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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


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.


Chapter 1: The House Agreement

The key jammed. I twisted harder, then the lock clicked from the other side and the door swung open before I could knock twice.

Genevieve stood in the frame with a mug in one hand and my suitcase strap already in the other. She looked me up and down like she had been timing my arrival. Heat climbed my neck. My dick twitched in my jeans for no reason at all, and that pissed me off more than the stuck key.

“Theo,” she said. “Come in. Leave your shoes.”

I stepped past her. The house smelled like lemon oil and hot tea. My aunt Marguerite had told me the place would sit empty for the full stretch. Empty meant nobody. Empty meant me and a spare bed and nothing else.

Genevieve set my bag by the stairs. She was forty-one, sharp in a soft cardigan, and she moved like every inch of the floor plan answered to her. I was twenty-six and I had walked into someone else’s schedule.

“There was a mix-up,” I said. “Marguerite said house-sit. She gave me that key.”

“The key was for courtesy,” Genevieve said. “Sit.”

She pointed at the kitchen table. A typed page waited next to a second mug. Steam rose off both cups. My name sat at the top in clean black print under HOUSE AGREEMENT, and below that a line read thirty-day term.

I laughed once. The sound came out thin.

“You typed this for me?”

“I type for people who stay under my roof,” she said. “Read it.”

I skimmed. Wake times. Meal times. Phone surrender at nine. Spare key on her ring by ten. Chores in a column. A line about weekly checks. A goodbye at nine o’clock on day thirty. On the wall, a brass calendar with day one boxed in red pencil. Twenty-nine empty squares waited after it.

My mouth went dry. The rules sat there like a fence around a yard I had never owned. Part of me wanted to shove the page away and walk out. The rest of me leaned in.

“I came to water plants and take out trash,” I said.

“You came because you have nowhere better and you know it,” Genevieve said. “Sign.”

I signed. The pen dragged wet ink across the bottom. She dated it in red. Then she held out her palm.

“Phone.”

I handed it over. Nine o’clock on the stove clock. She slid the phone into her pocket and tapped the table once.

“Spare key.”

I dug it out. She threaded it onto a brass ring heavy with other keys. The click of metal on metal went straight into my gut. Something low and hot pulled tight. I told myself it was nerves. My cock said otherwise, fattening along the seam of my jeans while I stood there like an idiot.

“Your room is aired,” she said. “Shower. Then bed. I will come up.”

I took the stairs two at a time because standing still under her eyes made my skin crawl in a way I liked too much. The guest room held a made bed, a folded towel, and a small bottle of lube on the nightstand beside a black silicone butt plug and a short string of glossy anal beads. My pulse slammed. I stared until my vision blurred.

Shower first. Hot water. Soap. I jerked myself once under the spray and stopped, because the idea of her walking in on me with soap on my dick made my knees soft. I dried off. I pulled on clean shorts. I sat on the edge of the mattress with my hands on my thighs like a man waiting for a verdict. I was twenty-six, nobody had forced the pen into my hand, and I was choosing to sit here and find out what I had signed up for.

Genevieve knocked once and came in. She had changed into a thin robe. She carried a wand vibrator, a fatter plug than the one on the nightstand, and a pair of soft cuffs. She set them down without asking if I minded.

“Lie back,” she said. “Hands up.”

“What is this?” My voice cracked on the last word.

“This is what a good boy earns in this house when he signs my paper and hands me his keys.” She cuffed my wrists to the headboard slats. The fabric bit soft and firm. “You will do exactly as I say.”

The sentence landed in my chest like a hand. My dick jumped under the shorts. Shame burned up my throat. I wanted to tell her to fuck off. I wanted her to keep talking.

She peeled the shorts down and off. My dick slapped up against my stomach, already wet at the tip. She looked at it the way she had looked at the signed page.

“Eager already,” she said. “Say what you are.”

I swallowed. “A guest.”

“Try again.”

Heat flooded my face. “Your… boy.”

“Louder.”

“Your boy,” I said, and my cock twitched like it had been praised.

She slicked two fingers from the bottle. The gel was cool. She pushed my knees apart and rubbed the cold slick over my asshole. I clenched. She waited until I breathed out, then pressed one finger in.

The stretch burned. I hissed. She worked the finger deeper, then crooked it and found a spot that made my hips buck against the mattress. A raw sound tore out of me. She added a second finger. The burn widened. Wet sounds filled the room, slick and filthy, and I hated how loud they were.

“Listen to that hole,” she said. “Already greedy. Tell Mommy what you want in your ass.”

The word hit me like a slap and a kiss at once. I was a grown man. I had bills and a cracked phone screen and a life that was nothing but loose ends. I should have pulled my wrists free and laughed this off.

I said, “The plug. Please put the plug in my ass.”

“Good.”

She drew her fingers out. The empty ache made me whine. She coated the smaller black plug and pressed the tip to my hole. I bore down. It slid in, thick and smooth, until the base met my rim and seated hard. Full. Wrong. Perfect. My cock leaked a clear string onto my belly.

Genevieve switched on the wand. The buzz filled the quiet. She laid the head to the underside of my cock and held it there. Vibration tore up my shaft. My balls drew tight. I yanked at the cuffs.

“Hold it,” she said. “You come when I count it. You thank me after. Fail and I take the plug out and leave you locked hard all night.”

I nodded too fast. She leaned the wand in and rolled it over the head of my dick until my thighs shook. Pressure stacked behind my balls. I tried to hold. She pushed the plug deeper with two fingers on the base and the stretch tipped me.

“One,” she said. “Come.”

I broke. Cum shot up my chest in thick ropes. My asshole clamped on the plug in hard pulses. My mouth opened on a broken noise. Too much. Can’t. The orgasm ripped through and kept going while she held the wand right on the head. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. Sweat stuck the sheet to my back.

“Thank you,” I gasped.

“Thank you, Mommy.”

“Thank you, Mommy.” The words tasted like surrender. My cock stayed half hard, twitching in the mess on my stomach.

She wiped the wand on a towel and drew the plug out with a wet pop. My hole fluttered open. Cool air hit the gape. She dripped more lube into me and set the thicker plug against the rim. Wider. I shook my head once. She pushed anyway. The fat bulb forced me open until my eyes watered and my cock kicked back to full hardness against my sticky belly.

“Take it,” she said. “Whore holes take what they are given.”

I took it. The base seated. Fuller than before. My rim burned around the stem. She lubed the anal beads next, one glossy ball after another, and fed them into me beside the plug’s stem, stretching me wider in ugly little jumps. Each bead popped past the ring of muscle. I grunted. Drool hit my chin.

“Say it,” Genevieve said. “What are you.”

“A dirty hole,” I said. The truth of it made my dick throb. “A good little toy. Please. Fuck my ass.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please fuck my asshole, Mommy. Use me.”

She smiled with her mouth closed. She worked three beads deeper, then drew them back out one by one. Each exit tugged and burned and made my cock jump. In again. Out. In. The wet drag filled the room. My wrists twisted in the cuffs. The part of me that had walked in laughing at a typed page was buried under the stretch and the shame and the sick need to please her.

She drew the beads out and left the thick plug seated. Then she took the wand again and pressed it to my balls. The buzz went mean. My raw cock jerked. I yelped.

“Edge,” she said. “No coming yet.”

She buzzed my balls, then the base of my shaft, then lifted away when my hips chased. Again. My breath turned into short animal pants. She pushed two fingers in beside the plug stem and fucked that tiny stretch while the wand tapped the head of my dick in short pulses.

“Look at you,” she said. “Signed my paper. Gave me your phone. Gave me your key. Now you leak for Mommy like a bitch in heat. Count when I tell you.”

“Yes,” I croaked.

She pinned the wand hard to the frenulum and twisted the plug. The double hit slammed through me.

“Two,” she said. “Come.”

I came harder. My cock jerked and spat a weak thick rope that landed near my collarbone. My ass clenched so hard around the plug I thought I would split. Tears ran into my ears. Too much. More. The room smelled like cum and lube and hot skin. My brain went blank and filthy and I moaned thank you Mommy thank you until she shut the wand off.

She uncuffed one wrist, then the other, and flipped me onto my stomach. The plug stayed in. My cheek hit the pillow. She hauled my hips up until I knelt with my ass out and my sticky cock hanging heavy between my thighs.

“Fist next,” she said. “You asked to be used. You get used.”

Cold dread and heat tangled low in my gut. She drew the plug out. My hole stayed open. She poured lube into the gape until it ran down my balls. One finger. Two. Three. Four. The burn climbed. She tucked her thumb and pressed. My rim screamed. I shoved my face into the pillow and yelled into the cotton.

“Breathe,” she said. “Push out. Take Mommy’s hand.”

