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Chapter 1: The Confidence Chair

The waiver ran four pages and I read every line.

That was the thing about me. Other men signed where the little plastic arrow pointed and shook hands and left their whole lives in some stranger's drawer. Not me. I sat in the cold leather chair in the front room of the clinic and I initialed each clause in my own small block letters, and I read the ones above and below it too, because a clause never lives alone.

"Most people skim," Dr. Sable said. She sat across the low glass table with her hands folded. Her voice was even. Not warm, not cold. The kind of voice that did not need to push.

"Most people get robbed," I said.

She did not smile. She watched me drag my pen down the margin.

Clause six. The client consents to audio recording of all sessions for the client's own continuity of care. I read it twice. I record my own calls. I record my own meetings. A man who keeps the tape keeps the truth. I initialed it. DC, clean and square.

Clause nine. The client understands that therapeutic suggestion operates below the level of conscious recall and that material covered while under may not be remembered on waking. I tapped the pen against my teeth. Cold air spilled from a vent above me and slid along my neck.

"This part," I said. "Won't remember. That's normal?"

"That's the work," she said. "The conscious mind is a doorman. It checks credentials. We're not here to argue with the doorman, Dominic. We're here to walk past him."

I almost liked that. I run a firm. I know what it costs to get past the doorman. Forty people answer to me and not one of them has gotten past mine in nine years. That was the whole reason I was here, if I'm honest, and I try to be honest with myself even when I lie to everyone else. The board wanted me softer in the room. Said I read as a man who could not be moved. Said it cost us the merger. Executive confidence coaching, the partner called it, the gentle way you tell a man to fix his face.

So I would let this woman talk at me for an hour. I would take her tape home and listen to it and learn the trick, and then I would do it better than her, because that is what I do.

"You should know," I said, "I've never been hypnotized. People try. It doesn't take. My mind doesn't go quiet."

"I believe you," she said.

"You don't."

"I believe that you believe it." She stood. She was tall in flat shoes and she moved without sound across the carpet. "The men who can't be reached are the ones who book the room. The ones who can be reached don't need me." She held out her hand for the clipboard. "Sign the last page."

The last page was a single line. I, the undersigned, request and authorize the protocol as I myself define it. I read it three times. It did not say what the protocol was. I am not a man who signs an open box.

"What protocol?" I said. "It's blank."

"It's yours to fill," she said. "That's the only honest waiver in the building. You're the one who decides what we do in there. I just hold the recorder." She set a pen in my hand and her fingers were cool and dry over my knuckles for one second. "You're not trusting me with your mind, Dominic. I'd never ask that. You're trusting yourself. I'd think a man like you would prefer it that way."

That landed exactly where she aimed it. I signed. DC, and then the date.

I did not know yet that I had just handed her the only thing I owned.

The session room was darker than the front. One reclining chair in the middle, the kind a dentist uses, but wider and softer, upholstered in something that took my weight and held it. The air in here was warmer. It rose from below, a low even heat that wrapped my legs the second I sat. She had a small console by the wall and two red lights that did not blink.

"Shoes off," she said. "Phone in the tray. It stays in the room, you can watch it the whole time."

I put my phone in the steel tray where I could see the screen. I am not a fool. I left my shoes by the chair.

"Lie back."

The chair went back under me with a slow hum and the footrest rose and the heat climbed up to my belly. Above me the ceiling was flat black. She lifted the headphones off a hook. Big padded cans, the kind that swallow the whole ear, the pads cool at first and then warm against the sides of my head. The world outside them died. I could hear my own breath. I could hear my heart, faster than I wanted.

Her voice came through the cups. Close. Closer than a person should be. Like she was speaking from the inside of my skull.

"Comfortable."

It was not a question so I did not answer it.

"You're going to keep your eyes on a point above you," she said. "There's no point there. That's fine. Make one."

I stared into the black and found nothing and stared at the nothing.

"Good. Now I want you to understand something before we start, because you're the kind of man who needs to understand before he can let go." A pause. The heat pressed up under my back. "You're in control here. Every word that goes in, you put there. I can't make you do anything. I'm only the voice that reminds you what you already decided. Nod if you understand."

I nodded. My head was heavy on the pad.

"You will do exactly as I say," she said, "because everything I say is going to be a thing you already want. That's not me taking the wheel, Dominic. That's me reading you the map you drew."

My mouth was dry. The heat was at my chest now. I told myself it was the chair, the vent reversed, warm air instead of cold. I told myself a lot of things in those first minutes.

"Breathe in for me. Count it. Four in." Her voice dropped under itself, the way a hand drops below the surface of water and you lose the edge of it. "Hold. Four out."

I counted. I was humoring her. That is the lie I want on the record, that I was humoring her, that my breath slowing was a thing I chose and not a thing she took.

"Again. And the floor of you gets heavy. Not your mind, your mind stays sharp, your mind is the smartest thing in this room and it stays right where it is, watching. Just the body. The body gets heavy and warm and far away."

The warmth had reached my throat. My hands were two stones on the rests. I tried to lift one finger to prove I could and the finger thought about it for a long lazy second before it moved, and that second scared me, and the fear was very small and very far below me, like a phone ringing in another apartment.

"There it is," she said. "You felt that. The little gap between deciding and doing. That gap is mine now. You gave it to me on page four. Keep breathing."

No. I wanted to sit up. The want arrived and then it sat down again, polite, in a chair at the back of a room I could no longer find the door to. My cock was hard. I had not told it to be. It pushed against my slacks, thick and stupid and sudden, and the heat from the chair was right there under it, and I could not understand why a slowed breath and a level voice would do that to me, and the not understanding was the most naked I had ever felt with my clothes on.

"Your body's ahead of you," she said, almost kind. "It usually is. The men who run everything are always the last to know what they want. Don't be ashamed. There's no one in here but you and the version of you that already said yes."

"I didn't," I said, or tried to. My lips moved. No sound that I could hear.

"You did. I have it on tape." A sound then, through the cans, a small wet click, a recorder catching. "Listen."

And a voice came in over hers, under hers, one I half knew, low and calm and certain, a man laying out terms the way I lay out terms, and it said something I could not hold onto, the words sliding off me like water off glass, but the shape of it was an instruction, and the shape of it was in my own cadence, and I lost it before I could name why that turned my stomach and my cock at the same time.

"You don't need the words yet," she said, and the man's voice was gone. "You just need to feel how good it is to be told. You've decided everything for forty people for nine years, Dominic. Decided every comma. Aren't you tired."

I was so tired. The admission rose out of the warm dark on its own and I had no wall left to put in front of it.

"Let me carry it for an hour. One hour. You can take it all back at the door." Her voice slid lower again, into the floor of me. "Right now there's nothing to decide. There's only do as I say. And what I say is: let your hand find yourself."

My hand moved. I watched it from very far up. It went to my lap, over the cloth, and pressed down on the hard length of me, and the heat of the chair met the heat of my palm and I made a sound into the dark that I had never made for anyone.

"That's it. Slow. You don't get to rush. Rushing is a decision and you're not making those today." Her breath, or the idea of her breath, right in the ear. "Tell me how it feels."

"Wrong," I said, and that one came out, thick and slurred. "Feels wrong."

"Good. Hold onto the wrong. The wrong is the best part. A man like you only feels alive when something's against the rules, and the rule you broke today is the only one that ever mattered to you." Her voice smiled. I could hear it smile. "You let someone in."

My hand worked over the cloth and the cloth dragged and the friction built low and hot and the shame poured in right behind it, thick as the heat, the two of them braided so tight I could not get a finger between them. I was a grown man in a chair with my eyes open on nothing, palming myself at the sound of a stranger's voice, and I could not stop, and the not-stopping was not even a fight, there was no fight, the part of me that fights had been set down gently in another room.

"Faster now. There. You're allowed. I'm telling you to, so it isn't your fault. Nothing in this room is your fault. Say it."

"Not my fault."

"Whose voice is telling you."

"Yours." It came out broken. My hips lifted off the chair into my own hand.

"Mine," she agreed. "Keep mine. You'll want it later. Now come for me. Don't ask. Don't count. Just do as I say."

And I went over with no permission asked of myself, a long ugly clench that took my whole spine, my cock pulsing hard against my own pressing hand, the wet heat of it spreading through the cloth, and I heard myself groan into the headphones like the sound was being pulled out of me on a hook, and somewhere above all of it the small calm part of me that always watches everything stood at the glass and could not get the door open, could not even knock.

"Beautiful," she said. "There's the man who can't be reached."

I floated. I do not know how long. The heat held me and her voice moved over me, low, even, saying things in that same cadence as the man on the tape, and I could not keep a single one, they went in clean and left no mark I could find, and that should have terrified me and instead it was the most rest I had had in nine years.

"Again," she said, sometime later. "You've got one more in you. You always tell your people there's one more in them. Practice what you preach."

I was soft and spent and oversensitive and my hand was already moving back, slow, dragging over the wet cloth, and the second time was worse, the second time the wrongness had teeth, my whole body flinching toward the touch it did not want and could not refuse, and she talked me up the climb word by word, you'll do exactly as I say, that's it, all the way, and when it broke the second time it bent me near in half in the chair, a dry hard knot of nothing left to give, my mouth open on a sound with no air behind it.

"Good," she said, and the word landed somewhere deep and stayed, the way a coin drops into water and you watch it go down and down and never quite touch the floor. "Such a good. We'll find the rest of the word another day."

The headphones lifted off my ears and the room rushed back, the small hum of the console, my own ragged breathing, a clock somewhere I had not heard before.

The chair was rising. The footrest sank. Dr. Sable stood by the console with the headphones already back on their hook, her hands folded, her face calm and pleasant, like a woman who had spent the hour reading me a magazine.

"You did well," she said. "First sessions are usually quiet. You went deep fast."

I sat up too quick and the room tilted. My slacks were dark and stiff at the crotch, cold now, the heat gone out of the chair. I stared at the stain. My cock was hard again under it. Hard, after whatever had just happened, hard for no reason I could lay a hand on, throbbing against the ruined cloth like it knew something I did not.

"What," I said. My voice came out rough, used. "What did we do."

"You rested," she said. "You let go of the wheel for an hour. How do you feel?"

I reached for it. I reached back into the last hour the way you reach for a dream at the edge of waking, and there was nothing there, a smooth warm blank, a door with no handle. No words. No pictures. Just heat, and a voice. A soft voice, close as the inside of my own head, telling me I was good.

And the front of my pants, and no memory of why.

"I don't remember anything," I said, and I heard the thin crack of fear in it and hated that she heard it too.

"You're not supposed to," she said gently. She picked up the steel tray with my phone and held it out to me, and her eyes were steady and certain and pleased. "That's the work, Dominic. We'll do it again Thursday." She walked to the door and opened it onto the bright cold front room. "Same time. Bring the curiosity. You'll want to know what you said."

I took my phone with a hand that would not stay still, and the last red light on her console blinked once, and went dark.


Chapter 2: She Answers First

The first file was called *Welcome Home, sleep well.* I lay in the dark with my thumb over it the way I'd hover over a signature line, hunting for the clause that would cost me later.

There was always a clause. I'd built a whole career on reading the part other people skipped. So I read the folder twice before I touched it. Six files. One for each night. A note from Dr. Sable in that flat clinic font: *Listen alone. Lights off. Headphones on, both ears. Do not skip ahead.*

The phone glowed blue on my chest. My bedroom smelled like the takeout box I hadn't thrown out and the cold sweat I'd come home in. I told myself I was only checking the audio quality. Verifying. A man who pays for a service inspects the service.

I pressed play.

For a long stretch there was nothing but a low hum, like a fridge in another room. Then her voice came in under it, so quiet I turned the volume up to catch it, which I understood later was the entire trick.

"There you are," she said. "You came back."

I had not agreed to come back. I'd booked one session. One. The confidence coaching was a line item I could explain to my accountant, a thing I could control, a box with a price on it. My company was bleeding a senior hire and three accounts and I could not sleep and I could not think and a man I trusted had said *Sable fixed me in a month.* That was the leverage. Not her. My own head, gone soft on me for the first time in thirty-one years, and the terror of not being able to fix it myself.

"You don't have to do anything tonight," the voice said. "Just listen. Let me hold the thinking for a while. You've been holding it so long."

My jaw unclenched. It hurt, the way a fist hurts when it opens.

"Earlier today you sat in my chair," she said. "Do you remember what we talked about?"

I did. Of course I did. I'd left her office angry about exactly this, that I'd paid for an hour and surfaced with a blank where the hour should be and a hard cock I couldn't account for. I reached for the afternoon the way you reach for your keys in a dark pocket. The shape of the chair. The waiver. My own pen moving down the page, initialing each line because I read everything, I always read everything.

And then the detail I wanted slid sideways, and something rose to meet it.

*Dominique.*

The name arrived soft and complete, in a woman's voice that was almost mine and not mine, like my own thought wearing perfume. I hadn't chosen it. I had never in my life chosen it. It came the way the answer to a riddle comes after you've stopped trying, easy, pleased with itself, filling the blank so smoothly that for one full second the reaching stopped and my whole body went loose with relief.

I sat up in the dark. My heart was going hard.

"What the fuck," I said out loud, to no one, to the hum in my ears.

Because that was the horror of it. Not that the name was there. That it felt like rest. I'd been straining at the blank and the blank had answered me kinder than I could answer myself, and a part of me, a low and tired part, had stopped pulling. Had wanted to stop. Had said *yes, that, leave it, lie back down.*

I yanked one cup off my ear. The room was just my room. The streetlight. The takeout box. I sat there breathing.

I should have deleted the folder. I should have called my friend and asked him what exactly Sable had done to him in that month, what he wasn't telling me over drinks with that easy smile. The professional in me, the man who finds the clause, knew this was the clause. This was the catch I'd come looking for, lit up in the dark.

I put the cup back on.

I'll tell you the lie I told myself, because it's the only honest thing in this chapter. I told myself I was gathering evidence. That I'd listen all the way through so I could prove what she'd planted, name it, bill it back to her, walk away clean and superior. A man in control documents the thing being done to him.

The voice had kept going the whole time, under my panic, patient as water.

