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Mommy Therapy Sessions

A Mommy Domme Erotica of Adult Nursing, Four House Rules, and Total Surrender for Her Therapy Patient

Mommy Dom, Book 9

Polly Bane


Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up one of my stories. You being here means more than you know. Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender, and I am thrilled you decided to step inside. As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book It is my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination. Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now. Polly Bane


Copyright & Disclaimer

Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

Themes of Mommy Dom maternal dominance, age play, lactation role-play, and caregiver power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All age-play and regression elements represent adult kink dynamics between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors.

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Introduction

I was twenty-six and still awake at three in the morning when the email confirmation landed, a soft ping that made the dark of my flat feel smaller than it already was. Freelance design work sat open on three screens. Client decks. Logo options. A mood board I had already rebuilt twice that week because my hands would not stop shaking long enough to call anything finished. Esme's door was shut down the hall. The city outside our windows kept doing ordinary things, buses, late taxis, someone laughing on the corner, and none of it reached the place under my ribs where the nights had started living. Ordinary fixes had already failed me. Apps. Breathing counts. A GP who wrote a prescription and looked past my shoulder at the clock. I had tried talking myself down the way I talked clients through revisions, calm, precise, in control of the brief. It worked for other people. On me it slid off. I would lie on my back counting the ceiling cracks until dawn and then put on a clean shirt and pretend the day belonged to me. The listing called her Mommy Danielle. Private wellness. Hands-on regression care. A converted brownstone on a quiet street where the brass looked polished and the shutters stayed half closed. I read the page four times before I booked a single ninety-minute intake for a Thursday I could still cancel. Two thousand eight hundred eighty dollars for a full course sat in the fine print like a dare. I told myself I was sampling once. I told myself I wanted my anxiety fixed and my control left intact, the way you want a leak patched without tearing out the wall. I had never heard of a therapist who answered the door herself and took a pulse at the throat instead of a clipboard. I had never stood in rain looking at six numbered brass plates on a buzzer panel, working out which bell belonged to a woman with no surname on the wall. Danielle Cross was forty-one, and the site showed her once, solid in a dark apron, eyes that did not ask permission. Something in that photograph made my mouth go dry in a way that had nothing to do with nerves and everything to do with wanting to be told what to do by someone who would not flinch when I broke. By the morning of the first appointment my phone held three drafted messages canceling, all unsent. I put on clothes that said competent. I locked my own door. I walked toward a building where care was supposed to look like treatment and already smelled, even from the pavement, like oil and warm skin and a kind of attention I had spent years refusing. I did not know yet that nothing inside would be written down. I did not know yet that a yellow key and a red counter and a quilt with a zipped pocket would come to matter more than any file I thought I was buying. I only knew my pulse was already wrong for a woman walking to a consultation, and that some part of me, the proud part that ran her own life in spreadsheets and deadlines, was afraid of how badly it wanted the door to open. I raised my hand to the panel. The rain found the back of my neck. Behind one of those numbers waited a woman who promised to cradle and feed and remake the soft thing I had never let myself be, and I stood there soaked and wound tight, still pretending I had come to be fixed.


Prologue

I spent the Wednesday before the appointment redrawing the same logo mark until the lines went soft and useless. My flat sat three floors above a bakery that opened early, and by noon the heat of their ovens had already climbed the stairwell into the kitchen where I worked. Esme had left a note on the fridge about milk and a client call at four. I ignored both. The screens in front of me held versions of a brand I no longer believed in, and my hands kept drifting to my phone, where the confirmation email sat like a bruise I could not stop pressing. I had booked ninety minutes. One Thursday. I told myself that was all. At half past two the phone rang with a number I did not recognize. I almost let it go. Then I answered, because the part of me that ran deadlines could not stand an unknown line lighting up unanswered. “Marla,” a woman said. Her voice was low and unhurried, as if she had all afternoon and I did not. “This is Danielle. You are on my Thursday list. I am calling to confirm you still intend to come.” My mouth went dry in the middle of the kitchen. I stood with one hip against the counter and watched a bus slide past the window below, ordinary and far away. “I do,” I said. “Ninety minutes. I put it in my calendar.” “Good.” A pause, long enough that I heard myself breathe. “You will leave your coat in the hall. You will sit where I put you. If you bring a phone, you will not keep it in your hand once we begin. Are you clear on that, or do you need me to say it again?” Heat punched low through me so fast it felt like a mistake. My cunt tightened under the jeans I had worn since morning, and shame followed hard on the heels of it, hot and filthy and wrong for a woman who billed by the hour and corrected other people’s work for a living. I was supposed to be buying a service. She was already telling me where my hands would go. “I am clear,” I said, and hated how small it came out. “Then I will see you tomorrow.” She did not ask if I had questions. She did not soften it. “Wear something you can take off without a fight. That is all.” The line went dead. I stood there with the phone still at my ear until the bakery smell under the floorboards pulled me back into the room. Esme’s key turned in the lock a minute later. She came in with grocery bags and a look that meant she had already seen my face. “You are pale,” she said. “Is it the rebrand again?” “It is fine.” I put the phone face down on the table. “I have an appointment tomorrow. Wellness. Private.” Esme set the bags down and did not push. She was twenty-nine and had shared this flat long enough to know when I was lying about being fine. She poured water and left a glass by my elbow without comment. I drank it because my throat needed something to do. The rest of the afternoon I pretended to work. Client notes. A color pass I would scrap by evening. Every few minutes my mind went back to that voice and the way it had taken the shape of the hour without asking permission. Wear something you can take off without a fight. I had laughed once, alone, sharp and stupid, and then I had gone into my bedroom and laid out a soft shirt and clean underwear like a woman packing for a clinic instead of a conquest. Night came in early. The city noise rose and fell under the windows. I tried the breathing counts the GP had given me and lost the numbers halfway through. I tried to tell myself I was sampling a method, the way I sampled typefaces, keep what works, discard the rest. My body did not believe me. Under the covers my pulse sat too high for a woman who had done nothing but sit at a desk, and when I pressed two fingers to my own throat the way I imagined a careful person might, I could not hold the count steady long enough to trust it. I slept badly and woke before the alarm. Grey light. The bakery already going. Esme’s door still shut. I showered and dressed in the soft shirt and the jeans that made me look like I still owned my schedule. In the mirror I looked competent. In my chest I felt the opposite of that, a tight, hungry wrongness that had started the second Danielle said my name like she already had a place for it. I packed nothing but my keys and my phone. I locked the flat. On the landing I stopped and almost went back for a coat that would take longer to remove, then kept walking because some stubborn scrap of pride refused to arrive looking prepared for surrender. Outside, the morning had turned wet. Pavement dark. Buses hissing at the corner. I put my head down and started toward the quiet street where the listing had promised a converted brownstone and a woman who answered her own door, and I told myself I still had time to turn around before I reached the stoop and the six brass numbers waiting there for someone foolish enough to choose one.


Chapter 1: Pulse One Twelve

Rain ticked off the stoop and ran cold down the collar of my shirt while I stood in front of the buzzer panel, reading six numbered brass plates screwed into the wet brick. No surnames. No clinic logo. Only the numbers, dull and honest in the morning grey, and the soft click of water in the gutter as I worked out which bell belonged to a woman who answered her own door. I was twenty-six and soaked through already, pulse loud in my ears for a Thursday that was supposed to be ninety minutes and nothing more. My finger hovered over plate No. 4 because the confirmation had said four, and pride made me want to pretend I still had a choice about pressing it. I pressed it. Footsteps came down the stairs inside, unhurried. The door opened on a woman in a dark apron, solid and calm, hair pinned back like she had already decided the shape of the hour. Danielle was forty-one and taller than the listing photograph had made her look. She took in my wet shirt, my empty hands, the way I stood too straight on her step. “Marla,” she said. “Come in. Coat off. Leave it on the hook.” I stepped into the hall and did it. Warm air hit my cold skin. On the hall table an answerphone sat with a red counter reading six, quiet and ordinary, and I told myself that number meant a busy practice, other people, a rota that would swallow me if I failed. She shut the door. The rain noise cut off. Up the stairs she went, and I followed because my mouth had nothing useful to put in the space she left. The second-floor front room held a green velvet chaise turned toward shuttered windows, and the hall door closed behind us with a soft final sound. She pointed. I sat. The velvet held the heat of the radiators. She came close without asking and set two fingers against the side of my throat, firm and exact, and looked past my ear while she counted. Sixty seconds. I counted with her in my head and lost the number halfway because her skin was warmer than mine and my cunt had gone stupidly wet the second she touched me. Heat climbed my face. I kept still anyway. “One twelve,” she said aloud. “That is where we start.” She stepped back and folded her hands like a woman stating facts. “Four house rules,” she said. “You hear them once. Coat stays in the hall. Your phone goes in the quilt and stays there unless you take it out yourself. You do not touch me unless I put your hands somewhere. And you do not touch the answerphone. Only I press play. Are you clear?” “Yes,” I said. “Say it properly.” “I am clear.” She lifted a weighted grey quilt from the arm of the chaise, found the zipped pocket, and held out her palm. I put my phone in it. The zipper closed over the glass with a small, absolute sound. My hands looked empty and wrong without it. Heat sat low in my belly, filthy and early, and a hard little voice in my head said I could still walk out of a single sample hour with my control intact. My thighs pressed together instead. “Shirt off. Bra off. Lie back,” Danielle said. “You will follow the hour the way I set it.” My fingers shook on the buttons. Soft shirt. Clean underwear. The competent costume peeled away under her watch. Cool air found my nipples. I stretched out on the green velvet with my jeans still on and my arms stiff at my sides because I did not know where to put them. She poured oil into her palm. The smell of it rose warm and clean. Then her hands landed on my shoulders and worked down, heavy and sure, thumbs digging into the knots I lived inside, and the room went quiet except for the soft wet sound of oil on skin and the tick of rain on the shutters. “Breathe,” she said. “You came here wound so tight you think control is the same thing as health. Your body is already arguing with you.” Her palms slid over my collarbones, down between my breasts, across my belly in long firm strokes that made my stomach jump. Oil slicked every inch she claimed. My cunt clenched under the denim. I bit the inside of my cheek and stared at the shutter slats because looking at her face made the want worse. “I booked a sample,” I said. My voice sounded thin. “Ninety minutes. I manage myself. I just need a technique.” “You need a relationship with someone who will not let you hide in your own head.” Her thumbs pressed under my ribs. “Stop negotiating with me while I am handling you.” The oil went lower. She opened my jeans without comment, peeled them down my hips with my knickers, and left them tangled at my knees so I could not close my legs properly. Exposed. Open. The velvet stuck to the backs of my thighs. She oiled my lower belly, then the soft insides of my hips, then slid two slick fingers between my cheeks and pressed against my asshole like she had every right. I jerked. “Wait…” “No.” Flat. Calm. “Baseline means I learn how you take care. Push out for me.” I pushed because her voice left no other door. One finger sank into my ass, thick with oil, and the stretch burned sharp and wrong and so good my mouth opened on a sound I did not authorize. She worked me open with patient twists, adding a second finger when the first slid easy, fucking my asshole in slow deep strokes while her other hand rested heavy on my belly. Rain whispered on the glass. My clit throbbed untouched. Shame ran hot through my chest because I was a grown woman on a therapy chaise getting her ass fingered by a stranger in an apron, and my pussy was dripping onto the velvet for it. “Filthy already,” she murmured. “Listen to that. Your cunt is soaking and I have not even touched it. Ask me for the plug.” “What?” “Ask. Plain words.” My throat closed. Pride kicked once, hard. Then her fingers crooked inside my ass and dragged a raw jolt through me that made my hips lift off the chaise. “Please,” I said. “Please put the plug in me.” She drew her fingers out. From a low drawer she took a slim black plug, slicked it, and pressed the tip to my hole. “Breathe in. Out. Good.” It pushed in. Wider than her fingers. My asshole stretched around the flare until the base seated snug between my cheeks, and the fullness sat inside me like a claim I could not argue with. Tears sprang without permission. She went back to oiling my shoulders and belly as if nothing filthy had happened, palms warm, pressure deep, and the plug shifted every time I breathed. The crying came up through my chest in ugly little hits. I tried to swallow it. She kept working oil into me until the tears ran into my hair and my nose ran and I was shaking under her hands like the competent woman who billed by the hour had been scraped out of my skin. “There,” she said softly. “That is the part you never let anyone see. Keep crying. I am not finished.” She opened the front of her apron and her shirt beneath it. Bare breast, full and warm, nipple already dark. She gathered my head with one hand and pulled my face against it, cheek to soft skin, mouth close enough that I tasted salt and heat. “Suck. Hands stay down. You do not touch Mommy.” I latched because my body moved before my pride could veto it. Milk did not come. Dry suckling, humiliating and intimate, my mouth working her nipple while the plug sat thick in my ass and her free hand slid between my thighs at last. Two fingers found my cunt open and soaked, pushed in, and her palm ground my clit in a mean, exact circle. “Fuck,” I gasped against her breast. “I…” “You come when I take it. Count them out loud when I tell you.” She fucked my pussy with her hand and rocked the plug with her wrist until the two sensations stacked and my thighs started to shake. The orgasm ripped up through me fast and brutal, cunt clamping on her fingers, asshole clamping on the plug, mouth still on her nipple like a greedy animal. I made a broken noise into her skin. “That is one,” she said. “Say it.” “That is one.” My voice cracked. “Please, it is…” “Too much already? Good.” She did not stop. Fingers still pumping, heel of her hand grinding my oversensitive clit while I tried to twist away and she held my head harder to her breast. “Stay on it. You will give me another.” The second one built uglier, dragged out of tissue that wanted a break. Tears and spit wet her nipple. My hips jerked. The plug felt huge. She curled her fingers and pressed and I came again with a sob, longer, meaner, cunt fluttering and squirting slick onto her wrist. “That is two,” she said. “One more. Louder.” “That is two,” I choked. “Please, Mommy, I cannot…” “You can. You will. Beg for the third like the wet little patient you are.” “Please make me come again. Please fuck my cunt and my ass until I break. Please, I need it, I need…” She pinched my clit between two knuckles and fucked me through the aftershocks without mercy, plug tugging with every thrust of her hand, my mouth open on her breast, forbidden hands fisted in the quilt so hard my nails bit my palms. The third orgasm tore through like punishment. My whole body seized. I screamed into her skin and counted because she had told me to. “That is three.” “Good girl.” The praise landed in my gut like a slap and a kiss at once. My cunt fluttered empty when she pulled her hand free. She left the plug in. She kept my face against her breast until my breathing staggered down into something almost human, then eased me back onto the chaise and wiped her fingers on a towel as if she had finished a clinical task. I lay there half naked, ass full, thighs shiny, face wet, staring at the shutters. The part of me that ran spreadsheets tried to sit up and reclaim the hour. It failed. She buttoned her shirt, tied the apron, and watched me with the same calm she had used on the stoop. “You came here to sample a method,” she said. “You are leaving as my patient. Twelve sessions. Thursdays. Ninety minutes. The course is already priced at two thousand eight hundred eighty. You say yes or you walk out with that plug still in and no one to take it out for you properly.” My mouth tasted like her skin. “I only wanted…” “I know what you wanted. Say yes.” The dread sat under my ribs, thick and certain. If this worked, every night I had spent managing myself alone had been a joke. If I said yes, I belonged on this chaise eleven more times under hands that had already made me come three times without letting me touch her back. “Yes,” I said. “Yes, what?” “Yes. The twelve-session course. I am booking it.” She nodded once, then reached between my legs and eased the plug out with a wet sound that made fresh heat punch through me. I whimpered. She cleaned me with the towel, pulled my knickers and jeans back up, and helped my arms into my shirt like I was something soft she intended to keep handling. The phone stayed in the quilt until she unzipped the pocket and set it in my palm. “Next Thursday,” she said. “Three o’clock. You will arrive on time, coat on the hook, phone ready for the pocket. You will not touch yourself before then. If you break that, you tell me at the door. Clear?” “Clear.” She walked me down to the hall. Rain still whispered against the front door. The red counter still read six. Plate No. 4 waited on the panel outside like a brand. Danielle opened the door on the wet street and put two fingers under my chin for one last second of contact. “Go home, little one. Eat something warm. Sleep if you can. And next week, when you climb these stairs, you will follow every rule from the first minute. That is your instruction. Do not make me repeat it.” I stepped out into the rain with my legs unsteady and my cunt still aching and eleven Thursdays already sitting in my chest like a debt I had signed in oil and tears. Behind me the door shut. Ahead of me the pavement shone. I put my head down and started walking, already counting the days until I would stand on that stoop again and press the same brass number like a woman who had stopped pretending she only came to be fixed.


