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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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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.
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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.


Chapter 1: Lid On The Jar

Iwas halfway through saying it when Ruth looked at me over the cooling takeaway carton and did not blink.

The flat held the heat from the oven. The laundrette fans thumped up through the floorboards in a slow wet cycle. Ruth smelled of ward soap and stale coffee. She had not stood up. Neither had I. She was thirty-eight, in navy scrubs, blue fob watch pinned flat to her chest. I was thirty-one and riding a forty-client week like it was nothing, and I wanted her to know it.

“I could go a month without sleep,” I said. “Seven days without my phone would be easy. Do not insult me.”

Ruth set her fork down. The carton lid clicked once. Cold grease smell cut through the ward scent.

“Seven days,” she said. “Phone in the hall jar. Two hundred if you break.”

I laughed. The sound bounced off the kitchen tiles. Outside, a dryer kicked into a higher spin and the whole floor hummed.

“Keep your money,” I said. “Name a forfeit. If you think I will crack, make it hurt.”

Ruth watched me for a long second. The fob watch ticked under the dryer noise, small and mean.

“All right,” she said. “Adults only. Chosen game. You asked for it.”

She stood then, slow, and fetched the two-litre glass sweet jar from the hall shelf at the top of the laundrette stairs. She set it on the table between us. The glass was cold against my knuckles when I touched it.

“Record it,” she said. “Your phone. Voice memo. I will say the terms. You put the phone in. Lid on.”

The phone was already out. I hit record and grinned at her like this was a joke we would both laugh about later.

Ruth spoke plain. I talked over her on purpose. I laughed loud enough to bury half the words. Something about thirty days. Something about diapers. Something about checks. Something about five changes. I caught pieces and threw them away with more laughing. Losing was a thing that happened to other people.

“You will do exactly as I say,” Ruth said into the mic, calm as a chart note.

I snorted. “Christ, Ruth. Fine. Whatever you just said. Done.”

I stopped the memo. Forty-odd seconds of my own noise sitting on top of her voice. I dropped the phone into the jar. It hit glass with a dull clink. I screwed the lid on hard until my wrist ached.

Lid on.

The dryer downstairs finished its spin and fell quiet. The flat went cold at the edges. My skin prickled.

Ruth took the jar to the hall shelf and put it back. She did not open it. She did not look in. She came back to the table and looked at me instead.

“Forfeit night starts now,” she said. “Kitchen. Mat.”

I stood because defiance beat sitting. My pulse ran high for no clean reason. Curious, sharp, stupid. I watched her cross the kitchen.

She pulled the rolled ward mat from her hospital bag by the door and kicked it open across the lino. It slapped down loud. The plastic smell rose cold. She pointed.

“On your front. Arse up. Keep the grey marls on until I say.”

“You are serious,” I said.

“On your front, Marnie.”

I went down. The mat chilled me through the fabric. The fridge hummed. Somewhere below, another machine started and the vibration climbed into my knees.

Ruth’s hands found the waistband of my leggings and peeled them to mid-thigh with nurse economy. Cool air hit my skin. Then the crinkle. Thick adult diaper, waiting in the open pack she had set by the sink before the takeaway even cooled. She taped me into it without asking. Plastic rustled when I shifted. Shame hit first. Heat came up hard behind it.

“Fuck,” I said. “Ruth.”

“Quiet.” Her palm settled on the seat of the diaper and pressed until the padding compressed against my cunt. “Feel that. That is yours for twenty-nine days after tonight. First check of every day I will say the number left. You will listen.”

“Twenty-nine,” I repeated, stupid with it.

“Good.”

She left it on and worked two cold, slick fingers under the back tape line, past the gusset, straight to my asshole. No tease. No warm-up speech. The gel was fridge-cold. My hole jumped.

“Ah…”

“Breathe,” Ruth said. “You wanted a forfeit. This is how night one starts. Anal. Slow. You take what I put in you.”

One finger pushed. The burn went small and bright. I gripped the mat. Plastic crackled under my palms. The dryer below kicked again and the whole room buzzed against my cheek.

“Talk,” she said. “Tell me what is in you.”

“Your finger,” I said. “In my ass. Cold.”

“Filthy mouth. Keep it.”

She added a second finger and scissored. The stretch went deep. My clit throbbed useless against the soaked front. How wet I was carried when she moved. Obscene. Soft squelch under crinkle.

“You like being opened on a ward mat like a patient,” Ruth said. Mean. Flat. “Say it.”

“I like it,” I said, and hated how true it came out. “I like you opening my ass.”

“Slut.”

“Yes.”

She fucked me on those two fingers until my thighs shook. Then she pulled out. Empty ache. Cold gel on my rim. A drawer opened behind me. Buckle. Strap. The wet sound of lube on silicone.

“Look,” she said.

I turned my head. The strap-on sat heavy against her scrubs, dark, slick, broad enough to drop my stomach. Ruth, thirty-eight years old in damp navy cotton, watching me like I was a task on a list.

“Ask for it in your ass,” she said.

I swallowed. Defiance burning. Curiosity hotter.

“Put it in my ass,” I said. “Fuck my asshole. Please.”

“Louder.”

“Please fuck my ass, Ruth. Please.”

She hooked the back of the diaper aside and lined up. The head pressed. Cold. Thick. She pushed. My hole fought and lost. Inch by inch she filled me until I was panting into the mat and the plastic squeaked under my fists.

“Take it,” she said.

“I am. Fuck. It is deep.”

She started slow. Deliberate. Every thrust dragged padding across my clit. Crinkle and wet slap. The fridge hum. Her fob watch ticking near my ear when she leaned in. Sound and cold and heat all stacked.

“Whores who laugh through the terms get this,” she said. “You did not listen. Now your ass listens.”

“I know,” I gasped. “I know. Harder.”

She gave me harder. The strap punched in and my vision whited at the edges. My cunt clenched on nothing. The front was soaked through. Shame and need braided too tight to pull apart.

“You do not come until I count,” Ruth said. “When I say, you come. Loud. Understood?”

“Yes.”

She reached under, found my clit through the diaper, and rubbed mean circles while she fucked my ass. Too much at once. My voice broke into short ugly sounds.

“Now,” she said. “That is one. Come.”

It ripped out of me. Ass clamped on the strap. Pussy pulsing into wet plastic. I came hard enough to click my teeth. Ruth kept thrusting through it, dragging it longer, forcing the waves past where they wanted to stop.

“That is one,” she said out loud. Clear. “Say it.”

“That is one,” I choked. “Fuck. One.”

She did not pull out. She slowed, then built again on the same oversensitive mess. My hole fluttered around the shaft. Every drag burned sweet and nasty.

“Beg for the next one,” Ruth said.

“Please. Please make me come again. My ass. My clit. Please, I cannot…”

“You can. You will. Say what you are.”

“I am a diapered slut with a cock in her ass,” I said, the words filthy and shaking. “Please count me again.”

Ruth’s fingers ground my clit. The strap slammed deep. Heat spiked so sharp I sobbed.

“That is two,” she said. “One more. Come.”

The second orgasm hit uglier. Longer. My whole body jerked. Spit on the mat. The padding squelched. My own begging came back to me in broken pieces. Ass. Full. Too much. Please. Ruth held me on it, fucking me through the shake until I was crying into plastic and the sound of it made me hotter.

“That is two,” she said. “Say it back.”

“That is two.” My voice cracked. “Ruth. I cannot take another.”

“You can. Stack it. You asked for a forfeit that hurts.”

She pulled almost out, left the head stretching my rim, then drove back in to the base. The cold of the mat under my tits. The heat in my gut. The dryer below roared up again and the vibration went straight into my bones.

“Filthy little toy,” Ruth said. “Open your mouth.”

I did. She spat. I swallowed it because she watched me do it.

“Good bitch. Now come on three.”

She worked my clit without mercy. The strap pounded. My asshole went raw and greedy and I kept pushing back onto her. The third peak built like a bruise, deep, inevitable.

“Count with me,” she said.

“Three,” I gasped. “Three. Please. Three…”

“That is three. Come.”

It broke me. The third orgasm tore through oversensitive flesh and kept going because she made it. She fucked me through the aftershocks until I was limp and drooling and the padding sat a ruined warm mess against my cunt. My inner voice shattered into scraps. Ass. Full. Coming. Hers. Cannot. More.

Ruth finally stilled. She left the strap buried and rested a hand between my shoulders.

“Breathe,” she said.

I breathed. The fridge hummed. My pulse hammered in my ears. Plastic cooled under my cheek where spit had pooled.

She pulled out slow. My hole clenched on empty air and fluttered. She cleaned me with a wipe from her bag, taped me closed again neat, and pulled my leggings back up over the bulk. The line showed. Of course it did.

“Up,” she said.

I got to my knees. Then my feet. Legs soft. She walked me to the hall.

The jar sat on the shelf. Lid sealed. Phone inside. My terms locked where I could not hear them without undoing the one thing I would not undo.

I stood there catching my breath while Ruth checked the lid with two fingers. Sealed. Done. Day one started.

“Tomorrow,” Ruth said, plain, no softness. “When you wake, you do not touch that jar. You do not open it. You wait in bed in the diaper until I come in. First wet check of the day. I will say how many days remain. Then you drink what I give you, and you ask permission before you stand. If your phone is still in that jar at six in the morning on day thirty, you have kept your word. Until then, you belong to the terms you laughed over.”

I looked at the jar. Cold hall air on my sweat. Crinkle when I shifted my weight.

“And if I break?” I asked.

Ruth’s mouth almost smiled. Almost.

“Then you already know,” she said. “You will do exactly as I say. Now go to bed, Marnie. Lights out. Ass sore. Phone gone. Tomorrow starts when I open your door.”


Chapter 2: Twenty Nine After Tonight

The click of the jar lid sounded louder than it should have in the empty hall. I had already done it. My hands smelled of the jar and my own sweat. Taste of metal sat on my tongue from biting down while I waited for the seal to seat.

Morning was hours behind me. She had pushed my door with her hip before dawn, blue fob watch ticking on her scrub top, two fingers at my waistband, and told me how many days were left in that flat ward voice. I drank what she put in my mouth. Salty. Warm. It clung to the back of my throat and left a sour film there hours later. Then she left for her shift and the flat went quiet and the dread sat down with me like a second body.

By evening the dread had teeth.

I went to the shelf at six forty and lifted the lid. The sweet jar exhaled a stale sugar smell mixed with dust. I took the phone out. Unlocked it. The screen lit my face with nothing. No messages I needed. No excuse that would hold. Just light and my thumbprint and the proof that I had broken the one rule I had sworn I would not touch. I put it back. Sealed the lid. Wiped my palms on my grey marl leggings. The thick line of the soaked diaper underneath announced itself with a soft crinkle.

Twenty minutes later I stood in the kitchen doorway.

She was at the counter in fresh scrubs, hair wrapped, pouring tea. She looked at me once. Did not ask what. Did not ask how.

“I broke it,” I said. My voice came out small and adult and ugly. “I took it out. Looked. Put it back. Thirty eight hours. I broke it.”

She set the kettle down. Nodded once, as if I had told her the time.

“All right, Marnie.”

No proof. No lecture. She crouched, pulled a sealed pack from under the sink, and the scent of unused diaper hit me first, sharp and clean, like a clinic cupboard. Then she squared the blue ward mat where it still lay kicked open on the kitchen lino from the night before, with the same neat economy she used on a bay. The mat smelled of hospital soap and old bleach. My stomach turned. Heat crawled low anyway.

“On the mat,” she said. “Back. Legs apart.”

I went down. The mat was slick under my shoulders. She stripped my leggings to my knees, peeled the used tape, and the warm reek of my own piss and sweat rose between us. I flushed so hard my ears rang. She wiped me with firm strokes, clinical, not kind, and the wipe left a chemical taste in the air I could almost drink.

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

I held still.

She shook out a thick one from the pack. Unfolded it. The pad was heavy, loud when it moved, a grown bulk meant for nights and accidents. She slid it under my hips, pulled the front up, and taped each tab with a nurse’s tug that said the fit would not argue with me later. The new diaper pressed my cunt flat. I was hers before she had even spoken the rules.

“Listen,” she said, on her knees between my thighs, palms braced on the mat. Ward voice. No heat in it yet. All procedure. “Thick ones. Five changes a day. A check before every session you coach. No toilet without asking me first. You drink what I give you in the morning. You stay down when I say stay down. This runs to the last day of the month. The jar stays sealed. You already know what happens if you reach for it again.”

I swallowed. The salty morning film woke up on my tongue.

“Say you heard me.”

“I heard you.”

She glanced at the fob watch. Then at my face.

“Spoken count only. I do not write this down. Twenty eight after tonight.”

The number landed in my chest like a fist. Twenty eight after tonight. I would carry it in my head because she would only ever say it out loud. She would know, hour by hour, what state I was in. The schedule of my bladder had moved out of my hands and into hers. Another adult had changed me. The first inch was not an inch. It was the whole floor.

