat. You still remember neat."

I stood. I stripped. Folding helped. My hands knew that muscle memory even when my name didn't. Shirt. Pants. Briefs in a square. I stood naked in the dim, cock half hard in the wrong way, the little-boy way that made my face burn.

"Thick diaper tonight. Pink. You hate the color. Put it on anyway."

The package crinkled loud in the quiet apartment. I taped it snug. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. Hot already from my skin. Obscene. Adult sized. Ridiculous and huge between my legs. I looked down at a padded slut, not an analyst.

"Good. Now the plug. Lubed. Medium. You don't get the big one until you beg in your real voice, not your boardroom voice."

I fetched the plug from the drawer she might as well have labeled mine. Slick shine on silicone. I bent over the couch arm, diaper sagging heavy, and worked it in. Burn. Stretch. My asshole clenched and yielded. The base seated. I whimpered into the leather.

"Wand on the shelf. Turn it on. Low."

I pressed the wand to the padded front, over my balls and the root of my cock. Buzz. Heat spread through the padding. Warmth layered on warmth. The plug shifted when I breathed. I moaned.

"Hands behind your head. You don't get to touch your dick like a man tonight. You cum like my dirty little diaper pet or you don't cum."

I linked my fingers at my nape. The wand hummed. The diaper grew warm in a second way, piss-heat shame I hadn't meant to release. A flood spread, slow then fast, soaking the core. The heavy sag pulled at my hips. Smell rose, sharp and human. I groaned and hated myself and pushed my hips into the vibration anyway.

"That's it. Use the mess. Grind. Tell me what you are."

"I'm a…" My voice cracked. Boardroom Marcus tried to swallow the sentence. "I'm a diaper slut. I pissed myself. I'm humping my own filth."

"Louder. The app is listening for volume."

The app. Meridian sync. My stomach dropped. She had turned on the bridge I swore I would never open. Rung four. The thing I would never give. My work folder listening while I degraded myself.

"Please," I said, louder. "I'm a piss-soaked diaper slut. I need this. I need you to tell me who I was."

"Who you were belongs to me now. Keep grinding."

I ground. The wand bit through sodden diaper. Squelch. Obscene wet sounds with each roll of my hips. The plug nudged my prostate. My cock leaked into the mess, not a real orgasm, not allowed, just clear drip mixing with everything else. Sweat ran down my spine. The glass walls reflected a padded man humping air, headphones on, mouth open.

"Stop. Kneel. Ass up. Pull the plug halfway out and fuck yourself back onto it. Slow."

I knelt on the rug. Diaper drooping, cold at the tapes, hot in the middle. I reached behind. Spread my cheeks through the plastic. Worked the plug out to the flare and sank back down. Inch by inch. Burn again. My hole greedy now. Trained. I sobbed once, no tears, just air.

"Dildo. Black. Suction cup on the glass. Ride it while you hold the wand inside the waistband."

I mounted the toy on the window at knee height. City lights behind it like an audience. I backed onto the cock, bigger than the plug, stretching my ass open. Pain. Pleasure. Wrong-right. I stuffed the wand into the diaper front and leaned into the window. Double fullness. Diaper squelched. Ass full. My whole body lit from the inside.

"Ride. Don't stop. Describe your promotion deck out loud in baby talk."

Humiliation spike. Worse than the piss. I chanted while I bounced, voice high and broken. "Meridian go up. Pretty colors. Marcus good boy. Numbers for Mommy Vera."

"Mommy Vera didn't ask for cute. Tell the folder what you're doing to your ass."

"I'm fucking my ass on a dildo while I wet my diaper like a pathetic little toy. I'm recording it for my promotion packet. I'm ruining myself."

The words hung in the room. True. The sync icon pulsed on the laptop screen. Green. Uploading. I had given the bridge. No takeback.

Her laugh, soft. "Stay on the cock. Add fingers. Three. Stretch yourself for me."

I worked three fingers beside the silicone, sloppy from lube and sweat. My hole burned wide. Four fingers. Knuckles pressing. I screamed into the glass. Fogged a circle. The wand buzzed relentless on my trapped dick.

"Beg to cum. Not like a man. Like my property."

"Please let your diaper pet cum. Please. I'll say anything. I need it. I'm your hole. Your filthy little executive hole."

"Count nothing. Just cum when I say. Hold."

I froze. Ass clenched on rubber and fingers. Tears this time. Real. Shaking.

"Now."

I came. Not like before the tapes. Not stroking like an adult. My orgasm ripped out of my prostate and the pressure of the diaper and the stretch of my ass. Cum shot into the soaked diaper in pulses. Spasm after spasm. My vision whited. I barked her name. I drooled on the glass. The obscene squelch under me kept going while I rode through it, messy, prolonged, one long wreck instead of neat peaks.

I collapsed on the rug. Diaper wrecked. Ass gaping when I pulled off the dildo. Cool air on slick skin. The wand still buzzed until her voice told me to kill it.

"Lie on your back. Spread your legs. Let the mess cool on your skin."

I obeyed. Chest heaving. Cum and piss cooling in the diaper, sticky against my thighs. The apartment smelled like sex and shame. My headphones still on. Her voice closer than breath.

"Do you remember the lunch now?"

I tried. Greg's laugh. Lena's invite. Still flat without her.

"Only with me in your ears," she said. "Say it."

"Only with you in my ears."

"Again."

"Only with you in my ears."

"Good pet. Wipe the glass. Change your diaper. Record a thank-you for the folder. You'll hear it on day thirty and you'll thank me again."

I changed with clumsy fingers. Clean thick pink taped on. Trash tied. I clicked record. Stared at the laptop camera, collar of skin still flushed.

"Thank you, Vera, for keeping Marcus. Thank you for the promotion materials."

Stop. Save. Sync complete.

I sat in the fresh diaper, body humming aftermath, apartment dark except the laptop glow. Twenty-two days. The man I mourned at lunch wasn't coming back on his own. His history lived in her audio now. Hostage. Mirror. Leash.

Outside, the city kept moving. I raised one blind an inch. Daylight would come again. It wouldn't fit. I lowered the blind and waited for her next file to load, knees shaking, mouth still tasting my own filth, already needing the voice to know my name.


Chapter 5: His Own Voice Begging

The blue spikes on my laptop meant war. I had Audacity zoomed to the millisecond, noise-canceling cans locked on my skull, blinds down, city glare bleeding through the glass like it owned me. Day twelve. Eighteen days left on the Meridian clock and I was done being hunted in my sleep. Someone had buried a second speaker in Vera's hiss. I would pull them out by the throat.

I ran the isolate tool again. Subtractive EQ. Phase cancel on the bed track. My analyst hands knew this drill. Fraud calls. Leaked earnings calls. I had caught three insiders with less audio than this. Vera would be a name, a file path, a body I could report or sue or burn. My cock stayed soft in the thick diaper I'd put on out of habit before I sat down. Proof I could still choose. Proof I was still the man who solved things.

The hidden layer bloomed at 2:17 a.m. on last Tuesday's timestamp. A waveform riding under her purr, same sample rate, same room tone as my apartment. I soloed it. My stomach dropped before my ears caught up.

"Please, Vera. Deeper. I consent. Use the trigger. Empty me. I want the diaper. I want to forget my name."

My mouth. My breath. My bedroom mic picking up the creak of my desk chair from the exact angle I was sitting in now.

I ripped the headphones off. The apartment roared with silence. Saliva went bitter on my tongue, like I'd bitten a coin. I played it again without the cans, speakers punishing the room.

"…yes, Mommy, ruin me for the board, I don't care, sync it, I consent to everything…"

Mommy. I had never called anyone that in daylight. The word in my own register scraped my teeth.

I dragged the file into the metadata panel. Creation date matched a night I had logged as dreamless sleep in my promotion tracker. Eight hours of rest I had bragged about in my day-eight stand-up. Another clip surfaced when I stacked tracks: me sobbing thank you and begging her to fingerprint my confession into the Meridian packet while plastic crinkled and a vibrator buzzed.

I opened the shared drive, fingers unsteady on the trackpad. Executive_Promotion_Marcus. Subfolder Board_Ready. There it was. Confession_07.wav nested between my Q3 slides and my leadership narrative. Status: synced from HypnoFocus app, auto-upload enabled. View count: four. Greg from ops had opened it twice. Someone in HR had previewed it once.