Chapter 2: Nothing Written Down

“…and I want my clinical file printed out before we start anything,” I finished, standing in the consulting room doorway with my cracked phone held up like evidence while Danielle folded a towel on the chaise and let me run through the rest. Thursday again. Day eight of seventy-eight. Seventy days left on a course I had prepaid in a fog of oil and tears, and I had spent the week building terms the way I built client decks, bullet by bullet, as if a clean brief could put me back in charge. The second-floor room smelled of warm linen and that same clean oil from last time. Danielle kept folding. She did not look hurried. She did not look impressed. “Point two,” I said, scrolling. The glass was spidered from where I had dropped it Monday night after nearly breaking the rule about touching myself. “Phone stays with me. Out of the quilt. I need it for work messages. Point three, cut the course to six sessions. I will pay double the rate for the remaining hours. That is fair. That is a clean revision.” She set the towel down and wiped her palms on her apron. “Are you finished, Marla?” “I am negotiating.” “You are bargaining like a freelancer who thinks money buys the shape of the hour.” She came closer until I had to tip my chin up. “Put the phone down on the quilt. Then you may speak.” “No. That is the point. I keep it.” “You keep nothing until I say you keep it.” Her voice stayed level. “Coat is on the hook downstairs. Good. Pulse next. Then we talk about your little list.” Heat punched low through me, filthy and immediate, and my pussy clenched under my jeans like it had been waiting seven days for that tone. Pride tried to hold the line. My body sold me out in one stupid throb. She set two fingertips at the side of my throat and counted. Sixty seconds of her standing close enough that I caught the scent of her, milk-warm and soap under the apron, and my mouth watered before I could stop it. Shame crawled up my neck. I stared at the shutter slats and tried to count with her and lost the number somewhere in the smell of her chest. “One oh four,” she said aloud. “Down from one twelve. Still loud for a woman who claims she wants less of me.” “I want a file,” I said. “Notes. Something I can review. Something that proves what happened last week and what we agreed.” Danielle took the cracked phone out of my grip the way she had taken it the first time, warm and sure, and I hated how empty my palm looked without it. She slid it into the zipped pocket of the weighted grey quilt on the arm of the chaise. The zipper closed. My stomach dropped. “Hey. I said…” “You said a lot of things.” She faced me fully. “Listen carefully. Nothing in this building is ever written down. No notes. No file. No contract. No chart you can request, no summary you can take home, nothing to subpoena if you decide later you were wronged. The prepaid fee is the only record that exists, and it sits with the bank, not with me. If you want proof of what happens here, you will have to be the proof. Your body. Your pulse. What you do when I tell you to. That is all.” The room tilted. I had come upstairs ready to argue like a professional. She had erased the desk I thought I was sitting at. “That cannot be legal,” I said. “It is how I work. You knew the rules when you booked eleven more Thursdays. Coat in the hall. Phone in the quilt unless you take it out yourself. You leave my body alone unless I place you on it. You leave the answerphone alone. Those four still stand. Your bullet points do not.” “I offered double.” “Money is not a lever here.” She said it without heat, which made it worse. “You cannot buy a shorter course. You cannot buy a file that does not exist. You cannot buy the right to clutch that phone like a life raft while I handle you. Offer me triple and I will still put you on the chaise and take what you need.” My throat went tight. “Then what am I paying for?” “Care that does not flinch when you bargain.” She pointed at the green velvet. “Clothes off from the waist up. Lie back. We are past the part where you get to redesign the treatment.” I should have walked. Seventy days of prepaid nonsense sat behind me like an exit I could still take. Instead I peeled my top and bra off with shaking arms and stretched out on the chaise, jeans still on, nipples tightening in the warm air. Danielle opened her apron and the cotton beneath it. Bare breast, full, nipple dark. The scent of her hit me harder up close, sweet and animal under the clean soap, and my mouth opened before I told it to. “First time dry on purpose,” she said. “Last week you latched in a panic. Today you stay until I release you. Suck.” She gathered my head and pulled my face against her. I latched. Warm flesh, salt taste, the soft give of her under my tongue. No milk came. Dry suckling, loud and wet in the quiet room, and the humiliation of it ran straight down into my cunt until my jeans felt soaked through at the seam. I tried to pull back after a minute. Her palm held my skull firm. “I said stay.” “It is dry. There is nothing…” “There is Mommy. That is enough.” She rocked my mouth against her nipple in a slow rhythm. “You came in here with terms. Terms require paper. There is no paper. There is only this. Keep sucking.” I sucked. Shame burned hotter every second I stayed there, a grown woman with a freelance calendar and client decks waiting at home, nursing empty on a therapist’s breast because she told me to. My hips shifted. The denim rubbed my clit in a mean little grind I could not stop. Danielle’s free palm slid down my belly, popped my button, dragged the zipper, and shoved jeans and knickers to mid-thigh so I could not close my legs. “Look at that,” she murmured. “Dripping for a dry tit. Filthy little patient. Ask me to fuck you properly.” I mumbled against her nipple. She pinched my jaw until I lifted enough to speak. “Please,” I said. “Please fuck me.” “Not good enough. Plain and filthy. Beg like you mean the bargain you just lost.” My face burned against her chest. The proud part of me that billed by the hour kicked once, hard, then drowned in the taste of her and the empty ache between my legs. “Please put something in my pussy and fuck me until I break,” I said. “Please, Mommy. I need it. I have been good all week. I did not touch myself. Please.” “Better.” She reached into the low drawer and brought out a thick flesh-colored dildo on a short harness she buckled around her hips under the open apron with practiced calm. She slicked it from a bottle. The smell of the oil rose again, clean and sharp. “You do not come until you ask correctly. You ask as many times as it takes. Hold still. This is for your own good.” The head of the toy nudged my entrance. I was so slick it breached on the first push, thick and blunt, stretching me open while my mouth stayed locked on her nipple. She sank in deep. Full. Owned. A broken sound left me into her flesh. “That is it. Take it.” She fucked me in long strokes, the dildo dragging along the front wall of my pussy, her breast filling my mouth, her scent and the oil scent mixing until I could taste both. “Ask again.” “Please let me come. Please, Mommy, please fuck my cunt harder and let me come on it.” “Louder. And tell me what you are without a file.” I choked on the next thrust. Tears prickled. “I am the only proof. There is nothing written down. Please. Please let me finish. I will be good. I will stop arguing. Please, I need to come on your cock, please…” She kept the pace mean and even, hips rolling, one palm pinning my head to her breast so every sob wet her nipple. My clit rubbed the harness base. The orgasm stacked fast and ugly under the begging, then stalled when she eased back to shallow strokes the second my thighs started to shake. “Not yet.” “Please. Please. I cannot… Mommy, please, I am begging, I will do anything, cut the course, keep the phone, I do not care, just let me come, please fuck me through it, please…” “Who decides?” “You. You decide. Please.” She drove in deep and ground against my clit while my mouth worked her dry nipple in desperate pulls. “Come.” It tore through me in a raw, shaking rush, pussy clamping hard around the thick toy, thighs jerking, spit and tears slicking her breast. I cried out into her flesh and kept sucking through it because her palm would not let me up. The climax left me empty and ringing, cunt fluttering around the dildo as she fucked me through the last spasms and then held still, buried to the hilt. “Good girl.” The praise landed low in my gut. My whole body went soft under her. She eased the toy out with a slick sound that made fresh heat twitch through me, unbuckled the harness, and wiped me with the towel she had folded earlier. She kept my face at her breast a little longer, past the point where protest still lived in my chest, until the suckling turned slow and mindless and my arms hung loose at my sides. When she finally lifted me off, my lips were swollen and shiny. She cleaned her nipple with the corner of the towel like she was finishing a clinical task, then helped me sit up and work my arms back into my top. Knickers. Jeans. The competent costume, put back on a body that still throbbed. She unzipped the quilt pocket and set the cracked phone in my palm. No printout. No signature. No amended course length. Only the glass, warm from the fabric, and the knowledge that nothing that had just happened lived anywhere except in my flesh and in her head. “Next Thursday,” Danielle said. “Same time. You arrive with no bullet points. You put the phone in the pocket without a speech. Seventy days remain, and none of them come with a file for you to hide behind. Clear?” “Clear,” I said. My voice sounded used. She walked me down. In the hall the answerphone still sat on the table with its red counter reading six, ordinary as furniture, and the four house rules sat in my chest like iron. Danielle opened the front entrance on the street. Cool air hit my mouth, which still tasted of her. I stepped out onto the pavement with my legs unsteady and my cunt still aching around the memory of that thick stretch, seventy days of blank paper stretching ahead of me and nothing to show a court or a friend or even myself except the throb she had left behind. Behind me the latch clicked. Ahead of me the brass plates waited on the panel. Then the buzzer sounded. Not mine. A short, sharp ring from further along the row of numbers, and through the wood I heard Danielle’s footsteps turn back toward the stairs as if another Thursday body had just announced itself on her stoop, ready to be taken upstairs into a room where nothing would ever be written down.


