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Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: Wellness Compliance Signed

Iheld the pen at 9:04 a.m. over the last page of the glossy onboarding packet. The HR room hummed. New carpet smell sat heavy in the cool air. I was twenty-nine years old, partner track day one, lease broken, city already behind me. The header said Wellness Compliance Agreement. I did not read it. I signed.

The click of the pen on the desk was sharp. My name sat wet in black ink under a block of fine print I had treated like furniture.

“Bree.”

I looked up.

Ms. Hale stood in the doorway. Forty-two years old, navy suit, no smile. Her heels clipped short and hard on the tile as she came in and took the packet without asking.

“You signed,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Good. Follow me.”

We rode the elevator in silence. My pulse sat high in my throat. The floor indicator ticked. When the doors opened on fourteen, vent air hit my face and the corridor smelled like polish and wood. She walked me to a door labeled Wellness Cabinet. Cedar lined the inside. The door sealed behind us. Warmer in here. The air did not move.

A wall of drawers. Plastic bins. A fitting room with a half curtain and a low padded bench. Ms. Hale opened a mid drawer, took a strip of paper and tape from a small tray, and wrote my name in block letters. She pressed the label flat on the front of the drawer. The tape made a sticky rip when she tore it.

“Yours for the thirty days,” she said. “Day one. Twenty-nine left until Confirmation Review. Partners hear the Compliance Log out loud. You state your status on the record. Fail that and the provisional promotion ends.”

I nodded. Heat climbed my neck. Under it, curiosity beat like a second pulse. The agreement had carried an opt-out line in the fine print I had skimmed — walk any morning, references intact, no penalty. I had no plan to use it. I had moved cities for this. I could take whatever office stunt they had.

She opened the drawer. White adult diapers stacked in a neat row, each one fat as a folded towel. The packing crackled when she lifted one. She set it on the bench. Then powder. Then cream. Then a small tube of lube she did not explain.

“Undress from the waist down,” she said. “Shoes off. Socks off. Panties off. Fold them. Put them in the bin.”

I did it. Cool air found my hips and the soft skin of my thighs. My feet pressed the cedar floor. The bin lid snapped shut. Shame rolled through me hot and stupid. I stood there with my blouse on and my cunt bare under the bright cabinet light.

Ms. Hale looked at me the way a person looks at inventory.

“This is a game two grown women play on purpose,” she said, calm as a calendar. “You will regress on schedule because you signed for it. You will do exactly as I say.”

The words hit low in my belly.

“Yes, Ms. Hale.”

“Sit. Legs open.”

I sat on the cool padded bench. The vinyl stuck to the backs of my thighs. She tore the package open. The crinkle filled the small room. Cold backsheet brushed my calf when she slid the pad under me and lifted my hips with one firm hand. Powder dusted my skin, a soft rush of it, barely a sound. Then cream on her fingers, cool at first, then warm as she worked it over my pussy lips and down between my cheeks. I flinched.

“Stay still.”

Her fingers pressed lube against my asshole. Cold. Thick. She pushed a coated fingertip in without warning. My breath left me in a hard sound. My face went hot. She worked the lube in slow circles, deeper, then two fingers, stretching me open while the padding lay under my ass like a white trap.

“You will wear this every day,” she said. “You will wet when your body makes you. You will not choose a toilet. The schedule owns you now.”

She pulled her fingers free. I clenched on nothing and hated the emptiness. She taped me up hard. Left wing. Right wing. The tapes bit. The crotch rose thick between my thighs. Plastic rustled when I shifted. Warmth sealed around my pussy and ass. Powder smell mixed with cedar.

She stood, wiped her hand, and took my phone from where I had set it on the bench. She installed something with three taps. The screen lit. A timer.

“Change interval: two hours forty-five,” she said. “Every Monday that number grows by forty-five minutes. Every Friday the diaper steps thicker. Today you learn the baseline.”

She took my badge. A small reader on the wall beeped when she held it to the pad. Soft clicks. Then another beep.

“Washroom access removed,” she said. “Every floor. Every stall. Your badge opens elevators and your desk. Nothing else. If you need to go, you go in the diaper. If you need a change, the app tells you when you may come back here. Not before.”

I swallowed. The pad pressed my clit when I closed my legs. A first pull I had not planned for. Heat. Shame. Interest I did not want to name.

“I can handle this,” I said. Too fast.

Ms. Hale’s mouth almost moved. Almost.

“Stand. Hands on the counter. Ass out.”

I stood. Every step crinkled. Plastic and tape and bulk. My face burned. I put my palms on the cool counter. Cedar grain under my fingers. She yanked the back tapes open. Cold air hit my ass. She left the front taped so the pad hung heavy and open under my cunt like a dirty hammock.

“This cabinet has rules,” she said. “Your mouth lies. Your asshole does not. I check both.”

Lube again. Cold on my hole. Then two fingers shoved in hard. I gasped. She fucked them into me in short mean thrusts, scissoring, opening me while the hanging pad dragged my clit with every shove of her hand. Wet sounds filled the room. Slick. Filthy. My toes curled on the floor.

“Say what you are,” she said.

“A… a new hire.”

She slapped my ass. Sharp. Hot sting. The sound cracked.

“Try again, slut.”

“I’m a diapered bitch,” I said, voice rough. “I’m a hole. I’m…”

“Louder.”

“I’m a good little toy who pisses in plastic!”

“Better.”

She pulled her fingers out, wiped them on my inner thigh, and took a slim black plug from a sealed tray. It shone with lube. The tip pressed my asshole. She pushed. My ring stretched and burned and gave. The plug seated with a dull pop that dropped my stomach. Full. Wrong. Perfect. The base sat flush between my cheeks. She taped me shut over it. The bulk locked everything in. Every breath moved the plug inside me.

“You will keep that in until I say,” she said. “You will not take it out. You will walk your floor like this. You will sit in meetings like this. If you cum without permission I add time to the interval.”

My clit throbbed against the soft inner lining. The plug pressed deep when I clenched. I was soaked, and she had watched me get that way.

“Ms. Hale,” I started.

“Quiet. Hands stay. Count out loud when I tell you.”

She reached around the front and shoved her hand down inside the waistband. Her fingers found my clit through the wet mess I had made. She rubbed hard, no softness, two fingers grinding my swollen nub while her other hand pressed the base of the plug through the padding and fucked it into me in short jolts.

Heat piled fast. My thighs shook. Under her work the crinkle went wet and loud. Plastic flexing. Tape tugging. I made a slick noise against her fingers.

“Beg,” she said.

“Please. Please make me cum. Please use my asshole. Please, Ms. Hale, I need it, I’m a filthy diaper whore, please…”

“Good. Take the first.”

She pinched my clit and shoved the plug deep with her palm. My orgasm ripped out of me ugly and loud. I came on her hand with my ass stuffed and my face crushed toward the counter, cunt pulsing, hole clamping the plug so hard my vision went white at the edges.

“That’s one,” she said. “Say it.”

“That’s one,” I gasped.

She did not stop.

She worked my clit again at once, meaner, over the raw peak. My hips tried to crawl away. She pinned me with her body, hip against the hanging bulk, and kept rubbing. The plug ground my guts. Every nerve screamed past its limit. Tears wet my lashes. Spit hit the counter when I moaned.

“You don’t get to recover,” she said. “Partner track girls take what they’re given. Say you want another.”

“I want another. I want you to wreck my asshole. I want to cum in this fucking diaper. Please. Please. It hurts. Don’t stop.”

“Louder, slut.”

“PLEASE MAKE ME CUM AGAIN!”

She twisted the plug through the pad and stroked my clit in tight hard circles until the second orgasm tore through me longer than the first. My legs nearly went. I sobbed and came, pussy clenching on nothing, ass gripping the plug, plastic hot and wet between my thighs. Cum and slick soaked the liner and pooled where I could not hold it.

“That’s two,” she said. “One more.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. You will. Beg like the hole you are.”

“Please, Ms. Hale. Please force it. My clit is too much. My asshole is full. I’m your padded bitch. I’m your wet little toy. Make me take three. Make me. Please. Fuck. Please.”

She spit on her fingers, shoved them back down the front, and went at my clit without mercy. Wet and ugly, that sound. My whole body jerked. She braced the plug and pumped it in short brutal drives that jolted my guts. The padding crinkled and squelched. Heat and shame and need stacked until I could not tell them apart.

“Hold it,” she ordered.

I tried. God, I tried. My thighs locked. My mouth fell open. Drool hit the counter. The edge sat under my skin like a blade laid flat.

“Hold.”

“I can’t, I can’t, please let me, please, I’m going to…”

“Now. Three.”

The third one broke me. Longer. Meaner. My cunt seized and kept seizing. My asshole fluttered hard around the plug. I came with a torn-open sound and my knees buckled. She held me up by the tapes and kept rubbing through the aftershocks until I was shaking and wet-faced and empty-headed.

“That’s three,” she said. “Say it.”

“That’s three.”

“One more. Past too much. You don’t get to choose.”

I made a noise that was not a word.

She shoved two fingers of her free hand past the rear tapes, forced them in beside the plug base, and stretched my hole while her front hand worked my screaming clit again. Full. Split. Overfull. The burn and the friction and the shame twisted into one raw wire. I begged in short pieces.

“Please. Ass. Clit. Diaper. Please. Don’t. Do. Please. Fuck. I’m. Your. Whore.”

“That’s right. Take four.”

The fourth orgasm dragged out of me slow and brutal. It did not spike. It rolled and kept rolling while she forced it, longer than the others, my body trying to crawl out of my skin. I sobbed. I came. I soaked the pad until it sagged warm and heavy between my legs. My asshole clenched so hard around the plug and her fingers that my stomach cramped. When it broke, I hung on the counter and panted like I had run stairs.

“That’s four,” she said. “Last one. Make it filthy when you count.”

She did not give me air. She pulled her fingers free of my ass, reseated the plug with a hard push, taped the back snug so everything locked tight, then shoved her palm against the soaked front and ground my clit through the liner in rough circles. That sound was disgusting. I loved it. I hated that I loved it. Heat rose again on nerves that had nothing left. Tears ran. My mouth ran worse.

“Please ruin me. Please make me cum in my diaper like a broken bitch. Please fuck my asshole with that plug. Please. I’ll be good. I’ll piss when you say. I’ll wear it. I’ll beg. Please. One more. Take it from me.”

“Take it,” she said, and ground harder.

The fifth one ripped. Long. Ugly. My whole body locked and shook. I came with the plug buried, the padding hot and heavy and loud under her hand, spasming until my vision tunneled. Short crude scraps in my head. Ass full. Clit raw. Wet. Hers. More. Can’t.

When it left me I was drooling on cedar and listening to my own wet breath.

She washed her hands at the small sink. The water ran. The paper towel tore. She pulled my skirt down over the bulk. The outline showed. Of course it showed. She set my badge on the counter. Dead for washrooms. Alive for everything that kept me here. She filled a paper cup at the sink and held it to my mouth without a word, waiting while I drank. The small mercy landed stranger than any of the cruelty had.

I stood on soft legs. Plastic crinkled when I shifted my weight. The plug sat deep. My clit throbbed in the wet heat. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand.

Hazing, I told myself. Fancy office hazing with plastic and timers and a woman who talked like a locked door. I had outworked worse rooms than this. I would hit every interval. I would smile in the halls with a soaked pad between my thighs if that was the price of the track. And under the defiance, the other thing: I wanted to know what my body did when I stopped getting a choice.

Ms. Hale checked the app once more. Two hours forty-five glowed on the screen, counting down.

“You leave this room padded,” she said. “You do not remove the plug. You do not enter a washroom. If you try, the badge logs it and I add a full hour to tomorrow’s interval. You wet when you wet. You come back only when the app opens the window.”

“Yes, Ms. Hale.”

She stepped close. Clean soap under the cedar.

“Tomorrow morning, 8:30. Same cabinet. You will arrive already wet. You will present your Compliance Log screen before you speak. I will check the tapes, check the plug, and thicken you if Friday’s step comes early for bad attitude. If you are late, you stand in the open bay in a fresh pad while I read your log to whoever walks by.”

My throat worked. I twitched in the mess I had made.

“I understand.”

“Say what you are taking with you.”

“No washroom access,” I said. “Two hours forty-five. Plug in. Diaper on. Promotion on the line for thirty days. Twenty-nine left.”

“And.”

“And I do exactly as you say.”

She opened the cabinet door. Corridor air rushed in cold. The plastic between my legs whispered when I took the first step out.

“8:30, Bree,” Ms. Hale said. “Wet, plugged, and on time. Bring the log. That is your next check-in. Do not make me come find you.”