She sat back on her heels and looked at the taped bulk the way she looked at a dressing. Then her mouth changed. Not soft. Interested.

“You confessed clean,” she said. “Good. Now you pay for the confession the way a grown woman pays when she ruins her own bet.”

My pulse kicked. Dread and want braided so tight I could not pull them apart.

“How.”

“You take my cock in your cunt on this mat,” she said, plain as a chart note. “You do not finish unless I let you. You ask for it like the messy little bitch you are. Loud. Clear. Filthy. If I decide you earned it, you get it once. If I decide you did not, you sleep full and aching. Understand.”

“Yes.”

She stood, stripped out of her scrub bottoms far enough to buckle on the harness from her bag. The shaft was dark, thick, already slicked. The scent of lube cut through the bleach, sweet and chemical. She knelt again, hooked my knees over her elbows, and dragged the front of the fresh diaper aside just enough to bare my slit. Cool air. Then the blunt head nudging my hole.

“Breathe in.”

I breathed in. She pushed.

The stretch stole the air back out of me. My cunt took her slow and greedy, rim burning, walls fluttering, and the thick diaper bunched under my hips so every shift made a shameful rustle. She sank to the base and stayed there, hips flush, and let the depth speak for itself.

“Smell that,” she said. “You. Piss. Soap. Lube. That is what honesty smells like on you.”

I could. God, I could. It filled my nose and sat on my tongue with the leftover salt from the morning drink. My eyes stung.

She drew back and drove in. Hard. The mat squeaked. My taped tabs tugged. She set a rhythm that was all work, deep strokes that punched soft sounds out of me I tried to swallow and failed.

“Talk,” she said. “I want your mouth busy while your cunt works.”

“It feels too big,” I gasped. “You are splitting me. I can taste the wipe still. I hate how wet I am for this.”

“Hate it louder.”

“I am a coach,” I said, voice breaking on a thrust. “I am thirty one. I win. And I am on a kitchen mat with a cock in my cunt because I could not leave a jar alone.”

She hummed, almost praise. “There she is.”

She fucked me steady. Not frantic. Ritual pace. Each stroke a count I was not allowed to keep. My clit dragged against the bunched pad and sparks jumped, ugly and bright. I clenched around her and she clicked her tongue.

“Do not chase it. You have not asked yet.”

“I need…”

“Not yet.”

She shifted angle and hit a spot that made my thighs jump. Spit gathered under my tongue. I swallowed and tasted salt and lube-sweet air. Sweat pricked along my ribs. The dryer downstairs started a cycle and the floor trembled under the mat, a low vibration that ran straight into my stuffed hole.

“Tell me what you are asking for when you finally ask,” she said. Dry. Almost bored. Mean with it.

“I am asking to finish on your cock,” I said. “With this taped on. On your mat. Like a patient who broke a rule.”

“Better. Keep going. Earn the right to beg.”

She reached between us and rubbed my clit with two slick fingers, slow circles that were worse than hard ones. My hips tried to buck. She pinned them with her weight and kept fucking, deep and even, while those fingers taught my nerves a lesson I could not pass.

“I can smell myself on you,” I whispered. “On the mat. In the diaper. I am going to leave a stain.”

“You already have. Say what that makes you.”

“A soaked whore who needs permission to get off.”

“Louder.”

“A soaked whore who needs permission to get off.”

She smiled with her eyes only. Picked up the pace. The shaft dragged my cunt raw-sweet and the wet sounds got filthy, slap and squelch, no hiding them. My inner voice shredded at the edges. Full. Stretched. Cannot. Need. Ask.

She stopped moving.

Buried deep. Still. Fingers off my clit.

I made a broken noise.

“You know the gate,” she said. “Beg.”

I stared at the ceiling, then at her. If I begged wrong she would leave me like this. If I begged right I would still be hers after.

“Let me finish,” I said. “I am asking. My cunt is full and my clit is throbbing and I will say whatever you want. Use me. Ruin me on this mat. I need to come on your cock with this thick thing taped between my legs like the loser I am. I am begging you. Please. Let me. I cannot hold it. I will be good. I will ask before I piss. I will drink what you give me. Just let me finish. Fuck. I am begging.”

She watched my mouth shape every word. Measured me with the fob watch ticking somewhere above my sightline. She let the silence run long, then made me fill it.

“More,” she said softly. “Dirtier. You can do dirtier, Marnie.”

“I want to cream on you,” I said, shaking. “I want to soak the inside of this pad while you pound my hole. I want you to feel me squeeze and know you own the schedule of my body now. I am your toy. Your messy little toy. Please let your toy come.”

That did it.

“Once,” she said. “On my terms. Now.”

She slammed back into motion. Hard thrusts that rocked my whole frame. Fingers crushed my clit in tight, mean circles. Both at once, so fast my vision narrowed. I clawed the mat. My cunt clamped. The climax tore up from where she filled me and broke in raw pulses that made me sob and jerk and flood around the shaft while the diaper drank what spilled. My head went white and stupid. Full. Coming. Hers. Cannot stop. More. Taste of salt and spit and my own breath.

She fucked me through it until the shaking turned to limp twitches, then stilled buried deep and let me flutter around her.

“Breathe,” she said.

I breathed. The kitchen smelled like sex and bleach and warm diaper. My thighs trembled against her hips. She pulled out slow. My hole clenched on nothing and leaked. She wiped me again, retaped the front neat over the fresh mess, and tugged my grey marl leggings up. The panty line showed at once. Of course it did.

“Up.”

I got to my feet. Legs soft. Ass tender from last night, cunt sore and used in a new way. She buckled the harness off with the same calm she used to strip a glove.

“Tomorrow,” she said, while she rolled the mat halfway. “You wait in bed. I check you. I tell you the count. You drink. You ask before you stand. Five changes. No toilet without my word. Twenty eight after tonight means you feel every hour of it.”

I nodded. The number sat behind my teeth. I could taste it.

She had just set the rolled mat against the cupboard when a knock hit the flat door. Three sharp raps. Not a delivery rhythm. Someone who knew the stairwell.

We both looked at the hall.

Another knock. Then a voice through the wood, pitched low, almost bored, the kind that carried from the laundrette below when the dryers paused.

“Hey. It’s Hana. Dryer twelve ate a sock or something and the vent’s blowing lint up your stair. You want me to leave it, or you coming down?”

Twenty seven years old, night attendant, earphones usually in, mop always moving. She never said a word about what she saw. Tonight she was at our door, waiting, while I stood in the kitchen with a freshly taped bulk under my leggings and the taste of my own begging in my mouth.

Ruth glanced at me once. Then toward the knock.

“Go answer it,” she said. “And keep your legs together when you walk.”


Chapter 3: Forty Two Minutes Downstairs

Ihad answered that knock the night before and gone down with her while the vent kept coughing lint. The next night I kept my thighs pinched together and opened the door on the smell of other people’s washing. Detergent. Hot cotton. Lint in the stair air. Below us a fluorescent tube ticked over an empty row of machines like a bad pulse.

Hana stood on the landing with her mop on her shoulder and her earphones in. Twenty-seven, night shift, the kind of tired that does not care what you are wearing. She looked at my face. Then past my hip. Then back at my face.

“Dryer twelve,” she said. “Vent’s still blowing lint up your stair. You coming down, or am I leaving it?”

“Coming,” I said.

Behind me in the kitchen, the ward mat lay rolled against the cupboard where she had left it the night before. I did not turn. I stepped into the hall with my knees almost kissing. The taped bulk dragged and shifted between my legs. The grey work leggings showed the line. Of course they did. Salt sat on my tongue from my own spit. My hole ached from being used. My legs did not want to hold me.

Hana started down. I followed. One step. Then another. Keep them together. The pad squelched once, soft and thick, and heat climbed my neck. She did not look back. Her mop tip bumped the rail. Lint drifted past my ankles like grey snow.

The laundrette hit me full in the face when we cleared the last stair. Warm air. Soap. The tick of that tube over silent drums. Most machines sat empty and dark. Dryer twelve rattled like it had a sock stuck in its throat. The vent near the stair spat pale fluff in little bursts.

Hana pointed with the mop.

“That one. I already killed the cycle. Pull whatever’s jammed and run a clean. I’ll mop.”

She plugged her earphones in harder and walked two machines away. The mop dragged wet across the tiles. She never said a word about the shape under my leggings. She never had. That was worse than if she had.

I stood there with my thighs locked and the blood loud in my ears. Upstairs, footsteps crossed the flat. Then the stair again. She came down with two mugs and her nurse calm intact, the blue fob watch riding her scrubs, steam rising off the tea. Thirty-eight years old and moving like the night belonged to her schedule.

“Strip the leggings,” she said. “They go in now. Forty-two minutes. Hoodie only.”

My mouth opened. Closed. Hana’s mop squeaked two machines over. The street window sat uncovered and black, pavement light cutting across the folding table.

“Here?” I said.

“Here.” She set one mug on the table edge. “You have one pair for work. They wash every night. Sit.”

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband. The fabric peeled down over the taped front. Crinkle. Weight. The pad was warm and heavy with what I had given it upstairs. I stepped out of the leggings, folded them once, and shoved them into dryer twelve with a clean towel from the stack. The door clanged. I twisted the dial. The drum started its long tumble.

Forty-two minutes.

I climbed onto the folding table in the hoodie and nothing else. Metal bit the backs of my thighs. The taped bulk forced my knees apart whether I wanted it or not. Cool air found bare skin. Anyone walking past that window would see a grown woman in a hoodie with a thick white pad between her legs and tea going cold beside her hip.

I hated how hard that made me throb.

Hana mopped. Earphones in. Head down. The mop head slapped near a drain and swung wide. She passed within two metres and did not look up.

She leaned a hip against the table and wrapped my fingers around the second mug.

“Drink.”

I drank. Sweet. Warm. Too much liquid for a bladder she now owned. The first real swallow sat in my gut like a promise I could not keep.

Her palm settled on the front of the pad. Not a change. A check. Two fingers pressed and weighed. The thick layers gave under her hand. Warmth bled through. My breath snagged.

“Soaked already,” she said. “Messy little thing. And you still think this is a bill you can pay off.”

“It is a forfeit,” I said. My face burned. “I lost. I am paying.”

She looked at me over the mug steam. Dry. Mean. Almost bored.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The words went in deeper than a slap. Something in my chest slipped. I had been calling it payment since the jar. Service. Debt. A joke taken far enough to teach me. Her hand stayed on the bulk, thumb rubbing a slow circle where the tape met my lower belly, and pleasure licked up under the shame so clean I could not rename it.

“Say what this is,” she said.

I stared at the ticking tube. “I do not know.”

“Good. Drink more.”

I drank. The dryer tumbled. Hana’s mop scraped nearer, then swung away toward the far wall. My bare heels knocked the table edge. The pad’s weight pulled my hips open. Every shift made the plastic cover whisper.

She set her mug down. Climbed the table enough to brace one knee. Her hand slid lower, found the thick centre, and pressed until the diaper mashed my pussy through the liner. Not hard. Steady. A grind she controlled.

“Stay on the table,” she said. “Hands on the edge. You do not come until I say. You do not close your legs. You sit here like the toy you begged to be and you feel every minute of that dryer.”

“Someone will see,” I whispered.

“Then they will see.” Her mouth was close to my ear. “Hana already knows what you are. She mops through it. You will sit wet and open under that window and take what I give you.”

My fingers locked on the metal rim. She started to move her hand. Slow. Mean. The pad crushed against my swollen folds and dragged. Friction through fluff. My hips tried to chase it. She pinned them with her other forearm.

“Still.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Tell me what your hole wants.”

Filth rose easy now. That scared me more than the window.

“It wants your fingers,” I said. “It wants to be used. I am sitting on a folding table in a laundrette in a fucking nappy and I am dripping into it because you touched me.”

“Louder.”

Hana’s mop hit a bucket. Water sloshed. Earphones still in. Two machines away.

“I am dripping,” I said, louder, face hot. “My pussy is soaked. This pad is heavy and I need you to rub me until I break.”

“There she is.” Praise, flat and sharp. “Good little whore. Keep talking while I work you.”

Her hand found a rhythm against the bulk. Grind. Pause. Grind. The liner went slick. My clit throbbed under the layers like a trapped nerve. She would not give me skin. Only pressure through the tape and fluff, and that was somehow filthier. Service would have been a wipe and a retape. This was her using the check as a toy.

I rocked once. She stopped.

“Beg without finishing,” she said. “I want the need. Not the end.”

“Please keep going.” My throat scraped. “Please rub my clit through this. I will stay open. I will drink. I will sit here for the whole cycle. Just do not stop.”

She started again. Slower. The dryer sang its hot tumble. My thighs shook. Sweat gathered under the hoodie. Spit wet my lower lip because I kept forgetting to swallow.

Near-miss. Hana’s mop swung into our aisle. Grey water. Wet tiles. She pushed past the end of the table, close enough that her sleeve almost brushed my bare calf. I froze. My whole body locked around the thick pad and the hand pressed into it. The street window threw my outline back at me. Hoodie. Spread knees. White bulk. Her wrist working me in tiny circles.

