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Chapter 1: A Fresh Column

My pen scratched the last dotted line before my brain could catch up. Initial here. Acknowledge here. The stack sat thick on the laminate desk, warm from the office lights and my palm. I had not slept. I had not eaten right. I had signed anyway because the number on my sister's hospital bill had teeth, and my name sat on the same line as hers.

The recruiter had called it a lifeline. Salaried. Benefits. Immediate start. Hollby-Renn Compliance Group occupied three floors of a glass tower that hummed all day like a fridge you could not unplug from. I needed the money more than I needed pride. Pride does not pay co-signed debt when your sister stops answering her phone because the collectors found her new number.

I initialed page fourteen. Page twenty-two. A clause about workplace standards. A clause about corrective conduct. The words blurred. My hand kept moving. The air in the orientation room ran cold enough to raise gooseflesh on my forearms under the cheap blazer I had worn to look employable.

"You're Mara," a woman said behind me.

I turned. She stood in the doorway without filling it, gray skirt, white blouse, no jewelry except a thin watch that clicked when she moved her wrist. Her hair was pinned so tight it looked painted on. Her mouth did not smile.

"Ms. Calloway," the orientation aide whispered, and stepped aside like the floor had an edge.

"Follow me."

Her heels made a dry sound in the hall. I followed. The building's air changed when we left the bright open floor. Cooler here. The vents sighed. Doors shut with a soft thump that landed in my ribs.

Her office was small and ordered. A metal filing cabinet. A single plant that had given up. On the desk, a leather ledger, worn at the corners, open to a blank column.

"Sit."

I sat. The chair was cold through my slacks.

"You signed this morning."

"I did."

She did not ask if I had read it. She slid a single index card across the desk. Black ink. Room 4C. 4:30 PM.

"That is today," she said.

My mouth went dry. "I just started."

"You signed." Her finger tapped the card. "Section seven, subsection C. Corrective conduct. You initialed it twice."

She opened a folder and read without looking at me, voice flat as stamped paper.

"Employee acknowledges that standards violations, performance failures, or conduct inconsistent with Hollby-Renn culture may require immediate corrective measures, including supervised discipline, garment compliance, fluid monitoring, and private remediation sessions, all documented in the company ledger, and that refusal constitutes voluntary termination and forfeiture of accrued compensation."

Garment compliance. Fluid monitoring. My stomach turned.

"You initialed here." She turned the page. My initials, rushed, sloppy. "And here."

"I was tired."

"You were in debt." She said it like weather. "That is why you are employable to us."

Heat crawled up my neck. Shame and something worse, a twitch low in my belly I hated on sight.

She opened the ledger. Fresh paper. Ruled columns. Names in ink so dark it looked wet.

She wrote at the top.

Mara.

The pen scratched. Each letter slow enough to hear.

"Column one," she said. "Corrections. Infractions. Outcomes. You start at zero, which means you have everything left to lose."

"What did I do?"

"You exist on my page now." She capped the pen. "That is enough for day one."

I should have stood up. I should have walked out and eaten ramen in a studio apartment and let the debt chew me alive. My sister's name was still on the bill. My name was on the paper. The card sat between us. Room 4C. 4:30 PM.

"What happens in that room?"

"You will find out when you are told to go."

"That's not an answer."

Her eyes lifted to mine. Gray. Patient. Empty of anything I could bargain with.

"You will do exactly as I say."

The words did not shout. They did not need to. My thighs pressed together under the desk. I hated that my body heard her before my brain finished refusing.

At 4:28 I stood outside 4C. The hall was empty. The door was plain, numbered, no window. Cold air leaked from the frame. Somewhere distant, a printer clicked. My pulse thudded in my ears.

The door opened before I knocked.

"Inside."

The room was smaller than her office. White tile. A drain in the floor. A bench bolted to the wall. Hooks. A cabinet with a lock. The temperature dropped another degree. My nipples tightened under my bra and I wanted to claw that reaction off my skin.

"Strip to your underwear."

"I just met you."

"You signed." She closed the door. The lock turned. "Shoes by the bench. Blazer on the hook. Slacks folded. Now."

My hands shook. I undressed anyway. The tile bit my bare feet. Gooseflesh spread up my calves. The room smelled like disinfectant and something sweet underneath, powder and plastic.

She opened the cabinet. Crinkle. My whole body flinched at the sound.

She held up a diaper. Thick. White. Adult-sized, obscene, the kind that bulged in product photos meant for people who did not want to admit what they were buying. The tape tabs shone yellow. The plastic outer shell caught the light.

"This is corrective garment compliance," she said. "You will wear it when instructed. You will wet it when your body fails you. You will be changed when I decide you need it. You will thank me for the change."

"You're insane."

"You are in column one." She set the diaper on the bench. "Turn around. Hands on the wall."

I did not move.

She stepped close. Her breath warmed the shell of my ear.

"You want the salary. You want the debt to stop screaming. You want your sister off the hook for your failure." A pause. "Spread your feet."

I spread them. The tile was ice.

She hooked her fingers in my underwear and pulled them down. Cool air hit my ass and my cunt. I gasped.

"Step out."

Naked from the waist down in a correction room on my first day. The humiliation hit so hard my clit pulsed once, traitor, and I bit the inside of my cheek until copper flooded my tongue.

"Back to the wall."

I pressed my palms to white tile. It sucked the heat from my skin.

The crinkle came closer. She unfolded the diaper. The sound was loud in the small room, plastic whisper and paper flex. She pressed the padded bulk between my legs from behind. Warm from her hands, warmer than the room. The inner lining brushed my slit and I jerked.

"Stay still."

She pulled the front up over my mound. The thickness forced my thighs apart. Tape tabs snapped. One side. The other. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, cradling my cunt, lifting my ass. I looked down and saw the bulge, ridiculous, obscene, unmistakable under my shirt tails.

"Turn."

I turned. My face burned.

She held a small black wand, battery pack trailing a cord.

"This is not punishment yet," she said. "This is calibration."

She pressed the wand to the outside of the diaper, right over my clit through the thick diaper. The vibration traveled through plastic and fluff and into my core. My knees buckled.

"Stand up."

I stood. The diaper crinkled when I moved. The vibration buzzed steady, maddening, too dull to finish me, too sharp to ignore.

"Count aloud."

"One."

"Louder."

"One."

She increased the speed. The buzz deepened. Heat built behind the diaper. My cunt leaked, I could tell, slick meeting the dry inner lining, turning it shamefully wet in a different way.

"You are already messy," she said. "Good."

She slid her hand between the diaper and my hip, not inside, just enough to pinch the plastic and rock the bulk against me. The crinkle turned obscene. Squelch of my own arousal trapped in there with me.

"Say what you are."

"I'm an employee."

"Wrong."

The wand jumped higher. My hips rolled without permission.

"A what?"

"A…" My voice broke. "A corrective subject."

"More specific."

The word I needed rotted in my mouth. She pressed harder. The vibration hammered my clit through the diaper until my vision speckled.

"Say it."

"Diaper slut." The words fell out soft. Then louder when she did not stop. "Diaper slut. I'm a diaper slut on my first day."

"Again."

"I'm a diaper slut."

"You'll wet that diaper before the hour ends," she said. "Not because you are weak. Because I said you will."

Fear and heat collided. My bladder had been full since lunch. I had not gone because I did not know where the bathroom was and I was afraid to ask and look stupid on day one. Now the pressure sat behind the thick diaper like a second heartbeat.

She pulled the wand away. The loss made me whimper.

"On the bench. Back flat. Diaper up."

I lay on the cold bench. The diaper crinkled under my weight. Plastic warmed against my ass cheeks. She strapped my wrists to the bench hooks with nylon cuffs. Not tight enough to bruise. Tight enough that I could not cover myself.

She opened the cabinet again. Another crinkle. She held up a pink plug, silicone, thick at the base.

"Ass up as much as you can."

"No."

"You signed."

I lifted my hips. The diaper bulk shifted, pressing my clit from a new angle. She lubed the plug with something cold from a packet. The chill on my asshole made me clench.

"Relax opens you faster."

The tip pressed. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought, then gave because my body had been learning all day that fighting cost more than taking it. The plug seated with a obscene pop. My asshole clenched around the neck and could not close all the way.

"Good girl."

The words hit worse than the plug. My cunt throbbed inside the wet diaper.

She brought the wand back. This time she tucked it between the diaper and my hip, pinning it against my clit from the side. The vibration rattled my whole pelvis. The plug shifted when I squirmed and sent sparks up my spine.

"Beg for the first one."

"I don't…"

She turned the wand off.

The silence was worse.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me cum in my diaper. Please let your diaper slut cum."

"You'll cum when I say. You'll cum in the diaper like the filthy thing you are."

She turned it on high.

The build was instant. Shame fed it. The plug in my ass. The cuffs. The cold bench under my shoulder blades. The warm diaper trapping heat between my legs. My cunt swelled and leaked. The inner lining went slick. The smell rose, powder and my own arousal, sharp enough to taste.

"Hold."

I held until my thighs shook. Until tears leaked sideways into my hair.

"Now."

I came so hard my back arched off the bench. The orgasm ripped through the diaper, through the wand, through the plug stretching my ass. I screamed. The sound bounced off tile. My cunt spasmed and pushed more wet into the diaper. The crinkle turned frantic under me.

"One," she said. "You do not get to hide it. Say thank you."

"Thank you."

"Thank you for what."

"Thank you for making me cum in my diaper."

She did not turn the wand off.

"Again."

"No, I can't, I'm…"

"You can." She pushed the plug deeper with two fingers on the base. My asshole burned. "You will. Count with me when you break."

The second orgasm built meaner, oversensitive, cruel. The wand buzzed on my swollen clit through the soaked diaper. Squelch now, loud, obscene, the diaper heavy with my first release and my piss threatening behind it.

"Let go," she said.

I tried to hold my bladder. My body betrayed me the way it had all day. Warmth spread through the diaper, slow then fast, a flood I could not stop. Piss soaked the diaper, bloating it hotter and heavier between my legs. I sobbed once, broken, and came again while the wet spread down my thighs inside the plastic.

"Two," she said. "And you wet like I told you. Good."

The shame of the warm flood mixed with aftershocks ripping through me. I came dripping, shaking, diaper sagging, plug buried in my ass, wrists tied, on my first afternoon at a job that was supposed to save me.

She removed the wand. My clit pulsed like a bruise.

She unhooked one cuff, then the other. I could not sit up fast. The wet diaper slapped my skin, cold at the edges where the piss had cooled already.

"Stand."

I stood on jelly legs. The diaper sagged between my thighs, warm center, cold tapes. Urine smell and sex smell together. I wanted to die and my cunt still fluttered.

She opened the ledger on a small shelf by the door. Ink again. Scratch.

"Infraction zero," she said aloud as she wrote. "Voluntary compliance on intake. First wetting documented. Two orgasms. No refusal."

"You can't document that."

"I document everything." She capped the pen. "Your debt to the company is not only financial. You will learn the exchange rate."

"What does that mean?"

"It means you owe corrections before you owe paychecks." She tore a slip from the back of the ledger and handed it to me. My name. Today's date. Room 4C. A number at the bottom. 1.

"That's my count?"

"That's your count."

She pointed at the wet diaper.

"I change you now because you followed instruction. Lie on the bench."

I lay down. The soaked diaper spread under my ass, obscene, heavy, warm piss cooling to something worse. She tore the tapes. The crinkle was wetter sounding now. She wiped me with cold cloths that made me gasp. My cunt was swollen, red, still twitching. She spread me open without ceremony and looked.

"Drip on the tile," she said. "Good. You leak like a used hole already."

I turned my face away. My clit jumped at the words.

She lifted my hips and slid the plug out slow. My asshole gaped and clenced empty. Air cold on wet skin.

Fresh diaper. Dry, crinkling loud. She powdered me. The powder was cool, chalky, smelled like fake flowers. She taped me in again. Clean on the outside. My body still humming on the inside.

"Get dressed."

I pulled my slacks on over the thick diaper. The bulk showed through immediately, a shameful ridge at my crotch. I tucked my shirt lower. It still showed.

"You'll walk out like that," she said. "You'll feel it with every step. You'll hear it if you move too fast. That is the point."

I put the blazer on. The diaper crinkled when I shifted my shoulders. I heard it. She heard it.

At the door she handed me the index card again. Room 4C. Tomorrow. 4:30 PM.

"Same time unless I text another."

"I don't have your number."

"You will." She slid a company phone into my hand, cheap, locked to apps I did not recognize. "Do not miss a summons. Do not remove the garment between sessions unless I authorize. Do not lie about wetting. The ledger knows when you lie."

"How could it possibly…"

"You'll see."

She opened the door. Hall air warmer than the room. Office noise leaked in, keyboards, distant laughter, normal life one wall away from what had just happened to me.

"Go home. Eat. Sleep. Come back tomorrow."

I walked. The diaper crinkled with each step. The plug was gone but my asshole still felt open. My slacks rubbed the tape tabs. My cunt ached. Employees passed me in the hall and I waited for someone to stare at the bulge. No one looked. Or they had been trained not to.

In the elevator I stood alone and heard the crinkle when I breathed too deep. The mirror showed a woman in a blazer with a wet heat between her legs she could not hide and a face she did not recognize.

My phone buzzed. Unknown number.

Report dry or wet by 8 PM. Honesty is counted.

I typed with shaking thumbs.

Wet. 2 orgasms. Changed.

Three dots. Then:

Good girl. Column one holds.

The elevator dinged. Lobby. Glass and sun. Outside the tower the city moved like nothing had changed. My salary would hit in two weeks if I lasted. My sister's bill would shrink by a fraction. My name sat at the top of a fresh column in a leather book in a room that smelled like piss and powder.

I stepped into the heat of the street and the diaper was warm against the August air, plastic shell trapping my body’s heat, crinkling when I turned toward the train. Room 4C waited for tomorrow. Ms. Calloway’s pen waited. My count was one.

I kept walking.


Chapter 2: The Filing Error

The fluorescent hum came first, a thin needle under everything. Then plastic unfolded on vinyl, each crease a small crack in the quiet.

I stood outside the unmarked door at the end of the corridor with the index card sweating in my palm. Fourteen hundred hours. Room 7C. My name had been at the top of Ms. Calloway's column since lunch, ink still wet in my head.

The door had no placard. Just a brushed handle and a smell when it opened, powder and warm vinyl and something underneath like bleach left on too long.

Ms. Calloway did not look up from the table. She wore the same grey blouse as this morning, sleeves rolled once. The ledger lay open beside a stack of thick white diapers, each one sealed in crackling plastic.

"Close the door, Mara."

I closed it. The latch clicked and my stomach dropped with it.

"You filed a duplicate routing code on the Kessler batch." She turned a printout toward me. "Page four. Box twelve. You signed the verification line."

I scanned the page. My signature sat at the bottom, neat as always. The box she tapped was blank on the copy in my head, filled here in someone else's blocky font.

"I didn't, "

"You did." She slid the worn leather ledger closer. "Corrective conduct, paragraph nine. You signed it at nine-fifteen this morning."

The debt sat behind my teeth. Forty-two thousand for Lena's surgery, co-signed, due if I missed one paycheck or got terminated for cause. Hollby-Renn paid enough to breathe. Nothing else on my desk would clear it before the collectors called my sister.

"I can fix the filing, "

"This isn't accounting." She patted the vinyl table. "Strip to the waist. Skirt off. Blouse stays on for now."

My hands went cold.

"Ms. Calloway, "

"Debt callable on forty-eight hours' notice if you refuse correction." She said it the way other people said the weather. "Skirt."

The hook at my waistband bit my thumb. The skirt slid down my thighs and pooled at my ankles. Air hit bare skin from hip to mid-thigh. My blouse hung past my panties, thin cotton, already wrong against the room.

"Step out. Fold it. Place it on the chair."

I folded the skirt because my hands needed a job. The chair was metal, backless. I set the fabric on the seat and stood in my underwear and stockings while she wrote something in the ledger without asking me to wait.

"Filing error," she murmured, pen scratching. "First summons. Diaper compliance."

The word diaper hit low in my gut, hot and stupid. I had read paragraph nine. I had told myself it meant memos and docked bonuses. My cunt tightened anyway, traitor flesh, wet before I could swallow.

"Lay back on the table."

The vinyl was cold through my shoulder blades. Fluorescents buzzed above my face. Ms. Calloway tore open one plastic packet and the crinkle was loud enough to make my ears burn.

She held the unfolded diaper up. White, thick, obscene width between her hands. The taped sides hung heavy. It would not hide under anything I owned.

"Lift your hips."

I lifted. She stripped my panties down my legs and dropped them on the chair with the skirt. Cool air touched my bare ass, my bare cunt. Exposure prickled across my skin.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

She slid the diaper under me. The inner lining was soft and powder-dry against my asshole, my slit. She pulled the front up between my thighs. The bulk forced my legs apart. The tapes waited at my hips like hands that already owned the shape of me.

"Bend your knees. Feet flat."

I bent. The diaper crinkled when I moved, a sound I would hear in every hallway now.

She shook powder into her palm. The scent rose sharp and sweet, chalk on my tongue before I breathed it. Talc dusted my mound, my inner thighs, the crease where my ass met the vinyl. She rubbed it in with flat fingers, slow strokes that had nothing to do with care and everything to do with mapping.

"Count each stroke aloud."

"One."

Her fingers dragged through the powder again, pressing my labia apart.

"Two."

The third stroke found my clit and my back arched off the table without permission.

"Three." My voice cracked.

She wrote in the ledger without looking at my face. "Powder strokes. Three. Mara counted."

Humiliation crawled up my throat. I was twenty-nine, sharp on audits, the woman who caught decimal drift in a six-figure reconciliation. I lay on vinyl counting talc strokes while my boss recorded the number like freight weight.

"Pull the front panel up. Snug."

I tugged the diaper tight. The bulk cupped my cunt, thick diaper pressing my lips together. The crinkle when I breathed deep sounded like I was already wearing what they wanted me to become.

"Left tape first. Count."

I tore the left tape and pressed it to my hip. The adhesive bit skin through the elastic.

"One."

"Right tape."

"Two."

"Lower tape. Left."

"Three."

"Lower tape. Right."

"Four."

She leaned in and pressed her palm flat over the padded front, grinding the thickness against my clit. Pressure built through the layers, dull and maddening. I tasted powder at the back of my tongue.

"Say it. What are you wearing."

"A diaper." The word scraped out.

"Louder."

"A diaper."

"Why."