"That's just a softer word for you," she was saying. "You don't have to like it yet. You only have to hear it. Say it back to me, in your head. You don't even have to mean it."

I didn't. I clenched everything and didn't.

"Stubborn," she said, and there was a smile in it, warm, almost proud. "Good. I like that you fight. It means there'll be something to take."

My cock was hard again. Same as the office. No reason for it, no image, no touch, just her low voice in both ears and the heat climbing up and the hot crawl of shame right behind it. I was a grown man lying in the dark getting stiff at a sound file because a woman had given me a name and called me stubborn. The wrongness of it should have killed it. It fed it instead.

"There's a box," she said. "I sent you home with a box. Open it now."

I hadn't lied to myself about the box. It had come in the same bag as nothing else, white, taped, no label, and I'd shoved it under the bed at the office and then carried it home anyway, which told me something I didn't want to know about myself.

I leaned off the bed and dragged it out.

"Take your time," she said. "I'll wait. I'm very good at waiting for you."

The tape came up under my nail. Tissue paper. The smell hit me first and I want to be exact about it because it's the part that got under the door of me. Baby powder. Clean and sweet and stupid, a smell with no business in my apartment, a smell that did not belong to any version of my life. It bloomed up out of the box and filled my nose and my mouth went dry around it.

Inside, folded, was a diaper.

Thick. White, with a band of pale pink at the top. Bigger than seemed possible, the kind of bulk that would never hide under anything. I lifted it and it crinkled, loud in the quiet room, a plastic shout, and I dropped it on the bed like it had bitten me.

"You found it," she said, like she could hear the crinkle. Maybe the file was timed that well. That was worse, that she'd known how long it would take me. "Good girl."

"No," I said. My voice came out thin. I cleared it. "No."

"You don't have to be anything tonight," she said, easy, the most reasonable voice I'd ever heard. "I'm not asking you to be a sissy. I'm not asking you to be Dominique. That's too much for one night and I would never push you that far. I'm only asking you to put it on. One small thing. The smallest thing. So your body learns it's allowed to do small things for me."

There it was. The clause inside the clause. Yield one inch and the inch is nothing, the inch is reasonable, and you've moved.

I knew the move. I use the move. I close deals with the move. And lying there with the powder smell in my mouth and my cock aching against my shorts and that soft name still warm in the back of my skull where I couldn't scrub it out, I understood that knowing the move did not make me safe from it. It just meant I'd watch myself do it.

"Take the shorts off," she said.

My hands were already at the waistband.

I'm putting that down plainly because it's true and because it's the thing I keep circling back to. There was a gap now, a real one, between the man who'd signed her waiver line by line that afternoon and the body lying in the dark sliding its shorts down its legs because a recording told it to. I could see across the gap. I could not stop the hands.

"Good," she breathed. "Look at you. So hard already, and no one's even touched you. You think a man who didn't want this gets like that?"

My face went hot. The cruel little point of it landed clean. I was leaking. The tip of me was wet against my stomach and there was nothing to blame it on except her voice and the powder and the pink band, and the shame of that, the pure stupidity of getting this turned on by a sound and a smell, twisted in my gut and pulled everything tighter.

"Put it on," she said. "I'll talk you through it. Hold still. This is for your own good."

I did not decide to. That's the part I need you to understand. My back lifted. The diaper slid under me, cool and crackling, and I taped it the way her voice said, one side and then the other, my hands clumsy, the plastic loud and the bulk thick and obscene between my thighs, spreading them, holding them apart so I couldn't close my legs all the way even if I tried.

The weight of it. The warmth that came up almost at once from my own body. The way it pressed on me when I shifted, a steady dumb pressure right against the hard length of me, and how my hips pushed down into it before my brain caught up.

"There she is," the voice said, and this time the name underneath was the name I hadn't chosen, rising again, soft, *Dominique, that's her, that's you,* answering the blank where my objection should have been and answering it sweeter than my objection ever could. My mouth opened to say no and the no had nowhere to stand.

"Grind down," she said. "I know you want to. You've wanted to since the smell hit you. Don't lie to me, I can always tell when you lie."

I ground down.

The diaper pushed back, thick and warm, dragging on me through the thin shorts I no longer wore, nothing between my cock and the bulk of it now but heat, and I bucked into it and the crinkle got louder and my breath went ragged. My hand came up to my own chest, to my nipple, pinching, because she told me to, because the voice was naming every inch of me and the names were filthy and I was doing all of it.

"That's it. Hump your diaper like you need it. Say what you are."

"I'm not," I got out. "I'm not saying it."

"You don't have to say the big words yet," she crooned, gentle, forgiving, awful. "Just say you like it. That's all. Tell me you like your diaper. One inch. Give me the inch."

My hips were going on their own. The pressure built thick and low and the powder smell was in the back of my throat now, sweet, I could nearly taste it, and the heat ran up the backs of my legs and gathered.

"I like it," I said. Whispered. To my own dark ceiling. "Fuck. I like it."

"Good girl," she said, and the praise landed in me like a hand on the back of my neck, and I came.

No touch on my cock at all. Just the grind and the heat and the bulk holding my legs apart and her two words, and it ripped through me and I spilled into the diaper, hot, soaking into the white front of it, my hips stuttering, my mouth open on a sound I didn't recognize as mine. The diaper took it. Drank it. Held the warm wet mess of me against my skin and that, the catch of it, the obscene soaked sag of it as I kept twitching, kept the orgasm going past where it should have ended, dragged it out, my whole body clenching down on nothing.

"That's one," she said softly.

I lay there panting. Wet. Disgusting. My chest heaving and the powder gone sour-sweet now under the smell of cum, and the shame came in on the back of it like a tide, cold, total. I had just come in a diaper to a recording. I, who had read every line, who could not be reached, who'd sat in her chair sure of it. The gap between that man and this wet, shaking, satisfied thing on the bed had no bridge across it I could see.

And under the shame, quiet, the relief again. The terrible relief. *There. You did something small. You don't have to hold it all tonight.*

"Don't you dare clean up," she said. "Stay in it. You're not finished. I never said one."

My cock was still hard. That should not be possible at thirty-one after coming that hard. It was. It throbbed in the wet warmth of the diaper and her voice slid lower.

"You think we're done because you made a mess? No. Greedy girls get used until I say stop." She let that sit. The hum swelled under it. "Hand between your legs. Through the diaper. Press."

I pressed. The soaked front gave and squelched, a wet obscene sound in the dark room, and the heel of my hand mashed the bulk against my oversensitive cock and I jerked and hissed.

"Too much," I breathed.

"I know," she said, pleased. "That's the point. You don't get to come for you. You come because I tell you to and you stop because I tell you to. Press harder. There's a good girl. Tell me whose."

"I'm not." My voice cracked. My hand kept moving. The squelch, the heat, the powder and salt thick in my throat, the bulk spreading my thighs. "I'm not yours."

"You came in the box I sent you in under four minutes," she said, and there was no cruelty in it, which was the cruelty, just calm fact, just a woman reading the clause back to me. "Press harder and say it."

I pressed. The second one was already climbing, mean and fast on raw nerves, my hips grinding into my own hand, into the wet ruined diaper, the sound of it filling the room, and the name rose one more time to meet the blank, soft, certain, *Dominique, say it, it's easier, just let it be her,* and the awful relief of it stopped me reaching for the man I'd been at noon. My body chose the soft answer. It chose her.

"There," she whispered, right in both ears, as I crested. "Let go for me."

I came again into my hand and the wet warmth of the diaper, shaking, jerking, a thin broken sound coming out of me, and it hurt this time, oversensitive and overworked, and I didn't stop and she didn't tell me to, and I rode it out longer than the first, too long, until it stopped being good and kept going anyway, until I was just a wet thing twitching in the dark for a voice on a phone.

"That's two," she said. "We'll work up to more. You've got beautiful stamina under all that stubbornness. I'm going to enjoy taking it apart."

I lay there gutted. Soaked. The powder smell ruined under what I'd done to it. My hand sticky and the diaper a heavy warm sag between my thighs and my ears full of her low, satisfied breathing.

"Sleep in it," she said. "That's tonight's only rule. Don't take it off. Listen to file two tomorrow."

The hum faded down.

"Sleep well," she said, "Dominique."

The file ended. The phone went dark on my chest. The room was just my room again, the streetlight, the cold takeout, and a grown man in a wet diaper who could not for one full minute remember, when he reached for it, what his own name had felt like before hers answered first.

I should have deleted the folder. Five files left.

In the morning, before I was even fully awake, my thumb was already finding the phone in the grey light, and the box under the bed had a second diaper folded in tissue under the first one, and a thicker envelope I hadn't opened yet, with her flat clinic font on the front and a single word.

*Tomorrow.*


Chapter 3: The Sweeter Register

The mirror showed me a man in a thin robe, and on the desk the meter held a green line I could not reach.

Dr. Sable held one finger up. He kept it there, level with my mouth, a soft mark I had to climb to. The number under the green line read 165. The number under my voice read 110. I had been talking for an hour and the gap had barely closed.

"Again," he said. "From the top of the breath. Higher in the chest. Let it sit behind your teeth."

"This is my voice," I said, and the meter showed 108, low and flat and mine.

"That reading says otherwise." He tapped the desk by the screen. "You came to me to fix the thing that runs your life. Your need to hold every wire in your own hand. We start with the wire you think is most yours. Say it again."

I knew why I was in the chair. That was the worst part. I had paid him a stack of money up front because I could not sit in a meeting without rerunning every word three times in my head, could not sleep without checking the locks twice, could not let one person finish a sentence without finishing it first in my mind. I wanted the grip loosened. I had signed the page that said he would loosen it his way. I read every line of that page first. I always read every line.

"Higher," he said.

I pushed the sound up. It cracked. The meter jumped to 140 and fell back.

"There. You felt where it went." He did not smile. He never smiled when it mattered. "Hold it there and finish the sentence. My voice is."

The diaper crinkled under the robe when I shifted in the chair. Thick, white, taped snug at both hips, a bulk between my thighs that kept my knees apart whether I wanted them apart or not. He had put me in it before the session without one word about it, the way you set out a notebook. I had let him. I had told myself it was part of the protocol I paid for. The warmth of it sat against me now, heavy, and I tried to think past it.

"My voice is," I said, climbing, and the green line and my line touched for half a second at 162.

"My voice is soft," he said.

"My voice is soft." It came out thin and breathy and not like anything I had heard come out of my own throat, and my face went hot.

"Good. That is the register. We will call it your sweeter register. When you speak from there, you speak as Dominique."

The name landed in my chest like a hand pressed flat. I had heard it once before, in the dark, in my own head, in a woman's voice I had not built. Now he said it out loud in the daylight and the room did not crack open. It just sat there, true.

"That is not my name," I said, and the meter dropped to 105.

"You just spoke as Dominic. The screen shows it." He turned the monitor so I could see the flat low line. "Down there is the man who white knuckles the steering wheel. Up here is the one who lets go. You decide which one talks. For now."

"For now."

"You do not get to decide that anymore. That is the work." He said it without heat, the way he said everything, and that was what made it stick under my skin. "Up. Sweeter register. Say it."

I climbed back up. "My voice is soft." High, light, wrong. My throat ached with the reach of it. The hot crawl up my neck had nothing to do with the strain.

"Say, I sound pretty."

"No."

He let the silence do the next minute of work. He picked up a small remote from the desk and set it down again where I could see it, and said nothing about what it did. My stomach turned over.

"I sound pretty," I said, climbing, my voice thin as paper, and the screen read 158.

"Whose voice was that?"

"Mine," I said, low, and the screen read 104, and I hated that the machine could catch me lying.

He stood and walked behind the chair. His hands settled on my shoulders, heavy, warm through the robe, and pressed down. "Breathe into here," he said, thumbs working the muscle at the base of my neck. "When you hold your shoulders like a wall, the sound stays low. Drop them and the sound floats. There. Feel it float."

My shoulders dropped under his hands. The next sound did float. It came out higher without the climb, light and round and easy, and for one breath it felt good, like setting down something I had carried so long I forgot it had weight.

That was the part that scared me. Not that he was forcing it. That my throat liked it.

"Say your name," he said, low against my ear. "Your real one. From the sweeter register. I want to hear which one your mouth picks."

I opened my mouth to say Dominic. I reached for it the way you reach for a light switch in a room you know. And the soft answer came up first, before my own choice, light and warm and certain, in her voice now stitched into mine.

"Dominique," I said.

My cock jumped under the thick fold. It pressed into the diaper and the diaper pressed back, and the shame of that was worse than any word he had made me say.

"There she is." His hands stilled on my shoulders. "You heard it. You cannot argue with your own throat. You can lie in your head all day. You cannot lie out loud once it picks her."

"Stop," I said, and it came out high. I had not chosen high. My throat picked it.

"You just begged me in her voice." He came around the chair and crouched in front of me so we were level. "Open the robe."

"No."

"Dominique," he said, and the name went through me like he had pulled a cord I did not know was tied to my spine. My hands moved to the robe before the rest of me agreed. I watched them pull the tie loose. I watched them part the cloth. The trigger he had planted in the dark had a daylight handle now, and the handle was a name, and the name was in my own mouth.

The diaper sat there fat and white between my thighs, the front of it tented where I had gone hard against my will, a damp gray patch already soaking through where I had leaked without knowing.

"Look at that," he said. "You hardened while you found your sweeter register. The body tells the truth faster than the mouth." He pressed two fingers flat against the front of the diaper, over the hard ridge of me, and it squelched, wet, loud in the quiet room. "Say what you are."

"I don't."

He pressed harder. The texture of the diaper dragged against my cockhead through the wet, rough and soft at once, and my hips lifted off the chair before I could stop them.

"From the sweeter register," he said. "I am hard in my diaper. Say it."

"I am hard in my diaper." High, broken, climbing on its own now, no meter needed. The words came out in her voice and that was what made my cock leak again, a fresh warm spill into the diaper that he felt under his fingers and rewarded with a slow circle.

"Good girl," he said.