Chapter 2: Aquarium Full Flood

The cedar smell hit me first, then the ammonia. I stood outside her door at eight thirty with the Compliance Log damp in my grip and my thighs sticky under the bulk. The plug sat deep in my hole from the overnight set, a blunt weight riding every step. I had flooded the diaper twice before coffee. The outer cover still held, but the wet between my legs reeked, sharp and sour, and I tasted metal at the back of my tongue from biting it shut all the way down the hall.

Ms. Hale took the log without looking at my face. She flipped to Day 3, scanned the blanks, and pressed her pen hard enough to indent the page.

“Interval is three hours thirty now,” she said. “Monday add. You feel that already?”

“Yes.”

“Say it like you work here.”

“Interval is three hours thirty. I feel it.”

She initialed the morning line and tapped the pad of my crotch with two knuckles, once, then again. The sound was wet paper. My face burned. Terror of anyone walking past clawed up my ribs, but the corridor stayed empty.

“Sealed. You pitch at nine in the Aquarium. You do not break seal for a change until a senior co-signs the flood entry if you blow early. You do not leave a client room for a chime. Policy.”

“I know.”

“You do not know. You will. Drawer is restocked thicker for Friday step. Not today. Today you earn the ink.”

She handed the log back. The tapes at my hips creaked when I turned. Twenty seven days left on the probation and already my promotion smelled like piss.

I crossed to the glass conference room the associates called the Aquarium. Six faces waited around the long table. Clients. One partner. Reid sat nearest the door, senior associate, gray at the temples, forty one and bored until I started talking numbers. My tablet shook once in my palm. I set it down, picked up the marker, and faced the whiteboard.

I built the case clean. Market share. Retention. The cost model that made their CFO lean forward. My bladder, half full from the forced hold after the morning flood, woke and pressed. I ignored it. Professional. Competent. Not the girl who signed a Wellness Compliance Agreement without reading it two days ago.

“Based on the revised funnel, the projected”

Two soft descending notes cut through the glass from the hallway. My desk phone. The chime. Interval end.

“exposure curve softens if we lock the mid tier by quarter close,” I finished, voice level.

Nobody looked at the door. Nobody knew the sound meant my body. Policy forbade me leaving a client facing room. I stayed at the board with the marker raised and the plug grinding when I shifted weight.

The need hit like a fist. Not a slow build. A hard shove. My cunt clenched around nothing useful while the rest of me opened. I kept writing a number. I kept talking.

“We buy the lag with a three week nurture, then convert on the demo. The model holds if”

Heat poured out of me. Standing. Mid sentence. At the whiteboard in front of six people while warm piss filled the crotch of the diaper in a heavy rush. The cover ballooned. The tapes strained. The soft hiss carried only because I was listening for it. The scent rose under my skirt almost at once, hot urine and the chemical liner, and I nearly gagged on the shame of it while my mouth kept selling.

“if leadership signs the pilot by Friday,” I said, and underlined a figure so hard the marker squeaked.

The flood kept coming. My legs shook. The plug shifted as the lower bulk packed tight around it. I finished the point. I turned. I asked for questions with a smile painted on.

Reid watched my hips for half a second too long. Did he smell it? The glass room was sealed. The odor stayed close to me, private and filthy, and I tasted my own panic, copper and spit. Whatever my body did stayed mine alone. The clients saw a presentation and nothing else, exposed to none of it.

They asked smart things. I answered. It sagged heavier with each breath, a warm sloshing mass between my thighs that crinkled when I stepped to the side screen. I won them anyway. The partner nodded. The clients shook my hand. Someone said, “Send the deck.” Someone else said, “We are in.”

I stayed standing until they filed out so the seat would not take the shape of what I had done.

Reid remained. He closed the door. My log sat on the table where I had set it before the pitch.

“Flood during client block,” he said, flat. “I co-sign or you do not get cleared for change. That is the rule they gave me.”

“I know the rule.”

He opened the log to Day 3. The page held her morning ink. He wrote the time. He wrote Aquarium. He wrote Observed: mid presentation, standing, full release into assigned diaper. Then he signed. Reid. Senior. His initials neat and permanent in a ledger other people would read.

“You still reek,” he said. “Go to fourteen. She is waiting. Do not change yourself. Do not wipe. Walk as you are.”

I took the log. The tapes squeaked. A cold drop found the edge of the cover and slid down my inner thigh under the skirt. Documented. Co signed. Undeniable. My name and my piss in the same line, and twenty seven days of it to go before partners heard the whole book read aloud.

The walk to the cedar cabinet on fourteen cost me more than the pitch had. Each step forced the soaked bulk to grind the plug deeper. The smell climbed my clothes and into my mouth. I passed two junior analysts in the stairwell and nearly blacked out from the certainty that they would know, that they would always know me as this before they knew me as competent. Neither of them looked twice. Under the skirt it held a professional silhouette, if you did not listen for the crinkle.

Ms. Hale had the cabinet door open and gloves already on. She took one breath when I entered and her mouth curved mean.

“You sold it soaked. Good girl for the numbers. Bad girl for the bladder. Log.”

I gave it over. She read Reid’s entry twice, then set the book on the counter where the light hit the wet ink.

“On the mat. Back. Knees wide. Hold the tapes.”

I lay down on the padded floor mat that smelled of disinfectant and old cedar. The bulk between my legs was a ruined balloon. She peeled the tapes slow so I would hear every rip. Cool air hit piss wet skin and I flinched. The plug’s base showed when she spread me, glossy and seated deep.

“You flooded a glass room and finished the sentence,” she said. “That is the first test. You stayed. You won. Now you learn what winning costs on Day 3.”

She stripped the soaked diaper away and bagged it. My cunt was swollen, slick with more than urine, open. The plug stayed. She twisted it once and my hips jerked.

“Hold still. This is for your own good.”

I locked my muscles. She worked lube over something longer than the plug, a smooth shaft with a flared base, and pressed the tip to my cunt while the plug still filled my other hole. Double weight. Double stretch. She pushed in without counting for me, inch by slow inch, until my pussy took the full length and my eyes watered.

“Breathe through your mouth,” she ordered. “I want to hear you. I want the taste of your panic.”

I breathed. She fucked me with that shaft in slow deep strokes while I stayed ordered still, legs open, arms locked on my own knees. The wet sounds were loud in the small room. Slap. Slick pull. The plug ground my ass from the inside every time she bottomed out. Scent of sex mixed with the leftover ammonia on my skin. I tasted salt on my lip where sweat ran down.

“You do not come,” she said. “You ask. You beg like the padded little whore the log says you are. Until I like the words, you get nothing but this.”

She set a rhythm that made my clit throb with no direct touch, only the drag of the shaft and the shame of being split open under fluorescent lights with the Compliance Log open beside us. My body climbed fast. Too fast. Three days and my nerves already lit up when she put me on my back.

“I need”

“Not yet.”

She slammed deeper. My voice broke.

“I need to come. I need you to let me come on that thing. I am a soaked bitch who pissed in front of clients and I still need it. Let me. Fuck. Let me come.”

“Dirtier.”

My inner voice shredded. Full. Used. Log. Glass. Everyone. “I am a diapered office slut with a plug in my ass and a cock in my cunt and I flooded the Aquarium like a broken baby and I still want to cream for you. Let me come. I will say it in the log if you want. I will say I begged. Give it to me. Make me take it. I am your hole. I am your toy. I am”

“Again. Meaner about yourself.”

“I stink of my own piss and I am dripping for it. My reputation is going to be the girl who wets in meetings and I still want you to pound my cunt until I cry. Please let me come. Please, I will be good, I will hold for the new interval, I will”

She finally set her thumb on my clit and rubbed mean little circles while the shaft kept fucking me open.

“Come.”

I broke. The orgasm tore through me in ugly waves, cunt clamping the shaft, ass clenching the plug, a broken noise ripping out of my throat that belonged to nobody on the senior track. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. My taste was salt and defeat. She worked me through it until I twitched and tried to close my legs, then held me open and kept the shaft buried to the base through every aftershock.

“One,” she said. “That is all you get. You came because you begged right, not because you earned comfort.”

She pulled the shaft free. My empty cunt fluttered. The plug stayed seated. She wiped me with a cold cloth that did nothing for the heat under my skin, then rolled a fresh, denser diaper under my hips. Tapes loud. Bulk higher. The Friday step was not due yet, but Day 3 sat heavier, the interval longer, the room smaller.

“Three hours thirty on the clock from seal,” she said, writing in the log. “Entry: post flood change completed, penetration protocol under ordered stillness, orgasm granted once on verbal petition. Initial.”

I initialed with a shaking pen. My name next to the words. Permanent.

She sealed the tapes and slapped the bulk once so it thumped. “Stand. Skirt down. You walk out smelling clean enough. The log does not.”

I stood. My legs barely held. The new diaper forced my thighs apart a fraction. The plug made me want to sit and never move. The next chime already lived in my gut, twenty seven days of ledgers and co signs and rooms with glass walls.

A knock hit the cabinet door. Sharp. Twice.

She did not look surprised. “Enter.”

The door opened on a woman I had not seen on fourteen before. Forty-nine, tall, black suit, tablet under one arm, a badge that read Partner Track Oversight. Silver at the crown. She smelled like expensive soap and cold coffee.

“Bree,” she said, tasting my name. “I am Voss. I read Reid’s Aquarium entry ten minutes ago. Partners want a live observation slot added to your probation starting tomorrow. I will sit in on your ten o’clock. You will pitch padded, on the clock, and I will initial the log myself if you break seal in frame.”

My mouth went dry.

Ms. Hale smiled without warmth and closed the Compliance Log on Day 3’s wet ink.

“She will be ready,” she said. “Won’t you, Bree.”

I nodded. The new bulk crinkled. Somewhere down the hall a phone waited to sing two soft notes, and tomorrow Voss would be in the room when it did.


Chapter 3: Walnut Credenza Ceremony

The email landed at 6:12 p.m. with the client notes half-sorted on my screen. Subject line: Compliance Log Receipt, Bree. System-generated. No signature block, no warmth. Body held two sets of initials under the entry stamp. H.H. And R. For Reid, the senior who co-signed yesterday when I stood soaked through my skirt in the Aquarium and kept talking. I read it twice. Seal held in frame. Live observation closed clean. The ten-o’clock window they had promised after the pitch sat confirmed in plain type. My promotion clock sat under it too: day four of thirty, twenty-six days left before the Day 30 Confirmation Review when partners would hear my log read aloud and I would have to state my status on the record.

I locked the workstation and stood. The pad between my thighs was sealed from that morning slot, heavy and warm and thick enough to force a careful walk. Every step set the plastic whispering against itself. I had not touched the tabs. I had not even checked. The policy said I waited for authorization after a logged event, and the event was already ink.

The hallway after hours was quiet. Corner office light cut a thin bar across the carpet. I knocked once. Her voice told me to enter.

She sat behind the desk the way she always did, forty-two years old and neat as a blade, jacket still on. I was twenty-nine and in the same blouse I had worn for the client call, damp at the hem where the seal had pressed all day. She looked me over without hurry.

“Bree. On time. Good.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“This is the game we agreed to when you signed the Wellness Compliance Probation. Adults. Rules. You asked for the track.” She tipped her chin at the far wall of furniture. “Credenza. Now.”

I crossed. The walnut surface held a marble tray with pens and a water carafe. She stood, lifted the tray with both hands, and set it on a low cabinet without a sound. Bare wood. Cool under the office air. She cleared it like it had always been for this.

“Up. Seat yourself. Legs wide.”

I boosted myself onto the edge. The soaked bulk thumped the wood and the crinkle filled the quiet. She stepped between my knees and took my chin.

“Yesterday you did not stop. Mid-pitch. Under Reid. Six people watching. You kept your sentence clean while you flooded that thick thing on your hips. That is why you are here and not in a write-up.”

Blood climbed my neck. “I finished the slides.”

“You finished because your body already knows who owns the mess.” Her thumbs found my belt. “Tonight I change you myself. First time my hands do the full job. You will not rush me. You will not hide.”

Garment by garment. Blouse buttons first, then the bra straps down my arms. Skirt zipper. She folded each piece onto the guest chair. Cool air hit my belly. The diaper sat ugly and full, tabs still locked, a whole day of weight held in place. She pressed her palm flat to the crotch panel. The soaked core gave under it with a soft wet sound.

“Soaked through. You held it because the chime said hold. Say what you are.”

My throat worked. “A padded slut who pissed herself on the job.”

“Say the whole truth.”

“A padded slut who pissed herself on the job and still closed the room.”

She smiled with no kindness in it. “Better.”

Tape first. She worked one tab loose, then its partner, peeling slow so the adhesive complained, and the whole thing sagged forward. Warm air hit my swollen folds. The reek of piss rose between us. My knees wanted to shut. She pushed them wider with her hips and stripped the soiled thing away, dropped it into a lined bin she had already set at the base of the credenza. My bare backside met polished wood. Cold. I flinched.