"Filing error." My cheeks burned. "Correction."

She wrote again. "Four tapes. Verbal count confirmed."

Her hand left. The loss of pressure made me ache worse.

"Spread your knees wider."

I spread. The diaper sagged between my thighs, warm already from my skin. She opened a drawer beneath the table and set items in a row where I could see them. A pink wand with a round head. A black plug, glossy and thick. Nipple clamps on a chain. A tube of clear gel that smelled faintly of nothing.

"You will not wet this diaper, Mara."

My pulse jumped. She had read the war inside me before I named it. If I stayed dry, I was only wearing it. The last inch that was still mine.

"If you wet, the debt clock moves up forty-eight hours and you return tomorrow in a fresh one."

"I won't."

"Say you understand."

"I understand."

She clicked the wand on. The buzz filled the room, small wasp sound. She pressed it to the padded front, right over my clit, through the diaper.

My mouth opened. No sound came first. Then a whimper I did not authorize.

"Hold still."

The vibration traveled through powder and plastic into my clit, blunt and relentless. My hips tried to roll. She pinned my thigh down with her forearm, heavy bone against muscle.

"Count to ten. Aloud."

"One. Two." The numbers shook. "Three."

Wetness spread inside the diaper, not piss, my own slick soaking the lining where the wand ground. The smell rose, musk under talc, shame and heat mixed in one breath.

"Four. Five."

My nipples hardened against my blouse. She did not touch them yet. The denial sat beside the buzz like a second hand on my throat.

"Six."

The wand stayed put. My clit swelled against the diaper. Each pulse made the crinkle louder when my thighs trembled.

"Seven. Eight."

"Nine."

"Ten."

She lifted the wand. I sobbed once, small, disgusting.

"Did you come."

"No."

"Truth."

"No. Ms. Calloway."

"Good." She set the wand aside and picked up the plug. "We're training accuracy today. Errors get counted. Orgasms get counted. You don't get to blur the line."

She coated the plug in gel. Cold slick on my asshole when she pressed the tip there.

"Relax your hole."

"I, "

"Relax."

My asshole resisted, then gave. The plug pushed in, inch by inch, burn and stretch until the base seated flush between my cheeks. The diaper held it in, diaper pressed tight to the base when she smoothed the front down.

"How many inches."

"I don't, "

"Estimate."

"Three. Maybe four."

She wrote. "Plug inserted. Mara estimated four inches."

The fullness sat inside me, foreign and solid. Every small clench made my cunt drip again into the lining.

"Wand returns on ten. You will not come until I say. If you come, you add a wetting mark to the ledger and I call collections tonight."

Fear snapped my spine straight. Lena's voice on the phone, crying about another notice. My name on a default letter.

"I'll hold."

"You'll try." She pressed the wand to the same spot. "Count again. From one."

The buzz hit harder this time, or I was rawer. The plug shifted when my ass clenched. Dual pressure, stuffed and buzzed, diaper thick between the wand and my clit.

"One. Two. Three."

She pinched my left nipple through the blouse, then the right, rolling them until pain threaded into the vibration.

"Four. Five. Six."

"Say what you are."

"A, " My tongue stuck. "A corrected employee."

"Filthier."

"A girl in a diaper getting buzzed off on a table."

"Again."

"A diaper slut on a vinyl table."

The words made me wetter. My own voice betrayed me, crude and audible in the fluorescent hum.

"Seven. Eight. Nine."

She lifted the wand at nine and a half. My whole body shook, edge screaming in my clit, asshole clenching the plug.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me come."

"You don't come until the count is finished and the procedure is logged." She set the wand down. "We're not there."

Tears salted the corner of my mouth. I licked them and tasted salt under powder.

She unbuttoned my blouse to the waist, baring my bra. Black lace, work-appropriate until this room made everything obscene. She unclipped the clamps and closed them on my nipples through the lace.

I cried out. The chain pulled when she tugged once, testing.

"Count the chain pulls. Four."

"One."

She tugged. Pain lanced to my cunt.

"Two."

"Three."

"Four."

"Wand. Last round. You may ask for permission at ten."

The wand returned. My clit was swollen, oversensitive, the diaper soaked where I leaked. The buzz felt like teeth.

"One. Two."

She tugged the chain in time with the count.

"Three. Four. Five."

My ass ground down on the plug. The diaper crinkled, obscene rhythm under the buzz.

"Six. Seven. Eight."

"Nine."

"Ten." My voice broke. "Please. Please let me come. I'm a diaper slut. I'm going to, "

"Come."

I came.

My back arched off the vinyl. The orgasm ripped through the padded front, clit spasming against the wand through wet lining. I heard myself, ugly sounds, whore noises. The plug filled my ass while my cunt gushed into the diaper, slick and warm, not piss, worse in its own way because I chose nothing.

"That's one." Ms. Calloway's pen scratched. "Forced release on count ten. Diaper lining wet with arousal. Not urine."

She did not lift the wand.

"Wait, "

"Two more before you leave."

"No, "

"Debt or stay."

I stayed. My clit screamed. The wand kept buzzing through the aftershocks, turning pleasure into punishment.

"Count down from ten. Zero is two."

"Ten. Nine."

She twisted one clamp. Fire in my nipple.

"Eight. Seven."

"Say thank you for the correction."

"Thank you for the correction."

"Thank you for the diaper."

"Thank you for the diaper."

"Six. Five."

The second orgasm built wrong, too fast, stacked on the first. My thighs shook. The diaper sagged heavier between my legs, warm bulk catching my slick.

"Four. Three."

"Two. One. Zero."

I came again, harder, meaner. My cunt clamped on nothing, empty and dripping. The plug drove deeper when my ass spasmed. I sobbed through it, face turned to the side, drool on the vinyl.

"That's two."

She pulled the wand away. My clit twitched in open air, abandoned.

"One more. You earn your exit pass."

"I can't, "

"You will." She lubed two fingers, slid them under the diaper tape at the leg gap, and pushed straight into my cunt alongside the diaper edge.

The stretch burned sweet. Two fingers curled, found the spot, pumped while the soaked lining rubbed my clit from outside.

"Name the hole."

"My cunt."

"Use."

"My cunt is for correction."

"Again."

"My wet cunt is for correction in a diaper."

She added a third finger. The squelch was loud, obscene, gel and slick and vinyl smell rising together.

"Beg for three."

"Please let me come again. I'm your diaper whore. Three. Please. Three."

"Come on three."

She counted. "One. Two. Three."

The third orgasm broke me different. Longer. Meaner. My vision whited at the edges. Cunt milking her fingers, ass locked on the plug, nipples pulled by the chain when my chest heaved. I came until my voice gave out, until the only sound left was the crinkle and the wet slap of her fingers working me.

"Three logged." She withdrew her fingers. Glistening, she wiped them on the inner thigh of the diaper where the talc had turned to paste. "Arousal only. Dry streak candidate."

Dry streak. She had named my private war out loud.

She removed the clamps. Pain flooded back as blood returned. She turned the wand off. She did not remove the plug.

"Sit up."

I sat. The diaper bulk shifted, heavy between my thighs. The plug pressed deeper. I could not close my legs all the way.

"Blouse buttoned. Skirt on."

I dressed with shaking hands. The skirt hid nothing. The outline of the diaper showed through, thick wedge at my hips. Every step would crinkle.

She tore the used diaper off me over the table, cold air hitting my soaked skin, and replaced it with a fresh one, taped snug, powder counted again, four tapes, my voice hoarse on each number.

"Stand."

I stood. Clean diaper, dry lining, plug still in my ass under it.

"You will wear this through the rest of your shift. You will not use the restroom. You will not adjust the tapes without permission. If you wet, you text this number." She handed me a card with a private line. "If you stay dry until midnight, mark yourself and report at open tomorrow."

"Mark myself."

"You'll know."

She walked me to the door. The corridor outside was normal, keyboards and copier smell. My thighs rubbed the bulk. The crinkle was audible. I hated that my cunt pulsed again at the sound.

I made it to my desk. Ben from logistics looked once at my hips and looked away. I sat carefully. The plug shifted. The diaper pressed my clit when the chair met the bulk.

At five I walked to the breakroom for water. Each step was a broadcast. I drank standing, afraid to sit in the kitchen chair and squeak.

At eight I rode the bus home, diaper hidden under my coat, plug a secret weight with every bump.

At eleven fifty-eight I stood in my bathroom mirror, skirt up, tapes intact, lining dry when I pressed two fingers through the plastic front. Dry. The war had a scoreboard.

I took the pen from the sink cup. One tally mark on the inside of my wrist, small and sharp.

Dry.

My phone buzzed. Unknown number.

*Ledger notes dry day one. Do not get proud. Pride is how errors repeat.*

I stared at the message until the screen dimmed. Ms. Calloway's handwriting lived in my head now, even in pixels.

Tomorrow was open. Room 7C had a slot. My name sat at the top of the column.

I lowered my skirt. The diaper crinkled when I walked to bed. I did not remove it. I did not trust the night.

I lay in the dark with my wrist mark itching and the plug still inside me, ass full, cunt empty, and listened for a wetness that had not come yet.

The hum in my skull matched the fluorescents I could still see behind my lids.

I would stay dry.

I had to.


Chapter 3: Through The Shredder

I typed the second sentence and stopped. The cursor blinked at the end of *effective immediately* like it had all night.

*I resign my position at Meridian Holdings, effective immediately.*

Two lines. That was supposed to be the whole door.

I read them again in the gray morning light off my monitor. My mouth had the speech ready. Polite. Firm. I would place the printed copy on Ms. Calloway's desk and walk out before she could open her mouth. No argument. No ledger. No thick pink diaper crinkling between my thighs while she wrote numbers I would carry home in my skin.

My wrist still had the tally mark from last night. One dry stroke in ballpoint on the inside, hidden under my sleeve. My one proof I had not pissed in the thing they taped on me. My one scrap they had not taken yet.

I hit print.

The paper came out warm. Two sentences. Black ink. Real.

I folded it once and slid it into my bag beside my phone and my employee badge. The fold line bit my thumb. Texture like a receipt for something I could not return.

Ms. Calloway's office door was the same pale wood as every other door on the floor. I had walked past it a hundred times without thinking. Today it looked like a mouth that only opened one way.

She was at her desk when I came in. The ledger lay open to today's date. Her pen rested on the margin. She did not look surprised.

"I brought my resignation," I said.

I set the paper on her blotter, square with the edge, like I still worked here and still cared about alignment.

She read it without picking it up. Her eyes moved once. Twice.

"Sit," she said.

"I'd rather stand."

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

The words landed flat. No heat. No threat in her voice. Just weight, like a hand on the back of my neck pushing down where I was already going.

I sat.

She lifted the phone on her desk and dialed three digits. Financing. I knew the extension from the onboarding packet I had signed when I needed the advance that became the debt that became this.

"Calloway," she said. "Mara is submitting resignation, effective today. Process the employment-status trigger on her note."

A pause. Her eyes stayed on me.

"Yes. Now."

She hung up.

My phone buzzed in my bag before I could ask what trigger.

I pulled it out. The screen lit with a default notice from Meridian Financing. Principal accelerated. Full balance due in fourteen days. Interest recalculated at penalty rate. Employment verification revoked.

Fourteen days. The number I had been stretching across eighteen months of careful payments had just snapped to two weeks because I typed two sentences.

"You can't, " I started.

"I can." She took my resignation letter between two fingers like it was a scrap of trash. "You signed the financing rider. Resignation terminates the payroll offset and invokes immediate callable status. You did not read page eleven. Nobody does."

She fed the letter into the shredder beside her desk.

The machine ate it strip by strip. The whine filled the small office. Paper dust smell. Heat off the blades. My two-line door turned into curled white ribbons in the bin.

"That was my exit," I said.

"You do not have exits." She made a mark in the ledger. "You have corrections. You have terms. You have what you agreed to when you needed the money more than you needed the fine print."

My throat closed around the speech I had rehearsed. None of it fit anymore.

"For the disruption," she said, writing, "you report to inspection before you leave the building each day. Starting today. You present at the correction room at end of shift. Noncompliance adds a line. You know where the room is."

"I know."

"Stand."

I stood. My legs were steady. That surprised me. Inside, my pulse knocked like I had already run somewhere and failed.

"Go back to your desk. Finish your shift. You will report at five."

I left. The door shut behind me with a soft click that cost more than I had.

I made it through four hours of emails by not looking at my phone again. The default notice sat in my notifications like a toothache. Every time I shifted in my chair I thought about the weight of a diaper between my legs. The crinkle I had sworn I would never add sound to again.

At four forty-five my badge still worked on the end-of-corridor reader. The unmarked door still opened on a room with no windows and a changing table bolted to the wall.

Ms. Calloway was already there. The ledger waited on the steel side table. A stack of thick white diapers sat beside it. Powder. Wipes. A plug in black silicone on a tray. A wand with a cord. Restraints clipped to the table rails.

"Strip to the waist," she said.

I unbuttoned my blouse. Unzipped my skirt. Stepped out of it. My panties were plain cotton. Dry. The tally mark on my wrist burned like she could see through the sleeve.

"All of it."

I took the panties off and folded them on the chair. Naked from the hips down in a room that smelled like plastic and talc.

"Turn. Hands on the table."

I bent over the padded surface. Cold vinyl under my palms. The position from last time. My ass exposed. My cunt exposed. Everything she needed to inspect like I was inventory.

She pulled on gloves. The snap of latex made my hole clench without permission.

"Spread your legs."

I widened my stance. The air touched me where no one at work should ever look.

"You came in with a resignation today," she said. Her fingers spread my cheeks. "That tells me you still think you own your choices. We fix that before you walk out."

One finger traced my asshole. Slow. No apology in the touch. I bit the inside of my cheek.

"Dry," she said. "Good. That won't last."

She lubed the plug and pressed it to my rim. The stretch burned going in. Inch by inch. My body fought the width until it did not. The base seated flush between my cheeks. Full. Obscene. A constant pressure that made my clit throb in time with my heartbeat.

"Stay open."

She wiped me front to back with a cold cloth. Checked my wrist without comment when she turned my arm. The tally mark. She said nothing. She did not have to.

The diaper rustled when she unfolded it. Thick. White. The kind that crunched loud when you moved. She lifted my hips and slid it under me. Powder dusted my skin. Sweet and chalky. The front panel came up over my mound. Heavy already even dry. She taped one side. Then the other. The tapes bit my hips with that familiar tight grip.

"Step down. Walk to the wall."

I walked. The plug shifted inside me with each step. The diaper bulk forced my thighs apart. Crinkle. Crinkle. The sound in the empty room was louder than my breathing.

"Face the wall. Read the number."

A laminated sheet hung at eye level. Black digits. Today's inspection count.

"Fourteen," I said.

"Again."

"Fourteen."

She wrote in the ledger behind me. Pen scratch. Each stroke a nail in the coffin of the woman who thought two sentences could free her.

"Turn around."

She sat in the chair with the wand in her lap. The cord ran to the outlet. She patted her thigh.

"Come here."

I crossed the room. The diaper swayed. Heavy between my legs. Warm from my body heat already.

"Over my knee."

I laid across her lap. The position turned my ass up. The plug pressed deeper from the angle. Her hand settled on the diaper over my cheeks. The weight of her palm through the thick diaper made me squirm.

"You tried to leave today," she said.

"Yes."

"Say what you are."

"I'm, " My mouth dried up. "I'm an employee under correction."

"Louder."

"I'm an employee under correction."

Her hand came down on the diaper. Smack. The impact jolted through the diaper into my ass. The plug jumped. My cunt leaked.

Again. Harder. The crinkle turned obscene under her blows. Heat spread through the white shell. My skin underneath warmed in layers.

"You do not resign," she said. Smack. "You do not shred your way out." Smack. "You report." Smack. "You present." Smack.

Tears pricked my eyes. My ass burned under the diaper. The plug filled me so completely that every smack made my hole flutter around the silicone.

"Count."

"One." My voice cracked. "Two. Three. Four."

She stopped at ten. My thighs shook. The diaper had a warm spot starting. Not piss. Arousal soaking into the diaper from where my cunt dripped.

"Stand up. Table."

I climbed onto the changing table on my back. She buckled the wrist cuffs to the rails. Ankle cuffs after. Spread. Diaper bulging between my locked legs. The plug visible at the base if she looked. I was open and trapped and on display.

She turned the wand on low. The buzz filled the room before it touched me.

She pressed it to the diaper over my clit. Through the thick white bulk. The vibration spread wide. Blunt. Wrong. Right. My hips jerked against the cuffs.

"No coming without permission."

"Yes, Ms. Calloway."

She turned it up. The diaper compressed under the head of the wand. Diaper mashed my swollen clit. The plug in my ass held me full while the buzz worked my front through layers of plastic and fluff. Helpless. Reduced. Exactly what the resignation was supposed to prevent.

"Tell me what you tried to do today."

"I tried to quit."

"What does quitting cost you."

"Fourteen days. Full balance. Default."

"And what does staying cost you."

I swallowed. The wand hummed. My cunt clenched and released. Wet sound inside the diaper. Shame crawled up my neck.

"This," I whispered.

"Say the word."

"Diaper."

"Again."

"Diaper. Inspection. Correction."

She pressed harder. The crinkle turned to squelch where I was leaking. The warm spot grew. Spread. My piss hit without warning.

The flood went hot and fast into the diaper. I could not stop it. My bladder let go while the wand buzzed on my clit through the soaking shell. The diaper sagged heavier. Warmth bloomed wide. The smell rose. Ammonia and sex and powder.

"Oh god, " I arched off the table. "I'm, I'm wetting, "

"I know." She did not move the wand. "Hold still while you finish."

The last spurts trickled out. The diaper hung between my thighs, sodden and thick. Weight pulling at the tapes. My face burned. The tally mark on my wrist meant nothing now.

"Please," I said. I did not know what I was asking for. Stop. More. Mercy.

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

She turned the wand higher. The wet diaper ground against my clit. Squelch. Obscene. The vibration traveled through piss-warm fluff directly into my nerve. My toes curled in the ankle cuffs.

"Beg for the first one."

"Please let me, " I bit the words off. Wrong phrase. Dead phrase from somewhere I would not go. "Please, Ms. Calloway. Please let this diaper slut come. I'm piss-soaked and I need it."

"That's one request. Give me three."

"Please. I'm a wet diaper whore. I tried to run and I pissed in my diaper like a pathetic, like a, "

"Say it."

"Like a helpless little baby in her wet diaper. Please. I'll report every day. I'll, I'll present. Just let me come."