I pushed. Her knuckles worked past the ring. The stretch went white. Then her fist settled inside me, thick and impossible, and I sobbed once into the pillow. Full. Ruined. My dick dripped onto the sheet in a steady clear string.

She fucked me with her fist in short deep rolls. The wet squelch got louder each time. Skin slapped. My hole clung and dragged. She reached under with her free hand, wrapped my cock, and stroked in time with the fist. The double pull wrecked me.

“Three,” she said. “Give it.”

I came dry at first, then a thin pulse of cum spat onto the sheet while my ass locked around her wrist in hard spasms. Can’t stop. Used. The orgasm dragged long and ugly. My arms shook. She kept the fist seated through all of it until I was gasping spit into the pillowcase.

She eased her hand out. The gape clenched on nothing. Cool air hit the open rim. Lube ran down my thighs. I stayed on my knees because standing felt like a lie.

She wiped her hand on the towel, coated the thicker plug again, and pushed it back into my soft open hole until it seated with a wet click. Then she rolled me onto my back. My cock lay red and wet against my stomach. She straddled my thighs, robe open, and the heat of her bare cunt hovered over my mess.

“Last one,” she said. She took the wand and pressed it flat along the underside of my spent cock, then sat her wet pussy against the buzzing head so the vibration trapped my dick between the wand and her cunt. Slick. Hot. Mean.

“Beg.”

“Please,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “Please make me come again. I’m your hole. Your dirty boy. Please, Mommy, milk me.”

She ground down. The wand roared between us. Every nerve in my raw dick screamed. I thrashed. She pinned my wrists to the mattress with one hand and kept grinding. The wet slap of her cunt on the vibrator filled the room. Her clit dragged along my shaft. She was soaked. I was past thinking.

“Four,” she said. “Now.”

I shattered. The climax ripped out of me with almost nothing left to shoot, just weak spurts and hard jerks and a long animal groan. My asshole clenched on the plug in frantic pulses. My vision spotted. Drool ran into my hair. She rode the aftershocks until I twitched under her like a live wire, then shut the wand off and sat back.

Quiet hit. My breath rattled. Cum cooled on my chest and throat. The plug sat deep and heavy in my ass. Genevieve leaned down and kissed my forehead once, neat and calm, like she had finished folding laundry.

“You did well,” she said. “Good boy.”

The praise sank deeper than the fist had. My throat closed. I wanted to ask what else the house held. I wanted to sleep. I wanted tomorrow already.

She stood, tied her robe, and picked up the wand and the beads. The brass ring chimed in her pocket when she moved. My phone and my spare key rode with her now. Day one was done. Twenty-nine squares waited on the calendar.

“Sleep with the plug in,” she said. “In the morning you will shower, put on the clothes I lay out, and meet me at the kitchen table at seven. We start your first chore list, and you will recite the house rules while I check how well that hole held overnight. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I said.

She turned off the lamp. The door clicked shut. The plug throbbed with my pulse in the dark, and I lay there sticky and open and claimed, listening for the next order.


Chapter 2: Item By Item

The red pencil scraped across the chore list. I stood in the hallway with polish sticky on my knees and the sour bite of metal cleaner on my tongue.

She crossed out every line I had done that morning. The pantry door sat wide. Paper fluttered once when she tore the old sheet free and taped a fresh one over it.

“Sloppy,” she said. “Start over. All of it.”

My dick twitched against my thigh. Day three, and my body kept selling me out for a red mark and her voice.

Twenty-seven squares blank on the brass calendar by the stove. Marguerite came home on day twenty-six. The goodbye sat on day thirty at nine. I had signed for the whole stretch with a laugh on day one. The laugh was gone now.

I walked in.

She pointed at the floors with the pencil tip. “Kneel and work. I will tell you when it is clean enough.”

I dropped. The rag smelled of lemon oil and the heat off her ankles. She stood over me in a black skirt and bare feet, toes painted the same red as the lead. Every pass of the cloth brought my face nearer her calves. My mouth watered. I hated that.

“Faster,” she said. “A boy who wants Lap Hour does not dawdle.”

Lap Hour. She had named it at breakfast like a line item. Earn it or lose it.

I scrubbed. Sweat ran into my eyes. The floor took a shine. She crouched, dragged one fingertip across the boards, and showed me the gray smear on her skin.

“Again.”

I went over the same stretch. My shoulders burned. My cock stayed fat and dumb in my shorts, trapped, leaking a thin sticky line down my balls. She smelled like tea and warm skin when she leaned in to check.

“Better. Silver next.”

The forks and knives waited in a wooden tray. I stood at the counter and rubbed each one with a soft cloth. She stayed at my back. Her breath touched the nape of my neck. My pulse jumped so high I tasted copper.

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

Her palm settled on the front of my shorts. She squeezed once, slow, measuring the stiff length of me through the cloth. A sound got loose in my throat.

“Quiet. Finish the silver.”

I polished. She kept her grip. Every time I got a knife bright she gave a short stroke with her thumb, then stopped. My hips jerked. She clicked her tongue.

“Greedy little whore. You do not take. You wait.”

The word whore landed low in my gut. Shame lit under it, hot and dirty, and my dick jumped in her fist. She let go.

“Linens. My bed. Change them. Corners tight.”

I carried the stack upstairs. Her sheets smelled of lavender and the musk of her sleep. I stripped the mattress and fitted clean cotton. When I bent to tuck the far corner she walked in and set a black case on the nightstand.

Zipper teeth. My mouth went dry.

“You earn your reward downstairs at nine,” she said. “If the bed passes.”

She ran her knuckles along the sheet edge. Nodded.

“Down.”

Nine o’clock. The clock in the hall chimed as I reached the bottom step. She sat in the high-backed chair by the window with her legs crossed. A leather ledger rested on her thigh. A thick black marker lay in the crease.

“Stand here.”

I stood at her knee. My bare feet stuck to the floor polish. She had told me to strip to shorts before I came down. Cold air moved over my chest. My nipples went tight.

“Item by item,” she said. “Say what you did to deserve what I am about to give you.”

My tongue stuck. “I… cleaned the floors.”

She waited.

“I cleaned the floors twice. I polished the silver. I changed your linens.”

“And?”

My ears went hot. “And I kept my hands off my cock all day like you told me.”

“Good. Say the rest.”

I did not know the rest. My throat clicked. She tipped her head.

“Say you are asking Mommy to own your orgasms from this night forward. Say private relief is over. Say every load has to be spoken for first.”

The part of me that thought I was renting a room for the summer tried to stand up. I could walk out. Phone gone, spare key gone, agreement signed, twenty-seven days on the wall. I stayed.

“I am asking Mommy to own my orgasms from tonight. Private relief is over. Every load has to be spoken for first.”

She wrote in the ledger. The marker scraped. My name. A column. A blank line waiting for a tick.

“Lap Hour begins when you kneel and put your mouth where it belongs.”

I dropped between her knees. She uncrossed her legs and hiked the skirt. No panties. Her cunt was flushed and slick, the smell of her hitting me in the face, salt and skin and the faint soap from her bath. I pressed my mouth to her and licked.

Taste flooded me. Sharp, rich, hers. My cock jerked so bad it hurt. She set her fingers in my hair and held me there.

“Deeper. Use your tongue like a good toy.”

I fucked her with my mouth. She rolled her hips against my face. Slick coated my chin. I sucked her clit and she hummed, low and pleased, and the praise went straight to my balls.

“There. That is nice. Keep going.”

I kept going until my jaw ached and drool ran down my neck. She pulled me off by the hair. My lips shone. I panted.

“Stand. Shorts off. Turn.”

I stripped. My dick sprang free, dark at the tip, a string of precum hanging. She flicked it with two fingers and I hissed.

“On my lap. Face out. Legs spread over mine.”

I climbed on. Her thighs were firm under my ass. She reached to the case on the side table and drew out a slim steel plug, shiny with lube, and a thick purple strap harness with a ridged dildo locked in the ring. Next came a black silicone cock ring and a compact wand with a flat head.

“Beg for the plug first.”

I swallowed. “Please put the plug in my ass.”

“Filthier.”

“Please stuff my asshole with that plug, Mommy. I need it.”

She coated it and pressed the tip to me. The cold steel bit at my rim. I clenched. She waited.

“Breathe out and take it.”

I blew air. She seated it in one steady drive. The stretch burned. Full. My dick bobbed and dripped on my stomach. She rolled the cock ring down my shaft and under my balls, snug, trapping blood. Everything throbbed.

“Now beg for Mommy’s cock in you.”

Once she buckled the harness under her skirt, the dildo pointed up between her thighs. Thick. Veined. Longer than the plug.