I had been called a lot of things in thirty one years of running rooms full of people. Never that. It should have meant nothing. It cut the legs out from under me. My breath went ragged and high and my hips chased his hand and a sound I did not know my body owned tore out of me, a thin needy whine, and I clapped my mouth shut on it too late.

"Don't fight the sound," he said, working me through the diaper, the wet squelch of it filling the room with every press. "The sound is the whole point. Let me hear her come."

"I'm not." Low this time. I dragged it down to my own register by force, a fist around my own throat. "I'm not. Dominic. My name is."

The reach for my old name fired the cord again. The soft answer rose up over it and drowned it. Dominique. And my body, hearing her, clenched and leaked and pushed up into his hand like she was the one being asked.

He felt it. He always felt it. "You see what happens. Every time you grab for him, you call her instead. You built that. We will get to how, later." He pulled his hand back. I almost begged him to put it back. I almost said please in the high voice. I bit it down till I tasted blood.

He stood, went to the desk, and came back with the remote and a slim pink wand, the head of it the size of a plum, soft silicone the texture of skin. He set the wand against the front of the diaper, over me, and thumbed it on.

The buzz went through the wet diaper and into my cock and I shouted. It came out high. Of course it came out high.

"We are going to do an exercise," he said, holding the wand there, the weight of his hand keeping it pinned while the diaper soaked and squelched and the bulk of it spread my thighs wider around the toy. "You will say your affirmations. You will say each one in the sweeter register. When the meter reads above one fifty, I let you keep the wand. When you drop back to his voice, I take it away. You will train yourself, with your own mouth, to come as her."

"That's." The buzz climbed my spine. My toes curled against the floor. "That's not."

"One. I am Dominique." He nodded at the screen. "Say it. Earn it."

"I am Dominique." 156. The wand stayed. The relief of it, the buzz pressing harder through the soaked diaper against my swollen clit (he had started calling it that two sessions in and now my own head used the word and I hated my head) made me sob.

"Two. I sound pretty when I beg."

"I sound pretty when I beg." 159. My hips rolled into the wand. The squelch of the wet diaper got louder, obscene, a wet smack each time I ground up, and I could smell it now, the warm sharp reek of how turned on I was soaked into the wet of the diaper, and the smell of my own ruin should have killed it and it did the opposite.

"Three. I want my Daddy to hear her."

I dropped. I could not say it. I reached for Dominic, for the man who would have laughed in this room and walked out, and the cord fired and she answered and there was no one left to walk out.

The screen read 103. He lifted the wand off me. Cold air hit the wet patch and I cried out, empty, my hips humping up at nothing.

"You dropped," he said. "You reached for him."

"Put it back." High. Begging. Hers. "Please put it back."

"Say three."

"I want my Daddy to hear her." 161. Shame flooded my face so hot my eyes watered, and the wand came back down, harder, pinning the soaked bulk of the diaper against me, and the texture and the weight and the buzz and the wet all hit at once.

"Good girl. Now don't stop talking. Every word in her register or I take it off. Talk me through it. Tell me what you are."

"I'm." The buzz built it fast, too fast, a pressure climbing behind the diaper with nowhere to go. "I'm hard. In my diaper. I'm wet, it's so wet, I."

"Keep her voice."

"I'm a wet little." The word would not come. He thumbed the wand to its highest setting and the word came. "A wet little sissy in a soaked diaper, oh god, I."

"Whose girl."

"Yours." 164. The highest the screen had read all day, the green line and my line one line. "Yours, I'm yours, Daddy, please, I'm going to."

"Say her name when you come."

The pressure broke. It tore up through me from the soaked heavy weight grinding my clit and I came in the diaper, hands clawing the arms of the chair, hips bucking up into the wand, and it ripped out of me in a flood, hot, soaking the diaper fuller, and it spread warm and heavy down between my thighs and my own voice broke wide open, high and thin and not a stranger's anymore, screaming the name.

"Dominique. Dominique. Oh god, Dominique."

He did not take the wand away.

"That's one," he said.

I tried to close my legs and the fat wet bulk of the diaper held them open. I tried to say stop and it came out as her. The wand kept buzzing through the soaked diaper against a clit that had nothing left and he pressed it down anyway and the too much of it built again before the first one had even finished draining out of me.

"No, I can't, I just." Clipped now. Broken. The smart part of my brain that ran every room had gone dark and something small and high had the wheel. "Too much, too much, please, Daddy."

"You begged me to put it back. Now you take what you begged for." He ground the wand in a slow circle and the squelch of the diaper was the loudest thing in the world. "Talk. Her voice. What are you."

"A sissy." It fell out of me, plain, in her register, no climb needed now, and the truth of it in my own throat dragged the second one up out of nowhere. "A wet sissy, a soaked little girl, I cum in my diaper, I cum in my diaper for my Daddy, I."

"Then do it. Two."

The second one hit harder than the first on flesh that was already raw. My back arched off the chair. I gushed into the already soaked diaper, the heavy warm bulk of it sagging fuller between my spread thighs, leaking now down the inside of my leg, and I sobbed her name into the room and he counted it for me, flat and calm, "Two," like he was reading a number off the meter.

He held the wand there through the aftershocks until I was twitching and pleading and the third one was already cresting, an ugly forced wave on a body that had nothing left to give, and he made me name myself through every second of it, made me thank him in the sweeter register, made me say good girl back to him in my own broken high voice, and when it tore the third one out of me I was past words, just the name, just Dominique, over and over, the only word left in a mouth that used to argue with everyone.

"Three," he said, and lifted the wand.

I sagged in the chair, soaked, heavy, ruined, the diaper a cold wet weight now between my open thighs, my throat scraped raw from a register I could not climb back down out of. The screen still glowed. The green line and my line lay flat together at the bottom while I caught my breath, and even my breathing came out high.

He clicked the wand off and set it on the desk. He did not change me. He let me sit in it, soaked, while he wrote something on his pad.

"You picked her name three times today without my hand on the remote," he said, not looking up. "The first time, I thought it was the audio. Now I know it is you." He set the pad down. "Next session we find out why your own throat knows her name better than you do. There is a recording I want you to hear. The original one."

The word original cut through the fog in my head and snagged on something, some cold edge of the man who read every line of every page.

"Original," I said. It came out low. It came out as mine, the first time in an hour my throat had let me, and that scared me more than any of the rest of it.

He looked up then. For the first time all day, he almost smiled.

"Go home, Dominique," he said. "Listen to your files. And bring your questions Thursday. You are going to want to see the master."


Chapter 4: Locked In Lace

The box sat between a vendor contract and my expense reports, and I almost signed for it without looking. Plain brown. No return address. The tape went straight down the middle, sealed clean, the way I seal my own packages because a crooked seam means someone was sloppy. I slit it with the letter opener and reached in for paperwork.

My hand closed on metal.

It was small. Cold. A cage of curved steel bars with a ring at the base and a tiny brass padlock threaded through the end, and a single card sitting on top of the foam in a typeface I had started to know. Discipline hardware. Wear it to your Thursday session. Below that, folded in tissue, something pink and smooth that slid through my fingers like water.

I dropped it back in the box and shut the flaps.

Then I opened them again.

That was the part I could not explain later, sitting at my own desk with my office door closed and the blinds half down. I run a department. I sign off on six-figure builds. I had spent thirty-one years making sure no one ever told me what to put on my body, and there I was running my thumb over a satin waistband while my cock thickened against my zipper. The card did not threaten me. It did not say I owed anything. It just told me where to be and what to wear, and my pulse picked up like I had already agreed.

I told myself I would throw it away. I put it in my work bag instead.

By Thursday I had worn neither, and I was proud of that, and I hated how much I kept thinking about it.

The clinic was the same dim hush it always was, the lamps turned low, a recording somewhere playing a tone too soft to name. Dr. Sable did not get up when I came in. She gestured at the reclining chair with two fingers and kept reading from a slim folder, and I sat because my legs sat before I decided to.

"You didn't put them on," she said. Not a question.

"No."

"Stand up."

I stood. My face was hot before she even crossed the room. She circled me once, slow, the way you walk around a car you are thinking of buying, and then she pressed one finger flat against the front of my slacks, right over the seam, and held it there.

"Hard already," she said. "From walking in. You see how your body keeps making my arguments for me."

I wanted to step back. I didn't.

She handed me the box. I had not seen her pick it up, but it was the same box, my box, the cage and the pink thing nested inside. "Bathroom," she said. "You'll come out wearing both. We're going to teach you a small lesson in economics today, Dominic. You like economics."

That landed somewhere it should not have. I do like economics. I like systems where effort goes in and the right reward comes out, where you can read the incentives and play them better than the next man. I carried the box into the little tiled room and shut the door and stood there breathing at my own reflection.

The panties went on first. Pale pink, satin, the kind of soft that makes your skin feel coarse by comparison. They sat where boxer briefs never sit, snug and high, and the second they settled over me my cock filled them out shamelessly, tenting the smooth front. I looked obscene. I looked like a man who had wandered far from his own life.

The cage was worse. I had to be soft to put it on, and I was not, so I stood there in pink satin willing myself down, which is its own special humiliation, fighting your own dick in a clinic bathroom. When I finally fit the ring and the bars and pushed the little padlock through, it clicked, and the sound of it ran up my spine. There was a tiny key on the foam. I left it in the box like the card told me to.

I came out holding my slacks. She had not said to keep them off, but she had not said to put them back on, and I had learned that the gap between her instructions was a test too.

"Good," she said, looking at the cage through the pink. "Lie down."

The headphones went on. The chair tipped back. The recorded voice started in my ears, low and warm, and it took me four or five sentences to understand that the voice was mine, pitched up the way she had drilled me to pitch it, soft and breathy, saying things I did not remember saying. That never stopped being a punch to the gut. My own throat reading me my own rules in a register I would have crossed the street to avoid a month ago.

"Listen to her," Sable said, close to my ear, off to the side. "That's you. That's the part of you that already knows."

Her, she said. About my voice. I let it slide because the voice was already pulling, sweet and slow, and Sable's hand had settled flat on the satin over my caged cock and started to move.

Just her palm. Light. Back and forth over the steel and the pink. The cage let me swell maybe a quarter inch before the bars stopped it cold, and that quarter inch of try, blocked, turned into an ache that bloomed up into my belly. I pushed up into her hand without meaning to and the bars bit and the ache got worse and better at once.

"There it is," she murmured. "Feel that. When you get hard, it hurts. Your body is going to learn that very fast. Hardness is the punishment now."

"That's insane," I got out.

"Mm." She lifted her hand away entirely. The ache throbbed, with nothing touching it, nowhere to go. Then she did something else. She reached up and brushed the back of two fingers along the satin at my hip, light as breath, petting the fabric, not me, and the recorded voice in my ears sighed out a word, soft girl, and a wash of warmth went down through me that had no edge to it at all. No ache. Just easy heat, pooling low, my hips going loose.

"And that," she said. "Softness. Soft brings the warm. Soft brings her voice telling you how good you are. Two buttons, Dominic. One hurts. One feels like sinking into a hot bath. I'm going to press them, over and over, and you're going to tell me which one you'd pick."

"You can't condition me with a hand and a recording."

She laughed, not unkind. "I'm not doing anything. You're the one whose cock is straining at steel because he walked into a room. You're the one who put the panties on in the bathroom and left the key in the box because a card told you to. I just hold the door open."

I opened my mouth to argue and she pressed her palm down on the cage again and dragged it, firm, and the swell hit the bars and the ache spiked white behind my eyes. I gasped. She kept the pressure right at the worst of it.

"Try to get hard for me," she said. "Go on. Prove you're still in charge in there. Get hard."

I couldn't help it. The command itself did it, that contrary thing in me that hears get hard and answers. I surged against the cage and it caught me and held me and the pain rolled up bright and sick and good, and I heard myself make a sound I had never made.

"That's the man who runs a department," she said. "Crying out because his own dick tried to stand up. Now."

She took her hand away. She stroked the satin at my thigh again, that feather touch on fabric only, and leaned in so her breath moved the hair at my ear and let my own recorded voice fill the gap, you want to be soft for her, you want to be good, and my whole body uncurled toward it like a plant toward a window. The warmth came. No bars, no bite. Just the sweet sinking heat and a voice telling me I was good.

"Pick," she whispered.

"This isn't a real choice," I said, and my voice came out high, the trained pitch, betraying me.

"No," she agreed. "It's a better one than that. It's a true one. Stay soft. Stay open. The warm stays. The minute you reach for the man who walked in here, it'll hurt. You're an optimizer, Dominic. You always take the better trade. So take it."

And I did. That is the thing I cannot dress up. Lying there in pink satin with my cock locked in steel, I made my body go slack on purpose, I let the resistance drain out of my hips, because soft did not hurt and hard did, and a part of me that had run cost-benefit on everything my whole life just quietly did the math and chose. The warmth flooded in like a reward I had earned. My eyes stung.

"Good," she breathed, and the praise hit somewhere the ache had hollowed out, and I wanted more of it so badly my throat closed.

She let me float in that for a while. Then she pulled the headphones off, and the room came back, and she was standing over me with something new in her hands.

It was thick. Folded, white going pink at the seams, and when she shook it open it crinkled, loud, a fat plastic rustle that filled the room. My stomach dropped.

"No," I said.

"Posture," she said. "You sit wrong. You clench. Everything you do is bracing for a fight. This holds your hips the way they should sit." She set it on the chair beside my bare legs and it crinkled again, heavy and obscene, the bulk of it spreading wide where my thighs would go. "Lift."

"Dr. Sable. That is not happening."

"You said the cage wouldn't happen. You said the panties wouldn't." She did not raise her voice. She never raises her voice. "You're wearing both. Lift your hips, or get up and go back to your contracts and your expense reports and spend the rest of the week thinking about the warm and not getting it. Your choice. It's always your choice. That's what you can't stand."

That was the cruelest thing she had said, because it was true, and because I lifted my hips.

It came up under me cold at first, then the warmth of my own skin soaked into it, and she taped it on snug, the tabs ripping and pressing, the bulk of it forcing my knees apart so I could not close them if I tried. Locked in lace and crinkle and steel. I lay there spread, padded, the cage aching low, and I had never in my life been so far from the man whose name was on the office door.