She held the wand steady. My whole body trembled on the edge. The plug in my ass. The ruined diaper. The debt on my phone. The shredded letter. All of it stacked on my clit through the buzzing head.

"Come," she said.

I broke.

The orgasm ripped up my spine. Loud. Ugly. My cunt spasmed against the wet diaper. I heard myself sob. The diaper squelched under me with each pulse. Juice and piss mixing. Drip running down the crease of my thigh inside the shell. One. The first one. Forced out of me while I chanted numbers she had made mine.

"That's one," she said. "Two more."

"No, too, "

She did not stop. The wand stayed. My clit screamed from oversensitivity. The second crest built before the first finished. Cruel. Mechanical. Her hand on my belly holding me flat while my hips fought the cuffs.

"Count the second."

"I can't, "

"You can." She turned it higher. "Count or I add a line."

"Two, " The word tore out of me on a gag of pleasure. "Two. Oh fuck. Two."

Cum ran out of me into the already ruined diaper. My ass clenched on the plug. Vision whited at the edges. Shame and heat fused so tight I could not tell which was which.

She pulled the wand back one inch. Relief. One inch only.

"Third. Beg dirtier."

"I'm, I'm your wet little toy. Your piss diaper slut. I cum in my own mess. I deserve, I deserve, "

"What do you deserve."

"More. I deserve more. Please. Make me come again. I'm nothing. I'm a soaked diaper bitch and I need it."

"Good girl."

She slammed the wand down hard. The wet bulk compressed. Direct. Brutal. The third orgasm hit like a fist. Longer than the others. My mouth opened and no sound came. Then too much sound. Filthy words I would never repeat outside this room pouring out while my cunt gushed into the sagging diaper.

"Three," she said calmly. "Hold the last one open. Don't you dare close."

I could not have closed if I wanted to. My body shook apart on the table. Drool on my chin. Tears and snot on my face. The diaper between my legs a heavy warm sack of everything I had lost control of.

She turned the wand off.

Silence rang worse than the buzz.

"Uncuff your left wrist when I release it. You will clean nothing yourself today."

She undid the left cuff. My hand fell heavy to the table.

"Reach between your legs. Feel the weight."

I did. The diaper sagged thick and sodden against my palm. Warm. Obscene. Real.

"Tell me what you feel."

"Wet. Heavy. I, I pissed in it. I came in it. Three times."

"And what you tried this morning."

"I tried to leave."

"What did leaving cost."

"Everything."

She unbuckled my ankles. My legs fell open, trembling. The plug still buried in my ass. The diaper still dripping warmth down my inner thighs.

"Roll to your stomach."

I turned. Face in the vinyl. Ass up. The wet diaper molded to my cheeks.

She unhooked one tape. Then the other. The cold air hit my soaked skin. She peeled the front down. Powder and piss smell. My cunt swollen. Red. Used without being touched bare.

"Stay."

I heard lube. A shift of weight. Straps.

The head of her strap-on pressed my asshole beside the plug.

"Breathe out."

I breathed. She pulled the plug free. The gape burned. Empty for one second. Then the cock pushed in. Thick. Rubber. Unyielding. Inch by inch while I fisted the cuff still locked to my right wrist.

"Bigger than the plug," she said. "You take it."

"Yes, "

"Yes what."

"Yes, Ms. Calloway. I take it."

She bottomed out. My ass full of cock. The stretch ached sweet and wrong. She drew back and thrust. No warmup. No mercy. The slap of her hips on my wet ass echoed off the bare walls.

The wand came back. On my clit this time. Bare. Direct. I screamed into the table.

"Fourth or fifth?" she asked. "You've lost count. That's fine. I haven't."

She fucked my ass and held the wand on my clit. Double. Too much. Perfect. My holes worked at once. Ass clenching on the strap. Cunt dripping on the vinyl under me.

"Say what you are while I fuck your ass."

"Diaper slut. Wet diaper, oh god, fuck, "

"Complete the sentence."

"Wet diaper whore who can't quit. Who can't pay. Who reports for inspection. Who cums in her piss, "

She pounded harder. The wand buzzed. My fourth orgasm built from two directions. Ass and clit. Shame and need. I bit the table edge.

"Come on my cock," she said. "Five."

I came. Harder. Longer. My ass milked the strap while my cunt squirted on the table beneath me. Wet slap. Wet mess. She did not slow down. Rode me through it. Through the oversensitive spike. Through the whine I could not turn into words.

"One more," she said. "For the shredded letter."

"No please I can't, "

"You can." She gripped my hip. Drove deep. The wand pressed cruel and constant. "Give it to me."

The fifth tore out of me like damage. Not pleasure. Past pleasure. My body convulsing. Ass gaping around her thrusts. Clit battered. Brain offline. Only pulse. Only spasm. Only the wet sounds of a woman who had walked in with an exit plan and was now face-down getting fucked in the ass while her destroyed diaper hung off one thigh.

She stilled. Pulled out. The gape ached open. Cool air on my rim.

"Stay down."

I stayed. Cheek on vinyl. Breath ragged. Five. She had counted every one.

She diapered me again. Clean this time. Thick pink. The tapes loud when she pulled them. The crinkle when she helped me stand was the sound of my new schedule.

"End of shift. Every day. You present. I inspect. You leave when I say."

"What if I don't."

She looked at me. Pen in hand. Ledger open.

"Then the financing office gets a compliance call and your fourteen days become seven."

There it was. The door that was not a door. Walking out priced higher than staying. Resignation shredded. Default loaded. Inspection added. My debt keyed to my badge swipe like a leash I had signed for when I was desperate.

I pulled my skirt on over the pink bulk. The hem hid nothing if you knew to look. My blouse covered the tally mark and everything under it.

Ms. Calloway walked me to the corridor door. Not the main floor exit. The correction room exit that dumped into the parking garage stairwell.

"Tomorrow," she said. "You will think about running again. You will calculate. You will remember today."

I nodded. My ass throbbed. My clit still buzzed ghost-sensation. The new diaper was dry and already felt like a promise I would break.

I took the stairs. Each step crinkled. The weight between my legs was texture and consequence. Real as the default notice still sitting on my phone.

In the garage I sat in my car without starting the engine. I lifted my wrist. The tally mark from last night. Dry streak. One day.

Today I had added piss and five orgasms and a strap-on in my ass and a pink diaper I would have to present in again at five tomorrow.

I started the car.

Tomorrow I would find another door that was not a door. I knew that already. The building had too many of them. And every one had a price taped to the frame in Ms. Calloway's handwriting.

I drove toward the exit ramp. The diaper crinkled when I pressed the brake. Heavy. Warm from my body. Dry for now.

For now.

The ledger had a new line. My inspection count. My wet shame logged in diaper and numbers.

And somewhere in financing, a clock had started on fourteen days that only got shorter when I reached for freedom.


Chapter 4: Unauthorized Device

The red dot burned through my blazer lining, a hot pinprick against my ribs. I kept my thumb on the button in the elevator mirror, watching my own face stay flat while the numbers climbed toward HR. Four dry marks on my left wrist. Ink from Ms. Calloway's pen, four small crosses in a row. The only thing today hadn't stolen yet.

I had rehearsed the words in the shower until the tiles fogged. Hostile work environment. Non-consensual compliance protocols. I would not say diaper. I would not say correction room. I would say documented bodily monitoring and coerced debt retention. Clean words for filthy facts.

The recorder was a cheap brick from a drugstore, taped inside the pocket so the mic faced out through a slit I'd cut with nail scissors. Warm plastic against my nipple through the blouse. My cunt was already slick from the walk across the compliance floor, shame and planning twisted together until I couldn't tell which one made me wet.

HR's door said Director Lennox in brushed steel. I knocked once.

Lennox was forty-something, cardigan, reading glasses on a chain. She smiled like I was late for a meeting, not bleeding dignity in a hallway.

"Mara. Come in. Sit."

I sat. The chair was too soft. My thighs pressed together and the thick diaper under my skirt crinkled. I'd been changed at seven before the floor opened, white and obscene, taped tight so every step announced me to myself. The warmth between my legs was my own piss from the morning check, held in the gel core, heavy and shamefully familiar.

"I need to file a formal complaint," I said.

Lennox nodded. She slid a tablet across the desk. The form was already half-loaded with my employee ID.

"Describe the conduct," she said. "Use dates if you can."

I typed. I kept my voice steady. Coerced correction procedures tied to personal debt instruments. Forced garment compliance. Daily inspection requirements added without amendment to my original contract clause.

Lennox leaned in, kind eyes on the screen.

"That's a heavy allegation," she said. "We'll take it seriously."

Hope hit wrong, like a finger on a bruise. My clit throbbed against the sodden bulk.

"I have documentation of the financial linkage," I said. "If I resign, the loan accelerates. That's retaliation."

"We'll review the financing rider," Lennox said. "Paragraph fourteen of your onboarding packet. You initialed it."

"I initialed a lot of things."

"So did everyone on this floor." She tapped the screen. "Submit when you're ready."

I hit submit. The tablet chimed. Lennox's smile didn't move.

"Good," she said. "Now we follow procedure."

She stood. I stood. My thumb was still on the recorder button. Red dot alive.

"Procedure?" I said.

"Compliance cross-check for any complaint citing bodily monitoring." Lennox opened her door. "Ms. Calloway handles those. She'll want you immediately."

My stomach dropped. The elevator ride down had been the whole plan. Record Lennox. Get a name on tape. Walk out with something that wasn't my own sobbing voice in an empty apartment.

Lennox walked me through the corridor like a guest she was proud to host. Past the breakroom. Past the water cooler. My dry marks burned on my wrist. Four. I counted them again because counting was the last math I owned.

Calloway's door was open.

She sat behind the ledger, pen uncapped. Lennox stopped in the threshold.

"Unauthorized complaint routing," Calloway said without looking up. "Filed against clause nine point four while citing clause nine point four. Self-referential violation."

"I described facts," I said.

"You described the mechanism you signed." Calloway finally looked at me. "Bring her in, Lennox."

Lennox's hand closed on my elbow. Warm through the blazer. I jerked once. Useless.

Inside, Calloway held out her palm.

"Blazer," she said.

"No."

"Device search is standard for compliance floors." Calloway's voice was flat as stamped steel. "You know that. You cited it in your complaint."

Lennox was still in the doorway, watching like this was a training video.

My hand went to the pocket before my brain caught up. Betrayal in my own fingers. I wanted to be caught. The thought made my cunt clench around nothing.

Calloway pulled the recorder free. Tape strands stuck to the lining. She pressed stop. The red dot died.

"Unauthorized device on a compliance floor," she said. "Logged."

Lennox exhaled, almost sympathetic.

"We'll archive the complaint as withdrawn," she said. "Mara, I'm sorry this was distressing. The form itself triggered the cross-check."

"She planned it," I said.

Lennox's mouth tightened. "Take care."

She left. The door shut. The click was small and final.

Calloway set the recorder on the ledger beside today's column. My name sat there in her handwriting, neat as a invoice.

"Attempted external disclosure," she said. "Second disruption. You shredded your dignity with the resignation letter. Now you brought a witness."

"I brought proof."

"You brought them the clause you initialed." Calloway stood. "Strip to inspection layer."

My blazer hit the floor. The blouse followed. Bra off. Skirt unzipped. I stepped out of my heels because she'd told me to, because the debt sat in my ribs like a second spine.

The diaper was swollen from the walk, warm gel pressing my thighs apart. White plastic tapes shiny under the correction room lights. Urine heat had spread while I sat in Lennox's soft chair, telling myself I was still continent, still earning the fifth mark.

"Four dry," Calloway said, touching my wrist with the pen tip. "You were proud of that."

"I earned it."

"You held your bladder until we allowed it." She hooked a finger under the diaper waistband and pulled me forward. "Open the tapes."

I tore the tabs. The crinkle was loud. Cool air hit my slick cunt. The diaper sagged, heavy, piss-warm against my knees.

"Step out."

I stepped. Naked except for the collar I hadn't taken off since Tuesday. Metal tag with my employee number. Property tone in every beep at the turnstile.

Calloway locked the door. She pulled a thick pink diaper from the cabinet, adult-sized, cartoon tapes meant to humiliate. She laid it on the bench.

"Back on the table. Spread."

The table was cold under my ass. She lifted my ankles into the stirrups without asking. Exposure was routine now. My cunt lips parted under the light. Clit swollen, shameful and obvious.

"You're dripping," Calloway said. "Not piss. Arousal. You soaked Lennox's chair with your cunt while you filed a complaint."

"That's not, "

"Don't lie in my room." She snapped on gloves. Lubed fingers spread my asshole first, cold gel shocking heat. One finger. Two. My hole clenched and opened anyway, trained without my consent.

"You planned to record me admitting crimes," she said. "You wanted my voice saying diaper on federal evidence."

"I wanted out."

"You wanted to stay dry and stay proud." A third finger. Burn. Stretch. "You wanted both. That's greed."

She worked my ass open until I whimpered. Then she slid a metal plug in, heavy and cold, base flared wide. My asshole gripped it, helpless.

"Count the dry marks out loud," she said.

"Four."

"Say what they mean."

"Four days I didn't wet during correction."

"Four days we let you think you were in control." She pressed a wand to my clit, low buzz. My hips jumped. "Say what you are."

"A employee."

"Try again."

"A debtor."

"Closer." She turned the wand up. "What did Lennox see when she walked you here?"

"A woman in a wet diaper filing a complaint."

"And what did your cunt do?"

I moaned. The plug shifted inside me with the tremor.

"Answer."

"Got wet."

"Louder."

"My pussy got wet walking to get help."

"Good girl." The wand pressed harder. "You don't get to export your shame. You metabolize it here."

She held me on the edge until my thighs shook. Then she stopped. Denial like a slap.

"On your knees."

I slid off the table, plug forcing my asshole to stay open. Knees on rubber mat. Calloway unbuckled her belt. Strap-on harness, black silicone cock thick as her wrist.

"Suck it. Get it wet. You're going to take it in every hole before you leave."

I opened my mouth. Rubber cock head pushed my tongue down. Salty taste of the room, my own spit running chin to collar. She fucked my face slow, then hard, gagging me until my eyes watered.

"Look at you," she said, pulling out so a string of spit bridged my lip to the cock. "You want this more than you will admit."

I shook my head. My cunt leaked on the mat.

"Say you want it."

"I don't."

"Say you want the cock."

"I want the cock." The words scraped out. True enough to burn.

"Say you're a diaper slut who cums in compliance."

"I'm a diaper slut who cums in compliance."

She shoved me over the table. Ass up, plug still buried. She yanked it free. My hole gaped, air cold on the slick rim. Then the strap-on pressed in, inch by thick inch, stretching my ass open.

"No," I gasped.

"Yes." She bottomed out. "Take it."

The first stroke punched the breath out of me. Anal burn and pleasure tangled until I couldn't separate them. She fucked my ass hard, hips snapping, silicone cock plowing my hole while her hand snaked under to rub my clit raw.

"One," she said. "Come for me."

I came. Ass clamping on the cock, cunt gushing on her fingers, a shameful flood down my thighs. She didn't stop. The orgasm kept going, oversensitive, brutal.

"That's one," she counted. "Two more before you get a clean diaper."

"Too much."

"You'll take four." She pulled out. My asshole stayed open, twitching. "Turn over."

On my back, legs in stirrups again. She replaced the plug with something bigger, a vibrating plug on a cord. Buzz filled my pelvis. She strapped a spreader bar to my ankles so I couldn't close my thighs.

"Watch," she said.

She lubed the strap-on again and pressed it to my cunt. Penetration in one shove. Full. Stuffed. The vibrator in my ass and the cock in my pussy met inside me, a obscene pressure I couldn't breathe around.

"Name your holes."

"Pussy and ass."

"Whose?"

"Yours."

"Say you're a hole."

"I'm a hole."

She fucked me slow at first, dragging the cock out until only the head stretched my lips, then slamming back in. Wet sounds filled the room. Squelch. Slap. My clit ground against the harness base.

"Two," she said.

The second orgasm ripped harder than the first. I screamed into my fist. Calloway clamped a hand over my mouth.

"Count out loud or it doesn't count."

"Two," I sobbed against her palm. "Two."

"Thank me."

"Thank you for making me come."

"Specify."

"Thank you for making this hole come on your cock."

She pulled the vibrator plug out and shoved three fingers into my ass alongside nothing for a second, then four. Stretch. Burn. My cunt spasmed around the strap-on.

"Third hole's next," she said.

She withdrew from my pussy. Flipped the harness around. New attachment, shorter, curved for my throat. She untied the spreader, pulled me to the floor, and sat in the chair.

"Ride my face while you choke on it."

I straddled her mouth. Her tongue went straight to my clit, hot and flat. The gag cock pushed past my teeth. I gagged, drool pooling on her blouse. She held my hips down and licked my cunt like she was tasting evidence.

"Three," she said into my pussy.

I came on her mouth, thighs clamping her head, whole body convulsing. She licked through it, cruel, prolonging until I sobbed.

"Get off."

I slid to the floor. She stood, swapped the gag for the long cock again, and bent me over the ledger table. Papers stuck to my sweat.

"Ass again," she said. "You're going to thank me with your asshole."

She worked me open with lube and fingers until four slid easy. Then five. Fist-sized stretch. I bit my lip bloody.

"Relax or I add a mark for bleeding."

I breathed out. Her hand pushed in, knuckles burning my rim. Fist in my ass. Full. Obscene. She twisted slow, opening me from the inside.

"Four," she said.

The fourth orgasm hit while her fist moved, a dry violent spasm that made my cunt squirt on the ledger edge. Ink smeared under my hip.

"Look what you did to the book," she said. "Add a line for that."

She fucked my ass with her fist, short pumps, while the wand returned to my clit on high. Fifth orgasm stacked on the fourth before the fourth finished. I howled. No words left.

She pulled out. My asshole gaped, air kissing raw flesh. I couldn't close.

"Stay open," she said. "Show me."

I reached back with trembling fingers and held myself spread. Humiliation pulsed with aftershocks.

Calloway lifted the fresh pink diaper. Powder smell, talc and plastic.

"Up."

I stood on dead legs. She slid the diaper under me, taped it tight. Thick bulk forced my thighs apart again. The warmth of my own sweat and leaked cum collected in the gel immediately.

"Violation logged," she said, writing. "Unauthorized device. False complaint pathway. Assault on ledger integrity via bodily fluid."

"You manufactured all of it."