Hana did not look up. She mopped the corner, turned, and went back toward the front machines. Earphones. Silence. Lint puffed from the vent.

I let out a sound I could not swallow.

“She almost saw,” I breathed.

“She did see,” she said. “She chose the mop. You chose the jar. Now choose your mouth. Tell me you need this.”

My inner voice frayed. Heavy. Open. Window. Her hand. Cannot call it work. Cannot.

“I need this,” I said. “I need your hand on my taped cunt like it belongs there. I need to sit on this table and get edged in public like a bad pet. I am not paying you. I am getting off on you. Fuck. Please.”

That did something behind her eyes. Not soft. Satisfied.

“Again.”

“I want it,” I said, and the shame fused so tight with the heat I could barely breathe. “I want you to ruin me through this pad while the dryer runs. I want to come for you in a laundrette with my work clothes tumbling and Hana ten feet away. I am your messy bitch on a metal table. Please make me come.”

“Not yet.”

She edged me. Long. Cruel. Pressure built and flattened. My hips jerked. She waited me out. Tea cooled at my elbow. The tube ticked. The drum rolled past the halfway mark with a heavy thunk of wet fabric. My pussy clenched on nothing and leaked into the liner until the front felt hot and dense. Sore from upstairs. Hungrier now.

“Look at the window,” she said.

I looked. My own face looked back, flushed and stupid. Thirty-one years old, fitness coach, the woman who won everything, sitting diapered on a folding table while a night nurse ground her open under a street light.

“You used to call this a lesson,” she said. “You do not get that story either. Say what my hands are.”

I swallowed. “Pleasure.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“Your hands are pleasure,” I said, and something irreversible tipped. “Not a wipe. Not a chore. I want them. I want this. I cannot pretend I am only paying a debt.”

“Good girl.” Mean smile. “Then earn the finish.”

She shoved the hoodie hem up. Cool air on my belly. Her fingers dug under the waist tape just enough to reach skin, then slid into the damp heat along my slit. Two fingers. Slick. She found my clit bare and rubbed tight filthy circles while the heel of her hand mashed the soaked diaper against my hole.

I bit down on a moan. Spit ran. My grip screwed tight on the table rim.

“Quiet for Hana,” she murmured. “Loud for me. Whisper what you are.”

“Your toy,” I whispered. “Your wet hole. Your adult baby slut on day three who cannot keep her legs shut. Please. I am so close. The dryer is almost done. Please let me come on your fingers in this thing.”

“Take it.”

She did not speed up. She deepened. Slow grind of knuckle and pad and the blunt drag over my swollen nub until the build turned ugly and huge. My belly tightened. My toes curled. The fluorescent tick matched my pulse. Somewhere the mop slapped water. Somewhere the vent coughed lint up the stair we would climb again.

The orgasm hit in a long dirty roll, not a counted spike. It dragged through me while the dryer hit its last hard tumbles. I shook on the table and flooded her fingers and the liner at once. Wet sounds under the tape. Obscene. My cunt fluttered and spat and I had to clamp my mouth shut on a sob. Full. Breaking. Hers. No payment left in the word. Only need. Only her hand inside the shame making it better.

She worked me through the last pulses until I twitched and tried to close. She did not let me. She held me open with the heel of her palm and watched my face go slack.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. The drum slowed. Buzzed. Stopped.

Forty-two minutes.

She pulled her hand free, wiped my slick on the inside of my own thigh, and pressed the tape flat again. Neat. Nurse hands. Then she opened dryer twelve, pulled the grey work leggings out hot, and shook them once.

“Stand.”

I slid off the table. Legs soft. Pad heavy and fresh-soaked under me. She dressed me like it was ordinary. Warm fabric up over the bulk. Waistband snapped. The panty line showed at once against the pale marl. She smoothed it with her palm, one last press that made my spent nerves jump.

Hana shut off a tap. Pulled one earphone free.

“Vent’s quieter,” she called, still not looking straight at us. “I’ll bag the lint in the morning. Night.”

“Night,” I managed.

She plugged the earphone back in and pushed her bucket toward the back. Never named the bulk. Never named the table. Never named what she had mopped past.

We climbed. Lint ghosted the stair. My thighs rubbed. The warm leggings trapped heat against the wet pad until every step was a hand I had asked for. At the flat door she paused with her key and glanced once toward the hall shelf, toward the sealed sweet jar and the phone I would not touch. She did not ask about the memo. She did not offer the terms. Her look asked nothing aloud and everything else.

“Bed,” she said. “Door shut. You wait. Morning check. You drink what I bring. You hear the count from me. Then you coach.”

I nodded. The number sat behind my teeth without her saying it. Twenty-seven left after tonight. Spoken only in her mouth at the first check of every day. Living in my head the rest of the hours.

I lay in the dark after she closed me in and stared at the ceiling while the pad cooled against my skin. My body hummed where her fingers had been. The table edge was still printed on my palms. The dryer tumbled on in my head like a clock I did not own.

I was not going to ask for the memo. Not yet. The full terms could stay laughed over and unheard on the phone inside the jar. I would earn the next coaching check first. I would stand in the morning with my legs together and take the wet fingers at my waistband and drink what she gave me and let the count hit me clean. If I was going to lose the alibi that I did not want this, I would lose it on my feet, under her hand, with lint still in the stair and the next day waiting on the other side of the door.


Chapter 4: Pale Grey Marl

“Eight,” I said, and fourteen bodies dropped into the squat with me. “Seven.” My voice stayed flat. “Six.”

Glass made the fourth wall. Beyond it the car park sat grey and early, and her hatchback waited with the engine off, dash clock glowing just past six. Warmth pulsed low in my cunt where she had seated the toy before she taped me shut. Thick diaper held the bullet flush against my clit. Pale grey marl showed the panty line if anyone looked hard enough. Nobody in the room was meant to look that hard.

I had stood in that car twenty minutes ago with my knees locked. She had killed the engine, glanced at the dash, and hooked two fingers under the waistband without asking. The liner was already warm from the ride. She pressed in, checked the soak, and nodded once like a chart she already knew.

“Drink,” she had said.

I took the plastic bottle from her hand. Warm oat milk. Sweet. The kind of drink a thirty-one-year-old coach should have laughed at. I swallowed it anyway because this was the game we had chosen as adults, and she was thirty-eight and done arguing with my pride. Milk coated my tongue. Heat slid down into my belly.

“Twenty-one,” she said, eyes on the blue fob watch pinned to her scrubs. “Spoken. Not written. You carry it.”

“Twenty-one,” I repeated.

“Good girl.” She had wiped her hand on my inner thigh, smoothed the waistband flat, and put the remote in her coat pocket. “Six checks on a working day. This was one. Coach.”

Now the studio mirrors threw my body back at me from three sides. Fourteen clients, adults every one, the youngest twenty-six and the eldest fifty-four. Flagship hour. My livelihood on the clock. I kept counting.

“Five. Hold the bottom. Ribs in.”

The first buzz hit mid-hold.

Low. Mean. A fat vibration straight into my clit through the soaked liner. My thighs jumped. I locked them. Pale fabric strained over the bulk. Someone in the front row adjusted a hair tie. Nobody looked at my crotch. Yet.

I breathed through my nose. Kept the count.

“Four. Drive through the heels.”

The buzz climbed. She was out there in the hatchback with the window cracked, remote in her palm, watching me teach through glass like I was a patient on a ward screen. Warmth flooded my diaper. I clenched around nothing and got worked anyway. The toy sat deep and dirty against me and would not stop.

“Three.”

My voice did not crack. That was the point. She wanted the level voice. She wanted the class to hear a coach and not a slut getting her clit buzzed in a taped diaper under work kit.

“Say what you need,” she had told me in the car, dry as chart notes. “Later. Not in front of them. In front of them you work.”

“Two. Up on four. Slow.”

The pulse jumped to a hard stutter. Pleasure forked up my spine. Sweat prickled inside the hoodie. The pad grew hotter. I was heavy already from the morning soak she had checked. Every buzz made fresh slick add to it. Filthy. Loud inside the plastic even if the room only heard my count.

“One. Stand. Shake it out.”

They stood. I stood. The toy kept going. My knees wanted to fold. I smiled the coach smile and clapped once.

“Good. Water. Thirty seconds. Then planks.”

A woman in the second row thanked me. I nodded. Across the glass, she lifted the remote like a greeting and thumbed it higher.

The stutter became a grind.

My clit throbbed. My cunt fluttered. Heat poured down my legs inside the marl. I turned to face the class so my back took the glass and she could still see the line of the diaper through pale fabric if she wanted. She always wanted.

“Planks. Forearms. Knees down if you need. We hold for forty.”

I dropped with them. The bullet jammed harder against me. A moan tried to climb out. I swallowed it and counted the hold out loud for them instead.

“Ten. Nine. Breathe.”

Shame and heat locked together. Remote. Hatchback. Engine off. Dash clock. Twenty-one days left spoken into warm milk breath. Six checks baked into the weekday now. Work was not clean anymore. Work was hers.

“Eight. Seven. Stay long.”

The orgasm rose ugly and fast. No edge game. No pause. Forced. She held the grind and watched me plank while my cunt started to seize.

“Six. Five.”

I could not beg here. I had begged on the laundrette night. Different room. Different rules. Here I had to keep the number clean for fourteen people who paid me to be the most disciplined body in the building.

“Four.”

My belly tightened. Toes curled in my trainers. Slick sounds started under the tape, soft enough that only I heard them. The liner went hot and filthy. My clit jumped on every pulse.

“Three. Two. One. Down. Knees. Good.”

They dropped. I stayed up half a second too long because the climax hit on the last count and my arms shook. It tore through me in a hard dirty wave. My cunt clenched and spilled into the diaper. I bit my tongue. Kept my face flat. Came in silence while fourteen adults, not one of them under twenty-six, sipped water and checked their form in the mirrors.

Past one. She had not eased off.

I rolled to my side like it was a demo. “Side planks next. Right first.”

The buzz dropped to a low tease. Enough to keep me twitching. Not enough to let me breathe clean. Warm milk sat sweet in my stomach. Warmth sat worse between my legs. I set the class up and caught my own reflection. Pale grey marl. Clear panty line. A dark bloom starting at the crotch where the soak was winning.

“Look at you,” she would say later. I had the shape of it already.

“Thirty seconds each side. Go.”

I held the side plank. The toy kicked again, sharp. My free hand trembled. A client asked if the tempo was right. I said yes. My voice stayed level. My cunt did not. Another climax stacked on the first without permission, smaller, meaner, a hard flutter that made my hips jerk once against the floor. I turned it into a form correction.

“Hips up. That is it.”

Past two. Past whatever came next. Counting the orgasms was already slipping. She wanted that. She wanted my head to blur while my mouth kept coaching.

We stood for squats again. I faced the glass this time because Tobias was walking across the car park, fifty-two and sharp in his owner jacket, folder under one arm. He stopped at the hatchback. Spoke through her window. She did not hide the remote. She smiled like a nurse on break. Then he came to the studio door and tapped the glass with two knuckles.

I kept the class moving. “Pulse the bottom. Eight.”

He tapped again. Pointed at me. Held up the folder.

Flagship contract. The six a.m. slot made official. Fourteen clients locked in. Glass-walled studio with my name on the board. The exact hour the thirty days would end. He did not know that. He only knew I filled the room.

I walked to the glass without stopping the count. “Seven. Hold.”

Tobias raised his voice through the seam. “Marnie. Two minutes when you break. I want your name on this before nine.”

“Six,” I told the room, then to him, through the pane, “Leave it. I will look.”

He smiled, pleased. The kind of smile you give a woman who never drops a class. Behind him, out in the hatchback, she thumbed the remote to full.

The toy slammed my clit.

I locked my jaw. Nodded at Tobias like a professional. Came again on my feet while he watched my face and saw only focus. I spasmed. Fresh piss heat joined the slick in the pad. It spread warm down the liner, and the pale fabric would show it if I turned wrong under the lights.

“Five. Stay with me.”

Tobias mouthed good and pinned the contract corner under the wiper of the hatchback on his way past her. She watched him do it. Then she watched me. The buzz did not stop. Another wave hit, messy, overlapping, and I lost the private count for good. Past four. Past counting. My head went short and crude.

Clit. Pad. Glass. Her.

“Four. Three. Drive.”

“You alright, coach?” someone called.

“Perfect,” I said. “Two. One. Shake out.”

They shook. I shook for a different reason. My thighs were wet inside the kit. The bulk was huge. Shame burned up my throat and fed straight back into the heat. She had taken the one place I still pretended was mine. The gym was inside the arrangement now. Irreversible. Her remote in her pocket while I sold discipline to a packed room.

“Last block,” I said. “Lunges. Slow. Own it.”

I demoed. The toy stuttered through the lunge and wrung another climax out of me on the front foot. My mouth opened. No sound came. Drool threatened. I swallowed, wiped my lip like sweat, and kept demoing. The bullet sat fat and constant, deep enough to make me ache around the empty need to be fucked properly. She had not put a strap on me this morning. She had put a remote in me and sent me to work. That was worse.