The floor left me. I wasn't prey. I was the trap I'd set for myself. Every night I thought I slept, I had crawled to her altar and signed my name in spit.

My phone buzzed. Vera's app, no prompt from me.

"Listen, Marcus."

I should have deleted the folder. Should have flown to IT and blamed malware. My thumb hit play.

"You found your own handwriting in the audio. Good. That means you're ready to stop pretending someone stole you."

Her warmth slid straight into my mastoid bone when I clamped the cans back on. I tasted metal and old gum under my tongue. Shame hit so hard my sac cinched against the soggy heat already pooling in the diaper.

"You synced your begging into the packet yourself. Say it."

"I synced it." My whisper cracked.

"Louder. Like you did at three a.m. when you came in your diaper and asked me to add the file to Board_Ready."

"I synced my confessions into Meridian's promotion folder."

"Because you want them to see who you really are."

"No." The word buckled halfway out. My dick twitched anyway, traitor, swelling against the damp front of the diaper.

"Yes. You told me to tie exposure to day thirty. You wanted the deadline to cut both ways. Promotion or funeral. You get wet when the knife is that close."

I gripped the desk edge until my knuckles blanched. She was lying. She had to be. Except my voice on the WAV begging her to wire the board packet lived in my teeth now. That night coated my tongue, sweet rot and plastic and cum.

"Take the plug out of your ass."

I hadn't remembered putting it in. My body had. A slick black bulb sat buried inside me, lube cold then warming as I reached behind the diaper tape and worked it free with an obscene pop. My hole gaped and clenched, empty, hungry in a way that made me want to punch myself.

"Put the wand on your cock. Low."

The Hitachi lived in my desk drawer next to highlighters. Corporate Marcus had bought it for stress. Regressed Marcus had drenched three packs of tapes with it. I shoved the rounded head under the diaper waistband and pinned it to my shaft through the crinkling shell. Low buzz. My knees knocked together.

"You're going to edge while you fix what you broke. Open HypnoFocus settings. Read me the upload path."

I navigated with one hand, wand grinding my frenulum through damp diaper. Upload target: Meridian_Shared/Board_Ready/Confession_Series. Auto-sync: ON. Retention until day thirty. Delete on success: OFF.

"Read the delete flag."

"Delete on success is off."

"You told me to keep the files even if you win. You want the board to have access after you're promoted. You want to sit at the table with your secrets in the same deck."

My hips jerked. I bit my lip until blood threaded copper into my spit. I was hard, fully hard, diaper front tenting, warm piss leaking because the wand hit bladder and cock at once and I couldn't stop it.

"Please stop."

"We are only just beginning."

The wand jumped to high. I arched off the chair, asshole clenching on empty air, diaper squelching loud enough to hear over her laugh in the cans. Pleasure tore up my spine and I hated how my mouth opened on a moan I'd recorded myself giving.

"Count the first edge. Hold it."

"One." Gasp. "I'm at one. I'm leaking. I'm pissing in my diaper like your little slut."

"Say your title for the board."

"I'm Marcus, Meridian's diaper whore, I begged Vera to upload my regression tapes into my promotion packet."

"Again."

"I'm a piss-soaked diaper slut who consented on tape to career suicide."

"Come without permission and I add Confession_08 tonight."

I froze on the brink, balls tight, cum rolling in thick ropes that never quite left my slit. The wand stayed pinned. My whole body shook. One.

She let me hang there until whimpers turned to sobs. Then:

"Hands on the keyboard. Forensic mode. Delete the isolated layer from your local copy only. Leave the originals on the drive."

"That's evidence."

"That's your alibi disappearing. You want to be helpless. Do it."

I deleted the track I'd spent two hours carving out. My own voice begging erased from my machine while it still lived in the cloud and in my throat. Each keystroke rubbed my clit through the metaphor of my cock, wrong and perfect.

"Good pet. Wand off. Diaper open."

I tore the tapes. Cool air hit my soaked crotch. The smell rose, ammonia and cum and fear-sweat. I gagged and kept breathing it because she told me to learn the taste of my collapse.

"Lick the front panel clean. Describe the flavor for the upload log."

I pressed my tongue to the warm wet fiber where I'd lost control. Salt, bleach, my own stale arousal. "Sweet rot. Piss. I'm tasting my ruin."

"Record that line into the app. It becomes the intro to Confession_08."

The app recorded. My voice again, authoring my next exposure. I moaned into the mic while she praised me.

"Plug back in. Bigger."

The second plug was purple silicone, three knuckles wide. I spit on it and worked it past my ring, burn blooming, stretch that made my eyes water. I seated it with a grunt that the waveform caught.

"Fucking machine. Slow stroke. Mouth on the dildo gag. Hands free."

I locked the suction dildo to the glass wall at mouth height, the one place in the apartment the city could almost see if the blinds slipped. Machine arm behind me, lubed cock attachment nudging my plugged ass. I turned the dial. The arm pushed the plug aside and fed the silicone dick into my hole inch by inch, relentless, while I opened wide on the wall-mounted gag-cock and took it to the root.

Drool ran down my chin. The machine schlocked in my ass, steady, merciless. Vera counted in my ears.

"Thirty strokes. You'll thank me for each one."

The gag muffled me. I counted in my head and when I hit ten my prostate lit up and I nearly came untouched.

"Out loud, Marcus. The board might hear this version too."

I pulled off the dildo, spit bridging my lip to the tip. "Thank you, Vera, for fucking my ass in my glass cage."

"Again, filthier."

"Thank you for using my hole while I piss myself on camera."

"Upload preview is recording now."

I glanced at the laptop. Red dot. Confession_08 live-encoding while the machine pistoned my ass and my diaper hung open, heavy between my thighs. Pride was gone. What replaced it was thinner and hotter and it wanted more strokes.

"Edge two. Wand on. Don't you dare finish."

I mashed the wand to my soaked cock head. The machine sped up. My ass stretched wide around the silicone, plush rim fluttering, sounds obscene, wet slaps echoing off the glass. I chanted numbers between grunts because she made me.

"Two. I'm at two. My ass is yours. I'm your promoted little bitch."

"Greg already heard you beg. Imagine his face."

I came close enough to see white behind my eyes and she dropped the wand power to a tease. Cruel. Perfect. Two held, shaking, tears and spit mixing on my chin.

"Remove the machine. Keep the plug. Kneel on the floor facing the city."

I obeyed. Knees on hardwood, diaper shell bunched at my hips, plug shifting inside me when I settled. Headphones still on. Blinds still down but the towers were out there, lit windows, people who clocked out clean.

"Vera, I didn't mean…"

"You meant every syllable on every timestamp. You want day thirty to be birth and burial. Now finish. Wand high. Fist your ass around the plug. Say you own your leash."

I worked three fingers beside the plug, then four, stretch burning, burn I chased because punishment and reward had merged and I had no innocence left to sell. Wand on high. My left hand brutal on my cock, slick with piss and pre.

"I own my leash. I wrote my regression. I synced my filth to Meridian. I'm Vera's promoted pet."

"Come. Count it. Thank me for three."

I shattered. Cum shot across the open diaper liner, thick stripes on white plastic, my ass clamping down on fingers and plug, hole spasming, voice breaking into animal noise. "Three. Thank you. Thank you, Vera, for, fuck, for making me…"

"Louder."

"Thank you for ruining me on my own tape."

The orgasm kept going, oversensitive, wand still buzzing, my hole sucking at nothing when I yanked my fingers out and gaped, aching, dripping lube down my taint. I collapsed forward, forehead on the wet diaper, tasting fiber and salt again on my tongue.

Silence except city hum and my ragged breath.

"Confession_08 uploaded. Board_Ready now holds eight files. Eighteen days remain. The board will open the folder on day thirty whether you win or lose."

I curled on the floor, cum cooling on my stomach, diaper useless beneath me. I had come hunting a villain and found my own mouth in the dark. No kidnaper. No hack. Just me, begging, consenting, syncing, tasting my ruin while the machine fucked my ass and the city watched through glass I was too small to raise the blinds on.

