

Diaper Accident Contract

	Before You Begin 
	Copyright & Disclaimer 
	Introduction 
	Prologue 
	Chapter 1: Gravel and Clause Six 
	Chapter 2: The Torch Passes By 
	Chapter 3: Nine Shutters Cranked 
	Chapter 4: Latch on the Alcove Side 
	Chapter 5: The Stripe Was Printed 
	Chapter 6: Three Hundred a Night 
	Chapter 7: Pulling the Bead 
	Chapter 8: Neve’s Headlights 
	Chapter 9: Tissue Paper Clothes 
	Chapter 10: Unicorn, Unprompted, Aloud 
	Still Craving More? 
	About Polly Bane 
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ABDL Little Space, Book 11

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of age play, age regression role-play, and ABDL (Adult Baby/Diaper Lover) dynamics depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. Such depictions represent adult kink dynamics and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors.

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Introduction

I drove the eleven miles of gravel with my hands locked on the wheel and my bladder already arguing with me, the same low, stupid pressure that had put me in a public mess three times before I finally booked the week. Hollow Creek sat at the end of that track like a house that had decided the nearest town could keep its opinions. My name was already on a leather tag on the porch board when I got out of the car. Emlyn pinned a slip beside it in the same breath: a car for ten in the morning, the morning after night seven, as if the house had already finished with me and was only waiting for the calendar to catch up.

I was twenty-seven and tired of lying about wet seats and ruined trousers. Adaline was thirty-nine and already holding the contract when I stepped onto the boards. Eleven clauses. She read them aloud in a voice that did not hurry and did not soften. I signed after clause six because the fee was paid, the gravel was behind me, and finishing the page felt like giving her more of me than I meant to hand over in daylight. Two thousand one hundred dollars for seven nights. Three hundred a night. Paid up front. I told myself I had bought correction, quiet and private, the kind that would put my body back under my own hand.

Suite four smelled of powder and clean cotton. Nobody handed me a diaper. I took one myself from the plain white stack in the linen press because the other shelf looked like a dare I was not ready to take, and the thickness between my thighs when I taped it on made me walk differently before I had even left the alcove. Adaline clipped a card to the outside of my door. One hundred and eighty minutes. She showed me the cotton pull-cord with the wooden bead hanging over the changing bench and told me staff never entered unpulled. Then she said the four words that would follow me all week, calm as a clock.

"Tell me when."

I wanted the schedule to catch me. I wanted a rule that would force my bladder into line and spit me back out onto the gravel with my continence returned and my pride only lightly dented. What I got instead was a house that waited. Six guests including me. Three live-in staff. Observation lounges with shutters I did not yet understand. A cord that rang one flat note when I pulled it, and nowhere else. The card on my door would shrink by twenty minutes every day, and the slip on the porch would hang in plain sight like a countdown I could not bargain with.

That first evening I stood in the corridor and listened to the house settle, thick and loud between my legs, heat already gathering under the plastic in a way that had nothing to do with needing the toilet. Shame sat right beside it. I had come here to stop wetting myself in front of strangers. Somewhere under that, quieter and meaner, something in me already wanted to be seen doing it on purpose. I did not say that out loud. I hung the bead still with my fingers and went to bed under the one-eighty card, telling myself I was a patient with a condition and not a woman who had signed away the right to keep her accidents private.

The gravel was eleven miles long. The car was booked. The cord was mine to pull. I still believed someone else would decide when I failed.


Prologue

The kettle clicked off at six forty on a Tuesday in late October, and the flat still smelled of the toast I had burned while answering a client email with one hand. I stood barefoot on the kitchen tile in the charcoal trousers I wore to every pitch meeting, bladder already pressing a dull, familiar fist behind the zip. Twenty-seven years old and I still timed my mornings around how long I could hold it between the bus stop and the glass doors on Mercer Street.

I ran accounts for a mid size logistics firm downtown. Spreadsheets. Deadlines. A desk that faced the street so nobody could walk up behind me without me knowing. People trusted me with numbers because I never missed a column and never raised my voice. That was the version of me that got the corner desk and the good coffee. That was the version that still worked until the third time my body stopped listening.

The first accident had been on a packed tram at half past five. Warmth spreading through my underwear while a man in a suit stared at his phone two feet away. I got off three stops early and walked home with my coat knotted around my waist, face burning, telling myself it was a one off. The second was worse. A client lunch. White chair. I stood up and left a dark mark I could not explain, and I laughed it off as spilled water while my cunt clenched with a shame so sharp it felt almost like heat. I booked the week at Hollow Creek that same night, fingers shaking over the confirmation form, two thousand one hundred dollars gone before I could talk myself out of it.

I had not told anyone at work. I still wore the same pressed shirts. I still arrived ten minutes early. The crack lived under all of that, quiet and wet and waiting.

Adaline called on the Thursday before I was due to leave. Her name sat on my screen like a dare. I answered because the booking email said intake would confirm by voice, and because some mean little part of me wanted to hear the person who was going to take my continence apart and put it back in order.

“Ivy,” she said. Flat. Calm. No hurry in it. “You paid for seven nights. The car for the morning after is already logged. Tell me what you think you are buying.”

I was standing in my hallway with my coat half on, thirty-nine year old stranger on the line talking like she already owned the clock. My mouth went dry.

“Control,” I said. “I want it quiet. Private. I want to stop wetting myself in public.”

A small sound on her end, almost a breath. “We do padded discipline contracts. Thick diapers. Timed checks. You pull a cord when you need changing. Staff do not walk in otherwise. Does that still sound like what you ordered?”

Diaper. She said the word without softening it. Heat punched low through me so fast I had to lean my shoulder into the wall. My bladder gave a stupid little kick, and for one filthy second I pictured myself thick between the thighs in front of a woman I had never met, and the shame of wanting that picture landed right on top of the wanting.

“Yes,” I said. Too quick. “That is what I ordered.”

“Then pack light. Wear something you can take off without a fight. I will see you on the porch.”

She hung up. I stood there with the phone against my cheek until the screen went dark, cunt tight, pulse loud in my ears, already arguing with myself about what kind of woman gets wet from a schedule she has not even signed.

Saturday morning I locked the flat and put my keys in the bowl by the door like I was only going for a weekend. The city was grey and damp. My overnight bag held two shirts, clean socks, and nothing that would survive a real accident. I told myself that was the point. Correction. A week of someone else’s rules, then back to Mercer Street with a bladder that listened again.

I started the car. The sat nav offered the long way around the ring road. I took the turn toward the countryside instead, eleven miles of gravel waiting at the end of a track I had looked up three times and still could not quite believe I was driving toward. My hands settled on the wheel. The pressure low in my belly was already arguing. Ahead of me the road narrowed, and somewhere past the last set of lights a house was holding a leather tag with my name on it, and a woman who had already asked me what I thought I was buying.


Chapter 1: Gravel and Clause Six

My name was already on the porch board in somebody else’s handwriting, black ink on a leather tag that swung on its hook every time the wind caught the boards, and I was still in the car with the engine ticking down and gravel dust settling on the windscreen.

Late afternoon light cut across the front of Hollow Creek. Eleven miles of track behind me. The house sat quiet and white, three storeys of shuttered windows and a porch that looked like it had been waiting longer than I had. My bladder pressed a dull fist behind the zip of my trousers. I killed the ignition and sat there long enough for the silence to land.

I got out. Emlyn came through the front door with a slip of paper and a pin already between his fingers. Forty-four, grey at the temples, ledger ink still on his thumb. He did not greet me. He walked straight to the board, set the slip in the discharge column beside my tag, and drove the pin through both of them in one clean press.

“Ten in the morning,” he said. “The morning after night seven. Car is booked. Slip stays here.”

I looked at the paper. Ten a.m. Six days and then that hour, already decided, hanging in plain sight while I still had road dust on my shoes. Heat crawled up the back of my neck. The tag with my name on it swung once more and went still.

Adaline stepped onto the boards behind him. Tall. Dark jumper. A folded contract in her hand and a pen clipped to the top sheet. She looked me over the way a woman looks at a delivery she has already signed for, and my cunt gave a stupid, traitorous clench that had nothing to do with needing the toilet.

“Ivy,” she said. “Come up.”

I climbed the three steps. The porch boards were cold under my soles through the thin flats I had worn for the drive. Emlyn took the ledger from the side table and waited with the countersign block open. Adaline unfolded the contract against the porch rail where the light was best and began to read.

Eleven clauses. Her voice did not hurry and did not soften. Clause one named the house and the term: seven nights, discharge car at ten the morning after. Clause two fixed the fee at two thousand one hundred dollars for the week, three hundred a night, paid up front. Clause three put me in thick adult diapers for the full stay. Clause four set timed checks. Clause five said staff never entered a suite unless the guest pulled the cord. Clause six covered consent to examination, change, and discipline under the contract terms, including the line that said the signatory would submit to whatever the schedule required once ink was down.

She read that line without looking up.

I should have kept listening. I should have turned the page. My bladder kicked again, and the word diaper was still sitting in my ears the way it had on the phone, blunt and filthy, and my hand was already out for the pen because finishing the gravel and standing on this porch with a stranger reading my body into a document had burned through whatever patience I had left.

“Where do I sign?”

Adaline tapped the line under clause six. Emlyn held the ledger steady. I signed. My name looked wrong in that tidy block, too neat for what I had just handed over. Emlyn countersigned beneath me, dated it, and closed the book.

Adaline folded the unread pages under and clipped the pen back on.

“Suite four,” she said. “This way.”

We walked the east corridor. The house smelled of powder and hot linen. Somewhere deeper in, water ran through old pipes. My shoes made small sounds on the runner. Hers made none. At the alcove off the observation lounge she stopped me in front of a linen press with two shelves. White diapers stacked on the upper. Unicorn-print on the lower, a bright stripe across the front of every one. A typed card sat taped inside the door. She did not read it to me. She did not hand me anything.

“You take your own,” she said. “Every change.”

I reached for the white stack because the unicorn shelf looked like a joke aimed at a woman who still thought she was here for a cure. The diaper came off thick and stiff, plastic crackling in my hands loud enough that my face went hot. I carried it into suite four ahead of her.

The room was small and warm. Changing bench under the window. Cotton pull-cord with a wooden bead hanging over it. Powder tin on the shelf. No toilet I could see from the door. Adaline closed us in and stood with her back to the wood while I stripped.

Trousers down. Knickers after. The air hit my bare ass and the tops of my thighs, and I was twenty-seven years old with my cunt already wet in front of a woman of thirty-nine who had not raised her voice once. Shame locked low in my belly. I laid the diaper open on the bench and sat, then lay back because standing and trying to tape it myself was going to make a mess of the tabs.

Adaline stepped in close. She did not take the diaper from me. She watched my hands fumble the first tape at my hip, then the second, until the crotch bulked up between my thighs in a thick, crinkling ridge that forced my knees apart. The plastic was cool for one breath. Then my own heat started filling it.

“Front stripe facing out,” she said. “The left tape sits higher when it holds.”

I fixed it. The diaper settled heavy and loud. Every small shift of my hips made it announce itself. Adaline’s gaze dropped to the front of it, to the printed stripe I was already sure would darken the second I lost control, and my bladder clenched like it had been called.

She set a small case on the bench beside my hip and opened it. Lube. A slim black plug. A wand vibrator with a fat head. My mouth went dry.

“Intake check,” she said. “Contract covers it. Tell me when.”

The four words sat in the warm air between us. I could have said nothing. I could have asked for five minutes, for a toilet, for the door. What came out of me was a rasp.

“When.”

I rolled onto my side. Knees drawn up. The diaper crinkled hard under me. She peeled the rear tapes, folded the back panel down, and cool air touched my asshole. A slick finger pressed there without ceremony, circling once, then pushing in to the knuckle. I sucked a breath through my teeth. She added a second finger and opened me on a slow stretch that made my cunt throb against the wet inside of the diaper she had only half undone.

“Loud already,” she said. “And I have barely started.”

The plug came next, cool silicone nosing against my rim. She worked it in with short presses until the widest part dragged through and the base seated flush against me. Full. Wrong. My clit pulsed against the bunched diaper in front and I made a sound I hated.

She switched the wand on. The buzz filled the little room. She set the head straight on my clit through the damp cotton lining and held it there while her other hand twisted the plug a quarter turn.

“Tell me when,” she said.

Heat stacked low and filthy and fast, shame riding it, and the first orgasm ripped up through me while I was still trying to pretend I had dignity left. My asshole clamped on the plug. Cum wet the diaper under the wand head.

“One,” I gasped. “That’s one. Fuck. One.”

“Good.”

She did not lift the wand. She turned the plug again and pushed the vibration harder into my oversensitive clit until I was shaking against the bench, thighs jumping, the diaper crackling with every twitch. The second one tore through uglier than the first, longer, my voice breaking on the number.

“Two. That’s two. Please…”

“Tell me when.”

I did not say stop. I said nothing useful at all. She fucked the plug in short strokes with two fingers braced beside it and kept the wand locked on my clit until the third orgasm smashed through so hard my vision narrowed and I sobbed the count into the bench pad.

“Three. Three. I can’t…”

“Tell me when.”

Four hit while I was still twitching from three, a brutal, dragged crest that left my cunt spasming and my asshole fluttering around the plug and spit on my lip. I got the word out somehow.

“Four. That’s four. Fuck, please, that’s four.”