Chapter 3: The Yellow Fob

The stairwell was narrow enough that our shoulders nearly brushed, me climbing in a coat still heavy with rain and her coming down in outdoor shoes that clicked soft on each tread, and between us at eye level a yellow-corded key fob left one palm and landed in another. Danielle stood on the half-landing in her dark apron, hand open, taking it without ceremony. The woman descending was thirty-four, dark hair damp at the temples, face set the way people set their faces when they have already finished something and refuse to reopen it. She pressed the fob into Danielle’s palm, cord looping bright against the cotton, and kept her eyes on the banister. Not on me. Not on the woman who had just received the key. She angled past my wet sleeve and continued down toward the hall, shoes neat and sure, as if the building behind her had already gone cold. I stopped one step below Danielle. Water ran off my hem onto the wood. The fob sat in her hand for a second, yellow plastic and thin cord, ordinary as a spare, then disappeared into her apron pocket with a small weighty drop. “Coat,” Danielle said. “Hook. Then upstairs.” I stripped the wet wool in the hall. The answerphone on the table still showed six in red. Plate No. 4 waited outside on the panel where I had left it. Day fifteen of seventy-eight. Sixty-three days still owed. Week three, and the third Thursday of a course that had already rewritten what I thought ninety minutes meant. I followed her up. My pulse sat high in my throat before she even reached for it. In the second-floor front room the green velvet nursing chaise faced the shutters the way it always did. Danielle shut the hall door. She held out her palm for the cracked device I had carried all week like a second spine. I gave it over without the speech I had sworn I would make. The zipper on the weighted grey quilt closed over the spidered glass. Empty hands again. The quilt’s bulk settled on the arm of the furniture like a soft verdict. Two fingertips found the side of my neck. Sixty seconds of her standing close enough that the heat of her chest pressed the air between us. I tried to count and lost the number in the press of her skin. “Ninety-eight,” she said aloud. “Quieter than last week. Still loud for a woman who claims she is managing herself. Clothes off. Everything. Across my lap.” Want dropped through me in a thick, dirty rush that made my thighs press together before I could stop them. Defiant curiosity kicked under it, the part of me that wanted to see how far the hour would go if I stopped designing exits. I peeled shirt, bra, jeans, knickers. Cool air found my nipples. She sat on the chaise and drew me over her thighs, belly down across the solid weight of her, ass up, cheek against the velvet. The apron fabric was rough under my hip. Her palm landed heavy on the small of my back and stayed there, pinning me with quiet authority. “First you nurse,” she said. “Then oil. Then we find out what you do when I refuse you the finish.” She shifted me enough to open the front of her apron and the cotton beneath. Bare breast, full, nipple already dark. She guided my face to it. I latched. Dry suckling, loud in the quiet room, the soft give of her flesh under my tongue, the humiliating intimacy of working at nothing while her free hand stroked oil down my spine in long, firm passes. The oil smelled clean. Her palm was warm and slow. Velvet pressed under my cheek. Her arm lay heavy across my back. I sucked because the hour had already claimed the argument, and because some hungry scrap of me wanted the empty pull more than I wanted dignity. “Good,” she murmured. “Stay on it. You came upstairs watching another patient leave with her outdoor shoes on and you are already wondering what that means for your place on the rota. Wonder later. Suck now.” I sucked. Oil slicked my shoulders, the backs of my thighs, the cleft of my ass. She worked it between my cheeks with a thumb that pressed my hole without entering, just pressure, just claim, while my lips stayed locked on her nipple and spit gathered at the corner. Heat gathered between my legs in a thick, open ache that rubbed against the solid muscle of her thigh every time I shifted. Shame burned hot through my chest. A grown woman draped naked across a therapist’s lap, nursing dry, greased like something being prepared, and the defiant part of me leaned into it to see what would break. She eased my head off her breast after a stretch of time that felt longer than any clock. My lips felt swollen. She wiped them with the side of her hand, then poured more oil into her palm and reached under me, between my spread thighs, and found me soaked already. “Filthy,” she said, almost fond. “And we have barely started. You do not finish today. You stay on the edge for me. Clear?” “Clear,” I said. My voice sounded used already. Her oiled hand closed over my clit and worked it in a mean, exact circle while two digits of her other hand pushed into my pussy from behind, thick and sure. I jerked against her lap. The dual pressure stacked fast. Velvet abraded my cheek. The weight of her forearm held me down when my hips tried to fuck back into her grip. She stroked me open, fucked me slow, ground my clit under her slick palm while the orgasm stacked ugly and close, thighs shaking, breath gone ragged. Then she took her hands away. The crest broke with nothing to land on. Pleasure leaked out of me in a wasted shudder, cunt clenching on air, clit twitching against empty space while slick ran down the inside of my thigh onto her apron. I made a broken sound into the velvet. Frustration hit harder than any climax I had been allowed last week. Humiliation followed it, hot and specific, because she was watching the mess drip and I could not close my legs. “That is what ruined feels like,” Danielle said. “Again.” She oiled fresh and started over. Digits back inside me, palm on my clit, the same patient build, the same climb toward a finish my body begged for in stupid little jerks. I tried to hold still. I failed. The second edge rose faster, meaner, my asshole twitching under the smear of oil when her wrist brushed it. Right at the peak she pulled off again. Release spilled nowhere useful. My pussy fluttered and dripped. I sobbed once, sharp, and pressed my face harder into the green pile. “Mommy,” I got out. “I need…” “You need what I give you.” Her palm returned, heavier. “You do not get to decide that anymore.” The line landed in my gut like a lock clicking. She edged me a third time with her hand and the flat of her thigh under my mound, rocking me against the solid muscle of her leg while she fucked deep and slow. Oil and my own slick made everything loud. The room smelled of clean oil and warm skin and the animal mess between my legs. When the third crest rose she denied it the same way, touch gone at the exact second my body tipped, leaving me shaking and unfinished, thighs shiny, clit aching, the ruined throb leaking down toward her knee. I tried to grind against her apron for friction. She slapped my ass once, open-handed, the sound flat and final. “No. You take what you are given. You do not steal.” Tears pricked. Regression slid in under the defiance, soft and humiliating, the small part of me that wanted to be held down and refused because refusal meant someone else was holding the shape of the hour. She gathered my head back to her breast and put me on the nipple again while her hand stayed idle between my legs, resting there heavy, a weight I could feel and could not use. I suckled dry and shook. Spit ran. My cunt kept clenching on nothing. “Ninety minutes,” she said against my hair. “That is what you prepaid. The care does not stop at the door anymore. Listen carefully.” I listened with my face against her soft flesh and my ass still striped warm from the slap. “New standing rule. You do not finish anywhere, ever, without being told. Not in your bed. Not in the shower. Not with your own hand at three in the morning when the nights get loud. And you do not text me about it. No messages begging. No clever little notes. If you break the rule, you tell me at the door on Thursday like an adult. If you keep it, your body learns who owns the finish. Clear?” My throat closed. The private hours of my own flat rose up behind my eyes, the dark, the unfinished client decks, the bathroom tiles at stupid hours. She was taking those too. The session had stopped being ninety minutes the second she said the rule out loud. “Clear,” I whispered against her nipple. “Say the whole thing.” “I do not finish anywhere without being told. I do not text about it. You decide.” “Good girl.” The praise hit low and mean. She worked me one more time for spite, oil-slick palm and two digits pumping, building me to a shaking near-peak across her lap while I nursed and cried, and then she ruined that one too, hands gone, leaving me dripping and empty and furious with need. No counted stack. No mercy climax. Only the wasted shudder and the wet mark on her apron and the knowledge that my own orgasms had just moved out of my body and into her mouth. She cleaned me with a towel, slow and clinical, wiping slick from my thighs and the crease of my ass. She helped me sit up. My legs felt unreliable. She dressed me the way she had before, knickers, jeans, bra, top, competent costume pulled over a body that still throbbed unfinished. The zipper on the quilt opened. She set the cracked device in my palm. Warm from the fabric. Useless against the rule. “Sixty-three days remain,” Danielle said. “Week three. You go home wet and you stay that way. If the nights get hard, you remember who decides. Coat on. Stairs. Out.” She walked me down. In the hall the red counter still read six. The yellow cord was a faint shape in her apron pocket when she reached past me for the latch. Cool air hit my face. Rain had thinned to a mist. I stepped onto the pavement with my cunt still aching and unfinished, the new rule sitting in my chest heavier than any of the four house rules I had learned on day one, because those four lived inside the brownstone and this one had followed me out onto the street. I walked. Buses hissed at the corner. My coat still held the damp weight of the morning. Behind me the door shut on a woman who had just taken a yellow fob from someone else’s hand and a ruined orgasm from mine in the same hour. Ahead of me waited a flat with a bed I no longer fully owned and a dark that would test the rule the second I locked my own door. Sixty-three days. The finish lived in her voice now. I climbed the steps to my building knowing I would fail or obey in rooms where nobody watched, and that either way the proof would still be my body, blank of paper, loud with want, carrying the weight of a session that had refused to end at the latch.


Chapter 4: The Garden Door

Bathroom tiles held the cold up through the soles of my feet at two forty-seven in the morning while I stood over the sink with my cracked phone face-down on the porcelain and two fingers pressed to the inside of my own wrist, losing the count for the fourth time because I could not remember how Danielle did it at the throat. The second hand on the clock radio crawled. My pulse jumped and skipped under the pad of my finger. I started over. I lost it again. Pride tried to make a clean number out of the mess and failed, and the failure sat in my chest louder than the number ever would have. Three days since Thursday. Three days of going to bed unfinished and waking unfinished and keeping my hands off myself in the shower because the rule lived in my body now, heavier than the four house rules that belonged to the brownstone. Sixty days still owed on the course. Day eighteen of seventy-eight. Week three. The nights had gotten loud the way she said they would, and I had obeyed until my skin felt too tight for my own flat. Esme’s door stayed shut down the hall. I turned the phone over once, saw the time, and set it down again without unlocking it. No texts. That part of the rule I had kept. The rest of me was coming apart in a bathroom that smelled of toothpaste and old tile grout, counting wrong on purpose almost, because the correct count belonged to someone else’s fingers. I put on jeans and a sweater. Coat. Keys. I left the phone on the sink because carrying it felt like a dare I would lose, then went back for it halfway down the stairwell because walking the city at that hour without it was a different kind of stupid. The bakery under our building was dark. The street held that thin pre-dawn quiet that makes every footstep sound like an announcement. I walked toward the quiet street with the converted brownstone and the six brass plates, and I told myself I would only stand outside until the shaking stopped. Pride collapsed somewhere between the second corner and the third. My cunt ached with three days of denied edges. My thighs rubbed with every step. I was not going to stand outside. The front stoop looked wrong at that hour, plates dull under the streetlamp, No. 4 still screwed in its place among the others. I did not ring. I went down the side passage where the bins lived and the brick held the day’s leftover warmth, and I found the garden door set into the wall at the back, painted the same dark as the shutters upstairs. I raised my hand. I almost turned around. Then I knocked once, soft, like a woman who still wanted to pretend she had not broken anything by coming. Footsteps. A latch. Danielle opened the garden door in a robe over her night clothes, hair loose for once, face calm in the spill of kitchen light behind her. She took in my coat, my empty hands, the hour written all over me. “Marla,” she said. No sharpness. No lecture. She stepped aside. “Come in. Shoes off.” Warmth hit me the second I crossed the threshold. Real warmth, radiator heat and the smell of something that had been simmering earlier, onion and stock, the kind of kitchen that had been used by a person who cooked for herself and not for show. I got my shoes off. She shut the garden door. The night noise cut away. My phone stayed in my coat pocket because there was no quilt waiting in a hallway at three in the morning, and she did not ask for it. “You kept the rule,” she said, reading my face the way she read a pulse. “And you still came.” “I could not count it,” I said. My voice sounded scraped. “On my wrist. I kept losing the number.” “Because you are not supposed to take it yourself when you are wound like this.” She set a hand at the back of my neck, firm, guiding me toward the kitchen table. “Sit. You are going to eat. Then we wash the night off you.” No scolding. The absence of it landed harder than any slap from Thursday. I sat. She heated broth in a small pot, poured it into a mug, set toast beside it with butter gone soft from the warmth of the room. I drank because my throat needed the heat. The broth went down slow. My hands shook around the mug. Danielle stood at the counter and watched me finish without filling the quiet with correction, and that quiet did more damage to my pride than bargaining ever had. I had walked across the city at the worst hour and she was feeding me like the appointment had never ended. “Look at you,” she said, soft and exact. “You want this more than you will admit.” Heat punched low through my belly. Filthy. Immediate. I stared at the grain of the table because looking at her mouth while she said it would have undone me on the chair. “Upstairs,” she said after the mug was empty. “Bath. Leave the coat here.” The second-floor bathroom was smaller than the consulting room, tiles pale, tub already filling when I stepped in behind her. Steam lifted. She undressed me without hurry, sweater, jeans, bra, knickers, folding each piece onto the closed lid of the laundry hamper as if competence could be stacked and set aside. Cool air raised gooseflesh along my arms until the steam caught up. My nipples tightened. Between my legs I was slick from three days of holding and the walk and the sound of her voice in a kitchen that was not on the clock. “In,” Danielle said. The water held me. Hot enough to sting, then settle. She shut the taps and knelt beside the tub with her robe sleeves pushed up, and she washed me with a cloth and unscented soap, throat, shoulders, breasts, the soft underside of my arms. Temperature did the first half of the work. Her hands did the rest. When she reached the waterline she did not ask. She slid the cloth between my thighs, cleaned my pussy with the same clinical patience she used on a towel after a session, then rinsed, then reached for a low basket on the shelf. The toy was slim, egg-shaped, the same flesh tone as the harness piece from week two, with a thin cord and a remote the size of a lighter. She slicked it from a bottle on the rim. The oil smelled clean in the steam. “Knees up. Open.” I opened. Pride kicked once and drowned in the heat of the bath. She pressed the toy against my entrance and eased it into my pussy until it seated deep, a blunt fullness that made my breath hitch. The cord trailed out over the lip of the tub. She dried her fingers on a hand towel, picked up the remote, and thumbed it once. The buzz started low inside me, a deep steady vibration against the front wall of my cunt, and my hips jerked hard enough to slap water over the rim. I grabbed the edges of the tub. Danielle did not smile. She watched my face and turned the remote up one notch. “Easy,” she said. “This is not a race. You came here wrecked. I am going to take you apart slow enough that you remember who puts you back.” She washed my hair while the toy hummed inside me, fingers working shampoo through, rinsing with a cup, the vibration never climbing fast enough to tip me. Worship slid in under the heat without permission. I watched her forearms in the steam, the concentration in her mouth, the way she handled my body like it belonged in her care at any hour, and my throat went tight with something that was not panic. Regression softened the edges of the room. I was a grown woman in a therapist’s bathtub with a remote-controlled egg buzzing in my pussy, and I wanted to stay there until the water went cold. “Out. Careful.” She wrapped me in a towel that had been hanging on the radiator, grey and heavy with stored warmth. The toy stayed in. The remote stayed in her hand. She walked me dripping into the second-floor front room, the green velvet nursing chaise still turned toward the shutters, the weighted grey quilt folded on the arm. No zipper ritual. No ninety minutes on the clock. She sat on the chaise and drew me across her lap on my back this time, head in the crook of her arm, towel half open, the cord of the toy running down my thigh to where she could reach the control. She opened her robe. Bare breast, full, nipple dark from the warm room. “Nurse. Hands on your own belly. You do not need to hold anything else.” I latched. Dry suckling again, soft and loud in the quiet, and she turned the remote up while my mouth worked. The vibration deepened. My clit throbbed untouched above the buzz. Slick gathered around the base of the toy and cooled on my skin where the towel had fallen open. She rocked me a little, the way someone rocks a thing they intend to keep calm, and the dual pull of her nipple and the toy stacked so slowly I could feel every inch of the climb. “That is it,” she murmured against my hair. “Stay on me. Let it build. You do not steal. You take what I give when I give it.” I sucked. Tears came without the ugly fight they usually brought, just heat leaking from the corners of my eyes into the soft flesh of her breast. The remote clicked again. Stronger. My thighs trembled. She slid her free hand down and rested two fingers over my clit, not rubbing, just pressure, a warm weight that made the vibration feel huge. I made a broken sound into her skin. She held me through it, feeding me nothing but the shape of her and the slow rise of a finish I had not been allowed in three days. When she finally moved her fingers it was in a mean little circle timed to the buzz, and the orgasm came long instead of sharp, a drawn-out rolling climax that pulled through my pussy in waves around the toy while I nursed and shook and clung to the rule with my empty hands flat on my own belly. No counting out loud. No stacked peaks. Just one sustained breaking, wet and ugly and complete, cunt clamping on the egg, spit shining on her nipple, the towel soaked under my hips. She kept the remote where it was until the last flutter passed, then turned it down to a faint idle hum and left the toy inside me while my breathing staggered back. “Good girl.” The praise landed low. My whole body went soft across her lap. She eased the egg out with a slick sound that made fresh heat twitch through spent tissue, set it aside on a cloth, and cleaned me with the corner of the towel. Then she dressed me in soft grey practice clothes from a drawer I had never seen opened: drawstring pants, a loose long-sleeved top that smelled of clean laundry and the same soap from the bath. No jeans. No competent costume. Soft fabric against skin still sensitive from the water and the climax. “Sleep here,” Danielle said. “Shutters stay closed. I will be down the hall. If you wake, you call for me. You do not put your own clothes on and walk out into the dark again.” I slept on the green velvet with the weighted quilt pulled over me and the toy’s remote on the side table like a promise she had set down within reach. The room held her warmth. My pulse finally slowed against the cushion without me having to count it. Morning came in grey around the shutter edges. Danielle woke me with tea and toast on a tray, checked the side of my throat with two fingertips for sixty seconds while I blinked up at her, and said the number aloud without writing it anywhere. “Ninety-two. Better than your wrist at two forty-seven.” She dressed me in my own clothes after that, slow, as if returning me to the street required care. From her apron pocket she drew the yellow-corded garden key fob, the same bright cord I had watched change hands on the stairs three days earlier. She set it in my hand. The plastic was warm from her body. “For the garden door,” she said. “You do not stand out there again at that hour without a way in. One fob. Never copied. You keep it until I say otherwise. Clear?” “Clear,” I said. The key sat in my fist like a verdict I had walked across the city to collect. Sixty days remained. I put the fob in my coat pocket beside the cracked phone. She walked me down. On the hall table the answerphone’s red counter read fourteen where it had read six the first morning I came, a quiet climb I filed under proof of a busy practice, other patients, a rota that still had room to replace me if I failed. Danielle opened the front door on ordinary daylight. Eight in the morning. Pavement dry for once. Tobias was on a stepladder at the buzzer panel, thirty-eight, paint-spattered work shirt, a screwdriver turning in his hand as he backed a screw out of one of the numbered brass plates further along the row from mine. Plaster dust whitened the brick beside him. He glanced down as I stepped out, nodded once the way workmen nod at people leaving a house, and went back to the plate. “Morning,” he said. “You one of hers upstairs then.” “Thursday patient,” I said, because No. 4 still felt like a slot on a list. He huffed a short breath that was almost a laugh and set the loosened plate into a cloth on the top step of the ladder. “Aye. They finish here, they don’t quit. Lady upstairs never lets one go early. That yellow thing in your pocket belonged to the last one before you. Priya. She did her twelve and handed it back on the stairs. Discharged. Not walked off. Just so you know, if you were wondering why the cord looked familiar.” The fob suddenly weighed more against my ribs. Discharged. Twelve. Handed back. I kept my face neutral because pride still wanted me to look like a woman who understood the system she was paying for. Tobias turned another screw. Metal ticked against brick. Plate No. 4 stayed where it was, solid and ordinary, fourth of six, and I told myself the empty space he was making belonged to someone else’s completed course on a full weekly rota that still ran without me. “Thanks,” I said. He shrugged and kept working. I went down the steps with the yellow cord a bright secret in my pocket and the morning air cool on my washed skin. Behind me a brass plate came free of the wall under a handyman’s screwdriver. Ahead of me waited a flat I had fled at two forty-seven because I could not count my own pulse, and a garden door that would open for me now at any hour I failed again. The fob sat against my thigh as I walked, plastic and thin cord and the shape of a roof that was no longer only mine, warm from Danielle’s apron, heavier with every step I took away from the brownstone that had stopped being an appointment the second she fed me in a kitchen with the night still pressed against the glass.