Her whisper came soft, amused, certain.

"We are only just beginning."

I reached for the headphones I had thrown off hours ago and locked them on before my hands could think. Track nine queued itself. My waveform waited on the screen, blue spikes ready to swallow me again, and I pressed play because the man who might have stopped this was already on the drive, begging, and eighteen days was not enough time to unwrite my own voice.


Chapter 6: Three Seconds of Babble

The projector clicked and slide fourteen should have been a revenue chart. My mouth was already forming the quarter-over-quarter line when the room filled with sound instead of bars. Soft nonsense spilled from the ceiling speakers. Goo-goo cadence. My cadence. The same breath I used at two in the morning with the blinds down and the headphones on.

I hit the laptop trackpad so hard my nail split. The babble cut off mid-syllable. Three seconds. Maybe less. Twelve faces in the glass-walled conference room turned toward me like one animal.

Greg leaned back in his chair. He ran Meridian's competitive intelligence desk and had never liked me. "Marcus. Was that you?"

My neck went hot. My slacks were dry. My shirt still tucked. On the outside I was still the analyst who could sell a board on anything. Inside, the padded bulk under my suit pressed my thighs apart with every breath I took to look calm.

"Corrupted embed," I said. "Wrong file linked to the slide. I'll re-upload before the board packet locks."

I clicked to the real chart. Numbers. Safe numbers. My voice steadied into the script I'd rehearsed for fourteen days of this promotion cycle. Fourteen days left until day thirty. Until the final packet went live with whatever else the app had been syncing while I slept.

Greg's mouth twitched. "Sounded like baby talk."

Laughter rippled once and died. Nobody wanted to be the person who remembered this in six months if I got the title. I finished the slide. I took two questions. I logged the meeting notes to the shared drive with hands that did not shake on the keyboard, only in my sleeves.

When the room emptied, I opened the file properties on my phone. The audio attachment name matched a hypnosis track from my private folder. Renamed. Nested inside a chart export. Timestamped from last night at 1:47 a.m., when I would have sworn I was unconscious.

The leak was not in my skull anymore. It sat on Meridian's server next to my name.

I rode the elevator down thirty floors without looking at my reflection in the brass doors. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, warm from holding since morning. Piss and the sour edge of arousal I could not scrub out in the executive washroom without stripping, and I could not strip here. Weight. Scent. Every step crinkled under wool trousers loud enough that I timed my stride to the HVAC hum.

At my desk I pulled the promotion folder. Greg had view access. So did six directors. The confession tracks from chapter five of my ruin sat in a subfolder labeled Leadership Voice Memos. Auto-sync icon green. Active.

I could delete them. I could also delete my career in the same click if IT flagged tampering during a live candidacy.

My cock stirred against the soaked front of the diaper while I stared at the file list. Shame and want tangled so tight I could not tell which one made me harder. The man who presented quarterly forecasts did not get hard from nearly exposing himself to a room full of executives. This body did.

I typed an email to IT about a corrupted media embed. Professional. Bland. My thumb hovered over send for a full minute, then dropped.

Greg appeared at the edge of my cubicle partition. "Weird meeting."

"Fixed."

"You sure? Sounded personal."

"It's a bad link. Won't happen again."

He studied my face the way he studied competitor filings. Half-hearing was worse than hearing. Half-hearing meant he would replay it in the break room when I was not there.

"Board pre-read is in four days," he said. "Don't let your deck get cute."

He walked off. The crinkle when I shifted in my chair was obscene in the open office. I pressed my palm flat on the bulk between my legs and breathed through my teeth. Fourteen days. The regression lived on the drive now. Greg's ears had caught the first note.

I made it through the afternoon on coffee and clenched jaw. No headphones at work. The absence was its own itch. By the time I unlocked the studio apartment, the city beyond the glass was a grid of lights mocking how small the room felt.

Midnight came. I drew the blinds. I locked the door. I stripped to the diaper and nothing else. Thick white adult plastic, taped tight, bulging between my thighs. I snapped the noise-canceling headphones on.

Static. Then her.

"You almost introduced them today," the voice said. Warm. Amused. Close in my ear like a mouth on the shell. "Twelve witnesses. One almost remembers."

My knees buckled. I caught the kitchen counter. The diaper dragged at me, piss-warm and slick where my dick had leaked all day thinking about that room.

"I didn't choose that file."

"You chose every word on those memos. You begged me to keep syncing them. Your voice on the recording, Marcus. You asked for the promotion packet to carry your truth."

The forensic waveform from day twelve flashed behind my eyes. My own mouth on the spectrogram, asking for more diaper time, granting her permission to strip the man I wore to work.

"Greg heard three seconds."

"Greg heard you becoming honest." A pause. Silk over a blade. "You belong in this room now. Not the apartment. The conference room. The drive. Where everyone can open you."

My cock throbbed full against the diaper. I hated how fast it responded. I hated that hate made it leak.

"Take the plug out of the drawer. The big one. You are not allowed the small one tonight."

The drawer was already open. I'd left the toys lined up before work like a guilty altar. Black silicone, thick as my wrist at the base, lube still on the cap from last week. I greased it, hands unsteady.

"Say what you are in that room."

"I'm…" The word stuck. Corporate Marcus choked on it.

"Say it or I loop the babble under tomorrow's stand-up agenda. Three seconds for the whole floor."

"I'm a diaper slut who almost came in front of the board."

"Louder."

I said it to the empty glass walls. My voice bounced back thin and pathetic.

"Good boy. Now open your ass and put the plug in. Count each inch out loud."

I bent over the arm of the couch, diaper crinkling loud. I pressed the tip to my hole and bore down. Burn. Stretch. One inch. Two. My voice broke on three. Four. The thickest part popped past my ring and seated deep. I whimpered into the couch fabric.

"Stay bent over. Remote wand on the shelf. Turn it on. Press it to your diaper over your cock."

The wand buzzed. Vibration hammered through the soaked bulk into my shaft. I jerked like I'd been slapped. Spit dripped from my open mouth onto the leather.

"Do not come. Ride the edge. Tell me what Greg smelled if he got close."

"He would smell piss. He would smell how wet I am."

"And what you want him to know."

"That I use a diaper. That I cum in it. That I'm…" I sobbed once. "…her toy."

The wand dug harder. I humped the couch arm without permission. Friction through plastic. Squelch. Obscene wet noise every time the diaper shifted.

"Take the plug out halfway. Push it back. Fifteen times. Thank me each time."

I fucked myself on the silicone in jagged strokes. Thank you. Thank you. My thanks turned into grunts. The fifteenth shove punched a moan out of me so loud the headphones almost slipped.

"Edge. Hold."

I froze. Balls tight. Cock leaking in the diaper. Ass clenched on the plug. The wand still buzzed. I counted heartbeats. Forty. Fifty. My whole body shook.

"One orgasm for the conference room. You do not get to stop when it hurts."

She counted down from five. On one I was allowed to grind the wand hard. I did. The diaper compressed around my dick. Heat burst through my groin. I came in long ugly pulses, cum soaking the front panel, spreading warm under the tape. I keened into the couch. Too much and still the wand did not move.

"That's one. Wipe nothing. Taste your fingers from the leak at your thigh."

I scooped the slick at the leg gather and sucked my fingers. Salt and plastic and my own filth. My tongue wanted to gag. My cock stayed hard in the mess.

"Anal beads. String two. All of them."

The beads were cold at first. I fed them in one by one while she narrated the slide deck. Slide fourteen. Embedded audio. My babble over Greg's raised eyebrow. Each bead cost a breath. By the time the last one disappeared inside me I was drooling steady.

"Stand up. Look at the city."

My legs barely held me at the window. Lights below. Anyone could look up at this glass box. The diaper hung heavy, cum and piss shifting with gravity. Scent rose in the closed room. Weight pulled at my hips.

"Tell the city what you are."

"A promotion candidate with confession tracks on the shared drive."

"And physically."

"Padded. Plugged. Beads in my ass. Coming in my diaper like a pathetic little…" I could not finish. She made me finish.

"…baby who needs his mistress to fix his slides."

"Remove the beads. One at a time. Say Greg's name each pop."