She eased the wand off. Left the plug in. My whole lower body felt used and ringing. She wiped the wand on a cloth, set it aside, and reseated the back of the diaper over the plug base so the bulk sat even thicker between my cheeks. Tapes pulled snug. The plastic hugged everything. I was soaked inside it already, and none of that wet was piss.

Adaline stood me up. The diaper forced my stance wide. Every step was going to announce me. She walked me to the door, opened it, and clipped a card to the outside frame at eye level.

“One hundred and eighty minutes,” she said. “First interval. It drops twenty a day. You will see the new card when it changes.”

I stood in the doorway thick and dripping and still half shaking, plug seated deep, and looked at the number. One eighty. A stranger with a timed, written right to look at my body, and I had given it to her in ink without finishing the page.

She turned me back to the bench and put my hand on the cotton cord. The wooden bead knocked softly against my knuckles.

“This rings once in the observation lounge,” she said. “Flat note. Staff do not enter a suite unpulled. Only you pull it. That is the whole door policy.”

My fingers closed on the bead. It was smooth and ordinary and somehow worse than the plug still stretching my ass.

Adaline paused at the threshold. The corridor air was cooler than the room. Somewhere down the hall a shutter chain clicked. She looked at the card, then at the thick shape of me in the doorway, then at my face.

“Tell me when.”

She left the door open on the latch and walked away down the runner without waiting for an answer. I stood there in suite four with six days left on a contract I had not finished reading, a plug in my ass, a soaked diaper loud between my thighs, and a card on the wood that had already started counting. The bead swung once against my palm. Night was coming on, and the next check would arrive whether I pulled the cord or tried to hide.


Chapter 2: The Torch Passes By

The wooden bead on the end of the cord swung very slightly above the bench in the dark, every time the house settled. Suite four still held the smell of powder and sex, warm plastic and the salt taste of my own spit drying on my lip. I lay on my back with my knees fallen open, thick and loud between the thighs, the slim black thing still seated deep in my ass under the soaked crotch of the diaper, and the aftershocks of the intake kept twitching through my cunt in mean little kicks I could not stop.

Night had come on fully. The card outside the frame still read one hundred and eighty minutes. My hand had left the bead hours ago. It kept moving on its own, a soft knock of wood against cotton whenever old timber shifted somewhere in the walls. I tasted copper where I had bitten the inside of my cheek during the last crest. The room smelled like a woman who had come too hard and too many times and then been left alone with the evidence.

I did not pull the cord.

Footsteps came down the corridor around midnight. Soft soles. A torch beam slid under the gap in a pale stripe, paused at my threshold, and moved on. The beam never climbed. No knock. No hand on the latch. Whoever held that light walked the whole length of the east wing and left me shut in with my own heat and the crinkle that answered every breath.

Sorrel, I guessed. Night caregiver. The house had three live-in staff and I had met two. The torch passed again an hour later, same route, same refusal to open anything. I tracked it with my eyes open in the dark and felt my bladder start its familiar argument, low and stupid and rising.

Half past one. I knew the hour because the corridor clock chimed once and then went quiet.

I let go.

Warmth flooded the crotch in a helpless rush, spreading fast through the thick layers until the plastic went hot against my skin and the smell of piss rose sharp under the powder. My asshole clenched on the plug. My clit pulsed against the wet lining like it had been waiting for exactly this. Shame hit so hard my throat closed. I lay still in it. The diaper sagged heavier between my legs, loud when I shifted even an inch, and the printed stripe on the outside sat there in the dark where I could not see it change, though I was sure it had.

I could have pulled the bead. One flat note in the lounge. Someone would have come. Instead I pressed my thighs together around the warm mess and decided that keeping it was a kind of privacy. Six days left on a contract I had not finished reading. If nobody opened the suite, nobody owned the accident. Concealment felt like the last scrap of control I still held.

I held out until the grey light.

By dawn the diaper was cold at the edges and still warm at the core, a thick, reeking bulk that forced my knees apart when I sat up. The plug had become a constant pressure I almost forgot until I moved. My mouth tasted foul. The room smelled of ammonia and skin. I put my feet on the floor, stood, and the whole thing announced me in a long crinkle that made my face burn.

I pulled the cord.

The wooden bead jumped. Somewhere beyond the wall a single flat note rang. I sat back on the bench with my hands on my thighs and waited, cunt sticky, bladder empty, heart going too fast for a woman who had only done what her body always did.

She came in without hurry. Dark jumper again. Calm face. She closed us in and stood at the foot of the bench while I sat thick and soaked in the first light.

“Tell me when,” she said.

“When,” I rasped.

She stepped close. Her fingers found the tapes at my hips and peeled them. Cool air hit the wet skin of my thighs and the base of the plug. The smell rose between us, piss and spent heat, and I watched her eyes drop to the printed stripe on the outer panel. She read it. She said nothing about the wetness. Nothing about the sag. Nothing about the hours I had spent lying in it.

She wiped me with a warm cloth that smelled of unscented soap, thorough and impersonal, lifting my hips, cleaning between my cheeks around the silicone, dragging the cloth over my cunt until I twitched. Then she left the plug where it sat and opened a fresh white diaper from the stack I had carried in myself the evening before. She did not hand it to me. She laid it open under me and waited while I settled onto it.

“You held it,” she said. Flat. “All night. In a wet diaper. Without ringing.”

My mouth went dry. “I wanted privacy.”

“At Hollow Creek, nothing is taken from you.” She taped the left hip snug. “So everything you keep has to be hidden on purpose. That is a choice. Choices get written down.”

She finished the right tape. Stood me up. Walked me to the frame and took the schedule card down. I stood in the corridor light with a clean thick diaper loud between my legs and the old wet one folded on the bench behind us, and I watched her write a single word across the blank space where a time should have gone.

Concealment.

She clipped the card back. One hundred and eighty minutes still. The word sat under the number like a charge.

“You came here as a patient with a bladder problem,” she said. “As of this morning you are an offender with a record. Correction aims at honesty now. Not the wetting.”

Heat punched low through me so fast my knees softened. My cunt clenched around nothing. The plug shifted when I swallowed. Defiant curiosity flared under the shame, mean and bright. I wanted to know what the house did to women who hid. I hated that I wanted it.

She walked me back to the bench. Opened the small case again. The wand sat wiped from the night before. She left it. Took out a thicker black shaft, curved, with a flared base, and a bottle of lube that smelled faintly of mint.

“Ass first,” she said. “You spent a night with a slim one in. This is the next size. Tell me when.”

I tasted mint on the air and salt on my tongue. My voice came out broken.

“When.”

“On your belly. Knees under you. Hold still. This is for your own good.”

I got into position. The fresh diaper was only taped at the sides; she folded the back panel down and cool gel touched my rim around the slim plug still seated there. She worked the small one free with a slow twist that made me gasp into the pad. Empty for one breath. Then the thicker shaft pressed against me, blunt and cold with lube, and she pushed until the head breached and my asshole stretched wide around the curve.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Louder. And ask properly if you want more of it.”

I hated her for that. My hips pushed back anyway. The shaft sank deeper, filling me harder than the first had, dragging against something that made my clit throb against the bunched cotton under me. She stopped halfway.

“Please,” I said.

“Please what.”

“Please put it in. All the way. Please fuck my ass with it.”

“Filthy mouth for a woman who hid her piss all night.” She pressed another inch. “Keep begging. I decide when you get to come.”

I begged. Short broken lines into the bench while she worked the thick shaft deeper until the flared base sat flush and my ass felt split and owned. Mint and soap and my own wet cunt filled my nose. She fucked me with it in steady strokes, one hand on my hip, and every thrust shoved my clit against the diaper lining until I was shaking.

“Please let me come,” I gasped. “Please. I will say it. I hid. I hid on purpose. Please finish me.”

“Say what you are.”

“An offender. A woman who lies in wet diapers and calls it privacy. Please. Adaline. Please.”

She reached under me with her free hand and found my clit through the cotton. Two fingers. Hard circles. The shaft in my ass kept moving. Heat stacked filthy and fast and I was right on the edge when she stopped both hands at once.

I sobbed.

“Again,” she said. “Ask like you mean the charge.”

“Please let your dirty little diaper girl come. Please fuck my asshole and make me come for hiding. Please. I need it. I need you to.”

She gave me the fingers back. Gave me the strokes. Held me there until I was babbling the same plea over and over, taste of tears and spit on my tongue, and only then did she push the shaft deep and grind her fingers against my clit until the orgasm tore through me in a long, ugly crest that clamped my ass around the silicone and soaked the fresh crotch under her hand.

I came once. She granted it once. Late. On her terms.

She eased the thick shaft out, wiped it, and seated the slim plug back in its place with a firm press that made me whimper. Tapes pulled snug over everything. I lay there ringing and open-mouthed, the smell of mint lube and fresh piss-fear still in the room, and she wrote nothing else on the card. Concealment was enough.

“Six days remain,” she said. “Week one. The interval stays one eighty until tomorrow. You will not get another free night of silence for free.”

I sat up. The diaper crinkled. My ass ached around the plug in a way that kept my cunt pulsing. I had converted myself. Patient to offender. Body that acted alone to body that decided. The defence was gone.

Footsteps in the corridor again. Heavier than Sorrel’s torch walk. A woman’s voice I did not know yet, warm and dry, speaking to someone at the next threshold.

“New girl in four hid her first wet,” the voice said, almost cheerful. “Card says concealment. Lounge will want a look when the shutters go.”

Adaline’s mouth almost moved. She stepped to my open frame and glanced toward the sound.

“Rosalind,” she said, for my benefit. “Suite beside yours. Fourth contract. She talks.”

A shadow crossed my threshold. A woman in a soft robe, thick herself under it, hair loose, stopped just short of entering and tipped her head at me with a small, knowing smile. Thirty-four, if I had to guess from the lines at her eyes, and entirely unsurprised by the smell of the room.

“Morning, Ivy,” she said. “Welcome to the part where the house stops believing you are only unlucky.”

She moved on toward the alcove. Somewhere past her, chains rattled against wood, a preparatory sound, nine panels waiting for a crank. Adaline put the case away and left my threshold open on the latch.

“Tell me when,” she said from the runner.

I sat on the bench with concealment written under one hundred and eighty minutes, a plug in my ass, a clean diaper already warming, and a stranger’s voice carrying the news of my charge down the hall toward a lounge I had not yet seen with its wall open. The bead hung still above me. For the first time since I signed, I understood that the next thing that happened here would happen because I had asked for it with my silence, and the house was only beginning to answer.


Chapter 3: Nine Shutters Cranked

The dry clatter of nine shutter slats ran left to right along the alcove wall, each panel climbing with a hard wooden knock that made the tea cups on the far side jump in their saucers. I stood barefoot on the runner in suite four’s doorway with the bulk of a clean white diaper locked between my thighs and the curved black toy still seated hard in my asshole, and the sound kept coming. Sorrel worked the crank with both hands. She was thirty-one, sleeves rolled, face blank as a clock. One panel. Two. Three. Afternoon light cut through the gaps in flat bars and laid itself across the change platform in the alcove like a stage mark.

Tea things settled. Porcelain on wood. A spoon against a rim. Five women took the long couch facing me, none of them under twenty-nine, cups held in their laps the way people hold tickets. Rosalind sat at the near end in a soft grey shift, thirty-four and already settled into the cushions like she owned the view. The other four watched without speaking. Adaline stood beside the platform with a folded cloth and a fresh diaper from the white stack, and when the ninth shutter locked open she tipped her chin at the open wall.

“Up,” she said. “On your back. Knees bent. Face the lounge.”

My pulse hit my throat. The open wall showed every inch of me to the couch. I climbed onto the padded surface anyway, because the porch still held my leather tag and the ten o’clock car slip for the morning after night seven, and five days still stood between me and that gravel. I had paid two thousand one hundred dollars to put three public accidents behind me. Walking out mid-contract meant keeping the mess and losing the money. My heels found the far edge. The diaper crinkled loud enough to carry. Heat crawled up my neck before anyone touched me.

Adaline set a palm on my knee and pressed it wider. “Say what you are being changed for.”

My mouth stuck. On the couch, a cup lifted. Rosalind drank and did not look away.

“Ivy.” Adaline’s voice stayed level. “Out loud. The house is listening.”

“Concealment,” I said. The word scraped. “I hid a wetting. Overnight. I didn’t pull the cord.”

“Louder.”

“I hid it.” My cunt clenched under the taped crotch, traitor-quick, and the shame of that clench landed hotter than the admission. “I soaked through and I kept quiet. That is why.”

A low sound moved along the couch. Approval or appetite; I could not tell which. Adaline peeled the left tape, then the right. Cool air hit my skin. She lifted the front of the diaper away and the smell of me rose with it, piss-warm and slick with the arousal I had been pretending was not there. The bulk came off in one pull. My hips jerked. The plug’s flared base sat between my cheeks in plain sight of five strangers with tea.

“Look at that,” Adaline said, almost mild. “Already dripping on the mat and we have not started. Dirty little hole. You came in here to get your bladder under control, and this is what your body does when people watch.”

I shut my eyes. She slapped the inside of my thigh once, sharp.

“Eyes open. You host this. You do not get to hide in your head.”

I opened them. Rosalind’s gaze held mine over the rim of her cup. Sorrel had moved to the side wall with a spiral notebook and a pencil. Adaline rolled the soiled diaper tight and set it aside, then took the wand from the case on the shelf and thumbed it to a low buzz that filled the alcove like a second guest.

“Hold your knees,” she said. “Tell them what you are.”

“I…” My hands locked behind my knees. The position spread me open for the couch. “I’m a guest. I’m here under contract.”