"Keep talking like that and Lennox gets a correction invite." Calloway capped her pen. "Dry tally stays at four. Today doesn't earn you a fifth. Today earns you a sixth kind of mark."

She drew a new symbol on my inner wrist beside the four crosses. A circle with a slash through it. Device prohibition.

"No recorders. No phones in pockets on this floor. Strip search on entry until I say otherwise."

"I can't, "

"You can. You will." She pressed the dead recorder into my hands. "Keep it. Remind yourself what resistance costs."

My fingers closed around warm plastic. The red dot stayed dark.

"Inspection before you leave," she said, same as yesterday, same as the day I'd tried to resign. "Lift your skirt in the hallway. Let them see the tapes. Let them hear the crinkle."

"Someone will see."

"Good." She opened the door. "That's the point. You don't get to hide your punishment and your wet cunt at the same time."

I walked into the corridor with the diaper swollen between my legs, four dry marks and one prohibition circle on my wrist, dead recorder in my pocket where the live one had been. The hallway was warm. Bodies passed. Eyes flicked to my skirt hem, to the bulge, to my face.

My cunt pulsed in the fresh gel. Still hungry. Still listening for the next command.

Tomorrow I would find another way out.

Tonight I would hear the crinkle every time I shifted in my chair and know the building had already turned that sound into proof against me. Fixing a few craft issues, then delivering the final prose. The red dot burned through my blazer lining, a hot pinprick against my ribs. I kept my thumb on the button in the elevator mirror, watching my own face stay flat while the numbers climbed toward HR. Four dry marks on my left wrist. Ink from Ms. Calloway's pen, four small crosses in a row. The only thing today hadn't stolen yet.

I had rehearsed the words in the shower until the tiles fogged. Hostile work environment. Non-consensual compliance protocols. I would not say diaper. I would not say correction room. I would say documented bodily monitoring and coerced debt retention. Clean words for filthy facts.

The recorder was a cheap brick from a drugstore, taped inside the pocket so the mic faced out through a slit I'd cut with nail scissors. Warm plastic against my nipple through the blouse. My cunt was already slick from the walk across the compliance floor, shame and planning twisted together until I couldn't tell which one made me wet.

The debt sat in my ribs like a second spine. Forty-two thousand. Acceleration clause keyed to employment. Resigning had already detonated once. I wouldn't hand them that lever again. This time I would walk out with a voice on tape that wasn't mine begging in an empty apartment.

HR's door said Director Lennox in brushed steel. I knocked once.

Lennox was forty-something, cardigan, reading glasses on a chain. She smiled like I was late for a meeting while my dignity bled out in the hallway.

"Mara. Come in. Sit."

I sat. The chair was too soft. My thighs pressed together and the thick diaper under my skirt crinkled. I'd been changed at seven before the floor opened, white and obscene, taped tight so every step announced me to myself. The warmth between my legs was my own piss from the morning check, held in the gel core, heavy and shamefully familiar.

"I need to file a formal complaint," I said.

Lennox nodded. She slid a tablet across the desk. The form was already half-loaded with my employee ID.

"Describe the conduct," she said. "Use dates if you can."

I typed. I kept my voice steady. Coerced correction procedures tied to personal debt instruments. Forced garment compliance. Daily inspection requirements added without amendment to my original contract clause.

Lennox leaned in, kind eyes on the screen.

"That's a heavy allegation," she said. "We'll take it seriously."

Hope hit wrong, like a finger on a bruise. My clit throbbed against the sodden bulk.

"I have documentation of the financial linkage," I said. "If I resign, the loan accelerates. That's retaliation."

"We'll review the financing rider," Lennox said. "Paragraph fourteen of your onboarding packet. You initialed it."

"I initialed a lot of things."

"So did everyone on this floor." She tapped the screen. "Submit when you're ready."

I hit submit. The tablet chimed. Lennox's smile didn't move.

"Good," she said. "Now we follow procedure."

She stood. I stood. My thumb was still on the recorder button. Red dot alive.

"Procedure?" I said.

"Compliance cross-check for any complaint citing bodily monitoring." Lennox opened her door. "Ms. Calloway handles those. She'll want you immediately."

My stomach dropped. The elevator ride up had been the whole plan. Record Lennox. Get a name on tape. Maybe get an admission before the building could swallow it.

Lennox walked me through the corridor like a guest she was proud to host. Past the breakroom. Past the water cooler. My dry marks burned on my wrist. Four. I counted them again because counting was the last math I owned.

Calloway's door was open.

She sat behind the ledger, pen uncapped. Lennox stopped in the threshold.

"Unauthorized complaint routing," Calloway said without looking up. "Filed against clause nine point four while citing clause nine point four. Self-referential violation."

"I described facts," I said.

"You described the mechanism you signed." Calloway finally looked at me. "Bring her in, Lennox."

Lennox's hand closed on my elbow. Warm through the blazer. I jerked once. Useless.

Inside, Calloway held out her palm.

"Blazer," she said.

"No."

"Device search is standard for compliance floors." Calloway's voice was flat as stamped steel. "You know that. You cited it in your complaint."

Lennox was still in the doorway, watching like this was a training video.

My hand went to the pocket before my brain caught up. Betrayal in my own fingers. Heat flooded my face. My cunt clenched around nothing.

Calloway pulled the recorder free. Tape strands stuck to the lining. She pressed stop. The red dot died.

"Unauthorized device on a compliance floor," she said. "Logged."

Lennox exhaled, almost sympathetic.

"We'll archive the complaint as withdrawn," she said. "Mara, I'm sorry this was distressing. The form itself triggered the cross-check."

"She planned it," I said.

Lennox's mouth tightened. "Take care."

She left. The door shut. The click was small and final.

Calloway set the recorder on the ledger beside today's column. My name sat there in her handwriting, neat as a invoice.

"Attempted external disclosure," she said. "Second disruption. You shredded your dignity with the resignation letter. Now you brought a witness."

"I brought proof."

"You brought them the clause you initialed." Calloway stood. "Strip to inspection layer."

My blazer hit the floor. The blouse followed. Bra off. Skirt unzipped. I stepped out of my heels because she'd told me to, because default notices lived in my phone and I couldn't afford another one.

The diaper was swollen from the walk, warm gel pressing my thighs apart. White plastic tapes shiny under the correction room lights. Urine heat had spread while I sat in Lennox's soft chair, telling myself I was still continent, still earning the fifth mark.

"Four dry," Calloway said, touching my wrist with the pen tip. "You were proud of that."

"I earned it."

"You held your bladder until we allowed it." She hooked a finger under the diaper waistband and pulled me forward. "Open the tapes."

I tore the tabs. The crinkle was loud. Cool air hit my slick cunt. The diaper sagged, heavy, piss-warm against my knees.

"Step out."

I stepped. Naked except for the collar I hadn't taken off since Tuesday. Metal tag with my employee number. Property tone in every beep at the turnstile.

Calloway locked the door. She pulled a thick pink diaper from the cabinet, adult-sized, cartoon tapes meant to humiliate. She laid it on the bench.

"Back on the table. Spread."

The table was cold under my ass. She lifted my ankles into the stirrups without asking. Exposure was routine now. My cunt lips parted under the light. Clit swollen, shameful and obvious.

"You're dripping," Calloway said. "Arousal. You soaked Lennox's chair with your cunt while you filed a complaint."

"That's a lie."

"Don't lie in my room." She pulled a nipple clamp from the drawer, cold metal biting my left nipple before I could flinch. Then the right. Chain between them tugged when I breathed. She snapped on gloves. Lubed fingers spread my asshole first, cold gel shocking heat. One finger. Two. My hole clenched and opened anyway, trained without my consent.

"You planned to record me admitting crimes," she said. "You wanted my voice saying diaper on federal evidence."

"I wanted out."

"You wanted to stay dry and stay proud." A third finger. Burn. Stretch. "You wanted both. That's greed."

She worked my ass open until I whimpered. Then she slid a metal plug in, heavy and cold, base flared wide. My asshole gripped it, helpless.

"Count the dry marks out loud," she said.

"Four."

"Say what they mean."

"Four days I didn't wet during correction."

"Four days we let you think you were in control." She pressed a wand to my clit, low buzz. My hips jumped. "Say what you are."

"An employee."

"Try again."

"A debtor."

"Closer." The wand buzz jumped higher. "What did Lennox see when she walked you here?"

"A woman in a wet diaper filing a complaint."

"And what did your cunt do?"

I moaned. The plug shifted inside me with the tremor.

"Answer."

"Got wet."

"Louder."

"My pussy got wet walking to get help."

"Good girl." The wand pressed harder. "You don't get to export your shame. You metabolize it here."

She held me on the edge until my thighs shook. My bladder cramped. I clamped down, sweating, fighting the warmth trying to spill.

"Let go," Calloway said.

"No."

"You will." She pressed the wand to my clit and shoved two fingers into my cunt. "Piss for me. Show me what your dry streak is worth."

"I'll lose the mark."

"Today doesn't earn you a fifth anyway." Her fingers curled. "Let go."

The flood came hot and helpless. Piss arced onto the rubber mat, splashed my calves, pooled under the stirrups. I sobbed while my cunt clenched on her fingers and my bladder kept emptying.

"There's your proof," Calloway said. "You can't even file HR paperwork without leaking."

She didn't let me clean up. She held the wand on my clit through the aftershocks until I bucked toward a climax she took away at the last second.

"On your knees."

I slid off the table, plug forcing my asshole to stay open, piss cooling on my skin. Knees on rubber mat. Calloway unbuckled her belt. Strap-on harness, black silicone cock thick as her wrist.

"Suck it. Get it wet. You're going to take it in every hole before you leave."

I opened my mouth. Rubber cock head pushed my tongue down. Salty taste of the room, my own spit running chin to collar. She fucked my face slow, then hard, gagging me until my eyes watered.

"Look at you," she said, pulling out so a string of spit bridged my lip to the cock. "You want this more than you will admit."

I shook my head. My cunt leaked on the mat.

"Say you want it."

"I don't."

"Say you want the cock."

"I want the cock." The words scraped out. True enough to burn.

"Say you're a diaper slut who cums in compliance."

"I'm a diaper slut who cums in compliance."

She shoved me over the table. Ass up, plug still buried. She yanked it free. My hole gaped, air cold on the slick rim. Then the strap-on pressed in, inch by thick inch, stretching my ass open.

"No," I gasped.

"Yes." She bottomed out. "Take it."

The first stroke punched the breath out of me. Anal burn and pleasure tangled until I couldn't separate them. She fucked my ass hard, hips snapping, silicone cock plowing my hole while her hand snaked under to rub my clit raw.

"One," she said. "Come for me."

I came. Ass clamping on the cock, cunt gushing on her fingers, a shameful flood down my thighs. She didn't stop. The orgasm kept going, oversensitive, brutal.

"That's one," she counted. "Two more before you get a clean diaper."

"Too much."

"You'll take four." She pulled out. My asshole stayed open, twitching. "Turn over."

On my back, legs in stirrups again. She replaced the plug with something bigger, a vibrating plug on a cord. Buzz filled my pelvis. She strapped a spreader bar to my ankles so I couldn't close my thighs.

"Watch," she said.

She lubed the strap-on again and pressed it to my cunt. Penetration in one shove. Full. Stuffed. The vibrator in my ass and the cock in my pussy met inside me, an obscene pressure I couldn't breathe around.

"Name your holes."

"Pussy and ass."

"Whose?"

"Yours."

"Say you're a hole."

"I'm a hole."

She fucked me slow at first, dragging the cock out until only the head stretched my lips, then slamming back in. Wet sounds filled the room. Squelch. Slap. The chain on my nipples jerked with every thrust. My clit ground against the harness base. Warm sweat pooled in the hollow of my throat.

"Two," she said.

The second orgasm ripped harder than the first. I screamed into my fist. Calloway clamped a hand over my mouth.

"Count out loud or it doesn't count."

"Two," I sobbed against her palm. "Two."

"Thank me."

"Thank you for making me come."

"Specify."

"Thank you for making this hole come on your cock."

She pulled the vibrator plug out and shoved three fingers into my ass, then four. Stretch. Burn. My cunt spasmed around the strap-on.

"Third hole's next," she said.

She withdrew from my pussy. Flipped the harness around. New attachment, shorter, curved for my throat. She untied the spreader, pulled me to the floor, and sat in the chair.

"Ride my face while you choke on it."

I straddled her mouth. Her tongue went straight to my clit, hot and flat. The gag cock pushed past my teeth. I gagged, drool pooling on her blouse. She held my hips down and licked my cunt like she was tasting evidence.

"Three," she said into my pussy.

I came on her mouth, thighs clamping her head, whole body convulsing. She licked through it, cruel, prolonging until I sobbed.

"Get off."

I slid to the floor. She stood, swapped the gag for the long cock again, and bent me over the ledger table. Papers stuck to my sweat.

"Ass again," she said. "You're going to thank me with your asshole."

She worked me open with lube and fingers until four slid easy. Then five. Fist-sized stretch. I bit my lip bloody.

"Relax or I add a mark for bleeding."

I breathed out. Her hand pushed in, knuckles burning my rim. Fist in my ass. Full. Obscene. She twisted slow, opening me from the inside.

"Four," she said.

The fourth orgasm hit while her fist moved, a dry violent spasm that made my cunt squirt on the ledger edge. Ink smeared under my hip.

"Look what you did to the book," she said. "Add a line for that."

She fucked my ass with her fist, short pumps, while the wand returned to my clit on high. Fifth orgasm stacked on the fourth before the fourth finished. I howled. No words left.

She pulled out. My asshole gaped, air kissing raw flesh. I couldn't close.

"Stay open," she said. "Show me."

I reached back with trembling fingers and held myself spread. Humiliation pulsed with aftershocks.

Calloway lifted the fresh pink diaper. Powder smell, talc and plastic.

"Up."

I stood on dead legs. She slid the diaper under me, taped it tight. Thick bulk forced my thighs apart again. The warmth of my own sweat and leaked cum collected in the gel immediately.

She pressed the soaked front of the diaper against my clit through the plastic and ground slow. Obscene crinkle. Warm gel squelched. My knees buckled.

"Six," she said. "Come in the diaper you earned."

I came again, humping the bulk like an animal, piss and cum mixing in the fresh gel while she watched and wrote.

"Violation logged," she said. "Unauthorized device. False complaint pathway. Assault on ledger integrity via bodily fluid."

"You manufactured all of it."

"Keep talking like that and Lennox gets a correction invite." Calloway clicked the pen shut. "Dry tally stays at four. Today doesn't earn you a fifth. Today earns you a sixth kind of mark."

She drew a new symbol on my inner wrist beside the four crosses. A circle with a slash through it. Device prohibition.

"No recorders. No phones in pockets on this floor. Strip search on entry until I say otherwise."

"I can't."

"You can. You will." She pressed the dead recorder into my hands. "Keep it. Remind yourself what resistance costs."

My fingers closed around warm plastic. The red dot stayed dark.

"Inspection before you leave," she said, same as yesterday, same as the day I'd tried to resign. "Lift your skirt in the hallway. Let them see the tapes. Let them hear the crinkle."

"Someone will see."

"Good." She opened the door. "That's the point. You don't get to hide your punishment and your wet cunt at the same time."

I walked into the corridor with the diaper swollen between my legs, four dry marks and one prohibition circle on my wrist, dead recorder in my pocket where the live one had been. The hallway was warm. Bodies passed. Eyes flicked to my skirt hem, to the bulge, to my face.

At the end of the hall I lifted my skirt like she ordered. Pink tapes showed. The diaper sagged heavy with piss and cum. Heat radiated through the plastic. A man from accounting looked away too late. A woman from legal didn't. She mouthed something I couldn't read and kept walking. The crinkle when I dropped the fabric was loud enough to turn heads. My wrist burned where the four crosses sat beside the prohibition circle, dry pride and new leash in the same inch of skin.

My cunt pulsed in the fresh gel. Still hungry. Still listening for the next command.

Tomorrow I would find another way out.

Tonight I would hear the crinkle every time I shifted in my chair and know the building had already turned that sound into proof against me.


Chapter 5: Strip Mall Counsel

The vinyl chair stuck to the back of my thighs through my skirt. A fish tank bubbled against the far wall, blue gravel, one orange fish circling the same plastic castle again and again. I had my folder on my lap, printouts from the employee handbook, the debt schedule, the correction policy buried in subsection language I had highlighted until the yellow bled through the page.

The lawyer's name was on a brass plate outside. Vince. He had coffee breath and a tie that had given up halfway down his shirt.

"You signed it," he said. He didn't open my folder first. He opened a calculator. "Thirty-one thousand, four hundred. Compounding at the rate in your onboarding packet. You walked in knowing the terms."

"I didn't know they'd put me in a diaper in a locked room."

"Did the contract say diaper?" He flipped one page. "It says compliance garment and fluid monitoring. You initialed the summary sheet. Mara, I've seen this clause in three other towers this year. Same language. Same carve-out. You can't sue your way out of a signature because you hate what it means."

My mouth tasted like the mint from the lobby dispenser and old paper. "They record everything. There has to be, "

"The recording you brought to HR yesterday." He said it flat, like a weather report. "Gone. Confiscated. Unauthorized device on a compliance floor. That's in your file now too, isn't it."

I pressed my nails into the folder cardboard until it creased. "So what do I do."

"Work the debt down or pay it off." He slid the calculator toward me. Numbers I already knew. "Or quit and eat the balance. There's no outside agency that outranks what you signed. Not the state labor board on this. Not a strip-mall lawyer with a fish tank. The walls on that contract go past this building. Past every building."

The orange fish hit the glass. Tap. Tap. Tap.

I stood before he offered me water. My dry streak was four marks on my left wrist, ink ticks Ms. Calloway drew herself with a pen that never ran out. Four corrections. Four floods I had held back. The only proof on my body that some part of me had not been rewritten.

Pride. That was what I had left. Not proof. Not Vince. Not the law.

I rode the elevator back up with the folder crushed under my arm like it weighed nothing.

My desk looked the same. Dual monitors. Badge lanyard. Coffee ring I never wiped. Centered on the keyboard, a fresh index card in Ms. Calloway's block letters.

CORRECTION 14:00. GARMENT B. FULL PROTOCOL.

No signature. She didn't need one. The card was already law.

I logged in. Answered emails. My hands shook on the keys and I made typos I fixed twice. At 13:47 the internal message chimed.

Proceed to correction room 4. Do not stop at restroom.

I had not pissed since morning. My bladder ached in a sharp line above the waistband of my panties. I counted that as winning. Hold it. Stay dry. Add a fifth mark tonight. Show Vince and his fish and his calculator that they were wrong about all of me.