Chapter 5: Door Left Ajar

The client’s voice filled Esme’s kitchen at noon, tinny and sharp through the speakerphone, while I sat at the table with a cold mug and a laptop that still held last week’s unfinished frames. “Marla, the rebrand deck is four days late. Four. We have a board walkthrough Monday. What am I supposed to show them, placeholders?” Esme leaned on the counter in a work shirt, twenty-nine and already tired of listening to me fail at ordinary life. She mouthed answer him and pointed at the clock above the stove. I watched the second hand instead of the open file. Three o’clock sat somewhere past lunch like a private appointment with no real name attached, nothing typed into any calendar I shared with clients or flatmates, only a yellow cord in my coat pocket and the knowledge that Thursday had come around again. “I am finishing the type hierarchy today,” I said into the room. “You will have a clean pass by tonight.” “You said that Tuesday.” “Tonight,” I repeated, and ended the call before he could stack another complaint on top of the first. The kitchen went quiet except for the fridge hum. Esme raised an eyebrow. “Wellness again?” she asked. “Three o’clock,” I said. “Private.” She did not push. She never did when my face went flat like that. I packed the laptop, pulled on my coat, felt the garden fob knock against my cracked phone, and left the flat with the rebrand still broken and my pulse already climbing for a room that would not care about board walkthroughs. The brownstone looked ordinary in afternoon light. Plate No. 4 still sat fourth on the buzzer panel, solid brass among the others. I pressed it. Danielle opened the door in her dark apron, took in my coat, and stepped aside without small talk. “Coat. Hook. Upstairs.” I hung the coat. On the hall table the answerphone’s red counter read twenty-seven where it had read fourteen four mornings ago, a climb I still filed under busy practice, other Thursdays, a rota full enough that my slot meant nothing special. I followed her up. From the landing came the scrape of a trowel and a radio turned low, a talk station muttering football scores and adverts for insurance. Tobias was twelve feet away on the stairwell, plaster dust on his work shirt, radio balanced on a paint tin. He did not look up as we passed. Danielle left the consulting room door ajar when we went in. The gap showed a slice of landing and the pale smear of fresh plaster. Sound traveled through it clean as a wire. “Shut it,” I said. My voice came out thinner than I meant. “No.” She stood between me and the door. “Tobias is working the stairwell. The door stays open for the dust and the draft. You will speak in a normal voice. You will not whisper. Pulse first.” Two fingers found the side of my throat. Sixty seconds of her standing close while the radio mumbled through the gap and a trowel scraped somewhere beyond it. My own fear sat coppery on my tongue. I tried to count and lost the number in the scrape and the soft static of someone else’s afternoon. “One oh eight,” Danielle said aloud, loud enough for the landing. “Still loud for a woman who claims she only wants ninety minutes. Phone.” I gave her the cracked device. She slid it into the quilt pocket on the arm of the green velvet nursing chaise and closed the zip with a small final click. Empty palms again. Cool air from the ajar door moved across the room and carried plaster smell in with the oil smell already waiting. “Everything off,” she said. “Then on your knees in front of me. We are going to practice being heard.” Heat punched low through my belly, filthy and immediate. Defiance rose with it, sharp and useless. I could walk. The door was open. A stranger worked twelve feet away. Stopping would have been easy. I peeled shirt, bra, jeans, knickers instead, folded nothing, let the clothes drop, and went to my knees on the rug with my nipples tight in the draft and my cunt already wet from the sound of that radio and the knowledge of who could hear. Danielle opened the front of her apron and the cotton beneath. Bare breast, full, nipple dark. She gathered my head and pulled my mouth onto her. “Nurse. Loud enough that I can hear the suck. Answer when I ask. Full sentences. No hiding in my skin.” I latched. Warm flesh filled my mouth, salt and heat and the soft give of her under my tongue. Dry suckling, wet and unmistakable in the quiet between radio ads. Worship slid in under the terror without asking, the craving to stay there even while my ears strained for footsteps, for a pause in the trowel work, for any sign Tobias had gone still and started listening. Spit gathered at the corner of my lips. I sucked harder than I needed to, greedy, ashamed of how badly I wanted the empty pull while a man replastered a wall within earshot. “Who owns your finish?” Danielle asked, ordinary speaking volume. I mumbled against her nipple. She pinched my jaw enough to lift me clear. “Who owns your finish, Marla? Say it so the room can hear you.” Terror of exposure sat under my ribs like a second pulse. The radio crackled through a weather update. A trowel scraped. I could have refused. I could have whispered. I spoke at normal volume instead, taste of her still on my tongue. “You own my finish. I do not come unless you tell me.” “Good. Back on. Keep sucking while I oil you.” She poured oil into her palm and worked it down my spine, over my shoulders, around to my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples while my mouth stayed locked on hers. The oil smelled clean. The radio played a jingle for a car dealership. My pussy throbbed open and unused. She reached lower, slicked the insides of my thighs, then pushed two oiled fingers into my cunt from the front while I nursed, fucking me in slow deep strokes that made wet sounds I could not pretend were anything else. “What are you doing on your knees with the door open?” she asked. I pulled off enough to answer, spit shining on her nipple, face hot. “I am nursing. I am getting fucked on your fingers. I am your patient.” “Louder. And tell me why the door stays open.” “The door stays open for the draft and the dust.” My voice shook and stayed at speaking volume anyway. “And for you. You want me heard.” “Yes.” She curled her fingers inside me and pressed. “Again. Who decides whether anyone on that landing learns what you sound like when you break?” “You decide.” “Keep nursing.” I latched again. She worked a third finger into my pussy and stretched me open while her other palm rested heavy between my shoulder blades, holding me to her breast. The dual claim of mouth and cunt stacked slow and mean. Her skin filled everything. Sound filled the rest: my suckling, the slick push of her fingers, the radio’s low chatter, the scrape of plaster twelve feet away. Regression softened the edges of the hour. I was a grown woman naked on her knees with a stranger’s workday happening through an open door, and defiance collapsed into craving so complete I forgot how to want the latch closed. She eased me off her breast after a long stretch and wiped my mouth with her thumb. “Up. Over the chaise. Ass up. Face toward the door. You will look at the gap while I take you apart.” I draped myself over the green velvet, cheek to the pile, eyes on the slice of landing light. Danielle stood behind me, oiled fresh, and pressed the thick harness cock to my entrance. She sank in on one long push. Full. Owned. A broken sound left me before I could swallow it. “Normal voice,” she said. “Tell me what is inside you.” “Your cock,” I said, loud enough. “Thick in my pussy. Filling me.” “And what do you want?” Pride kicked once. The radio laughed at something. Tobias’s trowel scraped again, closer somehow, or maybe only clearer through the fear. I could have stopped. Stopping was still easy. I did not stop. “I want you to fuck me open while he works out there,” I said. “I want to come for you with the door ajar. I want…” My throat closed on the next word. She drove in deep and held. “Say it.” “I want Mommy to use me where someone might hear.” “This is how deep the hour goes when the door stays open.” The line landed in my gut like a trap springing. She fucked me then in long hard strokes, the harness base slapping wet against my clit, one palm pinning my hip, the other reaching under to hold my throat lightly while I stared at the open gap. Her nipple still coated my tongue. Sound stacked on sound: skin, oil, my own filthy breathing, the radio’s football scores, plaster work that never paused long enough to prove he had heard or prove he had not. She edged the pace cruel for a long time, building me close, then easing to shallow thrusts the second my thighs started to shake, again and again, a single long ordeal with no counted stack, only the climb and the denial and the climb again while my cunt clenched around the thick toy and slick ran down my thighs onto the velvet. Tears came. Spit wet the chaise under my cheek. I shook and held the speaking voice every time she asked a question. “Are you going to stop coming here?” “No.” “Even with the door open?” “Even with the door open.” “Even if Tobias hears you thank me?” My whole body seized around the thought. “Yes. Even then.” “Good girl.” She drove deep and ground against my clit with the harness base, two fingers finding my clit from underneath and working it in a mean exact circle timed to her hips. “Come. One time. All of it. Loud.” The orgasm tore through me enormous and degrading and total, a single massive release dragged out across every nerve she had kept waiting. My pussy clamped hard on the cock. My asshole fluttered empty. Pleasure rolled through me in long ugly waves while I sobbed into the velvet and came and kept coming, thighs jerking, cunt squirting slick onto her wrist and the chaise, the sound of it wet and unmistakable through the ajar door. The radio kept talking. The trowel scraped once and went still for a second that lasted forever, then resumed. I broke all the way open under her and could not close myself again. She fucked me through the last spasms and held still buried deep while I shook. Then she eased out with a slick sound that made spent tissue twitch, cleaned me with a towel, and left me draped there breathing hard with my face still turned toward the landing light. “On your knees again,” Danielle said. “Thank me. Full volume. No mumbling.” I slid to the floor. Oil and my own mess shone on my thighs. I looked at the gap in the door, tasted salt and her skin and the copper of my own fear, and raised my voice to the pitch of ordinary conversation that would carry twelve feet. “Thank you, Mommy,” I said. “Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for making me come with the door open. Thank you for using me.” “Again. Clearer.” “Thank you, Mommy.” Louder. My face burned. My cunt still fluttered empty. “Thank you for deciding. Thank you for not shutting it.” “Good.” She wiped her fingers, helped me stand, and dressed me the way she always did, knickers, jeans, bra, top, competent costume pulled over a body that still throbbed and leaked. She unzipped the quilt pocket and set the cracked phone in my palm. Warm from the fabric. Useless against what I had just proved. “Fifty-six days remain,” she said. “Week four. Session four. You leave knowing exactly what you will do the next time I leave a door open. Coat. Stairs. Out.” I followed her down. Tobias was still on the stairwell, radio low, plastering the wall as if nothing filthy had traveled through the wood. He nodded once as I passed, ordinary as weather. In the hall the answerphone still showed twenty-seven in red. Danielle opened the front door on afternoon light. Cool air hit my mouth, which still tasted of her breast. I stepped onto the pavement with my legs unsteady and my cunt still aching around the memory of that single dragged-out breaking, the secret no longer containable, the proof already sitting in her calm face. Behind me the latch clicked. Ahead of me waited a late rebrand deck and a flatmate who thought wellness meant breathing exercises. The yellow fob knocked against my phone in my coat pocket. Plate No. 4 stayed screwed to the panel, fourth in the row, ordinary brass over a building where I had just thanked Mommy out loud while a stranger’s radio played. I walked toward the corner with her last line still lodged under my ribs like a promise I could not unhear, and the afternoon traffic sounded too thin after the scrape of that trowel, as if the whole street had become a room with the door left ajar and someone already deciding how far I would go the next time she refused to close it.