“Stay.”

She wiped me in firm strokes, cloth after cloth, the insides of my thighs, the crease of my cheeks, the sticky line under my belly. Not gentle. Thorough. When the cloth dragged over my clit I bit down on a sound. She did it again on purpose.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” she said, plain and mean. “Not the wipe. Not the tabs. Not when you are clean enough to walk.”

My stomach dropped. Privacy was already gone. Cleanup was next.

She took a fresh pad from the drawer under the wood, thicker than the morning issue. Friday’s step-up, riding into the week: denser core, wider wings, plastic that crackled when she shook it out. She told me to lift. I planted my heels on the credenza edge and raised my hips. She slid the new one under me, centered the core, and left the tapes loose.

“Edging bench protocol,” she said. “You stay on this wood. I work you. You do not finish until I say. If you try to grind, I stop. If you beg too early, I stop. Clear?”

“Clear.”

Her hand settled over the loose pad and pressed the core up into my pussy. Not a thrust. A hold. Then a slow circle that dragged the soft inner liner over my clit again and again. The dry bulk made every pass heavier. My hips chased it. She pinned them with her free forearm.

“Praise first,” she murmured. “You did not stop the pitch. You stood there and sold while you soaked yourself like a trained little whore. Reid logged it. I logged it. The partners will hear that entry on day thirty. Tell me how that makes your cunt feel.”

“Hot,” I said. “Ashamed. Fuck, I am dripping.”

“Because the shame feeds it. Say more.”

“I liked that they could smell it. I liked finishing the chart while it ran down my leg.” The words scraped out. “I am a disgusting bitch and I want you to keep doing that.”

She kept the same slow pace. No rush on the tape. No rush on me. Circle. Press. Release. Circle. My thighs shook. Sweat slicked the wood under my ass. She spat on her other hand and worked two digits under the loose edge of the pad, sliding them into my cunt without warning. Thick stretch. Wet sound. Obscene. She fucked them in and out in time with the pressure on my clit through the diaper.

“Listen to that hole,” she said. “Sloppy already. That is the sound of a woman who stopped arguing. Take it.”

I took it. The pressure stacked front and inside. The fresh pad settled as my hips sagged, wings cupping me even with the tapes free. She curled inside me and found the spot that whited out the edges of my vision.

“Hold,” she ordered.

I held. Breath sawed. She eased off both points at once and left me empty and throbbing. Cool air. No friction. My whimper broke out raw.

“Again.”

Back on. Same brutal patience. The liner rubbed my clit in wet circles while her fingers worked me deep. Spit and slick mixed. She made me look at her face the whole time.

“What are you?”

“Your padded whore.”

“What do you want?”

“To cum on your hand while you tape me.”

“Beg filthy.”

I did. “Please let me cum. Use my cunt. Make me soak the new one before you seal it. I will say anything. I will be your wet office bitch. Just do not stop.”

She almost smiled. “Almost. Keep holding.”

She edged me until my calves cramped and my voice went thin. Each time I got close she stopped, wiped her hand on my inner thigh, and waited for my breathing to drop. Tenderness as trap. Maintenance. She checked the fit of the wings, smoothed the sides, never rushed a single fold of plastic. The dry bulk held my folds open. Every time she came back, the first contact jolted me.

“Day four,” she said during one of the holds. “Mondays add forty-five minutes to the change interval. You felt that this morning. Fridays step the diaper thicker. You are sitting in Friday’s grade now, midweek carryover, because I decided you needed the reminder. Twenty-six days left. Every logged mess goes into the book the partners will hear. Self-management is about to end. Understand the shape of that.”

I nodded, jaw tight. “I understand.”

“Prove it. Hands behind you. Do not touch yourself. Do not close.”

I locked my wrists at the small of my back. She went back to work, meaner now, thumb grinding my clit through the liner while three fingers stretched me open. The wet slap of it filled the corner office. My mouth hung open. Drool hit my chest. She told me to watch her wrist and thank her for every stroke.

“Thank you for using my hole. Thank you for the thick pad. Thank you for making me wait.”

“Louder, slut.”

I got louder. My voice cracked on the last thank-you. She leaned in and bit the side of my breast, not soft, and the sting shoved me to the edge again.

“Now,” she said. “You may.”

The peak hit like a slow drop, not a spike. It rolled out of my belly and through my clit and down into the fingers buried in me. I came on a broken sound, hips jerking against the wood, clamping hard around her hand while fresh slick poured out and soaked the new core from the inside. She kept the pressure steady through the whole shake, milking it, not letting me twist away. Spit stringed from my lip. My thighs slapped the credenza. When it drained she held me there, palm heavy on the wet plastic, until the last twitch passed.

“Good. That is one. We are not stacking more tonight. Respite. You earned a clean seal for finishing the pitch like a professional little piss whore.”

She withdrew her hand and wiped it on my stomach. Then she taped. Left wing. Right wing. Front tabs pulled snug. Back tabs locked. She checked the leg gathers with two careful tugs and settled the waistband under my navel. The finished weight sat dense and final between my legs. When she told me to stand, I slid off the wood on shaky legs and set my feet apart so the bulk could drop into place. The crinkle was loud in the quiet. She dressed me from the pile: bra, blouse, skirt. No underwear but what she had put on me. She smoothed the skirt over the outline so the bulk showed anyway.

“Stay open-legged.”

I stayed. She went to the desk, pulled my file, and wrote while the ink smell rose. I watched the pen. My pulse thudded low.

“Amendment,” she said without looking up. “Effective immediately. Self-changes are logged as violations. You do not strip yourself. You do not retape yourself. You do not wipe your own mess after a chime. You wait for me. If I am in a meeting, you wait outside my door in the state you are in. If you break that, it goes in the book the partners hear on day thirty. Read it back.”

She turned the page. I stepped closer, feet still apart, the new core warm and heavy and freshly used under the skirt. My voice came steady because fear made it steady.

“Self-changes are logged as violations from this entry forward. Only Ms. Hale is authorized to change Bree during Wellness Compliance Probation. Unauthorized self-care of diaper constitutes a privacy breach and a protocol breach.”

“Again. The last sentence.”

“Unauthorized self-care of diaper constitutes a privacy breach and a protocol breach.”

“And what does that mean for you?”

I swallowed. “There is no part of this I keep. Not even the cleanup.”

She capped the pen. “Correct. The credenza is logged to your name now. This surface. These changes. When the partners open the file they will see where you sat and who taped you. You will not ask for a pen of your own. You will not initial beside me. You will stand there and take the record.”

I did not ask for a pen. I kept my hands at my sides. The new rule sat in my chest, a second weight to carry out of the room.

She filed the page, closed the folder, and looked at me one more time.

“Interval tomorrow follows Monday’s add. You will feel the stretch. When the chime hits, you do not touch a tab. You find me. If I am with a client, you wait in the hall with your legs pressed together and you do not make a face. Clear?”

“Clear.”

“Get out. Go home sealed. Do not check yourself in the bathroom like a sneak. I will know.”

I left with the marble tray still off the wood and my name attached to that strip of walnut in the log. The elevator ride shifted the bulk and let it settle. Outside air hit my face. The walk to the car forced a careful gait. Every step reminded me what I carried and who was allowed to take it off.

In the driver’s seat I sat with my knees apart because closing them made the pressure worse. The dread did not fade. It thickened. Tomorrow the interval stretched another forty-five minutes on the Monday schedule, and the Friday-grade core would still be riding me if she chose. I thought about the new line in the file, and about my own hands, which used to be enough to strip tape and wipe and retape in a locked stall when the shame got too sharp.

Not anymore.

I would wait. When the chime hit I would hold the flood if I had to, walk the hall if I had to, stand outside her door with the smell on me if I had to. Better her hands than a violation mark I could never scrub out of the record. Better to be changed on that wood like property than to give the partners one more sentence to read aloud while I stood there and said my status.

I started the engine and drove home sealed and heavy and hers from the waist down, deciding that the next time the plastic got unbearable I would not reach for the tabs. I would find her hands and let the cleanup belong to someone else completely.


Chapter 4: Amber Light Failure

Ifolded the cotton small at five forty in the morning and shoved it under the false bottom of my work bag like stolen cash. Twenty-nine years old, bargaining with a drawer. Hale wanted me bare under the diaper from the first chime. I told myself I was not on her threshold for palms yet. Not if I held. Not if I proved the old Bree still lived in the hold.

Monday badge-in put the step-up on the lobby screen before coffee. Interval lengthened by forty-five minutes across the floor. Day eight of the thirty-day Wellness Compliance Probation. Twenty-two days until the Confirmation Review, when the partners would hear my log read aloud and I would have to state my status on the record. Fridays thickened the diaper on a fixed cadence. Mondays stretched the clock between changes. I read the numbers twice and bargained anyway.

At my desk I slid the spare skirt and my own underwear under a stack of work files. Thin cotton. Small. I locked the drawer and sat on the bulk of what Hale had sealed me into before sunrise, the crinkle loud enough that my jaw tightened.

The first chime hit while I typed a motion summary. I stayed put. My bladder pressed, full and warm, a dull heat climbing. I bargained with it. One more paragraph. One more cite. I kept my thighs locked and worked through the tone like it belonged to someone else.

The second chime found me at the keys. Pure will. If I made it to the third, I could change in the stall with my own cotton, put the woman back on, walk out dry under a clean skirt. Day eight. I could still hold. I could go back.

Then the remote buzz started under the desk.

Low first. A deep pulse against the toy Hale had set inside me at the morning seal, the one I was not allowed to name as mine. Heat flared low. My hips jerked once. I stared at the screen and bargained harder. Ignore it. Work. Hold.

It climbed.

A second pulse hit higher, meaner, against the swollen bud under the diaper. I bit my lip and kept typing. Across the aisle the paralegal pool worked in full view, heads down, keyboards clacking. My desk-phone light sat green. Still green.

The buzz rolled into a long grind. Warmth spread through my crotch, not piss yet, blood and need and the shame of a remote I could not see. Hale held the control. I had sworn I would never give her that. Remote access. Live override. I had sworn it and then signed the form with shaking fingers when she put the tablet in front of me last week.

Amber.

The phone light flipped while my bladder screamed. Amber meant late. Amber meant the system saw me. I did not move. I bargained with the amber the way I bargained with my body. Ten more seconds. Finish the sentence. Prove I still existed.

Red.

The light went hard red on the handset and the remote under me jumped to a brutal staccato. I clenched around the toy. Heat flooded. I tried to hold the piss and the orgasm both and lost the first one mid-keystroke.

It broke out of me in a hot rush. Warmth poured in, heavy and sudden, soaking the crotch. My fingers slipped on the keys and a soft wet sound carried farther than I wanted. I kept typing through it like a liar. Piss ran warm down the crease of my thighs inside the sealed bulk. The diaper swelled. Crinkle and heat. My face burned. Across the aisle a paralegal glanced up, then away, then up again.

I was still pissing when Ms. Hale walked the center aisle at forty-two like she owned the carpet, tablet in one palm, the remote fob in the other. Entry was the catch. No private summons. No closed door. She stopped at my station while the red light burned and the last of the warmth left me.

“Stand,” Hale said.

I stood. Piss sat heavy between my legs. The diaper sagged. Anyone who looked could see the dark bloom.

“Two chimes,” Hale said, voice flat for the room. “Cotton in the drawer. Spare skirt. You thought will still buys you dry.”

“I can explain,” I said.

“You can beg,” Hale said. “Different skill.”

She thumbed the fob. The toy inside me surged. My knees buckled. I caught the desk edge and a moan tore out before I could kill it. The pool heard. Keyboards slowed.

“Ms. Hale,” I whispered. “Not here.”

“Here,” Hale said. “You chose the aisle when you chose the hold. Sit.”

I sat. Warm squelch. My face went hot enough to hurt. Hale set the tablet on my blotter and kept the fob where I could see it.

“Game terms,” Hale said, quiet enough for me and loud enough for the nearest desks. “Adults. Chosen. Every desk on this floor signed the same consent you did, or they would not be cleared to sit here. You asked for the leash when you signed for the promotion. Say it.”

“I asked for it,” I said. Shame and heat fused, no seam left to find.

“Louder.”

“I asked for the leash.”

The remote climbed. Pulsing. Grinding. My hips rolled without permission. Piss-warm diaper pressed my swollen sex and the toy fucked deep in short hard bursts. I tried to close my thighs. Hale tapped my knee with the fob.

“Wider. Let them see what a bargainer looks like when the bargain fails.”

I spread. The crinkle sang. Another pulse hit and my first climax ripped through me at the desk, full and ugly, cunt gripping the toy, a torn noise in my throat. Cum heat joined the piss heat. My vision spotted. I shook and kept my eyes on the red light because looking at faces would kill me.