“Try again.” The wand tip kissed my clit through nothing but air and then pressed down. Vibration punched straight into the swollen bud. My hips kicked. “What are you on this platform, Ivy.”

“A diaper slut,” I gasped. The words came filthy because she had already taught my mouth the price of soft ones. “A piss-soaked helpless little diaper baby who hid it. A hole. A whore who gets wet when strangers look.”

“Better.” She ground the wand in a tight circle. My clit jumped under it. Slick ran down toward my asshole around the plug. “You will take what I give you on this platform, and you will not come clean. Every time you get close, I take it away. You leak it out wasted. The lounge counts the mess. Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

She worked the plug in a slow twist, pulling against the rim of my asshole while the wand stayed pinned to my clit. Stretch burned. The toy sat heavier than the first one had, a fat curve that pressed my insides whenever I breathed. She drew it out an inch and pushed it home again. The wet sound of it carried. Someone on the couch shifted. My thighs shook.

“Beg for the next inch like the toy you are.”

“Push it in,” I said, voice breaking. “Stuff my asshole. Use me. Make me take it while they watch.”

Adaline smiled with her mouth only. She pulled the plug free in one long drag that left me empty and clenching at air. Cool gel hit my hole. One finger slid in. Then two. She scissored them open inside me while the wand kept its mean little buzz on my clit, and my cunt leaked a clear string onto the mat.

“Tight,” she said for the lounge. “Even after a night on the slim one. She grips like she still thinks she can refuse.”

Three fingers. The burn went bright. I panted through it. Four. My asshole stretched around her knuckles and the stretch turned to a deep, dirty ache that lit every nerve from the base of my spine to my clit. She folded her thumb in and pressed. The widest part of her hand kissed my rim.

“Breathe,” she said. “You asked for correction. This is what concealment costs when the shutters are open.”

I breathed. She pushed. My hole gave in a wet, ugly yield and her fist seated inside me to the wrist. Full. Too much. The weight of her hand sat in my gut and my clit throbbed under the wand like it had been wired to the stretch. A broken sound left me. On the couch, Rosalind set her cup down without looking away.

Adaline fucked me on her fist in short drives, each one rocking my whole body on the platform. The wand never left my clit. Heat stacked low and fast. My nipples went hard in the open air. Sweat ran between my tits. I was going to come in front of five women with tea and a caregiver who had never once raised her voice.

“Close,” I choked. “I’m…”

She pulled the wand off. Her fist stopped dead inside me. The orgasm hit the wall and broke. Spasms ripped through my cunt with nothing to ride, empty clenches that squeezed her wrist and spilled slick down over her forearm in a wasted gush. I cried out. The sound bounced off the open shutters. Release leaked out of me in weak pulses while Adaline held still and watched my face ruin itself for the lounge.

“Wasted,” she said. “Say thank you for a ruined one.”

“Thank you.” My voice shook. “Thank you for ruining it.”

“Again.” The wand came back harder. Her fist resumed its slow grind. My clit was raw and greedy under the head. In under a minute the climb returned, meaner for the denial. My asshole fluttered around her wrist. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth onto the mat. I heard myself beg without choosing the words.

“Let me have it. Fuck, let me finish. I’ll be good. I’ll pull the cord. I’ll say it every time. Just…”

Off again. Fist still. The second crest tore through half-finished, a messy, leaking shudder that left my thighs jumping and my cunt dripping onto the already dark patch under me. Frustration burned hotter than the stretch. I sobbed once and hated the sound of it.

Sorrel wrote something in the notebook. Rosalind’s lips parted. The woman beside her, dark hair, early thirties, pressed her knees together under her shift.

Adaline eased her fist out. My hole stayed open for a second, a soft gape that made my stomach turn with how visible it was, then fluttered shut around nothing. She wiped her hand on the cloth, reached for a ribbed glass dildo from the shelf, and lined it up with my cunt.

“Hold yourself open,” she said. “Show the couch your pussy while I fill it.”

My fingers spread my lips. Cold glass nudged my entrance and slid in on my own slick. She fucked me with it in long strokes while her other hand pressed the wand back to my clit. The dual pressure shoved me toward a third edge so fast my vision spotted. The dildo bottomed out. The wet slap of it filled the alcove. I smelled myself, sharp and shameless, mixed with the faint soap of the clean diaper waiting on the shelf.

“Name yourself for them,” Adaline said. “Full sentence.”

“I’m a dirty diaper whore who cums for an audience,” I said, each word punched out on a thrust. “I’m a hole. I’m a good little toy. I hide my piss and then I drip for strangers. Fuck me. Ruin me again. I need it.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed flat and final. She drove the dildo harder. The wand jumped a setting. My whole body wound tight around both. I was right there, cunt fluttering, asshole aching empty, clit screaming under the buzz. She yanked the wand away and buried the dildo to the hilt and held it. The orgasm tore out of me anyway, ruined on purpose, a hard full-body clench that milked the glass in helpless pulls while she refused every stroke that would have made it clean. Cum and slick poured around the toy onto the mat in an audible wet rush. My back arched. My mouth opened on a raw cry that the lounge took in with their tea. Spasms kept hitting long after the peak had nowhere to go, leaving me twitching and used and unfinished even as I finished.

Adaline left the dildo in me while I shook. She picked up the fresh diaper, the white one, heavy and loud when she unfolded it, and slid it under my hips. The bulk settled against my soaked skin. She taped the left hip, then the right, snug enough to press the glass toy deeper into my cunt and pin my still-throbbing clit under a fat padded crotch. The crinkle when she smoothed the front was obscene. Weight sat between my legs at once, warm from my own mess, and every tiny shift ground the bulk against me.

“Sit up,” she said. “Stand. Walk the length of the alcove for them.”

I got my feet under me. The diaper sagged a fraction with the slick still leaking into it. Each step crinkled. The glass shaft shifted inside my pussy with every pace. Five faces tracked me. Rosalind’s cheeks had gone pink. Sorrel’s pencil paused.

Adaline stopped me at the open wall. She hooked two fingers into the waistband, tugged the front down enough to show the lounge the wet patch already darkening the inside, then resealed it. Her knuckles dragged over my clit through the diaper on the way out. My knees dipped.

“Interval drops,” she said, loud enough for the couch. “One hundred sixty minutes. Concealment bought you the audience. Tomorrow it drops again. The car still leaves at ten the morning after night seven. Pull the cord when you need changing. Or don’t, and we do this with the shutters open again.”

She wiped the wand, closed the case, and nodded once at Sorrel. Sorrel turned the crank the other way. The first shutter started down. Then the second. The tea cups stayed where they were. Nobody on the couch stood. They would remember my face when I came. They would remember the sound.

I walked back to suite four on weak legs with the glass still buried in me under the taped crotch and the plug’s absence an ache that kept asking for more. The check card on my door already showed the new number in Adaline’s hand, Concealment still written underneath like a brand. I shut my own door. The bead hung over the platform in the quiet. My cunt fluttered around the toy. Slick kept soaking into the diaper in slow pulses I could not stop.

I put my palm flat on the taped front and pressed, once, hard enough to feel the glass tip shove against my cervix, and the truth sat there under my hand with nowhere left to hide it: I had come for them on purpose, in full view, and the part of me that had signed for control had just handed the house a different reason to keep the shutters ready.


Chapter 4: Latch on the Alcove Side

Rain hit the glasshouse roof in a steady sheet, and two inches of hot water around my hips had already gone grey, an hour before anyone had to be anywhere. Rosalind stood in the open doorway with a folded towel over her arm and caught me with my fingers pressed hard to the flared base under the surface, working it in tiny circles while steam lifted off the tub and my thighs floated open in the heat.

She did not look away. She stepped onto the wet stone, shut the door with her heel, and set the towel on the rack as if finding a guest fucking herself on her own seating was ordinary morning traffic.

“Fourth contract,” she said, mild as tea. “You learn the floor plan faster when you stop pretending the walls are the enemy.”

I pulled my hand up so fast water slapped the rim. Heat flooded my face that had nothing to do with the bath. Adaline had drawn the glass out of me at the last change of the night and seated the curved shaft back in its old place before she taped me, and my body had already stopped asking which one it was carrying. Day three of seven. Four days left on the term. The weekly glasshouse soak that started the morning after intake had come around once already this week, and I had claimed the early slot because the house was still quiet and I thought steam might rinse the lounge out of my skin.

“I was adjusting it,” I said.

“You were grinding on it.” Rosalind sat on the low stool beside the tub, robe open enough to show the bulk of her own diaper underneath, and tipped her chin at the closed wall beyond the glass. “Those nine panels you hate. Latch sits on the alcove side. Always has. Guest side. You can shut them yourself any hour without asking. Staff can wind them open. Staff cannot close them for you. Nobody told you because you never put a hand on the wood.”

The information landed hotter than the water. I had stood in that alcove yesterday with strangers drinking tea on the far side of the slats and believed the open wall was a sentence handed down. The latch had been mine the whole time. Warmth crawled up my neck. My nipples tightened above the grey water. The curved shaft in me gave a dull pulse when I shifted, and my clit throbbed against nothing but heat.

“That cannot be right.”

“It is in the house rules the same way the cord is,” Rosalind said. “You pull. They answer. You latch. They leave it. Caregiver never closes what you refuse to close.”

Caregiver. The word sat in the steam like a hand on my throat. I had signed a contract for correction and somehow ended up with a latch I had never touched and a charge written under a number on my door. Concealment. One infraction logged. Stage two seating still holding me open under the waterline.

Rosalind stood, collected nothing, and left me with the rain hammering the glass and my own pulse loud between my legs. I stayed in the grey water because standing meant facing the corridor, and facing the corridor meant deciding whether I was going to pretend I had not just been handed a key.

Adaline came in before I climbed out. Dark jumper. Calm face. A small black remote in one hand and the schedule card for my door in the other. She set both on the stone ledge, rolled her sleeves, and looked at the water, then at my flushed chest, then at the way my knees had drifted apart without my permission.

“Rosalind talks,” she said. “Tell me when.”

“When,” I said, too fast, then hated how ready the word was.

She did not strip me. The diaper I had worn into the glasshouse already sat folded on the rack, tapes peeled, plastic still warm from my body. I was bare in the tub except for the flared base seated flush in my ass, and Adaline reached into the water without ceremony, found the curve of it, and gave one slow twist that dragged a sound out of me I could not swallow.

“Hold the rim,” she said. “You bargained with silence on night one. Today you get a different instrument.”

From her pocket she took a sleek egg, smaller than her palm, already slick. She pressed it against my clit under the water and pushed until it nestled tight, held by the soft give of me and the pressure of my own thighs. A thin cord trailed up over my hip. She clipped the remote free of the wire and showed me the dial.

“I keep this,” she said. “You keep the egg. Warm water conducts. You will feel every click. Tell me when you want it on.”

I stared at the remote in her hand. Something in me that still thought I was here to get clean wanted to refuse. Something meaner and wetter had already clenched around the shaft in my ass at the idea of her walking the house with my clit on a switch.

“On,” I whispered.

She turned the dial one notch. Vibration bloomed low and filthy through the water, straight into my clit, and my hips jerked hard enough to send a wave over the stone. Rain kept sheetting the roof. Steam stuck to my lashes. Adaline watched my face the way she watched a schedule, patient, exacting, and turned the dial another notch without asking again.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

“Louder is fine. Nobody has to be anywhere for an hour.”

She sat on the stool Rosalind had left and rested her wrist on the tub edge with the remote loose in her fingers. The vibration stayed steady, a deep thrum that made my toes curl against the floor of the tub and my asshole flutter around the seating. Heat stacked slow. Not a sprint. A long, deliberate climb while grey water lapped my belly and rain turned the glasshouse into a drum.

I tried to bargain because tenderness made me stupid.

“Close the shutters,” I said. Voice rough. “I will stay dry. Whole nights. You want honesty. I will give you dry sheets and pulled cords on time. Trade me the latch. Privacy for cooperation.”

Adaline did not raise the dial. She did not lower it. The egg kept humming against my clit while she considered me through the steam.

“You are offering terms,” she said. “Not demanding an exception. That is new.”

“I am offering a deal.” Water slapped when I shifted. The shaft in my ass pressed deeper with the motion and the vibration made my voice break on the next line. “Dry nights. Full compliance. You wind them shut and leave them. I can do the contract without the wall open.”

“Staff may not close them at a guest’s request,” she said. “You already heard that from Rosalind. The latch is on your side. If you want them shut, you shut them. I will not trade you a rule that was never mine to sell.”

The refusal should have cooled me. It did the opposite. The egg buzzed on. My cunt clenched around nothing and spit a fresh pulse of slick into the warm water. I gripped the rim harder.

“Then give me something,” I said. “Lower the checks. Take concealment off the card. I paid two thousand one hundred dollars. Three hundred a night. I am not asking to break the term. I am asking to renegotiate how public it is.”

Adaline turned the dial up one more click. Vibration sharpened. My head tipped back against the tub and a long sound tore out of me, half moan, half swear. She leaned in close enough that I smelled soap on her jumper and mint still faint from the lube she had used at dawn on my second morning.

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

The line hit harder than the toy. I shook my head and my hips rolled into the egg anyway, chasing the buzz through the water, thighs trembling, the flared base rocking inside me with every small surge. Shame and heat braided so tight I could not find the edge of either.

“I want the shutters closed,” I said. “That is what I want.”

“You want me holding the remote while you invent trades in a cooling bath,” she said. “You want a caregiver who answers when you ring and ignores you when you hide. You want the contract to catch you and you want to write the catch yourself. Say a true thing or I leave this on low all morning.”