Room 4 smelled like disinfectant and warm plastic. Ms. Calloway stood by the table with the ledger open and a stack of thick white diapers already unfolded. Garment B. I had only worn it once. The crinkle when she shook it out filled the whole room.

"Close the door," she said.

I closed it. The latch clicked like a coin dropped on tile.

"You went somewhere at lunch."

"Employment counsel."

"I know." She didn't look up. "Sit on the bench. Skirt up. Panties down. Hands on your head."

I sat. The bench was cold through the thin diaper I wasn't wearing yet. I hooked my thumbs under the waistband and pushed my panties to my knees. Cool air hit my shaved cunt. I laced my fingers on top of my head. My wrists burned where the four tally marks lived.

She crossed the room. Two fingers slid through my slit without warning, spreading me open, checking wetness that wasn't there yet.

"Dry," she said. To the ledger, not to me. "Fourteen hundred hours. Subject dry on inspection."

She wrote. Pen scratch loud in the quiet.

"You're proud of that," she said.

"Yes."

"Say it."

"I'm proud I stayed dry."

Her fingers pinched my clit hard enough to blur my vision. I sucked air through my teeth.

"Pride is expensive here."

She lifted a diaper from the stack. Triple thickness. Tape tabs loud when she pulled them. She made me stand and step into it. The inner lining kissed my cunt, crinkling as she pulled it up between my legs. She taped me tight. The bulk shoved my thighs apart. I could hear myself when I shifted. Crinkle. Crinkle. Obscene paper skin.

"Bench. On your back."

I lay down. She cuffed my wrists to the bench rails above my head. The ink tally marks faced the ceiling. She cuffed my ankles to the far legs. Spread. Diaper bulging. I couldn't close my legs if I tried.

A cabinet door opened. Metal on metal.

She held up a black silicone plug, thick at the base, already gleaming with lube.

"Ass up as much as the cuffs allow."

I arched. Cold lube smeared my asshole. The plug pressed. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought it and lost. Inch by inch until the base seated flush against my skin and the fullness sat heavy inside me.

"Good."

Next: a wand. Hitachi. She plugged it in. The buzz filled my ears before it touched me.

She tucked it against the front of my diaper, right over my clit, and turned it on.

The vibration went through the thick diaper into my cunt like a drill. I jerked against the cuffs. The plug shifted in my ass. The diaper crinkled frantic under the wand.

"Count your orgasms out loud," she said. "If you miss a number I start over."

"One, " I didn't finish the word. The first crest hit too fast, shame and heat ripping up my spine. My cunt clenched on nothing. Juice soaked into the diaper lining in a hot stripe. I heard it, a faint wet sound under the buzz. "One. One."

"Louder."

"ONE." My voice cracked. The wand didn't move. The buzz ate my clit through the paper. My asshole clenched around the plug. "I'm, I'm coming in the diaper. I'm coming in the fucking diaper."

"Again."

She turned the wand higher. My thighs shook. The bench leather squeaked under my ass. The fish-tank bubble sound from Vince's office was still in my ears, stupid memory, and then it drowned under the wet squelch of the diaper compressing against my swollen clit.

"Two. Two. Please, "

"No."

The second orgasm lasted longer. My toes curled. Spit slid down my cheek from the corner of my mouth because I had forgotten to swallow. I tasted salt and mint and my own shame. The diaper sagged warmer between my legs, not piss, arousal, but the smell rose anyway, sharp and sweet mixed with the powder she used when she taped me.

"Name what you are."

"A, a diaper slut." The words scraped my throat. "A pathetic diaper slut who cums in her own, in her own, "

"Finish."

"Who cums in her own diaper on the correction bench."

"Again."

She pulled the wand back half an inch and slammed it forward into the diaper. The impact punched a moan out of me. My ass lifted off the bench. The plug burned deep.

"Three."

I counted it broken. Syllables falling apart. "Thr, three. Three. Too much. Too fucking much."

"You're dry above the waist," she said. "Your cunt is dripping into Garment B. Tell me what that means."

"That I'm, that I can't, " Tears ran into my hair. "That my body does what you want even when I hold my piss."

"Hold your piss today."

She said it like an order and a bet.

The wand stayed on. My clit pulsed. Oversensitive. Each buzz a blade. The third orgasm rolled straight into a fourth without a gap. I screamed the number. My jaw ached. My cunt spasmed and leaked again, the diaper growing heavy with wet that wasn't urine and the squelch getting louder each time she ground the wand in circles.

"Four orgasms. Dry bladder. Soaked diaper." She clicked the wand off.

Silence hit like a slap. My ears rang. I could hear my own breathing and the crinkle when my legs twitched.

She uncuffed my ankles. Then my wrists. She helped me sit. The diaper sagged between my thighs, warm, obscene, carrying the weight of four forced crests.

"Stand."

My legs wobbled. She walked me to the table. Bent me forward with a hand between my shoulder blades. My taped diaper crinkled against the wood. She spread my ass cheeks over the bulk.

"This is the harshest protocol you've had."

"I know."

"Do you know why."

"Because I went to a lawyer."

"Because you still think there's an outside." Her voice stayed level. "Vince. HR. The law. Some door that opens away from me."

She unhooked one tape tab. Not to change me. To pull the diaper aside at the back. Cool air on my plugged ass.

She lubed something else. Bigger. I heard the cap click.

A strap-on harness creaked when she stepped into it. Rubber cock thick as her wrist. She pressed the head to my asshole around the plug.

"You're going to take both."

"I can't, "

"You will."

She worked the plug out slow. My asshole gaped and clenched empty. Before I could breathe she fed the rubber cock in. Stretch. Burn. Deeper than the plug. The slap of her hips against my diaper bulk echoed in the room.

"Hands flat on the table."

I flattened them. The ledger sat open six inches from my fingers. Columns of numbers. My name. Correction entries. Debt ticks going down one humiliating increment at a time.

She fucked my ass hard. No warm-up. No mercy. The rubber cock pistoned while the soaked diaper swung under me, slapping my thighs with each thrust. Wet sounds. Squelch. Crinkle. Her belt buckle tapping the small of my back in rhythm.

"Say where you went at lunch."

"Strip mall. Lawyer."

"Say what he told you."

"No outside authority." The words jumped out on a thrust. "No proof. Signed clause."

"Say what you have left."

"Pride." I sobbed it. "My dry streak. Four marks. I'm still dry. I'm still, "

She yanked my hair. My scalp lit up. "You're dripping down your legs from four orgasms in a diaper you didn't earn the right to fill with piss. That's your pride?"

She reached under me and shoved two fingers into my cunt through the gap she had opened. Stuffed full. Ass and cunt both used. I choked on the sound that came out.

"Come again," she said. "Five. On my fingers while I fuck your ass."

I tried to fight it. My body had no fight left. The fingers curled inside my cunt. The rubber cock nailed my asshole. The diaper ground against my clit with every thrust.

"Five. FIVE." I came so hard my vision whited out. Asshole clamping the rubber cock. Cunt gushing around her fingers into the torn diaper. I tasted blood where I'd bitten my lip.

She didn't stop.

"Six."

I counted because she'd trained me to. Because the alternative was starting over. Six ripped out of me meaner than five, painful, too sharp, my clit screaming. She milked it with her fingers until I was babbling numbers wrong.

"Seven. Stop. Please stop. Ms. Calloway. Seven."

She stopped at seven. Pulled out. The rubber cock slid free of my asshole with a wet sound. I stayed bent over the table, ass gaping, cunt twitching, diaper wrecked and hanging half off.

She made me turn around. Sit in the chair. Legs spread. The ruined diaper on, because she retaped it loose enough to shame me and tight enough to keep me in it.

She set a pacifier on the chain around my neck. I hated that chain. She had clipped it there three corrections ago.

"Suck."

I took the pacifier. Silicone nipple filled my mouth. I sucked around it while she wrote in the ledger.

"Correction fourteen. Seven forced orgasms. Garment B saturation from arousal. Bladder dry on exit inspection." Pen scratch. "Debt reduction: forty dollars."

Forty dollars. Thirty-one thousand minus forty. Vince's calculator.

She capped her pen. Looked at me.

"You went looking for a wall outside the building."

I nodded. Pacifier bobbing.

"There isn't one." She reached over and drew a fifth tally mark on my wrist. Slow. Deliberate. Ink line beside the other four. "This is the only count that matters."

I stared at the five marks. My chest heaved. Dry bladder. Soaked diaper. Seven orgasms I had begged for by the end.

"We are only just beginning," she said.

She stood. Straightened her blouse. Unlocked the door.

"Back to your desk. You have seventeen emails flagged urgent."

I walked the hall in the wrecked diaper. Crinkle with every step. No one looked up. The office swallowed me the same as always. I sat. The index card was gone from my keyboard. In its place, a sticky note in her handwriting.

CORRECTION 09:00 TOMORROW. GARMENT C. PREPARE TO HOLD LESS.

Garment C. Worse than B. I pressed my thighs together. The diaper squelched. My cunt was still twitching. My asshole still open and aching.

Five marks on my wrist.

Dry above the waist.

I opened the breakroom door at 16:20 for water I wasn't allowed to need. The cooler hummed. Plastic cups stacked beside it. Behind the cooler, a service panel I had never noticed, loose screw, gap wide enough to show a sliver of labeled packets on a shelf.

I almost walked away.

I didn't.

Tomorrow was Garment C and a correction at nine and a debt that laughed at forty-dollar crumbs. Tonight I had five tally marks and a dry bladder and the taste of silicone and salt still sitting on my tongue.

I knelt by the cooler. Slid my fingers into the gap. Pulled one packet far enough to read the label without removing it.

My hands stopped shaking only when I started copying the text onto my phone's notes app, letter for letter, batch number and all.


Chapter 6: Behind The Cooler

The breakroom water cooler glugged a fat bubble up its neck while I crouched with a fresh five-gallon bottle hooked under my arm. Plastic sweat slicked my palms. The cabinet door hung open on one hinge where facilities never fixed it. I had been sent down from accounts with a supply slip and Ms. Calloway's tight little note: restock before noon, no excuses.

I hated this room. Fluorescents, burnt coffee, the cooler always chewing air like it was thirsty for something worse than water.

The new bottle kissed the collar. Another glug. My mouth was dry anyway. I had been drinking from this thing all morning because the correction room left my throat scraped and my head fuzzy and I told myself cold water was discipline, proof I could take care of myself between sessions. Proof I was still sharp.

My dry streak sat on my wrist in ink. Fourteen days. The only number on me that Ms. Calloway had not put there.

I reached behind the cabinet to wedge the door flat and my fingers hit paper taped to unfinished plywood.

Not a work order.

A service log. Laminated at the corners, coffee-ringed, dated in batches. Additive refill. Dosage per liter. Batch numbers in block print. And beside each entry, shift codes in Ms. Calloway's handwriting. Night rotation B. Day rotation A. My rotation. My name abbreviated where the schedule column ran out of space.

Diuretic additive. Non-potable trace. Employee hydration stations only.

The bottle in my arms turned slippery. I set it down without seating it. The cooler kept glugging like nothing had happened.

I read the dates twice. Heavy dose weeks matched every correction where I had flooded my diaper before I could beg for the toilet. Light dose weeks matched every day I had walked out dry and shaking and proud, tally mark earned, thinking my bladder had finally bent to me. Thinking will had won.

Will had never been in the room.

They had put it in the water I gulped between spreadsheets and ledger entries and the long walk to the correction room with my thighs clamped and my cunt already slick from dread. They measured weakness into me and wrote up the flood as failure. They ran the dose light when they wanted me to believe I could still fight.

The dry streak was the leash working.

Paper smell and cooler plastic and the ghost of my own piss from yesterday's thick diaper under my skirt when I shifted my weight. Heat crawled up my ribs. My clit throbbed once, traitor, because shame had its own switch and they had been flipping it on a chart I never saw.

Footsteps in the hall.

I ripped the log free and folded it into my waistband under my blouse.

Derek from security filled the doorway with his radio and his coffee. Thirty-something, bored eyes, the kind of man who watched screens and said little. Ms. Calloway had never brought him to a correction before.

"You on cooler duty now, Mara?"

"Supply run."

He sipped. His gaze snagged on the open cabinet, the loose tape corner still stuck to the wood.

"Facilities missed a spot. They log everything on those units. Weird place to keep it."

My pulse knocked in my throat. "Old tape."

He looked at me one beat too long. Not kind. Not cruel. Measuring.

"Ms. Calloway pinged me. Said you might need an escort back upstairs."

Of course she had.

I carried the bottle up anyway because stopping looked like guilt. The log pressed cold against my belly. Every swallow I had taken from that cooler sat in me like evidence I had helped them do it.

Derek walked two steps behind. Radio crackle. Elevator mirror caught my face, tight and pale, and the bulk of the diaper I wore daily now, thick white plastic obvious under the thin skirt Ms. Calloway required on correction days. Crinkle when I breathed too deep.

Fourteenth day on my wrist.

A fiction.

Upstairs she waited outside the correction room door with the ledger under her arm and Derek posted at the intersecting hall like a nail.

"You took your time."

"I replaced the bottle."

"Did you."

Not a question. She opened the door. The room smelled like disinfectant over something sweeter, warm skin and used diaper and last session's cum dried on vinyl. The table. The cuffs. The wall hook with the tally paddle. The bin of fresh diapers stacked high enough to humiliate without a word.

And the camera in the corner I had stopped pretending not to see.

"Escort stays," she said. "New policy when supply closets get disturbed."

Derek leaned against the frame. Arms crossed. Eyes on me.

My stomach dropped through the floor.

"You belong in this room now," Ms. Calloway said. "On the table. Diaper off. Skirt up. Hands where I can see them."

I moved because the debt still owned my legs and because the log in my waistband would mean nothing if I ran with a security witness and no voice left to speak. I hated that my cunt wetter at her tone anyway, slick gathering while I peeled the tapes on the diaper I had kept dry since six AM through sheer terror and pride that was a joke on a chart.

The diaper came away heavy with my sweat and fear-smell, not piss, and she sniffed the lining once like she was grading fruit.

"Light day on the dose. She stays proud on the light days."

Derek made a low sound that might have been a laugh.

Ms. Calloway wrote something in the ledger without looking at me. Pen scratch loud as a blade.

"Wrist tally is cute. Take it off."

I untied the string. Fourteen days fell into her palm. She dropped it in the bin with the used diapers.

"Spread."

I lay back on the cold table. Vinyl stuck to my ass. She cuffed my wrists to the bar above my head and my ankles to the stirrups wide enough that the room air hit my exposed holes. Diaper rash cream smell from the changing shelf. My pussy lips shined, open, already dripping down the crack toward my asshole.

She did not touch me yet. She held up the service log I thought I had hidden.

"When did you find it."

"This morning. Behind the cooler."

"And you still came when called."

My mouth opened. Nothing clean came out.

"You drank the water anyway," she said. "All week. You wanted to believe the streak meant something."

Derek shifted. Radio off now. Just watching.

Ms. Calloway clicked the wand on. The head buzzed like an angry bee. She set it against my inner thigh, not where I needed it, and dragged it slow until my hips jerked.

"Stay still or he writes down every twitch for the file."

I bit my lip until copper flooded. The wand climbed. My clit swelled under the vibration and I hated how my back arched to meet it.

"Tell him what you are."

"A correction case." My voice cracked. "Debt clause."

"Diaper slut," she said. "Say it."

"I'm a diaper slut."

"Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut who cums when you check her."

Derek exhaled through his nose. Ms. Calloway pressed the wand flat on my clit and held it there while the first orgasm ripped up my spine without permission. My cunt clenched on empty air. Wet sound. Slick sprayed the vinyl under my ass. I sobbed once and she did not move the wand.

"That's one. You don't get to hide behind dry days anymore."

She turned the wand down one notch and up again in the same breath, edging me off the crest before the aftershocks finished. My thighs shook in the stirrups. Smell of my own cum and the room's disinfectant mixing wrong in my nose.

"Open your mouth."

The gag was a ring, not a cloth. She buckled it behind my head and fitted a thick silicone cock through the ring until my lips stretched and drool spilled immediately. The taste was rubber and my own shame.

"Derek holds the remote today."

He took a black box from her hand. His thumb rested on the dial like he had done this before. Maybe he had. Maybe I was the last one who did not know.

Ms. Calloway lubed the plug at the table edge. Black glass, fat at the middle, string loop at the base. She worked it into my asshole slow while the wand stayed buzzing on my clit. Burn. Stretch. My asshole fought then yielded and the plug seated with a obscene pop that made Derek's eyes narrow.

"Good hole."

She pulled the wand away. I whined around the cock in my mouth.

"Not yet."

She greased her fingers and pushed three into my cunt without preamble, curling hard while the plug filled my ass. Double fullness. My body tried to climb again and she stopped.

"Beg with your eyes."

I begged. I had no pride left that was not printed on a dosing chart.

She nodded at Derek. He turned the remote.

The plug woke inside me, heavy vibration in my rectum that made my vision white out at the edges. She fucked my cunt with a thick blue dildo, strapless in her fist, while the plug buzzed and the wand returned to my clit on high. Triple lock. No way to think.

"Count for him."

I could not speak. She slapped my tit and the sting flared hot.

"Muffled counts count."

"Two," I screamed into the gag-cock, spit stringing to my chin. "Two, I'm coming, fuck, two, "

Orgasm smashed through me harder than the first. Asshole clamped on the plug. Cunt gushed around the dildo. She kept pounding through it until the third crest built from the friction and the buzz and the burn in my nipple where she pinched without letting go.

"Three."

She yanked the plug out. My asshole gaped and air hit the slick rim. She replaced it with her gloved fingers, two, then three, scissoring me open while Derek watched and the camera red light stayed steady.

"You took the heavy batches like a good pet. You think that was weakness. It was training."

Four fingers. Burn bright. My body lifted off the table as far as cuffs allowed.

"You'll take my hand next if you don't stop clenching."

I tried to relax and could not. The wand on my clit made relaxing a lie.

She worked her thumb into my cunt and folded her fingers in my ass, knuckles pressing, stretching both holes toward each other until the pressure turned into a scream I could not shape around rubber. Fisting light but real. My asshole burned and opened and stayed open when she pumped shallow, twisting, while the dildo in her other hand slammed my cunt in long strokes that slapped wet.

"Four. Say you're a piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby."

The words tore out garbled. She pulled the gag cock back an inch so I could choke them clear.