Chapter 6: Forty One Messages

The hall held nobody. Water ran two floors above, a steady rush through old pipes, and on the table the answerphone showed a small red forty-one where it had shown six in June. I stood with my coat still on and the yellow cord knocking against my cracked phone through the lining. Forty minutes early. Day thirty-six of seventy-eight. Forty-two days still owed. Week six. Session six waiting upstairs behind the sound of a bath filling, and for once the stoop had not required a press of brass because the garden latch had taken the fob without complaint. I had told myself I would sit on the bottom step and wait like a polite patient. Instead I stayed where I was and stared at that red digit until the number stopped looking like proof of a busy rota and started looking like a pile of unanswered things. House rule four lived in my chest the way the other three did. Coat on the hook. Phone in the quilt unless I took it out myself. Hands off her body unless she placed them. And the machine. Only she pressed play. I pressed play. The first voice asked about Thursday availability and left a number. The second wanted a consultation for sleep and nerves. The third sounded like a clinic admin reading from a script. Intake after intake stacked, nine weeks of people trying to get in, dates climbing backward through July and June while the bath kept running overhead. I stood frozen with my finger still on the button and listened to strangers invent futures in a building that had never written anything down. Then Rhona. Fifty-seven years in the voice, clipped and tired of being ignored. Three separate messages. Formal referrals. Names of patients she was sending. Dates. A blunt line spoken twice across two of them, flat as a closed file: you cannot run a practice on one patient. The third referral ended with her saying she would stop sending people if the silence kept up. The machine clicked to the next recording without ceremony. More intakes. A man asking if evenings were possible. A woman crying softly and hanging up. Another clinic voice. Then a different tone entirely, bright and administrative, reminding Ms. Cross of a dating scan appointment and asking her to confirm attendance. The name sat in the air after the beep. Ms. Cross. Dating scan. Ambiguous enough that my mind tried to file it under routine medicine and failed to make the filing stick. Forty-one messages. All of them unreturned. The counter had climbed from six to fourteen to twenty-seven to this, and I had read every rise as other Thursdays, other bodies, a list that could replace me if I broke. The bath water kept pouring upstairs. Nobody came down to stop the playback. Nobody else arrived to hang a coat. I went back out to the stoop and looked at the buzzer panel the way Tobias had looked at it with a screwdriver in his hand. Five empty rectangles of brick where brass had been. Screws holes. Pale outlines. Plate No. 4 alone in the row, fourth of what used to be six, still screwed tight, the only number left that could call anyone inside. Five plates gone. Weeks ago. That was what the stepladder had been for. Not maintenance. Emptying. Since day fifteen. Since Priya handed the yellow cord back on the stairs and walked out discharged. Nobody else. No rota. No next appointment waiting to swallow my slot. I had been the entire practice for three weeks and I had not known. Every extra hour I had been ashamed of wanting had already been cleared. Every rule I had taken as clinical authority re-read itself as a woman turning the world away and calling the leftover space treatment. The direction of need reversed so hard my knees went soft on the step. If I stopped coming, there would be nobody in this house at all. The person who could not spare the discharge was not me shopping for a method. It was her. I shut the front entrance carefully and hung my coat. The yellow fob stayed with the cracked phone in the lining. Upstairs the water cut off. Silence for a second, then the soft shift of a body leaving a tub. I climbed toward that sound with the secret sitting under my tongue like something I had stolen, forty-one voices still echoing in the plaster, and my pulse already wrong for a woman who had only come early to be good. She met me on the second floor landing in her dark apron over damp skin, hair pinned wet, the clean soap smell of the bath still rising off her. She took in my early arrival, my empty hands, the way I could not quite meet her eyes. “You are early, Marla,” she said. “Coat is down. Good. Come in.” The consulting room held the green velvet nursing chaise turned to the shutters, the weighted grey quilt folded on the arm, oil already warming somewhere out of sight. She left the hall passage ajar the way she had two weeks ago, a thin slice of landing light and plaster dust for company, though Tobias’s radio was gone today. Only the house. Only us. I understood that now in a way that made the gap feel different. Two fingertips found the side of my throat. Sixty seconds. Her hand rested there. Heat of her chest close enough that my mouth watered before pride could stop it. I tried to hold the count and lost it in the press of her skin and the knowledge I was carrying. “One oh two,” she said aloud. “Down again. Phone.” I put the cracked device into her palm. She slid it into the quilt’s zipped pocket and closed the fabric over the glass. Empty hands. The soft bulk of the quilt settled like a verdict I had stopped arguing with weeks ago. “You came early,” she said. “And you look like a woman who has already had a fight with herself on the stairs. Talk.” Negotiation. Not rebellion. I could have told her about the machine. I could have thrown Rhona’s voice at her and watched the calm crack. Craving curdled into vertigo instead, the dizzy fact of being needed, and my throat closed around the confession because saying it out loud would make the power flip permanent. “I need the hour,” I said. “I need you. That is all I have.” “That is enough for now.” She pointed at the floor in front of her. “Clothes off. Knees. Today you serve with your mouth first. Hands stay on your own thighs unless I move them. Clear?” “Clear.” I stripped. Shirt, bra, jeans, knickers. Cool air found my nipples. I went down on the rug with my bare knees taking my weight and looked up at the solid line of her under the apron. She opened the cotton at the front. Bare breast, full, nipple dark and already beading. Milk. Real this time, a thin shine at the tip, the smell of it warm and animal under the soap. Nurture and control in the same breath. My pussy clenched so hard I made a sound I had not planned. “Nurse,” she said. “Slow. You take what comes. You do not rush me for the finish you are already aching for.” I latched. Milk hit my tongue, sweet and thin and shocking after weeks of dry suckling, and worship crashed through me so complete I forgot the forty-one messages for three whole pulls. Her hand held the back of my skull. Clean soap and skin and milk mixed until my eyes watered. I drank. Spit and milk gathered at the corner of my mouth. My thighs pressed together uselessly. She let me take from one side until the flow eased, then shifted me to the other breast and held me there while my empty hands stayed flat on my own legs the way she had ordered. “Good girl,” she murmured. “Stay on it. You came upstairs carrying something heavy and you are putting it down in my skin instead of in your mouth as words. That is allowed for the next stretch. Suck.” I sucked. Milk came in soft pulses. Regression softened the edges of the room until I was only mouth and need and the solid heat of her. Then her free hand slid down, found me soaked between the legs, and two fingers parted my folds without entering, just a smear of my own wetness dragged up over my clit in a mean little pass that made my hips jerk. “Already filthy,” she said. “And we have only started the oral work. Off. Lower.” She guided my face down from her breast, past the soft give of her belly, and set me between her thighs where she had shed the rest of the apron ties. Her pussy was warm and slick when my mouth found it. Soap and salt and her filled my mouth. I licked because she put me there. I licked because the hour had claimed the argument. I licked because craving had nowhere else to go that would not break the secret I was still holding. “That is it. Tongue flat. Then the clit. Slow circles. You do not get to fuck me with your fingers. Mouth only. Earn the right to stay in this room.” I worked her with my tongue the way I had once worked client decks, precise and hungry, and she let the pleasure show in the weight of her palm on my hair rather than in any rush. Milk still wet on my lips mixed with the taste of her. My own clit throbbed untouched. Slick ran down the inside of my thigh onto the rug. She rocked against my mouth in a patient rhythm and I served, filthy and grateful, until her breath went uneven and her grip tightened. “Stop.” I stopped. Mouth shining. Chin wet. She pulled me up by the hair just enough to look at my face. “Ask me what you want.” “Please let me come,” I said. “Please, Mommy. I have been good. I kept the rule. Please touch me.” “Not yet.” She put me back on her breast for three more pulls of milk, then back between her thighs, and the cycle started again: oral service until my jaw ached, a brief smear of her fingers over my clit that stacked an edge so fast my vision spotted, then nothing. Denial. Again. My hips tried to chase her hand and she slapped the inside of my thigh once, sharp. “No stealing. You take the edge and you hold it. That is the care today.” She edged me with the heel of her palm while I nursed, milk and pressure and the wet sound of my own desperate breathing, then took the palm away the second my thighs started to shake. Pleasure leaked nowhere useful. My pussy fluttered on air. I sobbed against her nipple and she held my skull firm. “Again.” Fingers inside me this time, two, thick, curling while my mouth stayed locked on her and milk ran. The climb was uglier. Faster. I begged into her flesh without lifting off, muffled filthy words, please, please fuck me through it, please I need to finish, and she pumped me right up to the break and pulled out clean, leaving me clenching on nothing with slick cooling on my thighs. “Mommy,” I got out. “I cannot hold it. Please. I will do anything. Cut the course. Keep me late. Just let me…” “Who decides?” “You.” “Then you wait.” She put me on my back across her lap after that, head in the crook of her arm, and fed me the breast while her hand worked my clit in circles too light to tip me and too exact to ignore. Her arm lay across me. Milk and oil she had not even poured yet already thickened the air. The chaise velvet under my shoulder blades. Every rule I had surrendered to as authority sat differently now. Coat hook. Phone pocket. Hands off. Machine alone. They were not the spine of a thriving practice. They were the shape of a life emptied down to one person. If I broke, I broke her week. If I left, the red counter would keep climbing over an empty building. Vertigo. Craving. The stakes had changed from losing a course to losing her, and from being replaceable to being able to do damage because there was nobody else here to absorb it. She brought me to the edge four more times like that, slow and relentless, graphic enough that my own wetness made a sound against her fingers, and each time she refused the landing. No counted stack. No mercy climax. Only the ache stacking on itself until I was shaking and crying into her breast with my empty hands fisted against my own belly. “Please,” I whispered. “Please, I am going to break wrong. Please let me come. I need it. I need you to need me to come.” She went still. The bath soap smell. The milk. The weight of her looking down at me while my clit twitched under the idle rest of her fingers. “You belong in this room now,” Danielle said. The line landed in my gut harder than any slap. Not a patient slot. Not one of six. Belonging. I made a broken sound and tried to lift my hips into her hand for the finish the sentence seemed to promise. She took her hand away. The denied crest tore through me as a wasted shudder, pussy clenching on nothing, clit aching in the cool air, release refused at the exact second my body tipped. I cried out once, raw, and she held me through the unfinished mess of it with my face against her breast and milk still on my tongue. “That is enough for today,” she said softly. “You do not finish. You go downstairs carrying it. Forty-two days remain. You will come back next Thursday early if you need to, and you will put the phone in the pocket without a speech, and you will remember what I just told you. Clear?” “Clear,” I said. My voice sounded used and unfinished. She cleaned me with a towel, dressed me slow, knickers and jeans and bra and top pulled over a body that still throbbed in ugly little pulses. She took the cracked phone from the quilt pocket and set it in my palm. Warm. Useless against the ache between my legs. She walked me down. On the table the answerphone still showed forty-one in red, quiet now, full of voices she had not returned. Outside, plate No. 4 waited alone on the panel like a brand that had stopped meaning a rota. I stepped onto the pavement with my cunt still fluttering empty and my mouth still tasting of milk, the secret and the belonging and the denied edge all stacked under my ribs at once. Behind me the latch clicked. Ahead of me the corner waited, and the throb she had refused to settle went with me step for step, a low mean pulse that would not let go all the way home.