I swallowed steam. Rain hammered. The water had gone from hot to merely warm and still my skin felt scorched where the egg pressed.

“I hated coming in front of them,” I said. “And I got so fucking turned on I could not stop. I keep thinking about the open wall. I keep thinking about the latch. I want to close it and I want someone to stop me closing it. That is the true thing.”

Adaline’s mouth almost moved. She turned the dial higher. The vibration went from deep to mean, a focused snarl against my clit that made my back arch and my fingers slip on the wet rim. She reached into the water with her free hand, found the base of the shaft, and fucked it in short, slow strokes timed to the buzz, not fast enough to tip me, not gentle enough to let me think.

“You do not get to buy silence with dryness,” she said. “Dryness is not currency here. Pulling the cord is. Choosing your own diaper is. Putting your hand on a latch is. You came in as a patient. You are speaking like a participant. Keep going.”

I babbled terms because the toy would not let me hold a clean sentence. Cooperation if she kept the lounge empty. Full use of the egg if she took my name off whatever list put me on display. A promise to pull at every check if she moved the card herself. Each offer came out of me broken by gasps, and each one made her stroke the shaft a little deeper, remote steady in her other hand, rain loud overhead.

“None of that,” she said at last. “I do not sell privacy. I answer bells. Tell me when you want this to crest.”

The old four words. Soft as a trap. I had sworn, somewhere under the gravel and the porch board and the unread clauses, that I would never ask her for an orgasm out loud again after the intake. Asking meant I wanted it. Wanting it meant the house was working. My throat closed around the refusal and the egg kept buzzing and her hand kept working the seating in my ass until the refusal broke.

“Now,” I said. Then, because she waited, because the dial sat between us like a dare, “Make me come. Keep the remote. Do not take it off when I finish. That is what I am giving you. I swore I would not hand you the switch. I am handing it to you.”

“Good.”

She did not spike the dial. She held me in that mean middle range and fucked the curved shaft in a rhythm that matched the rain, relentless, warm water sloshing, my clit swollen and trapped against the egg, and the climax built like a tide instead of a slap. When it took me it took me long, dragging, ugly, my mouth open on a sound that bounced off the glass, asshole clamping hard around the silicone, cunt pulsing out slick into the grey bath while my whole body shook against the rim. She rode me through it without counting, without praise, without lifting the vibe, and the aftershocks kept kicking while she watched my face go slack and wrecked in the steam.

She left the egg where it was. Left the shaft seated. Eased the dial down to a low idle that made my thighs jump every few breaths. Then she stood, wiped her hand on the towel Rosalind had left, and picked up the schedule card from the ledge.

“Interval drops,” she said. “New card. One hundred and forty minutes. Concealment stays written under it. You proposed terms. That means you are in the deal. Standing to complain gets thinner once you start negotiating inside the language.”

She clipped nothing here. The card would go on my door on the way out. I knew that. I lay in the cooling water with a remote buzz still kissing my clit and understood, with a clarity that scared me more than the open shutters had, that I had stopped saying no and started pricing yes.

Adaline held up the remote so I could see it, then slid it into her pocket.

“You gave me this,” she said. “I will use it when the house is quiet and when it is not. You want it off, you pull the cord and say so. That is the whole policy. Same as the door.”

I nodded. Steam thinned. Rain softened to a tap. My voice came out small and already fluent in the house’s grammar.

“If I close the latch myself,” I said, “and I still pull on time, and I stop hiding wet nights, will you note cooperation on the card instead of the charge.”

Not a demand. A proposal. Hollow Creek’s language in my mouth, warm and filthy and mine.

Adaline looked at me for a long second. Then she took a fresh white diaper from the small stack kept dry on the glasshouse shelf, laid it open on the mat beside the tub, and waited for me to climb out into the cooler air with the egg still humming and the shaft still filling me.

“Tell me when,” she said.

I stepped into the open diaper on unsteady legs, water running down my calves, remote buzz stuttering against my clit with every movement, and taped the first hip myself while she watched. The second tape she guided tighter. Plastic settled loud against damp skin. She smoothed the front panel once, checked that the egg’s cord lay flat inside, and only then walked me toward the corridor with the new card in her hand.

Outside suite four she swapped the old interval for the fresh one. One hundred and forty minutes. Concealment still inked beneath the number. She did not speak again. She left me in the doorway with rain sound fading behind the glasshouse wing, a low idle thrum trapped against my clit under clean plastic, and the shape of her pocket where the remote sat like a second cord I could not hang still.

On the alcove side of the lounge wall, nine shutter latches waited in the dim, wood and metal, guest height, untouched by my hand since the hour I arrived.


Chapter 5: The Stripe Was Printed

The tap ran full into the stone sluice at six in the morning, and I stood with my sleeves shoved up watching a printed stripe refuse to do anything at all.

Cold spray hammered the unicorn panel I had stolen from the lower shelf of the linen press before the house was properly awake. Four minutes by the corridor clock chiming through the stone. The bright stripe sat under the flood exactly as it had left the stack, pink and cheerful and unchanged, while the rest of the diaper went heavy and dark and useless in my grip. I turned it. I pressed the print into the stream until my knuckles ached. Nothing. No dye bloom. No darkening. No betrayal. Only ink that had been put there at a factory and would stay there until the plastic tore.

My mouth tasted of metal and last night’s sleep. The egg Adaline had left against me still hummed on its low idle under the white diaper I had taped on after the glasshouse, a private buzz I could not shut off without her remote, and the curved seating in my backside shifted whenever I leaned harder into the sluice rim. Pride made a sound in my throat that was almost a laugh and almost a sob. I had woken believing the stripe reported me. I had spent three nights arranging my failures around a sensor that was not a sensor.

“Four minutes,” I said to the empty sluice room, voice rough. “Do something.”

It did nothing.

Rosalind found me like that, sodden unicorn print dripping from both fists onto the stone, sleeves wet to the elbow, the fresh white bulk between my thighs still loud when I spun toward the doorway. Thirty-four and calm in a robe, she took one look at the ruined thing and made a small, knowing noise that landed louder than the tap.

“Ah,” she said. “Day four. You finally tested it.”

“It is supposed to change.” My tongue felt thick. “It reads wet. That is how she catches me. That is how the house knows.”

Rosalind stepped past me, shut the tap with a sharp twist that left the sluice echoing, and walked me back toward the alcove without touching the dripping print I still held. The linen press stood as it always had. White stack above. Unicorn below. She opened the door wider and tapped the typed sheet stuck inside with one fingernail.

“Read it,” she said. “Out loud. Caregiver rules are for the staff. This one is for you.”

I read because my pride had nowhere else to go.

“Guest selects diaper at every change. Staff are forbidden to hand one over or to comment on the choice. Upper shelf: plain white, preferred by guests preparing for discharge. Lower shelf: unicorn print, available without restriction. Stripe is decorative. Stripe does not indicate wetness. Stripe does not report.”

The words tasted like soap and copper. Decorative. My ears filled with the drip of the ruined unicorn onto stone and the thin whine of the egg still working against me and the distant clatter of someone setting cups in the lounge beyond the shutters.

“Nineteen,” Rosalind said, soft. “I counted for you because you would not. Nineteen plain whites taken with your own fingers since intake. You thought you were being issued the punishment tier. White is the leaving stack. You chose it every time because the unicorn looked like a dare, and nobody corrected you, because nobody is allowed to.”

Nineteen. The number sat in my mouth like a swallowed coin. Every change. Every time I had reached up instead of down. Every time I had believed Adaline was sparing me something worse.

“Then how,” I started, and stopped, because the answer was already chewing through me. “The checks. The wet mornings. Concealment. She knew. She always knew.”

“She knew when you rang,” Rosalind said. “Flat note. Your cord. Staff never walk in unpulled. You hid night one and then you pulled at dawn and told on yourself. You pulled after the lounge. You pull because you want someone to come look. The schedule slip on your door says when she will glance at you if you have not rung. It has never once told you to wet. Adaline does not give orders. She says four words and waits.”

Tell me when. The phrase rose up through three days of steam and rain and porch ink and I heard it properly for the first time, not as a command dressed soft but as a blank she had been holding for me to fill.

A single flat note rang from the lounge wall.

The summons yanked me upright. My sodden prize slapped the sluice rim. Rosalind’s mouth tipped.

“That will be for you,” she said. “Someone heard the tap running this early and wondered which guest was conducting science. Go answer your own bell, Ivy. I will bring the evidence.”

I walked the runner with the egg stuttering against my swollen bud and the thick seating rocking inside me and the white diaper loud enough to announce every step. Pride tried to hold my shoulders square. Pride was losing. The observation seats were filling when I reached the alcove: five guests in soft robes, tea cooling, the nine shutter panels wound wide so the long couch had a clean view of the bench and the press and me. Adaline stood beside the bench in her dark jumper with the remote loose between her fingers and the small case at her hip. She looked at my wet sleeves. She looked at Rosalind arriving behind me with the dripping unicorn held out like a trophy.

“Tell me when,” Adaline said.

The four words hit different now. Not a schedule. An invitation I had been accepting since the porch.

“When,” I said, and heard my own confession in it.

“On the bench. On your back. Knees up. The house is watching and you brought them a demonstration.”

I climbed up. Plastic crackled. Cool air from the lounge side licked my calves. Rosalind laid the soaked unicorn print across my stomach so the unchanged stripe faced the couch, a bright lie I had believed for four days, and the guests made soft sounds of recognition that tasted, somehow, like burnt toast and shame in the back of my throat.

Adaline peeled my tapes. The white diaper fell away. The egg’s cord tugged as she drew the little bullet free of my soaked folds and set it aside still buzzing against the wood. The flared base stayed seated in me, a dark curve holding me open for anyone with eyes. She did not wipe me yet. She let them see the slick on my thighs and the way my hole clenched around silicone when the lounge chain clicked once more for quiet.

“Ivy tested the stripe,” Adaline said to the room, calm as ledger work. “She held a fresh unicorn under a running tap for four minutes. It did not change. It never will. It is printed. Hollow Creek has no sensor. No dye. No tell. Every wet check this week was announced by the guest herself. Nineteen whites chosen by her own reach. Concealment on night one ended when she rang for a change. Caregiver work here is answering. Not catching.”

My face burned. My cunt throbbed in the open air of the alcove. Someone on the couch sipped tea. The sound of porcelain was filthy. I tasted salt where I had bitten my lip.

“Say what you learned,” Adaline said, looking down at me. “Loud enough for the wall.”

I stared at the dripping stripe on my belly. Pride cracked clean down the middle.

“There is no machine reading me,” I said. Voice shaking. “You never detected anything. I pulled the cord. I picked the stack. The interval plaque never told me to go. I scheduled my own fucking humiliations and then hated you for showing up.”

“Good.” She slicked two fingers and pressed them into my cunt without ceremony, curling until I jerked. “Now you understand why obedience is a confession. From this morning, every time you ring, you are asking. Every time you take a diaper, you are choosing. Every time you say when, you are not being forced. You are reporting for what you want.”

Regression slid in under the words like warm milk. I felt small on the bench. Thick seating in my backside. Knees held apart by my own grip on my shins because she had told me to keep them there and I was keeping them there. The lounge breathed. A spoon chimed a cup. My mouth watered with the need to be finished and the terror of being finished in front of people who now knew I had done this to myself.

Adaline worked me with those two fingers in a slow, exact rhythm while her other palm pressed the flared base and rocked the curve inside my ass in opposing strokes. Not fast. A long, cruel climb built for an audience. She talked while she did it, soft enough that I had to strain, loud enough that the couch heard every line.

“You came here for correction and built a persecution story so you could come without admitting appetite. The story is gone. What is left is a twenty-seven year old woman on a public bench asking her caregiver to ruin her because the alternative is admitting she likes the sound of her own bell.”

“Please,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Please. Please finish me. Please let them see. I rang. I chose. I want it.”

She did not rush. She added a third finger and stretched me while the silicone in my ass kept its slow twist, and the taste of my own spit filled my mouth as I panted, and the sound of wet cunt around her knuckles carried past the shutters into the tea quiet. My thighs shook. Heat stacked in a single rising wall instead of sharp peaks. She edged me with patience that felt like punishment and mercy braided, backing off whenever my voice broke into the high note that meant I was close, waiting until my breathing flattened, then driving back in deeper.

“Ask properly,” she said. “Ask like a guest who knows the cord is hers.”

“Please, Adaline. Caregiver. Please make your diaper girl come on the bench where they can hear it. I tested the stripe because I wanted to prove you were cheating. You were not. I was. Please. I need to come for that. For lying to myself. For nineteen whites. For every pull. Please.”

She set her thumb on my swollen bud and rubbed in mean, precise circles timed to the fingers fucking my cunt and the rock of the seating in my ass. The ordeal stretched. Seconds became a long humiliation of almost. The lounge did not look away. Rosalind watched from the press door with her arms folded and something like kindness in her face. My pride finished collapsing into a raw, hungry smallness that wanted only to be taken apart by the woman who had never ordered me to do any of this.

“Now,” I sobbed. “Please now. I am asking. That is me asking.”

“Then take it.”