“Please fuck my ass with your cock. Please use me. Please.”

“Name what you are.”

My face burned. “I am your hole. I am a dirty little toy who asks before he cums.”

“Adequate.”

She eased the plug out. My rim fluttered, empty and aching. Then the head of the strap kissed me and she guided me down onto it. Inch by inch. The burn ran white behind my eyes. I grabbed the chair arms. She stopped halfway.

“Ask for all of it.”

“Please. All of it. Please put your whole cock in my ass.”

She pulled my hips down. I sank to the base. Full past thinking. A broken sound ripped out of me. She reached around, set the wand against the underside of my trapped dick, and clicked it on.

Buzz. My vision jumped. Too much. Her strap buried in me, the ring choking my cock, the wand humming on the shaft. I tried to lift off. Her arm locked across my waist.

“Hold still. Ride when I tell you.”

She rocked me. The dildo dragged in my ass. Lube squelched. The wand stayed pinned. My thighs shook. Pre leaked in thick ropes onto the wand head and her knuckles.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“Full. Stretched. My cock is going to blow and I cannot…”

“You can. Because you do not have permission.”

She fucked me on the strap in short rolls of her hips. Each thrust shoved the air from my lungs. The smell of lube and my own precum and her cunt juice on my mouth mixed into one filthy heat. I tasted her on every breath.

“Please. Please let me cum. I will say it first every time. I will write it in the book. Please, Mommy, I need to shoot.”

“Not yet.”

She turned the wand higher. My balls drew up. I hit the edge and hung there. I sobbed. Actual wet tears. She licked one off my cheek.

“Pretty when you break. Keep begging.”

“Please use my hole. Please fuck me. I am your slut. Your bitch. Your good boy whore. Let me cum on your cock. Please. Please.”

She drove up into me harder. The slap of my ass on her thighs got loud. My dick slapped my stomach, purple, trapped, leaking. The wand rode the frenulum and my brain shorted.

Losing it. Cannot. Too full. Need…

“Look at the ledger,” she said.

I looked. My name. The blank. Her marker poised.

“Ask to put your first orgasm on the page.”

“Please put my first orgasm on the page. Please grant it. I am asking. I am begging. It belongs to you.”

She wrote a tick. Then she kissed the side of my throat and whispered, “Cum.”

I broke.

My ass clamped on the strap so tight my whole body locked. Cum tore out of me in thick jets, striping my chest, hitting my chin, dripping down onto the wand and her fist. Spasms wrecked me. I jerked and spilled and kept spilling while she fucked me through it, grinding the dildo deep, the wand still live on my oversensitive cock. I cried out raw. Too much. Not done. Emptying.

She clicked the wand off. Left the strap buried in me while I twitched. My cum cooled on my skin, sticky, sharp-smelling. She scooped a streak with two fingers and fed it into my mouth.

“Swallow what you earned.”

I did. Salt. Bitter. Mine.

She eased the dildo free. My asshole gaped for a breath, then fluttered shut around the ache. She set the steel plug back in to keep me full. The ring came off last. Blood rushed back and I hissed through my teeth.

She wiped her fingers on my chest and wrote a second line in the ledger.

“From tonight, every release is spoken for in advance. If you touch yourself without asking, you lose Lap Hour for three days and you sleep with the plug and no climax. Confirm.”

“I confirm. Every release spoken for. No private relief.”

“Good boy.”

The praise landed softer than the rest and cut deeper. I sagged against her. She stroked my hair once, then tipped me off her lap onto the rug.

“Clean the chair. Then shower. Bed by ten.”

I cleaned. My legs shook. The plug shifted when I bent. Fresh cum and old lube smeared the leather. She pointed and said mouth only, so I licked the seat clean and tasted both. She watched. My dick tried to fill again and failed, spent, sore.

Upstairs the water ran hot. I washed her taste off my face and my own mess off my stomach. The plug stayed in. She had not said I could remove it.

In bed the sheets I had fitted held her lavender. I lay on my stomach so the steel would not press wrong. Twenty-seven days. The ledger downstairs with my name in ink. Pleasure on her books now, line by line.

Sleep tugged.

Then the front doorbell rang.

One long press. Another.

Footsteps in the hall below. Her voice, calm, greeting someone. A second voice answered, lower, female, unfamiliar.

“It’s Bernadette,” the visitor said. “I know it is late. I brought the autumn notes you asked for.”

Paper rustled. A bag set down.

I held my breath in the dark with her plug seated in my ass and my spent cock sticky against the sheet, and listened to a stranger walk into the house I had thought was only ours.


Chapter 3: The Green Wool Blanket

Icame down the stairs already talking myself through the apology.

Rain hit the kitchen window in a flat drum. Water ran upstairs. The tub was filling. That sound belonged to reward, and I had overslept by fifty minutes on day six.

My socks stuck to the bottom step. My stomach pulled tight under my ribs. I had braced for the list, for red pencil, for her voice going cool. The bath kept filling anyway.

Genevieve stood at the stove with her back to me. Steam rose off a pot. She did not turn.

“You’re late,” she said.

“I know. I…”

“Stop.” She shut the burner off. “Come here.”

I crossed the kitchen. My pulse sat wrong in my throat. She tipped my chin up with two fingers and looked at my face the way she looked at silver she meant to keep.

“You were tired,” she said. “You slept. Mommy already drew the bath. Clothes off.”

The word Mommy landed low and mean in my gut. My cock twitched inside my shorts before I could stop it. Shame flushed my neck. I paid rent on a flat across town. A key on my ring opened a door I had not used in six days. None of it helped.

I stripped. Shirt. Shorts. Socks. I stood bare on her tile while rain kept at the glass. She ran one palm down my chest and stopped above my navel.

“Upstairs,” she said. “Walk.”

I climbed. Each stair made my dick bounce against my thigh. The bathroom door stood open. Steam hung thick. The tub sat full and quiet.

“In,” Genevieve said.

I stepped over the rim and sank. Hot water closed over my hips and took the morning chill out of my skin. She knelt beside the tub in her robe and poured a cup of water over my head. Soap followed. Her fingers worked through my hair hard enough to scrape my scalp.

I shut my eyes. The weight of her hands pressed me down into the water. My cock rose under the surface anyway, stiff and stupid, the head breaking the soap film.

“Look at that,” she said. “Late and hard. What a needy little whore you are for basic care.”

My face burned. “I didn’t mean to…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line went straight through me. I opened my eyes. She held my wet hair in one fist and rinsed with the other. Her robe had slipped. One breast showed, nipple dark against the silk. I wanted to put my face there. I wanted to climb out and put my clothes back on and leave. Both wants sat in the same body.

She washed my neck. My shoulders. Under my arms. She soaped my chest and dragged the cloth lower, over my belly, then around my cock without stroking it. The cloth slid under my balls and back. I sucked air through my teeth.

“Stay still,” she said. “You earn touch. You do not grab it.”

I locked my hands on the rim. Water slapped the porcelain when I shifted. She rinsed me. Then she stood and held out a towel.

“Up.”

I stood dripping. She wrapped me and rubbed me dry with short, firm strokes. The towel scraped my dick. I hissed. She ignored it and led me back down by the wrist.

Breakfast waited on a plate. Eggs. Toast cut small. She sat me in the chair and fed me from her fork. Rain thickened on the window. I chewed when she told me to chew. Grease sat on my tongue. Each bite pulled my throat tight.

“Good,” she said when I swallowed. “You’re doing beautifully.”

The praise hit harder than any slap. My eyes went hot. I blinked and failed. Salt ran down my cheek into the corner of my lips.

She set the fork down. “There it is.”

“I don’t…” My voice cracked. “I don’t know why.”

“You do.” She wiped my face with her thumb. “You overslept and you still got held. That breaks something. Let it.”

I cried into her palm like a fool. She waited. When the shaking eased she pulled the green wool blanket from the back of her reading chair and wrapped it around my bare shoulders. The wool was heavy and scratchy. It weighed me into the seat. She tucked the edges under my thighs so I could not kick free without undoing her work.

“Stay,” she said.

She crossed to the brass calendar on the wall. Red pencil scratched. Day six got its hard mark. Twenty-four squares sat empty after it. Day twenty-six carried the note about Marguerite coming home. Day thirty held the goodbye.

She wrote over my shoulder while I shook under the blanket. The pencil sound went into my spine.

“You see the clock,” she said. “You live inside it. Mommy marks the days. You keep earning them.”

I nodded under the wool. My cock stayed hard against my stomach. The blanket trapped the heat of it.

Genevieve came back and stood over me. “Lap Hour is early today. You skipped the chores. So we fix the body first.”