"I'm a piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby."

"Again."

"I'm a piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby who cums in her diaper when you dose her water."

Derek wrote on his clipboard. Scratch scratch. Another witness for the file I would never beat in court.

Orgasm four rolled long. Not sharp. A grinding wave that emptied my cunt in pulses while my asshole fluttered around her wrist. Smell thick now. Sex and sweat and the open fear-sweat from my skin. She did not stop at the end. She fucked me through the oversensitive spike until I kicked uselessly against the stirrups and tears ran into my hair.

"Please, "

"Please what."

"Please stop."

"You don't mean it." She pulled her hand free with a wet sound. My asshole stayed gaping, cool air kissing the rim. She showed her glove to Derek, shiny. "Cleanup is later. Diaper first."

She uncuffed my ankles, flipped me onto my stomach, ass up, face mashed to vinyl. The gag still held my mouth open. She spread my cheeks and pressed a fresh plug in, bigger, metal base cold against my skin, while two fingers hooked my cunt from below and milked more slick out.

"Five when she breaks around the plug."

Derek turned the remote up.

I came on command with my ass full and my clit grinding the table edge she had angled under me. Five. Body jerking. Holes leaking. She spanked my ass once per count after, hard enough to bloom heat.

"Five."

She rolled me back. Fresh thick diaper under my hips, white plastic loud when she unfolded it. The scent of clean diaper powder cut the sex smell for one second before she ground the warm bulk between my legs, already swollen from use, and pressed the tapes while I was still twitching.

"Wet it."

I shook my head. Mouth still gagged.

"You drank the water for weeks. Wet it for him."

She held the wand to the front of the diaper through the plastic. Buzz through layers. My bladder had been full since the cooler. Since the log. Since the lie. The vibration loosened what fear had clamped. Heat spread across the fresh diaper, dark patch blooming while Derek watched and wrote.

The shame hit so hard my cunt spasmed again. Six. Dry orgasm in a wet diaper. She laughed once, small.

"There's your tally."

She unbuckled the gag. Drool pool on the table. My jaw ached.

"The log stays with me. You get a copy in your personnel file if you speak outside this floor. You get criminal charges if you tamper with the ledger. You get this room every day until the debt clears or you break."

I stared at the ceiling tile with cum drying on my thighs inside fresh piss-warm diaper. Weight between my legs obscene. Plastic crinkled when I breathed.

"Your dry streak was my schedule," she said. "Your accidents were my batches. You never had control. You had a chart and a leash and a correction room you walked to because the money owned you before the water did."

Derek stepped off the frame. "I'll log the escort complete."

He left. Door shut. Just her and me and the camera.

She leaned close. Ledger under her arm. Pen behind her ear.

"You found the dose. Good. That means you understand what you're worth to the company now."

She tapped the fresh diaper where I had flooded it.

"Tomorrow you drink or you don't. Either way the room knows your name."

She uncuffed my wrists. I sat up slow. Diaper sagged heavy, warm against my cunt. The service log was gone from my waistband. Of course it was.

She opened the door to the hall.

"Go back to your desk. Waddle if you need to. Everyone on this floor knows what that crinkle means anyway."

I stood. Legs unsteady. The diaper bulk forced my thighs apart. Smell of wet plastic and my own arousal followed me into the corridor.

At my desk the supply slip still waited for a signature. My monitor blinked with an email from facilities about cooler maintenance completed last month. Attached schedule. Same batch numbers. Same handwriting in the notes column.

Proof I could not use without burning myself.

I sat in the wet diaper and signed the slip with a hand that would not stop shaking. The ledger downstairs had my orgasm count in Derek's script now. The camera had my ass gaping around a fist. The water cooler had my name in dosing columns.

Fourteen days erased from my wrist and nothing put back except the weight between my legs and the chart behind the plywood I would see every time I glugged cold water from a neck that lied.

Ms. Calloway's message pinged on my screen.

Correction room. Tomorrow. Nine sharp. Bring nothing. Leave the dry streak at home.

I read it twice. My cunt pulsed once in the soaked diaper, helpless, already trained to hear the door in every message.

I did not reply.

I opened the bottom drawer where I kept printouts from the lawyer who could not help me. Behind them I slid the facilities email with the batch numbers highlighted. Not enough to win. Enough to remember.

The diaper cooled in patches while the center stayed warm. I shifted in my chair and the crinkle carried across the cubicle row.

Somewhere behind the breakroom cabinet the cooler glugged again for whoever drank next.

I had six chapters of blame in my bones. Tomorrow I would walk to the room on my own feet because the debt still held the leash and because for the first time I knew exactly what they had put in the water and exactly what they would do when I came back.

I was not dry. I was not proud.

I was dosed, logged, diapered, and counted.

And I still had the email on my screen with batch slips that matched the ledger dates in Ms. Calloway's hand.

That was not freedom.

It was a door I had not opened yet.


Chapter 7: The Tally Erased

I dragged my nail across the ink on my wrist until the skin burned pink and the little hash marks smeared into nothing. Fourteen days dry. Fourteen days I counted like prayer beads while they poured piss-trick into the breakroom cooler on a schedule built around my name. The dome light in my car threw a sick yellow on the photo still glowing on my phone. Batch 447. Dosage 2.4ml per liter. Refill Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday on swing shift. My dry streak sat in that log like a joke with my employee number under it.

My thumb hovered over send. HR. Legal. Any inbox that would make me free by morning.

I didn't send it.

The proof didn't free me. It put Calloway in a box with fireable ink and maybe worse. Prosecution lived in those batch slips if anyone traced who signed the service orders. I had a picture of a crime and no clean hands. Reporting meant deposition, lawyers, my name in a file next to diaper corrections and ledger debt I still owed on paper. They'd ask why I stayed. Why I spread my legs on that table. Why I came with the wand buzzing my clit while she wrote numbers in the book. I'd have to say it out loud in a room with fluorescent lights and no shame left to spend.

So I scratched the tally off for good. The ink came away in greasy curls. My wrist looked bare and stupid under the light, like I'd never kept count at all.

Grief sat in my chest heavy and hot, the kind that made my throat close. Then it shifted. Not softer. Sharper. If they'd manufactured my weakness to punish it, my shame wasn't a wound to guard anymore. It was currency. The wet diaper, the begging, the orgasms I couldn't stop having on their terms, all of it was mine to spend if I was willing to spend it ugly.

I drove home with the photo locked and the empty wrist aching.

Sleep came in pieces. I woke once with my hand between my thighs and the old reflex to check dryness. There was no diaper. There was only cotton underwear and the ghost warmth of floods that never belonged to my will. I came from nothing, a dry hump against my own palm, and hated how fast my hips chased it. *They dosed you and you still get wet for it.* I bit my lip until the taste of blood cut through.

Morning I went back in.

I requested an extra correction before my shift. Voluntary, my email said. I need to clear my head. Ms. Calloway answered in three words. Room four. Nine.

I spent the hour before nine in the archive hallway where the ledger copies lived behind a glass door nobody watched after eight. My phone camera ate dates. March 3 correction, heavy wetting, three orgasms logged. March 3 service refill, batch 441, signature smeared but legible. June 12, my longest dry week, batch 447 at half dose per the margin note *light rotation*. June 14 correction anyway, diaper change mid-scene, anal plug noted in the margin. I memorized the pattern until my skull buzzed. Dose up, accident down, ledger entry up. Dose down, dry days, pride, then correction for attitude or leakage on the light days they still scheduled.

I wasn't running. I was loading a gun with my own filth.

Room four smelled like bleach and warm plastic. Ms. Calloway stood by the table with the open ledger already turned to a fresh line. She wore grey today, sleeves rolled, no smile. The correction bench had the usual spread. Thick white adult diaper unfolded on the pad, crinkling when she smoothed it flat. Anal plug with a black base. Wand. Cuffs. A bulb syringe I hated. Lube in a clinical pump bottle.

"You asked for this," she said.

"I did."

"Then get on the bench. Diaper first. You don't touch the ledger tonight."

I stripped in front of her because debt still owned my body even while my head planned murder by paperwork. Naked at twenty-nine on a vinyl pad while my boss folded a diaper under my ass like I was inventory. The crinkle when she pulled it tight between my thighs was loud enough to hear in the hall. Thick diaper bulged. My cunt already slick against the inner lining before she taped the first side.

"Spread."

I spread my legs. The diaper forced them wider. She pressed two fingers through the front tape gap and felt how wet I was without any piss yet.

"Already dripping for correction room. Pathetic."

"Yes."

"Yes what."

"Yes, I'm dripping in my diaper before you even start."

She wrote something. The pen scratch made my clit jump. Shame and heat braided tight, same as always, except tonight I let it run up into my teeth and bit down on strategy instead of pride.

She cuffed my wrists to the bench rails. Ankles next. The plug came cold from lube. One finger, two, then the plug pushing my asshole open with a burn that made me grunt.

"Breathe through it. You chose nine o'clock."

The base seated flush. My ass clenched and couldn't close around it. She turned the wand on low and held it an inch from my diaper over my clit. The vibration traveled through diaper into swollen flesh. My hips jerked against the cuffs.

"Please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The words landed like a slap. Last chapter she'd forced. This time she held the wand close enough to tease and pulled it back when my thighs shook.

"I beg you. Let me come."

"Might," she said. "Not will."

She pressed the wand to the wet spot blooming in the diaper front. Heat built through the soaked mesh lining. My pussy leaked into the diaper, not piss, just arousal turning the white inner layer slick. The crinkle turned obscene when she ground the wand in slow circles. My asshole clenched on the plug with each pass.

"Count your dry days out loud."

"Fourteen."

"Liar. You were never dry. Say it."

My voice cracked. "I was never dry. You dosed the water."

She didn't blink. "Say what you are in that diaper."

"A wet slut in a diaper who can't hold her bladder because you poison the cooler."

"Louder."

I shouted it. The door was thick. Nobody outside cared. The wand buzzed harder. I climbed toward the edge and she lifted it away. Cool air hit my throbbing clit through the damp diaper and I sobbed once, ugly.

"That's one denial. You came here voluntary. You'll leave when I say."

She unhooked my ankle cuff on the left only. "Roll halfway. Ass up."

I rolled as far as the restraints allowed. Diaper bulk pressed my belly. She worked the plug out slow. My asshole gaped and ached empty. Then her fingers, three, four, stretching me open while the wand stayed off.

"You're going to take the strap tonight. You don't get the wand until you've thanked me for each inch."

There was a harness on the side table. Black silicone cock, thick, curved up. She stepped into it and lubed the head. No preamble. She pressed against my stretched asshole and pushed until the head popped through.

I screamed into the bench pad. Burn. Fullness. The strap buried halfway while my cuffed hands pulled the rails white.

"Thank me."

"Thank you for fucking my ass."

"For each inch."

"Thank you for each inch in my asshole."

She bottomed out. The slap of her hips on the diaper bulk was wet and heavy. Diaper squelched. Piss I'd been holding since the car let go in a hot flood, spreading through the diaper while she plowed my ass. The shame of wetting on her cock-rhythm made me hornier, made my cunt spasm against nothing.

"That's your real tally," she said. "Not your wrist. This."

She fucked me hard. Strap cock stretching my asshole, wand finally back on my clit through the piss-warm diaper. I climbed too fast. She stopped both.

"No."

"Please, Ms. Calloway, I'll do anything, let me come, I'm a diaper whore soaking in my own piss, please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"I beg you. I beg you to let this diaper slut come on your cock in my ass."

She gave me three seconds of wand. Took it away. Fucked my ass slow while I dripped and shook. Edge after edge until my words broke into grunts and snot.

"How many orgasms do you owe the ledger tonight."

"Three."

"You'll count them out loud when I allow them. You'll thank me after each. Miss one word and we start over."

The strap pounded my ass. Wand on high. Piss-heavy diaper grinding my clit. The first orgasm ripped through without permission anyway. My asshole clamped on the silicone cock. Cunt gushed into the diaper. I howled.

"That one doesn't count. You weren't allowed."

She pulled out. My ass gaped open, twitching. She shoved the plug back in one brutal stroke. I came again from the stretch alone, smaller, meaner, tears on my cheeks.

"Did I say you could."

"No."

"Zero counted. We're behind."

She uncuffed one wrist, twisted me onto my back, diaper sagging heavy between my legs, warm piss smell rising with my own slick. She straddled my face. Suede skirt up. No underwear. Her cunt wet on my mouth.

"Lick. If you stop, the wand stays off all night."

I licked her clit while she held my hair. Taste of her sharp and thick. The wand returned to my diaper, pressed on the bulge over my clit. Dual rhythm. Her thighs on my ears. My tongue worked until her hips stuttered. She came on my face with a low exhale, fingers digging my scalp.

"Good pet. Now you earn one."

She moved the wand in tight circles. Plug in my ass. Piss-warm diaper mashed against my cunt. Permission wasn't words. Just the wand not leaving. I broke.

"One. Thank you. Thank you for letting the diaper bitch come."

Juice soaked the front of the diaper worse than the piss. My body shook through a long ugly crest, clit pulsing against vibration, asshole milking the plug.

"Again."

"I can't."

"You can. Beg."

"I beg you, please, another one, I'm your used hole in a wet diaper, please Ms. Calloway."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"I beg you."

She slid two fingers under the diaper leg gap and into my cunt while the wand stayed put. Fingers curled on my G-spot, rough, pumping while the vibration fried my clit. Second orgasm harder than the first. I counted.

"Two. Thank you. Thank you."

She didn't stop. Fingers and wand and plug. Overstimulated, clit screaming. She made me say it.

"Say what you are."

"Piss-soaked cunt in a diaper who cums when her boss fists the ledger after dosing her water."

"Close enough."

The third ripped me longer. Vision white at the edges. I counted through sobs.

"Three. Thank you. Thank you."

She turned the wand off. My clit kept throbbing like it was still on. She untaped the diaper, cold air on my soaked skin. The inner layer peeled away sticky. She wiped me with rough paper, inspected my asshole around the plug, wrote in the ledger without showing me the line.

"You're learning voluntary," she said. "Tomorrow you'll drink from the cooler like a good employee."

"I will."

"You'll wet on schedule and thank me for correction."

"I'll thank you."

She pulled the plug slow. My asshole stayed open a second, pink and used, then tried to close. She held the fresh diaper under me, taped it on clean and thick. Crinkle loud in the quiet room.

"Debt unchanged. Attitude noted."

"Noted."

I dressed. Legs shaky. Phone in my pocket with forty-three photos and a spreadsheet I'd built in the parking garage at lunch. Dates matched. Signatures matched. Ledger entries in her hand on the same nights the cooler got batch refills.

Outside room four the hallway was empty. I didn't run. I walked to my desk and opened the resignation template I'd saved months ago and never sent. The dosing packet printouts lived in a folder labeled *pantry inventory* like a joke.

That night in the car I didn't scratch tallies. I lined up the next piece. The open ledger on correction nights. Her handwriting. My voluntary visits until I had enough lines beside enough batch slips to trade. Fireable proof against cleared debt, accepted resignation, my name struck from the column in her ink.

I pulled into the tower garage the next morning with the folder thick in my bag and the empty wrist bare. Room four at nine again if she called. Or room four when I knocked. Either way I would walk in, lay the packet on the table beside the open book, and spend every filthy thing they'd taught my body to do in exchange for walking out clean.

The ledger would keep counting someone else behind me.

I was done protecting dignity like it could save me. I was going to weaponize the shame instead.


Chapter 8: Keeping Cover

I matched the batch slip date to the ledger entry three times before the office AC cut out and the monitor was the only light left on the floor.

The refill log said Tuesday. Calloway's column said voluntary correction, batch seven, my name in her tight script. I had the cooler service signature on my phone, the corridor invite card photo, the printout from facilities with the additive code blurred at the edges from too many thumb swipes. My desk smelled like toner and cold coffee. The building hummed one floor down, elevators sighing through empty shafts.

Forty-one days on my wrist used to mean something. I scratched that off in the car last night. What I had now was worse than pride. Paper that could burn her if I burned with it.

I laid the slips in order. Dose heavy on nights I worked late. Dose light when I pulled a dry streak she praised in the ledger margin. Every accident she counted as failure had a timestamp two hours ahead on the facilities sheet. My cunt still clenched when I read my own name beside induced wetting, like my body remembered the shame before my head caught up.

I needed one packet. One folder she could not file.

Footsteps in the corridor made me kill the screen. The sound was wrong for cleaning crew, too measured, heels on tile that clicked like a counter. Ms. Calloway's voice carried through the glass partition before I saw her face.

"Mara."

One word. My name in her mouth always landed like a stamp.

I stood too fast. Chair wheels squealed. The printouts were still spread; I swept them under a manila folder labeled Q3 expenses, heart slamming against my ribs.

She did not look at the desk. She looked at me.

"You are still here."

"Closing out the Henderson file." My voice came out level. That was new. "It runs long."

She held a card between two fingers. Unscheduled summon. Red edge. I had never gotten one without a number called in the breakroom rotation.

"You will come now."

No question. I had learned that tone in week two, when I still thought refusal was a door I could reach.

I could run. Folder in my bag, photos on my phone, proof that would end us both. My legs stayed under me. Running now meant she smelled the hunt. I had spent six chapters learning what her ledger did to people who ran.

"I'll grab my badge," I said.

"You will leave the folder."

Her eyes dropped to the manila corner sticking out from under the keyboard. She had not missed it. She never missed a column.

"It's expense receipts. Boring."

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

She said it flat, like weather. My nipples hardened under my blouse anyway, traitor heat I hated and could not stop feeding. I left the folder on the desk. All the real proof was in my phone and my head.

The correction room was cold. Always cold. Fluorescents buzzed at a pitch that made my teeth ache. Ms. Calloway locked the door with that soft metal click I heard in dreams now.

"Unscheduled means you have been thinking about the count," she said. "Thinking is not permitted without entry."

"I was working."

"Take off your clothes."

I undressed. No fight. No lip. My hands shook once on my bra clasp and then went steady. Compliance was cover tonight. If she wanted a broken woman, I would give her the shape of one and keep the teeth behind my teeth.

She opened the supply cabinet. Thick white adult diaper, crinkling loud when she shook it open. Pink tape tabs on this batch. Obscene bulk before it was even on me.

"Arms up."

I lifted my arms. She powdered me, clinical, fingers brushing my ass crack like she was checking inventory. The diaper rose between my thighs, thick and stiff, swallowing my hips. She tugged it tight. The crinkle when I breathed was obscene in the quiet room.

"Spread on the bench."