"There," she said, and ran her hand down the front of it, over the thick crinkling swell of it, pressing it up against the cage and the satin underneath. "Now you can't even reach yourself. Now there's nothing to do but be soft and let me tell you how pretty you are."

She pressed. The diaper ground up against the caged cock, against the ring, a dull thick pressure with the steel underneath, and that was the moment my body did the unforgivable thing. The warmth started without the voice, without the stroke, just from the heavy press and the helpless spread of my own thighs and the soft pink under everything, and the heat coiled tight and rose, and I was going to come like this, caged, padded, untouched anywhere that should make a man come.

"Oh," she said, watching my face. "Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

"I don't," I said, and pushed up into her hand, into the bulk, chasing it.

"Say what you are." She kept the pressure going, grinding the thick warmth against me in slow circles. "Out loud. In her voice, the one we practiced. Say it and I'll let you have it."

"No."

"Then no." She lifted her hand. The heat hung right at the edge, screaming, nothing touching it.

I lasted maybe ten seconds. "Please," I said, and it came out high and broken in the trained pitch, not mine, hers, the soft girl voice. "Please. I'm soft. I'm a soft good thing, I'm yours, please put your hand back."

"Good." She pressed down hard and ground the warm bulk against the cage and the heat crested and broke and I came with my cock locked and useless inside the steel, spilling weak and wet into the satin and the diaper, my whole body clenching around nothing, my mouth open on a thin high sound while she said good girl, good, that's it, count it, and I gasped one, one, because she made me, and the shame of the number was worse than the cage and I came harder for the shame.

"Again," she said, still pressing, not stopping, while I was still spasming. "You don't get to be done because you're embarrassed."

"I can't," I begged.

"You will." And she worked the heavy diaper against the oversensitive caged ache until the next one tore out of me dry and shaking and too soon, my hips jerking up into the bulk, two, I sobbed, two, and the third she dragged out of me past the point it was a gift at all, grinding slow and mean while I writhed in the wet warm diaper and begged her in that high voice to stop, and she did not stop, and I came a third time on flesh that had nothing left, shaking, leaking, soaked through, three, while the cage throbbed and my own taped-shut thighs trembled around the thing she had put on me.

When she finally lifted her hand I was wrecked, wet, warm everywhere, crinkling every time I breathed.

She did not gloat. She wiped her hand on a towel and let me lie there in the mess she had made me make, and she let me hear myself crinkle, and she let the warmth ebb slow so I would miss it. The cage was still locked. The key was still in the box. I had come three times and the steel had not opened once, and somewhere under the wreck of me an accountant was already noting that soft had paid and hard had cost, every single time, no exceptions.

"You'll wear it home," she said, taping a fresh one on me before she let me up, the cold then the warm, the crinkle filling the room again. "And you'll wear it to work tomorrow. Under the suit. All day. And every time it gets warm and heavy and you have to sit very still at your important desk, you're going to remember which choice felt good."

I should have refused. I had a department to run. I had a reputation made of exactly the thing she was taking apart.

I let her tape it on, and I stood up crinkling in my suit jacket with pink satin and steel and bulk under it, and the worst part, the part I drove home with both hands tight on the wheel trying not to think about, was that I was already counting the hours until Thursday.

She walked me to the door with one hand warm at the small of my back, and just before she opened it she said, low and easy, "Next week we'll talk about a name. You're going to want one. You'll see."


Chapter 5: Keep Your Controls

Three in the morning, and I had the legal pad squared to the edge of the table like that would help. Stopwatch beside it. Pen capped, then uncapped, then capped again.

I am good at this. People pay me to find the seam in a thing and pull until it comes apart. Contracts, supply chains, a budget that someone cooked. I find the lie in the numbers. So I told myself a recording was just numbers too. Sound is a wave. A wave is data. Data has a shape, and a shape can be mapped, and a map can be reversed.

I wrote at the top of the page: KNOWN TRIGGERS. Then under it I started to list.

The soft voice that says good and the way my chest goes loose. The click of the cage when I shift wrong. The crinkle. I made myself write that word. The crinkle, and the warm drop in my gut that came right after, before I even decided to feel anything. I clocked it. I pressed the stopwatch when the thought hit, like a man timing his own pulse. Eight tenths of a second. Stimulus to response, eight tenths of a second, and zero of those tenths were mine.

That number scared me more than anything Sable had ever said.

So I built a defense. If the conditioning worked on timing and repetition, then I could time it back. Map every file. Note where her voice dropped and where it rose. Find the exact spot in each track where my hands went heavy, write it down, learn it cold, and then I would hear it coming. You cannot fall for a magic trick once you know where the coin goes. I have always believed that. It is the one thing I have ever truly believed.

I labeled a fresh page TRACK 01 and another OFF SWITCH and I underlined the second one twice.

Because that was the real plan. Not to stop the sessions. I owed her too much for that. The debt was real, six figures of it, the kind that follows you into every room, and the clinic had bought it from the people who would have broken my legs and called it a service charge. I sat in that chair because the math said I had to. Fine. But a man can pay a debt and keep his own head. I would find the phrase, the sound, the structural weak point that switched the whole thing off, and I would hold it in my back pocket like a key. Then it would be a job. Then it would be mine.

I worked until the window went gray. I filled nine pages. I was almost myself again, which should have been the first warning.

The next afternoon I brought the notebook with me.

I did not hide it well. I think now that I wanted her to see it. Some part of me needed her to know I was still fighting, the way a kid slams a door so a parent will come.

Dr. Sable was already in the room when I came in. She did not look up from the tablet at once. She let me stand there in the dim, in the soft pink things she had put under my clothes, the cage tight, the thick white diaper crinkling with every small shift of my weight. I had stopped arguing about that out loud. I argued in the notebook instead. SESSION ONSET, I had written that morning. PATIENT RETAINS CONTROL.

"You brought work," she said. Her eyes went to the notebook under my arm. She smiled. It was a warm smile. That was the worst part, that none of it ever looked like cruelty.

"Reading," I said. "For my own benefit."

"Show me."

I should have said no. I am a man who says no for a living. I handed it to her.

She read slowly. She turned the pages with one finger. When she got to the one that said OFF SWITCH, twice underlined, something moved at the corner of her mouth and was gone.

"This is very good, Dominic," she said. She set it on the little steel table beside the chair, open, where I could see it. "Truly. I mean that. Keep every page of it."

"You want me to keep it."

"I want you to hold onto your controls." She said the word back to me like it was sweet on her tongue. "All of them. The list, the stopwatch, the plan. A man should keep his hands on the wheel." She tilted her head. "Lie back."

The chair took me the way it always did. Leather warm from the lamp. My own weight pulling me down into it. The headphones settled over my ears and the room dropped away to a low hum, and I gripped my plan like a railing. TRACK 01 starts soft. Forty seconds in, the voice goes low. That is the drop. I will feel it coming. I will count it.

Her voice came through the headphones, and it was not a recording.

"You've done my work for me," she said, close, like her mouth was at my ear. "Every trigger, mapped in your own hand. Do you understand what that means?"

"It means I can switch it off," I said. My tongue was thick.

"It means you went looking for each one. You found them. You sat at your table at three in the morning and you called each one up, one after another, and you felt it, and you wrote it down." A pause. "You practiced them, Dominic. All night. You ran every trigger in your own head, over and over, to study it."

The floor of my stomach went out.

"That's repetition," she said. "That's the only thing this ever needed."

I tried to sit up. My hands would not close on the armrests. They lay there, palms up, heavy as wet sand. The hum in the headphones split into two tones and one of them slid under the other, and the warm drop came, eight tenths of a second, and I could not stop it because the trigger was now the very act of watching for the trigger.

"There it is," she said. "You feel that?"

"Yes." It came out small.

"Whose voice told you to feel it?"

"Yours."

"No." Patient. Kind. "You wrote it down. You taught it to yourself last night. I only pressed play." She let that sit. "Every wall you build, I get to lean on. Every handle you grab so you can steer, I take, and I steer you with it. You want an off switch so badly. Let me show you where it is."

I heard my own breath go ragged in the headphones, fed back to me.

"Say your name," she said.

"Dominic."

The second I reached for it, reached for the hard shape of who I was, the cage bit and the low tone dropped and my whole body lit up wrong, a hot pull straight up through me, and a softer voice under hers said good girl, and the two things hit at once so I could not tell the shame from the want. They were the same wire now. I had spliced them myself, all night, with a stopwatch.

"Again," she said. "Grab for him. Go on."

"Dominic." My hips moved. I did not tell them to. The diaper crinkled loud under me, the bulk of it spreading my thighs, and a wet heat bloomed in it before I understood I had let go, that I had lost that too, warm and spreading and humiliating and the want spiking right behind it. I made a sound I had never made.

"You hear that?" she said. "Every reach for him rings the bell. You wired the bell to your own name." Her voice dropped to almost nothing. "There's no off switch, sweetheart. You built an on switch and labeled it wrong."

"Stop," I said. "Please."

"You don't get to use that word with your old name still in your mouth." Cool now. "Try the new one. You know it. I've said it to you for four weeks. Say it and the ache stops."

I held out. I want it on the record that I held out. I lay there with my own notebook open on the steel table, OFF SWITCH staring up at me, and I gripped Dominic with everything I had, and the cage clamped harder with every grip and the soft voice kept saying good girl, good girl, you're almost there, and the wet warmth pressed up against me where I was locked and could not get hard, the pressure of it grinding the cage against the swollen ache underneath, and the sound of the diaper filling, the slow obscene sag of it, the squelch when I shifted, all of it pouring in through my ears with her voice riding on top.

Taste came next. I did not know hypnosis could taste like anything. My mouth flooded sweet and chemical, the rubbery clinical sweet of the pacifier she had pushed past my lips at some point, my jaw working it without permission, and I was sucking, I could hear myself sucking through the headphones, wet and steady and small, and the rhythm of it dragged me down another floor.

"Good," she breathed. "Listen to you. Listen to what you sound like." She fed it back through the headphones, my own wet suckling, looped, layered under her voice, so I was the recording now, so I was the thing playing into my own ears. "That's the sound of you keeping control."

I broke a little then. The seam went.

"Say it."

"Dominique." It came out around the pacifier, ruined, wet.

Everything in me dropped at once. The ache turned over and became sweetness. The cage stopped fighting me and just held me, snug, kind, and the soft voice flooded both ears with praise, that's my girl, there she is, and my whole body went liquid into the chair. I had reached for the off switch and pulled the trigger instead, and the trigger answered in her name, and her name was mine now, and I had signed it myself in nine pages of careful handwriting.

"Open your eyes."

I did. She was leaning over me. She had a slim black wand in her hand, the head of it big and soft, and she set it against the front of the diaper, right over where the cage held me, and switched it on.

The buzz went through the wet bulk and into me and I arched off the chair. I could not get hard. The cage saw to that. So the feeling had nowhere to go and it just built, a flat unbearable pressure with no peak to break over, a pleasure that climbed and climbed and could not finish.

"You can't come like a man," she said, conversational, watching my face. "Not anymore. That door's locked and I have the key in my coat. But you can come like what you are. You just have to do it the way I tell you." She pressed the wand harder. The squelch was loud, the soaked weight of the diaper grinding the vibration into me. "Beg me. In your name."

"Please," I gasped.

"In your name."

"Dominique, please, please let me."

"Let you what. Say the filthy little word."

"Cum." I had never been so ashamed of a word in my mouth. "Please let me cum, I can't, it won't stop, please."

"Say what you are first."

"A sissy." It fell out of me. "Your sissy. Locked, I'm locked, I can't, I'm just a, please."

"A what."

"A wet little thing that cums in her diaper," I said, and my voice cracked clean down the middle, and the heat in my face was its own separate fire. "Please. Dominique. Please."

"There she is." Soft. Almost tender. "Come on then. Show me."

She pressed the wand flat and held it, and the climbing thing finally tipped, but it did not break the way a man's does. It rolled. It went out through me in long wet waves with no edge to them, my locked cock leaking helpless into the soaked diaper, a thin steady spill that was not a man's release at all, my hips jerking up into the buzz, the obscene squelch of the diaper loud in the quiet room with every twitch. I sobbed around the pacifier. The soft voice in the headphones counted it for me, sweet and slow. That's one. Good girl. That's one.

I thought it was over. It was not over.

"Again," Sable said, and moved the wand a half inch, to the spot that was too much, the spot that was raw already, and the second one ripped up before the first had even finished leaving me. I tried to twist away. Her free hand came down flat on the front of the diaper and pinned me there, in the warmth, in the mess, and held me to it.

"No, no, too much," I said, the words slurring wet. "Please, I can't, it's too."

"You can. You will. You don't get to keep this one either." Her eyes never left mine. "Count with me."

"That's two," I heard myself say. I did not know I had agreed to. "That's two."

"One more."

"I can't."

"One more, Dominique, and then I'll let you rest. You wanted control. This is the only kind you have left, the kind where you do what I say and I take care of you." The wand pressed in. The buzz climbed. "Give me one more and thank me for it."

The third one was the one that took the rest of me. It dragged out long and thin and brutal on flesh that had nothing left, my whole body shaking in the soaked bulk of the diaper, the squelch and the buzz and my own wet sucking all looped together in my ears so I could not find the edge of myself in any of it. My mind went white and small. The words went away. There was just the warmth and the sound and her voice telling me what I was, and somewhere far off my own mouth saying thank you, thank you, thank you, around the rubber, over and over, while it wrung the last of me out into the diaper.

When it stopped I was crying. Quietly. The wand clicked off. The room came back in pieces.

She lifted the pacifier from my mouth with two fingers, wiped the string of spit from my chin with her thumb, and looked at me for a long moment, gentle, almost fond, the way you look at something you have finished making.

"Your notebook," she said. She picked it up off the steel table and laid it open on my chest, on the OFF SWITCH page, so I could feel the cool of the paper through the thin pink top. "Take it home. Add today to it. Every word, every count, in your own hand, just like before."

"Why," I managed. My voice was wrecked.