She pulled the blanket open. Cool air hit my bare skin. She pointed at the low padded bench against the far wall of the sitting room. Leather straps hung from the sides. I had walked past it for five days and told myself it was for stretching.

“On your belly,” she said. “Chest down. Hips on the edge. Cock free underneath.”

I stood. The wool slid off. My legs took me there before my pride caught up. I lay down. The pad pressed my sternum. My dick hung in the open air under the bench, heavy and flushed. She buckled a strap over my lower back. Another across my thighs. The leather bit. I could rock a little. I could not rise.

Genevieve opened a drawer in the side table. She set items on the cloth beside my hip. A black silicone plug. A bottle of lube. A thick curved dildo on a short handle. Nipple clamps on a chain. A wand with a fat head. Cuffs for my wrists that clipped to rings under the bench.

“Hands.”

I put them forward. She cuffed me. The chain rattled when I tested it. Locked.

She walked behind me and parted my cheeks with both thumbs. Air touched my hole. I clenched. She clicked her tongue.

“Open.”

I tried. She squeezed lube onto her fingers and pushed one in. The burn spread fast. My cock jumped under the bench and slapped wood.

“Greedy hole,” she said. “Already sucking.”

She worked that finger in and out. Then a second. Stretch. Ache. The wet sound of it filled the quiet room. Rain kept time on the glass. She scissored me open and added a third. My thighs shook against the strap.

“Say what you are.”

My throat closed. She twisted her fingers and pressed deep.

“Say it, Theo.”

“I’m a hole,” I got out. “Mommy’s hole. A dirty slut who came late and still got this.”

“Better.” She pulled her fingers free. Empty air stung. Then the plug’s tip touched my rim and she pushed. The widest part forced me open. I grunted into the pad. It seated with a dull pop. Full. Heavy. My asshole clenched around the base and could not push it out.

She flipped the wand on. The buzz filled my bones before she touched me. She set the head against my taint, right behind my balls, and held it there.

My hips jerked. The strap stopped me. Pleasure punched up through my gut and out my dick. Precome beaded and dripped to the floor in a thin string.

“Stay on the edge,” Genevieve said. “You do not come. You hold.”

She pressed harder. The plug shifted inside me with every pulse. My cock throbbed untouched. I bit the pad. Spit wet the leather under my cheek.

She took the wand away. The silence hurt. My dick twitched in the cold air, leaking.

“Ask for the next piece,” she said.

I hated how fast the words came. “Put something in me. Use me. I need it.”

“Specific.”

“Fuck my hole with the dildo. Make me take it while you edge me. I’ll be good.”

She slicked the curved toy and set it at my rim beside the plug’s flange. For a second I thought she would pull the plug. She did. The empty gape made me whine. Then the dildo shoved in, thicker, longer, dragging against the sore ring. She buried it to the hilt and fucked me in short hard strokes.

Slap. Squelch. The smell of lube and skin rose. My cock swung loose and slapped my belly on each thrust. I drooled onto the pad.

Genevieve reached under and closed her fist around my shaft. She stroked once. Twice. Stopped at the head and squeezed.

“Hold.”

I held. My balls drew up. She waited. Then she stroked again and put the wand back on my taint at the same time she drove the dildo deep.

Too much. My vision whited at the edges. I yanked the cuffs. Chain snapped taut.

“Mommy…”

“Hold, slut.”

I held. Sweat ran down my spine into the crack of my ass. She worked me like that for a long stretch of rain and breath and wet noise. Edge. Pull back. Edge. Each time my cock got darker and wetter. Each time she called me her good boy in the same calm voice she used for the grocery list.

The clamps came next. She reached under the bench, pinched my nipples, and set the teeth. Pain lit a clean line down to my dick. The chain swung and tugged when I moved. I cursed into the leather.

“Again,” she said. “Name yourself.”

“I’m Mommy’s toy,” I said, voice raw. “A pathetic hard whore who needs his hole stuffed to think straight. I sleep late and I still beg. Keep me on this bench. Don’t stop.”

She kissed the back of my neck. Soft. Wrong. Tender enough to wreck me more than the clamps.

“Beautifully done,” she whispered. “Look how well you take care when someone finally gives it.”

That did it. Tears came again, silent this time, soaking into the pad while she fucked my ass with the dildo and buzzed my taint and left my cock aching in her loose fist.

She pulled the toy out. My hole stayed open a beat, fluttering. She poured more lube and put four fingers together.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. She pushed. The stretch went past the earlier burn into a deep, shaking ache. Knuckles. Pressure. My rim burned white. Then her hand sank and my body took it, greedy and ruined, and I sobbed once into the bench.

Full. Packed. Her fist sat inside me and I could not close.

“There,” Genevieve said. “That’s what a kept boy looks like.”

She moved her hand in small turns. The wand came back, this time on the underside of my cock, right under the head. She held it there and told me to stay.

I broke into fragments. Can’t. Too much. Hole. Full. Need.

“Come,” she said.

The permission snapped something loose. My cock kicked hard against the wand. Cum shot out in thick ropes onto the floorboards under the bench. Spasm after spasm. My ass clamped on her fist and milked it while I jerked in the straps and made ugly sounds. Spit strung from my lips to the pad. The clamps tore at my nipples with every shake. I kept coming past empty, dry pulses that hurt and landed like relief anyway.

She rode it out with me. When I sagged she eased her hand free. The gape stayed. Air moved inside me. Cum cooled on the wood below. My dick hung spent and shiny.

Genevieve shut the wand off. She uncuffed my wrists. Unbuckled the straps. Rolled me onto my side on the bench and rubbed the feeling back into my arms.

The green wool blanket came down over me again. Weight. Scratch. Heat. She tucked it around my ruined body and left the plug out so nothing hid how used I was.

“Stay soft for a minute,” she said. “Then we clean the floor. You made a mess.”

I nodded. My hole throbbed. My nipples stung. Peace sat in my chest like a stone I did not want to spit out.

She brought a warm cloth and wiped my face. Then my cock. Then between my cheeks, careful around the sore rim. Each pass of the cloth said mine without the word.

“Up when you can walk,” she said. “Kneel by the calendar.”

I got there on shaky legs, blanket around my shoulders like a cape. I knelt. She stood behind me with the red pencil and put it in my hand.

“Mark nothing,” she said. “I already did day six. You look at the rest.”

I looked. Twenty-four empty squares. Marguerite’s return on twenty-six. The goodbye on thirty. My flat’s rent drafted from an account I had not checked since I got here. That rent used to mean freedom. Now it meant a door I was scared to need.

Genevieve’s fingers slid into my hair and held.

“You cried because the care landed,” she said. “You came because I told you to. Both belong to me now. Your opinion of what you deserve does not run this house.”

I leaned my head into her palm. The wool scratched my raw nipples. My empty hole twitched like it wanted her fist back.

“I still have the flat,” I said. The words came small.

“For now.” Her nails skimmed my scalp. “Keep earning the days and see what you still want when the pencil reaches the end.”

She left me kneeling there and went to rinse the toys in the sink. Water ran. Glass clinked. Ordinary sounds over the rain.

I stared at the blank squares and understood the trap with my whole body. She had not punished the late wake. She had given me the bath and the food and the blanket and the bench and the fist and the praise. The thing I had been starving for sat in her hands alone. If she took it back I would have nothing left that mattered more than the key to an empty place.

My cock stirred under the wool again, sore and interested. Shame followed it, thick and familiar. I did not fix either one.

I stayed on my knees and counted the open squares one more time, and I chose, without saying it out loud, to want the next mark more than I wanted the rent paid on a life that had never held me this hard.


Chapter 4: Faster Than Daniel Did

Icaught the second car before Genevieve said a word.

Black sedan in the drive. Cool metal ticking under the hood. Two cups already set on the silver tray by the parlor door, cream poured, spoons lined up. I stood in the hall with my hands empty and my bare feet stuck to the wood, and the tray told me what I was before anyone else did.

She came out of the study with a small black remote in her palm.

“Shirt on. Pressed. Feet stay bare. Kneel when I sit.”

I pulled the white shirt from the hanger she had left on my door. Buttons. Cuffs. No socks. My cock thickened against the thin cotton of the briefs she had put me in after lunch, and my face went hot because I had gone stiff over a tray and a car nobody had warned me about.

She crooked a finger.

“Bend.”

I put my hands on the hall table. She peeled the briefs down. Cool gel. Then the slim remote plug, thicker than the one from day four, pushed into my ass until the flared base seated and my breath punched out of me. The first buzz came low, a warm pulse deep inside, and my knees dipped.

“Good. Stand. Serve. Do not speak unless I look at you.”

The doorbell went.