Hale did not stop the fob.

“Again,” she said. “You held through two chimes to prove a dead woman. Prove this one instead.”

“I can’t,” I gasped.

“You will. Say what you are.”

“A mess,” I said. “A soaked mess under your control.”

“Filthier.”

“A wet little disgrace who pissed at her own keyboard,” I said, and the words shoved me over. Second orgasm slammed harder. My stomach jumped. I drooled onto the blotter and could not care. The remote kept chewing at me, no pause, no mercy, forcing the peak to drag long until I sobbed through it.

Hale leaned in. “Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

“I want it,” I said, because she would keep the fob high until I gave her the truth. “I want the control. I want you to ruin the hold.”

“There she is.” She turned the intensity up. “Mouth next. Under the desk. Now.”

I slid off the chair on weak legs and crawled under the wood. The pool could see my hips and the stained bulk. Hale stood close, unzipped her skirt slit, and fed the strap into my mouth, thick and warm from her body. She held my hair and fucked my throat in short strokes. Under the diaper the remote hammered my stuffed hole.

“Choke on it,” Hale said. “Take it. Bargaining ends when your mouth is full.”

I gagged. Spit ran down my chin. Drool hit the carpet. The strap hit the back of my throat and I took it because the alternative was more time wet, and some idiot part of me thought good behavior might shorten something. The toy buzzed without rhythm. My third climax hit while I drooled around the strap, cunt pulsing, diaper squelching, mind smearing.

The fob owned the count now, not me. There was no clean number to hold on to, only the machine driving one peak into the next while my mouth stayed full. Orgasm ran into orgasm until start and finish smeared together. My body jerked. I lost the argument I had walked in with. I came again with a muffled cry and again with nothing left but raw twitching, clit screaming under the soaked diaper, hole fluttering around the remote-driven toy, throat raw, eyes streaming.

Hale pulled out of my mouth when I was shaking too hard to kneel straight. Spit strung from my lip to the strap. She wiped it on my cheek.

“Up.”

I climbed back into the chair. Warmth everywhere. Piss. Sweat. The mess between my legs. My cunt fluttered. The remote dropped to a low idle that kept me edged without release, a mean hum that said cleanup was not on the table yet.

Hale opened the tablet for the floor to hear.

“Sentence,” she said. “Interval extended another ninety minutes on top of Monday’s step-up. Diaper doubled a week early. Dry mornings canceled through Friday. Self-change remains a violation. Remote access remains active. Resistance lengthens time spent soaked. Will no longer purchases relief.”

The words landed like locks. The inversion settled in my gut. No act left in me could move me toward dry. The control loop had flipped and sealed.

“Confirm you understand,” Hale said.

“I understand,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “Holding makes it worse. Fighting makes it longer. I stay in it until you change me.”

“And you still want the promotion.”

“Yes.”

“Then you stay on the clock.” Hale set a fresh seal order on my screen. “Next change is not soon. You sit in what you made and you work. Bargains are closed.”

She crouched once, out of the pool’s sightline, and thumbed a wet strand of hair off my cheek, quick, almost private, gone before I could read it. Then she left the fob on my blotter for three full seconds, the dial locked high, pocketed it, and walked the aisle without looking back. The pool resumed typing in a careful hush. My spare cotton burned in the locked drawer like a joke I had told myself.

I put my fingers on the keys. The diaper held a thick warm load against me. The toy idled deep. My throat tasted like strap and spit. Day eight. Twenty-two days to Confirmation Review. Monday’s forty-five and Hale’s ninety stacked on what I had failed to beat. Dry mornings gone through Friday. Diaper stepped early. The leash had not shortened. It had grown teeth.

I typed one shaky line of the motion and stopped.

On the handset, the red phone light burned hard and steady. Somewhere in her office a new interval was already being written, longer than the last, and I would not learn the number until it was too late to fight it.


Chapter 5: Undated Withdrawal Form

Ilifted the handset while the red light burned. The line clicked once. A flat voice told me to take the elevator to nineteen. I stood. The bulk between my thighs shifted and crinkled when I stepped away from my desk. Fifteen days of this probation left, and the red light kept its stare on the empty chair behind me.

The elevator doors shut. I rode alone. I had one sentence ready. I had said it in the bathroom mirror until the words went soft and stupid. I said it again under my breath as the numbers climbed. I want a written end date. I want a written end date. By floor twelve it sounded like noise I had borrowed. By floor sixteen it was only a shape my mouth knew. The diaper rode high and hot against me. Monday had stretched every gap between changes by forty five minutes. After the mess at my keyboard, she had stretched it another ninety on top and doubled the bulk a week early. Dry mornings were gone through Friday. Last night’s coffee sat sour under my tongue. The car chimed. Nineteen.

Her corner office smelled like paper and metal. I did not sit. I put both hands on the back of the guest chair so they would not shake.

“I want a written end date,” I said. Flat. No lift. No heat. “I am twenty nine years old and I am done guessing what day this stops. Put a date on it.”

She looked at me for a long time. Then she stood. She came around the desk without hurry. She took my elbow the way a person takes a coat from a hook.

“Walk,” she said.

We left her office. We crossed the glass bridge. We took the elevator down together. She did not speak. The car stopped on our floor. The doors slid back on the open plan, all those heads, all those screens. She kept my elbow and led me down the main aisle. Every head that pretended not to look still looked. My shoes hit hard on the tile. The diaper answered softer. Swish. Crinkle. Swish. Someone’s keyboard stopped. Someone else’s started too fast. I kept my face blank. Heat crawled up my neck. She walked me past the paralegal pool, past the printers, straight to my own desk like I was cargo she was returning.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. The chair hissed. She opened my second drawer. She lifted the spare tapes out and set them on the blotter like stage props. Under them lay a single sheet. Pale blue. Firm header. Her fingers smoothed the crease once.

“Voluntary Withdrawal,” she said, loud enough for the nearest desks. “Countersigned by the firm on your first morning. It has been in this drawer since day one. The only blank is the date line. You write a day. You sign. You go. The previous hire dated hers on day twenty two. She left with references. None of this was ever locked on you, Bree. The firm does not force grown women into thick diaper and chime schedules. We offer a track. You stay on it by choice. You cut it by choice.”

The floor had gone quiet in that ugly way where people keep typing so they can keep listening. I stared at the form. Firm ink in place. Her name in the countersign block, written small and clean. Only my date missing. Fifteen days left on the clock if I stayed. Zero if I wrote today’s number and stood up.

“So the leash,” I started, and the old rehearsed line tried to climb out of my throat, the one about end dates and written stops, and it died halfway. I stayed in the chair. I did not reach for a pen.

She watched that choice land on my face. Then she raised her voice a fraction, calm and mean.

“Day thirty is not a pass or fail review. Day thirty is you standing in front of the partners while your log is read aloud, and you stating on the record what you are asking this firm to keep doing to you. How often you get checked. How thick you get taped. How public the corrections run. You will say it in your own mouth. That is the Confirmation. That is all it has ever been.”

Pride tried to hold. It cracked in my chest like cheap plastic. I had built a story where ambition had trapped me, where policy had done this to me, where I could still be the person who endured. The blue form murdered that story in open air. If I stayed, every soak, every change, every red light was mine. If I left, I had to write the day and own the exit. Either way I stopped being the victim of my own climb.

“Say what you are,” she said, still standing over my desk, giving the row a show. “Out loud. They can hear you. That is the point.”

My mouth was dry. I tasted metal. “I am the woman who is still sitting here.”

“Filthier,” she said. “Try again.”

Heat punched low. The bulk between my legs sat huge under the desk skirt. I was damp from the walk, from the eyes, from the form. “I am the bitch who did not date the sheet.”

“Better.” She hooked a finger in my collar and tugged me forward in the chair until my chest hit the desk edge. “Hands flat. Palms up. You wanted an end date. You got a choice instead. Now you get to pay for the audience you just earned by walking the aisle like a wet little advertisement.” Every desk in earshot had signed the same track and the same silence. No one here was a stranger to what the arrangement was, and no one watched who had not chosen to.

Someone coughed. A chair creaked. She opened the side pouch on the diaper through the slit she had ordered sewn into every work skirt on this track. Cool air touched hot skin. Her knuckles dragged along the soaked inner liner. The sound was soft and ugly, fabric peeling from sticky flesh. I bit my tongue and still made a noise.

“Listen to that,” she said. “Your own mess talking. Tell the floor what you sound like.”

“I sound like a slut who stayed,” I said, and the words scraped.

She pushed two fingers into me without warning, thick and dry enough to burn, then slick once they found how open I was. The wet noise was wetter than I wanted anyone to hear. Squish. Pull. Squish. My thighs jumped. She kept me pinned to the desk with her other hand on the back of my neck.

“You do not get to hide in your head today,” she said. “Public means public. You will take your fingers out of the fantasy where someone made you. You will stay in this chair and take what you chose.”

She worked me in hard strokes that had nothing kind in them. Each thrust shoved my hips into the seat and made the diaper crinkle loud under the desk. My clit dragged against the soaked liner on every rock. Sound stacked on sound. Skin. Plastic. My own breath going thin. Shame coated the back of my throat.

“Beg for the ordeal,” she said. “Not for mercy. For the long one.”

I hated how fast the answer came. “Do it. Make it long. Make me earn it in front of them.”

She pulled her hand free and wiped it across my mouth. I tasted myself, salt and sharp. “Lick.”

I licked. The sound of my own tongue on her skin was small and filthy. She shoved those same fingers back into my mouth and held them on my tongue until spit ran down my chin onto the blotter beside the blue form.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Open your knees under the desk. Wider. Anyone who walks the aisle gets the picture.”

I opened. The skirt rode. The thick white bulk framed the gap she had cut for access. She reached into her jacket and brought out the slim strap she kept for corrections, black, short, slicked. She pressed the head against my hole and paused long enough for the nearest keyboards to fail at pretending.

“What are you asking for,” she said.

“Your cock in my cunt at my own desk,” I said, loud, broken. “On day fifteen. With fifteen days left. Because I did not write the date.”

She pushed in. One long shove that forced the air out of me in a grunt the whole row could map. Full. Stretching. The edge of the desk bit my ribs. She set a pace that was work, not kindness, hips snapping, the strap packing me deep enough that every thrust knocked a sound out of my throat. Slap of body on diaper. Wet suck when she drew back. My spit still on my lips. My own reek in my nose.

“Say you chose the soak schedule,” she said.

“I chose it.”

“Say you chose the thicker Fridays.”

“I chose the thicker Fridays.”

“Say you chose getting fucked open where the pool can hear your hole.”

“I chose it,” I gasped. “I chose getting fucked open. I am a whore who stayed in the chair.”

She did not speed up for me. She kept the same hard rhythm and made me live inside it. My pride tried one last stand and then went soft. I was not enduring a policy. I was taking a fucking I had left the pen for. The thought alone shoved me toward the edge and she felt it, because she stopped dead with the strap buried and her palm crushing my clit through the liner hard enough to hurt.

“No,” she said. “You do not get the break until the ordeal is done. Count breaths. Stay loud. If you go quiet I start the count over.”

I breathed. One. Two. My cunt clenched on the thick shaft and got nothing. Three. Four. Spit strings from my mouth to the desk. Five. She gave me one stroke and took it away. Six. Seven. My thighs shook. Someone dropped a stapler two aisles over and my pulse drowned it out. Eight. Nine. She ground the base against me and held. Ten. Eleven. Taste of copper where I had bitten my cheek. Twelve.

“Now you ask for the full ride,” she said. “Mean it.”

“Please,” I said, and hated the word, and used it anyway. “Please wreck me until I cannot lie about why I am still here.”

She drove back in and the long cruel hold broke into a pounding that used me like a point she was proving. Every thrust was for the eyes that would not admit they watched. My breasts dragged on the desk. The form fluttered at the edge of my vision, date line still blank, still waiting, still mine to refuse. She reached under and found my clit again and rubbed it in tight mean circles timed to the shove of the strap.

“You will come once,” she said against my ear. “One ugly break. You will not stack. You will not fake soft. You will soak this already ruined diaper while the floor hears what a promotion actually costs you.”

The build was a long climb with no side roads. She edged me with stops that left me gasping on the shaft, then started again before I could fall. My voice went raw. I said bitch. I said hole. I said keep me. I said I want the log read. I said I want day thirty. Fragments took over when full sentences failed. Full. Deep. Their eyes. My mess. Her hand. Cannot. Cannot. Can.