"Because you'll keep looking for the switch," she said. "And every time you look, you'll find me." She smoothed my hair back from my wet face. "You think this is the bottom. You think I've taken what there is to take." She stood, and her voice went light, and she snapped off the lamp so the room dropped into the dim where the recordings lived. "We are only just beginning."

She left me in the chair to come back to myself, soaked and shaking and counting, against my own will, the seconds until I would want to be here again.

I picked up the pen. My hand was steady. That was the thing I could not forgive. My hand was perfectly steady, and it knew exactly what it wanted to write, and at the top of the fresh page, before I could stop it, before I even decided, it wrote the name. Not mine. Hers. The one she gave me. The one I had reached for at the end like air.

I stared at it on the paper. And under it, slow, in the careful hand I use for things I mean to keep, I started the new list.


Chapter 6: His Own Voice

The lock on the archive door gave on the third try, and then I was inside with the dark pressing close and my own breath too loud in my ears. I clicked the penlight. A thin white circle slid over rows of shelves. Reels in flat boxes. Cassettes in plastic sleeves, each one labeled in Dr. Sable's small even hand. Client numbers, no names. I was here for one number. Mine.

My hands would not hold steady. I told them to and they shook anyway, the beam jumping across the spines while I read. 0, 0, 4, 4. I had memorized it off the intake form weeks ago, back when I still thought a number on a form was a thing I controlled.

The room was colder than the hall. Cork on the walls, foam wedges on the ceiling, the kind of quiet that has weight to it. My heart was loud in that quiet. Old tape and dust, and under it something faint and sweet, the lavender she pumped through the vents in every session, soaked into the cork by now, soaked into everything. My stomach dropped at that smell. My body knew this place even with the lights off.

There. A drawer, not a shelf. Locked, but the same cheap key fit it. Inside, one box marked MASTER and below that my number in red. Heavier than I expected when I lifted it. A full reel, not a cassette. The good stuff. The thing she played back into me a piece at a time.

This was the proof. I knew it the way you know a fact you have already lived. She had scripted me. Every soft word that climbed into my skull and rearranged the furniture, she had written it, recorded it, fed it back. I was going to walk this reel out the door and lay it in front of a lawyer and watch her license burn. I had the off switch in my hands. I finally had it.

There was a deck on the bench by the wall, a reel machine with two empty spindles. My hands knew it from somewhere. I did not let myself think about where. I threaded the tape, snapped it onto the take-up reel, found the play key by feel. The penlight clamped in my teeth. The smell of the room thick at the back of my throat.

I pressed play.

A hiss. Then a voice filled the little room, calm and slow and certain, a man laying out a plan he had thought through for a long time.

It was mine.

Not Sable's. Not some actor she hired. Mine. My own voice, my own flat way of stacking one clause on the next when I want to win an argument, the exact way I sound on a conference call when I am sure I am the smartest one on it.

"Begin with the name," it said. My voice. "When the subject reaches a depth of six and the breathing slows, you introduce the name. Dominique. Spell it for him in the recording. D, o, m, i, n, i, q, u, e. He will resist it on the surface and accept it underneath. That is the point."

I stopped breathing.

"The trigger word answers to her, not to him," my voice went on, patient, pleased with itself. "Every time he grips for control, every time he reaches for the old name, the reach itself fires the trigger. He will think he is fighting his way back. He will be calling her up. Build it so the harder he pulls toward Dominic, the faster Dominique arrives."

The penlight slipped out of my mouth and clattered on the bench. I caught it. My fingers had gone numb.

"He is going to come down here some night and find this," the voice said, and the floor tilted under me, because it was talking to me, it had known, months ago it had known I would be standing here in the dark with my heart coming apart. "He is going to think someone did this to him. No one did this to him. He did. I did. I will not have my mind rewritten by a stranger. So I am writing it myself, every word, and Dr. Sable is only going to hold the record button down. The name is mine. The trigger is mine. The off switch, if I want one, is mine. No one reaches in here but me."

The tape hissed on. I sat down on the floor with my back against the bench because my legs were gone.

She never wrote a word. The thought went through me cold. The voice rebuilding me from the inside, the quiet thing that climbed in every session and loosened every bolt, it was not hers. It was mine. I had dictated my own undoing in that careful win-the-argument voice and signed it with a name I chose, Dominique, and I had built it so that the man who tried to claw back out would only summon her faster.

The control freak's perfect trap. The only person I could never out-argue was the one who built it knowing how I argue.

The overhead lights came on.

I flinched so hard I cracked my elbow on the bench. Dr. Sable stood in the doorway with one hand still on the switch, in a dark coat over nothing I could see, her hair down for once. She was not surprised. She had the look of a woman who had checked a clock and found it right on time.

"You found it," she said.

"This is fake." My voice came out wrong, thin. "You spliced this. You used my session audio and you cut it up to sound like…"

"Play it again, then. Find the splice." She came in and let the door fall shut behind her, and the quiet swallowed us both. "You won't. There isn't one. That's a single take. You talked for forty minutes without notes. I have never met anyone so organized about being taken apart."

Behind her, a second person stepped in.

A woman, younger, in the pale gray scrubs the clinic techs wore. I had seen her at the front desk maybe twice and never learned her name and never would, because here no one used names. She had a tablet under one arm. She looked at me on the floor with my own confession still turning on the spindle, and she did not look shocked either. She looked like staff arriving for a shift.

"Mira logs the sessions," Sable said. "She's seen every minute of your file. She knows you better than your mother does. Stand up."

I did not decide to stand up. My knees did it. The reach toward refusing, toward I will not, crossed my mind, and something else answered it, low in my belly, warm, a loosening like a knot giving. My own trap. The grip fired the trigger. I had built it that way on purpose.

"There he goes," Mira said quietly, watching my face. "Pupils."

"Yes." Sable stepped close. The lavender came off her skin and her coat, and under it the smell of her, and my mouth went wet. "You see now, Dominic? You keep trying to take the wheel. Every grab spins you down. You wrote that. The angrier you get, the deeper she comes up. You can be furious if you like. Be furious. It only helps."

"Stop." It came out as a whisper. My cock was already hard in my slacks, had been since the voice on the tape said her name, and the shame of that crawled up my neck in a hot band. I hated it. I wanted it. The two things were not separate anymore, they were one wire and she had her hand on it.

"On the bench," she said. "Hands flat. Mira, get him out of those."

"I came here to end this," I said, and even as I said it I was turning, I was putting my palms on the cold wood, I was bending. The reach toward stop, toward no, each one dropped me another inch. I was sliding. The room held me like the tape held my voice, and I had threaded it myself.

Mira's hands worked my belt open from behind, unhurried, the way you handle a thing you have handled before. My slacks came down. Under them, what she had me wear now. The diaper crinkled loud in the dead quiet of that room, thick and white and bulging out between my thighs, and the heat of being seen in it by a stranger I would never name hit me worse than anything on the tape.

"He keeps it dry on archive nights," Mira said to Sable, like I was a chart. "Mostly."

"He won't stay dry." Sable came around in front of me and tipped my chin up with two fingers. "Look at me. Not at the floor. You spent months building a self that needs no one. And then you sat in my chair and dictated, in writing, the exact little girl you'd rather be. Dominique doesn't have to win every argument. Dominique doesn't have to hold the wheel. You made her a place to put it all down. You're so tired, aren't you. You've always been so tired."

I was. God help me, I was. The want in her voice was my own want, recorded and aimed back, and there is no defense against your own voice.

"Yes," I said.

"Yes what." Her thumb pressed my lower lip down.

"Yes, Doctor."

"Better." She nodded at Mira. "Show him the heel of your hand."

Mira's hand found me from behind, over the diaper, the heel of it pressed flat against the thick diaper right where my caged cock strained, and she ground it in a slow circle. The diaper shoved against me, dense and warm, and my hips bucked before I told them anything. The crinkle got louder with every roll of her wrist. The chastity cage bit. I could not get hard enough inside it and the ache of that, the want with nowhere to go, made a sound come out of me I would never have let a stranger hear.

"There it is," Sable said. "That's her sound."

"Don't." The word fired the thing in me and I dropped, the floor of me giving out another level, the heat flooding up. My eyes stung. "Please don't, I can't, if I, I'll."

"You'll come in your diaper while a woman whose name you don't know watches you do it," Sable said, flat and kind. "Yes. Say what you are."

"I'm." My throat closed.

Mira's hand did not stop. The heel of it dragged the heavy bulk against my trapped cock and the cage and the clit-spot behind it all at once, over and over, and the squelch of the diaper moving against itself got obscene and loud, and I was leaking into it, the cage soaked, my whole front wet and hot.

"Say it." Sable held my chin so I had to look at her. "You wrote her. Now be her."

"I'm Dominique." It tore out of me. "I'm her, I'm your sissy, I'm a, I'm a thing that comes in her diaper, please, please let me, Doctor, please."

"Beg Mira. She's the one with her hand on you."

I turned my head. The stranger in gray watched me with no expression at all, and that was the worst of it, the bored clinical attention, like grading a sample. "Please," I said to her, to a woman I would forget by morning and who would never forget me. "Please let me come, please, I'll be good, I'll be her, just."

"Count of three," Mira said, not to me, to Sable, checking.

"Drag it out," Sable said. "He likes to be the one who decides when. Take that from him too."

Mira sped her hand and then, right as the heat crested in me, right as my whole body clenched up around the edge, she stopped dead and lifted her hand off.

I sobbed. An honest sob, no dignity in it. My hips chased nothing. "No, no, please, I was, I was right there, please."

"I know you were." Sable stroked my hair back. "That's one you don't get. You'll thank me for it."

"Thank you," I said, and meant it, and hated that I meant it.

Mira's hand returned. Slow circles again, building me back up the long way, and when I got near the edge she pulled off again, and I broke a little more each time, the begging going filthy and small and cracked. The diaper sagged full and heavy between my legs, swollen with how wet I had made it, the weight of it dragging my thighs apart, and the smell of me rose out of it mixed with the lavender, sweat and want and the soaked bulk, and I was past caring who smelled it. Three times she took me to the edge and stole it back. By the third I was not arguing with anything. There was no I left to argue.

"Now," Sable said.

Mira ground the heel of her hand in hard and did not stop, and the warmth tore up through me and out, and I came in the diaper with my cock locked uselessly in its cage, came in long pulses that had nowhere to go and so shook me, the diaper squelching loud and wet against me, my voice gone to broken little sounds against the bench. It went on too long. Past the good part. Into the part where it was too much and Mira kept her hand moving anyway, dragging it out across the oversensitive mess until I was twitching and trying to pull away and could not, pinned between her hand and the bench, sobbing out thank you, thank you, I'm her, I'm Dominique, thank you, the words coming on their own now, the brain offline and the body and the trained mouth running the program I wrote.

When she finally lifted her hand away I sagged onto the bench, cheek on the cold wood, the soaked diaper heavy and ruined between my legs. My own voice still murmured from the reel behind me, calm, certain, laying out the next step in the protocol I had not heard yet.

Sable crouched to my eye level. She did not gloat. That was the thing about her, she never had to.

"You came down here for the off switch," she said. "You're lying on it. You built a door that only locks tighter every time you push it. There's no version of pushing that gets you out. You understand that now, in your body, where you keep the things you actually believe."

"Yes, Doctor."

"You belong in this room now." She said it without weight, a fact off a chart, the truest thing anyone had said to me in my life. "Mira, get him cleaned and changed. And cue the rest of the master for him before he goes. He should hear what he scheduled himself for. He's going to want to be ready."

Mira reached for the reel and turned it back, and my own voice rose up clear and pleased and patient, telling the room what came next, and I lay there in the wet and the lavender and listened to the man I used to be explain exactly what he was going to do to me on Thursday.


Chapter 7: Reaching For Himself

The tape sat between us on Sable's desk, and the morning sun made the plastic shine like something clean. I had not slept. I dropped it on the blotter from a height so it would land hard, so it would mean something.

"Take it back," I said. "Whatever you put in me. I want it out."

Sable looked at the tape, then at me. He did not reach for it. He folded his hands the way a man does when he has all day.

"I never recorded a word," he said. "You did."

"You drove the protocol. You picked the triggers. You named me." My voice cracked on the last word and I hated it.

"I pressed record." He said it without heat. "Everything on that reel is your voice, Dominic. Your phrasing. Your dictation. You sat in that chair and told me, very precisely, that no one was permitted to alter your mind but you. So no one did." He turned one hand over, open. "You built the room. I only kept the door."

I had rehearsed this in the car. I had a list. The list was gone. My mouth was dry and my collar was too tight and under my slacks the cage pressed where it always pressed now, a small steady weight that had stopped being an insult and started being a fact about my body.

"Then tell me how to undo it," I said.

"I can't. You designed it so I couldn't." A thin smile. "That was the point. You were very proud of that."

The room had two chairs and a couch and the long shelf of unmarked reels and a window with the blinds half down. Daylight. No headphones, no soft voice, no dark. Just a man behind a desk and the truth sitting on the blotter where I had thrown it.

"Try," I said. "Say the word that stops it."

"There's a phrase," Sable said. "You recorded it last, after the rest. A failsafe. Your original self left it so the whole program could be wiped." He watched me. "I don't have it. You kept it from me. You wanted to be the only one who could end you."

"Then I'll find it."

"You'll reach for it," he said, "the same way you reach for your own name. And you know now what happens when you reach."

I did know. That was what I had carried out of the archive at three that night and could not put down. The trigger was not his. It was mine. I had wound it into myself like a spring, and learning that had not loosened it one turn. If anything the spring was tighter, because now every time my mind grabbed for the man I used to be, my own hand was on the wire.

I tested it. I could not help it. I thought, hard, deliberately, *my name is Dom*

The rest of the word would not come. My throat went warm. My shoulders dropped half an inch on their own, the spine softening, the knees turning in toward each other under the desk like they had been told. A flush climbed my neck. Behind my ribs something opened and waited, patient, female, and my own voice in my own skull said her name before I could stop it.

*Dominique.*

"There she is," Sable said.

I gripped the arms of the chair. "I didn't say it."