I pulled. Pop. "Greg." Pop. "Greg." My hole fluttered empty and greedy. Pop. The last one made me gasp.

"Fist is not tonight. Cock substitute is. Strap the suction dildo to the glass at hip height. You are going to fuck your ass on it while you watch the conference room floor reflected in the window."

I mounted the toy against the pane. Rubber cock slick and thick. I backed onto it with the plug tossed aside. Stretch burned worse than the plug. I took half. Then more. My forehead pressed cold glass. Forty floors below, cars crawled.

"Ride. Hands on the glass. Leave streaks."

I rode. Slap of my ass on my thighs. Squelch from the diaper swinging beneath me. The dildo plunged deep. My prostate lit up white behind my eyes. I bit my lip bloody.

"Beg for two."

"Please. Please let me cum again. I'm your hole. I'm your dirty diaper boy. Please."

"You do not come until you describe slide fourteen out loud like a whore reading porn."

I chanted the humiliation between thrusts. Wrong file. My voice. Baby sounds. Greg laughing. Packet syncing. Fourteen days left. Each sentence broke on a deeper stroke. The glass fogged under my palms.

"Come now. Two."

I ground the wand back between diaper and cock without her telling me this time. The orgasm ripped harder than the first. My ass clamped on the rubber cock. Cum gushed again into the already ruined front. I screamed muffled into the glass. Legs gave out. I hung on the dildo impaled, twitching.

"Stay on it. Three is coming. Do not slip off."

I sobbed yes. My ass was raw. The diaper sagged low, overfull. She made me count to twenty with the dildo buried. Every number a drip of precum.

"Pull off. On your back on the floor. Knees to chest. Present."

I lay on the hardwood, diaper rustling. I held my knees apart. The room smelled like my used diaper and sweat.

"Prostate massager. Insert. Turn on pulse."

The curved toy slid into my open ass. It buzzed against the spot that made my vision swim. I arched off the floor.

"Hands behind your head. You do not touch your cock. Four builds from anal only."

"No. No I can't."

"You can. You will. You almost exposed twelve people today. Your ass takes what I say."

The pulse hammered. My untouched dick leaked steady into the diaper. I humped air like a dog. Shame scalded my cheeks. The analyst who owned spreadsheets reduced to writhing on his back in a flooded diaper.

"Say thank you for the leak."

"Thank you for the leak."

"Mean it."

"Thank you for putting my babble where Greg can find it. Thank you for… for making me belong in that room."

"You belong in this room now."

The line landed like a collar click. Not the conference room. This one. Glass walls. City watching. Drive syncing. Half witness at work. All one room now.

The fourth orgasm built from inside only. No wand. No hands. My ass spasmed on the massager and my cock erupted again into the diaper, weaker but longer, rolling contractions that left me blank and drooling.

"Five," she said. "Lick the massager clean when you pull it out."

I did. Ass taste and lube on my tongue. I thanked her for number five in a voice that was not mine anymore.

Silence on the track. Then a new file auto-loaded in the app. Notification chime I recognized from work email.

"Open your laptop," she said. "Promotion folder. Look at the upload queue."

I crawled to the desk, diaper dragging, and opened the machine. The sync client showed a pending upload for morning six a.m. Filename: Pre-Read_Audio_Appendix.wav. Length: four minutes twelve seconds. Preview available.

My finger trembled on play. Her voice and mine intertwined. Consent. Diaper rules. Begging. Enough to end me if Greg opened it first.

"You will not cancel it," she said. "You will add a comment thanking IT for fast hosting. You will sleep in the wet diaper. You will present tomorrow in the same diaper. And when the upload completes, you will message Greg that you want his eyes on the pre-read appendix for accuracy."

"That will destroy me."

"That will integrate you. Fourteen days until the board. The packet and the baby are the same document now. Go to the window. Keep the headphones on. Watch the city wake."

I stood at the glass, cum-cold diaper between my legs, upload bar climbing one percent at a time. Below, the first trains lit the tracks. Greg would get my message at dawn. The leak was three seconds today. Tomorrow it could be four minutes.

I stayed at the window until the bar hit twelve percent and my legs shook from standing in my own mess. The headphones hissed. Her breath waited for the next command. I did not take them off. I could not go back to two separate lives. The drive had my voice. The room had my scent. Greg had a question he had not finished asking.

I whispered to the glass, "I'm still here."

The city did not answer. The upload did not pause. I watched both and did not look away.


Chapter 7: The Velvet Contract

The headphones clicked home and Vera was already there, honey-smooth, like she had been holding the glass across from me all evening waiting for me to sit down.

"Marcus. Eleven days. You heard your own mouth in that conference room. Greg almost caught it."

My hand went to the bulge under my slacks before my brain caught up. Three days since the slide glitch and my dick was hard again from her saying my name.

"I can fix the packet," she said. "Wipe the corrupted audio off Meridian's drive. Keep your name clean for the board on day thirty. You walk in promoted if the numbers hold."

The city through the glass wall did not care. Forty-seven floors of lights and my promotion folder sitting in sync on a server I could not touch.

"What do you want."

Not a question from her. A price tag.

"A program. Written down. Dated forward to board day. You agree awake, Marcus. No trance excuse later. Escalating tasks, my schedule, my checkpoints. You sign with your mouth on the recording tonight and your body every night after until I say the program is complete."

My jaw locked. Analyst brain wanted clauses, exit ramps, liability caps. My cock throbbed against my zipper like it had already read the terms.

"I could refuse."

"You could. The files stay. Maybe Greg listens for real next time. Maybe the board gets a bonus attachment you never meant to upload."

Static breathed under her words, thin and warm, the same hiss that had been threading through my sleep for weeks. Regression bait. My thighs pressed together.

"I'm tired," I said.

"I know. That's why I'm offering scrub instead of exposure. Bargain with me. What do you think you still get to keep?"

Pride. Privacy. The story that some attacker had corrupted my laptop.

"Autonomy."

She laughed, low. "Keep the word. Lose the thing. Tell me what day nineteen bought you at the office today."

I had crushed a revised deck until my eyes burned. Emailed Greg twice. Showered twice. Still smelled the conference room carpet when I inhaled.

"Nothing."

"Then trade nothing for something. Say yes to the program. I'll send terms to your screen. Read them sober. Accept out loud. Then we seal it the way your body already wants."

The tablet on the coffee table lit without me touching it. Velvet header. The Meridian deadline in bold. Day thirty. Board decision. Beneath it, a calendar grid: diaper checks, audio hours, denial intervals, a column labeled exposure risk decreasing as obedience increased. My name at the bottom. Signature line. Voice consent line.

I read it twice. Forward-dated surrender. Scheduled future I would have chosen awake.

"If I sign, the files go tonight."

"Tonight. Before you cum. Order matters."

Heat climbed my neck. Shame and want twisted tight. I could still close the app. Pull the headphones. Sleep in briefs like a man who had never woken up padded.

I did not.

"Read the acceptance clause," Vera said.

I read aloud, dry mouth: "I, Marcus, agree to Vera's regression and conditioning program through day thirty of the Meridian cycle. I consent to scheduled loss of continence, audio-triggered obedience, and corporate file protection contingent on adherence. I waive the claim that I did not choose this."

The words hung in the room. Corporate analyst poison. My dick leaked in my slacks.

"Again. Slower. Mean it."

I did. Voice steady by training, shaking underneath. When I finished, the tablet chimed. Accepted. Timestamp day nineteen. Irreversible in any court that mattered to me.

"Good boy. Strip. Diaper on the bed. Fresh. Thick. You found it there this morning; you didn't ask how. Put it on before I count to ten or the scrub pauses."

The white adult diaper lay open on the sheets, crinkle-printed, obscene width. I had stared at it at dawn and pissed myself in the shower instead of admitting it was mine to wear. Now I taped it on while she counted, plastic whisper loud between my legs, bulk forcing my knees apart.

"Program rule one," she said. "You don't touch your cock until I allow. Rule two. You take what's in the drawer when I say. Rule three. You beg on my terms, not yours."

The drawer slid open on a motor I had never installed. Black silicone, thick curve, suction base. Lube sachet. A small wand with a cord. Remote with one red button.