When she finally gave me the pace that did not stop, the orgasm did not arrive like a spike. It arrived like a wall. It rolled up from the stuffed stretch of my cunt and the crushed grind on my clit and the sound of my own wetness smacking through the cut in the skirt. My whole body locked. I came hard enough that my vision tunneled and my mouth fell open on a sound I could not swallow. Spit hit the blotter. My hole spasmed around the strap in hard pulls she forced me to ride all the way through, dragging the peak out while I shook and dripped and made the diaper heavy with fresh heat. She kept thrusting through the clench until the pleasure turned raw and I was still jerking on it, still open, still on display, the single release going on and on until my arms gave and my cheek hit the desk beside the blue sheet.

She left the strap in me while I twitched. She wiped my mouth with her thumb and made me taste the mix again, salt and skin and my own spent mess.

“Look at the form,” she said.

I looked. Blank date. My signature line empty.

“You are still here,” she said. “That is the whole confession. From this desk forward you do not get to play injured ambition. Everything you take is yours.”

I nodded against the wood. Pride was a wet spot on a form I had refused to date. Fifteen days left, and the clock was no longer a sentence someone else had written. It was a list I was about to read out loud.

She eased the strap free. The empty ache made me flinch. She fixed the access flap with a sharp tug, smoothed my skirt like she was closing a file, and set the spare tapes back in the drawer on top of the withdrawal sheet. Still there. Still waiting. Still undated.

I stayed seated. My legs would not have held me yet. The floor had returned to a fake kind of work noise, keys and phones and the soft hell of people who had heard too much and would remember all of it.

She leaned down so only the nearest row would catch the next part clearly, and did not soften a word.

“Day thirty you will stand up and ask, on the record, for the firm to keep you padded, timed, checked, and corrected. Until then the Mondays keep adding forty five minutes and the Fridays keep stepping the bulk. You already know the cadence. You just stopped pretending it was happening to you.”

My voice came out wrecked and steady at the same time. I lifted my chin so the aisle could have it.

“I am asking for the next public correction on the open floor,” I said. “Logged. Timed. With the partners’ wing in earshot if you want it. I want the schedule tightened again on Monday, and I want to stay thick through every dry hour you already cancelled. I am not dating that form. I am asking you to keep doing this to me.”

The words hung over the desks. Chairs creaked. A pen rolled and stopped. I heard my own pulse and the faint crinkle when I shifted, and the taste of myself still on my tongue like a signature I had put somewhere better than paper.

She smiled with no warmth. She picked up my handset, killed the red light with one thumb, and set the phone down neat.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Boxing The Cotton

Ilet the phone ring out at eight forty and watched my sister’s name glow on the screen until the light died. Monday’s new dry stretch sat heavy in me, the forty five minutes they had bolted onto the gap between changes that morning, the way the diaper had ridden thicker under my skirt all day. Fourteen days left on the probation clock. Day sixteen. My body kept the count better than my head did.

I set the phone face down on the kitchen counter and poured wine into a cheap glass. Under the base of it, the withdrawal form lay flat. Undated. White paper, firm seal, the space for my hand empty. I had carried it home from the drawer like it might burn through my bag. It had not. It waited.

I drank once. The flat smelled like dust and last night’s takeaway. Neutral ground, I used to call it. That was a lie I could still taste.

The charity box sat open on the floor by the counter, cardboard flaps cocked wide. I had bought it on the walk home. I went to the bedroom and pulled the top drawer free and carried the whole thing back under my arm. Cotton. Lace. The black pair I wore to interviews. The grey ones with the hole at the seam. All of it. Adult stuff that had lived against my hips for years without asking anything of me.

I sat on the tiles with the drawer between my knees and started folding.

Pair by pair. I smoothed each one flat. I stacked them. The fabric had gone thin, paper skin. I put the first stack into the box and the sound of cotton on cardboard was soft and final. Grief sat in my throat, thick as spit. Not for the cloth. For the woman who used to put it on without thinking. Twenty nine years old and I was packing her out of my own drawers like she had died.

The phone buzzed once against the counter. Scheduled check in. I stood, propped it against the wine glass so the camera caught the floor and my body, and I answered.

Her face filled the screen. The office behind her was dark. She looked at me the way she always did, calm, forty-two years old and never in a rush. No hello. No order. The silence held like a hand on the back of my neck.

“Hi,” I said, and hated how small it came out.

She did not speak. She watched.

I went back to the drawer. I folded the next pair. Then the next. She could see my hands, the box, the pile shrinking. My face burned. This was not the office. This was my kitchen. She had not told me to do anything, and that was the point. I kept packing because stopping would mean looking up and owning the choice.

“Last ones,” I said, for no one who had asked.

I put the final stack in. A strip of lace caught on the cardboard edge. I freed it and pressed it down with my palm. The drawer was empty. I set it aside. My bare knees pressed the cool tile. Under my T shirt I wore the day diaper they had put me in at the firm, the bulk soft and warm between my thighs, heavy with hours of holding and the small leaks I had not fought hard enough.

On the screen she waited. Still no instructions. Her eyes moved once, down my body, then back to my face.

I understood what the silence wanted. I had always understood. Grief twisted under the heat and the heat won.

I shoved the box a foot to the side and rose onto my knees at the counter edge, close enough that the phone camera caught my mouth, my chest, the swollen rise of diaper at my hips. I hooked my thumbs in the tapes and peeled the front down just enough to free my hand. Warmth hit the air. The smell of myself, piss and sweat and the chemical tang of the shell, rose up sharp. Weight. Scent. That was all I had left of the night that used to be mine.

“I am going to,” I started, then stopped. She had not told me to. I was doing this alone while she watched. That was worse. That was better.

I pushed two fingers through the soft fold of my pussy and found myself slick. I brought them to my mouth and licked. Salt. Musk. The taste of a day spent padded and checked and used in a building that was not this one. I closed my eyes and took them deeper, sucking the wet off my own knuckles the way I had sucked her strap on Fridays when the office was empty and the blinds were down.

On the screen she said nothing. Her jaw tightened once. That was all.

I fucked my mouth with my fingers slow. Spit ran down my wrist. I made myself look at the camera. “I taste like the office,” I said around my hand. “I taste like what you put on me.”

She tilted her head. Still quiet.

I spread my knees on the tile and worked my hand back down into the diaper, scooped more of my own mess, and fed it to myself again. The sound was wet and ugly. I gagged when I pushed too far and drool spilled over my chin onto the front of my shirt. Shame lit me up from the gut. My clit throbbed under the bulk I had not fully opened. I wanted her to tell me to stop or go or beg. She gave me nothing.

So I gave her the show myself.

“Please watch,” I said, raw. “Please watch me be a filthy little hole for you in my own kitchen. I am sucking my own cunt off my fingers because you will not even order me to. Because I want to. Because I am a whore who packs her cotton into a charity box and then eats herself for the camera.”

A small sound left her. Almost a breath. Not a word.

I kept going. Slow. Ritual. One finger, then two, into my mouth, out, down into the heat of me, up again. Spit and slick mixed. My jaw ached. My thighs shook. The diaper sagged open at the front, heavy, the scent of it filling the small kitchen. I could smell how long I had worn it. The proof that the policy had followed me home, on my own skin.

“Say something,” I whispered. Then louder. “Please. Call me what I am.”

Her voice finally cut through the speaker, low and mean. “You are a grown woman on her knees in her own flat, choking on the taste of her padded cunt, and you put yourself there. Keep sucking. Show me you know what you are for when nobody is clocking you.”

I moaned around my fingers and did it. Deeper. Harder. Spit strings broke from my lips. I rubbed my clit with the heel of my other hand through the open front of the shell, rough circles, no finesse. It built in a long slow climb. No stacking. No count. Just the one line of need pulling tighter with every wet sound I made for her.

“I am for this,” I said when I could breathe. “I am for diaper and checks and tasting myself while you watch. I am a good little toy who moved the whole fucking policy into her kitchen. Please. Let me come for you. Please let me break.”

“Beg dirtier.”

“Please let this slut come with her own piss smell in her mouth. Please let me ruin myself on camera with no log and no timer. I need it. I need to be your bitch who has no off duty left.”

“Then take it,” she said. “Slow. Do not rush the mess.”

I did not rush. I worked my mouth and my hand in the same lazy rhythm, grief and hunger wound so tight I could not tell them apart. The woman who used to answer her sister at eight forty was somewhere under the floorboards. In her place I sucked and rubbed and shook on the kitchen tile while a firm phone watched me from beside an undated form.

The climax came like a long wave, not a spike. It rolled up through my gut and broke once, hard, my whole body locking, a raw sound tearing out of me as my pussy clenched on nothing and my fingers jammed deep on my tongue. Spit ran. My thighs jumped. I rode it out without counting, without logging, without anyone telling me I was done. When it let go I slumped forward, forehead to the cabinet door, breathing like I had run.

On the screen she watched me recover. Tenderness in her silence that read like a trap. Care that owned me.

“Look at me,” she said.

I lifted my face. Mess on my chin. Eyes wet.

“You belong in this room now,” she said. “Not the office version of you. This one. The one who boxes her own cotton and still opens her mouth.”

I nodded. I could not find a clean word. “Yes.”

“Pad yourself for the night. I am not going to walk you through it. You know the thickness. You know the tapes. Do it while I am still on the line.”

Ordered by nobody. That was the lie and the truth both. She had not scheduled the act. She had only refused to leave.

I pulled the overnight shell from the bag by the fridge, the thicker one they had stepped me into on Friday, the one that crinkled when I unfolded it. I stripped the day diaper the rest of the way off. The cool air hit my bare ass and the damp crease of me. I ran a wipe over myself once, not clean, only enough, and stepped into the fresh shell. The weight settled at once, heavy, serious. I pulled the front up high, smoothed the back, fastened the tapes firm at the hips. Plastic rustle. Warmth already building from my skin. The scent of new product mixed with the old smell still on my hands.

I stood in front of the phone so she could see the finished shape of me. Thick. Sealed. Mine to wear because I had put it on.

“Good,” she said. “Seal the box.”

I found the packing tape. I closed the cardboard flaps over the last of the cotton and ran the tape down the seam in one long strip. The sound of it was loud in the quiet flat. Sealed. Gone. The old underwear left my life under a strip of clear tape. My hips carried the new weight.

“Sister called,” I said, stupid with aftermath. “I did not pick up. She wants to visit. In a fortnight.”

“Then you will handle your flat like it is part of the log,” she said. “Friends. Family. Neutral ground is finished. You moved the policy home yourself tonight. Own that on the record when day thirty comes. Fourteen days. Use them.”

The call ended on her terms. The screen went black. The wine glass held the form under it, undated, a door I had not walked through.

I stood in my kitchen and the night shell settled as I shifted my weight. Heavy between my thighs. Soft. Inescapable. The charity box was a solid block at my feet. I lifted it. The tapes at my hips pulled. Each step to the front door made it ride and shift, a private grind. I set the box down by the shoes for the morning bin run. My hand stayed on the cardboard a second too long. Grief pressed once more, quiet, and then the heat of the shell took the space where it had been.

I locked the door. I turned off the kitchen light. The flat did not feel like mine in the old way. It felt like a room I had claimed for the thing I was becoming. Wednesday’s next dry hour waited on the other side of sleep, longer than Monday’s, the add locked into the week. But it was not the schedule that kept my eyes open in the dark. It was my sister’s voice still on the machine, the fortnight she had named, and the flat I had just folded into the log with my own hands. Two weeks to decide what she would find when she walked through that door, and whether I would let her find it at all.


Chapter 7: Marisol's Brass Plate

Iheld the night bulk through the longer dry hour the new grid had promised. Wednesday morning stretched past the old slot and my bladder pressed heavy under the thick plastic, warm against my thighs, each step a slow crinkle that set me clenching. Eleven days left until the Day 30 Confirmation Review. I had asked for this. I was living inside it.

At the cabinet the brass sat at eye level, fixed beside the strip of tape that still carried my name. Permanent looking. Not mine. The plate caught the overhead light and threw it back like a small, cold joke. Someone had been measured into metal while I was still stuck on paper.

I laid out the spare, the tape, and the log sheet for the next slot the way I always did before the building filled. Hands steady. Heart not. The drawer next to mine hung empty until I looked again. A second brass plate, screwed into the wood, lettering clean and final: MARISOL. Second year. ASSESSED. I knew her a little, thirty-one, a corporate associate two floors down, all sharp elbows and sharper ambition. The cabinet had room. Room for another name. Room for another set of hands on that credenza. Something hot and ugly turned over in my chest and stayed.

I drafted the Schedule Amendment Request in my own words before I could talk myself out of it. Longer windows. Friday thickness moved to Wednesday. No dry mornings at all. I wrote it plain, signed it, and filed it with Compliance before the coffee in the break room finished brewing. My name at the bottom read like a confession.