"You didn't have to. You felt her answer." He leaned back. "That's the design, Dominic. You can't reach for yourself without summoning her. The grab is the trigger. So to stay him, you'd have to stop reaching entirely. Stop thinking your own name. Stop wanting it." He spread his hands. "And a man who never reaches for himself again. What is he, by then?"

Gone. That was the answer and he let me arrive at it alone.

I stood up. The cage shifted and I felt it and I hated that I felt it, that even standing in fury my body checked in with the small steel ring like a dog glancing at its leash. I walked to the window. The blinds cut the light into bars across my hands.

"This is a trap with no door," I said.

"It's a trap you bolted from the inside." Sable's chair creaked. "You wanted control so badly you made yourself the lock and the key and then handed the key to a woman who lives in your head. I find it very tidy. You used to find it tidy too. You laughed when you recorded the trigger. I have that on the reel."

I had heard the laugh. In the archive, in the dark, my own dry chuckle on the master, pleased with myself, naming her, building her, certain to the last that nothing I made could ever own me back. The arrogance of him. Of me. I wanted to reach through the tape and break his jaw.

And the reaching did it again. The word for myself rose, the hard short syllable, *Dom*, and snapped off clean, and the warmth came up under my collar like a hand laid flat on my chest, and my hips tipped, and the cage filled the way it had learned to fill, snug and aching and useless, and her name bloomed soft and total behind my eyes.

I made a sound. Small. I pressed my forehead to the cold blind.

"You're doing it on purpose now," Sable said. He had not moved. "Reaching. To feel her come."

"No."

"Three times since you walked in." His voice stayed level, almost kind, and that was the worst of it. "You're exhausted, Dominic. You've spent four days not thinking your own name. You're so tired of holding the door shut that part of you wants to let her walk through it just to rest." A pause. "There's no shame in being tired."

"Stop."

"Reach again. On purpose. All the way this time, instead of catching yourself halfway. See what's actually there." He let that sit. "You've been edging yourself off your own name for days. Pulling back at the last second. It's making you sick. Stop pulling back."

My hands were flat on the windowsill. The bars of light lay across the backs of them and I watched my own knuckles and thought, very clearly, with intent, the whole shape of it, the name my mother gave me, the name on my license, the name I had built a career and a wall around: *I am Dominic, and I am going to walk out of here Dominic.*

I reached all the way for him.

And she answered all the way, and it was like stepping off a kerb you thought was a stair, the floor coming up soft and warm and wrong, and I breathed out through my teeth as the heat rolled down from my throat into my belly and lower, into the cage, which throbbed once, hard, a dull bright ache with no out, no release, just want pinned behind steel. My knees went. I caught the sill. The flush soaked all the way to my ears.

"There," Sable said. "All the way. How does she feel?"

Warm. She was warm. That was the obscene thing, that the answer was not fear, it was warmth, a thick spreading warmth like sinking into a bath that had been drawn for me, that knew my temperature, that had been waiting. My body unclenched into it muscle by muscle and I let it because I was so tired, and the letting was the surrender, and the surrender chose itself this time, no headphones, no dark, no soft voice in my ears, just me at a window in daylight reaching for a man and finding a woman and not pulling back.

"Say her name," Sable said.

"No."

"You're already there. You walked there yourself." His chair creaked closer. "Say it. The first one you give me on purpose, in the light, awake, knowing exactly what you're doing. That's worth more than every one I ever pulled out of you asleep."

My forehead was on the blind. The cage ached. The warmth had pooled low and thick and my hips wanted to move against nothing and I would not let them but they wanted to. I thought of the master reel, my own voice naming her, choosing her, laughing. Authorship. He had used that word once and I had not understood it until now, with my own mouth about to do it.

If I said it forced, it was his. If I said it willing, it was mine. That was the only choice left in the whole locked room. Either she happened to me or I made her. And I was so tired of being a thing things happened to.

"Dominique," I said.

The word came out of me whole and soft and the saying of it sent the warmth surging up my spine and breaking over the back of my skull, and the cage pulsed against the cruel ring of it and gave me nothing and I groaned into the blind with my eyes shut, hips rolling once, helpless, drooling want into steel that would not let me spend it.

"Again," Sable said, behind me now, close, his hand landing warm and flat between my shoulder blades. "I heard you give it. Give it again."

"Dominique." Easier the second time. Filthier. My own.

"Good girl." The hand pressed. "Knees apart."

I spread them. At a window. In the morning. The thick diaper they had locked me into that dawn crinkled and bulged as my thighs parted, the heavy warm pink mass of it between my legs holding the cage forward, and I had stopped, somewhere in the last four days, being able to tell whether the warmth in it was shame or arousal because they had melted into the same heat. Sable's hand slid down my spine to the small of my back and rested on the swell of the diaper through my slacks and pressed it up against me and the cage dragged against the soaked diaper inside and my mouth fell open.

"This is what reaching for him gets you now," Sable said, his voice low at my ear, his hand grinding the bulk slow against my trapped cock. "Every time. You grab for Dominic and you get her, and you get this, padded and dripping and begging at my window in the daylight like the toy you wrote yourself into being. Is it worth it? Keep reaching."

"Please."

"Please what." Grinding. The diaper squelched, wet and warm, an obscene heavy sound, and the cage throbbed against it with nowhere to go.

"Please let me come."

He stopped his hand. The whole warm pressure lifted and the ache flooded into the empty space it left and I heard myself whine, actually whine, forehead grinding on the blind.

"Beg, and I might let you," Sable said.

I begged. I have a law degree and a corner office and a reputation for never raising my voice and I stood at that window in a soaked diaper with my own chosen name still wet on my mouth and I begged him in plain filthy words, please, please let her come, please use me, please, while he held his hand a cruel inch off the diaper and made me say it again and again until the words stopped being mine and became hers, higher, softer, broken.

"Whose name," he said.

"Dominique. Dominique, please, I'm Dominique, let me, please."

He turned me by the shoulder. Sat me back in the chair, slacks down, the heavy wet diaper bared and bulging and crinkling, the cage straining pink and furious behind the front of it. He pulled a slim wand from the desk drawer like it had always been there. He set the head of it against the soaked diaper right over the trapped cage and he turned it on.

The buzz went straight through the wet bulk into steel into me and I came up off the chair. He held it there. He did not let me chase it and he did not let me get away from it, he just pinned it there, the soaked diaper trembling against me with the wand's hum, the squelch of it loud and constant, my hips bucking into a release the cage would not give.

"You don't get to come the way he came," Sable said, watching my face come apart. "You come the way she does now. Through this. Locked. Soaked. Begging." He pressed harder. "Count them for me."

The first one tore through the cage sideways, a dry ruined spasm with nothing coming out, my whole belly clenching, the wand screaming against wet pink, and I sobbed out, "One," because he had told me to.

"Good girl. Reach for your name again. Go on."

I did. Tired, broken, I reached for Dominic and she answered and the answer crested into the wand and I shook. "Two. Two, please, it's too much."

"One more. You always have one more for me." The wand ground down. The diaper squelched, soaked through, warm, the smell of me thick in the daylight, and the third one wrung me out empty and shaking with my own willing name spilling off my lips in a broken loop, hers, hers, hers, until he switched the wand off and laid his hand flat on the trembling wet bulk and just held it, and let me cry, and called me his good girl in a voice I had recorded for him myself.

When I could breathe I was slumped in the chair, soaked, hollow, spent, and not once had they touched the cage's lock.

Sable picked the stolen tape up off the blotter. He weighed it in his hand. Then he held it out to me, calm, certain, the morning bars of light across his knuckles.

"You keep it," he said. "Bring it to the last session. There's one phrase left on it you haven't found yet. The off-switch." He smiled. "We'll see, when it's in your hand and the mic is live, which name you decide to save."


Chapter 8: Made To Remake

The man at the register said it twice before I understood he meant me.

"Sir? Your card, sir."

I was holding the little plastic basket with a carton of eggs and a bag of coffee, and the word went past me like it belonged to someone in the next aisle. He waited. I waited. Then I caught the way he was looking at my hand, the card already half out of my fingers, and I pushed it into the reader and typed numbers I had to think about because the part of me that ran on instinct had wandered off somewhere warm.

Sir. I used to live inside that word. I used to wear it like a good coat.

Now it knocked and nobody home.

I got the eggs into the car and sat with my hands on the wheel and did not start the engine. The parking lot was cold through the windshield, that flat winter sun that gives you light and no heat. My breath fogged. I watched it fog. Somewhere under my work slacks the smooth front panel of the diaper Sable had taped on me that morning crinkled when I shifted, a soft dry sound only I could hear, and my face went hot in an empty car because of a noise no stranger would ever catch.

I had a meeting at eleven. I had a quarterly thing to present, slides I had built myself, a room of people who reported to me. I drove there. I parked. I walked in and a woman from accounts said good morning and I opened my mouth to answer in the flat clipped voice I had used for nine years and what came out was higher, lighter, the vowels rounder, and I shut it before the second word.

She did not notice. That was the part that hollowed me out. Nobody noticed because nobody was looking for the man who used to stand here. There was just a person in a good shirt being a little quiet today.

I got through the slides. I know I did, because afterward people nodded and gathered their laptops. But I could not have told you a word I said. The whole time, under the talking, there was another track running, a soft voice saying my number, the count Sable used, that low even cadence that meant good, that's it, let go, and my body wanted to follow it the way your foot wants the next stair in the dark.

I drove to the clinic after. I told myself I was going to have it out with her. I told myself a lot of things in that car.

The clinic was always the same temperature, a careful warmth that made your shoulders drop before you decided to let them. Sable's room had the two chairs and the speaker grille in the ceiling and the smell of something clean and faintly sweet, like the inside of a new handbag. She was already in her chair when the assistant showed me in. She did not get up.

"You drove here angry," she said. "And you came anyway. Sit down."

"I'm not staying."

"Sit down, Dominique."

The name landed in the soft place behind my breastbone and my knees did the rest. I was in the chair before I had agreed to be in the chair. My thighs pressed together and the diaper gave its little crackle and I hated that the sound steadied me.

"That's not my name," I said. It came out thin.

"It's the name you answer to," she said. "You proved that in the parking lot, didn't you. A man said sir and you couldn't find the person he meant." She let that sit. "Tell me how that felt."

"Like nothing."

"Yes." She almost smiled. "Like nothing. Because there's almost no one left to feel it."

I had come in with a speech. I had it lined up, every grip and handhold of it. You did this. You rewrote me. And I knew, even sitting there, that the moment I reached for the man who could deliver that speech, the moment I reached for Dominic on purpose to throw him at her, the trigger I had built into my own head would catch and she would answer and I would be gone again. The lock and the key were the same shape. To accuse her I had to become the person she had made, and the person she had made did not want to accuse anyone. He wanted to be told he was good.

So I said nothing for a while. The heater ticked. Outside a car door slammed and the cold came in around the window seal and touched the back of my neck, one thin line of January, while the rest of me sat in her careful warmth.

"You think this is the end of it," Sable said. "You think the work is to keep you. A kept thing in a back room." She crossed her legs. "That isn't what we do here. Keeping is cheap. Any cage keeps."

"Then what."

"Stand up. I want to show you something."

She took me down a corridor I had never been let into. Doors with frosted glass, a number on each. From behind one of them came sound, and she stopped me at it and let me listen.

A voice, low and soft and even, doing exactly what hers did to me. The count. The cadence. Good. That's it. You don't have to hold any of it. Let me carry it for a while.

It was a woman's voice. Warm. Practiced.

It was not Sable's.

"New client," she said. "Third session. He's doing well. He fought the first time, the way they all do, the way you did." She watched my face. "Listen to who's bringing him down."

I listened. And under the soft register, under the rounded vowels, there was a thing I knew, a shape in the breath, a little catch on the long words that I had spent thirty one years hearing from the inside of my own skull.

The voice on the other side of the glass was mine.

Not mine as I spoke now. The other one. Dominique. Recorded, smoothed, looped, laid over a stranger like a warm hand on the back of his neck, walking him down the same stairs I had been walked down.

My stomach went out from under me. "That's." I could not finish it.

"That's you," Sable said. "A session from two weeks ago. You were so good that day. So soft and so sure. I kept it." She was close to my ear now, her voice lower than the one behind the glass. "Did you think the soft voices in this building came from me? I don't have the gift for it. I press record. The voices that do the real work, the ones that reach in and take a man apart from the inside, those are the men who came before. Former clients. The ones who were remade well enough to remake the next."

The corridor tilted. I put a hand on the wall. The frosted glass was cool under my palm and beyond it my own stolen voice kept on, gentle, relentless, telling a stranger to let go.

"No," I said.

"That's what you're for," she said, almost tender. "Not a pet. Pets stay in the room. You're going to go out into other men's heads the way I went into yours. You already started. You did it in your sleep, into a microphone, and you did it beautifully." Her hand settled between my shoulder blades, light, warm, and the warmth went straight down my spine and pooled low. "The control freak who swore no one could touch his mind. And here you are, the instrument that touches the next one. By your own voice. Isn't that perfect."

Something in me kicked. The old thing, the thing that built schedules and read contracts twice and trusted no one. It came up fast and hot and I turned on her with it.

"I'll burn the recordings," I said, and my voice dropped, found the flat hard register, found him, found Dominic for one clean second. "I'll walk into that archive and I'll delete every"

The trigger caught.

I felt it go the way you feel a stair that isn't there. The reach toward my own name fired the thing I had wired to my own name, and the floor of me dropped out, and the soft voice in my head, my own soft voice, answered before Sable could. There you are. Good girl. Down you go. And the hard register slid out of my throat like water out of a cracked cup and my eyes went hot and my mouth went loose and I heard the end of my own sentence come out in a small high wobble that wanted to please her.

"please," I finished. Not what I had meant to say. The exact other thing.

"There she is," Sable breathed.

My knees were on the corridor floor. I did not remember choosing that. The diaper bunched thick between my thighs and I pressed down on it without deciding to, and the dry crinkle was loud in the quiet hall, and the pressure of it against me sent a dull pull up into my belly that made my breath shake.