Leather cold through the diaper on my ass and thighs. She cuffed my wrists to the bench arms, ankles to the spreader bar. The room's chill raised goosebumps on my bare tits while the diaper warmed around my cunt, trapping heat.

She did not ask if I was dry. She pressed two fingers into the front panel and listened.

"Still clean. For now."

My dry streak was a lie and she still counted it. Rage sat behind my eyes, cold and useful.

She set a plug on the tray. Black silicone, thick at the base, lube shining under the lights. A wand beside it. Nipple clamps with little bells that would make sound my shame could not hide.

"You will not speak unless I instruct."

She worked the plug into my ass without preamble. Burn, stretch, my hole fighting then giving. She twisted it until the base kissed my skin and my asshole clenched around the neck.

"Good girl."

I hated how my cunt leaked into the diaper at the praise.

The wand buzzed on. She pressed it to the diaper over my clit, through the thick diaper. Vibration muffled but brutal, warmth building in the plastic-backed bulk. The crinkle turned wet-sounding as my hips jerked against the restraints.

"Stay still."

I could not. The plug shifted inside me with every twitch. She turned the wand up. My clit swelled against the dampening pad. Heat spread through the diaper, my own slick mixing with the powder smell.

"You want to come already."

It was not a question. My breath came in short pulls. She pulled the wand away. Denial like a slap.

"Unscheduled corrections test control. You have been loose with your eyes lately. Loose women make mistakes."

She knew. Or she smelled it. My mind flashed to the folder under Q3 expenses, to batch seven, to walking out with proof. Defiance rose sharp.

"You dose the water."

The words left before I could swallow them.

Silence. Only the wand's low whine when she turned it on again, higher this time, pressed hard to my soaked front panel.

"I said you would not speak."

She rammed three fingers into my cunt through the leg gap she tore open. Stretch, burn, nails grazing my clit. The plug in my ass made everything tighter. I grunted, raw sound I could not prettify.

"You think you found something."

She fucked me with her hand, knuckles bumping the plug base through the thin wall inside me. Wet sounds, squelch, the diaper crinkling under my bucking hips.

"You think paper saves you."

She yanked her fingers out. Brought the wand back. Clamped my nipples, bells tinkling when I arched. Pain and buzz at once. My cunt spasmed empty, hungry.

"Beg to come in your diaper like the sloppy hole you are."

The defiance cracked. I needed the cover more than the truth in this room.

"Please." My voice broke. "Let me come in the diaper. I'm a sloppy hole. Please, Ms. Calloway."

"Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut." The words scalded my tongue. "I cum in thick diapers. Please let me."

She held the wand on my clit through the diaper and did not move. Edge. My thighs shook in the spreader. Bells rang with every jerk.

"Count your dry days for me."

"Forty-one." Lie she kept. "Forty-one dry days."

"Liar."

She knew. Or she was fishing. The wand pressed harder. My bladder pressure spiked, old trained fear from a hundred induced floods. I whimpered.

"Let go."

"I can't."

"You will."

She pushed the plug deeper with her thumb while the wand buzzed. My ass burned. My cunt clenched on nothing. The first warm gush hit the diaper, shame spreading hot through the crotch while she watched.

"Piss for me. Show me what you are."

I pissed into the diaper, helpless flood, heat blooming wide while the wand never stopped. The diaper sagged heavy between my legs, warm and obscene. Smell rose, ammonia and my own arousal mixed.

"Come now."

Orgasm ripped through me, vicious, no grace. My cunt pulsed against the wand through wet diaper plastic. I screamed into my teeth. Cum slick ran into the soaked bulk. That was one. My body kept shaking after it should have stopped.

"That's one." Her voice was ledger calm. "You will thank me."

"Thank you for making me come in my wet diaper."

She unclamped one nipple. Blood rush, sting. The wand stayed on.

"Again."

"No, I can't, it's too much."

"You can."

She swapped the wand for a strap-on from the lower drawer, black rubber cock thick and curved. She did not remove the plug. She lined the dick at my torn diaper gap and pushed into my cunt in one stroke.

Full. Split. I sobbed at the stretch. The plug in my ass made the channel brutal tight. She fucked me slow first, each drag audible, wet leather bench under my ass, bells on my nipples chiming.

"Say what you are."

"Your whore." Gasp between thrusts. "A wet-diaper whore."

She sped up. Pelvis slapping the sodden diaper bulk. The warm piss-soggy diaper squelched against my clit every time she bottomed out. Heat everywhere, cold on my exposed tits, fever between my legs.

"Come on my cock."

She pounded me. I came second time, harder, vision white at the edges. Cunt milking the rubber dick, gush of slick around the shaft, dripping down the diaper tapes. She did not stop.

"Two. One more before you are logged."

The third built while I was still spasming. Cruel. She pulled out, flipped the plug in my ass to a vibrating setting I did not know it had. Buzz in my hole while she shoved the wet diaper panel up against my clit and ground.

"Squirm."

I squirmed. Restraints bit my wrists. The used diaper mashed my swollen clit, obscene squelch louder each grind, piss-warm weight dragging between my thighs.

"Name the count."

"Three." I did not know what she meant. "Three orgasms. Please."

"Name your debt."

"Twelve hundred remaining." Numbers I memorized because survival was math.

She ground harder. "Name your place."

"Correction room. Your bench. Your diaper."

"Come."

Third orgasm broke me past speech. Mouth open, drool on my chin, cunt gushing into ruined diaper while my ass clenched the buzzing plug. Bells tinkled like mockery. I heard myself make an animal noise I would not recognize in the elevator.

She turned the plug off. Unlocked my ankles. My legs would not close.

"You will sit in that mess while I write."

She uncuffed my wrists. I stayed on the bench, diaper heavy, thighs slick with what leaked out the torn gap. She opened the ledger on the side table, pen scratching. Each stroke sounded like the AC kicking on.

"Unscheduled entry logged. Compliance noted."

Compliance noted. New column language. She was unsettled; I heard it in the extra words.

"Clean yourself and dress."

I waddled to the adjoining wash station, diaper sagging, warm between my legs. I peeled the ruined thing off with shaking hands. Cold air hit my wet cunt. I wiped, still twitching. Dressed in my work clothes smelling like piss and sex. No one on the elevator but me and the mirror showing flushed cheeks I could not hide.

My desk was untouched. The manila folder still under the keyboard. Inside: decoy receipts. My phone in my pocket held the real packet.

I worked until two.

Batch slip nine matched a corridor invite from March. Calloway's hand on the voluntary line. Facilities stamp forty minutes before my shift start. I built the packet in a new folder, thin, innocent label: Personal Leave. Photos printed at the all-night copy shop two blocks over, grainy but legible. Dosing code. Refill dates. Her correction tallies in the margins. One narrative page in my own hand, cold as an invoice:

Chemical inducement timed to rota. Counted as voluntary. Ledger in your handwriting. Trade: cleared debt, accepted resignation, name struck from the book. Or facilities, HR, and whatever prosecutor likes paper.

I read it twice. My hands were steady.

Thursday I would be summoned by number. I would walk in voluntary again, lay the packet on the table beside the open ledger, and make her choose.

Friday night I stayed again. The floor was darker. Security waved me through because I still had a badge that worked for three more days.

I was matching invite card colors to corridor cameras when my phone buzzed. Unknown internal extension.

"Ms. Calloway would like you in the correction room. Now."

Second unscheduled in forty-eight hours. She was hunting the column she could not read.

I slid the packet into my bag between tampon boxes where no one would flip. Deleted the last text draft. Cleared the photo album into encrypted notes. Cover meant taking whatever she gave me and smiling with my mouth shut.

The corridor was longer when I walked it with purpose. Temperature dropped ten degrees outside the correction room door. My nipples peaked against my bra again, hate and want twisted tight.

She waited inside, ledger open, no diaper supplies visible. Just the bench, the cuffs, and her standing with arms folded.

"You came quickly."

"You called."

"I called unscheduled twice. You did not flake. You did not cry in the elevator." She stepped closer. "Who are you bargaining with, Mara?"

"No one."

"Lie again and I will gag you."

My pulse jumped. I kept my face still.

"Take off your skirt and blouse. Leave the rest."

I stripped to bra and panties. She circled me, shoes clicking on tile. Sound sharp in my skull.

"You think you can leave."

"I think I work late."

She slapped my ass once, hard. Heat bloom on skin. I did not flinch forward.

"New rule for loose women. You ask permission to piss."

"I haven't, "

"On your knees."

I knelt. Cold tile through bare knees. She pulled a thick pink diaper from the cabinet anyway, held it like a flag.

"You will wear this home if you fail."

She made me step into it over my panties, yanked them down inside the shell, taped me tight. Pink plastic loud when I shifted. Bulk forced my knees apart on the floor.

"Open."

A ring gag. Metal cold on my teeth. She buckled it behind my head. Drool started immediately, embarrassing warm trail on my chin.

"Hands behind your back."

Zip ties bit my wrists. She attached a leash to my collar clip I did not remember her putting on, short chain, tug when I slumped.

"Vibrate."

She pushed a slim bullet vibe into my cunt before the diaper tape sealed the leg gaps shut. Buzz low, constant. I moaned around the gag.

"Stand. Walk to the bench."

Each step crinkled. Vibe shifted inside me. I dripped already, knowing where this went.

She bent me over the bench, face down, diapered ass up. Ripped the back panel open instead of the front. Cold air on my holes. Plug again, bigger, lube cold on my asshole then burning stretch as she seated it.

"You do not come without asking in words I approve."

The gag made that impossible. Trap. My cunt clenched around the bullet.

She worked a dildo into my cunt under the diaper bulk, slow twist, filling me while the plug held my ass open. Double fullness. I groaned spit around the ring.

"Quiet slut."

The wand on my clit from behind, outside the torn diaper gap. Buzz layered on buzz. Temperature war inside the plastic, cold room on my back. She fucked me with the dildo in time with the wand, mechanical rhythm, counting under her breath.

"One minute. Two."

Drool pooled under my cheek on leather. My knees shook. I was climbing and she knew it.

She stopped everything at once. Denial whine escaped my throat.

"You want to speak. Good."

She removed the gag. Spit string broke between my lips and the metal ring.

"Ask."

"Please may I piss in my diaper."

"Why."

"Because you own the count. Because I'm your wet pet."

"Also because you are full of lies. Proceed."

Bladder let go, hot rush into the pink diaper under me, shame spreading while she pushed the dildo deep and held it there. Wet weight dragged on my hips. Smell sharp.

"Ask to come."

"Please let your diaper slut come. Please, Ms. Calloway."

"Convince me."

"I'll walk in when you call. I'll take every correction. I'm your logged hole. Please."

She turned the wand to high and fucked me fast, dildo squelching in my soaked cunt, plug vibrating now too, she must have hit a remote. Fourth orgasm of the week in this room, fifth if I counted the triple stack last visit. My mind lost edges.

"Come."

I came screaming please into the bench leather, cunt gushing around the dildo, piss-warm diaper squashing against the wand, ass clenching the plug in spasms that would not end. She counted aloud.

"Four for the log. Filthy. Useful."

She made me stay plugged and diapered while she wrote. Pen scratches louder than my breathing.

When she cut the zip ties, my wrists were red. She removed the gag, the plug, the vibe. Handed me a fresh diaper, white this time.

"Change yourself. You have three minutes."

I changed in front of her, old pink sodden wad in the biohazard bin, new white taped on, still shaking. She watched every tab pull.

"Friday you will receive a number."

"I'll be ready."

"You will walk in without being dragged."

"I will."

She stepped close, fingers under my chin, forcing eye contact. Her pupils were wide too. She smelled the column shifting.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

"Yes, Ms. Calloway."

I left with the packet still in my bag and her voice in my ears and my cunt still pulsing with aftershocks.

Saturday I added the last page: her signature samples from memo scans, matched to ledger ink. Sunday I slept four hours and rehearsed the trade in the shower, words stripped to nails.

Monday morning the breakroom number wheel turned. My badge beeped on the display.

Summons seven.

I walked to the corridor with the folder under my arm, heart slow for the first time in months, and pushed the correction room door open before she could call my name twice.


Chapter 9: Count One More

I heard my own heels before I saw the door. Number forty-seven. Two minutes early. The packet rode hard under my arm, plastic corners biting through my blouse, batch slips and refill dates and Calloway's own tallies copied in my cramped hand. My mouth tasted like the breakroom tap water I'd been drinking for six months without knowing what was in it. Sour. Chlorine over something sweeter underneath.

The corridor ended in blank paint and a handle that never had a sign. I turned it. Walked in without being told.

Ms. Calloway looked up from the ledger like I'd broken a rule by arriving on time. The book lay open to today's column. My name sat in her ink halfway down the page, debt figure beside it, correction tally stacked in little hash marks I'd learned to read like bruises.

"You came early," she said.

"I came when I was called." I shut the door behind me. The latch clicked. My cunt clenched on nothing, traitor muscle, already wet from the walk up. "Forty-seven. I'm here."

I crossed to the table and set the packet down beside the open ledger. Not hidden. Not slid. Placed. The dosing log from behind the water cooler. Photographs of the additive canister. Refill dates matched to my shift rotas. Her correction entries on the same dates in the same ink.

The room smelled like clean vinyl and old piss from a thousand prior corrections. My stomach rolled. My nipples hardened against my bra anyway.

Calloway's eyes dropped to the packet. Back to my face.

"Explain that."

"Every accident you logged as my failure had a batch number." I kept my voice flat. The way she taught me to speak when I begged. "You dosed the water. You timed it to my shifts. You punished me for wetting you caused. That's in the packet. Fireable. Maybe worse."

She didn't touch the packet. She closed the ledger with one finger, slow, like she was counting a breath.

"You think paper frightens me."

"I think you want the ledger to survive more than you want me." I pulled my shoulders back. The packet crinkled when I shifted my arm. "I want a trade."

"Say it plain."

"My debt cleared. Resignation accepted. My name struck from the book." I tapped the ledger cover. "Your handwriting. Today. In exchange for this packet staying in my bag until you sign."

Silence. The fluorescent buzz over us. My pulse in my throat.

Calloway stood. She wore her usual grey skirt, her usual flat shoes. No surprise in her face. That was worse.

"You walked in early with evidence and a list of demands." She stepped around the table. Close enough that I caught her soap, sharp and cold. "You finally learned the room."

"I learned what you put in the water."

"You learned what shame costs." Her hand found my jaw. Tilted my face up. "And you brought it here anyway. Voluntary. Unbidden. Packet under your arm like a diaper you chose to wear."

Heat crawled up my neck. She was right and I hated that my pussy answered her, slick gathering between my thighs.

"You want to leave," she said. "You want your name gone. You want me to sign away my leverage."

"Yes."

"Then you pay in the currency I actually trade." Her thumb pressed my lower lip. "Exposure. Count. Body. Mine until I say otherwise."

My dry streak had been a lie. Six chapters of blame I'd swallowed for nothing. Rage sat behind my teeth, metallic as the tap water taste.

"Sign first," I said.

She laughed once. No warmth.

"You don't set order in my room."

She moved to the cabinet along the wall. Opened it. Brought out a thick white adult diaper, crinkling loud in her hands. A pink one folded under it. A bottle of talc. A strap-on harness already rigged with a black silicone cock, thick at the base, blunt at the head. A wand. A plug with a tail of anal beads. Nipple clamps on a chain. A marker.

Permanent claiming. I saw it in the marker before she said a word.

"Strip," she said. "Everything. Leave the packet on the table. You don't get to hold your proof while I dress you like what you are."

I could walk out. Door behind me. Packet on the table where she could seize it.

I unbuttoned my blouse. Let it fall. Unzipped my skirt. Stepped out of my heels. Unhooked my bra. My tits bare, nipples stiff in the cold air. Pulled my panties down. The scent of my arousal hit my own nose, sharp under the room's bleach.

Calloway pointed to the changing pad on the bench. "On your back. Legs apart."

I lay down. Vinyl stuck to my shoulder blades. She spread my knees with her knee between mine, clinical, firm. Powder puffed, chalky taste on my tongue when I breathed through my mouth. She lifted my hips and slid the diaper under me, white plastic loud, thick enough to wedge my thighs apart before it was even taped.

"You came early to sell me your shame," she said, pulling the front tight. "So sell it. Tell me what you are while I tape you."

"A correction." My voice cracked. "An employee you broke."

"Wrong." Tape pulled snug over my hip. "Say the word you hate."

"Diaper slut." The words burned. My clit throbbed against the fresh diaper. "A woman you made piss in her diaper."

"Better." Second tape strip. The crinkle when she pressed the front flat made my whole cunt pulse. "You leak on schedule. You cum when I count. You walked in with proof of what I did to your bladder and you're wet for me right now."

She was right. The diaper already held heat from my skin. I smelled powder and my own slick mixing.

Calloway threaded the anal beads through the diaper leg gap. Pressed the first bead to my asshole. "Relax."

I tried. The bead pushed in. Burn. Stretch. Then the next. She worked them in one at a time while the diaper crinkled each time I twitched. Five. Six. Seven. My ass full of cold silicone knots, the string hanging out where she could yank it.

"Count them in," she said.

"Seven beads in my ass." Shame and need twisted together until I couldn't tell which tightened my throat. "Diapered. Plugged. Here because you summoned forty-seven."

She clipped the nipple clamps on. Pain bit. Chain pulled between my tits when she tugged to test them. Then the wand, pressed to the diaper over my clit, buzz low.

I jerked. Moaned.

"Not yet." She turned the wand off. "Trade first means you think you're negotiating. You brought the packet. Now you give me the last thing you kept."

"What."

"Mine." She leaned down. Mouth at my ear. "Say it."

The word hit like a slap. I shook my head. "No."

She turned the wand on high. Pressed it hard into the diaper bulk over my clit. The vibration traveled through diaper into my swollen flesh. I bucked. The beads shifted in my ass. Squelch of the diaper as my hips rolled.

"Say it or I call security and seize your packet as company property."

"You wouldn't."

"I'll log you as unstable. Theft of internal documents." The wand didn't move. "Say it."

My orgasm built too fast. Wrong. Manufactured like everything else in this building. I bit my lip. Tasted blood and powder.

"Yours," I gasped. "Correction forty-seven is yours."

"Mine." She slapped my taped diaper. Wet sound even though I hadn't pissed yet. "Say the whole thing."

"This body is yours. My shame is yours. I'm yours." Tears slid into my hair. My cunt gushed into the diaper, slick soaking the inner lining while the wand hammered my clit through plastic. "Please."