Chapter 7: Twelve Weeks Thursday

Two mugs sat going cold on an upturned crate between the tomato pots, and a woman who had never once explained herself sat on the low garden wall explaining herself badly. Steam had already died off the tea. Late afternoon heat held in the brick of the walled garden, warm against the backs of my calves through my jeans. Tomato leaves brushed my sleeve whenever the breeze moved. Day forty-three of seventy-eight. Thirty-five days still owed. Week seven, and no chaise waiting upstairs, no quilt pocket, no ninety minutes on a clock. Just two women and cold tea and the smell of soil and warm leaves. She had her palms flat on her knees. The dark apron was gone. Soft shirt, sleeves rolled. She looked at the pots instead of at me while she talked, which was how I knew the words were costing her. “Twelve weeks on Thursday,” she said. “I am carrying. That is the dating scan you heard on the machine. I should have said it myself. I did not. That was cowardice dressed up as privacy.” The garden went very still. A bee worked the tomato flowers. Warmth climbed my neck and sat there. I had carried the ambiguous clinic voice around for seven days like a stone in my shoe. Hearing it made flat and adult in the open air knocked the air out of me anyway. “You are pregnant,” I said. “Yes.” She finally looked at me. “And I do not want you merely soothed through the rest of this course, Marla. I want you bonded to me through it. That is different. Soothing ends when the hour ends. Bond means you have a place in what comes next, and I have a place in you that is not limited to Thursday.” Gratitude hit first, stupid and sharp, before fear could organize itself. Then fear arrived anyway, because bonded was a word with weight, and I had spent six sessions learning how to receive care without ever being asked to give any back that mattered. “You kept emptying the building,” I said. “For me. And you were doing this alone.” “I was doing this badly alone.” Her mouth tightened. “Rhona is right about the practice. I am not answering her. That is also badly done. What I am asking you today is simpler than any of that. I am asking if you will take work.” “Work.” “A duty. The first one I have given you in the whole course.” She reached for her mug, found it cold, set it down again. Crate wood pressed under her knuckles. “Evening bath. You run it. You get in with me. You oil my hips and my belly the way I have oiled yours. And when the milk aches, which it will, your hands learn how to relieve it. Not as a patient performing. As someone I need. Clear?” Heat punched low through my belly, filthy and immediate, and under it something quieter that felt like being trusted with a live wire. Receiving had been the easy half. I saw that now with a clarity that made my throat tight. Being needed was the deeper surrender, because failing a programme left a blank Thursday. Failing her left a pregnant woman short of the hands she had just asked for. “Clear,” I said. “I want that. I want the work.” “Good.” She stood. “Then we start the teaching now, while the light is still decent. Shirt up. I am going to show you what you will be handling.” She did not take me upstairs. She stayed in the garden, among the pots, and peeled her soft shirt over her head and hung it on the corner of the crate. Bra next. Bare breasts in the open air, heavier than they had been even last week, nipples dark, a faint sheen already at the tips where milk had started to answer the late heat. Her belly showed the earliest soft change if you knew to look, a fullness low under the navel that had not been there in June. She took my wrist and set my palm there, flat, warm skin under my hand, living heat under my palm. “Inspect,” she said. “Slow. You learn the shape before you learn the relief. Fingertips. Tell me what you feel.” I traced the low curve with both hands the way she had traced oil into me a dozen times, learning by touch. Warmth. Soft give. The slight firmness under the softness where the body had started its private work. Gratitude sat thick under my ribs. My cunt clenched in my jeans from the simple fact of being allowed this, of being put to use in daylight with tomato leaves against my arm. “Warm,” I said. “Softer than last month. Full low down.” “And here.” She lifted my hands to her breasts. “Both. Support from underneath. Do not grab. Hold the weight. That is the first skill. When they ache, the weight is half the problem.” I cupped her. Heavy. Hot. Milk beaded under the press of my palms and ran a thin warm line over my knuckles. The smell of it rose sweet and animal over the garden soil. My mouth watered. She watched my face the way she watched a pulse, calm and exact. “Now the oil.” She nodded at a bottle waiting on the crate beside the dead tea. “Hips first. Then belly. Firm strokes. You are not teasing me. You are maintaining me. That is the difference.” I poured oil into my palm. Clean scent, the same one from the chaise, sharp in the warm air. I worked it into the outsides of her hips with both hands, then the fronts, thumbs pressing into the soft join where hip met belly, learning the terrain she was giving me. Oiled skin slid under my palms. Warmth climbed into my wrists. She stood still and let me, which was its own kind of instruction. Surrender flipped direction so quietly I almost missed it. Care had turned two-directional among the tomato pots, and the bond no rule could impose settled into my hands with every stroke. “Belly,” she said. “Circles. Wide. Then smaller. Watch my face. If I flinch, you lighten. If I breathe out, you stay.” I oiled her belly in wide slow circles, then tighter ones low where the change sat. Her breath went out long. Milk leaked fuller under the motion, warm lines running down over my working wrists. My jeans felt soaked at the seam. Shame and gratitude braided together until I could not tell them apart. A grown woman oiling her pregnant therapist in a walled garden while her own pussy throbbed unused, and the only thing I wanted was to do it correctly. “Good,” she murmured. “That is the evening work. You will do it in the bath once the water is run. Now the relief. When the milk aches, you do not wait for me to ask twice. You take the weight, you stroke toward the nipple, and you empty enough that the pressure drops. Mouth or hand. I will tell you which. Today, hand first. Show me.” I supported one breast from underneath the way she had taught and stroked toward the nipple with my other palm, firm and even. Milk came in a warm pulse across my fingers, more than a bead, a real letting down that wet my hand and spotted the brick at our feet. She made a low sound that was not pain. My clit throbbed so hard I had to lock my knees. “Other side. Same pressure.” I switched. Same stroke. Same warm pulse. She exhaled and set her hand over mine, adjusting the angle by a fraction, teaching through touch. The ache in her eased under my hands; I felt it go by the way her shoulders dropped. Being useful landed harder than any climax she had ever counted out of me. Leaving suddenly meant leaving someone short. The stakes raised themselves without anyone raising their voice. “Enough for the lesson,” she said. She did not put her shirt back on. She sat on the low wall again and drew me to stand between her knees. “Your turn to be inspected. Jeans open. Knickers down to mid-thigh. Hands on my shoulders. You do not touch yourself. I am going to see what seven days of carrying a secret and a denied edge have done to you.” I opened my jeans with oiled fingers that still smelled of her milk. Knickers dragged down. Cool garden air found my cunt, already slick, folds wet enough that the breeze registered as a touch. She parted me with two thumbs, slow, clinical, inspecting the swollen clit and the soaked entrance the way she had made me inspect her belly. Her breath warmed the air near my thigh. Her thumbs held me open. “Filthy,” she said, almost soft. “And unfinished from last Thursday still sitting in the tissue. I can feel it. You held it. That was good. Today you do not get to rush the landing either.” Her thumb brushed my clit once, mean and exact. My hips jerked. She took the thumb away. “Hold still. I am going to edge you with my hands until you shake, and then I am going to decide. Begging helps. Demanding does not.” She worked me with both hands in the open garden air. One palm cupped my ass to keep me steady. Two fingers of the other slid into my pussy, thick with my own slick and the leftover oil on her skin, and fucked me in slow deep strokes while her thumb stayed off my clit on purpose. Build without the tip. Warmth. Wet sound. Tomato smell and milk smell and the heat of brick. I gripped her shoulders and tried not to fuck down onto her hand. Failed a little. She slapped the inside of my thigh once, not hard, corrective. “No stealing. You take the climb.” She gave me the thumb then, circling my clit while her fingers curled inside, and the edge stacked fast and ugly after seven days of unfinished want. My thighs started to shake. She pulled off at the exact second the crest rose, leaving me clenching on air with slick cooling on her wrist. I made a broken sound. “Please.” “Not yet.” She started again. Fingers back in. Thumb back on. Slower this time, a drawn-out ordeal with no counted peaks, only the long sustained climb of a respite Thursday that refused to be merciful just because we were outdoors among pots. Inspection stayed in it. She watched my cunt take her fingers. She watched the wet gather and drip. She watched my face when she denied me the second time, and the third, each refusal a withdrawn mercy that left me shaking between her knees with my knickers still tangled at mid-thigh and my hands locked on her shoulders. “Mommy,” I got out. “I need to come. Please. I have been good. I held it. I will do the baths. I will oil you. I will empty you when it aches. Please let me finish on your hand.” She went still with two fingers buried in me and her thumb resting idle on my clit, a warm weight I could feel and could not use. “Beg, and I might let you.” The line landed low in my gut. Gratitude and hunger tangled. I begged properly, plain and filthy, the way she had taught me since day one, voice raw in the garden quiet. “Please fuck my cunt with your fingers until I come. Please rub my clit and let me break on your hand. Please, Mommy, I am begging. I need it. I need you to let me. Please use me and finish me. I will take care of you tonight. I will take care of you every night you ask. Please.” “Better.” She kissed the inside of my wrist where it rested on her shoulder, a tenderness that felt like a trap and a gift at once, then drove her fingers deep and worked my clit in a mean exact circle timed to the thrust. “Come.” The orgasm arrived long instead of sharp, a drawn-out rolling release pulled through tissue that had been denied for days, pussy clamping hard on her fingers, clit jerking under her thumb, slick running down onto the brick between her feet. I shook and held her shoulders and came in the open air with milk still drying on my hands and oil still shining on her belly, one sustained breaking with no number attached, only the ugly complete relief of being allowed it on her terms after she had taken her time. She fucked me through the last spasms and held still until I stopped fluttering, then eased her fingers out with a wet sound that made spent tissue twitch. She cleaned her hand on a cloth from the crate, then cleaned me with the same cloth, slow, maintenance rather than aftercare theater, wiping my cunt and the insides of my thighs until I could pull my knickers and jeans up without making a worse mess. She put her bra and shirt back on while I fastened my button. The cold tea sat untouched. The garden held the smell of oil and milk and sex under the tomatoes. Thirty-five days remained, and the shape of them had changed in the time it took two mugs to go cold. “You come back this evening,” Danielle said. “Half past seven. Garden latch. You run the bath. You oil me the way I showed you. You relieve the milk if it has built again. Then you sleep here if the nights are loud. That is the duty. That is the bond. You can no longer leave without leaving me short, and I will not pretend otherwise. Clear?” “Clear,” I said. She picked up both mugs, poured the cold tea into the soil at the base of a pot, and nodded once toward the side passage. “Go home long enough to tell Esme you will be out. Bring nothing but yourself. Tonight you work. Tomorrow you remember that soothing was the easy half, and that I am twelve weeks on Thursday with hands that now include yours. Do not make me wait at half past seven, little one. That is your instruction. Follow it.”