Bernadette stepped in smelling of rain and perfume, fifty-two and sharp in a dark dress, silver at her temples. She kissed Genevieve on both cheeks and looked past her to me like I was furniture that had learned to walk.

“This is Theo,” Genevieve said. “He will pour.”

“Of course.”

I carried the tray. The parlor was warm from the fire. Cards already on the low table. I poured without shaking, set the cups, and stepped back to the wall. The plug hummed once beneath the shirt-tail, a short kick, and my thighs tightened. Bernadette’s eyes flicked to my bare feet and stayed there a beat too long.

They sat. Genevieve took the chair with the high back. I went to the carpet at her side and sank to my knees the way she had shown me, spine straight, hands on my thighs. The plug pressed deeper in that pose. Heat settled low in my gut.

Cards slapped. Talk ran easy between them. Schedules. A neighbor. The brass calendar in the kitchen, day nine marked in red, twenty-one squares blank before the goodbye.

Bernadette cut the deck.

“His posture is better than I expected.”

“He takes instruction,” Genevieve said. She did not look at me. “He likes the schedule more than he likes admitting it.”

My ears burned. They spoke over my head. Progress. Sleep. How fast I had settled into chores and bedtime. The remote clicked once in Genevieve’s lap and the plug jumped, a fat buzz that shoved a sound up my throat. I bit it back. Bernadette smiled into her cards.

“Responsive.”

“Mm.”

Another click. Longer this time. The warmth turned thick, rolling through my ass until my cock leaked a wet spot into the briefs. I stared at the carpet. Part of me wanted to stand up and tell them I was a man in the room, not a thing to be talked over. The weekly checks were part of what I signed on day one — an extra pair of eyes to see how I took to the house — and I had initialed it with a smirk that felt very far away now. The rest of me stayed on my knees because her hand had come to rest in my hair, idle, owning.

Bernadette discarded.

“He’s coming along faster than Daniel did.”

The name hit and stuck.

Daniel.

Nobody explained. Genevieve hummed as if the comparison were ordinary, as if there had always been a Daniel somewhere in this house with his own squares on a calendar and his own place on this rug. Jealousy cut clean through the heat. My jaw locked. The plug pulsed again and my hips twitched forward against nothing, traitor body chasing the buzz while my head spun on a boy I had never met.

“Is he?” Genevieve said.

“Oh yes. Daniel fought the kneeling for days. This one dropped.”

I dropped. Faster. Better. Twenty-one days left and I was being measured against a ghost.

Genevieve’s fingers tightened in my hair.

“Look up.”

I did. She did not turn from Bernadette. The remote sat open in her other hand.

“Fetch the wine from the sideboard. Pour for Bernadette. Then return.”

I stood. Legs unsteady. The plug shifted with every step. Wine. Glass. Pour. Bernadette’s fingers brushed mine on the stem, cool, assessing. I went back to the floor. Genevieve turned the dial up.

The buzz went deep and mean. My mouth opened. No sound came. Sweat prickled under the pressed shirt. My cock strained, wet tip rubbing cotton, and I hated how ready I was with a stranger measuring me like stock.

They played three more hands. Each time Genevieve clicked, the plug answered. Short. Long. A stutter pattern that edged me until my thighs shook and then cut out, leaving me panting on the rug with spit at the corner of my mouth. Bernadette never stopped dealing. She spoke about my appetite, my bedtime, the way I flushed when praised. Third person the whole time. He. The boy. Progress.

“Does he still try to hide when he’s hard?”

“Less,” Genevieve said. “We are working on honesty.”

Another surge. My cock jumped. Honesty. I wanted to shove the table over. I stayed kneeling because the hand in my hair said stay, and because the thought of being sent away with twenty-one days still on the wall made my stomach drop colder than the gel had.

Bernadette set her cards down at last.

“I should powder my nose. Then I will take myself to the sitting room and leave you to your evening. Cards were lovely.”

“Use the upstairs bath,” Genevieve said. “We will be in the study.”

Bernadette’s glance slid over me once more, bare feet to wet spot to the remote in Genevieve’s palm.

“Faster than Daniel,” she said again, mild. “Interesting.”

She left. Heels on the stairs. Door. Running water far off.

Genevieve stood.

“Up. Study. Now.”

I followed, knees loose. The study door shut. She locked it. Through the wall Bernadette moved in the next room, a chair scrape, the low clink of a glass she must have taken with her. Close enough to hear. Close enough that anything I did would carry.

Genevieve set the remote on the desk and opened a drawer.

“Shirt off. Briefs off. Hands on the desk. Ass out.”

I stripped. Cool air on hot skin. My cock stood out, slick at the tip, flushed dark. She slicked her fingers thick and eased the slim plug out. Empty ache. Then two fingers pushed into my asshole without warning, warm and sure, opening me. I grunted. She added a third. Stretch burned. She scissored, patient, while the wand came out of the drawer and she thumbed it on against my balls for one brutal second. I yelped.

“Quiet enough that she hears want, not complaint.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Name what you are.”

My throat closed. She twisted her fingers and the burn flared sweet.

“Your hole,” I said. “Your toy. Your slut.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your slut. I’m the hole you use.”

“Better.”

She slid her fingers out and took the fat black dildo from the drawer, harness buckled at her hips from prep I had missed. She slicked it, lined up, and drove into my ass in one long shove that punched the air out of me. Full. Stuffed. My forehead hit the desk blotter. She fucked me in steady strokes, the slap of her hips on my ass loud in the small room, wet and crude. Through the wall Bernadette’s chair creaked.

Genevieve reached around and pinned the wand to the underside of my cock, low setting first.

“You do not get to come clean. You come messy, and you thank me, and you do not count past what your mouth can hold.”

She turned the wand up and started railing me. Deep. Mean. The dildo dragged over that spot inside until my knees tried to buckle. She locked an arm around my waist and kept pounding. Spit ran from my mouth onto the blotter. My cock jerked against the humming head of the wand, dripping strings onto the rug.

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want…” My voice broke on a thrust. “I want you to keep using me.”

“And Daniel?”

The name again. Jealousy and heat twisted together until I could not tell which one made me shake.

“I don’t care about Daniel.”

“Liar.” She slammed in harder. “You care. You want to be the one who stays. Say it.”

“I want to be the one who stays. I want to be better than him.”

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

The line hit and my body answered before my pride could. I shoved back onto the strap, fucking myself on it, chasing the stretch. She laughed under her breath and cranked the wand. Orgasm ripped through me. Cum shot across the desk edge in thick ropes. My asshole clenched around the dildo in hard pulls I could not stop. I made a raw sound into the wood.

She did not stop.

“Again.”

“I can’t…”

“You can.”

She kept plowing my ass while the wand stayed glued to my spent, oversensitive cock. Too much. Nerves screaming. I tried to twist away and she pinned me tighter, still fucking, still buzzing, and the second climax tore out of me dry and ugly, hips spasming, a thin spit of cum leaking down. Past two. My brain went white at the edges.

“What are you?”

“A hole. A fucking hole. Mommy’s whore.”

“Ask for the fist.”

The words stuck. She had never gone that far. I had sworn, in my own head on day three, that some lines stayed mine. She pulled the strap free. Empty. Then her hand, slicked thick, pressed knuckles to my open asshole.

“Ask.”

Bernadette’s voice murmured something polite through the wall, too soft to catch. Right there. Hearing the wet sounds. Hearing me.

“Put your fist in me,” I said. “Use my ass. Ruin it. Keep me.”

She pushed. Slow. The burn spread wide, wider, and then her hand slid past the widest point and my body took it with a broken groan. Full past sense. Stuffed on her fist. She curled and fucked me on it in short deep pumps while the wand came back to my cock and I lost the plot.

Past three. Past four. Past whatever came next.

Climax stacked on climax until counting died. I came shaking, then again with nothing left to spill, then again in a locked spasm that pulled a sob out of my chest. My asshole fluttered around her wrist. Drool on the blotter. Sweat down my spine. The smell of sex and lube thick in the warm room. She talked the whole time, filthy and calm.

“Take it. Milk yourself on Mommy’s hand. Good little toy. Louder. Let her hear what a greedy slut sounds like when he breaks.”

I babbled. Yes. More. Can’t. Don’t stop. The words turned to scraps. Too much. Full. Keep. My cock twitched through another ruined peak, a wet hitch against the wand, and I stopped knowing which orgasm I was on. Body only. Open. Used.

She worked her fist free at last. The gape stayed. Air on the stretch. Ache deep and sweet. She wiped her hand on my thigh, left the mess shiny there, and shut the wand off.

I hung on the desk, breathing like I had run.

Genevieve cleaned me with a warm cloth from the basin by the lamp. Careful. Thorough. She guided the slim remote plug back into my sore hole and seated it. A single soft pulse. Reminder.