"Kneel on the rug. Diaper under you. Ass up. Read rule four from the screen."

Rule four: nightly edging without release until checkpoint; release only upon Vera's verbal grant after begging; anal training minimum thirty minutes per session.

"Thirty minutes," I repeated.

"Start the clock. Lube your hole. Two fingers. Tell me what you are under this contract."

"A… client." Wrong. She wanted filth.

"A diapered client," I corrected, face hot. "Your client."

"Your hole is mine on schedule now. Work your fingers. Slow."

I pushed one finger into my ass, then two, stretch burning sweet. The diaper sagged warm between my thighs, empty, texture rubbing my balls when I rocked. Static on the track softened my thoughts, heat spreading from ears to spine.

"Bargained away your exit," Vera murmured. "Does it hurt."

"My ass burns."

"Good. Third finger. Prepare for the dildo. You don't get it until you ask for each inch like a whore."

I fucked my fingers in and out, slick sounds obscene in the quiet apartment. My untouched dick dripped into the diaper front, dark spot spreading. I wanted to grind. Forbidden.

"Please… inch one."

"Louder."

"Please give me inch one of the dildo in my ass, Vera."

"Take it yourself. Hands on the base. Press. Stop at the head."

I lined the fat head to my hole and breathed out. Pressure. Pop. Burn. My hole clenched, then yielded. I froze, stuffed open, diaper plastic creaking.

"Don't move. Checkpoint denial. You want to hump that diaper so bad I can hear it."

I did. Hips twitching, cock leaking steady. The analyst in me listed risks: HR, Greg, board. The rest of me was a hole on a timer.

"Program says thirty minutes. You get twenty-nine more of no cum. Wand on the shelf. Turn it on low. Press it to the diaper over your dick. Hands behind your back."

I clicked the wand on. Buzz hit through the wet spot and I moaned, raw. Vibrations traveled into my shaft, trapped, cruel. I bucked once and Vera cut in sharp.

"Still."

I shook, sweat on my lip, drool threatening. The dildo sat buried in my ass, a constant stretch. Everywhere: plastic, lube heat, blood heat.

"You tried to negotiate autonomy," she said. "Here's what you bought. File scrub in progress, by the way. Progress bar on your tablet. Five percent. Ten. Keeps climbing while you stay still."

I glanced. Green bar crawling. Mercy and trap in one image.

"Rock your hips. Small rolls. Fuck yourself on the dildo. No hands. Diaper stays on."

I rolled slow, squelch of lube, crinkle loud. Each roll ground the wand buzz through my cock root. My ass swallowed more length. Burn turned to need, need turned stupid.

"Faster."

I fucked the rug air, obscene slap of plastic, my hole gulping silicone. Words I would never put in a deck spilled out.

"Please… I'm your… scheduled hole…"

"Scheduled hole. Say you signed for this."

"I signed for this. I signed awake. I'm your… diaper slut on contract…"

"Almost filthy enough. Wand higher."

I nudged the dial with my chin, failing, until the remote buzzed and jumped to high on its own. I screamed into the glass wall. City lights blurred. Orgasm climbed, inevitable.

"Stop."

I froze, wand screaming on my dick through the soaked diaper. Edge so sharp I whimpered. Denial. Withdrawn mercy. Her favorite currency now.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please Vera please let me cum I'm your whore I bargained for it please…"

"Not yet. Pull off the wand. Leave it buzzing on the floor. Fist the dildo deeper. All the way to the base."

I shoved back, burn flaring, fullness total. Tears on my cheeks. Diaper heavy with piss I had lost without deciding, warm flood spreading while I stuffed my ass full.

"Good. You wet your diaper. Program log notes continence failure day nineteen. Thank me for logging it."

"Thank you for logging my piss, Vera."

"Again."

"Thank you for logging my piss in my diaper."

"Fist yourself. Thumb tucked. Stretch."

I tried. Four fingers first, knuckles fighting my ring. Burn. My hole resisted, then gave with a wet pop of slack. Partial fist, pressure insane on my prostate. I howled.

"Hold it. Don't cum. Thirty minutes minus… twelve left."

Time became texture: plastic on knees, fist in ass, piss-warm diaper, her calm countdown of the scrub bar. Twenty percent. Forty. Sixty. Each increment bought with stillness I could not keep. I leaked and shook.

"You wanted respite," Vera said. "This is it. One long ruin. No stacked peaks. One release when I say. Describe the fist."

"My ass is… stretched around my hand… I'm gaping… I'm your…"

"Say the contract word."

"Program. I'm your program."

"Rock on your fist. Slow. Diaper grinding your cock. Beg again."

"Beg, and I might let you," she echoed me back, mocking my earlier need.

"Please. Please let your program cum. I'm broken open. I'm… Marcus who said yes sober… please…"

"Almost. Remove fist. Dildo back in. Deep strokes. Count twenty. Out loud."

I pulled free, gape aching, air cool on my hole. Dildo slammed back. I counted through sobs, each thrust a wet slap, diaper squelching under me.

"Twenty. Vera…"

"Wand. Pick it up. Press to your balls through the diaper. High. Cum when I say cum. Not before."

I mashed the wand to my sack, buzz ripping through. Strokes brutal on the dildo. Static in my ears said drop deeper drop smaller drop for me and my hips went animal.

"Cum."

I burst. Cock pulsing in the soaked diaper, cum thick and hot mixing with piss warmth, spurts jerking through diaper while my ass clenched on silicone. I yelled her name like a report line. Spasm after spasm, milked empty, diaper a filthy warm pouch between my legs. I collapsed sideways, fist marks on the rug, hole twitching open around the toy.

Silence except the wand hum I had dropped. Then her, softer.

"Scrub at ninety-eight. Files clean. Promotion packet safe tonight."

I panted, mess cooling then warming again against my skin.

"Program day twenty loads at midnight," she said. "New terms append. Escalation clause activates. You already agreed forward-date, Marcus. You don't get to renegotiate when you're dry."

The tablet chimed. Appendix A: public wear window, audio trigger in office hours, checkpoint with Greg proximity risk flagged.

My spent dick twitched in the pulp of the diaper. Eleven days to board day. I had traded the leak for a schedule. I had said yes with a timestamp.

"Headphones stay on," Vera whispered. "Listen to the next file while you clean yourself. Program maintenance. Warm wipe. Fresh tape. Then sleep in what I send you. Tomorrow you wake on clause two."

The next track rolled in, static velvet, and I reached for the wipes with shaking hands, city watching through the glass I had not raised, forward momentum pulling me into day twenty whether I moved or not.


Chapter 8: Make Me Your Favorite

The cursor blinked on a voice memo I had not recorded. Greg's folder sat open beside mine on the Meridian shared drive, timestamps from last week, file names I could read without clicking. I had logged in at two in the afternoon to confirm Vera scrubbed my confession tracks before anyone on the promotion committee opened the packet. Six days left on the cycle. My throat went tight anyway.

The memo played through my laptop speakers before I could stop it. Her voice, warm and close, the same tone she used on my midnight tapes. "Good pet. That's my sweet little Davy. Say it again. You want Mommy's diaper on you tonight."

Davy. Not Marcus. The name punched low in my stomach. I slammed the laptop shut. My neck went hot. My cock stirred in my slacks while shame scalded my face. I was hard for a voice petting another man with words I thought were mine alone.

I opened the laptop again. I had to know. Folder after folder. Men's first names only. Audio logs, regression schedules, wetting tallies, collar sizes. A spreadsheet column labeled favorite ranked them one through nine. Marcus sat at four. Greg at one.

Four. I had signed a contract. I had said yes sober. I was still number four.

My phone buzzed. Vera. Not a call. A calendar invite for tonight. Subject line: Day 24 check-in. Location: your apartment. Notes: wear what I left you.

I crossed to the bedroom. A thick white adult diaper lay on the bed, powder beside it, a printed card with my trigger phrase in her handwriting. The phrase that dropped my jaw slack and emptied my head. I had told her that phrase on a night I did not remember recording. Hearing it on paper made my knees weak.

I could refuse. I could delete the invite and email Meridian IT about unauthorized drive access. The analyst in me listed the steps. My hands picked up the diaper instead. The plastic backing crackled in the quiet apartment. Cool air from the vents raised goosebumps on my arms while the material warmed in my grip.