She approved the amendment before lunch. The new grid went live on my terminal while I had half a sandwich in my hand. Longer holds. Wednesday bulk matching what Fridays used to demand. Morning dryness erased from the calendar like it had never been mercy. Ms. Hale looked at me once across the open floor and said nothing. She did not need to. The schedule was my language now. She was only going to make me speak it.

The afternoon became hands and inspection.

She called me into her office at one and locked the door with a soft click. Blinds already down. Ledger open. The padding rustled when I stood in front of the desk.

“Turn.”

I turned. Her palms found the waist tabs first, then the leg seals, then the front panel where heat had built all morning. She pressed. Slow. Testing give and weight. I bit my lip and stayed still while she mapped every seam with fingertips that did not hurry.

“Still holding,” she said. “Disciplined little thing. You asked for no dry mornings. You get the ache that comes with it.”

“Yes,” I said. My voice came thin.

“Yes what.”

“Yes, I asked for it.”

Her hand stayed low on the padding and pushed until the warmth inside shifted and my knees wanted to fold. She did not change me. She did not send me to the bathroom. She checked, logged a line in the ledger, and sat back like she had all day.

“Hands on the desk. Legs open.”

I put my palms flat on the wood and spread. She stepped between my feet and worked two fingers under the leg gather, not to free me, only to test how full the diaper had gone, how the plastic trapped the heat against my cunt. Shame climbed my neck until my ears burned. Under it, want. Beneath that, another woman’s name on brass, lodged in my head like a splinter.

“Is Marisol next?” I asked before I could stop myself.

Her laugh was quiet and mean. “Jealous already. She is being assessed. You are being enforced. Different drawers. Same cabinet. Stay useful and yours stays full.”

She withdrew her hand and wiped it on a tissue like I was a mess she managed for sport. Then she set a timer on the desk where I could see the numbers climb.

“You wanted longer windows. You get them. No release until I say. No change until I say. Both counts. Understand?”

“I understand.”

“Say it filthy so I know you mean it.”

My face went hot. “I hold my piss and I do not come until you let me.”

“Better.”

She worked me like that for an hour. Seams. Fullness. The soft pad of her thumb finding my clit through layers and rubbing in small cruel circles until my hips jerked, then stopping dead. She made me count the edges out loud when my thighs started to shake.

“One,” I gasped when she took her hand away the first time and left me clenching on nothing.

“One what.”

“One almost. Please.”

“Please is not a number. Again.”

Her palm returned, heavier, grinding the bulk against me until the friction turned wet under the plastic and the sound of it filled the office. I was soaking the lining from the inside out and still locked in the hold. She pinched the front panel tight against my clit and held pressure until my mouth fell open.

“Two,” I said, wrecked. “Two. I need…”

“You need what I give you.” She eased off. The ache rushed in. My pussy pulsed empty and furious. “Beg, and I might let you.”

I begged. I said I was a needy bitch. I said my cunt was dripping for her hand. I said I would take whatever count she wanted if she would finish me. She watched my face while I did it, calm as a ledger line, and when my voice broke she finally shoved the bulk aside enough to get three fingers into me.

The stretch tore a cry out of me. She fucked those fingers into my cunt hard and mean, heel of her hand smashing my clit on every drive, the other hand locked on my hip so I could not ride her the way I wanted. The diaper stayed on. The warmth stayed on. My full bladder pressed down on every thrust until my eyes watered.

“You wrote the terms,” she said against my ear. “Longer windows. Wednesday thickness. No dry mornings. I am only enforcing your whore schedule. Say it.”

“You are enforcing my schedule,” I sobbed. “Mine. I wrote it.”

“That means nothing after this is the policy’s fault. Say that too.”

“Nothing is the policy’s fault. I asked. I filed. This is mine.”

She curled her fingers into the spot that whited out my vision. “Then come on your own fucking terms. The first one is always the honest one.”

The first orgasm hit so hard my arms almost gave. I came around her fingers on a sound I did not recognize, pussy clenching, piss held by sheer panic and training while pleasure tore the rest of me open. She did not stop. She kept pumping through it, past the peak, into the oversensitive shake.

“That is the one you begged for,” she said when my mouth would not work. “Now give me one for the plate you keep staring at. Take it.”

I tried to close my legs. She kicked my feet wider and added a fourth finger, stretching my hole until the burn stacked on the aftershocks. Her thumb found my clit again and rubbed raw circles while I begged her to wait, wait, too much. She did not wait. She worked me until the next climax punched out of me on a scream I had to bury in my own shoulder. Longer than the first. Meaner. My cunt fluttered and spilled slick down her wrist into the diaper.

“That is the one that admits you are afraid of her,” she said. “One more.”

“Please, I cannot…”

“You can. You signed for no mercy mornings and longer holds. This is the afternoon proof. Hands stay on the desk.”

I kept my hands on the desk. My arms shook. Sweat ran down my spine into the waistband. She pulled her fingers free, shining and streaked with me, and shoved two of them into my mouth.

“Clean. Taste what a jealous little hole does when she thinks someone else might take her drawer.”

I sucked. Salt. My own mess. She watched me gag on the depth and smiled without kindness.

When she took her fingers back she went lower, pushing the rear gather aside enough to press one slick fingertip to my asshole. I jerked. She held me still and worked that finger in slow while her other hand returned to my clit through the soaked front panel. Dual pressure. Full bladder. Raw nerves. The third orgasm was not pleasure at first. It was being forced open from both ends until my body had no choice. I came with her finger in my ass and her palm grinding my cunt, counting it myself because she made me.

“I have lost the count,” I sobbed. “Please, no more.”

“One more after that,” she said. “You do not get to decide when the stack ends. I do.”

She edged me on the aftershocks. Light taps on my clit. Slow twists of the finger in my ass. Every time I climbed she stopped and made me say what I was.

“A padded bitch who filed her own overload.”

“A toy who gets wet when she sees another name on brass.”

“A promotion on probation who still wants more thickness on Wednesdays.”

I said all of it. My voice cracked. My thighs trembled. When she finally drove back into my cunt with three fingers and pinned my clit under her thumb, the fourth climax dragged out so long I thought I might black out. I came in ugly pulses, crying, trying to stay quiet for the thin walls, failing on the last wave. She held me through it and kept pressure until I was twitching and empty of every kind of control except the hold in my bladder.

“That is one for every way you could be replaced,” she said, almost soft, her hand gentling on my hip for a breath before the cruelty came back. “Enough for the ledger. Not enough for you. Look at me.”

I looked. My eyes stung. My mouth tasted like my own cunt. The brass plate with Marisol on it sat behind my eyes like a brand.

“You can be replaced,” she said. “The cabinet has room. Second year. Second set of hands. You stay special by staying full and useful. Not by crying about a nameplate.”

“I know.”

“Do you. Because your pussy just came four times on my hand and you still have not wet. That is discipline you wrote yourself. I am only the enforcement.”

She cleaned her hands. She resealed my tabs with a tug that made the plastic squeak. She logged the inspection times and the denied change and the denied bathroom in neat ink. The timer on the desk still had almost an hour left on the window I had requested. My bulk was heavy with heat and slick and the piss I had not been allowed to drop. My cunt throbbed in ruined little beats. I could not blame a memo for any of it.

Close of business found me at my station, padded thick as a Friday on a Wednesday, aching, denied the dry mornings I had signed away like a fool who wanted the ache more than the relief. People packed bags. Someone laughed down the hall. I logged the final hold of the day with a hand that would not stop shaking, the jealousy sitting cold beside the satisfaction. Marisol’s plate would be there tomorrow. So would mine. Tape versus brass. Eleven days to the reading.

She stopped at my desk on her way out. Coat on. Bag on her shoulder. Eyes on the front of my skirt where the bulk made a soft, obvious shape.

“Tomorrow you report at seven forty five,” she said. “Maximum Wednesday thickness. Same spare set in the drawer. You will wear the night bulk into the first window and you will not strip it in the lobby bathroom. You will present for seam check before anyone else clocks in. If Marisol is in the corridor, you will greet her like a colleague and not like a threat. Clear?”

“Clear.”

“And Bree.” She leaned in just enough that only I heard the rest. “You co authored this. When the partners read your log on day thirty, you will not get to pretend the firm made you. You asked for longer. You asked for thicker. You asked for no dry mornings. I will make sure the record shows every word.”

I nodded, throat tight. My diaper crinkled when I shifted my weight. Warm. Unchanged.

“Seven forty five,” I said. “Maximum thickness. Night bulk into the first window. Seam check before anyone else.”

“Good girl.” She straightened. “Go home holding. If you break the window early, I add forty five minutes to every hold for the rest of the week, Monday schedule or not. You wanted the leash written in your hand. Wear it.”

I packed my bag. I locked my terminal. On the way past the cabinet I looked once more at the plates, mine tape, hers metal, and wanted both drawers empty of everyone but me. Tomorrow at seven forty five I would present the bulk I chose. Tomorrow she would enforce the terms I wrote. The corridor lights hummed. My steps sounded thick and soft all the way to the elevators. But the brass plate had no change interval and no probation clock. It just said ASSESSED, clean and permanent, and I could not tell whether Marisol was the next name the cabinet would hold or the one meant to take my drawer when they were done with me. Full and denied, I lay awake counting that, not the hours until her hands were on the seals again.


Chapter 8: Eleven Hours Sealed

Isat wrong in the town car at seven, case files balanced on my knees, the bulk of a double I had signed for an hour earlier fighting the seat. Plastic crackled when the driver took a corner. Heat ran up my thighs. Cold leather stuck to the backs of my legs where the diaper rode high.

My own amendment lived in the packet on top of the stack. Longer windows. Friday thickness moved to Wednesday. No dry mornings. Day twenty four of thirty. Six days left before the partners read my Compliance Log out loud and I answered for it on the record. I had written the intervals myself. Hale had stamped them. Now the seals ran on my own terms and the car smelled like vinyl and cold coffee.

I shifted. The double answered with a dry rustle, too loud in the quiet cabin. Capacity mattered now. I wanted that more than I wanted ease. Craving sat low and mean in my belly, not for relief, for the proof of staying sealed.

The offsite lobby was glass and steel. I badged in. The arbitration suite had no windows. A long table. Leather chairs that creaked. The air conditioner hummed a constant low note that made every other sound sharper. Eleven hours locked to the schedule I had amended. No change permitted. The clerk read the ground rules. Hale took the seat across from me. The client, forty one years old and polished, never once looked at my hips.

Morning session. Exhibits. Timelines. I kept my face dry and my voice even while the diaper stacked pressure against the chair. Every sit down sent a soft crinkle under my skirt. I talked through contract clauses with my bladder arguing. The room was cold. My skin under the plastic was hot. Sweat gathered at the small of my back. I crossed my ankles and the bulk pushed up. Sound of the AC. Sound of pages turning. Sound of me holding.

Hale watched me over her notes. She did not smile. She did not need to. Her attention sat on the nape of my neck like a hand.

By eleven I was past comfortable. By noon I was full in a way that turned my thoughts crude and simple. Full. Sealed. Sitting in it. Wanting more of the same.

Lunch recess. Catering trays. The client stepped out to take calls. I stayed. Hale stayed. I stood once and the double sagged warm and heavy between my legs. I could have asked. I could have kept the old schedule and begged for a bathroom exception anyway. I refused both. I sat back down on purpose. The chair received me with a wet sounding plastic hush that was not wet yet, only thick, only past the limit I used to pretend I had.

“You look proud of yourself,” Hale said, quiet.

“I am,” I said. “I asked for this window.”

“You asked for overload. Do not dress it up.”

My face burned. My pulse did worse. “Yes, Ms. Hale.”

“Eleven hours,” she said. “Your schedule. If you leak in front of money, you still finish the argument. Understood?”

“Understood.”

Afternoon resumed. Closing briefs. My need climbed in steps the AC could not cool. Temperature under the seals rose first. Then the pressure turned sharp. I spoke about damages and bad faith while my body filled past capacity and kept going. The chair leather warmed under me. Every small move made the plastic talk. I wanted to grind against it. I stayed still and sounded like a lawyer.

Closing argument. My turn. I stood and the double hung wrong and heavy, and for one flash I almost said I needed out. Defiance, thin and stupid. Then Hale’s eyes found mine across the table and the flash died. I opened my mouth and argued.

Halfway through a sentence about reliance damages, the last wall went. Heat flooded. I could not stop it. It came in a long helpless rush that my body took as pleasure and panic at once. The double took what it could. Then it did not. Warmth spread low and wide and kept coming. It arrived as sound before sight, a soft soak and then a slower seep, plastic giving up, fabric of my skirt going dark against the leather. The leak was mine and loud only to me, a faint wet tick beneath my own voice.

I did not stop talking.