Chapter 8: Seventeen In Nine Years

The wrong bell went twice at ten in the morning, bright and wrong in a house that only ever answered the numbered brass, and I was still damp from the bath I had run for her when I reached the front latch and found a woman on the step in a good coat asking if Danielle was upstairs. She was fifty-seven, grey at the temples, coat buttoned against a wind that cut along the brick. She looked past me into the hall as if she already knew the layout and did not trust what it had become. “I am Rhona,” she said. “I need Danielle. Is she upstairs?” Milk still cooled on my wrists from the morning relief. Oil clung under my nails. Day seventy-one of seventy-eight. Seven days left. Week eleven, and I had treated the standing Thursday like weather that would keep coming forever. The house bell sat unused on the panel beside the empty screw holes and the single plate that still read No. 4. Nobody rang that bell. Patients pressed brass. This woman had come as if the building still belonged to ordinary callers. “She is,” I said. “I can take a message.” “You must be Marla.” Rhona did not smile. “The one she emptied the rota for. I left referrals on that machine until I stopped. She never called back. I am here because the clinic asked me to confirm whether the practice is closing, and because someone ought to tell you what she will not put into words.” Cold air pushed past her coat into the hall. Behind me the answerphone held its red forty-one, quiet as furniture. Heat climbed my neck anyway, jealousy already chewing before I had a name for it. “Tell me what,” I said. “Every course in this house ends at session twelve. Mandatory discharge. No exceptions. No keeping. Seventeen patients in nine years, and every one of them walked out finished whether they wanted to or not. Priya included. The yellow cord you carry was never a promise. It was a loan until the last Thursday. Danielle is winding the practice up regardless. Session twelve is day seventy-eight. That is seven days from this morning. If you are waiting for her to invent a thirteenth session, she will not. She never has.” The words landed with the clean weight of a latch. Seventeen strangers had stood where I stood. Seventeen bodies had been oiled and fed and refused and praised and then shown the door on a fixed morning because the course said so. Priya on the stairs with outdoor shoes and a face already closed. I had been jealous of a rota that did not exist. Now I was jealous of seventeen finished people who had gotten a clean ending, and of a child not born yet who would still be here when my brass came off the wall. “She needs me,” I said. It came out thin. “She asked for work. The baths. The oil.” “She needs a supervisor and a proper closure plan.” Rhona’s voice stayed level, tired of being the adult in rooms that refused paper. “What she wants and what the course allows are not the same thing. You deserve to know the date is real. I have said it. Tell her I came. Tell her the five referrals still sitting with me go elsewhere at the end of the month whether she likes it or not.” She turned without waiting for thanks. The good coat moved down the stoop. Wind found the gap of the open door and put a chill straight through the cotton on my back. I shut the latch. The hall smelled of old plaster and the soap from upstairs. My pulse hammered in my throat without anyone counting it. I climbed. Danielle stood in the second floor front room with the shutters still closed and the green velvet nursing chaise turned the way it always was, weighted grey quilt on the arm, oil bottle waiting. She had her apron on over a soft shirt. She took one look at my face and knew the morning had already broken. “Who was at the house bell,” she said. Not a question shaped for comfort. “Rhona.” My voice shook. “She told me. Session twelve. Mandatory. Seventeen in nine years. Priya. The practice wound up either way. Seven days. You were never going to keep me.” Silence held for a breath. Radiator heat pressed the room. Somewhere downstairs a pipe clicked. “She should have come to me,” Danielle said. “She came to the door because you do not answer her.” Jealousy ripped wide. Defiance flashed hot and stupid through my chest. “I want you to say I am staying. Say the discharge does not apply. Move the date. Tell me I am not one more completed nothing in a building that keeps no files. Say it.” “No.” The single word crushed the flash flat. Temperature in the room seemed to drop even while the radiator ticked. I heard my own breathing too loud, heard the soft give of the floor under my shift of weight, heard how empty the rest of the house was without other Thursdays in it. “I will not move day seventy-eight,” Danielle said. “I will not pretend the course has a thirteenth session. Rhona is right about the discharge. She is wrong about what I feel, and feeling does not rewrite the ending. Clothes off. Now.” “You cannot just…” “I can. You came upstairs to throw a tantrum at a date that has always been there. I answer tantrums the same way I answer everything else. Everything off. Over my knee.” I stripped because the alternative was standing there inventing arguments against a woman who had already decided the shape of the hour. Shirt. Bra. Jeans. Knickers. Cool air found my nipples and the wet that jealousy and fear had put between my legs without permission. She sat on the chaise and pulled me across her lap, belly down, ass up, cheek against velvet that held the day’s warmth. The apron scraped my hipbone. Her palm landed heavy at the small of my back and pinned me. “You do not demand permanence from me while you are still a patient on a prepaid clock,” she said. “You take what the morning requires. Count.” The first smack cracked across my ass, sharp sound filling the shuttered room. Heat bloomed. I jerked. She did not wait. Second. Third. Steady, exact, the blows landing on the same rising sting until my skin felt tight and hot and my cunt throbbed against her thigh in a filthy mismatch of pain and want. I counted aloud because she had told me to, voice breaking on the numbers, and underneath the count the jealousy kept whispering seventeen names I would never know, seventeen discharges, a child who would get her nights when I had been sent home well. “Twelve,” I got out. “Thirteen…” She stopped at twenty and left me burning. “Corner. Nose to the wall. Hands on your thighs. You do not rub. You stand there and listen to your own pulse until I call you.” The floorboards were cool under my bare feet. I faced the join where the wall met the shutter frame and stood with my ass smarting and my pussy slick and unused. Sound became everything: the tick of the radiator, the distant street, the soft shift of Danielle moving behind me, the wet click of a bottle opening. Time stretched. Regression crept in under the humiliation, soft and awful, the small part of me that wanted to be put somewhere and left until Mommy decided I had earned the right to turn around. “Come here,” she said at last. “On your knees. You serve first. Mouth on me. You do not get to climb onto your grievance and call it a negotiation.” I turned. She had opened the apron and the cotton beneath. Bare breasts, heavier than in the garden a month of mornings ago, nipples dark, milk already beading from the climb of her temper and the hour. Her belly showed fuller under the navel. Jealousy stabbed again, mean and specific, at the life growing there that would outlast my slot on the wall. I went to my knees and latched. Milk hit my tongue warm and sweet. I drank like worship was the only language left, both sides, slow pulls while she held my skull and the taste of her milk pulled the panic down to a manageable throb. Spit and milk ran. My ass still burned. My cunt clenched on nothing. “Lower,” Danielle said. “You know where.” I kissed down the soft give of her stomach, past the place I oiled every evening, and set my mouth between her thighs. She was already slick. Salt and soap and her. I licked flat, then found her clit and worked it in patient circles while she stood over me and breathed, and the service steadied something in my chest even while the deadline chewed the rest. Worship without a future. Service for a woman who had just refused to say I could stay. “That is it,” she murmured. “You take care of me while you hate the calendar. Again. Slower.” I served until my jaw ached. She rocked against my tongue and kept me there past the point where pride wanted a turn, then drew me up by the hair and wiped my mouth with her thumb. “Across the chaise. On your back. Knees up. You may beg for the finish. You do not take it.” She oiled her palm and worked my clit in mean exact circles while two digits pushed into my pussy and fucked me open against the velvet. Sound turned filthy: slick, breath, the soft wet push of being used. Heat stacked fast. The edge rose ugly after days of evening duty and unfinished nights. My thighs shook. She took the touch away. The crest broke on air. My cunt fluttered empty. I made a raw noise into the quiet and the denied throb added itself to the three I had already been carrying, a fourth refusal sitting in the tissue like a bruise. “Mommy.” My voice cracked. “I need…” “You need permission you have not earned with that demand you brought upstairs. Beg properly if you want another chance. Service first.” She put me back on her breast. Milk and denial. Then her palm again, building me to the shake, and again the withdrawal at the exact second my body tipped. Pleasure leaked nowhere. I sobbed against her nipple. She held me there and let me feel it. “Ask,” she said. I had already used the soft word once in my head and refused to spend it cheap. I built the asking out of filth instead, escalating because the hour required it and because jealousy had burned the last wall down. “Let me come on your palm,” I said. “Let me break for you. I will oil you tonight. I will empty you when the milk aches. I will take the corner every morning you put me there. I am asking to finish. I am asking to be used until I cannot argue. Mommy, I need your cunt on my mouth again and your touch on my clit and I need you to say I can. Let me. I am begging. I will say it as many times as you want. Let your patient come.” “Once,” Danielle said. “On my terms. Stay on the breast.” She drove her digits deep and worked my clit without mercy while I nursed, and the orgasm hit late and hard, one granted release after the refusals, pussy clamping, milk on my tongue, ass still hot from her knee, the climax dragged out of me in long shaking pulls until I cried into her skin and went slack. She fucked me through the last of it and then stopped, eased free, and cleaned me with a cloth like a task completed. “Bed,” she said. “You do not get a second. You lie there unfinished in the places that still ache and you listen.” She put me on the chaise under the weighted grey quilt without the phone ritual, because this had not been a session so much as a breaking. My cunt still twitched. The granted orgasm had not touched the deeper want. She sat beside me and set two fingertips at my throat for a moment without counting aloud, only contact, then rested her palm on my hair. I stared at the shutter slats. Seven days. Day seventy-eight. Seventeen women who had been little one and then been nobody in this building. A child who would learn her voice from the inside. Brass plate No. 4 alone on the outside wall. The red forty-one still holding every call she had refused. “I want you to keep me,” I said. The sentence came out plain. It was the one I had booked ninety minutes in June to avoid ever needing. I want my anxiety fixed. I want my control intact. I do not want to need a woman so badly I ask her to keep me when the course runs out. Danielle went still. “I want to be kept,” I said again, louder, because the first time had felt like it might vanish. “Not discharged. Not finished. Kept. After day seventy-eight. After the brass comes off. I am asking you to keep me.” She looked at me for a long time. Radiator tick. My own pulse in my ears. Milk drying on my lip. She did not say yes. She did not say no. She refused the answer the way she refused a finish she had not authorized. “There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” Danielle said. The line sat in the room heavier than any slap. She smoothed the quilt once, stood, and tied her apron straight. “Rest. I will be in the kitchen. We still have a Thursday ahead of us, and you will do the hour when I call you for it. The date does not move because you said the brave thing. Clear?” “Clear,” I whispered. She left me under the grey weight with the sentence unanswered and the deadline finally real, seven days sharpened to a point nothing written could argue with, because nothing here was written at all. Jealousy still hummed under the quiet, seventeen deep and one unborn, and underneath it the new terror that being well might be the cleanest way to lose her. Footsteps came up the front path. Not the house bell. A firm knock on the wood, then Tobias’s voice through the door, ordinary and rough with the street still on it. “Danielle? You wanted the tape measure for the upstairs furniture. I am here. Shall I bring it in?”


Chapter 9: Fifty Eight

The steel tape measure snapped back against the arm of the green chaise with a hard metallic bite, and daylight poured through the shutters she had thrown wide for the first time since I had ever climbed these stairs. Tobias stood at the foot of the furniture, thirty-eight and dusted with plaster from the landing, hooking the tape along the velvet length while she held the other end against the wall. Bright noon light cut across the green pile in a hard stripe that made the room look smaller and more honest than the shuttered dark had ever allowed. Dust motes turned in it. The oil bottle on the side table caught a white glare. I waited by the window in the soft grey practice clothes she had put me in after the morning broke, ass still warm under the fabric from her hand, cunt still twitching from the one finish she had granted and the unfinished ache she had left beside it, and watched them measure the thing that had held every Thursday of my life since June. My bare feet stayed on the floorboards. The chaise stayed empty of me while he worked. “Eighty-two inches,” Tobias said. “It will clear the turn if we tip it. You want it up tonight or Saturday?” “Not tonight,” she said. “The Saturday after the last session. Leave the tape. I will finish the rest.” He nodded, set the steel measure on the arm where it had snapped, and went out without looking at my face. His boots went down the stairs. The hall door shut with a soft final sound. Daylight stayed. The room that had never held any of it held all of it now, and the green velvet looked like furniture being prepared to leave a practice rather than receive a patient. She turned to me. Apron straight. Hair pinned. The smell of her reached me across the bright air, milk and soap and the clean oil she had opened earlier, layered over the faint copper of my own skin still carrying the morning. “Stand up, Marla. Session eleven. Last ordinary Thursday. Coat is already down. Pulse. Then the quilt.” Day seventy-one of seventy-eight. Seven days left. Week eleven. I stood. Her fingertips found the side of my throat and stayed there while she counted, sixty full seconds of her standing close enough that the heat of her chest pressed the daylight between us and my mouth filled with the taste of wanting before she had even spoken a number. I tried to hold the count and lost it in the scent of milk under the cotton. “Ninety-four,” she said aloud. “Quieter than this morning. Phone.” I put the cracked device in her palm. She slid it into the zipped pocket of the weighted grey quilt and closed the fabric over the glass with that small absolute sound I had learned by heart across eleven Thursdays. Empty hands. The quilt’s bulk settled on the arm beside the tape measure like a soft twin to the steel. “Everything off. Across my lap. Face down. Today I take your ass properly, and you take it like the patient who asked to be kept.” Want dropped through my belly in a thick dirty rush that made my thighs press together before I could stop them. Grief moved under it for the wound tight woman who had stood in rain reading six brass plates and believed ninety minutes would fix her without taking anything she could not spare. That woman had been the reason this room opened its latch. Being well enough to leave would erase her, and erase the only argument that had ever let me climb these stairs. I stripped. Shirt. Bra. Drawstring pants. Knickers. Cool daylight found my nipples and the faint stripe of heat still living across my ass from the twenty she had counted into me before noon. She sat on the chaise and drew me over her thighs, belly down, cheek to velvet that held sun now instead of radiator dark. The apron scraped my hip. Her palm pinned the small of my back. “Nurse first,” she said. “Then oil. Then I open you.” She shifted me enough to free the front of her apron and the cotton beneath. Bare breast, full, nipple dark, a bead of milk already waiting. The smell of it rose sweet and animal into the noon light. I latched. Warm milk hit my tongue, thin and shocking and familiar, and worship crashed through the grief so complete I forgot the tape measure for three whole pulls. Her hand held my skull. She filled my mouth. Spit and milk gathered at the corner of my lips and ran warm onto the velvet. My pussy throbbed open against her thigh. My asshole clenched empty under the smear of morning oil she had not fully wiped away. “Stay on it,” she murmured. “You came back into this room after saying the brave thing, and the room is already leaving you. Suck. The shutters stay wide. You look at the light while you take care of me.” I sucked. Milk came in soft pulses. Regression softened the edges of the bright room until I was only mouth and need and the solid heat of her, a grown woman draped naked across a lap in daylight with a steel tape on the arm beside her head, nursing while the furniture got measured for a flat upstairs. Grief for the anxious self sat in my chest like a second heartbeat. That self had been loud enough to need this. The quieter pulse she kept counting was turning into evidence. She eased my head off after a long stretch and wiped my mouth with her thumb. Milk shone on my lip. She poured oil into her palm from the bottle that had caught the glare, and the clean scent rose sharp over the milk smell already coating my tongue. Her hands worked down my spine, over the warm stripe of my ass, between my cheeks, thumbs pressing my hole without entering while I breathed against the velvet and stared at the hard stripe of sun on the floorboards. “Push out,” she said. “You know how.” I pushed. One oiled finger sank into my asshole, thick and sure, and the stretch burned sharp and good enough that a raw sound left my throat into the pile. She worked me open with patient twists, adding a second finger when the first slid easy, fucking my ass in slow deep strokes while her other hand rested heavy on the small of my back. Daylight made everything clearer than the shutters ever had. I could see the dust. I could see the tape. I could see my own knuckles white against the green. The dual claim of fullness and grief stacked until my cunt dripped onto her apron in a wet line she did not yet touch. “Filthy,” she said, almost fond. “And quiet. Look at you taking it in the light. Ask me for more.” “Please,” I got out. “Please put more in my ass. Please open me. I need it. I need you inside me there.” “Better.” She drew her fingers out, reached to the low drawer, and brought the slim black plug I had first taken on day one, thicker now in my memory than in her hand. She slicked it. The oil smell sharpened. She pressed the tip to my hole. “Breathe in. Out. Good.” It pushed in. Wider than her fingers. My asshole stretched around the flare until the base seated snug between my cheeks, and the fullness sat inside me like a claim that belonged to the last ordinary Thursday rather than the first. Tears sprang without the ugly fight. She went back to oiling my shoulders and the backs of my thighs as if the plug were simply part of the maintenance, palms warm, pressure deep, while it shifted every time I breathed and my clit throbbed untouched against her leg. “Across. On your knees on the chaise. Chest down. Ass up. I am going to fuck you open on my hand around that plug, and you are going to hold the edge when I tell you.” I scrambled into place. Velvet under my cheek. Sun on my bare back. She knelt behind me on the rug, oiled fresh, and worked two fingers into my pussy while the plug sat thick in my ass, stretching both holes until the pressure stacked mean and exact. Wet sound filled the bright room. Scent of oil and milk and my own slick rose until I could taste them on every inhale. She fucked my cunt in long strokes timed to the shift of the plug, her free palm reaching under to rest over my clit without rubbing, a warm weight I could feel and could not use. The edge built slow. Drawn out. No rush. She kept me there climbing for a stretch of time that felt longer than any clock, fingers curling against the front wall of my pussy, plug tugging with every rock of her wrist, until my thighs started to shake and my breath went ragged against the green. Then she took her hands away and left the plug seated. The crest broke on nothing. Pleasure leaked out of me in a wasted shudder, cunt clenching on air, asshole clamping on the plug, clit twitching against empty space while slick ran down the inside of my thigh onto the velvet. Grief and frustration hit together. I pressed my face harder into the pile and shook. “That is one denial,” she said. “You do not finish until I mark you. Clear?” “Clear.” She started again. Fingers back in my pussy, palm finally circling my clit in a mean exact rhythm while the plug held my ass open, the climb uglier and faster after the refusal. Milk still coated my tongue. Smell of sex rising off my own skin into the noon light. Worship slid under the ache without asking. I wanted to stay here forever on my knees with her hand in my cunt and her plug in my ass and the shutters wide on a room that was already packing itself away. The anxious woman from day one would have fought this. I mourned her while I pushed back onto those fingers like a greedy animal. Right as the peak gathered she pulled her touch off again and left me fluttering, unfinished, the second denial sitting in the tissue beside the first like a paired bruise. “Mommy,” I choked. “Please. I cannot…” “You can. You will. Service first.” She turned me enough to open her apron fully and put my mouth between her thighs. Her pussy was warm and slick when I found it. Salt and soap and her, layered over the milk still coating my lips. I licked flat, then worked her clit in slow circles while the plug sat thick in my ass and my own cunt dripped unused onto the chaise. She held my hair and breathed, rocking against my tongue, and I served until my jaw ached and the taste of her filled every corner of the grief. “Enough. Back into position. Last climb before I decide.” She put me chest down again and worked my clit with her oiled palm while two digits fucked my pussy beside the plug’s pressure, building the third edge with a patience that felt like tenderness sharpened into a trap. My whole body shook. Tears ran into the velvet. I begged into the pile without lifting my head, plain and filthy, asking her to fuck my ass and my cunt until I broke, asking her to let me come, asking her to keep her hand where it was. “Mine,” she said. Her fingers drove deep beside the plug’s thick presence. Her palm ground my clit. “Say it.” “Yours,” I got out. “I am yours. Mommy, I am yours.” “Mine. Say it.” “Mine,” I said, wrong and then corrected in the same breath, face burning. “I am yours. I belong to you. Please. Please let me come for you.” “Come.” The orgasm arrived long instead of sharp, a drawn out rolling release pulled through every place she had denied, cunt fluttering empty, asshole clamping hard on the plug and on the fingers working beside it, clit jerking under her palm, slick running onto the sunlit velvet while I cried and shook and took the granted finish like a branding. No number spoken. No stacked count. Only the one sustained breaking after two refusals, milk and her taste still on my tongue, oil and sex thick in the bright air, my body answering her in the only language left. She fucked my ass through the last spasms around the plug and held still until I went slack, then eased the plug free with a wet sound that made spent nerve endings twitch, set it on the cloth, and cleaned me slow, wiping my cunt and the stretched rim of my asshole and the insides of my thighs until the mess belonged to the towel instead of the chaise. She left me draped there while she washed her hands at the side basin, then came back and gathered me up against her chest, apron open, and put me on her breast for the quiet suckling that always followed the hard part. Milk came easy. I drank. Her palm stroked my hair. The tape measure sat on the arm in the light like a witness. Permanent claiming sat in my ass as a dull sweet ache and in my mouth as the words she had made me say. Mine. Yours. The surrender had a sentence now, spoken in daylight with the shutters wide. “Pulse,” she said eventually. She eased me back enough to set two fingertips at my throat. Sixty seconds. The room held very still. Street noise rose faintly through the glass. My body felt used and tended and terribly calm. “Fifty-eight,” she said aloud. The lowest it had ever been. Lower than ninety-four at the start of the hour. Lower than the one twelve she had named on day one when I arrived soaked and wound tight and still pretending I had come to be fixed. She said it the way she always said it, calm and exact, and we both heard the discharge argument inside the figure. A well patient finishes. A quiet pulse is proof. Seventeen people had left this building on the strength of numbers like that. Being better had flipped from the thing I wanted into the weapon that could cut me out of her week. I could not be honest about the calm without handing her the case against my staying. I could not fake the old anxiety without poisoning the one place I had never lied. Grief for the woman who had walked in at one twelve sat thick under my ribs. She had been the ticket. Fifty-eight was the eviction notice written in flesh. Danielle dressed me slowly. Knickers. Soft grey pants. Bra. Top. She unzipped the quilt pocket and set the cracked phone in my palm, warm from the fabric. She did not mention the sentence I had said before noon. She did not move day seventy-eight. She smoothed my hair once and nodded toward the stairs. “Seven days remain,” she said. “You go home with that pulse in your throat and you do not pretend it means nothing. Coat. Out. I will see you when the week turns.” I followed her down. Daylight followed us into the stairwell from the open shutters above. In the hall the answerphone still held its red forty-one, quiet, full of the five referrals Rhona still kept and the intakes she had never returned. Outside, plate No. 4 waited alone on the buzzer panel, solid brass over empty screw holes, still screwed tight, still mine for seven more days. I stepped onto the pavement with my ass aching around the memory of her fingers and my mouth still tasting of milk and her cunt, fifty-eight beating soft and traitorous in my neck. Behind me the latch clicked. Ahead of me the corner waited, and the knowledge that the next time I stood on this stoop the ordinary Thursdays would already be over. I walked anyway, carrying the calm like contraband, already deciding I would come back on day seventy-eight early enough to choose the ending with my own hands before her discharge could choose it for me.