“Switch sides.”

They switched. I switched. My diaper crinkled once, loud to me, soft to them. Warmth. Always warmth. Milk in the belly. Piss and cum in the liner. Studio heat on my face. Her eyes on my crotch through glass like she could taste it.

Class broke on the hour. Praise. Claps. People filing out sweaty and grateful. I stood in the middle of the floor with my legs together the way she liked, and the soak pulled cold at the edges where sweat met piss.

Delphine came in from the weights bay, twenty-nine, hair clipped up, racking the last set of dumbbells with the easy competence that made her my cover. She grabbed my kit bag to shift it off the mat line, glanced into the open bottom, and stopped.

The pack sat there. Plastic. Adult size. Opened. Unmissable.

Her eyes flicked to my pale grey marl. To the panty line. To the dark bloom at the crotch. Back to my face.

I waited for the joke. For the question. For the end of my career in one raised brow.

She said nothing.

She set the bag down neat. Racked the last weight. Wiped her hands.

“I will take the nine if you want the office slot with Tobias,” she said. Ordinary. Kind. Brutal.

“Thanks,” I managed.

“You look cooked.” A small smile. Still no name for the pack. Still no name for the bulk. “Hydrate.”

She left through the staff door. The silence she left behind sat heavier than any shout. Hana had mopped past me once and chosen quiet. Delphine had seen the pack in my bag and chosen the same. Quiet was becoming a room I lived in.

I gathered the cones. My hands shook. The toy died. Residual throbs kept kicking my clit anyway. I walked out through reception with the kit bag on my shoulder and the wet bulk rolling between my thighs, past the glass, into the car park cold.

Her hatchback sat open at the rear, nosed into the far corner past the last row of cars. The only people out here were two of my nine o’clocks heading in early, a married couple in their forties with matching gym bags, and they were already through the glass door without looking back. The blue ward mat lay folded plain across the boot liner. She stood beside it in her coat, remote loose in one hand, fob watch catching the light.

I stopped in front of her. Legs together. Chin up. Soaked.

She looked me over slow. Crotch first. Face second.

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

Heat punched my face. “I taught the whole hour.”

“You came through it.” Her mouth tipped. Mean. Fond. “I felt every one on your face. Say it.”

“I came in front of them.” My voice went rough. “In the diaper. On your remote. Like a cheap whore who still took their money.”

“Again.”

“I flooded this fucking diaper while Tobias offered me the flagship.” I swallowed. “I nodded through the glass and came again. I lost count. I could not keep the numbers. Past four. Past whatever. You made my cunt stupid and my voice stayed clean. That is what you took.”

“Good.” She stepped in, hooked her fingers in my waistband in the open air of the car park, and checked the heat. Two fingers. Press. Squelch. She hummed. “Soaked through. Change before the next block. Mat is ready.”

“Here?”

“Engine off. Boot up. You know the drill now.” She nodded at the ward mat. “Work days get six. You already burned two. Gym is not outside this anymore, Marnie. Stop pretending the studio was clean.”

My throat closed. “People can see.”

“Then stay quiet and hold still.” She patted the mat. “On your back. Leggings down. I want that toy out, fresh tape on, and you back on the floor before the eleven. Move.”

I climbed into the boot. Cold metal. Mat unrolling under my hips with a plastic slap. She yanked the leggings down. Tape ripped. Thick diaper opened on a rush of trapped heat and the smell of piss and cunt. The bullet gleamed slick against my swollen clit. She plucked it free, pushed two fingers into my cunt without warning, and fucked the leftover pulses out of me in short mean strokes while I bit my wrist and tried not to yelp for the whole car park.

“Take it,” she said. “You already did in there. Finish.”

“Please. Fuck. Ruth.” Her name tore out of me once. “I am still going. I cannot.”

“You can.” She crooked her fingers, crushed my clit under her thumb, and forced one more broken climax through my raw nerves until I kicked and leaked onto the mat. No count left in my head. Only heat. Only her hand. Only the open boot and the contract under the wiper fluttering in the wind.

She cleaned me with wipes. Powder. Fresh thick diaper. Hard tape. Nurse neat. Leggings yanked up. Waistband smoothed over the new bulk. The panty line showed at once against the pale grey marl. She pressed it flat with her palm and my spent nerves jumped.

“Up.”

I slid off the mat. Legs soft. She shut the boot on the rolled blue. Walked me to the passenger side. Pointed at the windscreen.

Tobias’s contract sat under the wiper, one corner tucked, my name already printed on the top line. Through the glass the dash clock glowed. 07:26. Already counting the hours toward tomorrow’s five forty. Toward the next check. Toward the next time she would kill the engine and put her hand in my waistband and make me drink and speak the number and walk into glass with a toy she owned.

I stood there in pale grey marl with warm milk still in my belly and a fresh soak starting against clean liner, and watched the red digits hold steady like a second pulse I no longer set.


Chapter 5: She Never Looked

Istood in the passenger footwell at five forty with the engine off and Ruth’s fingers already hooked in my waistband.

She did not look at my face. She looked at my leggings and the thick line they could not hide.

“Drink.”

I took the bottle. Oat milk, cold, the same as every working morning. I drank until she tapped the plastic with her nail.

“Waistband.”

I held still while she slid her hand flat against the diaper. Warm. Already damp at the front. Her fingers pressed once, hard enough to make my clit jump under the liner, then she pulled free and wiped her palm on her scrub top.

“Number.”

“Fifteen.”

“Clean.” She nodded at the gym doors. “Delphine has the nine. You teach the flagship. Contract stays under the glass until after. You do not touch it. You do not look at Tobias like you want him to save you. Go.”

I went.

The studio glass threw my reflection back at me the whole warm-up. Hoodie. Pale marl. The fat, honest bulk of a fresh diaper taped so neat it looked like part of the kit. Fourteen bodies filled the room. I counted them the way I counted reps. My voice came out sharp and funny and in charge, the voice that had built this room, and under it the diaper whispered every time I dropped into a squat.

Delphine took the nine without a speech. She only caught my eye once, glanced at the line under my leggings, and tipped her chin toward the corridor like she had already decided what she was willing to know.

“I’ve got them,” she said. “Go home when you’re done. You look cooked.”

“I am fine.”

“Sure. Still covering.”

Tobias’s contract sat under the wiper where he had pinned it days ago, put back each morning like a dare. Unsigned. My name printed on the top line. Through the windscreen the dash clock kept its red mouth shut. I did not go out to it.

I taught the best class I had ever taught.

Not because I was free. Because I was owned and still had to make fourteen people sweat on my count. I barked tempo. I fixed a girl’s knees with two fingers and a joke. I held a plank longer than anyone in the room and the diaper held me longer than that. Every lunge pressed the soaked front against my clit. Every jump made the tape bite my hips. I did not come. I did not ask. I let the heat sit there like a second pulse and sold the room the version of me that never lost.

When the last client left, Delphine’s phone buzzed once. Ruth had sent nothing to the cheap work phone I had kept out of the jar for client calls. The words were in my head before I borrowed Delphine’s screen.

Home. Now.

The flat smelled like dish soap and night air. Ruth stood at the kitchen counter in soft clothes, not scrubs. On the table between the fruit bowl and my water lay her blue fob watch, face up, pin undone. In fifteen days I had never seen it off her chest. The soft tick of it on the wood was the only new sound in the room. It owned the evening the way her hands usually owned my waistband.

“Mat,” she said. “Window light. I want to see what you are carrying.”

I stripped the leggings down in the open kitchen. No boot. No car park. Just lino and the blue waterproof laid out under the window where anyone on the stairwell could have glanced up and seen a thirty-one-year-old fitness coach on her back with her diaper open. Ruth knelt. Tape ripped. Heat and piss smell rolled out. She pressed the wet pad with the flat of her hand and watched my face while the soak squelched.

“Evening check,” she said. “Say it.”

“Evening check.”

“How many today.”

“This is six.”

“Good girl.” She said it dry, almost bored, and my cunt clenched on nothing. “You held through the class. I watched the glass. You wanted to grind on that diaper in front of them and you did not. That is the only reason you get to hear what comes next.”

She cleaned me. Powder. Fresh thick diaper. Hard tape. Nurse neat. She left the leggings off. Hoodie hem and bare thighs and a fat crinkling bulk I could not pretend was sport.

Then she sat back on her heels and nodded at the hall.

“Jar,” she said. “Bring it. Do not open it yet.”

I fetched the two-litre sweet jar from the shelf at the top of the laundrette stairs. Phone still sealed inside. My own stupid laugh trapped in forty seconds I had never played back. I set it on the table beside the ticking watch.

Ruth did not touch the lid.

“I never opened that jar,” she said. Flat. No smile. “I never looked. I never had a way of knowing you broke the seven days. You told me. That is the whole of it.”

The kitchen tilted.

“You said you caught me.”

“I said I accepted the confession. You filled in the rest because you needed me to be the one who found you.” She pointed at the jar. “Open it. Take the phone out. Unlock it. Show me the lock screen history from those thirty-eight hours. Then you seal it again. Jar stays the rule. I still never look.”

My hands shook on the lid. The seal scraped. Phone in my palm, warm from nothing but shame. I unlocked it. The screen lit the underside of her chin.

“Count the passes,” she said. “Aloud. Every unlock. Every app. Do not skip the ones you opened for three seconds and closed like that made it smaller.”

I scrolled. My voice thinned.

“One. Messages. Two. Bank. Three. Gym schedule. Four. Messages again. Five. News. Six. Maps for no reason. Seven. Photos. Eight. Messages. Nine. The group chat. Ten. Email. Eleven. Clock, like time would forgive me. Twelve. Messages. Thirteen. Fitness log. Fourteen.” I stopped. “Fourteen. Then I put it back and told you I had broken it.”

“Blank it. Phone off. Seal it.”

I powered it down. Back in the jar. Lid tight. Shelf. The forfeit’s only copy of the terms sealed in with it, laughing at a woman who had not listened to herself.

When I turned, Ruth was on the floor by the mat, watching me like a nurse watches a chart.

“You did not lose,” she said. “You handed it over. That is different. A woman who never loses does not know how to ask to be looked after, so she builds a crime big enough that care becomes the sentence. You broke a phone-free week at thirty-eight hours with fourteen little passes, then walked into my kitchen and confessed so I would have to put you in a diaper and keep you there. That was the only way you could hand anything over.”

I sat down hard on the mat. Crinkle under my ass. The fresh liner going warm.

“Why,” I said. “Why you. Why this hard.”

She picked up the fob watch from the table, held it, did not pin it back.

“Second half,” she said. “You have never been allowed care. Not as a joke. Not as a reward. Not when you were sick. You win and you coach and you make other people stronger and nobody gets to hold you still. I have lived in this flat with you for eleven months. I watched you refuse help for a fever. I watched you tape your own ankle. I watched you laugh off every soft thing until soft looked like losing. I set a forfeit you would hate because hate was the only door you would walk through. I have waited eleven months for one ask. Not a confession. Not a performance. An ask.”

The tick of the watch in her hand filled the quiet.

I looked at her mouth. At the powder dusting her wrists. At the open kitchen and the window light on my taped hips.

“Please,” I said. My voice scraped. “Please look after me. Not as payment. Not because I fucked up a bet. Because I want your hands on me and I want the diaper and I want you to decide when I get to come. Please, Ruth. I am asking.”

She set the watch back on the table. Face up. Still off her chest.

“Say what you want on your cunt.”

“I want your fingers on my clit. I want you to fuck my pussy until I soak this clean diaper. I want to come because I asked, not because you edged me in a car park to prove a point.”

“Filthy enough.” She pushed me flat. Tapes popped. The fresh pad opened on powder and heat. She did not reach for the strap. She spit on her fingers, dragged them through my folds, and found me already slick and swollen. “You held through a whole flagship taped and buzzing with want. You earn this one. You do not count it for me. You take it.”

She rubbed my clit in tight mean circles and pushed two fingers into my cunt at the same time. I grabbed the mat. Plastic bunched in my fists. The window light put my spread thighs on display for an empty window and I did not care. Her thumb crushed down. Her fingers curled. The shame of the jar and the fourteen passes and the eleven months all sat on my chest while my hips chased her hand like a slut who had finally said the true thing.

“Fuck. Ruth. Please. Right there. Do not stop. I asked. I fucking asked.”

“I know. Come on my hand. Wet the pad for me like the baby you chose to be with a grown woman’s mouth.”

I broke.

Not the hard forced shatter from the boot. Not the silent stolen ones behind glass. One deep, ugly climax that dragged a sound out of me I did not dress up. My cunt clenched on her fingers. My clit jumped under her thumb. Piss and slick heat flooded the open diaper while I shook and swore and held onto her wrist so she could not leave the spot that hurt right. Short crude scraps left in my head. Her hand. My ask. Wet. Mine. Hers.