“Briefs. Shirt. Kneel by the door until I dismiss you.”

I dressed on numb legs. Knelt. She unlocked the study and called down the hall that Bernadette could come say goodnight. Heels returned. Bernadette stood in the doorway with her coat, glanced at me on the floor, at the flush still high on my face, at the wet shine I had missed on the desk edge.

“Thank you for the cards,” she said to Genevieve. “Do ring if you want a second opinion on how he’s doing by week ten.”

“I might.”

Bernadette left. Front door. Engine. The second car pulled away.

Genevieve marked nothing. She only touched the brass calendar on the way to the kitchen, one fingertip on the red nine, then on the empty stretch of squares after it, twenty-one of them, then further on, the twenty-sixth, where the real owner came home.

I stayed on my knees in the study doorway until she crooked that finger again.

She sent me to bed with the plug warm inside me and the wand charging on her nightstand where I could see it from the hall. On the blotter in the study, under the smear I had left, the corner of a notebook showed where her drawer had not shut clean.

DANIEL.

Her handwriting. Waiting.

I lay in the dark, ass aching, cock spent and sore, counting the days left by the red squares printed behind my eyes. The name burned hotter than anything she had put inside me.


Chapter 5: Seventeen Days Left

Iput my full weight on the floorboard outside the study at two in the morning.

The brass bell in her room had rung once. One hard clang. A summons. I was supposed to go straight to her door.

I stopped at the study instead and drove my heel down until the wood barked. The sound ran up my shin. My dick twitched against the soft cotton of my sleep shorts, already thick from the rule I was breaking, and my neck went hot, my body hard from trespass before my brain caught up.

I told myself to walk away. My hand was already on the knob.

It turned.

Unlocked.

The desk lamp clicked under my fingers. Drawer rails hissed. Notebooks sat in a neat stack, labels typed, edges flush. My name sat on the top one in clean black ink.

THEO. DAY ONE.

I pulled it out.

The first page was a letter on cream paper. My own handwriting. Dated a full month before the house-sitting offer ever hit my phone. I had written that I drifted. That I needed structure. That I had heard she took boys in. That I would pay the fee for thirty days if she would take me on.

Bitter paper taste when I swallowed.

Under the letter sat a page of terms. Thirty days. Start date. The goodbye at nine o’clock on day thirty. Weekly check columns. A blank line for how it ended.

I flipped. Red pencil filled the columns in a neat slant. Posture. Obedience. Response to praise. Appetite under schedule. Arousal under discipline logged like weather. Day nine had a note about Bernadette’s visit and how fast I had taken to kneeling.

Behind my notebook sat a thicker one.

DANIEL. FINISHED written across the front in black.

I opened it. Same layout. Same columns. A goodbye note at the back signed and dated. A short line at the bottom: made it the whole thirty days; did not ask to stay.

The paper rattled in my hands. Seventeen days left if the calendar in the kitchen was telling the truth, and every soft thing she had given me sat here as a pattern she had run before.

Footsteps in the hall. Soft. Sure.

I did not close the drawer in time.

She stood in the doorway in her robe, hair loose, face calm. Her eyes went over the open notebooks, the letter in my fist, Daniel’s name on the other. She did not raise her voice.

“Bring them,” she said. “All of it.”

I carried the stack. My bare feet stuck to the runner. In the kitchen she flicked on the under-cabinet light and set the brass calendar on the counter in front of me. Red pencil marked thirteen squares. Seventeen blank ones ran to the thirtieth. A small note under day twenty-six: Marguerite returns.

“Read the terms out loud,” she said.

I did. My voice cracked on thirty days and stuck on the goodbye.

“Now the date on the goodbye note in your notebook.”

“The thirtieth,” I said.

She tapped the open square with one nail. “You have seventeen days left. You were never hired to sit a house. You wrote to me. You asked me to take you on. You signed it on day one. Daniel finished his thirty days and went home. That is the shape of this.”

The floor dropped. Wanting had passed for choosing her. The page said the wanting was the one part nobody had written down.

“I thought you kept me because you wanted me,” I said.

“I run an arrangement,” she said. “You bloom under rules. That is why you came to me. That is why you stay until day thirty unless you walk out tonight with your phone and your bag.”

I looked at the door. My feet did not move. Dread sat in my gut, and beneath it my cock stayed fat in my shorts because her voice owned the room and I hated that more than the letter.

“I’m not walking,” I said.

“Then you accept what follows a boy who breaks into my study.” She took the notebooks from my hands and set them aside. “Strip. Leave the shorts on the tile. Hands on the counter. Ass out.”

I shoved the cotton down. My dick sprang free, flushed and leaking at the tip. The air hit my skin. She walked behind me, opened a lower drawer, and laid things on the wood by my hip: a thick black strap harness, a fat silicone shaft already shiny with lube, a string of graduated anal beads, a short leather gag, and a pair of nipple clamps on a chain.

“You wanted the truth,” she said. “Now the neighborhood gets to see what a kept boy looks like when he misbehaves.”

She steered me by the nape through the dark hall to the front room. The bay window faced the street. She yanked the curtains wide and clicked on the lamp behind me so my body stood lit against the glass. A car passed. Headlights slid across my bare thighs. Anyone on the sidewalk would get the full show: naked boy, hard cock, face burning.

“Stand there and present,” she said. “Feet apart. Chin up. Let them look while Mommy opens you.”

I spread. Shame rolled hot through my stomach and my dick jumped anyway, traitor thick, a bead of precum stretching toward the rug. She walked around me, checked my posture with two fingers under my jaw, and spat on her first finger.

Cold slick at my asshole. She pushed in to the knuckle. I grunted. The stretch burned. She added a second finger and scissored while the lamp heat baked my back and the glass gave me back my reflection: mouth open, eyes wet, dick bobbing.

“Say what you are,” she said.

“A kept boy,” I got out.

“Filthier.”

“A whore on a thirty-day deal.” My face went hotter. “A hole you use.”

“Good boy.” She twisted her wrist. “Louder. The street should hear you if a window is cracked.”

“I’m Mommy’s filthy kept slut,” I said, voice breaking. “Seventeen days left and I still need her to use my ass.”

She slid her fingers out and pressed the first bead to me. It popped in. Then the next, thicker. Then the next. Each one forced a wet sound out of me, a crude suck when it seated. The string hung down my crack. She tugged once so every bead shifted inside and my knees nearly went.

The gag came next. Leather forced my tongue down. Buckle snug at my nape. Drool started at once, thick, running off my chin onto my chest. She clipped the nipple clamps on hard. The chain swung and pulled when I breathed. Pain brightened everything. My cock leaked a string onto the floor.

She stepped into the harness. The fat shaft jutted from her hips, dark, ridged. She slicked it with a palmful of lube that smelled like sterile cherry and wiped the excess across my tongue where it stuck past the gag. Sweet chemical taste. I choked on it.

“Hands on the glass,” she said. “Ass back. You broke into my desk. Now you take what a finished boy’s replacement gets when he snoops.”

I planted my palms on the cold pane. She drew the beads out one by one. Each exit stretched me open with a lewd pop. The last and thickest dragged a broken noise out of my throat. Before I could clench shut she lined up the strap and drove in.

Full. Sudden. The burn tore a shout around the gag. She bottomed out and held, hips flush to my ass, while my hole fluttered around the shaft and my dick slapped my stomach.

Then she fucked me.

Hard, even strokes. The slap of the harness against my cheeks filled the bay. Wet squelch on every drive in. Drool swung from my chin in a clear rope. The clamps jerked with each thrust and ripped fresh hurt through my chest. Outside, another car rolled past. I imagined a face at the glass and my dick throbbed harder, shame so sharp my balls drew up.

She reached around and wrapped my shaft in a slick fist, stroking in time with the strap. On the edge at once. I tried to tip over. She squeezed the base and stopped the stroke.

“No,” she said, calm. “You come when the ordeal is done. Not before.”

She pulled out. Empty ache. Spit and lube ran down my balls. She added more slick to her hand and pressed three fingers into my open ass, then a fourth, knuckles working, turning, insisting. My throat worked around the gag. Tears blurred the streetlights.

“Breathe,” she said. “You wanted to know how Daniel’s story ended. This is how a boy learns his body is written down.”

Her thumb tucked. The widest part of her hand pushed. White tore through me. I screamed into the leather. Then her fist seated inside me, locked past the rim, and I hung on the glass with my hole stretched around her wrist like a sleeve.

She pumped that fist in short digs. Deep. Mean. My dick bounced untouched, purple at the head, dripping a steady tap-tap onto the rug. Sound of it. Sound of her hand working my ass. Sound of my gagged whimper each time she curled her fingers against that spot that made my vision narrow.