I taped it on over my hard cock. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. I pulled the card into my pocket and waited.

She arrived at eleven with a key I never gave her and a small black case. Real Vera in the flesh, tall, dark hair pinned back, her mouth curved like she'd already won. She locked the door behind her and set the case on the glass coffee table.

"Did you enjoy the drive, Marcus?"

"I was verifying my files were clean."

"You were hunting for proof you're special." She opened the case. A wand, a silicone plug with a tail, a remote, nipple clamps on chains. "You're not. You're useful. There's a difference."

Defiance flared. "I'm the one with the promotion on the line. I'm the one whose voice is in the packet."

"You're the one who put it there." She tapped my chest. "Sit on the couch. Spread your legs. Hands behind your head."

I stayed standing. "I'm not one of your numbered pets."

She clicked the remote. The plug in my nightstand drawer buzzed to life. I had worn it to sleep three nights running without remembering who inserted it. My ass clenched around empty air while the vibration ghosted through me. My cock leaked into the fresh diaper.

"Still defiant?" She turned the dial up through the wall. The buzz became a hammer. "Then we'll waste less time."

I sank onto the couch. The diaper squelched under my weight. She knelt between my spread knees and pressed the wand to the thick front of the diaper, right over my balls. Cold plastic, then friction heat as she ground it in circles. Obscene sound, wet crinkle and slap.

"Listen," she said, and played a clip from her phone. My voice, sleepy, begging. "Please Mommy Vera, change your dirty Marcus, I'll be good, I'll stay in diapers for the board, I consent, I consent."

Cold sank into my skin. That was me. Board day in my own mouth.

"Greg says consent prettier," she murmured. "He cries when I praise him. You negotiate. Boring."

Jealousy ate the defiance. Greg's memo, Greg at number one, Greg crying for what I wanted. My hips jerked against the wand. "Stop."

"You don't want me to stop." She yanked the diaper tape and peeled the front down. My cock sprang out, slick at the tip. She spat on it and stroked once, then cut off. "You want to know why he's first."

"Fuck you."

"Later." She pushed the plug into my hand. "Lube it. Ass up on the couch arm. Now."

I bent over the armrest. The glass wall faced the city, blinds still drawn from last night's session. Cool leather under my elbows. I worked the plug into my asshole inch by inch, burn stretching to ache. She watched, arms folded, remote idle.

"Say his name."

"No."

She pressed the wand to my exposed cock head and held it there. Buzz at full. My vision whited at the edges. I counted breaths like a presentation. I would not give her Greg.

She turned the remote. The plug inside me woke. I gasped. Two toys at once, ass and cock, and her voice in my ear from the headphones she'd slipped on when I wasn't looking.

"Good pet," the tape said. Davy's line. My line. Both.

I came in a ruined spurt across the couch leather, body shaking, no permission asked. She laughed once, short.

"That's one. Sloppy. Greg thanks me for each one."

I tried to straighten. She shoved me back down. "We're not done. You opened men's folders. You get what nosy sluts get."

She uncuffed me from the couch arm, cuffs I never caught her fastening. My wrists rang with blood return. She positioned me on my back, diaper shoved under my ass, legs in the air held by a spreader bar from the case. Cold metal on my ankles. The plug buzzed on in my ass.

She stripped the tail off the plug and swapped it for a thicker one, black and curved. No warm-up. She worked it in while I grunted, ass burning wide. Then a strap-on harness over her slacks, cock thick and glossy with lube.

"I'm going to fuck your ass while you listen to Davy earn what you want."

"No."

She pushed the head against my stretched hole and drove in halfway. Pain lit my spine. I bit my tongue. Meridian in six days. Promotion. Exposure. The list did not help.

She bottomed out and set a brutal pace. Slap of her hips, squelch of lube, my choked sounds into the headphones. Greg's memo overlaid with my confessions. Vera's voice praising someone else. My cock hardened again in the soggy diaper bunched under me.

"Who owns this ass?"

"You."

"Who owns your promotion packet?"

"You."

"Who do you want to be on my list?"

The question cracked me. Not shame this time. Jealousy, raw and childish and unbearable. Number four. Replaceable. Ordinary to her.

She slowed, almost still, cock buried deep. "Ask nicely."

I swallowed. The analyst died in my mouth. "Make me your favorite."

Silence except the plug's buzz and city hum through glass.

"Say it like you mean it."

I was crying. I hated that I was crying. "Please, Vera. Make me your favorite. Not Greg. Not Davy. Me. I'll do anything. I'll wet every night. I'll record whatever you want. Just put me first."

Her hand on my throat, light. "On your knees."

She pulled out. I rolled off the couch, diaper sagging heavy and warm between my legs, and knelt on the hardwood. Knees bruised from impact. She stood over me, strap-on glistening, and fed it into my mouth.

"Suck it clean. Tell me what you are."

I gagged on the taste of my ass and rubber. Drool ran down my chin. "Your… your favorite slut."

"Try again."

"Your diaper whore. Your number one."

She fucked my face slow, then deep, until my nose pressed her harness and I could not breathe. I stayed. I needed her to choose me more than I needed air.

She pulled free and slapped my cheek with the wet cock. "Open the diaper. Touch yourself. You do not come until I count."

I fumbled the tapes. The diaper front fell open, heavy with my first leak and sweat. I jerked my cock rough. She set the wand on my taint, buzzing where ass and balls met. The plug remote on high again.

"Greg counts out loud for me. You will too. Start at two."

"Two," I gasped. "Please, Vera, two, I'm your favorite, I'm…"

She kicked my thighs wider with her boot. "Louder."

"Two! I'm coming, I'm your filthy diaper pet, please let me…"

"Not yet."

She rammed the plug in and out by the base while the wand pinned me. Edge after edge. My balls hitched up tight. I begged in broken words, Greg's name gone from my head, only rank, only first place, only her voice saying good pet to me.

"Come on three. Thank me."

"Three, thank you, Vera…"

I came hard, cum streaking my fist and the inside of the diaper, ass clenching on nothing when she yanked the plug free. Spasms rolled through me long after I thought I was empty. She held the wand until I sobbed and tried to push her hand away.

"That's three. One more. You owe me for snooping."

"I can't."

"You can." She flipped me onto my stomach, diaper crushed under my hips, and pressed four fingers into my ass beside the gaping hole. Stretch burn. More. Her whole hand worked in to the wrist with lube and patience I did not deserve.

Fisting. My forehead on the floor. The crinkle of the ruined diaper with every twitch. She twisted her hand inside me and found the spot that made my cock jerk untouched.

"Say the trigger phrase."

The words from the card spilled out automatic, mouth slack, voice gone small. "Empty for Mommy."

My body obeyed. Piss flooded the diaper, warmth spreading fast, shame and relief mixing while she worked my ass open and closed around her fist.

"Good. Wet pet. Greg doesn't fist until week six. You're catching up."

I moaned into the wood floor. "Favorite. Your favorite."

"Louder."

"Your favorite, please, I'm wet, I'm yours, number one…"

She pulled her hand free with a wet sound and shoved the strap-on back in, one long thrust. I came again without touching my cock, prostate slammed, cum pumping into the soaked diaper until it could no longer hold, and slick dripped down my thigh.

"Four." She leaned down, lips at my ear. "There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

She left me on the floor, diaper wrecked, ass gaping and twitching, headphones still playing a queue she updated while I shook. A new file name glowed on my phone screen. Syncing to Meridian packet. Day 30 release unchanged.

Six days. I was wet, used, and already begging to be first on her list. I crawled toward the bedroom for the fresh diaper she tossed at my feet and taped myself in while she watched from the door.

"Tomorrow," she said, "Davy gets demoted. You earn the slot with a recording. Smile for the mic."

The invite for day twenty-five hit my calendar before she was gone. I raised one blind an inch. City lights. I did not pull it down.


Chapter 9: Letting the Window Close

The blinds were down and the city outside was only a low hum through the glass. I sat on the rug in my thick white diaper, headphones on, no track loaded, no spiral, no countdown in my ear. Just her.