She worked me through it until I twitched too hard, then eased off. Wipes. Powder. Fresh diaper again. Hard tape. She pulled my grey marl up, smoothed the waistband over the new bulk, and pressed the panty line flat with her palm so I would feel it all night.

“Up.”

I stood. Legs soft. The fob watch ticked on the table, still unpinned.

Ruth nodded at it.

“Tomorrow’s first check is five forty in the hatchback,” she said. “Drink. Waistband. Fourteen spoken clean. You still have not heard the memo terms. That stays true until you decide the jar is worth opening for sound, not for a blank screen. And Tobias’s contract is still under the glass without your signature. Before nine you either write your name or you tell him why you will not. I will not do that part for you.”

She pinned the blue fob watch back on her top at last. The tick left the table and returned to her chest.

“Bed,” she said. “Stay in it until I open the door. You asked. I am keeping you.”

I walked to the bedroom in pale marl with a clean soak already starting against the liner, fifteen days on the clock, and the ask still wet on my tongue.


Chapter 6: Pack Five Of Eight

Iwas still in bed when Ruth opened the bedroom door. The stay-in-bed hold broke with the soft click of the latch and the smell of hospital soap on her scrubs. She stood in the frame in her night-shift blues, blue fob watch pinned back on her chest, and looked at me like I was a task she had already decided.

“Up, Marnie. Shoes. Hoodie. We are going out.”

I sat. The fresh thick diaper from last night had started a warm soak against the liner. My clit was still tender. My cunt felt used and quiet. I pulled the hoodie down over the bulk and found my trainers without asking why.

“Where?”

“Shop. Pack five. You will carry it. You will pay. Then we talk in the car.”

Outside it was still dark. Ruth drove. I sat in the passenger seat with the panty line pressed flat under the hoodie and watched the empty streets. Day sixteen of thirty. Fourteen days left. I did not say the numbers. She did not either. The hatchback’s dash clock glowed. Tobias’s contract still waited under the wiper from yesterday, white paper under glass, my name on top, unsigned.

The supermarket’s automatic doors sighed open for us at four in the morning. Floor polish hit first, sharp and chemical, laid thick over the tiles so my trainers squeaked. Somewhere past the tills a shelf-stacker’s radio played cheerful old pop too loud for the hour. The sound bounced off empty aisles and made the place feel wrong in a way that went straight under my skin.

Ruth walked me past bread and milk without slowing. Her calm was the same calm she used on a ward. She stopped me at the incontinence aisle. Rows of plastic packs. Adult sizes. Thick ones. The kind that crinkled when you lifted them.

“New rule,” she said, plain, no softener. “From tonight you buy your own stock when I say so. You take the pack off the shelf. You carry it the length of the store. You put it on the belt. You pay with your card. You answer whatever they ask you. You do not look at me for rescue. Understood?”

“Understood.”

“Say it properly.”

“I buy my own stock when you say so. I carry it. I pay. I answer. I do not look at you for rescue.”

“Good girl.” She tapped the shelf with two fingers. “Pack five of eight. That one. Lift it.”

I took the pack down. Twenty inside. Heavy plastic. The weight settled against my forearms and made the taped diaper shift between my thighs. Crinkle under the hoodie. Warm liner. I held the pack to my chest like shopping and not like what it was.

Ruth nodded toward the far end of the store. “Full length. Walk.”

I walked. Past biscuits. Past frozen. Past the radio still chirping some bright chorus while a night-shift stocker in a high-vis vest, a man in his thirties, stacked tins and did not look up. Every step made the pad rub my clit. Every step made the pack dig into my arms. Shame sat hot in my throat. Arousal sat lower, mean and steady. I kept my face flat the way I did for clients. Thirty-one years old, fitness coach, carrying a brick of adult diapers under strip lights at four a.m. because my flatmate, thirty-eight and still in scrubs from nights, had told me to.

At the till the cashier, a woman in her forties, was half asleep. She scanned the pack. The beep was loud. Ruth stood half a step behind me and said nothing.

“Loyalty points?” the cashier asked.

I heard my own voice come out too clear. “Yes. On this card.”

I tapped. Paid. Took the receipt. The pack went back into my arms. Ruth’s mouth almost smiled.

“Outside,” she said.

The automatic doors sighed again on the way out. Floor polish smell followed us into the cold. The hatchback waited under a lamp. Ruth unlocked it. I climbed in with the pack still hugged to my chest because she had not told me to put it down. She got in the driver’s side, shut her door, and left the engine off. Dash clock running. Quiet except for my breath and the soft plastic flex of the pack against my hoodie.

She turned in her seat and looked at me.

“Put the pack on your lap. Keep both hands on it.”

I did. The weight pinned my thighs. The diaper bulk pressed up into my cunt from below. I swallowed.

“Last night you asked to be looked after,” Ruth said. “You asked to come as a reward. I heard you. Tonight you are going to earn the next piece of that with your mouth.”

My pulse jumped. “Here?”

“Here. Engine off. Lights off. You lean over. You open my scrubs. You suck my cunt until I say stop. You keep your hands on that pack the whole time. You do not grind for your own sake unless I tell you the rhythm. Breath through your nose when I say. Mouth stays busy. If you need air you ask. If you come, you come once, slow, from the pressure and from doing what you are told. No count. No surrender speech. Just the work.”

I stared at her. “Ruth.”

“Yes or no, Marnie.”

“Yes.”

“Then ask for it like you mean the filthy part.”

Heat flooded my face. The pack’s edges cut into my palms. “Please let me suck your cunt in the car. Please use my mouth. I will keep my hands on the pack. I will breathe when you say. Please.”

“Good. Over.”

I leaned across the handbrake. The pack stayed clamped under my hands on my lap, heavy enough to trap my hips. Ruth unfastened her scrub trousers with one hand and pushed her underwear aside. She was already wet. Nurse’s calm, night-shift smell, the clean soap and the heat under it. I put my mouth on her.

She was soft and slick and she tasted like skin and salt. I licked a long stripe up her cunt and found her clit with my tongue. She made a small sound, not loud, and set her hand in my hair without pulling.

“Slower,” she said. “I am not in a rush. You are not either. Flat of the tongue. There. Hold.”

I held. My jaw worked. The pack weight ground the thick diaper up into my clit every time I shifted. Warm liner. Starting soak from last night’s fresh tape, getting wetter now from how hard I was. Shame and heat braided tight. I sucked her clit gently the way she liked pressure, and she hummed.

“Talk around it when I ask,” Ruth said. “What are you doing?”

I pulled off just enough to speak against her. “Sucking your cunt. In the car. With a pack of diapers on my lap.”

“And?”

“And I am wet in mine. And it is humiliating. And I want it.”

“Back on.”

I went back on. She guided my head with light pressure, not rough, just exact. The shelf-stacker’s radio was a thin bright ghost through the glass from inside the store. Automatic doors sighed somewhere for nobody. Floor polish still lived in my nose. All of it made my head float.

“Breathe through your nose,” Ruth said. “Do not pull off.”

I breathed. Mouth sealed to her. Tongue working her clit in the slow circle she set with the tilt of her hips. My own cunt clenched on nothing inside the taped diaper. The panty line dug. Thighs pressed together under the pack’s weight. Build came low and thick, not sharp. No edge game. No deny. Just a long climb while I served.

“You look filthy like this,” she said, dry, almost fond. “Coach mouth on my cunt at four in the morning. Diaper fat between your legs. Pack five holding you still. Keep going.”

I moaned into her. The sound vibrated. She rocked once against my face.

“Ask me something true while you lick,” Ruth said. “Not permission. A real question.”

I licked, swallowed, spoke wet against her. “Why the shop? Why make me carry it in front of people?”

“Because you still try to keep the care in private rooms,” she said. “I am moving it into the ordinary. Floor polish. Radio. Loyalty points. Your card on the reader. Tomorrow you will remember the beep when you teach. That is the point. Now suck.”

I sucked. Harder. Her breath changed. Her hand tightened in my hair. My clit throbbed under the soaked liner in stupid time with my tongue. The pack’s plastic edges bit my palms. I kept my hands there. Rule held.

“You may grind,” Ruth said. “Small. Match my pace. Do not race me.”

I rolled my hips under the weight. The thick pad mashed my clit. Slick heat spread in the crotch. Filthy. Perfect. Short scraps started to crowd out longer thought. Mouth. Pack. Wet. Her. I licked her clit and pressed my face in and breathed when she told me and the build kept rising without a spike to crash on.

“Tell me what your diaper feels like right now.”

“Hot. Heavy. Stuck to me. I can feel how wet I am every time I move. It is rubbing my clit and I want to come on it while I have your cunt in my mouth.”

“Then earn it. Deeper. Use your lips.”

I sealed and sucked. Ruth’s thighs flexed. She was close in that quiet nurse way, body telling the truth before her voice did. My own orgasm sat right behind my teeth, waiting, slow as molasses, fed by pressure and obedience and the sheer wrong brightness of the radio still leaking from the store.

“I am going to come on your tongue,” Ruth said. “You stay on me through it. After I finish you keep your mouth there until I say you can come. Then you come once. Unhurried. No performance. Understood?”

“Understood,” I said into her, and went back to work.

She came with a low broken sound and a hard pulse under my tongue. Slick wet my chin. I stayed put, licking soft, while she rode it down. My hips kept the small grind she had allowed. The diaper was a soaked fist against my cunt. Pack weight. Thigh pressure. Liner heat climbing.

Ruth’s hand stroked my hair once. “Now. Come for me. Slow.”

I did. It rolled up from the pad, thick and ugly and deep, no shatter, no count, no begging speech. My cunt clenched. My clit jumped under the wet bulk. Piss and slick heat flooded the already damp liner while I moaned into her open scrubs and shook with my hands locked on plastic. Fragments only. Her taste. Pack. Wet. Good. Hers. Mine. The climax took its time leaving. Ruth held my head steady until the last twitch passed, then eased me back into my seat.

I sat there breathing hard. Chin wet. Lap pinned by pack five. Diaper hot and heavy between my thighs, fresh soak spreading, tape still holding. The afterglow was not soft light. It was liner heat and the ache in my jaw and the pack’s weight still biting my arms like proof.

Ruth cleaned herself with a wipe from the door pocket, refastened her scrubs, and looked at the dash clock.

“Before nine,” she said. “Tobias’s contract is still under the glass. Your name is printed. The deadline is still before nine. You either sign it or you walk into the gym and tell him why you will not. I will not speak for you. I will check you at five forty in this car like I said. Waistband. Drink. Then you choose.”

I swallowed. My voice came out rough. “And the jar?”

“Still sealed. Memo still unheard. That does not move tonight. You opened it for a screen. You have not opened it for sound. When you want the full terms you will take the phone out and play them. Until then you live inside what you already agreed to with your mouth and your ask.”

She started the engine. Warm air. My trainers squeaked once on the mat from polish still on the soles.

“Ruth.”

“Mm.”

“I carried it the whole length of the store.”

“I know. I watched. You hated it and you got wet anyway. That is useful information.” She glanced at me, calm as ever. “Put your seatbelt on. We are going home long enough for a wash of your face and a retape if that soak has blown the edges. Then hatchback check. Then the signature choice. Keep the pack on your lap until we park.”

I clicked the belt. The pack stayed. Crinkle under my palms. Diaper glued warm to my cunt. Fourteen days left on a clock I could feel in the pad’s weight. The automatic doors of the supermarket sighed shut behind us in the mirror as Ruth pulled out, and the cheerful radio cut off like someone had closed a throat. I sat in the dark with my own taste of her still on my tongue and the next hard thing waiting under a windscreen wiper, and for the first time since the bet I did not try to outrun the care. I held the pack and let the liner heat tell me where I was going.


Chapter 7: Twenty Four Floors Down

Iwalked into Tobias’s office before the hour turned and set my kit bag down hard enough that the zip rattled. He was fifty-two, grey at the temples, already behind the desk with the flagship paper waiting like it had been there all night. My mouth tasted like last night’s mess. The thick pad between my legs was hot and swollen under the grey marl, tapes biting my hips, and I made myself stand with my feet planted like I still owned the room.

“You’re early,” he said.

“I’m deciding,” I said. “You put that under the wiper. I’m not leaving it there.”

He slid the pages across. “Fourteen clients. Six a.m. Your name on the line, Marnie. Or you tell me why not.”

I read the first clause. My bladder pressed dull against the soaked liner. I thought about bargaining. About asking permission for a toilet. About the sealed jar on the hall shelf and the forty seconds I still refused to hear. I picked up the pen.

“I’m signing,” I said. “On my own. No one speaks for me.”

“Good.” He watched me write Marnie in a clean hard hand. “Delphine can still cover nine if you need the buffer.”

“I’ll tell her,” I said. I did not tell him my waistband strained over piss I had not emptied since before dawn. I put the signed copy in his tray and walked out with the pad crinkling once, loud, in the quiet corridor.

At seven I was twenty-four floors up. The city lay pale beyond the floor-to-ceiling pane, all roofs and river glare. Ivo was forty-four, already on the mat in the penthouse gym, counting his own warm-up like he had decided to be useful. He looked at me once.