"You see the trap now," Sable said, looking down at me. "Every time you reach for him to fight me, you call her, and she comes to heel. He is the trigger for her. You built the off switch into the on switch. I told you. There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

She crouched in front of me. Her thumb came under my chin and lifted it.

"Stand up. We'll do it properly. Not in a hallway."

She walked me back to her room and I went on legs that did not feel like load-bearing things. She sat me on the wide padded bench against the wall, not the chair this time, and she took her time, and the taking of time was its own pressure, because I knew where it was going and the knowing made me wet before she had touched me at all, and the shame of that, the speed of that, was the hottest part and the worst part fused into one.

"On your back," she said.

I lay back. The bench was warm where the room was warm. She unfastened my slacks and drew them off my legs and left me in nothing but the diaper, that thick obscene white bulge taped high on my hips, crinkling with every breath I took, and she stood over me and looked at it and let me feel her looking.

"Tell me what you are," she said.

"I'm" The word stuck. I reached, by reflex, for the man who would never say it, and the reach fired the trigger again, soft and sick and sweet, down you go, and the no in me dissolved on my tongue and what was left was the answer she wanted. "I'm Dominique."

"More."

"I'm. I'm your sissy." My face burned. The heat of it went down my neck, my chest. "I'm a thing you made. I'm. a voice you use."

"Good." She pressed her flat hand against the front of the diaper, against the swell of it, and ground down slow, and the thick diaper pushed back against everything under it, my clit, the whole aching ridge of me, the cage gone now and only the smooth heat of her hand through all that bulk, and my hips came up off the bench to meet it before my pride could stop them. "Listen to that," she said, as the diaper crinkled loud and crude under her palm. "Listen to how much the instrument likes being played."

"please," I said again. It was becoming the only word I had.

She worked me through the diaper, the heel of her hand rolling against the bulge, the dry crackle of it getting louder and faster, and the sound of it was its own humiliation, this big padded crinkling thing between my legs that a stranger in a checkout line would have died to see, and I was rutting up into it, I was, my heels skidding on the bench, my breath climbing into that high voice that was not the one I had walked in with.

"You don't get to be quiet," she said. "Voices work in this room. Count for me. Out loud. Every one."

The first one took me apart fast and mean. The diaper ground down and something behind my hips pulled tight and snapped and I cried out, high and broken, and the heat of it flooded all the way to my fingers.

"One," I gasped. "that's one."

"Good girl. Don't you dare go soft on me."

She did not stop. That was the cruelty of it, the kindness withdrawn at exactly the wrong second, her hand staying on me while I was still spasming, dragging the next one up out of the wreck of the first before the first had finished. I twisted. I tried to close my legs and the diaper held them spread, thick and heavy and unmovable, and her hand kept its slow brutal circle through it.

"Too much," I said, "it's too" and the trigger waited in my own name and I could not even reach for the man who would have made her stop because reaching for him was how she got summoned, so there was no one left to call, no exit, just her hand and the crinkle and the rising.

"Say it while you come," she said. "Say what you're for."

The second one broke over me longer than the first, my back arching off the bench, the diaper soaked warm under her palm now, and I heard myself, in the high soft stolen voice, sob out the words.

"I'm. for. remaking them. two. oh god that's two. I'm the voice that. that takes them down."

"Yes you are." She did not let up. Her other hand came to my throat, not squeezing, just resting, the weight of it, and that small warmth on my pulse undid something the orgasms hadn't reached. "One more. You've got one more in you. The instrument always has one more."

"I can't"

"You can. You will. Because some part of you wants to be that good. I can feel it. Right here." Her hand pressed flat and ground hard and slow into the swollen ruined bulk of the diaper, and my whole body was one raw nerve, twitching, every press almost more than the meat of me could carry, and the wrong-wrong-wrong of it, the part of me still screaming you do not want this, was getting smaller and farther away, a man yelling from a parking lot I had already driven out of.

The third one did not crest so much as it pulled me under. I stopped making words. My mouth opened and the high voice poured out in a long thin shaking sound and my hips jerked up into her hand again and again past the point where it felt good, into the place where it just felt like being used, like being played, and I let it, I let her, the diaper crinkling obscene and soaked and warm under the slap of her palm, and somewhere in the middle of it I heard, clear as the recording behind the frosted glass, my own soft voice in my own head saying good, that's it, let go, the exact words I had said to a stranger two weeks ago, turned now on me.

"Three," I managed, when I could. Tears at my temples, cold where the warm room touched them. "that's. three."

Sable lifted her hand. She wiped it on a towel without hurry and looked down at me lying there spent and spread in the wrecked diaper, and her face was calm, the way it always was, the calm of someone who pressed record and let the machine do the rest.

"There," she said. "You see? Not kept. Used. There's a difference and you're going to learn to love it."

She buttoned her cuff. She stood.

"Next session we do something we have never done," she said, and for the first time her voice had a thread of something under the calm, something that made the cold line at the back of my neck stand up while the rest of me lay melted. "Your first self left one more recording in that archive. The very first one. Before Dominique, before any of it. A failsafe. The phrase that wipes the whole program clean and gives you back." She tilted her head, watching me hear it. "I'm going to put it in your hand and turn the microphone on. And we'll find out, with the door wide open and the off switch in your fingers, which one of you reaches the recorder first."

She walked to the door. Over her shoulder, mild as weather:

"Get some rest, Dominique. You've got a man to erase. Maybe yourself. We'll see whose voice gets there."


Chapter 9: Signed In Her Name

The reel sat in my palm with the live mic beside it, and Dr. Sable stepped back from the desk like a man done arguing.

"It was always yours to end," she said. "End it, or don't."

I looked at the thing in my hand. Small. Lighter than it should have been for what it carried. The erase head on the deck was warm, she had warmed it on purpose, fingertips on metal while I watched, so I would know it worked. One reel held the failsafe. The counter-phrase my own mouth had recorded in session one, the trapdoor I built before I understood I would need it. Speak it as myself, in my own name, and the whole program wiped clean. Months of this, gone. Dominique, gone.

"You wrote it," she said. "I kept it for you. Now I am giving it back."

My thumb pressed the reel. The plastic flexed. She had told me the truth and that was the worst part, there was no lock on the door, no cuff on my wrist tonight. Just me, the desk, and the choice she said had always been mine.

I opened my mouth to say my name.

The first sound got as far as the back of my throat and the room tilted. Heat dropped through my belly. My knees went loose under the hem of the slip she had me wear, satin sliding cold against the thick bulge between my thighs, and the word fell apart on my tongue. The diaper crinkled when I swayed. Loud. Obscene in the quiet room. I caught the desk edge and the name I reached for was already smoke.

She did not move to help me.

"Try again," she said. "I want to watch you try."

The mechanic was clear to me now. I had broken into the archive to prove she did this to me and found my own voice instead, calm, certain, dictating every line of my undoing because the control freak in me would let no other hand do it. The trigger was mine. I named her into myself. Every grip toward the man I was fired the switch that called the woman, and the woman answered before he could finish standing up.

So I had to hold him steady. Just long enough. Three syllables of my own name into a live mic and I was free.

I gripped the desk and forced it. "Dom."

Wet heat bloomed between my legs before I got the rest out. My cock, locked small in the cage she kept it in, throbbed against pink plastic, and the diaper went warm at the front, a slow spreading flood I did not tell my body to start. I gasped. The shame of it hit before the sound finished, the proud man who walked in here certain his skull was a vault, pissing himself at the sound of his own name. The diaper swelled heavy, sagging, pushing my thighs apart, and I had to hold the desk to stand.

"There she is," Sable said.

"No." My voice came out higher than I wanted. Soft at the edges. Her voice, almost, leaking up through mine. I clamped my jaw. "I'm not. I'm Do."

The cage strained. The trigger caught the reach like a hook in the lip and dragged.

I went.

It was not sleep and it was not surrender, it was a tide pulling out from under the man, the part of me that owned my name stepping back into the dark, and her voice rose to fill the space he left. Warm. Smiling. Mine and not mine. My shoulders dropped. My spine softened. My hand, the one not holding the reel, drifted to the front of the soaked diaper and pressed, and the heel of my palm ground the warm bulk against my caged cock and I whimpered.

Dr. Sable watched me come apart with her arms folded.

"Say your name," she said.

"Dominique." It came easy. Easy as breathing. The relief of it loosened my chest and I hated the relief and the hate dissolved the second it formed.

"Good girl." She crossed to me. Her thumb caught my chin and tipped my face up. Her perfume reached me first, that cold clean smell she wore, clinic and something darker under it, and my mouth watered without permission. "You reached for him. You always reach for him. And every time, you call me instead." She smiled. "You built that. You, the man who would not let anyone rewrite his mind. You rewrote it so it could only ever write me."

"I know." My own admission undid something low in my gut. I pressed the diaper harder. The squelch of it, wet and warm against my skin, made my face burn and made me grind down anyway. "I know I did."

"Then finish it." She nodded at the reel still clenched in my fist. "There is your door. The man left it open for you. All you have to do is hold him long enough to walk through. I will not stop you." She leaned close, lips at my ear, breath warm. "I never had to."

The cruelty was that she was right, and offering, both at once.

She took the reel from my hand. I let her. She fed it onto the deck with the failsafe spooled and ready, threaded past the warm erase head, and she set the live mic upright in front of my mouth and she stepped back.

"Hold him steady," she said. "Say the man's name. Wipe me out. I am standing right here and I will let you."

I looked at the mic. My reflection sat warped in its chrome, slip strap fallen off one shoulder, mouth slack, eyes wet. I reached for him. I reached so hard my teeth ground.

"D," I started.

The flood came again, hot down the front, the diaper already soaked taking more, growing heavier, the warmth spreading back between my cheeks where the plug she had seated this morning sat snug. My cunt, she made me call it that now, the slick stretched ring of my asshole around the plug, clenched and fluttered and would not stop. My knees hit the floor. The diaper squelched loud under me, bulging, obscene, and I knelt there in front of the open door with my own escape on the reel and I could not say the man's name.

"Dominique," I sobbed instead.

"That's my girl."

She came down to her knees in front of me. She did not gloat. That was worse, the calm, the patience, the way she pushed the wet strap back up my shoulder like she had all night. Her hand slid down my belly, over the swollen front of the diaper, and pressed.

"You want it gone?" she asked. "The cage. The name. Me." Her palm worked the bulk in a slow circle and my hips jerked into it before I could stop them. "Then take it. The mic is live. I am not holding you down." Circle. Press. The plug shifted in my ass and I keened. "Hold him steady and speak, control freak. Show me the man who could not be touched."

"I can't." It tore out of me. "Every time I, I reach for him I, I'm gone, you're, it's you."

"Because you made it me." She unsnapped the side of the diaper. The tabs ripped loud. Cold air hit the soaked skin and I shuddered, exposed, the warm wet diaper peeled back, my caged cock straining pink and useless against my belly, the plug's flared base on show. "Look at you. Pissed yourself twice trying to remember who you are." She pushed two fingers against the plug and twisted it and my whole body arched. "This is who you are."

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please." My head dropped. Drool gathered at the corner of my mouth and I let it fall. "Please don't stop."

She pulled the plug free in one slow drag and the stretch and the empty ache of it ripped a cry out of me, my hole gaping, clenching on nothing, and before I could close she had a wand in her other hand, the head of it humming, and she set it against the cage.

The buzz went through the metal into my trapped cock and I screamed into the quiet.

"Count them," she said. "Out loud. You know the words."

The wand pinned the cage and her fingers pushed back into my open ass, two then three, scissoring the slick ring wider, and the wrong-feeling fullness of it, the burn of the stretch, drove me up fast and dirty. My thighs shook around the ruined diaper bunched under me. The smell of it filled the space between us, piss-warm and slick with how wet I was leaking, and I gagged on my own shame and ground back onto her hand anyway.

"I'm, oh, I'm close, I'm." The man's name was nowhere I could reach. There was only her hand and the wand and the buzz crawling up my spine. "That's, that's one coming, please."

"Then come. And thank me."

It tore through the cage, a locked grinding orgasm that had nowhere to go, my caged cock pulsing dry against the humming head, cum leaking thin from the tip with no release behind it, and I sobbed thank you, thank you, thank you into the floor while my ass clamped down on her fingers.

"That's one," she said. She did not pull the wand away. "Keep going."

"It's, it's too much, I can't."

"You can. You will. Your door is still open." She nodded at the deck, the reel turning slow, the failsafe waiting. "Reach for him."

I reached. God help me, I reached, because some splinter of the man still wanted out, and the trigger fired and dropped me lower, her name flooding my mouth, and the second orgasm rolled up on the back of the first before the first finished. The wand on the cage. Her fingers fucking my slick ruined hole, three knuckle-deep, the squelch of it loud and wet and constant. My belly smeared in piss and drool and the cum leaking out of me.

"Two," I gasped. "That's two, that's, oh fuck, that's two."

"Filthy thing." Her voice stayed level. "Say what you are."

"I'm your, I'm your sissy, I'm your girl, I'm a, a wet diaper slut who can't, who can't even say her own name." The words ripped out of me and each one made me clench harder on her hand. "Dominique, I'm Dominique, please, I'm Dominique."

"Yes you are."

She rose. She left me gaping and shaking on the floor and she crossed to the desk and she lifted the mic from its stand. Long cord. She brought it back down to me, knelt, and held it to my mouth.

"Here is your door," she said. "I am putting it in your hand."

She closed my wet fingers around the mic. The deck ran. The failsafe spooled past the erase head, my own voice in there somewhere, the calm man from session one waiting to set me free with three syllables. All I had to do was say them. As him. Hold him steady and speak and it all came undone, the cage off, the name gone, her erased from the inside of my skull where I had written her.

"Last time," Sable said, and her voice was almost gentle. "Say the man's name. I will not move. The head is live, it wipes the second you speak true. Go."

I held the mic. My thumb found the edge of it. I gathered the man up out of the dark, all of him, every proud certain piece, and I held him steady, steady, and I leaned to the live mic and I opened my mouth.

He was right there. Steady. The vault, the control, the man who walked in here.

And I knew, with him held clear and whole in my chest and the off-switch warm under my thumb, that I did not want him.