She did not spike. She held the same relentless rhythm and let the orgasm arrive as a tide that had been denied too long. It took me from the base of my spine outward, a single massive crest that dragged through my cunt in pulsing waves and clamped my ass hard around the curve and tore a broken, ugly sound out of my throat that bounced off the shutter slats and into every cup on the couch. I came shaking, squirting slick over her knuckles, thighs locked, vision narrowing, the ruined unicorn print sliding off my belly onto the floor with a wet slap while I kept coming, kept shuddering, kept making that helpless noise until spit ran from the corner of my mouth and the taste of it mixed with tears. She rode me through the whole of it without counting, without stacking, without mercy, thumb locked on my bud until the climax had wrung itself empty and left me twitching and open mouthed and thoroughly seen.

Silence after, except for my breathing and one guest setting a saucer down with care.

Adaline wiped her fingers on a cloth. Cleaned me with the same thorough patience she used when I still believed she was a jailer. Left the curved seating where it belonged. Then she waited while I sat up on unsteady elbows and reached, myself, for the press.

My fingers hovered at the white shelf out of habit. Nineteen ghosts. I looked at the unicorn stack. At the typed sheet. At the dripping proof on the stone. Pride tried one last flicker and died. I took a unicorn print. Fresh. Dry. Stripe bright and meaningless. I laid it under my hips and taped the first side myself while the lounge watched me choose. Adaline guided the second tape snug and smoothed the front panel so the decoration faced out for anyone who cared to look at ink that would never accuse me again.

She walked me to suite four. Outside the frame she swapped the interval plaque. The number now read one hundred and twenty minutes. Concealment still inked beneath it, a charge that suddenly felt like something I had authored. Three days remained on the seven night term. Week one. Day four. The bead hung over the bench exactly where it had always hung, ordinary cotton and wood, and I understood with a clarity that made my freshly fucked cunt clench that ringing it would never again be an emergency. It would be a request in my own voice.

Adaline paused in the doorway. The remote went back into her pocket. The lounge behind her was still murmuring over tea and the lesson on the floor.

“You spent four days building a persecutor so you would not have to want this,” she said. “The persecutor is gone. What happens next is on your tongue.”

I swallowed. Tasted salt and surrender. Heard my own pulse and the quiet house waiting for a bell only I was allowed to ring.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Three Hundred a Night

“Clause one,” I said, and my voice cracked on the number already. “Seven nights. Discharge car at ten in the morning, after night seven finishes.”

Emlyn sat at the ledger desk with the countersign block still closed under his forearm. Adaline stood behind the blotter in the dark jumper, calm as furniture, and neither of them prompted me. Day five of seven. Two days left until that slip on the porch stopped being a threat and turned into a clock. I had walked into the office before the house was up because the unread pages had been sitting under my ribs since the sluice, and I could not keep pretending page two was blank.

“Clause two. Fee. Two thousand one hundred dollars for the week. Three hundred a night. Paid up front.”

My mouth was dry. The unicorn print between my thighs felt heavier in the quiet of the office than it had in the corridor, plastic warm against skin, the flared base of the curved shaft still seated deep and ordinary now, a weight I carried the way other women carried keys. Powder scent clung to me. Under it, salt and the faint mint that never quite left. Emlyn did not look at my crotch. He looked at the ledger. She looked at my face.

“Clause three. Thick adult diapers for the full stay.”

I stumbled on the word and felt heat climb my neck. Saying it aloud in an office with a blotter and a pen tray made it filthier than saying it on a bench. Emlyn was forty-four and had heard this script more times than I had years, and still he wrote nothing while I butchered his paperwork.

“Clause four. Timed checks.”

My tongue thickened. I kept going because stopping would mean sitting down in the chair she had pulled out for me and admitting I was afraid of the rest of the page.

“Clause five. Staff never enter a suite unless the guest pulls the cord.”

“Clause six. Consent to examination, change, and discipline under the contract terms.”

I knew six. I had signed under six on the porch with gravel still on my shoes. Grief for the woman who had driven those eleven miles arrived sideways, soft and mean, smelling of toast burned in another life and charcoal trousers that no longer fit the shape I made when I walked.

“Clause seven,” I said, slower. “Guest selects diaper at each change. Staff forbidden to issue or comment.”

Rosalind had already made me read that rule off the press card. Hearing it in the office made the nineteen whites sit in my gut like swallowed coins. I chose. I kept choosing. I had been choosing while I told myself I was being sentenced.

“Clause eight. Schedule cards mark observation intervals only. Cards do not instruct elimination.”

My voice went thin. One hundred minutes still hung outside suite four with Concealment inked beneath, and for the first time I heard the plaque as a glance rather than a command. She had never told me when to piss. She had only ever waited for me to ring and then to speak.

“Clause nine.”

I stopped. The paper shook once in my grip. Emlyn’s pen finally moved, a small tick in the margin, confirmation without mercy.

“Clause nine,” I said again, badly, because the sentence wanted to stay unread. “A dry night voids the remaining term. Remaining nights fall. Discharge procedures begin at the next dawn. No appeal except as written in clause eleven.”

Emlyn nodded once. “That is the line. Dry night ends what is left. I move the tag when the clause fires. Not before. Not on request.”

The exit had been printed on page two the whole time. The woman on the gravel had signed for correction and left a trapdoor under her own feet and never looked down. Wanting to stay rose in my throat like nausea. I could not name it. Naming it would kill her for good.

“Clause ten. Week book photographed and bound for each departing guest. Handed at the car. Not retained by the house.”

“Clause eleven.”

Silence stretched. The office smelled of ink, old wood, and the warm plastic scent rising off me in soft waves. She did not fill the quiet. Emlyn did not either. The dynamic broke the ordinary paperwork hour clean in half: I was a guest in thick diaper reading her own leash aloud to two people who already owned the wording, and my pussy pulsed once against the lining as if the sentences themselves had fingers.

“Clause eleven,” I said. “An extension of term may be requested only by the guest, aloud, unprompted, in the lounge, in the presence of staff. The house may never offer extension. The house may never suggest it. Silence from the guest is treated as acceptance of discharge.”

The last line sat in the room like a third person.

She set a form on the blotter. Discharge. Pro rata refund calculated at three hundred a night for whatever nights I walked away from. A pen on top. The paper was clean. The offer was clean. Two days remained on the calendar either way, and the door had just unlocked from my side alone.

“Sign if you want the money back and the car early,” she said. “Or leave the pen where it is. I am not going to invent a reason for you.”

I stared at the refund line until the numbers blurred. Three hundred a night. The fee I had paid to be fixed. The fee that would return to me if I admitted I was finished. My fingers hovered. The woman who had locked her flat and driven out of the city would have signed in a heartbeat. She wanted quiet. She wanted private control. She wanted Mercer Street and pressed shirts and a bladder that listened.

I could not sign. I could not say why. Grief pressed behind my eyes, heavy as the bulk between my legs, and the confession sat on my tongue like something too large to swallow: I did not want the exit. I wanted the cord. I wanted the weight. I wanted her answering a bell I rang on purpose. Saying that aloud would finish the old self for good, and I was still mourning her in an office that smelled of ledger dust and my own heat.

“I can’t,” I whispered.

“Can’t sign, or can’t name the reason,” Emlyn said, mild, already closing the unused refund slip into a folder.

“Both.”

She took the pen away. Left the discharge form where I could still see it. The refusal to take the money was louder than any pull of the bead. Nobody could be blamed for my still being here. Each further night would be a thing I re-chose at supper, and that knowledge settled into my belly with a gravity that made my asshole tighten around silicone.

“You belong in this room now,” she said.

Not suite four. This office. This page. This unlocked door I refused to walk through.

We left Emlyn to his ledger. The corridor runner muted our steps. Suite four waited with the cotton cord hanging over the bench exactly as it always had, wooden bead still, interval plaque still reading one hundred minutes with the old charge underneath. She closed us in. The air held powder and the thicker animal scent of a body that had spent five days padded and used and still hungry.

“On your knees,” she said. “Facing me. Mouth only. Slow. You spent the hour before breakfast reading your own exit and then declining it. Maintenance fits. Tell me when.”

“When,” I said, and the word tasted like surrender dressed as grammar.

I went down. The diaper forced my knees wide on the floorboards. Plastic crinkled under the shift of my weight. The flared base rocked inside me when I settled, a deep dull pressure that made my empty cunt clench on nothing. She pushed her trousers down without ceremony, already slick at the crease of her thighs, and the clean skin scent of her hit me before the salt did. I had not served her like this yet. Intake had been wand and counting. The lounge had been fingers and an audience. The glasshouse had been water and a remote. This was my mouth on her pussy, and the long quiet of a respite hour, and grief still stuck in my throat like a swallowed stone.

I licked first. Flat tongue along her folds, tasting soap and skin and the sharp salt of arousal she had not asked me to notice, while her fingers stayed out of my hair and simply rested at her own hip. No shove. No tempo forced. She let me find the rhythm the way she let me find the cord. Regression slid in warm and low: I felt small on the floor, thick and loud below, mouth busy, a diapered adult woman learning the shape of her caregiver with her tongue because she had just declined three hundred dollars a night and needed something true in its place.

“Deeper when you are ready,” she said. “Not before. You set the pace. I answer.”

I pressed in. Heat and soft weight against my tongue. My jaw ached in a sweet, stupid way. Spit gathered at the corner of my mouth and ran. I breathed through my nose and smelled powder rising off my own crotch, piss-fear that was not piss, arousal that had gone thick and obvious inside the unicorn print. She rocked once, shallow, and the motion pushed the curved shaft against that place inside me that made my eyes water. I moaned against her. The sound was filthy and muffled and mine.

She reached down at last and found the base through the plastic, two fingers pressing, twisting a quarter turn while I sucked her clit between my lips. Not a fucking. A slow work. Maintenance. The silicone turned inside my ass in tiny increments timed to the drag of my mouth, and heat stacked without a peak in sight, a long horizontal burn instead of a climb I could finish. My own bud throbbed against the lining. Slick gathered. The diaper grew heavier with it, scent blooming warmer between my thighs, and still she did not hurry my tongue.

“You drove up here to get rid of accidents,” she said above me, voice even. “Tonight you sat in an office and declined the clean way out. That is discipline you are giving yourself. I am only the mouthpiece. Keep going.”

I kept going. Long strokes. Slow. Spit thick. The weight of her against my face matched the weight of the diaper and the weight of the unread grief. Tears came without drama, salt mixing with spit, and I did not stop to wipe them. She worked the base in that same patient circle, opening me on the curve by degrees until my thighs shook and my knees slipped wider on the boards. No counting. No stacked crest. Only a drawn ordeal of almost, mouth full, ass full, cunt untouched and frantic for contact she refused to give.

“Ask for nothing with your voice,” she said. “Ask with this. If you need air, tap my thigh twice. Otherwise you stay where you put yourself.”

I did not tap. I sealed my mouth harder against her and worked her until her hips stuttered and my throat fluttered with the effort of breathing, and the flared thing in my backside seated somehow fuller under her pressing fingers. Shame and hunger braided. The old Ivy, the one with the burnt toast and the tram accident and the client lunch stain, flickered and dimmed. In her place knelt a woman who had read clause nine and clause eleven and still chosen the blotter’s silence over a refund. Staying had a meaning now. Leaving was free. So remaining cost me my good opinion of the person who had arrived on Saturday, and I paid it with my mouth.

Time went syrupy. My jaw burned. Spit soaked the inside of her thighs. She twisted the base again, slower, meaner, and a long sound tore out of me against her pussy, helpless, small. Slick had turned the crotch of the diaper hot and slippery against me. Each tiny rock of my hips announced me in plastic noise. She let the noise stand. She did not shush it. The suite smelled of sex and powder and the iron tang of tears.

When she finally came it was quiet, a held breath and a hard pulse against my tongue, her thighs locking around my ears while fresh slick flooded my mouth and I swallowed because there was nowhere else for it to go. I kept my mouth on her through the aftershocks the way she had kept toys on me through mine in harder hours, and the tenderness of that patience trapped me tighter than any shutter. She eased back. Wiped my lip with her thumb. Left me kneeling, chin wet, diaper ruined with want, ass still stretched around the curve she had been working the whole time.

“Up on the bench,” she said. “On your belly. I am going to settle that seating and tape you fresh. You will not come. Not today. You declined an exit. You can decline a crest. Both are choices.”

I climbed. Crinkle loud. Face in the pad. She peeled the tapes, wiped me with a warm cloth that smelled of unscented soap, cleaned around the flared base without removing it, and the cloth dragged over my clit just enough to make me jerk and bite the fabric. She stopped short of finishing anything. Fresh unicorn from the stack I had already learned to reach for. Tapes snug. Front panel smoothed so the printed stripe faced the room, decoration and nothing else. The bulk returned louder than before, heavy with the knowledge that I had put myself back into it after holding a refund pen and refusing.

She stood me in the doorway. The plaque still read one hundred minutes. Concealment still sat under the number like a signature I had written myself. Two days remained. Three hundred a night still waited on a form I had not signed. The cord hung above the bench, bead still, ready for a morning I already knew I would fill with my own ringing.

“Supper tonight,” she said. “You will sit with the house and you will know you could have been on gravel instead. That is the whole cost now. Nobody else collects it.”

I nodded. My mouth still tasted of her. My ass still held the curve. Between my legs the fresh diaper held my soaked cunt in a thick, sealed heat that would not cool, a physical fact that clung and throbbed and refused to let go even after her footsteps faded down the runner. The old self was still dying somewhere behind my ribs, quiet and stubborn. What remained stood in suite four on day five, exit unlocked, refund declined, and already listening for the hour when I would pull the bead because wanting it had become the only honest sentence left in my body.