“You’re quiet,” he said.

“Count,” I said. “I’ll correct you when you’re wrong.”

Before five forty that morning I had thumbed my work phone and sent the refusal. Five forty check cancelled. Do not come to the car park. I am holding it. I put the phone face down on the console. The answer buzzed a minute later, short, no question mark. I did not open it. Bargaining had a shape in my chest and I shoved it down.

I unrolled nothing. There was no ward mat here. I stepped into the guest dressing alcove off the training floor, pulled the leggings to mid-thigh, and did the ritual with my own hands because she was not here to do it for me. Warm plastic. Swollen liner. The tapes held tight from the morning. I pressed my palm flat over the crotch. Heat soaked into my skin. I ran two fingertips along each tape tab, checking the seal the way she did, and the shame hit so sharp my mouth went dry. This was a game two grown women had chosen, and I was playing it alone in a stranger’s flat.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Still taped. Still full. Still mine to hold.”

I pushed the waistband up, smoothed the hoodie down, and walked back out to the floor.

“Deadlifts,” I told Ivo. “Eight. Slow eccentric. I want the floor to hear the plates.”

He pulled. I watched his form and said almost nothing. My pad rubbed my pussy lips every time I shifted my weight. Warmth spread. Texture of wet fluff against skin. I locked my thighs and kept my face blank. He counted aloud. I counted in my head against the pressure in my bladder and lost the number twice.

Twenty minutes. Thirty. My cunt ached from being ignored. The liner sat heavier. I told myself that was old soak, night heat, nothing new.

At forty minutes the need turned mean. I stopped him mid-set.

“Water break,” I said. “Two minutes.”

I walked to the marble guest bathroom without asking permission. Second broken rule of the month. The door clicked. Marble under my trainers, cold through the sole. I stood over the toilet, leggings at my knees, tapes loud when I tried to peel a corner, and my hands shook.

I could not get the tabs free fast enough. I sat on the closed lid with the pad sealed and waited for the victory of piss hitting water.

Nothing came.

I pushed. I breathed. I pressed my fist into my lower belly. The warmth stayed trapped in the liner. My body refused the bowl like it had already chosen the plastic. Empty air. No relief. No win. I had broken the ask-rule for a marble room and a closed lid and the sound of my own breathing.

“Pointless,” I told the tiles. “You stupid fucking bitch.”

I stood, yanked the leggings up, washed nothing, and went back to the floor with my face set.

“Again,” I told Ivo. “Same weight. Stop collapsing your left knee.”

He nodded. We worked the rest of the ninety minutes. I coached him, stacked and counting, every cue clean, while the pad held whatever my body was doing and I pretended control was a thing I owned. When the session ended he thanked me, ordinary, adult, and I rode the lift alone.

Twenty-four floors down. Soft motor hum. Mirrored walls. My reflection looked like a coach. Under the fabric the pad sat thick and quiet. I felt calm. I felt proud. I bargained with myself that refusing the check had proved something.

The doors opened on the lobby. Pavement air hit my face. My first step onto the stone sent a cold line up my inner thigh that did not belong to sweat.

I stopped.

Heat. Fresh. Spreading. The liner went from warm to flooded in three seconds I had already lived through without noticing. My bladder had emptied in the lift and I had felt nothing. Control, absolute for thirty-one years, had left me between floors like a joke.

“No,” I said to the street. “No, no, no.”

Piss ran until the pad sagged. The crotch of the leggings darkened. A woman with a coffee walked past and did not look long enough to know. I walked to the hatchback on stiff legs, sat on a soaked cushion of my own making, and drove home braced for punishment.

The hall smelled like detergent from the laundrette below. The two-litre sweet jar sat sealed on the shelf where I had left it, phone dark inside, memo unheard. She stood in the doorway to the kitchen in her scrubs, fob watch pinned, calm like a nurse who had already read the chart.

“You refused the check,” she said.

“I know.”

“Tell me the rest.”

“I sat on it. Nothing happened. Then I pissed myself in the lift and only caught it on the pavement.” My voice scraped. “I didn’t feel it leave. I’ve never… I thought I couldn’t.”

She looked at my crotch. The dark patch. The way the tapes strained.

“Strip,” she said. “Mat. Now.”

I dragged the waterproof mat out of her bag by the door because my hands needed a job. I spread it on the hall lino under the jar shelf. Hoodie off. Leggings peeled down sticky. The soaked pad hung heavy between my thighs, reeking, hot, full of the lift and the morning and the night before. I lay back. She knelt between my knees and put her hands on me like inspection was the whole point.

Palm on the crotch first. Press. Warmth squelched. Texture of swollen pulp under plastic. She peeled the tapes slow, one tab at a time, and each rip sounded filthy in the quiet hall. The pad fell open. My pussy was flushed and slick with old heat and new piss. She wiped me with a cloth that was already too wet to help, then held me open with her thumbs and looked.

“This is what holding it got you,” she said. “A full pad you didn’t even earn on purpose. Say what you did.”

“I cancelled the check. I booked the full ninety. I coached quiet on purpose. I used his marble bathroom without asking. I got nothing. I wet in the lift without feeling it and I only knew when the street hit me.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I pissed myself without noticing because I was busy proving I still run my own cunt. I broke the rule for empty air. I’m lying here soaked and I still want you to tape me.”

She smiled with no kindness in it. “Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please.” My hips jerked. “Please tape me. Please put a fresh one on. Please use your hands on me until I can’t bargain. I’ll say anything. I’ll be your wet little whore on the mat. Just don’t leave me open.”

“Hands first,” she said. “Inspection is mine. Coming is something you earn out loud.”

She rubbed my clit with the pad of her thumb, slow, mean, spreading piss-slick in circles. I jolted. She pushed two fingers into my cunt without warning and curled them against the spot that made my knees try to close. Her other hand pinned my hip.

“Count when I tell you,” she said. “Not before.”

She worked me. Hard strokes inside. Thumb grinding. The hall ceiling blurred. I started to climb and she stopped dead, fingers still buried, and waited until I whined.

“Please, I’m right there, fuck, don’t…”

“Quiet.” She started again. Built me higher. Stopped. My cunt clenched on her knuckles. Drool wet the corner of my mouth. She fucked me with her hand in short deep thrusts until I was shaking, then pulled free and slapped my soaked folds once.

“Now,” she said. “Take the first. Count it.”

She shoved back in and rubbed my clit raw. The orgasm ripped up out of the empty bladder ache and through me. I came hard on her hand, pussy spasming, wet sounds filthy and open.

“One,” I gasped. “Fuck. One.”

She did not let me finish the shake. She kept going, oversensitive, brutal, dragging a second climax out of the same nerve endings while I tried to twist away and could not.

“I can’t, it’s too much, please…”

“You can. You’re going to. Say what you are.”

“Your taped bitch. Your hole. Please let me come again, please, I’ll be good…”

She pinched my clit between finger and thumb and pumped her hand into me until the second one broke me open. Longer. Meaner. My voice went high.

“Two,” I sobbed. “Two. Oh fuck. Two.”

She eased off just enough to let me breathe, then slicked a third finger in and stretched me. The burn sat right on the edge of too much. She leaned down and spat on my clit, rubbed the spit in, and talked into my skin.

“You refused care to prove a point. You sat on marble for nothing. You lost your piss in a lift. This is what you get instead of a scolding.”

“I’m sorry. I’m so fucking sorry. Use me. Ruin it. Please.”

She edged me once more, held me there with three fingers still and her thumb hovering until I was crying plain tears into my hair.

“Ask properly.”

“Please make me come. Please force it. Please don’t stop when I say it hurts.”

She gave me the third without mercy. Rubbed and fucked and held me down through the thrash. I counted when it broke.

“Three. Three. Three…”

Still not done. She pulled her hand free, wiped it on the inside of my thigh, and replaced it with the strap from the kit by the door, already harnessed under her scrub bottoms like she had planned the ending. The head pushed into me in one slow seat. Full. Stretching. She fucked me in deep strokes while her fingers found my clit again and worked the overspent nub without pity.

“Four if you can take it,” she said. “Out loud. Or I stop and leave you empty.”

“Don’t stop. Fuck my cunt. Harder. I’ll take four. I’ll take five. Please.”

She pounded. The mat creaked. Air and shame and hall light closed in. The fourth orgasm dragged out of me longer than the others, brutal, past too much, my whole body seizing while I shouted the number.

“Four. Fuck. Four.”

She kept the strap buried and rubbed me into a fifth that was almost nothing but raw nerve and sobbing, and I still counted it because she had told me to.

“Five. I’m coming. Five. Please. Five.”

I went blank. Short crude scraps. Strap. Spit. Wet. Full. Hers. Mat. Tape soon. Please.

She fucked me through the last flutter and pulled out. My cunt was used and open. She cleaned me with the cloth, powdered nothing, and taped a fresh thick pad on with hard pulls, each tab sealed like a verdict. Leggings back up. Hoodie. I sat on the mat in a clean heat that already felt like a promise.

She stood. Looked at the jar. Did not touch it.

“The ask-rule is gone,” she said. “You broke it for marble and empty air. So you don’t have to ask any more. Toilets are yours again if you want them. I won’t grant or refuse. That leash is cut.”

The win should have been air. It landed like a floor dropping. I looked at the sealed jar on the shelf behind me, phone inside, terms unheard, and the bargain in my chest turned over.

“I don’t want it cut,” I said.

She waited. Silence she made me fill.

“I want to keep asking,” I said. “Even if you said I don’t have to. Please. Let me ask for the toilet. Let me ask for changes. Let me ask to be kept. Don’t give the rule back like that. I’ll hold it myself if you won’t. I’ll come to you anyway.”

She watched me for a long breath. Then she nodded once, small.

“Then you hold it,” she said. “Obedience is yours now. I won’t chase it. Tomorrow you drink when I put the bottle in your hand. You present for the morning check at five forty without a text. You teach. You come home. And you ask me for the evening change even though I just told you that you never have to. Eleven days left. Say it.”

“Eleven days left,” I said. “I ask anyway. I keep the rule on myself.”

“Good.” She stepped over the mat and past the jar. “Sleep on your back tonight. Tapes out. If you wet, you lie in it until I say otherwise. Tomorrow we see if you meant what you just begged for.”

I stayed on the mat until her bedroom door shut. The fresh pad was already warm against me. The jar stayed sealed. My mouth still knew the taste of bargaining. I put my palm over the thick crotch, felt the heat and the texture through the grey marl, and whispered the ask into the empty hall so I would not forget how to make it.


Chapter 8: The Ambulance Bay Glass

Iwoke on my back at three with the pad cold and heavy under me. The tapes faced out the way she had left them. I had kept the night. I had slept in it. The hall smelled like warm plastic and old piss. My hoodie stuck to my ribs. The grey marl sat in a damp heap by my hip where I had kicked it off in the night after the mat. Rain hit the window over the stairs in a steady tick. I put my palm on the thick crotch and pressed until the soak went soft under my fingers. I was thirty-one years old and lying in my own wet like a rule I had begged to keep.

My work phone buzzed once on the floor. Ruth’s name. I unlocked it with a thumb that smelled of her soap from the night before.

“Stuck on the ward. Home test postponed. Do not wait up. Drink what I left. Present when you can.”

That was all. No soft word. No time she would walk through the door. The ask-rule she had cut and I had put back on myself sat in my chest with nowhere to go. I stared at the sealed jar on the shelf. The phone inside stayed dark. I did not touch it.

I rolled off the mat. The diaper sagged and squelched when I stood. I dragged the grey marl up over the wet bulk and hissed when the fabric pulled tight across the soak. Hoodie down. Keys. I took the bottle from the kitchen counter and drank until my stomach hurt, because she had said to drink what she left, and I was holding the leash myself now.

I drove in the dark with the heater on low and the wipers off. Rain sheeted the glass and turned the streetlights into smear. The thick crotch stayed warm against me the whole way. Every bump shifted the pad and I had not been changed. Eight days left on the thirty. Day twenty-two grinding under my tires. I parked in the ambulance bay with the engine off and the dash clock glowing.

The heater kept ticking. Soft metal clicks in the quiet. Rain ran down the windscreen in fat lines. I sat with both hands on the wheel and watched the staff door.

Ruth worked the lit bay like the floor was hers to run. Thirty-eight years old, scrubs dark at the knees, blue fob watch pinned where it always sat. Same hands. Same calm voice, shut out by the rain. She turned a trolley. She spoke to a porter. She checked a chart and did not look up when a siren bled past the far end of the bay. None of it was theatre. None of it was for me. The gentleness she used on strangers was the same gentleness she used when she taped me. I had thought some part of it was invented for the forfeit, for my shame, for the game two adults had chosen to play with diapers and asks. It was not. It was just how she worked. My cunt clenched inside the cold wet pad and I hated how fast the heat came up.

“Fuck,” I whispered to the empty car. “You do this for everyone.”