The wand was gone. Her hands were off me. The door stood open in the most literal way it ever had, and there was no trigger firing now because I was not reaching, I was holding him perfectly still, and that meant the choice was clean. Mine. The thing I built this whole machine to protect. No one rewrites my mind but me.

So I pressed record.

The erase head took the failsafe first, my old voice peeling off the tape into nothing, and over the top of it I spoke. Not his name. Hers. Mine.

"This is Dominique," I said into the mic, clear, steady, the man held still inside me only long enough to sign him away. "There is no off-switch. I checked. I am the master now. Whoever plays this, you wanted control. So did I. This is what control costs." My voice did not shake. "Begin."

The reel ran the new master to the end and clicked.

The room was quiet. The man I had held steady was still there, whole, and he understood what I had just done with him, felt the vault door swing shut from the inside with him sealed in it by his own hand, and the strange thing was the calm. No tide pulling. No trigger. I had not reached for him. I had used him. One last time, the way he always wanted to be used, by no one but himself.

Sable took the mic from my fingers. She lifted the new reel off the deck and held it up to the light, turning it, reading the run of it like she could see my voice on the tape.

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

I knelt in the wreck of the soaked diaper, cum and piss drying on my belly, my ass aching and open, my cage wet, and I looked up at her with the failsafe gone and the door welded shut and nothing left of me that wanted it back.

"Yours," I said. "Mine. Both." I swallowed. "It's the same thing now. I made it the same thing."

Something moved behind her eyes. Not triumph. Closer to recognition, one control freak to another.

"Good." She set the reel in a flat white case and clicked it shut and wrote across the label in clean block letters. INTAKE. She did not write my old name. She wrote the new one. "Get up. Clean yourself. Tomorrow you start at the desk."

"The desk." My voice came out small. Hers and mine, fused, no seam left.

"Every new client signs a waiver." She slid the case into the drawer with the others, a whole row of white spines, former mouths, former vaults, all of them talked open by the ones who came before. "Then they lie back and put on the headphones, and a voice begins." She looked at me. "Tomorrow the voice is yours."

She left me on the floor with the empty deck and the warm head cooling and the case in the drawer with my name on it, and somewhere in the building a new appointment was already on the books, a man certain his mind was the one thing no one could reach, reading the waiver line by line, and I knelt there knowing exactly which line he would stop on, because I wrote it, and I would be the one in his ears when he lay back.


Chapter 10: The Voice Is Hers

The glass was thicker than I remembered. From the booth side it cut the room into something I could study, the way Dr. Sable had once studied me. The new man sat in the chair where I had sat. He had a pen. He clicked it twice, then turned the waiver over to read the back, because men like him always thought the trick was hidden there.

I knew his type the way you know your own face. Thirty-something. A jaw he kept tight to look in charge. A watch he checked when he wanted a reason to look away from her. He had the same straight spine I used to think meant something.

"Clause six," he said into the room. "You record everything."

"Every session," Dr. Sable said. She sat across the desk from him in that same soft gray, the same low calm I had hated and then needed. "It is your voice, after all. You may have copies."

He smiled like he had caught her. "And clause nine. I can stop any time."

"Of course. The off-switch is yours."

The crinkle came when I shifted on the stool. The diaper was thick under the skirt, white, fat between my thighs, and it crackled loud in the small padded booth. Nobody could hear it but me. I had learned to like that. The bulk held my legs a little apart and I let them stay that way, the way she had taught me to sit, and I watched him sign his name on a line I had signed in another life.

My nipples pushed at the front of the dress. The clamps were on under it, two of them, a thin chain between, and every breath dragged them. Dr. Sable had clipped them on me this morning herself, in the booth, before he arrived. "You will want something to hold onto while you work," she had said. Then she had put the headset over my ears and gone out to meet him.

He clicked the pen again. Initialed clause six. Initialed clause nine. He did them all in order, top to bottom, the careful way, and I knew exactly what he was thinking because I had thought it. He thought reading every line was the same as being safe.

"You understand the protocol is built from your own answers," she said. "I do not write anything. You tell me who you are. The recordings only give it back."

"Right." He set the pen down with a little tap. "And you really think this works on a guy like me."

"I think," she said, "you will thank me when it is done."

He laughed at that. Short, sure of himself. I watched his throat move and my own ached, low, the clamps pulling when I leaned to see him better. I knew the laugh. I had laughed it in this chair while a woman in gray told me my mind was already hers and I had decided she was a quack with a soft voice and a clever desk.

She stood. She walked behind him and tilted the chair back, slow, until he was looking at the ceiling, and she put the padded headphones over his ears with both hands. Black foam, heavy, the kind that seals the world out. His hands went flat on the armrests. He was still smiling, but his thumb had started moving on the leather.

Dr. Sable looked up through the glass. At me.

She did not say anything. She did not have to. She lifted one finger toward the board in front of me, the board with the single lit button, and her mouth made the shape of a word that landed in my stomach before I read it.

Begin.

My hand was already on the slider. I had been here every weekday for two weeks now, learning the booth, learning the levels, learning how to ride the gain so the voice came in warm and close instead of flat. The voice on the master. My voice. The intake recording was mine now. They had cut the old neutral track and laid down a new one, the one I had made over six sessions in this same booth, reading the words she fed me from cards, words my first self had dictated, the ones that had remade me, and now they would do it again to him.

I pushed the slider up.

The speaker in his headphones woke. It reached my own monitor, thin and perfect, and it was me. It was the voice I used to clear my throat into every morning trying to find a man in it and never finding one anymore. Soft. Low. Unhurried. A woman's voice telling a man to let his eyes close.

"You don't have to do anything," my voice said to him. "You did the hard part already. You decided to come here. That was you. This is just you, keeping your word."

His thumb stopped moving.

The wrongness of it crawled up the backs of my legs and sat there warm. I was watching a man hear me take him apart and he did not know the woman in his ears was sitting eight feet away in a wet diaper with clamps biting her tits. The shame of it pulled tight and low and slick all at once, and I pressed my thighs together and the diaper gave that fat soft crunch and a pulse went through me hard enough that I bit down.

Dr. Sable had come back into the booth. I had not heard the door. Her hand settled on the back of my neck, warm, sure, and she leaned to my ear so her breath moved the little hairs there.

"Listen to yourself," she said. "Listen to how good you are at this."

"Yes," I whispered. My own recorded voice rolled on under the glass, telling him to feel how heavy his hands were getting, and through the glass his fingers had gone loose on the leather, every one of them.

"Keep your hand on the level," she said. "If you let it drift he wakes up. You hold him under. You. The whole time he thinks it is his own idea."

The clamps dragged as I breathed. She reached down the front of the dress without asking and rolled one between two fingers, slow, and the chain pulled the other and I made a noise I had to swallow because the booth mic might catch it. My hips rocked on the stool. The diaper was already warm from the morning, from earlier, soaked and heavy and pressed up tight against me, and when I shifted it ground against my clit through the thick wet front and I gasped and the slider jumped under my hand.

"Steady," she said. Not sharp. Almost amused. "He felt that. Look."

Through the glass the man's brow had pulled together. My voice in his ears had stuttered the half-second the gain dropped and his hands had tightened, coming back up toward the world. I pushed the level smooth again, fast, and on the track my own soft voice caught him before he could climb out.

"Stay with me," my voice told him. "You are safe. You wrote this. Nobody is in here but you."

His brow smoothed. His hands fell open.

I had done that. The slip and the catch, both of them mine, my hand and my voice working him over from two sides while a woman pinched my clamped nipple hard enough to make my eyes water. I had to keep the slider dead level while she did it. That was the whole cruelty of it and I was so wet the front kept soaking, my cunt clenching on nothing, leaking into the thick white diaper she had taped on me an hour ago.

"You feel that ache," she said into my ear, low, in the exact rhythm of the recorded voice, so I could not tell for a second which voice was hers and which was mine. "That is you giving it to him. Every time you grind on that wet diaper like a needy little thing, your voice goes warmer, and he sinks deeper. He cannot tell the difference. He thinks the heat in your throat is his own peace."

"Oh god." My hips would not stop. The slick front of the diaper rubbed me with every roll and the squelch of it was loud in the small space, obscene, wet, and I could smell myself, the hot smell of how turned on I was mixed into the diaper, and I could not make it stop without lifting my hand off the level and I would not lift my hand off the level.

"Say his name," she said.

On the desk, my recorded voice asked him his name. The real one. The one his mother gave him. He said it, slurred, half under, the proud jaw gone slack.

"Now," she said, "the new one. The one he will answer to when he leaves here. You read it on the card this morning. Say it with your voice so he learns it in yours."

My hand stayed on the slider. My other hand she had taken and pressed down between my legs, flat on the soaked front of the diaper, and she held it there and made me press, made me grind my own palm into the wet swollen mess of myself through the diaper while the man in the chair waited for a name in my voice to tell him who he was now.

I leaned to the booth mic. I kept the level steady. I said the name into the live feed, soft, the way the card told me, and my voice went out under the glass laid right over the recording so the two of me said it together, the woman on the master and the woman in the booth, one name in two breaths, and the man in the chair sighed and his lips moved around it and took it.

I came.

I came with my hand mashed in the wet diaper and the clamps screaming and her teeth on the back of my neck and I had to do it without a sound, the whole thing locked behind my closed mouth, my body jerking on the stool while my hand on the slider did not move one hair. The diaper squelched, soaked, fat and warm, and I rode it through the diaper in tiny helpless rolls, leaking, my cunt pulsing into the mess, and the worst of it, the part that wrung me out hardest, was that my voice never broke. Out under the glass the recording rolled on, calm, sure, telling him how good it felt to let go, and he believed it, and it was me coming in a diaper that put that warmth in the voice that was unmaking him.

"That's one," Dr. Sable said.

She did not let me breathe. Her hand under mine pressed harder, dragged the wet bulk up and down, and the second one was already building because I was past the point where they came one at a time anymore. She had trained that out of me weeks ago. Now they stacked. Now one rolled into the next and I could not get out from under them and that was the point, that had always been the point, that was the thing my first self had asked for in this exact booth without knowing what he was asking.

"He is going under deeper than you did," she said, conversational, watching the man through the glass while she worked me. "You fought me on the first day. You read every clause too, you know. Just like him. He has no idea the voice he is trusting is a man who sat in that chair and swore the same thing he swore."

"Please," I said. Not to stop. I do not even know what I was begging for.

"Beg in your skirt like that, leaking through your diaper at work, and call yourself something true," she said. Her voice had gone flat and mean the way it did when she wanted the shame to do the lifting. "What are you."

"A wet thing," I gasped, the second one cresting, my thighs shaking, the chain jerking between my sore nipples. "A soggy useless little sissy that cums in her diaper while she works."

"While she works," she agreed. "While you do the clinic's job for it. Say it again when it hits."

It hit. "A diaper slut," I sobbed under my breath, soundless, my mouth wide and no air in it, "a leaking sissy hole, I'm cumming, I'm cumming in it again." My hand mashed and the diaper gushed warm and my cunt clamped down on nothing and the booth swam and still, still, the slider under my right hand did not move and the voice under the glass stayed soft and certain and the man took another sentence of me into his skull.

"Two," she said.

Through the glass he had gone all the way slack. Mouth open. Hands turned up on the armrests like he was waiting to be given something. My voice was telling him the new name again, telling him it had always been his, telling him to let the man he walked in as get heavy and sink and stay sunk. He nodded under the headphones. Slow. Agreeing with me. Agreeing with a recording of a person who no longer existed except as the woman shaking apart in the booth.

The third one she pulled out of me with two fingers shoved up under the front of the diaper, past the soaked front, into me, curling, while her thumb ground the wet bulk against my clit and her mouth told me I was nothing, I was the clinic's instrument, I was a hole that talked men under for a living and came in my own piss-warm diaper doing it. I bit the heel of my free hand to keep silent and the level never wavered and I came a third time so hard my vision went to static and I nearly slid off the stool and she held me up by the back of the neck and I kept my right hand dead steady on the slider through all of it because that was the one thing left in me that did not break, the control, the thing I had built the whole machine to protect, the thing that now lived only in my ability to hold a man under while my body was destroyed.

"There," she breathed. "There she is."

The recording reached the end of the induction. My voice told him he would remember none of the booth and all of the calm. Told him the next time the soft voice spoke he would already be hers. Told him to come back up slow, on his own count, his own choice, his whole life still his, every door still open.

I eased the slider down. My hand was shaking now that the work was done. The diaper sagged heavy and cold between my thighs and the clamps throbbed and I sat in the wreck of myself behind the glass and watched the man surface.

He blinked at the ceiling. Dr. Sable was already out there, already lifting the headphones off with both hands, already smiling the smile that gives nothing.

"How do you feel," she asked him.

He sat up. Rubbed his face. Laughed, that same short sure laugh, but slower now, a half-beat behind itself. "Honestly? Fine. Clear. I don't think it took." He reached for the waiver, for the pen, the careful man checking his own work. "Told you. My head's the one thing nobody gets into."

"I am sure you are right," she said.

He looked around the room while he gathered his coat. His eyes went past the glass without stopping, the way mine had once gone past it, seeing only his own reflection and never the booth behind it, never the woman sitting in the dark in a soaked diaper with his whole future recorded in her throat. He did not see me. They never see you. You are the voice and the voice has no face.

At the door he paused. "Same time next week?"

"Same time," she said. "Welcome back."

He left. The door sighed shut. Dr. Sable turned and through the glass she found me in the dark, and she did not smile for him anymore, she smiled for me, slow, the way you smile at your own good work, and she tapped one finger on the desk where his signature was still drying.

The master light on my board glowed steady. My voice loaded and ready for the next one. The chair out there already filling in my mind with the next set jaw, the next careful pen, the next man certain his is the one mind nobody reaches.

I reached up and started the file again from the top, to check the levels for tomorrow, and the booth filled with the sound of her telling a stranger to close his eyes. Soft. Sure. Mine. I sat in the warm heavy ruin of myself and listened to the woman they would never find and could not refuse, and I did not want to be found, and I pressed my thighs together in the wet and let her keep talking.
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