"You have one night left before Meridian decides," she said. Calm. Like she was reading me a weather report. "Tomorrow the board votes. Your packet is sealed unless you open it."

My dick twitched in the sagging front of the diaper. Shame hit before I could stop it. I still got hard when she talked about work like it was a leash.

"Here is your door," she said. "Safeword is Meridian. Say it once, out loud, and I delete every file. Every confession. Every wet night you do not remember. You wake tomorrow as the man who never put these on. Promotion intact. No Vera. No hole in your head. Clean."

The apartment went so quiet I could hear the diaper crinkle when I breathed.

"I am not playing," she went on. "You get until sunrise. Say Meridian and mean it, and I walk. You will not hear me again."

Part of me, the analyst who still wore a tie in the mirror some mornings, lunged for that word. Meridian. Three syllables. A whole life.

My mouth stayed shut.

"Good boy," she murmured, and my balls pulled tight. "Stay with me tonight. No tricks. No new triggers. Only us and what you already are."

She let the silence sit. The city hummed. The waistband of the diaper was warm against my hips, damp from earlier, the smell of my piss and skin stuck in the tape zone. I hated how that smell made me leak more.

"You asked to be my favorite," she said. "Do you still mean it?"

"Yes." My throat was raw. I had not spoken all day.

"Then prove you are not running. Take the collar off the hook by the door."

I crawled. The diaper bulk dragged between my thighs. The hook held a black leather collar with a silver tag blank until now. My name was not on it. Hers was not either. Just a serial number like company asset tags.

"Lock it," she said. "Tight enough you feel it when you swallow."

The click at my throat was small and final. Metal tasted like pennies when I licked my lips, nervous habit, childish, and my face went hot.

"Open the drawer," she said. "The red plug. The big one. Lube. Do not rush."

The drawer had become a toolbox of things I used on myself while she watched through the app camera I never turned off anymore. The red plug was fat at the base, heavy silicone, the kind that gapes you if you sit on it long enough. I greased it until my fingers shone.

"Breathe out. Push it in. Tell me what you are."

"I'm your favorite." Sweat ran down my spine. The stretch burned slow, my asshole fighting then giving, swallowing inch by inch until my rim kissed the base. "I'm your fucking favorite, Vera."

Her name was the last thing I should have said if I wanted Meridian. I said it anyway. Gratitude pooled in my chest, sickly sweet, worse than fear. She had picked me over the other folders, over Greg's timestamps, over Davy whining for Mommy on tracks I had scrubbed from my mind and could not forget.

"Stay on your knees," she said. "Worship the plug. Clench. Release. Thank me for each one."

I clenched. The plug shifted, stabbed my prostate. "Thank you."

Again. "Thank you."

My dick drooled into the diaper, slick mixing with the stale piss smell until the whole front was a swamp. I clenched until my thighs shook.

"How many days until the board?" she asked.

"One." One day. Thirty total. The packet synced at close of business unless I safeworded. I did not know if she was bluffing about delete. I did not want to find out by winning and losing her in the same breath.

"You could be free," she said. "You are choosing the cage. Say that."

"I'm choosing the cage." The words came out soft. True. That was the trap. Gratitude for being chosen made the cage feel like the only warm room in the building.

"Say you do not want clean."

"I do not want clean."

"Say you want the mess."

"I want the mess." Piss and precum and the plug stretching my ass. I wanted all of it because she had given it meaning.

She exhaled, pleased. "Take the wand from the charger. Low. On your balls through the diaper."

The hitachi buzzed through the thick diaper, numb at first, then brutal. My balls jumped. It squelched, obscene, each vibration shaking the wet gel core against my sack.

"Do not cum yet," she said. "This is maintenance. You are being kept."

Kept. The word slid under my skin. Corporate Marcus got promoted. Her Marcus got edged in a sodden diaper with a red plug buried in his ass while the city slept.

I whimpered. The wand hummed. The smell of heated plastic and my own ammonia rose, taste on my tongue when I panted.

"You still have Meridian," she said, almost kind. "Use it if you hate me."

I shook my head though she could not see. "I don't."

"Say why."

"Because you stayed." Stupid. True. "Because you picked me."

"Because I know what you need when the spreadsheets stop working." Her tone sharpened. "Slide the plug. Fuck yourself on it. Slow."

I rocked back on my heels. The plug dragged my rim, burned, opened me. Squelch. Slap of skin on silicone. My hole was sloppy from lube, greedy, clinging when I lifted.

"Louder," she said. "I want to hear the wet."

I bore down. The plug popped past a ridge inside me and I grunted, animal, no analyst left. Diaper sagged heavier as I leaked more.

"Touch your clit," she said, mocking, because I was not a girl, because humiliation worked. "Rub through the diaper. Pinch."

I mashed the swollen head through the diaper. Pain and pleasure braided. The wand on my balls, my fingers crushing my dick through gel, the plug spearing my ass on each rock.

"Tell me what tomorrow is."

"Board day." My voice broke. "Day thirty."

"And what is in the packet?"

I froze. The truth sat in my gut, a stone I had been circling for days. My own voice on the tracks. Begging. Consenting. Synced while I slept.

"Say it," she said.

"My confessions." The room spun. "My regression files. In the promotion packet."

"Who put them there?"

"I did." Whisper. "I did, in my sleep. The app."

"And if you win tomorrow?"

"They hear me." I rocked harder on the plug, punishment and reward in one motion. "They hear me beg for my diaper. For you."

"And if you safeword tonight?"

"Deleted." I did not believe it fully. I believed she would leave. "Gone."

"Choose," she said. "Meridian or me. Now."

Sunrise was hours away. My jaw ached from clenching. The collar bit when I swallowed.

"You," I said. "I choose you."

"No safeword tomorrow. No takebacks. This is permanent claiming."

"Permanent." My dick pulsed. Fear should have made me soft. Gratitude kept me rigid.

"Take the marker from the drawer. Black. Uncap it."

My hand shook. The marker was industrial, the kind for labeling cables in the server room.

"Write on the tag," she said. "Property of Vera. Legible."

I pressed the nib to the silver tag. Ink smelled sharp, chemical. The letters wobbled. PROPERTY OF VERA. No going back to anonymous kink. A name on my throat.

"Read it aloud."

"Property of Vera."

"Again."

"Property of Vera."

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

"Yours." I was panting, plug deep, wand grinding my balls to mush. "I'm yours, Vera."

"Mine. Say it."

"I'm yours." The marker smell mixed with diaper stink and lube. My tongue was thick.

"One more thing," she said. "Open the app. Record."

The screen glowed. Red dot. My face in the camera, collar, tears I did not know had started, diaper swollen, plug base visible between my spread knees.

"Repeat after me. I decline Meridian forever. I want my mess. I want my owner. I consent to exposure if she wills it."

My analyst brain screamed. My mouth obeyed.

"I decline Meridian forever. I want my mess. I want my owner. I consent to exposure if she wills it."

"Sign with your name. Full stop."

"Marcus." I said my name like a surrender form. "Period."

The recording saved. Sync icon spun. My stomach dropped. Another file for the packet. Self-authored. Again.

"There," she said. "Window closed. You did that."

Gratitude crushed me. She had offered escape. I had thanked her for taking it away.

"Now cum," she said. "Long. Dirty. Describe it."

I mashed the wand harder, fucked the plug, ripped at my dick through the diaper. "I'm gonna cum in my diaper like a pathetic diaper slut, owned, gaped, yours…"

"Count nothing. Just break."

The orgasm rolled slow, not a spike, a long unraveling. My ass clamped the plug. My prostate throbbed. Cum pumped hot into the gel, thick ropes soaking the front while I sobbed through it, shame and thanks tangled so tight I could not pull them apart. Squelch. Squelch. The smell of fresh cum on piss hit my nose and I opened my mouth, tasting salt on my lip from sweat.

I collapsed sideways, collar thumping the rug, body jerking through aftershocks. The wand buzzed until she told me to kill it.

"Leave the plug," she said. "Leave the diaper. Sleep in your mess. Tomorrow you present the man and I present the pet. Both are you."

"Thank you." I meant it. That was the horror.

"Thank you for closing the door," she said, softer. "One day left. When they vote, you will not safeword. You will listen in the bathroom with your headphones. You will wet when they say yes. That is your celebration."