I finished the point. I sat carefully. The seat squelched under me. Cold AC hit the fresh heat between my legs and I almost moaned. I kept my face blank. My inner voice broke into junk. Full. Through. Chair. Still talking. Still winning.

The panel ruled for us. The client smiled and shook my hand like nothing in the room had changed. He never looked down. He never smelled what I smelled, warm ammonia under perfume, plastic, shame.

Across the table Hale did. She stacked her pens. Exact. Silent. Her gaze dropped once to the leather under me and came back up with no pity in it. She knew. Not only my stakes rode in that look. Firm money. Client trust. Her name on the room. Exposure with teeth.

“Pack up, Bree,” she said. “Town car. Office. Now.”

Night return. The suite lights were low. My double had gone cold on the outside, overfull and heavy, the walk from the car a crinkling mess of sound. The client was long gone, home with a win and no idea what the room had held under my skirt. Hale locked the door behind us, just the two of us and no one to walk in on it. She set my log on the desk without opening it yet.

“On your knees,” she said. “You spent eleven hours proving you can work while you ruin yourself. Now you work on me.”

I dropped. The diaper slapped loud against my calves. My mouth watered. Craving finally had a direction that was not a toilet.

“Take my shoes off. Worship first. Service after. You do not get your hands on yourself. You do not get friction. You beg if you want anything, and I may still say no.”

“Yes, Ms. Hale.”

I unbuckled her heels. Her feet were warm from the day. I pressed my mouth to the arch of one and then the other, slow. Under me the ruined double leaked a little more from motion alone. The sound was soft and filthy. She watched.

“Higher,” she said.

I kissed up her calf. Stockings. The inside of her knee. She opened her thighs and I smelled her, heat and skin, no perfume there. My hands shook when I pushed her skirt up. She was bare under it. Slick. Mean about it.

“Mouth,” she said. “Slow. You serve. You do not rush for your own cunt like a bitch in heat.”

I put my tongue on her. She was hot and salt and clean compared to me. I licked long strokes and then short ones over her clit when she shoved my head. She held me by the hair. My jaw opened wide. Spit ran down my chin. The room was quiet except for the wet sounds of my mouth and the crinkle every time I shifted on the soaked diaper.

“Look at you,” she said. “Leaked through a leather chair in front of a client and still this hungry. Say what you are.”

I pulled off enough to speak, lips shiny. “A padded whore who flooded her seat and still wants to eat you.”

“Filthier.”

“I sat in my own piss for hours and I am hard for it. My pussy is a mess. I want your hole on my face.”

She laughed once, low. “That is the mouth I keep you for. Back to work.”

I sucked her clit the way she liked, firm, then flatter when she yanked. She ground on my mouth. My nose pressed into her. I gagged when she pushed too deep with her hips and drool ran onto the floor. Sweat cooled on my back under the AC vent. Under me the double stayed loud and cold on the outer plastic and fever hot where it held everything I had dumped.

She fucked my tongue in short mean rolls. “You wanted longer windows. You wanted Wednesday thickness on a sealed day. You got eleven hours and a public soak. There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

The line hit and stayed. I moaned into her. My hips tried to rock on nothing and found only squelch and bulk.

“Hands behind you,” she said.

I laced my fingers at the small of my back. My shoulders burned. I kept licking. She used my face. When she came it was quiet and ruthless, thighs clamping, a hard pulse against my tongue, her breath snapping once. She held me there through it. I swallowed what she gave me and stayed open for more.

She shoved me back by the hair. My chin dripped. My knees ached. The diaper under me had gone past any polite description, heavy, cold rimmed, warm center, the smell thick enough to taste.

“Now you may beg,” Hale said. “Out loud. Specific. I grant at most once, and only if I like the way you degrade yourself.”

I stayed on my knees. Craving clawed. “Please, Ms. Hale. Please let me come. I held through exhibits. I flooded during closing and still won. I need it. I need you to use my mouth again or put your hand in my diaper and grind me until I break. Please.”

“Again. Worse. You sound like you still have dignity.”

My voice cracked. “Please finger my soaked pussy through this wreck of a double. Call me a leaky office slut. Make me say I cannot hold anymore. I want to come while I stink and crinkle. I want permission like a dog. Please, Ms. Hale, I am begging. My clit is throbbing in piss and plastic. I will say anything.”

She crouched. Her fingers found the tapes, then the thick front, then the heat under it. She pressed hard over my clit through the saturated layers. The sound was gross and perfect. I jerked.

“Ask for the exact thing.”

“Please rub my clit through this used diaper until I come on your hand. Please. I cannot hold. I do not want to hold. I want the firm to know I have nothing left to measure.”

“There it is,” she said. “Keep talking while I decide.”

I talked. Filth poured. I told her I was a chair ruiner, a sealed bitch, a promotion on a timer who got off on overload. I told her I wanted the hold column gone. I told her I would crawl for the next six days if she let me finish on her palm. She edged me with pressure and pause. Stopped when my breath went short. Started when I sobbed please. Language left me. Please. Harder. There. Fuck. Please.

“Come,” she said at last, late, cold. “Now. On my terms.”

I broke. The orgasm tore through the mess I was sitting in, raw and ugly, hips shoving into her hand, a wet crunch of plastic and fabric, my mouth open on a sound I could not swallow. Spit strings. Shaking thighs. Heat flooding again as my body lost what little control remained and added to the soak. Short crude scraps in my head. Full. Coming. Hers. Done.

She pulled her hand free and wiped it on my cheek. “Stay down.”

I stayed. Breathing hard. The room hummed. Her fingers pushed once through my hair, slow, almost kind, and rested at the back of my neck while I came down, a weight that steadied instead of pinned. She let it sit there a moment longer than authority needed. Then it was gone, and she was all business again.

Hale stood, went to the desk, and opened my log. Pen. She turned to the page with the columns. Interval. Thickness. Hold.

“Read with me,” she said.

I crawled closer, loud with every move, and looked up. “Hold capacity. Notes. Scores.”

She drew a single thick line through the entire hold column. Top to bottom. Then another slash for emphasis. Initials in the margin. Date. Day twenty four.

“There is nothing left to measure,” she said. “Continence is retired from this file. The firm stops recording your ability to hold because you no longer have one. That page is closed. Irreversible. If a partner asks at Day Thirty Confirmation, you state it plain. You do not hedge.”

My throat worked. Shame and heat ran together until I could not tell them apart. “I understand.”

“Say the status you will give them.”

“I no longer hold. The hold column is closed. I work sealed and changed on schedule only.”

“Again, and mean it.”

“I no longer hold. There is nothing left to measure.”

She closed the log. The sound of the cover was soft and final. My body throbbed in the aftermath, empty of pride, fed and greedy again for the next thing.

A knock hit the suite door. Three short raps. Not the night guard pattern.

Hale’s head turned. She did not look surprised. She looked ready.

“Enter,” she called.

The door opened on a woman I had not met, mid thirties, firm badge still clipped, a slim case folder in her hands. Her eyes flicked once to me on my knees in a wrecked double with spit on my chin, then to Hale, with professional calm that cost her something.

“Ms. Hale,” she said. “Compliance routed me. New assessment file. They said the hold protocol for my track starts with you tonight.”

Hale took the folder. Opened it. Read a name I could not see from the floor. Then she glanced down at me, at the closed log, at the empty space where a column used to live.

“Come in and shut the door,” Hale said. “Bree will show you what retired continence looks like when the firm stops counting. Six days to her review. Your clock starts now.”

The woman stepped over the threshold. The latch clicked. The soak shifted as I turned to face her, still on my knees, sealed, listening for the next order that would write itself into a file that no longer bothered to ask if I could hold.


Chapter 9: The First Drawer

Rain hit Saturday glass in a soft flat rattle. My coffee cooled. The phone lay face-down with every alarm killed. Last night’s latch had shut on the new girl I used to be. The six-day clock ran somewhere else, on servers and partners’ calendars. Day twenty-six of thirty sat outside this kitchen. Four days left before the Day 30 Confirmation Review, where my Compliance Log would be read aloud and I would have to state my status on the record. None of that lived in this room.

Her flat held only rain noise and the smell of old grounds. The schedule app sat silenced on the counter. No log open. Firm counting paused. Mondays added forty-five minutes between changes on paper. Fridays stepped the diaper thicker. In here those rules had no mouth.

I stood in kitchen light with the bulk sealed under me, plastic warm against my thighs, the crinkle of a private load that had nothing to do with any column. Not a waking change. Mid-act. Her hands had been on me once this morning and the air carried powder and the sharp clean bite of wipes.

She put me on the kitchen floor.

Tile cold under my shoulder blades. My twenty-nine-year-old body took it without argument, knees open because she set them that way. She worked the tapes with the same calm she used on contracts. No badge. No witness. Just her mouth set and the plastic peeling free with a long soft rip.

“Christ, look at you,” she said. “Soaked through and still hard under it. Filthy little hire.”

Heat rolled through my gut at the meanness. Gratitude sat under it, thick as the mess she was wiping away. She cleaned me slow, thorough, wipes dragging over swollen folds and the soft place behind. Scent rose off me, piss and skin and the sweet chemical of the cream she used. I tasted my own breath, metallic from biting my lip.

She powder-dusted me, fitted a fresh thick pad, and stopped with the tapes half-set.

“Not yet,” she said. “I want your ass first. Open.”

I rolled for her. Face on my arms. Ass up. The half-taped bulk hung loose at my hips. Her fingers, slick with lube from a bottle that lived under her sink now, pressed my asshole and pushed in. One. Then two. Stretch burned clean. She worked me open without rush, scissoring, curling, making me take the slow grind of her knuckles.

“You’re gaping for it already,” she said. “What a whore. Say what you are.”

“I’m a whore,” I said into my wrist. My voice came out thick. “Your hole. Use it.”

“Again. I want to hear the want in it.”

“Your hole. Fuck my ass. I need it.”

She laughed once, low. “Greedy bitch. Hold still.”

The strap came out of the drawer by the stove. Black, thick enough that my breath snagged when the head pressed my rim. She lined up and fed it into me in one long push that emptied my lungs. Full. Deep. The burn banked into heat and stayed. She seated herself against my cheeks and held there, every inch of it packed in my ass.

“Breathe,” she said. “I am not rushing this. No column left to fill. You get the hour.”

She moved. Slow. Drag out to the ring, push back to the root. Kitchen rain and the wet slap of her hips on mine. Plastic of the open pad whispered under me each time she rocked me forward. Scent thickened: lube, sweat from the crease of her neck when she leaned over, the musk off my cunt where it rubbed the floor through nothing.

“Taste that,” she said, and shoved two fingers past my teeth. I sucked her skin, salt and soap. “That is my greedy one. Choke on it if you need to.”

I gagged soft when she pushed deeper. Drool ran down my chin onto the tile. She fucked my ass in that same drawn rhythm, mean talk steady, never letting the pace climb into a race.

“This pussy is dripping on my floor,” she said. “Slut. Beg for your ass. Use your words.”

“Please,” I said, and hated how small it came. “Harder. Fill me. I want to feel it when I sit Monday.”

“Again.”

“Fuck my asshole. Make it yours. I’ll take it. I’ll thank you for it.”

She gave me harder without losing the slow. Deep strokes that dragged over the place that made my vision white at the edges. One hand stayed in my mouth. The other reached under and found my clit, two fingers pinching, rolling, not letting me rock into it free.

“You come on my cock in your ass,” she said. “Nowhere else. You do not get to grind the floor like a dog. Ask.”

“Let me come with your cock in my ass,” I said around her fingers. Spit strung. “I need it. I’m your bitch. Let me spend.”

She pinched harder. Thrust deeper. The stretch and the pressure and the shame of being split open on kitchen tile with rain on the glass and cold coffee on the counter built in one long climb. No counting. No stack. Just the same thrust and the same filthy hold.

“Mine,” she said. “Mine. Say it.”

“Yours,” I gasped. “I’m yours. My ass is yours. All of it.”

“Again.”

“Yours. Keep me. Don’t send me back to the clean list.”

She drove in and held and worked my clit in tight circles. The climax came slow and total, a long hard lock through my gut, my asshole pulsing around the strap in raw helpless pulls. The sound tore out of me into the tile, cunt fluttering empty, ass stuffed full, tears salt on my tongue. She kept the pressure through every spasm and only eased when my thighs shook and the last of it leaked out of me in little after-shocks.

She pulled free with care. Emptiness ached. She wiped my rim, wiped my mouth, finished the tapes on the fresh pad, and sat back on her heels with me sprawled there, plastic sealed warm and thick between my legs.

For a while there was only rain and my breath.

Then she said it plain.

“This stopped being the firm’s policy weeks ago.”

I turned my head. Her face was open in a way the office never got. Forty-two years old and sharp enough to cut glass, hair loose, strap still on, mouth no longer performing authority for a hallway.