The heater ticked again. Rain found a new path down the windscreen. She leaned in to listen to a junior nurse, nodded once, pointed at a bay. Steady. I pressed my thighs together until the soaked pad squashed. My clit throbbed against the liner. Shame and want sat in the same place. I wanted her hands on me because those hands were real. I wanted her to change me because she changed people. I wanted to ask out loud where she could hear it.

I killed the heater. Opened the door. Rain hit my hair and the shoulders of the hoodie. I walked across the bay with the diaper loud under the grey marl, each step a crinkle she would have heard if the rain had stopped. My face burned. I kept walking.

At the staff door I raised my fist to knock. It opened first.

A colleague held it with her foot, arms full of sealed packs. Badge said Priya. She was forty-one, tired eyes, rain already spotting her sleeves. She glanced at my face, then down at the thick line under my leggings, then back up. She did not move her foot.

“You lost?” she said.

“No,” I said. My voice came out rough. “I need Ruth.”

Priya tilted her head toward the bay. “She’s mid-handover. You family?”

“Flatmate,” I said. Then, because the ask had to be spoken and the door was open and this woman was standing in it, I made myself keep going. “I need to ask her something. Out loud. In front of you is fine. I don’t care.”

Priya’s mouth twitched. She did not step aside. “Then ask loud. I’m not a wall.”

Ruth heard her name and turned. Found me in the doorway, soaked pad outlined under pale fabric, rain in my hair. She came over at a walk, not a rush. The fob watch caught the strip light. She stopped one pace inside, Priya still bracing the door with her foot, packs digging into her forearms.

“Marnie,” Ruth said. Flat. “You drove.”

“You texted,” I said. “Home test postponed. I came anyway.”

Priya shifted the packs. “Do you two need a room, or is this a corridor conversation?”

“Corridor,” Ruth said, eyes on me. “Make it short. I’ve got a bay.”

I swallowed. The diaper sat huge between my legs, cold at the edges, warm where I had sat in it since three. My pulse sat in my throat and in my clit at the same time.

“Please,” I said. “Keep the forfeit. Eight days left. I still want all of it. I am keeping the ask-rule on myself like I said last night. I am asking now. I wet through. I slept in it on my back like you told me. I need a change. Please change me when you can leave. Please don’t cut the leash again. I’ll hold it. Just let me ask.”

Priya looked at the ceiling for a second, then at Ruth. “Your flatmate is very clear.”

“She is,” Ruth said.

I stood there dripping rain onto the mat inside the door, crotch heavy, and waited. My mouth kept going because silence would have been worse.

“I watched you through the glass,” I said. “You use the same hands on them. Same voice. It made me wetter. I drove here with a soaked diaper under these leggings because I wanted you to hear me beg for a change in a place where you work. That is how filthy this is for me. Please.”

Ruth’s gaze dropped once to the thick shape under the grey marl, then came back up. She did not smile. She did not soften for show.

“Service first,” she said. “I finish this handover. I do not leave a ward for a pad. Permission for the change waits until I can walk out that door. You asked. I heard you. Priya heard you. That is enough for now.”

“How long?” I said.

“When the board clears,” Ruth said. “You do not stand here leaking in my doorway until then. You go back to the car. You keep the heater low. You do not take the diaper off yourself. You do not use a toilet. You already chose the ask. Sit in what you made.”

Priya snorted once under her breath. “I’ll pretend I mopped this whole exchange.”

“Appreciate it,” Ruth said.

I nodded too fast. “I’ll wait. I’ll sit in it. I won’t strip it. When you come out I’ll ask again if you want me to.”

“I won’t want you to repeat it for theatre,” Ruth said. “Once was the point. Go.”

I backed into the rain. Priya let the door swing. Through the glass Ruth turned straight back to the trolley and picked up where she had stopped, voice steady for someone who was not me. The worship hit again, meaner this time. She had not broken stride for my cunt or my pad or my speech. She would get to me when the work allowed. That was the care. That was the cruelty. Both.

I sat in the hatchback, wipers off. Rain hammered the roof. The heater ticking came back when I turned the key to accessories, small faithful clicks in the dash. The soaked diaper had gone from cold to a foul warm. I put my hand between my legs over the grey marl and pressed. My clit jumped. I did not rub for real. She had not given me that. I pressed and breathed and watched the staff door like it might open with her in it.

My work phone lit. Delphine.

“You still covering six, or am I on the floor alone? Tobias already emailed about the glass studio numbers. Nine is still a question mark. Tell me you’re moving.”

I typed with one thumb. “Moving. Six is mine. Hold nine open.”

Another ping. Tobias, short and clean. “Flagship at six. Fourteen booked. Doors at five fifty. Don’t be late, Marnie.”

Five fifty. The dash clock said four twelve. Ruth was still inside. My pad was a dead weight. I laughed once, ugly, into the ticking heater.

“Of course,” I said to the rain. “Of course the morning starts now.”

The bay filled. Early shift poured through under shared umbrellas, badges flashing, coffee in paper cups. A porter shoved a bed past my bumper. Someone shouted for a clear lane. The staff door kept opening and closing on people who were not Ruth. Each time my stomach dropped and then reset. The diaper crinkled when I shifted. I smelled myself in the closed car. Piss and plastic and the ghost of last night’s powder she had not used this time.

I practiced the next ask under my breath so I would not lose the shape of it.

“Please change me. I waited. I didn’t touch the tapes. I still want the rule.”

Short. Plain. No pretty.

At four thirty-eight the staff door opened and Ruth came out under the overhang with her bag on one shoulder. She scanned the bay, found the hatchback, and walked through the rain without hurrying. I shoved my door open before she reached it. Rain hit my knees.

“I still need it,” I said. “Please.”

“Boot,” she said.

I got out. My legs went loose. She popped the hatch and pulled the ward mat from her bag in one practiced motion. Unrolled it across the boot liner in the rain-dark. The bay lights made the plastic shine.

“Up,” she said. “Leggings down. Hands on the mat. Face the car park if you want. I don’t care who walks past. You asked in front of Priya. You can take a change in front of a windscreen.”

I scrambled up. The wet pad dragged. I shoved the grey marl to my knees and lay back on the cold waterproof. Rain tapped the open hatch edge. Ruth’s hands found the tapes, ripped them free, and peeled the soaked pad down. Cold air hit my cunt and the mess on my thighs. I was swollen, slick under the urine, ashamed of how ready I looked.

“Filthy,” she said, mild as charting. “You sat in this since three and drove it across town to beg. Say what you want while I wipe.”

“I want your hands,” I said. “I want a clean pad taped hard. I want to teach the six o’clock still diapered because you put me in it. I want eight days of asking. Fuck, Ruth, wipe me and put me back in.”

She cleaned me with firm strokes, cloth rough on my clit on purpose. I jerked. She did not linger enough to let me come. She powdered nothing. Fresh thick pad under my hips. Tabs pulled hard, left, right, waist, each one a sealed verdict. The bulk sat dense and loud between my legs again.

“Leggings,” she said.

I dragged the grey marl up over the clean heat. Sat up in the boot with my boots hanging off the bumper. Early shift bodies moved past the open hatch, hospital staff coming off nights, all of them grown adults in their thirties and forties. Someone laughed at a joke I did not hear. Ruth checked her fob watch.

“Four forty-nine,” she said. “You present at five forty in the gym car park like always. You drink on the way. You do not stop for a toilet. Tobias’s glass is waiting. Delphine needs an answer on nine before the hour turns. Go earn the morning.”

“And you?” I said.

“I sleep when the shift ends,” Ruth said. “You asked. I changed you. The home test still waits for a night I am actually home. Do not invent a new rule in the gap.”

I slid off the bumper. The clean pad sat against me like a promise. Rain found the back of my neck. Ruth rolled the mat, stuffed it in her bag, and shut the hatch with her hip.

“Ruth,” I said.

She looked at me.

“Thank you for not cutting it when I drove here like a mess,” I said. “I’ll ask again tonight. Even if you tell me I don’t have to.”

“I know,” she said. “That is why it works. Drive.”

I got in the car. Heater ticking. Wipers still off until I pulled into the wet road and had to see. The dash clock crawled toward the flagship hour. Behind me the ambulance bay kept filling with the early flood, badges and umbrellas and work that did not stop for my cunt. Ahead of me waited glass walls, fourteen clients, Tobias’s eyes on the schedule, Delphine’s unanswered nine. Under the grey marl the fresh diaper crinkled once when I took the corner, thick and sealed and mine to carry into the next hour because I had walked through rain to ask for it out loud.


Chapter 9: Until Asking Meant Nothing

Icounted twelve on the squat and the pad under my grey marl answered every drop with a soft plastic rasp that only I could hear over the studio speakers. Fourteen bodies moved with me. Mirrors on three sides. Tobias stood beyond the pane with the schedule tablet under his thumb and did not come in. Sweat hit my upper lip. I tasted salt and the thin sweet film of the drink I had forced down on the wet road.

“Hold at the bottom,” I said. “Two breaths. Drive through the heel.”

The bulk between my legs made the hold meaner than the cue. Fresh tapes dug at my hips. Every client rose on time. I rose with them and the diaper shifted, warm from my own heat, clean from the boot. Delphine caught my eye from the kit wall and tapped her wrist once. Nine. I looked past her at the mirror and called the next set.

“Eight more. Quiet on the way down.”

My cunt throbbed from the wipe she had finished in the boot. I kept my face flat. Reps. Breath. The crinkle when I stepped into a lateral lunge. Someone in the second row glanced at my crotch and looked away fast. I did not stop. I finished them on a long plank and a stretch that pressed the pad hard into me, then clapped once.

“Good work. Hydrate. See you next session.”

They filed out. Tobias lifted two fingers through the glass and turned toward the office. Delphine stepped in close enough that I smelled her citrus shampoo over my own sweat.

“Nine,” she said. “Yes or no, Marnie. I need to post the cover.”

“I’ll text you,” I said.

I did not. I took the hatchback keys off the hook, walked into the car park, and found her leaning on the boot with her bag at her feet and sleep in the corners of her eyes. Engine off. Dash clock running. She did not greet me. Two fingers hooked my waistband, tugged the grey marl down far enough to reach the tapes, pressed into the crotch, and came up dry.

“One,” she said.

The number sat in my mouth like a coin. One day left until the forfeit ran out at six in the morning. I swallowed.

“Drink,” she said. “Home. Do not invent a stop.”

My work phone buzzed in the door pocket. Ivo’s name on the screen. Ninety minutes, twenty-fourth floor, the usual sealed request for a time. I let it ring out against my thigh and pulled into traffic with the heater on my knees and the clean bulk loud every time I braked.

Delphine’s unanswered nine sat in the same silence. I drove.

The hours burned down after that morning without me writing one of them down. The last night of the stretch found me on the kitchen lino with the blue ward mat open under my back and the jar dark on the hall shelf. She had stripped me to the soaked diaper and nothing else. The flat smelled of her skin and the open pack and the sour edge of a pad I had used all evening without a toilet. I tasted copper where I had bitten my lip.

“Tomorrow,” I said. “When the clock hits…”

“No.”

She said it mild, the way she charted a dose. Then she tore the tapes, peeled the heavy mess off me, and left me bare on the plastic. Cold air hit my asshole. I clenched. She watched that and smiled, nothing in it.

“On your side. Knee up. You do not get a talk. You get this.”

Lube on her fingers, cold then slick. One finger pushed into my ass without warning. I grunted. She added a second and worked me open with short mean strokes while her other hand stayed off my clit on purpose. The stretch burned. I pushed back onto her anyway.

“Please,” I said. “I need to know what happens when it ends.”

“You need your hole filled,” she said. “Say that.”

“I need my hole filled.”

“Louder.”

“I need my hole filled. Fuck, use me.”

She pulled her fingers out, wiped them on my thigh, and strapped on with the same calm she used for a cannula. The cock was dark and shiny with lube. She lined up at my asshole and pressed until the head popped in. I hissed. She fed it deeper in one slow shove until her hips met my cheeks and the fullness reached my stomach.

“Breathe,” she said. “You asked for care. This is what it looks like when I do not answer your calendar.”

She fucked my ass in a steady grind. Not fast. Deep. Every stroke dragged against the place that made my vision narrow. Her fingers finally found my clit and rubbed once, twice, then stopped. I jerked after the touch and got nothing.

“I am close,” I said.

“I know.”

She pulled almost out and held there, head stretching my rim, while I shook. The mat stuck to my shoulder. I smelled myself, piss-ghost and slick and the rubber of the strap. She waited until my hips chased her, then pushed back in to the hilt and went still.

“Ask for tomorrow again,” she said. “Go on.”

“What do we do when…”

“No.”

She started the circle again. In. Out. A brush on my clit that stopped before it built. My mouth filled and I drooled onto the plastic. She laughed once under her breath.

“Filthy little coach. Glass walls all month and you still leak for a cock in your ass like a bitch in a boot.”

“Then let me come,” I said. “Please. I will say anything.”

“Say you are a hole.”

“I am a hole.”

“Say you wet for me because you like being kept.”