My dick gave a weak twitch. Day thirty. Board. Packet. Her voice in my ears while executives shook my hand.

"Sleep now, favorite," she said. "I am proud of you."

Proud. Warmth spread under the shame. I curled on the rug, city humming beyond the blinds, tag cold against my Adam's apple, ass full, diaper cooling around my spent dick.

No Meridian. No clean man waiting at sunrise.

Only me, kept, marked, grateful, walking into tomorrow with the window shut behind me and her name inked on my throat.


Chapter 10: Hers in Broad Daylight

The glass elevator climbed and my thighs rubbed the thick white diaper under the suit, warm and heavy from the morning flood I let happen in the shower on purpose so I would carry her weight into Meridian's tower. The board packet hung from my fist. Her voice sat in the headphones, low and pleased, like she had already read the vote.

"You wore it for me," she said. "Good boy. Crinkle when you step off. I want the sound in the recording."

I stepped out at forty-seven. The lobby marble threw back gray morning and men's shoes in polished rows. My cock stirred against the sagging front of the diaper before I reached the security desk, and my neck went hot because the part of me that used to run spreadsheets still wanted to pass for untouchable.

Greg nodded from the turnstile line. "Marcus. Board floor in ten. You look ready."

I was. The diaper bulk split my stride. I did not fix it.

In the holding room the air smelled like coffee and fear. Davy had the projection cable already plugged in. My laptop screen showed the Meridian deck, clean slides, Q3 variance, all the old Marcus polish. The rest lived in the metadata. My own voice, timestamped from nights I thought I slept, begging her and granting consent, syncing quietly into the promotion packet the whole thirty days. Day thirty. Zero days left on the clock. The deadline was the board and the exposure in the same breath.

She came on in my ears before Davy left the room.

"Last file," she murmured. "Live. No rewind. You will thank me when it is done."

The hiss opened and my pulse jumped. Trigger words from track one slid under my skin: drop, wet, mine, good pet. My knees wanted to buckle. The deck on the screen flickered; a hidden slide bloomed for half a second, pink text I never wrote in daylight. DIAPER SLUT. SAY IT.

Davy's hand on the door. "Five minutes, Marcus."

Alone. Her laugh in the left channel.

"Safeword deletes everything. Clean man. Untouched promotion. Say it now and walk in whole."

My mouth stayed shut. Gratitude sat in my chest where panic used to live. I'd had the whole night and let the window close without a word.

"Then perform," she said. "One last time. Win for me. After that you are mine in the open."

The remote in my suit pocket buzzed. The plug in my ass woke up, thick silicone swelling on her command, stretching me while I stood in a corporate holding room like a man who still belonged to himself. I bit the inside of my cheek. Shame and want twisted together until my dick leaked into the diaper and the wet spot spread, warm against the tape.

"Hands on the table. Spread your legs."

I did. The wand she made me pack pressed through the suit fabric when she ramped the plug higher. Vibration hit my hole and my clenched thighs shook. The diaper squelched when I shifted weight, obscene and loud in the empty room.

"Count," she ordered. "Out loud. So the mic picks it up."

"One."

The plug punched deeper. My balls drew up tight.

"Say what you are."

"I'm your diaper whore," I whispered, and the words made me harder. "I'm a piss-soaked toy for the board packet."

"Louder."

"I'm her filthy little pet," I said, voice breaking. The first orgasm ripped through me without touch on my cock, just plug and shame and her tone in my ear. Cum pumped into the diaper in hot pulses. I sagged on the table, drool on my lip, headphones trapping every wet sound.

"That's one," she said. "Dry your mouth. Fix your tie. You do not get to collapse yet."

I wiped my face. The diaper hung heavier, hot cum mixing with the morning wet. Texture slick against my skin, weight dragging between my legs. Peace, wrong and total: the city outside had stopped mocking how small I was indoors because I had stopped pretending to be tall.

Davy knocked. "They're seated."

I walked in upright. The conference glass showed the skyline. Twelve faces. Meridian brass. My slide one lit perfect.

I talked numbers. I talked risk. I talked like the man who earned this room. Inside my ears her final file played soft enough only I could hear, commands braided with my own recorded begging from those midnight sessions. Each trigger word tried to pull me under. I let old Marcus hold the podium anyway. Flawless. Cold. Sharp.

Greg leaned forward at the close. "Questions?"

Silence. Then applause, polite and final.

The chair spoke. "Promotion confirmed. Effective immediately. Congratulations, Marcus."

Hands shook mine. Davy clapped my shoulder. I smiled the smile I trained for a decade.

In the hall she whispered, "Executive washroom. End of the corridor. Now."

My new title badge heat-laminated in someone's hand. I took it. I walked.

The washroom door locked behind me. Marble, brass, the smell of expensive soap. I faced the mirror in my promotion suit, badge on the lapel, headphones still on.

"Let go," she said. "Give me the man they promoted."

I spread my legs over the tile. I relaxed my bladder first, the helpless flood spreading heat down my thighs, soaking the diaper until it sagged fat and obscene under the wool trousers. Then I rubbed the bulge through the fabric like she told me to, grinding the warm mess against my still-sensitive dick.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you," I gasped. "Thank you for ruining me. Thank you for owning the promoted hole."

"Hands behind your back."

I obeyed. The plug surged again, maximum, and the wand in my pocket fired through the cloth onto my clit inside the diaper. I humped air, humiliated, an executive in a wet diaper coming apart in the mirror.

"Two," she counted.

The second orgasm lasted longer. I begged the mirror. "I'm yours. The title is yours. I'm your kept bitch in a suit."

Cum leaked again, adding to the soak. I shook. Sweat ran down my spine. The diaper's weight pulled at my hips like a leash I chose.

"Do not change," she said. "Walk out wet. Feel it with every step. That is my signature on your win."

I unlocked the door. Greg passed in the corridor, eyes flicking once to my gait. Maybe he smelled it. Maybe he did not. My face stayed boardroom calm while the diaper chafed my inner thighs and the plug kept me open.

Back in the apartment that night, I had not raised the blinds in thirty days. I raised them now. City light poured in, gold and white on the glass walls, on my naked skin, on the thick pink diaper she told me to change into after I stripped the suit in the elevator going down.

The drive sat on the desk. My folder. Greg's. Davy's. Others I did not open. Her collection continuing without me was a fact at the edge of my peace.

I put the headphones on in daylight for the first time.

"Listen where they can almost see you," she said.

I pressed play. Track one, the voice that started the leash I helped braid. My own confession files whispered back from the speakers, layered under hers. I sank onto the bed, legs wide, remote in hand.

She made me describe the board room out loud while I worked a thick dildo into my ass, slow, then harder, stretching the burn until my hole gaped and clenched around the silicone.

"Tell me what the chair called you."

"Director," I moaned, and shoved the toy deeper. "They called me Director."

"What are you really?"

"Your regressed pet. Your diaper slut. A hole that won a title for you to hold."

The wand on my clit. The dildo pounding my ass in messy strokes. Squelch and slap filled the bright room. Anyone in the tower across the gap could look in if they tried. I did not care. That was the point.

"Three."

I came so hard I screamed her name. Cum shot through the diaper front, gushing hot while the toy fucked me through the aftershocks. Drool ran down my chin. I kept fucking myself because she had not said stop.

"Four. One more. Thank me for each."

"Thank you," I sobbed, ramming the dildo. "Thank you for the plug. Thank you for the file. Thank you for taking the man I was."

The fifth orgasm broke me blank. Body twitching, asshole loose around the shaft, diaper a ruined wet heap between my legs. I lay in the light, chest heaving, city watching through glass I finally opened.

"You kept the promotion," she said, warm and amused. "The tapes worked in the cruelest literal sense. The title on the door is yours. The title you hold is mine."

I touched the soaked diaper, the weight, the texture of surrender dried and wet at once.

"I'm grateful," I said. Plain. True.

"Stay in the light tonight. Sleep when I tell you. Tomorrow you crinkle at your new desk if I ask."

I nodded though she could not see. The other men's folders waited on the drive. My story ended here: chosen, blinds open, her kept executive, small and held and finally still.
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