“I know,” I said. Voice wrecked. “I felt it.”

“You felt the schedule,” she said. “I am telling you the rest. Off the record. Off every record.”

She reached behind her and pulled a folded sheet from the counter stack. The withdrawal form. My signature line blank. She set it on my bare stomach.

“This goes in your desk,” she said. “Yours. Permanent. Not the firm’s file. Not Compliance’s drawer. If you ever walk, you walk with this in your hand, not because HR approved a mercy. Because you chose the door.”

My fingers found the edge of the sheet. Paper smell. Old toner. My throat closed.

“Why did you write it,” I said. “The real why.”

She looked at the rain a second. Then at me.

“I wrote the diaper policy because the first person who needed it had no structure and no one willing to own the mess,” she said. “She burned out in public. She hid leaks. She lied on status calls. I watched a good attorney destroy herself trying to stay dry and professional while her body was already past that bargain. So I built a system that made the truth mandatory. Checks. Logs. Thickness steps. Interval rules. I put teeth on care so no one could pretend the problem was private until it exploded.”

She touched the form on my belly with one finger.

“The first drawer belonged to me.”

The kitchen went quiet inside my head.

“I was the first name on that shelf,” she said. “My own bulk. My own changes. My own shame logged like a billable. I designed the cage I was already living in, and then I put other people in it when they needed the same wall. You are not special because you cracked. You are special because you stayed when the hold column died and the measuring stopped.”

I breathed through the weight of that. Day twenty-six still out there. Four days. Mondays lengthening the gap. Fridays building the pad. None of that owned this floor.

“So in private,” I said, “you are not the enforcer.”

“In private I can refuse you because I want to,” she said. “Not because a form says so. I can keep you because I want to. That is the trade you just bought with your ass on my tile. No HR process protects what you lose if I walk. Understand that.”

I did. In this flat we were no longer hire and policy. I had something to lose that no review could save. Her. The woman who had just fucked my asshole open and handed me the exit like a gift I did not want to use.

“I understand,” I said.

“Good.” She stood, unbuckled the strap, and left me the form. “Put that in your desk Monday. Do not file it. Do not show Compliance. It is your proof that you can leave, and my proof that you stayed with your eyes open.”

I sat up. Plastic crinkled. Fresh cream scent mixed with sex and rain. I folded the withdrawal form small and held it against my palm until the crease bit.

She poured out the cold coffee and set a clean mug near my knee without asking. Maintenance. Tenderness that was also a hook. I drank because she put it there, and the gratitude for that simple order sat deeper than the ache in my ass.

I will keep the form, I told myself, already sure. I will claim the unlogged open column as mine. Not the firm’s. Not a partner’s score. Mine to fill with what she allows and what I beg for when no app is watching.

The next unlogged move was already clear in my head. After Day 30, after I speak my status into the record, I will come back here on the first free night and ask her to put a lock on my desk drawer. Not the firm’s lock. Hers. Key on her ring. Form inside where only she can make me take it out. A permanent claim with metal and a name on it. I will walk into that choice with my bulk thick and my ass still remembering her, and I will thank her for the cage she first built for herself.


Chapter 10: Harsher Than Probation

Iwas caught at the glass before eight sixteen, palm flat on the pane, Compliance squaring the last chair to the table, filling the water glasses in a clean row. The spiral-bound Compliance Log sat by the door on a metal cart, thick as a phone book, plastic comb catching the overhead light. Day 30. Zero days left. My padded seat dragged between my thighs under the charcoal suit, liner warm from the walk up. Reid stepped out of the Aquarium, found me there, raised one brow.

“Bree. Inside. Now.”

I went in. The chairs faced the long table like a tribunal. Marisol already sat with a pen uncapped. Voss took the head. Reid closed the door behind me. The latch clicked soft and final. Ms. Hale stood at the cart and set her hand on the bound log without looking at me first. Every person at that table had signed into the Wellness Compliance arrangement themselves, panel and oversight and enrollee alike, initiated adults bound to the same silence. Nothing said or done in this room reached anyone who had not chosen to be in it.

“Day thirty Confirmation Review,” Voss said. “Provisional promotion, Wellness Compliance Probation. Log to be read in full. Status to be stated on the record. Begin.”

She opened it. The comb creaked. Page one. She read every entry. Date. Time. Interval. Change. Initials. Mine in blue. Hers in black. Compliance’s neat block print where the night desk had signed. Day three: first full soak on the partner floor. Day seven: product stepped thicker, Friday schedule. Day twelve: interval stretched another forty five minutes after Monday’s add. Day eighteen: three floods before noon, logged and initialed, no denial filed. Day twenty two: voluntary language added to the margin in my own hand. Day twenty seven: amended cadence locked, change window pushed out again, the next size checked in under my name. She did not skip. She did not soften. Reid’s jaw worked when she hit the Saturday kitchen floor note from the flat. Marisol’s pen never stopped. My face burned. My cunt pulsed against the bulk, and the peace of it sat low in my gut like a stone that finally fit its hole.

“End of log,” she said. “Bree. On the record. What are you requesting for permanent status.”

I stood because standing was required. The weight between my legs dragged, and the plastic rasped when I shifted. My mouth was dry and my pussy was not.

“I am requesting permanent placement on the Wellness Compliance track,” I said, voice clear enough for the mic on the table. “I am requesting the amended schedule as written, with the Monday interval add of forty five minutes retained, Friday thickness steps retained, and no reversion to dry status at any time. I am requesting that the Voluntary Withdrawal form remain in my desk undated, available to me, and that only you hold the key to the lock on that drawer. I am requesting that my client roster and partner track remain intact under those terms. I am requesting that probation end today and that the arrangement become indefinite under language I am dictating now, not language handed to me. I am requesting terms harsher than probation ever imposed, including open logging without private review, maximum product as default rather than step, change intervals set by you alone, and the right for you to keep me padded through every client hour without prior notice, and I am requesting”

The schedule hit mid sentence. The app on my wrist buzzed once, the interval closed, and my bladder opened like a gate kicked wide.

It was loud. A hard rush into the crotch of the suit, a hiss only half swallowed by the plastic. Wet spread front and seat and sides, and the diaper sagged and swelled under the wool. A dark blotch bloomed at my thighs and climbed. Marisol’s pen froze. Reid looked at the table. Voss did not look away. The soak kept coming, long and shameless, a load I could not hold and did not try to, and the weight doubled between my legs until I widened my stance to keep balance.

I did not stop talking.

“…and I am requesting that silence be the only way this ends, which means I have to keep choosing it every morning, and I want that. I want to be kept. I want no expiry. I want the terms I just named entered as permanent status effective today.”

My cunt clenched hard on nothing while the last of the piss still ran. Pleasure punched up through the hot mass and my knees dipped. I bit it back and failed. A raw sound tore out of me. Then another. The mass ground my clit with every micro shift, and the room watched me shake through it standing up, suit ruined, face wet with effort I would not name as tears.

“Again,” she said, still at the cart, voice flat and mean. “Take it. Do not sit. Do not cover. Tell them what you are while you cum in a full diaper in front of partners.”

“I am a padded whore who flooded on the record,” I got out, hips jerking. “I am begging for harsher terms. Please. Keep me. Use the log. Use me.”

A second orgasm stacked on the first without a gap, forced by the drag and the heat and her eyes. My vision narrowed to the table grain. Short crude scrap. Full. Filthy. Kept. I came shaking and the plastic squelched and nobody left the room.

Voss folded her hands.

“Panel has heard the request and witnessed compliance under load. Client retained. Partner track retained. Terms accepted as dictated by the candidate. Permanent status approved. Probation ends today. Arrangement is indefinite under the language just entered. Ms. Hale will execute.”

She closed the log. “You will thank me when it is done.”

The meeting broke. Hands shook mine as if my thighs were not dark and sagging. Marisol said congratulations like she meant the promotion only. Reid said my numbers had held. They filed out. The Aquarium emptied to glass and chairs and the smell of piss under wool.

She locked the door from the inside.

“Hands on the table. Ass out. Do not clean up. That mess is the point.”

I planted my palms on the cool wood. She came up behind me and rucked the skirt to my waist. The soaked mass hung low, warm and huge, shiny where it had stretched. She shoved two fingers under the leg gathers, found me slick past the piss, open and greedy, and pushed in without preamble.

“This is not a check,” she said. “This is the new status. Primary claim. You asked for harsher. You take harsher in the room where you said it.”

Her fingers fucked me in short hard strokes through the sodden padding, knuckles dragging the wet liner against my clit. I moaned into the table. She pulled free, wiped her hand on my bare ass cheek, and unbuckled. The strap harness settled over her hips with a leather creak. The cock was heavy silicone, the one she kept for enforcement. She yanked the crotch aside just enough, seam cutting into my folds, and notched the head at my hole.

“Beg for it like the bitch who just signed her life to this.”

“Please fuck my cunt,” I said. “Please put it in. I am yours, on the record, in front of all of them. I flooded in front of them and I still want more. Pound me. Keep me. Please.”

She drove in to the root. The stretch burned sweet. The soaked mass slapped her thighs on every thrust. Plastic and tape and hot cloth mashed my clit while the cock filled me deep, the load swinging and dragging. She held my hip and fucked me like paperwork, efficient and mean.

“Say what you are.”

“A kept whore. A padded hole. A slut who asked for worse than probation.”

“Let the glass hear it,” she said.

“I am your padded hole,” I shouted into the empty glass. “Fuck me. Use me. Do not let me go dry. Ever.”

She reached under and ground the padding against my clit while she pounded. Orgasm hit hard and dirty. I clenched on the cock and came with a broken sound. She did not stop. She kept the rhythm and forced the next one up through the aftershocks until I was sobbing and pushing back for more. There was no counting here, and no test left to pass, only surrender, one peak folding into the next with nothing left to prove. My mind went short. Full. Cock. Cunt. Kept. Peace like a blackout with my eyes open. She fucked me until my arms shook and drool hit the table and one climax ran into the next, only the endless push of her hips and the claim of the load between my legs.

When she finally stilled she left the cock buried and leaned over my back.

“Status enforced. You are mine on your own words. Pull your skirt down. Walk.”

She withdrew. The empty ache made me whine. I fixed my clothes over the ruined bulk and followed her out of the Aquarium on unsteady legs, wet marks on the carpet behind me that I did not apologize for.

First free hour after. My office. The paper label taped on drawer fourteen, soft at the edges. I stood there padded and sore and calm.

“I want the lock,” I said. “Your lock. Key on your ring. Form only you can make me take out.”

She had the brass hardware in her bag. She installed it herself while I watched, drill whine short and clean, bolts tight. She tested the key. It turned. She slid it onto her ring next to the office master and the flat key and it sat there like it had always belonged.

Then she took one more piece of hardware out of the bag. A collar. Slim, matte black, a single steel ring at the throat and a lock that was twin to the one now in my drawer. Not firm issue. Nothing on it but the metal. She lifted my chin and fastened it herself, and the cold band settled under my jaw like it had been measured for me weeks ago. She clicked it shut. The key to that one went onto her ring beside the other two.

“The drawer is where the paperwork lives,” she said. “This is where you live. Under my hand, not the firm’s. You wear it home. You wear it under the suit. Only I take it off.”

The weight at my throat was small and absolute, a new kind of sealed that no chime governed and no log would ever score.

Maintenance came at her call with the cabinet. They pulled the old drawer and set the full unit in its place, tall enough for packets and logs and the form. She peeled the taped paper label off drawer fourteen and dropped it in the trash. She fixed the engraved brass plate where the tape had been. My name. Clean letters. No expiry.

She opened the cabinet. The Voluntary Withdrawal form went in undated, top sheet blank where a signature would go, available every morning and never used. That was the point of it. She locked it. The key went home on her ring.

“Corner office,” she said.

We walked the long hall. The load squelched with each step and the peace in my chest held. The corner suite held a fresh intake packet on the desk for a new hire starting Monday, tabs color coded, first day schedule already printed. She set a pen on the voluntary line of the policy sheet that lived with every packet now.

“Countersign it yourself.”

I signed. My name under the line that said the program was entered by choice and left only by the form. The ink dried. She stacked the packet neat for Monday’s arrival.

“You keep the client,” she said. “You keep the track. You keep the form you will not use. You keep the diaper. That is the deal you wrote.”

I nodded. Nothing was left of the woman who had walked in on day one that this building did not already own, and the ownership sat on me like a coat cut to measure.

She turned for the door. I stayed one breath longer and looked back into my office as we passed, the cabinet shut, brass plate catching the strip light, the undated form sealed inside where only her key could reach it, and the key itself home on her ring beside the one that closed the band at my throat, metal against metal, quiet and permanent.


THE END
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