"Please what."

"Let me come."

"Count first." She lifted the wand a fraction. Denial. "How many orgasms do you owe before I sign your name out of my book."

"Forty-seven." I sobbed a laugh. "You'd never finish."

"I'll take three." The wand dropped back. "One for each demand. Debt. Resignation. Name struck. You'll come on each and thank me. You'll say what you are. Then I'll read your packet while you watch."

She turned the wand up. I came screaming, back arched off the pad, diaper squelching under the pressure as my pussy clenched and released, clenching again, oversensitive before the first wave finished. The beads in my ass pulled with my spasms. Chain on my nipples yanked. Pain and cum rolled together until I was babbling.

"Thank you," I choked. "Thank you, Ms. Calloway. One."

"Name it."

"Diaper whore cums in her fresh diaper on the correction table."

She didn't stop the wand. Edged me down, then up. "Again."

The second orgasm tore longer. My thighs shook against the thick diaper. Smell of my arousal thick in the air, mixing with talc and the faint ammonia ghost of old corrections. I heard myself beg in a voice I didn't own.

"Two. Thank you. Slut with beads in her ass and a soaked diaper."

Calloway pulled the wand away. Rolled me onto my stomach. Diaper bulk pressed my clit into the vinyl pad. She worked the beads out one at a time. Each pop made me whine. When only the plug remained she shoved the strap-on against my asshole without warning.

"Lube on the cock only," she said. "Your ass takes it dry after the beads."

The head breached. Burn white-hot. I screamed into my forearm. She fed inch after inch while her hand fisted my diaper at the back, yanking me onto her hips.

"Third orgasm on my cock in your ass," she said. "That's your resignation coming out of you."

She fucked me slow then hard. Slap of harness on my taped cheeks. Diaper crinkling with every thrust. My ass stretched around the silicone, ache blooming into something worse when she angled down and the cock dragged my insides. Her fingers found my clit through the wet diaper, pinching hard.

"Come on my dick," she ordered. "Three. Make it filthy."

I came with her cock buried in my ass, hole clenching, unable to stop, a third orgasm ripping through me longer than the others until I was drooling on the pad and the diaper between my legs was heavy with slick and the first hot flood of piss I couldn't hold back, shame bursting warm through the diaper while I still spasmed.

"Oh god," I moaned into the pad. "I'm pissing. I'm pissing in it."

"Good." She kept pounding. "Hold the mess. Feel it."

She didn't stop when I finished. Fourth orgasm built before three ended. She yanked the plug free and replaced it with two fingers, then three, stretching my ass while the strap-on stayed in my cunt from below, switched without me tracking when, only the sudden fill in both holes.

"Four," she counted for herself. "You always owed more than three."

I lost words. Only sounds. The fist in my ass burned perfect wrong. Her cock pistoning my cunt through the diaper gap she'd torn open. Wand back on my clit. I came a fourth time, gushing around the silicone, piss and cum and slick soaking the diaper until it sagged heavy between my legs, warm against my thighs.

She pulled out. Left me shaking. Handprint on my diaper where she'd spanked the wet bulk.

"On your knees. Table. Packet stays where it is."

I crawled. Diaper crinkled under my knees, cold where the wet had spread. She sat in her chair, ledger reopened beside the packet. Strap-on glistening. She pointed at the floor between her feet.

"Lick it clean. Taste what you negotiated with."

I bent. Tongue on silicone. Salt and latex and my ass on it. Bitter. My face burned. I licked until she gripped my hair and fed the cock into my mouth, gagging me deep, throat stretched while she held the wand to my diaper from behind.

"Five," she said around my skull. "Every correction you took. Every dry day you thought you earned. Say it while you choke."

I gagged. Drool ran down my chin onto my clamped tits. The wand buzzed my clit through the ruined diaper.

"Mara the dry streak was a lie," I sobbed around the cock. "You dosed me. You counted my piss like it was my fault."

She thrust. Eyes on the packet, not me.

"Keep going."

"You manufactured my weakness." Tears and spit mixed on my lips. "You punished me for what you caused."

"And you came anyway." She pulled out. Slapped my cheek with the wet cock. "Every time."

"Every time."

She stood. Wiped the strap-on on my diaper like a rag. Talc and bleach and sex smell hung in the room. She picked up the marker.

"Bend over the table. Diaper down in back. Ass up."

I obeyed. Packet inches from my face. Her handwriting on the batch slips. My proof and her ledger in the same breath.

She drew on my left ass cheek. Slow stroke. Ink cold on fevered skin. I couldn't see the word. Didn't need to.

"Mine," she said. "Permanent until signed off. You walk out with my mark unless I erase you."

"Erase me." My voice muffled against the table. "That's the trade."

"Say the trade again. Exact."

"Debt cleared. Resignation accepted. Name struck from the book. Packet stays with me."

She capped the marker. Sat. Read the packet.

Pages turned. Silence longer than any correction I'd taken. I stayed bent, diaper gap cold on my ass, marked cheek burning, pussy still twitching from five orgasms she counted like ledger entries.

Calloway exhaled once.

"You could have mailed this to compliance." Her voice flat. "You could have burned me without walking in."

"I needed you to sign." I lifted my head. "I needed it in your hand. Your ink. Same as every correction you logged."

"You weaponized the shame." She looked at me then. Something narrow in her eyes. Respect or hatred. "Not the law. The diaper. The packet under your arm. You spent what I told you you'd never spend."

"I spent six months of piss and cum already." I stood on shaking legs. Pulled the diaper up. Tape stuck wrong over the tear. Didn't matter. "Sign."

She opened the ledger. Drew a line through my name. Wrote CLEARED beside the debt. RESIGNED in the margin. Initialed each with the pen she'd used to count my failures.

My throat closed. Not relief. Something harder.

"Take the packet," she said. "Take your diaper if you want it. Get dressed."

"You marked me."

"I mark what I own until I don't." She tore a page from the ledger, the column where my name had lived. Handed it to me. "Proof for you. That you're out of the book. Burn it or frame it."

I pulled my clothes on over the ruined diaper. Blouse buttoned crooked. Skirt over the sagging bulk. The mark on my ass throbbed under fabric with every step.

At the door I stopped.

"The water," I said. "Others still drink it."

"That's not your trade." Calloway closed the packet into my arms. "You bought you. Not them."

The corridor swallowed her voice. I walked toward the elevator, crinkle muted under my skirt, packet against my ribs, ledger page folded in my fist. Ink smell on my fingers from the page she'd torn out. Piss-warm diaper between my thighs with her mark hidden under cloth.

The elevator dinged. Down. Out. Forward.

My apartment key turned weeks later in a different life, but that afternoon I only knew the tower doors opening on late sun and my heels on pavement and the count stopped at forty-seven with one more line in her book that erased me instead of adding.

I kept walking. The diaper sagged. The packet weighed more than my badge ever had. Somewhere behind me the ledger continued for someone else's name. I didn't look back.

Not grateful. Not kept.

Changed.

The street tasted like exhaust and freedom I didn't trust yet. I shifted the packet to my other arm and let the crinkle happen once, loud, where anyone could hear.


Chapter 10: Her Own Terms

I stepped onto the sidewalk and the glass tower shrank behind me with each block I put between us. Hollby-Renn stood up there like it owned the whole city. My legs kept moving anyway. Sun hit my face. Traffic hissed. A man with headphones almost walked into me and swore without looking up. I had my bag on one shoulder. Inside it, under a folded shirt, one thick white diaper I had taken from the correction room when Ms. Calloway turned to the ledger. She did not stop me. That was the trade.

My phone had no work email anymore. No summons number. No rotation schedule. The debt screen in my banking app showed zero where a five-figure hole had lived for two years. I had walked out of that building with my resignation accepted in Ms. Calloway's handwriting and my name scratched through in the column she kept like a body count. I still tasted the correction room on my tongue, bleach and warm plastic and the sour edge of my own fear.

Three hours earlier I had gone back up on my own feet.

The dosing packet sat on the table beside the open ledger. Batch slips. Refill dates. Ms. Calloway's pen in her own hand, matched line for line to every correction entry that had broken me across six months. I stood in front of her in my work blouse and slacks while she read my face instead of the proof.

"You came to count one more," she said.

"I came to spend what you counted." I put my palm flat on the plastic packet. "Cleared debt. Accepted resignation. My name out of your book. Your handwriting. Today."

Her eyes dropped to the packet and came back cold. "You think this buys you clean."

"It buys me gone."

She pulled the ledger closer. Pages crackled. Her nail traced my name in the column. Mara. Mara. Mara. Each mark a wet diaper, a plugged ass, a wand on my clit until I screamed thank you to a room with no windows. She had dosed my water on a schedule tied to my shifts. My dry streak had been a lie told in milligrams. I had blamed my bladder. I had blamed my will. The packet on the table said the weakness was manufactured and the punishment was the product.

Ms. Calloway opened a drawer and took out a thick pink adult diaper. It crinkled when she set it on the table next to the evidence that could end her.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said.

I unbuttoned my blouse. I did not look away from her. "Count it."

She made me strip on the tile while she wrote. Debt cleared. Resignation accepted. Her pen scratched slower than my heart. I stepped out of my slacks and stood in nothing but gooseflesh and the number she had called me in for one last time. She pointed at the diaper.

"Put it on. Tape side out. I want to hear every strip."

I laid the diaper on the changing table and stepped in. The plastic backed sheet was cool against my soles. I pulled the front up between my thighs. The bulk was obscene, thick enough to force my legs apart before I even taped it. I smoothed the tape on one hip. Rip. Crinkle. Other hip. Rip. The waistband bit my waist. The diaper sagged heavy and clean against my cunt and ass, a white shell waiting for shame to fill it.

Ms. Calloway opened another drawer. Black leather cuffs. A chrome wand. A silicone plug thick at the base and tapered to a blunt tip that would not be kind. She cuffed my wrists to the table legs and bent me over the padded surface with my taped diaper shoved up high between my cheeks.

"Open."

I spread my legs. The diaper crinkled. She lubed the plug and pressed it to my asshole without preamble. My hole clenched. She shoved anyway. Burn. Stretch. My rim burned around the silicone until the base seated flush against my skin and the diaper backing. Full. Owned one more time on my way out the door.

"You manufactured every accident," I said into the table.

"And you still came in it." She clicked the wand on. Buzz filled the room. She pinned the head to my clit through the diaper shell. Vibration punched up through plastic into swollen flesh. My knees bucked. "Say what you are."

"A diaper slut." The words scraped my throat. "A wet little hole you dosed and broke."

"Louder."

"A diaper slut who cums in thick diaper." My cunt leaked into the clean interior already. Warm slick spread under the plastic contact. "You fed me chemicals and counted the mess."

She pressed harder. The wand roared on my clit. Pleasure climbed sharp and wrong, shame twisting it hotter. I had won the trade and still my body opened for her like it had every rotation. The plug in my ass shifted when I clenched. No escape from either hole.

"Thank me," she said.

"Thank you for dosing my water." My voice broke. "Thank you for the ledger. Thank you for making me need this."

She pulled the wand back half an inch and my hips chased it. Denial. Cruel. She had always been cruel with precision. "Again."

"Thank you for the corrections. Thank you for the dry streak that was a lie. Thank you for, "

She slammed the wand flat to my clit. I came so hard my vision whited. Spasm ripped through my cunt. I squirted into the diaper in a hot gush that spread fast through the diaper. The crinkle turned wet. Squelch when she ground the wand in the soaked bulk. First orgasm. Too much. Not enough. My asshole clenched the plug in rhythm I could not control.

"That's one," Ms. Calloway said. "You will give me four."

She unbuckled a harness from the wall hook. Black straps. Fat silicone cock jutting out from her hips over her pencil skirt. She had worn it under her blazer the whole time. Of course she had. She uncuffed one wrist, turned me, pushed me down on the table on my back with the soaked diaper sagging between my thighs.

"Suck it clean first."

I opened my mouth. She fed me the cock. Rubber taste, lube, my own ass on the shaft where the plug had been. She pulled out the plug with a wet pop and replaced it with two fingers, then three, stretching my rim while I gagged on silicone. Drool ran down my chin. She fucked my mouth slow, then deep, until my throat burned and tears cut my cheeks.

"Good little toy. Take it."

I moaned around the cock. Shame pulsed with every thrust down my throat. I had brought her proof that could bury her and I was still on my back with a piss-warm diaper and her strap in my mouth.

She pulled out and slapped my cheek with the wet shaft. "Turn over. Ass up."

I rolled. The soaked diaper pressed my clit into the table. She yanked my hips high and lined the cock to my asshole. No mercy in the push. Inch by inch the stretch burned open. I bit the table edge. She bottomed out and my stuffed hole ached around girth.

"Say it."

"Fuck my ass in my wet diaper." I sobbed into the plastic table. "Use the hole you trained."

She pounded. Slap of harness on my cheeks. Squelch from the diaper mashed under my weight. Each thrust punched the plug of sensation through my guts. My clit ground the table. Second orgasm built brutal under the first's aftershocks.

"Count."

"Two, please, two, "

She grabbed my hair and yanked my head back. "You do not beg me to stop. You beg me for the next."

"Give me three. Please. I'm a wet diaper whore. Give me three."

She rammed harder. Anal fire and clit friction fused. I came screaming into the empty room. Cunt juice and the earlier flood made the diaper heavy, warm, obscene between my legs. She did not stop. The cock pistoned my ass through the spasms until I was sobbing and still hard for more.

"Three down." Her voice stayed flat. Accountant of orgasms to the end. "One more. You will thank me when it is done."

She pulled out. Gape. Cool air on my stretched rim. She uncuffed my other wrist, rolled me to my back, spread my thighs wide over the table edge. The diaper was ruined, sagging, yellow-warm in the crotch, crinkling wet. She shoved three fingers into my cunt through the torn tape she had ripped open with a blade I had not seen her pick up. Fingers curled on my front wall. Wand back on my clit. Plug pushed back into my ass with her thumb.

Triple use. No room in my head for anything but overload.

"Look at me."

I looked. Her blazer neat. Her hair pinned. My body wrecked in a destroyed diaper on her table.

"Thank me."

"Thank you." I choked. "Thank you for counting me. Thank you for, oh fuck, thank you for making me cum in my own, "

"Name it."

"Cum in my own wet diaper. Thank you. Thank you."

She worked my cunt and ass and clit in a rhythm that erased thought. Fourth orgasm tore out longer than the others, a brutal extended convulsion that left me limp and leaking on the tile when she finally pulled her hand free. Cum and piss and slick ran down my thighs inside the wrecked shell.

She stepped back. Clicked the wand off. Set the harness aside.

I lay there breathing.

Ms. Calloway wiped her hands. Sat. Picked up her pen. Wrote debt cleared in the margin. Resignation accepted on the form I had drafted. Drew one hard line through Mara in the column. Then another. Then a third until the ink cut through to the page below.

"Get dressed," she said.

I did. My legs shook. I put the ruined diaper in the biohazard bin. I took a clean thick white one from the shelf and folded it into my bag under my shirt. Ms. Calloway did not comment.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said at the door.

I looked at her one last time. "I already did."

I walked out past reception. Past the elevators. Past the lobby cameras. Into daylight.

On the sidewalk now, six blocks out, my thighs remembered the table. My asshole remembered the gape. The clean diaper in my bag pressed against my hip with each step, a square of everything she had counted. I was not grateful. I was not kept. I was changed. The tower shrank. I kept walking.

Weeks passed. New cheap apartment. New number. No ledger. No summons. I worked gig shifts that paid late and ate cereal over the sink. Nights I woke clawing at sheets, sure I heard crinkle. Days I crossed streets when I passed glass towers.

The diaper stayed in the bottom of my closet in a plain paper bag. I told myself it was evidence. A receipt. I told myself nothing at all most mornings.

Thursday night I came home from a double shift smelling like fry oil and rain. I showered. I stood naked in my own bathroom with my own mirror and my own tile that no one else had mopped while I shook through orgasms I did not choose.

I opened the closet.

The bag crackled when I lifted it. I set the diaper on my bed. Thick white adult shell. Four tapes. The same brand Ms. Calloway stocked. My hands did not shake as much as they used to.

I laid it flat and stepped in.

Cool plastic against my feet. I pulled it up. The bulk forced my thighs apart on my own mattress. I taped one side. Rip. Other side. Rip. Front panel snug over my cunt. Waistband tight. Crinkle when I moved. No cuffs. No wand unless I wanted it.

I took my vibrator from the nightstand drawer. Purple silicone. Mine before Hollby-Renn. Mine again.

I lay back and turned it on low.

Buzz against my clit over the diaper. Different without her hand on the pressure. Different without an audience. My hips rolled anyway. Shame flickered and turned into heat that belonged to no ledger.

I thought of the packet on the table. The line through my name. Her voice saying count. I thought of the sidewalk and the tower shrinking.

I turned the vibrator up.

The diaper warmed between my legs from friction and my own leak. Squelch when I pressed harder. I slid two fingers under the waistband and into my cunt while the vibe stayed on my clit through plastic. Fucked myself slow. No one counted. I counted anyway. One. Building.

I pulled the vibrator under the tape and against bare clit. Sharp. Immediate. I gasped my own name into my empty room.

"More."

No one commanded it. I gave it.

I added the small plug from the drawer. Lube. Press into my ass on my own schedule. Stretch. Burn. Familiar. Mine. I worked the plug deeper while the vibe hammered my clit and my fingers curled in my cunt.

Second orgasm when I let my bladder go.

Warm flood spread into the clean diaper. Shame hit and I fucked into it instead of fighting. The wetness bloomed heavy and hot around my cunt. I ground the vibrator into the soggy bulk and came hard enough to arch off the bed. Piss and cum soaking the shell. Crinkle loud. Smell sharp. No correction. No dose. Just me making the mess.

I kept the vibe on through the aftershocks. Cruel to my own oversensitive clit. Third orgasm ripped out of me with a sob that was only mine. I whispered filth into the dark because I wanted the words, not because someone made me.

"Diaper slut."

My voice. My choice.

"Wet and used and mine."

I pulled the plug out slow. Felt the gape. Let it close. Turned the vibrator off. Lay in the heavy warm diaper on my own sheets.

The ledger continued somewhere behind me for someone else's name in a column. I had one square of it in the wreck between my thighs. Keep or shed. My clock.

I slept that night in the wet shell because I could. In the morning I showered, threw the diaper away, and made coffee. The tower was gone. The mark stayed.

I taped on a fresh one after breakfast.

No one watched.

That was the point.
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