Chapter 7: Pulling the Bead

The single flat note of the lounge bell at twenty past nine in the morning, rung by the only person in the house who was allowed to ring it, still hung in the corridor when I let the wooden bead slip from my fingers.

Day five of seven. Two days left on the term. Week one. The interval plaque outside suite four already read one hundred minutes under the old charge, and I had not waited for anyone to glance at me. I had stood at the bench in the fresh unicorn print she had taped before breakfast, plug seated deep, plastic warm against skin that had not cooled since she smoothed the front, and I had pulled because the craving had nowhere left to hide behind a schedule.

Adaline came without hurry. Dark jumper. Calm face. She closed us in and stood at the foot of the bench while I sat thick and already loud between the thighs, heat gathered under the crotch for reasons that had nothing to do with a full bladder.

“Hands on your knees,” she said. “Legs open. I am going to look first. Tell me when.”

“When.”

Her palms settled on the outside of the diaper and pressed, mapping the bulk, testing the tapes, reading warmth through plastic the way another woman might read a pulse. Inspection first. Always inspection. Fingers traced the printed stripe without comment, then slid under the leg gathers to feel skin, then peeled the left tape with a clean rip that made my cunt clench on nothing. Cool air. The right tape followed. She folded the front panel down and left me bare from navel to mid thigh except for the flared base holding my ass open, and her hands did the rest of the talking.

Cloth. Warm. Unscented soap. She wiped my folds with thorough, impersonal strokes, parted me, checked for wetness that was only slick, cleaned around the silicone until I twitched, then reseated the curve with a firm twist that dragged a sound out of my throat. Fresh unicorn from the stack I reached for myself. She laid it under me and waited while I settled. Tapes snug. Front smoothed outward. She stood me up and left without finishing anything. My clit throbbed against clean lining and got nothing.

That was the first pull. Necessary only in the sense that I had decided it was.

I lasted forty minutes. Corridor clock. Then I pulled again, the first unnecessary one, because the thick shape between my legs had become a second heartbeat and I wanted her hands on me more than I wanted an excuse.

Same ritual. Inspection through plastic. Warmth noted. Texture of the gathers checked with a thumb. Tapes peeled. Cloth over cunt and ass and the base she worked another quarter turn, opening me on the curve until my knees shook. Fresh diaper. Tapes. Door. No crest. She did not even look at my face when she left.

Third pull came before noon. Sorrel arrived with her behind the threshold, camera already raised, thirty-one and quiet in the way night staff get when the week book needs pages. She shot from the runner while the caregiver peeled me open on the bench, while the cloth dragged over my clit just shy of useful, while the plug got twisted and pressed flush again. The shutter clicked three times. Plastic. Hands. My mouth open on a plea I had not been invited to finish. Sorrel lowered the camera and stepped back without a word. The week book would hold that angle for the car. I knew it. My cunt pulsed harder for knowing it.

“You are ringing early,” she said, still wiping me. “The card has not even come due.”

“I know.”

“Then you are not reporting a need. You are asking for contact.” She taped the left hip. “Say that.”

“I am asking for contact.” Heat flooded my face. “I want your hands. I want the change. I want…”

“You want to come.” Flat. “You will not. Not on a pull you invented. Up.”

I stood thick and unfinished and loud. Sorrel’s lens caught the doorway once more as I was walked to the frame. Three photographs for the spiral bound book every departing guest got handed at discharge. Three proofs that I had summoned this myself.

The second unnecessary pull happened mid afternoon, after I had paced the suite until the plastic announced every step and my own slick had made the crotch slippery against my clit. I yanked the bead with a hand that shook. Flat note. She answered. Same thorough care. Same refusal. She inspected me with both palms flattened to the warm front panel, pressed until I gasped, then peeled, wiped, worked the seating in short mean turns that stacked heat without a peak, and taped me fresh while I begged under my breath.

“Please,” I said. “Please just once. I pulled. I chose. Please finish me.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line landed like a slap and a promise braided. I swallowed it. She left me ringing and denied on the bench with the plug resettled deep and the unicorn print smoothed neat, and I understood the new stake with a clarity that made my empty cunt ache: release had become something I might have to ask for by name, in front of people, and she could still refuse.

Fifth pull before supper. The last of the five. Corridor light going gold. I was not wet with piss. I was soaked with want. I pulled anyway because the craving had eaten the last story I used to tell myself about why I ended up on that bench.

Sorrel came again for the second set of shots. Camera up. She framed the moment my tapes came off, the moment the cloth parted my folds, the moment the caregiver’s fingers checked the flared base and fucked it in three slow strokes that made my thighs jump. Click. Click. Click. The house would bind those pages. I would carry them to a car or I would not. Either way the book would show a woman who had outrun her own plaque.

“On your back,” she said. “Knees up. Hands behind your knees. Hold yourself open for inspection. The card is done with you.”

I held. Cool air on wet cunt. Plug base dark between my cheeks. Sorrel shot once more from the shutter side of the open door, then left us. Alone, the caregiver set both palms on my inner thighs and spread me wider, thumbs framing my clit without touching it, and looked until my hips tried to chase contact that was not offered.

“Five rings before supper,” she said. “Two of them empty of any reason except appetite. You have made the interval redundant. So the plaque comes off.”

She left me open on the bench, walked to the frame, and took the card down. One hundred minutes. Concealment. Both gone into her pocket. Bare wood where the schedule had lived since intake. The last external structure between me and my own hunger left the door, and the silence that replaced it was louder than any flat note.

“No more glances on a timer,” she said, returning. “You pull or you do not. That is the whole clock now. You wanted to stop waiting to be caught. Congratulations. There is nothing left to catch you with.”

My mouth went dry. Craving sat naked in the suite with nowhere to point except at me.

“Please,” I whispered. “You said beg.”

“I said I might. Hands stay where they are. You count out loud. Starting at one. And you do not get to choose when it stops.”

She slicked her fingers and pushed two into my cunt without ceremony, curling hard against the place that made my vision narrow, while her other hand gripped the flared base and rocked the curve in opposing strokes. Not gentle. A long, mean climb built out of inspection turned into use. Her thumb finally found my clit and rubbed in tight circles timed to the thrust of her knuckles. Heat stacked filthy and fast after a day of denial. I was already close from five unfinished changes and the empty doorframe where the card had been.

“Please let me…”

“Count when you come. Not before.”

The first orgasm tore through me ugly and sudden, cunt clamping on her fingers, ass locking on the silicone, a broken sound ripping out of my throat while my hands slipped on my own shins.

“One,” I gasped.

“Good. Stay open. That is one.”

She did not ease off. She added a third finger and stretched me while the thumb kept grinding my oversensitive clit, and the second climax hit before the first had finished leaving, longer, meaner, my voice cracking on the number as slick ran down over her wrist onto the pad.

“Two.”

“That is two. One more.”

“I can’t, it is too…”

“You can. You rang five times for hands. These are the hands. Count.”

She fucked me through the oversensitivity without mercy, plug twisting in short brutal turns, fingers crooking, thumb locked on the swollen nerve until the third orgasm smashed through so hard my shoulders came off the bench and I sobbed the count into the warm air of suite four.

“Three.”

“Again.”

“Please…”

“Count.”

Four arrived before three had finished with me, a slow tearing thing that started somewhere behind my knees and climbed until every muscle from thigh to throat locked at once. My heels skidded on the pad. My hands went nerveless on my own shins. She did not slow for any of it, and the number came out of me half sob, shredded.

“Four.”

“One more. You outran the schedule. You can outlast this.”

She pinched my clit between thumb and finger and rubbed while her other hand drove deep, and the fifth orgasm was ripped out of meat that had already given too much, a long shaking ruin that made me wail the number and lose my grip on my knees entirely. I came counting. I came undone. I came because she forced it after a day of refusing, and the taste of that mercy was salt and surrender and the end of every excuse I had left.

“Five,” I choked.

She eased her fingers free. Wiped them. Cleaned me with the same impersonal cloth she had used at twenty past nine, gentler only in the sense that I was already wrecked. Left the plug seated. Waited while I reached, shaking, for another unicorn print and laid it under my hips myself. She taped me snug. Smoothed the front. Stood me in the doorway where the plaque no longer hung.

Bare wood. No number. No charge. Only the cord above the bench and a body that now had to admit every ring was appetite speaking in its own voice.

“Supper in the lounge,” she said. “You will sit with the house knowing the card is gone because you made it useless. Tomorrow the interval would have dropped to eighty if you had left it alone. You did not. So there is no interval. Only you.”

I nodded. Plastic loud between my thighs. Ass full. Cunt still twitching through aftershocks. Day five. Two days remaining. Five pulls before supper, two of them unnecessary, two of them already in the week book under Sorrel’s lens, and the schedule stripped off my door like a scab I had picked myself.

She paused on the runner, calm as ever, and glanced once at the empty frame.

“Eat. Then decide whether you ring again tonight. If you do, you ask for the finish by name, in front of whoever is in the seats. That is the new cost of having no card left to blame. Tell me when you have chosen.”

She walked away. I stood in suite four with the bead hanging still above the bench, the last external clock gone, and the whole hungry shape of what came next waiting on my tongue for the hour after supper when the lounge filled and I would have to say it aloud or learn how to sit with a craving I could no longer pretend belonged to anyone else.


Chapter 8: Neve’s Headlights

Asecond set of headlights swung across the porch board, cutting the leather tags into hard white edges, and somebody else’s name went up on a hook while the gravel still hissed under tires.

I stood in the open doorway with supper heat still in my cheeks and the thick unicorn print loud between my thighs, plug seated deep, body still loose and ringing from the five finishes she had dragged out of me the afternoon before. Day six of seven. One day remained. The boards smelled of cold air and powder blown out from the corridor. Emlyn came through with a fresh leather tag and a pin already waiting between his fingers. He did not look at me. He set the new name in the intake column, the same column that had held mine when I first climbed these steps, and drove the pin home in one clean press.

Neve.

Twenty-nine. Coat still on. Overnight bag at her heel. She stared at her own name the way I had stared at mine, bladder already arguing behind a city zip, face carefully blank. Emlyn pinned her ten a.m. slip in the discharge column without ceremony. Adaline stepped onto the boards with the folded contract and the same calm she had used on me, and the headlights died, and the dusk settled in around the three of them like a held breath.

I should have gone back to suite four. The cord was there. The bare wood where the plaque had been was there. Instead I stayed and watched another woman sign after the early clauses, watched Emlyn countersign, watched Adaline walk her toward the east corridor with the same unhurried stride that had once made my mouth go dry on gravel dust. Jealousy arrived low and mean, hotter than shame. Somebody else was getting the porch. Somebody else was about to take a diaper off the press with her own hand and learn the weight of plastic for the first time.

The lounge filled for her hour one change. Nine shutter panels already open. Tea. Soft robes. Rosalind on the long couch with a look that said she had seen this intake theater more times than she bothered to count. Sorrel at the wall with the camera down for once, waiting. I took a seat because standing would have made the crinkle announce how hard I was listening. Neve came into the alcove flushed and thick in a fresh white diaper she had clearly chosen the way I once had, stripe facing out, tapes a little crooked. Adaline stood at the bench and said the four words to her, quiet enough that the couch had to lean.

“Tell me when.”

“When,” Neve whispered, and the house made that soft collective sound of recognition, and I hated her for how new the word still was in her mouth.

They peeled her. Wiped her. Seated a slim plug while she gasped into the pad. Taped her snug again. Sorrel finally lifted the camera for three frames of a woman who had not yet learned what the cord meant. I sat with my own bulk hot between my legs and the curved base rocking when I shifted, and every polite sip of tea on that couch scraped my nerves raw. Neve was getting looked at. Neve was getting handled. Neve still had a card coming for her door. I had stripped my own schedule off by ringing five times for contact, and now the reward for that appetite was watching a stranger receive the attention I had burned my plaque to earn.

When they walked her to whatever suite had been opened for first night, the lounge thinned. I stayed. Adaline came back through the shutter line with the small case at her hip and found me still in the seat, palms flat on my thighs, unicorn print warm and obvious.

“You are vibrating,” she said. “Not the toy. You.”

“I want to serve,” I said. The sentence surprised me with how ready it was. “Mouth. Hands. Whatever you will take. Please. Not a change. Not a wipe. Let me worship you.”

She studied me the way she studied ledgers. The lounge was not empty. Two guests remained with cooling cups. Rosalind had not left. The temperature in the room felt cooler than the corridor, a draft off the open wall that made the plastic against my skin feel louder.

“On the floor,” she said. “In front of the bench. Face toward me. You set the pace. I do not finish you for free tonight. Tell me when.”

“When.”

I went down. The diaper forced my knees wide on the boards. Plastic crackled. The flared base shifted deep and dragged a sound out of me I tried to swallow. She freed the front of her trousers without hurry and the clean scent of her hit me before anything else, soap and skin and the faint salt of a long day. I leaned in and kissed the soft hair first, then lower, flat tongue finding her with a patience I had not known I owned. Worship, not a race. I licked slow. I breathed her in. Spit gathered at the corner of my mouth. Behind me someone set a saucer down with care, and the sound of porcelain in a quiet room felt filthier than any shutter click.

“Deeper when you mean it,” she said above me. “You watched a new guest take your porch light and now you are on your knees trying to buy the old heat back. Say that with your mouth busy.”

I could not say it with my mouth busy, so I moaned it into her instead, a broken affirmative against wet flesh, and her fingers finally settled at the back of my head without shoving. She let me work. Long strokes. Circling her clit with the tip of my tongue until her breath changed. The plug in my ass made every small lean forward into a rock that teased my own empty need without relieving it. Slick built inside the unicorn print until the crotch went slippery against me. I kept serving. That was the point. Jealousy had a use after all: it made me thorough.