“I wet for you because I like being kept.”

“Good. Still no.”

She edged me until my arms shook. Hours, or what my body counted as hours. The fob pinned to her top ticked against my ear when she leaned over. She changed me the first time without letting me finish. Cloth on my cunt, rough, clinical. Fresh pad slid under my hips. Tabs yanked hard. Then she rolled me, pulled the front down enough to get at my ass again, and pushed back into me through the open tapes while the new diaper bunched under my belly.

“Second try,” she said. “Make it interesting.”

“I want to know if you will still tape me after six,” I said. My voice cracked. “I want to know if I have to ask, or if you will offer, or if…”

She put two fingers in my mouth. I gagged on the taste of lube and my own ass.

“Quiet. You do not shop for endings while I am inside you.”

She fucked me slower. Circling the rim with the head, dipping in, pulling out, rubbing my clit until my thighs jumped, then pinning my hip to the mat so I could not chase it. Sweat ran into my mouth. I swallowed it. My thoughts broke into scraps. Full. Empty. Please. Rim. Her hand. Stop. More.

“I need…”

“You need what I give you.”

“Then give me a fucking orgasm.”

“No.”

She pulled out. Second change. The pad was soaked from how hard I had dripped without coming. She cleaned my cunt and my asshole with the same firm strokes, powdered nothing, taped a clean one on, and left the back open again. The strap gleamed. She pushed into my ass once more and held deep while I sobbed against the mat.

Every ask after that came out wrong. Release. Talk. The end. A drink. Permission to touch myself. She turned each one aside with a short refusal or a deeper thrust or a silence she made me fill with worse filth.

“Please use my cunt,” I said.

“Your ass is the lesson tonight.”

“Please tell me I can stay in these after the forfeit.”

“No.”

“Please just say you want me to ask tomorrow.”

She stopped moving. Looked at me. The flat was quiet enough to hear the laundrette dryer thumping below.

“Asking is not a lever,” she said. “It is the thing itself. Keep going until you understand that.”

I asked anyway. For water. For her mouth. For a count I was not allowed. For the contract hour. For her to call me good. Each one landed and died. The wanting hollowed out. I begged and there was no strategy in it, only the sound. My asshole clenched on the cock because it was there. My clit ached because she would not finish it. The shame sat in my throat with a taste like old tea and salt.

Third time I started on tomorrow and the sentence fell apart in my mouth.

“When it is over, will you…”

I stopped. The words had no weight. I laughed once, raw, and turned my face into the mat.

“There,” she said. Soft. Mean. “Now you are empty enough.”

She fucked my ass in long strokes and put her fingers on my clit and kept them there. No denial this time. Slow pressure. Circles. The orgasm built like a cramp and broke clean through me. I came on her hand and around the strap with my mouth open and no count and no pretty speech. Spit on my chin. Cum slick on her fingers. My hole pulsing. She worked me through it until I twitched away, then held me still and finished the last shallow thrusts for herself against my sore rim.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

She pulled out. Wiped me. Closed the tapes properly. Left me on the mat in the fresh bulk while she washed her hands at the sink. The room smelled like sex and plastic and her soap. I tasted my own climax at the back of my tongue when I swallowed.

I must have dozed. The next clear thing was the dark and her hand on my shoulder and the clock in the hall.

“Four,” she said. “Listen once. The thirty days end at six. I will not raise it again. Anything after six has to come out of your mouth without me asking. I will not ask you for it.”

Ruth stood up. That was the second time I let her name land in my head as a fact instead of a plea. She pinned the fob straight, picked up her bag, and left me on the waterproof with the clean pad sealed between my legs and the taste of her refusal still in my mouth.

I lay there. The exit I had been owed was gone. I could lose the right to pretend I ever wanted it. The asking had stopped buying answers, and that was the only reason an ask at six could mean anything at all. I would meet the hour awake. I would choose the first unprompted words myself, and I would say them before the glass filled with fourteen bodies, while the tapes still held, while I could still smell her on my skin.


Chapter 10: Her Laughing Voice Playing

Iwoke in the hatchback with the headlights off and the dash clock reading five forty. The tapes held. Thick. Sealed. Ruth’s smell sat on my skin the way she had left it, soap and plastic and the faint iron edge of last night. I had pulled my grey marl leggings on before I came down to the car. The pad showed through them in the dark. I did not move.

The passenger door opened. Ruth set the two-litre glass jar on my thighs through the window. Cold. Heavy. My phone sat inside it like a drowned thing.

“Last check,” she said. Flat. Nurse-calm. “At six I owe you nothing. You know that.”

“I know.”

“Say the hour.”

“Six.”

She put two fingers at my waistband and pressed. The diaper gave. Dry enough. Warm enough. She left her hand there a beat longer than the check needed, then took it back.

“Go,” she said.

I lifted the phone out of the jar. The glass scraped my knuckles. I carried the jar in one hand and the phone in the other into the studio alone. The room was empty and lit. Fourteen mats waited in rows. Tobias’s contract lay on the desk by the mirror wall, a fresh copy of the page I had already signed, waiting on the new term. I set the jar on the floor beside the desk. I put the phone face down next to it. I started the playlist.

Clients came in. Fourteen of them, adults every one, the youngest twenty-six and the eldest fifty-four. Tobias stood behind the glass with his arms folded and said nothing. Delphine took the back corner and watched my hips the way she always did now. I counted them in. I named the first block. Squats. Breath. Hold.

The studio clock hit six.

The month ended.

I kept coaching.

“Down,” I said. “Hold at the bottom. Up on my count. Again.”

Nobody left. Nobody asked. My diaper sat fat between my thighs under the pale leggings and I taught through it like it was weather. The jar sat by the desk with its lid open and the phone beside it, and every time I turned both came back at me off the mirror wall.

At twenty past I caught my own face in that glass. Full front. Legs planted. Pad line clear under the grey. I looked at myself the way I looked at clients who cheated a rep, and I let go on purpose.

The wet came hot and sudden. It flooded the pad in a rush that went all the way up into my gut. Crinkle. Soak. The front went heavy and dark and the leggings showed it at once. Someone in the second row stopped mid-rep. Delphine’s mouth opened. Tobias did not look away.

I held up a hand.

“Stop,” I said. “All of you. Stay where you are.”

Fourteen bodies froze. I walked to the desk on wet legs. I unlocked the phone. My hands shook once and then did not. I opened the forty-second memo from night one and hit play with the volume all the way up.

My own laughing voice filled the glass room. Drunk on winning. Loud.

“…seven days phone-free, Ruth, and if I break it…”

Ruth’s voice under mine, calm, already cutting through the laugh:

“, then you ask me. You wear what I put on you. You ask for every change. You ask to come. You do not decide the end. You ask me.”

My recorded laugh cracked over the last line. The memo ended. The studio held the silence.

Ruth stood in the doorway. Scrubs. Blue fob watch pinned. Hospital bag at her hip. She had not stepped in. She watched me like she had all month.

I turned to the room and to her at once. My cunt throbbed against the fresh wet. Shame sat on my tongue and I used it.

“Ruth,” I said. Clear. Loud enough for the glass. “I am asking. Out loud. In front of them. Nothing on that recording binds you and nothing binds me past six. I want the next thirty days. Same rules. Diapers full-time. Checks. Changes. I ask. You decide. Please keep me.”

Someone whispered. Tobias’s jaw worked. Delphine did not blink.

Ruth’s face did not soften.

“Say the ask again,” she said. “Shorter.”

“Keep me diapered. Another month. I am asking.”

“And if I say no.”

“Then I still asked.” My voice broke on it and I let it. “Please.”

She nodded once.

I dropped the phone back into the jar with my own hand. The glass rang. I pressed the jar into Ruth’s palms. She took it. She did not open it. She did not look in.

“Class dismissed,” she said, without raising her voice.

Mats scraped. Bags zipped. They filed out past her. Tobias lingered half a second at the glass, eyes on the dark patch between my legs, then left. Delphine paused at my shoulder.

“I’ll cover nine,” she said. Soft. No joke in it. “You good?”

“I’m asking for what I want,” I said. “Go.”

She went. The door shut. The blinds stayed up. The car park beyond the glass was empty and grey with early light. Anyone walking past would see the whole floor.

Ruth set the jar on the desk beside the contract. She opened her hospital bag and pulled out the ward mat, rolled tight and blue. She unrolled it on the studio floor in the middle of the mirrors. Plastic smell. Hospital blue against pale wood.

“Strip,” she said. “Leggings off. Socks. Everything but the wet.”

I peeled the grey marl down. The soaked diaper hung heavy and yellow-dark at the front. Crinkle loud in the empty room. I stepped out of the cloth and stood barefoot on the mat in only the taped bulk while the glass showed me from three angles at once. Adult. Thirty-one. Fitness coach. Soaked.

Ruth crouched. She checked the tapes with nurse fingers, then tore them open. Cold air hit my cunt and my ass. The pad dropped away, heavy with my deliberate piss. She wiped me with the cloths from her bag. Thorough. No rush. My clit jumped under the wipe and she ignored it.

“New count starts now,” she said. “You will say each climax out loud. Number and what you are. Clear?”

“Clear.”

“On your back. Knees up. Hold them.”

I lay down on the blue plastic. Knees to my chest. The mirror wall gave me my own hole, pink and wet, and the empty car park behind Ruth’s shoulders. She taped a fresh thick diaper under me halfway, open, the front panel folded down so my pussy stayed bare. Then she pushed her scrub bottoms and underwear to her thighs, freed the strap from her bag, and buckled it on with the same calm she used on a cannula. Heavy. Dark. Shiny at the tip with lube she rolled on without looking at me.

“Ask for it,” she said.

“Fuck my cunt,” I said. “Please. In the diaper. In front of the glass.”

She lined up and pushed in.

One long stroke. Full. My pussy stretched around the strap and I made a sound I did not choose. She bottomed out and held there, hips flush to the open tapes, the dry front of the new pad bunched under my ass and against her thighs.

“Filthy little coach,” she said. Mean. Quiet. “Wet yourself on purpose in front of fourteen people and then beg for cock in an open nappy. Say what you are.”

“Your diapered cunt,” I said. “Yours. Fuck me.”

She fucked me.

Hard strokes. The mat squeaked. The open diaper crinkled under every thrust. My clit rubbed the base of the strap and the shame of the open blinds and the desk and the jar and Tobias’s waiting page all stacked on the heat until I could not hold the edge.

“One,” I gasped. “Coming. Your hole. Fuck…”

I came hard around the strap, cunt clenching, piss-warm leftover heat in my head, mouth open. She did not stop. She kept the pace and put two fingers on my clit and rubbed tight circles.

“Again. Count.”

“Two. Two. I’m your wet adult baby, I’m…” The second climax ripped through shorter and meaner. My legs shook in my own hands. Spit on my lip. “Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please don’t stop. Three. I need three.”

“Then earn it. Tell the glass what you asked for.”

“Another month,” I said, voice raw, staring at my own face in the mirror while she fucked me open on the ward mat. “Diapers. Checks. I ask. She keeps me. Three, fuck, three…”

I came a third time with the number broken in my mouth. My pussy fluttered and dripped down onto the open pad. Ruth’s jaw was tight. She was close to her own finish against the harness and did not hide it. She drove deep, ground against me, and came with a low sound through her teeth, hips jerking, the strap buried in me while she took what she wanted.

She stayed inside until her breath evened. Then she pulled out. The strap shone with my cum. She wiped it once on the inside of the open diaper, then folded the front panel up and taped me closed. Tight. Proper. Five tapes. The bulk sat fat and clean between my legs again, already marked where I had dripped into it.

“Up,” she said. “Desk.”

I stood on soft knees. She pointed at Tobias’s contract. I braced my taped hip against the desk edge. She put the pen in my hand.

“Sign for six a.m.,” she said. “Wet. Now.”

I signed. The pen dragged. My name sat crooked above the flagship line while the new diaper pressed warm against my twitching cunt. The page took a small smear from my fingers. Ruth watched until the ink set.

She picked up the jar. She screwed the lid on over my phone. We left the blinds up, the mat rolled in her bag, and walked out into the car park with me in only the fresh diaper under a hoodie she pulled from the hatchback. No leggings. The morning air hit the plastic. I did not cover myself.

Home. Hall shelf above the laundrette stairs. She set the sealed jar back where it had lived for thirty days. Glass. Sweet jar. Phone inside. Untouched by her hand except to carry.

“Count,” she said.

“Thirty,” I said. “Back to thirty. Ask-only. Forever. I do not reach for it.”

“And if you break.”

“I ask you to put me back in.”

Ruth pinned her fob watch straight. She looked at me the way she had at four in the morning, except this time the hour was already spent and I had spent it on purpose.

“Good,” she said. “Kitchen mat. Drink. First wet check of the new thirty is at the top of the hour. You will ask for it.”

“I will ask,” I said.

I stood in the hall in the thick clean diaper with her smell still on my skin and the signed contract in her bag and the jar sealed above the stairs, and for the first time since night one I did not want the lid open.


THE END
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