Chapter 10: Nobody Rings The Bell

Eight in the morning on the pavement, and the last screw turned free under the borrowed tip while I caught the brass plate against my palm before it could strike the stone. Four cold screws already sat in the other coat pocket, one at a time, small weights knocking the yellow cord and the cracked phone. Day seventy-eight of seventy-eight. Zero days left. Week twelve. Session twelve waited behind wood I meant to resign from before anyone could finish me on paper that had never existed. Tobias had lent the screwdriver without asking. The panel showed pale holes and brick ghosts where five numbers used to live. No. 4 came away in my hand, warm from the sun, heavier than metal that size should be. Old polish clung under my thumb. I put the tool away and held the plate flat against my coat like something stolen. The garden latch took the fob. The hall smelled of plaster dust and soap. I set the yellow cord and the brass down on the polished wood beside the answerphone, two small endings side by side, and the red counter still showed forty-one the way it had since July. Coat stayed on. I walked back out, shut the front door, and pressed the house bell, the residential one nobody used, twice, hard. Footsteps. The latch. Mommy stood there in her dark apron, hair pinned, eyes on my empty hands and the empty panel behind me. “You rang the wrong bell,” she said. “I am not a patient,” I said. My voice stayed level. Peace sat under it like a held breath. “There is no fee. No hours. No term. No right. I took the plate off myself. The fob is inside on the wood. I resigned forty minutes early because nothing here was ever written down, which means there is nothing to breach. Let me in as nobody, or shut it.” She looked at me for a long second. Street noise moved past us. Then she stepped aside. I went straight to the machine. House rule four broke the second my palm hit play, and all forty-one messages filled the hall on speaker, intakes and referrals and Rhona’s clipped anger stacking over the plaster while Mommy stood with her arms folded and listened to nine weeks of a life she had emptied for one person. When the clinic voice came, bright and administrative, reminding Ms. Cross of a dating scan, I stopped the playback, lifted the handset, and dialed the number from the recording. “This is Marla Voss,” I said into the line. “I am calling for Danielle Cross. We need the scan booked for both of us. Same appointment. Confirm it back to this number.” They took the names. They gave a date. I hung up, held the delete button down, and watched the red counter fall from forty-one to zero in a soft blink that emptied the hall of every unreturned voice at once. Mommy had not moved. “I am asking to stay,” I said. “No session. No hours. No fee. No discharge. No end date. No course to be well at the end of. Keep me. Not as No. 4. As me.” Silence held. Radiator tick. My own pulse loud without anyone counting it. She crossed the space, set two fingertips at the side of my neck the way she always had, then took her hand away without naming a number, and said, quiet and exact, the one word seventeen patients in nine years had never heard inside these walls. “Marla.” Heat punched low through my belly, filthy and immediate, and peace followed it so complete my knees went soft. She had called every finished body little one. She had said my name like a claim. “Upstairs,” she said. “You will thank me when it is done.” The second floor front room held daylight through shutters left wide, green velvet still bearing faint wet marks from the week before, oil bottle waiting, steel tape left where Tobias had set it. The hall door stood fully open. She shut nothing. She stripped me without hurry, coat, soft grey top, bra, pants, knickers, and the competent scraps of patient costume hit the rug while noon light found my nipples and the unfinished ache I had carried seven days. “On your back. Knees up. Hands under your own knees. You do not touch Mommy unless I place you.” I held myself open. She buckled the harness under the apron with practiced calm, slicked the thick cock from the bottle, and pressed the blunt head to my entrance. Primary and sure. She sank in on one long push, filling my pussy to the hilt while the open doorway showed empty landing light and the whole empty practice behind it. “Take it,” she said. “All of it. You asked for the thing itself. This is not treatment.” She fucked me in deep even strokes, the harness base grinding my clit on every drive, oil and my own slick making the wet sound loud enough to travel. Her hips drove each thrust. Velvet pressed under my shoulders. Milk already beaded at the open front of her shirt. Worship crashed through the peace without asking. I was nobody with a right, and she was using me anyway. She opened the cotton and put my mouth on her breast while she thrust. Milk hit my tongue, sweet and thin. I latched and drank while the thick cock stretched me open, and she kept the pace mean and steady, building the first climax fast after a week of held want. It tore through me in a raw shake, cunt clamping hard around the toy, milk spilling at the corner of my lips. She did not stop. She fucked me straight through the aftershocks into the second peak, oversensitive tissue lighting up under the grind, and I sobbed against her nipple as the second orgasm ripped uglier than the first. “Again,” she said. “You do not get to choose how many.” Third. Fourth. Past four, past whatever came next, the count dissolving in my head while she kept the harness buried and her palm found my clit and rubbed in a relentless circle that stacked pleasure into pain into pleasure again. My mind blurred. Forced overstimulation turned the room white at the edges. I came and kept coming, each climax dragged out of spent nerves without mercy, thighs jerking, slick running onto the green pile, mouth working her breast in broken pulls while she murmured praise against my hair and refused to ease off. “Filthy,” she said. “Listen to you break for a woman who is not your therapist anymore.” She flipped me onto my knees without pulling out, drove deeper from behind, and reached around to work my clit while the cock pounded my front wall. Another orgasm hit before I could brace. Then another, rolling, stacked, the numbers gone entirely, only the wet slap of hips and the taste of milk and the open door watching a grown woman get fucked past language on a chaise that was already measured for a different floor. Tears ran. Spit shone on the velvet. My empty hands fisted the fabric because she had not placed them on her. She pulled free long enough to slick fresh oil, pressed the head to my asshole, and pushed slow while I breathed out and took the stretch. Full. Owned. The dual memory of pussy and ass claimed in the same hour made fresh heat punch through spent tissue. She fucked my ass in deep patient strokes, then reached under and pushed two digits into my cunt at the same time, filling both holes while daylight made every filthy detail plain. The next climax arrived huge and degrading, asshole clamping on the thick cock, pussy fluttering around her hand, and she held me through it and kept going, overstimulating the rim and the bud and the soaked entrance without pause until I was shaking and wordless and grateful in a way that had nothing left of the wound tight freelancer who had booked ninety minutes to keep her control intact. “Mine,” she said. “Say it without bargaining.” “Yours,” I got out. “I am yours. No end date. Please. Please keep using me.” “Come.” The last breaking lasted so long I lost the shape of it, a sustained forced rush that pulled through ass and cunt and clit all at once while milk wet my cheek and the open suite listened. She fucked me through every last spasm, then eased free, cleaned me with a cloth, and gathered my head back to her breast for quiet suckling while my body went slack and tended and kept. Pulse next, reversed. I set my hand at her throat and counted sixty while she watched my face. Then she counted sixty at mine. Both numbers said aloud. Neither written. Peace held. The practice wound up properly over the days that followed. The five remaining referrals went elsewhere with a short call Mommy finally made. The answerphone came unplugged and went into a cardboard box on the landing. The brass plates from the drawer of emptied numbers joined it, all but No. 4, which she slid into her apron pocket and left there. Saturday, Tobias tipped the green velvet nursing chaise up the next flight into the flat, shutters left wide on a room that had stopped being a suite. The weekend after that Esme helped me carry my drafting table into the garden room, twenty-nine and dry eyed about the notice I had given on our flat, stacking my work where tomato light could reach it. There was no fob. Mommy walked me to the hardware shop on the corner and had a plain house key cut while I stood beside her with oil still under my nails. Thursdays survived with nothing scheduled on them. Nights held the doubled ritual: sixty at my throat, sixty at hers, numbers spoken into the dark and gone. On the night of the scan she took my hand off her wrist mid count and set it flat and low on her belly instead, warm and firm under my palm, and told me what I would be needed for through the months ahead, baths and oil and relief and the ordinary work of staying. I stopped asking what the arrangement was called. I was not being treated. I was not being kept as a patient. I no longer negotiated for anything. I simply did what Mommy decided I needed, and in the last light of that ordinary evening the small brass weight of plate No. 4 shifted once in her apron pocket against her hip, solid and final, the only number left that still belonged to anyone.


THE END
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