“Ask,” she said, after a stretch of minutes that turned my jaw sweet and stupid. “If you want anything for yourself, you ask properly. Filthy. Specific. In front of who is left.”

I pulled back just enough for air. Spit on my chin. Voice wrecked already.

“Please let me keep going until you come on my tongue,” I said. “Please use my mouth like that is what the cord is for. Please do not send me back to four still hungry while she sleeps in clean plastic. I will beg. I am begging. Please, Adaline. Please come on my face and then decide if I get anything.”

“Again. Meaner.”

“Please let your diapered girl worship your cunt until you finish. Please hold my head and take it. I rang myself empty yesterday and stripped my own card and then a stranger got the porch and I cannot stand it. Please. I need to be useful. I need you to use me. Please let me earn one. Just one. Late. On your terms. I will stay open. I will count if you want. I will say what I am. Please.”

She looked past me at the remaining seats, then down.

“You may continue,” she said. “You do not come until I say. If you chase it on the lining, I stop you and leave.”

I went back to her like water finding a drain. Tongue flat, then pointed, then flat again, tasting her properly now, the musk and heat of a woman who had spent an evening doing intake. She rocked once against my mouth. My hands stayed on my own knees because she had not invited them higher. The diaper announced every tremor. Someone on the couch breathed out through their teeth. I kept going until her fingers tightened in my hair and her thighs framed my cheeks and she came quiet and controlled against my tongue, a held pulse I drank like it was the only honest thing left in the house.

She eased me back. Wiped my mouth with her thumb. Left me kneeling, chin wet, ass full, crotch ruined with want that had not been touched.

“Up,” she said. “Bench. On your back. You begged for one. You get one. Late. You do not choose the shape of it.”

I climbed. She peeled the tapes, folded the front down, left the plug where it sat, and set two fingers against my clit through the slick mess I had made of myself. Not inside. Not yet. Circles. Exact. Mean. I was already close from the floor and the watching and the new name on the hook.

“Please,” I whispered.

“Louder. And keep begging through it. Permission is the point.”

“Please let me come. Please, I served, I asked, please finish your girl who cannot stand sharing the house. Please. I will stay dry after if you want. I will prove my body is still mine. Please just give me this one and I will hold everything else. Please, Adaline. Please.”

She pushed two fingers into me then, curling, thumb locked on the swollen nerve, and the orgasm she granted arrived late and sharp after all that denial, a single ugly crest that clamped me around her knuckles and around the curve in my ass and tore a broken noise into the open wall. She rode me through it once. Only once. Then the fingers were gone, the cloth was back, impersonal again, and a fresh unicorn print went under my hips because I reached for it myself with shaking hands. Tapes snug. Stripe smoothed outward. She stood me up in the cooler air of the lounge like nothing had happened except paperwork.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” she said.

The line landed in the draft from the shutters and stayed there.

Jealousy finished the rest of the plan for me. If Neve got the porch and the first change and the soft shock of being seen, then I would take back the one thing I had paid two thousand one hundred dollars to reclaim. Continence. Proof. A dry night held on purpose in front of everyone, not as honesty, as ownership. The interval on a normal sixth day would have been eighty minutes. I had no plaque left. So I made the lounge itself the clock.

“I am staying,” I said. “Here. All night. Dry. In front of whoever sits. When dawn comes you can write whatever clause nine requires.”

Adaline’s face did not change. “You read the line. You know what it does.”

“I know.”

“Then sit. The house will watch a test if you stage one.”

They did. The full house, eventually. Robes. Low talk. Tea refreshed and gone cold again. I sat thick and loud in the unicorn print with the plug a constant dull claim inside me and my bladder slowly waking into the old argument, the familiar fist, the stupid pressure that had ruined trams and client lunches and the version of me that wore charcoal trousers. Eighty minutes would have been a card. This was longer. This was the whole dark. I breathed through the first hard wave. Through the second. Temperature dropped as the night deepened; the open shutters pulled cold across my bare arms and made the plastic feel even hotter where it sealed me. Sound became everything. Clock ticks. Fabric shifting on the couch. Someone swallowing. My own crinkle when I adjusted an inch. Neve appeared once in the doorway in her white bulk, eyes wide, and Rosalind murmured something that made her flush and retreat. I held.

Past midnight the pressure turned mean. My cunt throbbed around nothing useful. The plug made every clench of my ass into a dare. I could have let go and turned the night into another wet spectacle and pulled the bead and gotten hands. I did not. Jealousy held me dryer than pride ever had. I counted breaths. I tasted metal. I watched the dark beyond the shutters and refused the warmth that wanted to flood the crotch. Competence arrived like a blade. I was doing the thing I had driven eleven miles of gravel to learn, and I hated how empty the victory already felt while I was still winning it.

Grey light. Corridor clock. My bladder aching in a bright, clean line I had not felt since Mercer Street.

Still dry.

Emlyn came at dawn with the ledger under his arm and no expression to spare. He looked at Adaline. She nodded once.

“Clause nine,” Emlyn said. “Dry night. Remaining term voids. I move the tag now.”

We walked to the porch in the thin cold. My diaper was warm with body heat and nothing else. Emlyn took my leather name off the intake column and set it in discharge beside the slip that had been waiting since the hour I arrived. The pin went through. Gravel beyond the boards was pale with early light. Somewhere inside, a kettle clicked.

“The car,” I said. Voice rough. “When.”

“Ten in the morning. The morning after night seven.” Emlyn closed the ledger on one finger. “Driver is forty minutes out from town on that booking and already locked. Cannot be moved. Cannot be pulled forward. You are voided as of this dawn. You have roughly thirty hours left on the grounds with no contract standing. Staff will treat you as a civilian guest. No cord rights. No change rights. No hands.”

Thirty hours. The number sat in the cold air like a door swinging the wrong way.

Adaline stood with her sleeves rolled and her hands empty. She did not reach for me. She did not say the four words. For the first time since the porch of day one she had no written standing to touch the bulk between my legs or the base seated in my ass or the mouth that had worshipped her hours earlier. Professional courtesy settled over her face like a clean sheet. It was colder than any correction.

“You won it back,” she said. “Your body listened. That is what you paid for. Congratulations. You are out.”

I stood on the boards in a unicorn print I had chosen, dry as a lie I had finally told true, plug still in because nobody had authority to remove it without my ask, and the tag with my name hung in the discharge column like a finished errand. One day had remained when the headlights found the porch. Now the term itself was gone. Behind us, down the east corridor, a wooden bead knocked once against cotton as Neve found her cord for the first morning of her stay, a flat note blooming through the house, new and unclaimed, while I stood outside the contract that note used to answer and felt the next thirty hours arrive with nothing left to hold me except the quiet fact that she could no longer put a hand on me unless I begged from a place that no longer had a clause.


Chapter 9: Tissue Paper Clothes

My own trousers, laundered and folded in tissue, lay at the foot of a bed I had never slept in, and my fingers were already under the paper, finding the familiar charcoal wool while the east wing smelled of starch and lemon polish instead of powder.

Day seven of seven. Zero days left on any term that still meant a damn. The contract had burned itself out at dawn the morning before, and the thirty free hours Emlyn had named were already chewing through the middle of this one. I stood in a room with a lock on the inside of the door, a bathroom of my own through an open arch, and no interval card on the wall. My unicorn print was still taped snug from the all night vigil, dry at the core, the curved black plug with its flared base still deep in my ass because nobody had standing to take it out. The tissue crackled when I lifted the trousers. Under them sat my shirt, my knickers, the whole civilian kit returned on a hanger like a closed file.

I carried the hanger into the corridor because standing still with my old clothes in my hands felt like drowning in clean air.

Suite four’s door stood open. The changing bench was bare. The cotton pull cord with the wooden bead was gone from the hook above it. Neve’s bag sat where my overnight had been. Powder scent still clung to the plaster, thin and sweet, mixed with the colder smell of stripped sheets. I stopped in the frame long enough to taste metal at the back of my tongue. Emlyn had moved my leather tag already. Neve’s new one hung where mine used to. The suite that had held my whole week belonged to somebody else’s first hours now.

Further on, the observation lounge was dim. All nine shutter panels sat wound shut, slats tight, the latch on the alcove side unused and irrelevant in the gloom. No draft. No tea sounds. No open wall. The house had closed its eye on me the way you close a book you have finished reading. I put my palm on the wood of the nearest shutter and smelled dust and old varnish. Privacy, administered in full. The cure I had driven eleven miles of gravel to buy, delivered on time, folded in tissue, locked behind a door that answered only to me.

Sorrel found me there with the hanger hooked over my fingers and the thick plastic still loud when I turned. Thirty-one, camera strap empty across her shoulder, week book under her arm already spiral bound. She held it out without ceremony.

“Nothing left to shoot,” she said. “Clause nine killed the rest of the pages. You get it early.”

I took the book. The cover was warm from her hands. Inside, the photographs smelled faintly of fixer and skin. Me on the alcove bench. Me with the dripping unicorn proof on my belly. Me open and counting through a day of pulls that had stripped my own plaque. The last frames held the dry vigil, my face set, the bulk between my thighs still bright with print that would never change colour. I closed it. The taste of the lounge’s old tea rose in my mouth for no reason at all, tannin and milk, and under it the salt memory of Adaline on my tongue from the night Neve’s headlights found the porch.

“Thank you,” I said.

Sorrel nodded once and left me with the evidence of a week I could never explain to Mercer Street.

Adaline came up the runner at exactly the hour a caregiver would choose if she still had a schedule for me, which she did not. Dark jumper. Calm face. Warm in the way a finished appointment is warm. She looked at the hanger, at the shut shutters, at the unicorn print still facing outward on me, and she did not say the four words. She had no clause left that let her.

“East wing guest room is yours until the car,” she said. “Lock works from inside. Bathroom is private. No card. No cord. Staff will not enter. You are a civilian on these grounds. Your own clothes are on the bed. You may dress whenever you like.”

Punctual. Finished. The kindness in it scraped worse than any wipe.

“The plug,” I said.

“Still yours to keep or remove. I have no standing.” She almost smiled, and the almost was colder than correction. “You won your body back. That is what the dry night bought. Wear the trousers. Take a bath. Read your book. The house is done with your contract.”

She walked away smelling of soap and clean cotton, and the absence she left behind had a flavour like burnt toast from a kitchen I no longer lived in.

I went back to the east wing room. Locked the door. Set the week book on the dresser. Peeled my own tapes with hands that shook for reasons that had nothing to do with cold. The diaper fell away in a soft heap. Cool air hit my cunt and the flared base still seated flush between my cheeks. I stood bare in a room that asked nothing of me and felt the loneliness arrive like a tide, thick and quiet, filling every corner the schedule used to occupy. I could have pulled the silicone free. I left it. The stretch had become the only honest weight left on the property.

The bath ran hot. I sat in it with my own knees and my own silence and the curve still opening me under the water, and the water tasted of nothing, and the steam smelled of lemon from the house soap instead of mint lube and powder, and I understood with a clarity that sat bitter on my tongue that control had never been the thing I drove here to reclaim. Control was this. A lock. A private tub. Charcoal trousers in tissue. A photobook of my own appetites and a car at ten in the morning I would have to climb into as a woman who had gotten exactly what she signed for and found it empty as a rinsed cup.

I got out. Dried. Stood in front of the mirror with the plug base dark in the glass and my cunt slick from heat and want and the particular grief of a cure that worked. The trousers waited on the bed. I put on the shirt instead. Left the trousers folded. Walked the corridor bare from the waist down except for the silicone holding me open, week book under my arm, and I did not stop until I found her in the office with Emlyn’s ledger closed and the discharge slip still pinned in its column on the porch beyond the glass.

She looked up. Took in the shirt, the bare thighs, the obvious base when I turned enough for the light to catch it.

“You have a lock,” she said. Soft. Exact. “You are using none of it.”

“I want you to take it out,” I said. “And put it back. And use me until I cannot pretend the guest room is what I came for. You have no standing. I am giving you standing with my mouth. Caregiver. The contract is ash. This is not the contract. This is me.”

Emlyn stood, collected nothing that mattered, and left us the office and the closed door. Adaline did not rush. She came around the blotter smelling of ink and the faint animal warmth of a body that had spent a week answering bells. She put two fingers under my chin and tipped my face up until I tasted her breath, clean and close.

“On the desk,” she said. “On your belly. Ass up. You asked. I answer. Slow.”

I climbed. Blotter paper stuck to my stomach. The week book slid aside. She stood behind me and set both palms on my cheeks, spreading me so the flared base showed, and the office filled with the scent of my own heat and the lemon still drying in my hair. She worked the silicone with a slow twist, easing it until the widest part dragged through my rim, and the empty ache that followed made my cunt clench on air. I tasted salt where my lip had split under my teeth. She set the curved shaft on a cloth. Slicked her fingers. Pressed one into my asshole without hurry, then two, opening me on a stretch that had nothing left to prove and everything left to claim.

“You could be dressed,” she said. “You could be locked in that room with your continence and your trousers and a story you could almost tell yourself. Instead you are on my blotter with your hole open. Say what that means.”

“It means the cure is worthless.” My voice roughened against the wood. “It means privacy is the room I was trying to escape. It means I want your hands more than I want the car.”