“Name yourself again.”

I couldn’t speak past the gag. She unbuckled it with her free hand and let it drop. Spit flooded my chin.

“I’m a used kept hole,” I gasped. “Mommy’s bitch on the window. Please. Please don’t stop.”

“Beg properly.”

“Fist my whore ass until I break. Fuck me where the street can see. I need it. I need you to keep using me even though the calendar ends.” The words scraped. Dread and lust tangled so tight I couldn’t tell which one made me shake. “Don’t write me off and send me home. Use me. Ruin me. Make your notes say I took it.”

She eased her fist out. The gape stayed. Cool air on the open rim. I clenched and could not close all the way. She wiped her hand on my thigh, lined the strap up again, and slammed home into that loose, aching stretch.

The pounding turned brutal. Long pulls almost out, then full hilts that shoved the air from my lungs. The clamps bounced. My nipples screamed. She grabbed the chain in her teeth for a second and yanked her head back so the bite of metal ripped a yell out of me, then spat the chain and reached for my dick again.

Stroke. Twist under the head. Thumb smearing the slick across the slit. The strap never slowed in my ass. My thighs jumped. Sweat ran into my mouth, salt on top of cherry lube. I tasted both and gagged on a sob.

“Hold it,” she said. “You hold that orgasm like a good little toy until I say.”

I held. Barely. The build packed in tight behind my balls. Every thrust shoved me closer. My forehead bumped the glass. A dog barked somewhere down the block. My reflection looked wrecked: open mouth, clamped tits, dick shiny in her fist, ass taking a silicone fucking meant to teach.

She edged me twice more. Brought me to the shake, then pinned the base until the crest fell back into a sick throb. Third time she kept the stroke and changed the angle of the strap so it raked that spot without mercy.

“Now,” she said. “Come for Mommy on the window like the desperate kept slut you are. Loud. Make it ugly.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore up from my gut and out of my cock in thick ropes that hit the glass, the sill, her knuckles. My hole clamped the shaft in hard spasms I could not stop. Legs gone. Sound came out of me raw and animal. More cum pulsed, weaker, smearing her fist. My brain dropped to scraps.

Too much. Can’t. Still going. Ass full. Spit on my chest. Please.

She fucked me through it until my knees folded and she had to catch me under the arms. The shaft slid free with a wet sound. Cum dripped from my tip in a last lazy string. My hole winked open, used, shiny.

She lowered me to the rug on my side facing the street and left the curtains wide. Lamp on. My spent dick soft against my thigh. Clamp chain hanging. She unlocked the clamps one at a time. Blood rushed back in a hot roar. I hissed.

She crouched, wiped my mouth with her thumb, and made me lick her fingers clean of my own mess. Salt. Bitter. I sucked because she told me to.

“Seventeen days,” she said. “The goodbye note is already dated. Marguerite takes her house back on twenty-six. Your last morning is nine on the thirtieth. What you do with the wanting is the only blank line left.”

I stared at the cum cooling on the glass. The files in the kitchen. Daniel’s stamp. The letter in my own hand. My own pulse still hammering in my open ass.

“I still want to stay,” I said. The words came out small and ruined.

She stood, harness strapped on, the shaft glossy with lube and my stretch. She looked down at me on the rug like I was already a note in a column.

“Then learn how to ask before the clock runs out,” she said. “Crawl to bed. Leave the curtains. I want the street to keep your shape a little longer.”

I crawled. Hands and knees. Ass sore and leaking down the backs of my thighs. Every pull of muscle carried her fist in it. In the hall the brass bell sat quiet on its hook. Behind me the lamp still painted my cum across the bay for anyone who walked by.

Her voice followed me up the stairs, even, almost kind, and it closed around my throat like a collar I had put on myself.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Fifteen Underlined In Red

Iscraped the eggs off the pan and plated them the way she liked, soft in the middle, toast on the side. The kettle clicked off. Butter sat open on the counter with a knife stuck in it.

She stood at the kitchen calendar with a red pencil in her hand.

The tip came down on the square marked fifteen. One hard line through the number. Then she wrote 15 again above the slash and underlined it twice, the graphite drag loud over the fridge hum.

Something in me dropped before I even looked at the eggs.

Fifteen days left. Halfway. The goodbye was set for the thirtieth at nine, typed and dated, waiting in that drawer like a door already open. Marguerite got her house back on the twenty-sixth. Four days of overlap after that. Then nothing.

I set the plates down.

She sat across from me and ate like any other morning. Fork. Sip of tea. A small hum at the yolk.

I cleared my throat.

“I want to talk about our deal,” I said. “The thirty days. The goodbye. I want to change what I signed.”

She buttered toast and did not look up.

“No.”

The word landed flat. No edge. No room.

“Mommy, please. I read the notebook. I know I wrote first. I know Daniel got sent home. I can do better. I can stay on different terms. I’ll ask for what I want. I’ll put it in writing.”

She chewed, swallowed, and set the knife down.

“Breakfast first, Theo. Terms are closed. You signed on day one. I decide. On the thirtieth you go home. That is the shape of it.”

My throat went tight. The boy who had shown up with a duffel and a smug little plan about easy money was already gone, and I sat here grieving him like he had died in the night. He had a couch to go back to. He had no idea what he was going to lose.

She reached across and wiped a crumb from the corner of my mouth with her thumb. The same way she had on day six. Same pressure. Same calm.

“Good boy for cooking. Eat.”

I ate. Every bite sat heavy. Her care had teeth now. She had nothing left to lose. The paperwork pointed at the door. I had started arranging a future in my head around her kitchen, her rules, her mouth saying my name like it meant something, and that future could get cut off with a stamp.

She took my empty plate to the sink. Then she crooked two fingers.

“Living room. Blanket. Now.”

I went.

She had laid the soft cream throw over the couch arm. Not the wool one. This one smelled like her laundry soap and the skin of her neck. She sat, patted her lap, and I climbed on like my body knew the path.

My weight settled across her thighs. She tucked the throw around my bare shoulders and rubbed circles between my shoulder blades with the heel of her hand. Praise came next, low and even.

“There. Settled. You take care so well when you stop fighting the clock.”

My cock stirred against her thigh through the thin sleep shorts, traitor-hard from the first pass of her palm. Shame burned up my neck. I wanted the hand. I wanted the words. I wanted them even while the red 15 sat underlined in the kitchen like a blade.

She kissed my hair.

“You belong in this room now.”

The line went through me. Belong. Now. For fifteen more days, or until the stamp said otherwise.

I opened my mouth to argue again. She put two fingers on my lips.

“No more terms talk. Mouth works better elsewhere.”

She shifted, hiked her skirt, and pulled her panties aside. Her cunt was already slick, dark hair trimmed neat, the scent of her hitting me warm and thick. Salt and soap and the deeper animal smell that made my mouth water before my brain caught up.

“Service,” she said. “Take your time. You stay down until I say.”

I slid off her lap onto the rug and pushed my face between her thighs. The first lick dragged through wet heat. She tasted like skin and want. I sealed my mouth over her and sucked her clit, slow at first, then harder when her hand landed in my hair and held.

“That’s it. Good hungry mouth. Get in there.”

I worked her open with my tongue, fucked it into her in short thrusts, then flattened and licked broad. Slick coated my chin. The wet sounds filled the quiet house. My jaw ached and I kept going, because stopping meant thinking about the calendar, and thinking about the calendar made my chest cave in.

She reached for the side table. A bottle clicked. Cool lube dripped down the cleft of my ass. One finger pressed my asshole and pushed in to the knuckle while I kept sucking.

I groaned into her cunt. The stretch burned. My hips jerked.

“Hold still and eat,” she said. “Your hole takes what I give it while your mouth earns breakfast.”

A second finger joined the first. She scissored inside me, opening me on her hand while I lapped at her like a dog. The weight of her thighs on my shoulders pinned me. Her scent crowded out any clean breath.

Her fingers slid out. Something thicker nudged my rim. The plug. She worked it in with short twists until the wide base seated flush and I clenched around the neck of it, full and aching.

“Keep that in. Mouth stays busy.”

I went back to her clit. She turned on the wand and pressed the buzzing head against the front of her mound, just above where my tongue worked, so the vibration rolled through both of us. My lips went numb. Her hips rolled. More slick spilled onto my tongue.

“Tell me what you are,” she said, voice still calm.

I pulled off enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to her cunt.

“Your whore,” I said. “Your mouth toy. A hole that sucks on command.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m Mommy’s slut. I live to eat cunt and take it in the ass. Please use me.”

“Good. Back on.”