She added a third finger. The burn bloomed deep and filthy and patient. Her other hand reached under me and found my clit, not rubbing yet, only resting there so I felt the promise of pressure without the mercy of it. Scent thickened: sex, paper, the soap on her wrists. She fucked my ass with those fingers in a long, even rhythm, knuckles dragging, while the office clock ticked and my thighs trembled against the desk edge and slick gathered along my folds until I felt it cool on the skin of my inner thigh.

“Mine,” she said. Quiet as ledger work. “Say it.”

The line landed harder than any plaque. Loneliness cracked open around it. I had spent a dry night winning myself back and the prize was a hanger and a lock and this woman standing finished with me until I crawled into her office half naked and asked. Surrender stopped being a mood and turned into a mark.

“Yours,” I said. “I am yours. Ass, cunt, mouth. The guest room can keep the trousers. I am yours.”

“Again. While I do this.”

She drew her fingers free, slicked the curved plug, and pressed the head to my rim. She worked it in with short, relentless presses, each one seating me fuller, until the flare locked flush and my asshole fluttered around the claim she had just put back. Then she gripped the base and fucked me with it. Slow strokes. Deep. The kind of rhythm that turns an hour into a single held breath. Her other hand finally moved on my clit, two fingers circling in time with the thrust of the silicone, and heat stacked in a long horizontal burn instead of a spike. No count. No stacked crest. Only maintenance turned into ownership, the blotter creaking, my mouth open on sounds I did not try to swallow, the taste of my own spit and the iron of wanting.

“You voided a seven night term to prove your bladder still obeyed,” she said above me. “Then you walked your empty freedom into my office and put your ass in my hands. That is not relapse. That is the truth arriving late. Stay open. I am not rushing you.”

She did not. She kept the strokes measured, the circles on my clit mean and exact, building me through a drawn ordeal of almost that left my knees slipping on the desk drawers and my nipples tight against the blotter and the whole lower half of me ringing. When she wanted more depth she angled the curve until it dragged that place inside that made my eyes water. When I pushed back she held me still with a palm on my lower back and continued at her pace. Tenderness as trap. The office smelled like fucking and ink. I tasted her name behind my teeth and did not say please more than once, because once was enough and the rest of it lived in the way I stayed where she put me.

“Please,” I said, that once, wrecked. “Finish me like I belong here.”

“You do not get to borrow the word belong,” she said. “You say mine. Then you take what I give.”

“Yours. I am yours. Adaline. Caregiver. Yours.”

She pressed the plug deep, locked her fingers hard on my clit, and held me in that merciless middle until the orgasm arrived as a slow, ugly tide rather than a slap. It rolled through my cunt in long pulses, clamped my ass around the curve, spilled slick over her hand onto the blotter, and left me shaking with my mouth wet and the taste of salt and surrender thick on my tongue. She rode me through the whole of it without adding a second, without counting, without letting the rhythm break, until the crest had wrung itself empty and I lay twitching and open mouthed across her paperwork with the week book inches from my cheek and the flared base still seated like a signature.

She eased her hand away. Wiped me with a cloth that smelled of unscented soap. Left the plug where it belonged. Did not offer a fresh diaper from any stack. Did not walk me anywhere. She stood me up on unsteady legs in the office light, shirt sticking to my back, thighs shiny, ass full, and looked at me the way she looked at a page she had already decided to keep.

“The car is still at ten,” she said. “Morning after night seven. You can climb into it in those trousers with your book under your arm and never say another true sentence. Or you can spend what hours remain deciding whether silence is still acceptable. I will not offer you a line. Clause eleven forbids it. I am warm. I am punctual. I am finished with your old contract.”

She touched the base through my cheek once, a claim without a clause, and left me in the office smelling of sex and lemon and the particular emptiness of a freedom that had done its job too well.

I walked back to the east wing on bare feet. Locked the door. Set the week book on the pillow. Laid the charcoal trousers across my lap without putting them on. The bathroom waited, private and useless. The wall held no card. The cord hung in a suite that was no longer mine. Outside, nine shutters stayed shut on a lounge that had nothing left to watch. Between my legs the ache of the orgasm she had granted still fluttered around silicone I had asked her to reseat, and the taste of the word yours sat on my tongue like something I would have to say louder, in the right room, in front of the right people, before the gravel took me.

I had gotten the cure. Full. On time. Worth nothing.

Control was never what I wanted back. The guest room had proved it. The lock had proved it. The tissue paper clothes had proved it. Nothing stood between me and asking now except the hours until ten and the shape of the sentence clause eleven required, and in the quiet of a bed I had never slept in I held my own trousers and knew I was going to have to walk into the dark and say it aloud or lose the week itself to a photobook I would never be able to open without tasting this exact loneliness again.


Chapter 10: Unicorn, Unprompted, Aloud

The first shutter chain screamed under my hands at eleven at night, slats lifting one after another while I stood fully dressed in charcoal wool and my own shirt, no longer a client of Hollow Creek, day seven of seven, zero days remaining on anything that still bound me.

I wound the second. The third. Dust sifted off the rails onto my sleeves. The observation lounge behind me stayed empty and dark; ahead, through each widening gap, the change alcove came back into view in strips. Bench. Powder tin. Linen press. The latch on my side of the wall sat unused where it had sat all week, metal cool when my knuckle brushed it, the one piece of privacy I had been handed and never spent.

Fourth. Fifth. Sixth. The weight of the chains dragged at my wrists. Plastic memory still lived in my hips from seven days of bulk even though I wore trousers now, the curved black seating with its flared base still buried deep under the wool because I had asked for it reseated hours earlier and never taken it free. Seventh. Eighth. Ninth. I locked each crank at the top. Nine panels stood wound wide. Night air moved through. The wall no longer hid anything.

I walked into the alcove in my civilian clothes and opened the press.

White stack above. Unicorn below. Nineteen times my fingers had gone high. I reached low. The unicorn print came off stiff and loud, stripe bright and meaningless, decoration I had refused like a dare. I kicked my shoes aside. Trousers down. Knickers after. Cool air found my bare cunt and the base seated between my cheeks. I stepped into the diaper standing up, facing the long couch through the wound wall, and taped myself badly. Left hip crooked. Right hip too loose. The crotch bulked uneven and thick between my thighs, plastic crackling when I straightened, weight settling heavy and public. The stripe faced the seats. Ink. Nothing else.

I had no standing to pull any cord. Suite four belonged to Neve. The bead that used to hang over my bench was gone. The lounge still held a summons rope by the alcove arch, cotton and wood for guests who still held contracts. I took it anyway. Yanked.

One flat note rang through the house.

Footsteps answered. Adaline first, dark jumper, calm face, then Sorrel with sleep still in her eyes, Rosalind in a robe thick underneath, and Neve behind them in fresh white diaper, twenty-nine and staring the way I had stared at Rosalind on day two. They stopped at the shutter line. Half the house. Me in a crooked unicorn print I had put on myself, fully out of contract, owing nothing, day seven finished of its term and still standing here.

Adaline’s gaze dropped to the tapes, the stripe, the trousers pooled at my ankles. She did not cross the threshold. She had no clause that let her.

“Clause eleven,” I said. Voice steady enough to surprise me. “I am asking aloud. Unprompted. In the lounge. In front of staff. I want a standing contract. No discharge date pinned beside my tag. Clause nine struck out so a dry night costs me nothing and buys me nothing. And these shutters fixed wide on the alcove side for good, because the latch was mine the whole week and I never once used it, and I am done pretending I want it.”

Silence held. Porcelain somewhere. Someone’s breath.

“You will thank me when it is done,” Adaline said. Soft. Exact. Not an offer. A forecast. “I cannot be the one to fix them. Staff may wind them. Staff may not close them at a guest’s request. Fixing them wide is your hand or nobody’s.”

Emlyn appeared in the corridor arch with a screwdriver already in his fist, forty-four and unsurprised, as if the house had been waiting for this particular ruin. He set the tool on the alcove floor without crossing fully in and stepped back.

I went to my knees on the boards in the diaper I had chosen. The bulk forced my thighs apart. Plastic dug into my calves. I fitted the bit to the latch screws and turned. Metal scraped. The first screw came free into my palm, warm from friction. The second fought me. My wrists ached. Gratitude sat thick behind my ribs, stupid and huge: not shame for once, not hunger dressed as argument, just the plain weight of giving up the last lock I had been allowed to keep. Rosalind watched from the couch edge. Neve’s mouth stayed parted. Sorrel did not lift a camera; the week book was already finished and sitting on a pillow in the east wing. This was not for pages. This was for keeping.

The latch plate came off. I set it aside. The panels could not be drawn shut from my side anymore. I had ruined the only private power the house had given me, on purpose, in public, with my own grip, and the relief of it ran warmer than any orgasm the blotter had pulled out of me.

I stood. Carried the porch phone in from the hall stand, cord trailing, and dialed the number written on the discharge slip I could still see through the office glass. The driver answered on the third ring, voice rough with night shift.

“Hollow Creek booking,” I said. “Ten in the morning. Cancel it. Ivy. Read it back.”

He read it back. Cancelled. Confirmed. I hung up. The slip would come down later; the gravel would stay unmarked. My tongue tasted iron and something like thanks.

Adaline had not moved from the shutter line. The house waited in the seats. Regression slid in low and sweet under the unicorn print’s weight: I felt small, thick, claimed by a sentence I had finally spent aloud, a guest who had authored her own keeping.

“Tell me when,” she said.

The four words. The blank she had held all week. The first order either of us would give lived on my side of them.

“Now,” I said.

She crossed. Emlyn stayed in the arch. Sorrel, Rosalind, Neve held the long couch. Adaline put me on the alcove bench on my back under the wound wall, peeled the crooked tapes I had set, and left the front panel folded down so the lounge saw everything: slick cunt, flared base, thighs already shaking. Primary claim first. She slicked her fingers, pressed three into me in one slow drive that stretched and filled and made my spine lift off the pad, knuckles deep, the seating in my ass rocking opposite as her other hand gripped the base and fucked it in short strokes timed to the thrust of her hand.

Texture. Weight. The drag of skin inside me. The thick give of silicone. Powder smell rising. My own wet sounds carrying past the slats into the quiet seats. She did not ask me to count. She did not let me find a number to hold.

“Mine,” she said, working deeper. “Say it while they watch.”

“Yours.” The fifth time between us, raw. “I am yours. Ass and cunt and the latch I just wrecked. Yours.”

“Again.”

“Yours. Caregiver. Keep me. I am asking to be kept.”

She added the grind of her thumb on my clit and the world narrowed to penetration and pressure, her fingers fucking my cunt in a relentless rhythm while the curve in my backside got driven home on every other stroke. Heat stacked without a clean peak. The first orgasm tore through anyway, ugly and sudden, clamping me around her hand and around the base, slick spilling over her wrist. She did not ease off. She kept the same hard pace through the oversensitivity while I jerked and tried to twist away and found her palm flat on my lower belly holding me down.

Past four, past whatever came next. The crests blurred. One ran into another before I could name them. My mouth opened on sounds that were not words. Spit on my lip. Vision tunneling. She fucked me through the blur with three fingers and the rocking shaft and a thumb that would not leave my swollen nerve, forcing orgasm after orgasm out of meat that had already given too much, gratitude breaking somewhere under the wreckage because this was what I had cancelled a car for, what I had screwed a latch wide for, what I had said aloud under clause eleven with witnesses in the seats. My mind slipped. Numbers dissolved. I came and came and lost the edges of each one, body jerking on the bench, plastic bunched under my hips, the lounge breathing through it all, Neve’s stare fixed, Rosalind’s hand quiet on her own bulk, Sorrel’s eyes wet for reasons that were not photography.

“You will thank me when it is done,” Adaline said again, somewhere above the roar in my ears, and drove me through one more crest that left me twitching and empty headed and thoroughly taken, her fingers still seated deep as the aftershocks kicked.

She eased free at last. Wiped me. Left the flared base where it belonged. Waited while I reached, shaking, for a fresh unicorn print from the lower shelf and laid it under myself. She taped me snug this time. Smoothed the stripe outward. Stood me in the cooler draft from the permanently wound wall with the house still watching and my cunt still fluttering around nothing and the latch plate lying useless on the boards at my feet.

Morning came clear and cold.

At ten the drive sat empty. Gravel unmarked. No tires. No dust plume toward town. On the porch board my leather tag hung alone in the intake column with no slip beside it and no date under it. Emlyn wrote the new terms out as a twelfth clause in my wording at the ledger desk while I stood thick in unicorn print beside him, plug seated, shirt neat, trousers forgotten in the east wing. I read every line aloud before I signed. Standing contract. No discharge date. Clause nine struck. Shutters fixed wide on the alcove side by the guest’s own hand. The only contract at Hollow Creek that ended with nothing. Emlyn countersigned. The book closed on ink that had nowhere left to count down to.

My week book went on the lounge shelf rather than into a car, spiral bound, open at the alcove photograph, the first renewal record the house had kept. I moved out of the east wing and back into suite four’s corridor beside Neve. She watched me the way I had watched Rosalind, quiet, measuring, a wooden bead already hanging over her own bench. She would pull it this week or she would not. That was hers.

The stripe was still a print. The stacks were still both there. The latch plate stayed off the wood and would stay that way. Adaline, who had never in seven days told me when, still did not, because she no longer needed to. I rang the lounge bell myself, four or five times a day, and said the hour out loud each time, in a house eleven miles from the nearest town where nothing had ever once been done to me.

On the porch, in the intake column, a leather tag swung once in the wind and went still, bare of any slip, bare of any hour, waiting on gravel that would not be driven.


THE END
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