I sealed over her again. She fucked my face in small rolls, grinding her wet open cunt against my mouth while the wand buzzed and the plug sat heavy inside me. I leaked a wet spot through the shorts. I wanted to rub against the couch edge. I did not dare.

The doorbell rang.

I froze.

She did not. She clicked the wand down a notch, kept her hand in my hair, and called toward the hall.

“It’s open, Bernadette.”

Shoes on hardwood. A coat shrugged off. Then a woman of fifty-two stepped into the living room doorway, grey streak at her temple, reading glasses on a chain, a leather notebook under one arm. She looked at me on my knees with my face shiny and buried, at the plug base between my cheeks, at Mommy’s thighs spread around my ears.

She did not blink.

“Halfway visit,” Bernadette said. “Day fifteen. You said I could sit in.”

“Sit,” Mommy said. “He’s mid-service. You can watch the oral and the hold.”

Bernadette took the armchair across from us, opened the notebook, and clicked a pen. My whole body went hot. A stranger. A witness. Sizing me up like livestock while my tongue was still inside another woman’s cunt.

I tried to pull back. The hand in my hair locked down.

“You do not stop for company,” Mommy said. “You suck harder. Bernadette keeps boys too. She has seen worse mouths than yours.”

Bernadette’s pen scratched.

“Chin wet already. Depth is shallow. Make him go deeper.”

Mommy pushed my face in until my nose mashed her mound and I could not breathe. I gagged on the press of her, tongue working on panic alone. When she let me up I gasped and a string of spit and cunt slick swung from my lip.

“Deeper,” Bernadette said, mild as weather. “And keep the plug seated. He clenched when I spoke. I like that.”

I wanted to stand up and walk out. The old drifting version of me would have. This one stayed on his knees and put his mouth back where it belonged, because the alternative was the finished notebook and the empty square after thirty.

Mommy spread wider.

“Finger yourself for her while you eat. Show the stretch.”

I reached back, gripped the base, and fucked it in and out of myself in short pulls. The drag burned. The wet pop of it leaving and the thick shove of it going back in sounded filthy under Bernadette’s quiet pen. My cock jerked untouched. Precome dripped onto the rug.

“Say it for the notes,” Mommy said. “What are you doing.”

“I’m sucking Mommy’s cunt and fucking my own ass on a plug while another woman writes it down,” I said against her. “I’m a used hole. Please keep using me.”

Bernadette made a small approving sound.

“He’s giving it up easy today. The shame’s all over him. Good color in his face.”

Mommy turned the wand up and pressed it tight to her clit beside my tongue. Her thighs shook. She came on my mouth in hard pulses, cunt clamping, slick pouring over my chin and down my throat as I swallowed what I could. I kept licking through it because she had not said stop. The taste of her orgasm sat thick on my tongue. My jaw screamed.

She rode it out, then pushed my face down to clean the mess. I licked her thighs, her folds, the wet crease where her ass met the couch. The plug stayed buried. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

“On the couch. Face up. Shorts off,” she said.

I stripped and lay back. The cream throw bunched under my shoulders. She straddled my chest facing my feet, planted her wet cunt over my mouth again, and reached back to wrap her fist around my cock. One squeeze. Then she let go.

“You do not come until the oral is finished to standard,” she said. “Bernadette calls the standard today.”

Bernadette crossed her legs and watched.

“Ten more minutes of sustained tongue. Then he opens for hand. I want to see the hole take four fingers before you fist him. If he lasts, he may come in his own mouth after you feed it to him.”

My stomach flipped. Fist. Four fingers. In front of her.

Mommy reached for more lube and the thicker toy on the table, a flared dildo she coated until it shone. She worked the plug out. I gaped for a second, empty and twitching, and Bernadette’s pen moved.

“Gape noted. Proceed.”

Mommy pressed the dildo to my rim and pushed. The head popped in. She fed it deeper in steady inches until my guts ached around the length and my breath punched out against her cunt. Then she fucked me with it, long strokes, while I licked her from below and tried not to make noise.

“Noise is fine,” Bernadette said. “I want the real sounds.”

I broke. Moaned into wet flesh. The dildo dragged over that deep spot and my cock jumped, leaking a clear string onto my stomach. Mommy’s weight sat on my face. Her scent and the soap on her skin and the musk of her fucked-out cunt filled every breath. The throw’s fabric scratched my back. Everything was weight and smell and the thick stretch in my ass.

She pulled the toy out. Fingers again. One. Two. Three. She folded her thumb in and pushed. The burn whited everything out. I yelled into her cunt. She kept going until her hand sank past the widest part and I took her to the wrist.

Full. Stuffed. My belly jumped. Tears ran into my hair.

“Hold,” Bernadette said. “Sixty seconds. He stays tonguing.”

I licked in broken swipes. Mommy’s fist turned inside me, slow, and the pressure rewrote every thought into short scraps. Too much. Cannot. More. Please. My cock slapped my stomach, untouched, dark and wet.

“Good boy,” Mommy murmured above me. “Taking Mommy’s whole hand like a proper whore. You were made for this room.”

Bernadette checked her watch.

“Time. Fist out. Edge him on the wand. No finish yet.”

The pull-out left me open and empty. Air hit the stretch. I clenched on nothing. Mommy swung off my face, knelt between my thighs, and pinned the wand to the underside of my cock, right below the head. The buzz hit like a slap. My hips bucked. She held me down with one forearm and kept the wand locked on.

“Ask,” she said.

“Please let me come. Please. I’ll say anything.”

“Name yourself for her.”

“Theo, day fifteen. Mommy’s cock-sucking anal slut. Property she uses. Please, Mommy, please.”

Bernadette wrote it down word for word.

Mommy took the wand off. Put it back. Off. Back. My balls drew tight. Spit and cunt slick coated my mouth. The open ache in my ass pulsed with my heartbeat.

“Now,” Bernadette said. “Finish him. Feed it.”

Mommy stroked me hard and fast with a slick fist, wand pressed to my balls. I came with a broken sound, thick ropes striping my chest and collarbone. She milked every pulse, then scooped the cum on two fingers and pushed them into my mouth.

“Swallow your own mess. Clean.”

I sucked her fingers. Salt. Bitter. My own spend on my tongue while my hole still fluttered open and Bernadette’s pen made the last notes.

Mommy wiped my mouth with the throw edge, then leaned down and kissed my forehead. Same soft mouth. Same day-six tenderness. It hurt worse than the fist.

“Rest,” she said. “You did well.”

Bernadette closed the notebook and stood.

“I’ll remember the halfway mark. The mouth is strong. He holds a fist better than Daniel did. Marguerite still lands on the twenty-sixth?”

“She does,” Mommy said. “He has eleven clean days in the house after that before the goodbye. Unless he breaks a rule.”

Eleven. Plus the four with Marguerite under the same roof. Fifteen total. The red underline in the kitchen might as well have been carved into my ribs.

Bernadette looked down at me, spent and open on the couch, cum drying on my chest, hole soft from use.

“He wants to stay,” she said. Not a question.

Mommy’s hand settled in my hair, heavy and warm.

“Wanting is not the test,” she said. “Asking is. We will see if he learns the difference before nine o’clock on the thirtieth.”

Bernadette nodded once and left. The front door clicked.

Silence came back. The plug waited on the towel. The wand ticked as it cooled. My ass throbbed in a deep, full ache that would not quiet, a ghost-stretch around a hand that was already gone, and under it my cock gave one last weak twitch against my stomach.

Mommy pulled the cream throw up to my chin and left her palm on my sternum while my breath climbed and fell.

“Nap,” she said. “Then chores. The calendar stays as it is.”

I closed my eyes. The weight of her hand stayed. The scent of her cunt lived in my nose. Fifteen days. A house that would fill with someone else’s furniture on the twenty-sixth. A release form with my name already typed.

The ache in my used hole beat on, stubborn as a second heart, and I held still under her hand because moving would mean starting the count again.


Chapter 7: Tomorrow's Schedule

Ichecked the ledger before she came down. The sideboard held it at my eye line, green cloth cover peeled back, her small check marks stacked in one clean column. No note at the bottom. Day eighteen sat empty, waiting for her pencil.

I had wiped the counters. Floors mopped. Guest towels folded the way she liked, edges lined up like bricks. The brass calendar in the kitchen showed seventeen squares crossed in red. Twelve blank ones left after today. Marguerite’s return sat eight squares out. Nine days past that, the goodbye. I had counted them twice before dawn.

I set the kettle. Butter on the toast before the bread browned. My dick thickened against my thigh from the ledger lying open, from the empty square, from how hard I was trying. Shame hit low in the ribs. I wanted a mark. I wanted her to look at the column and decide I had bought something.

She came in wearing the cream robe. Her hair pinned up. She poured tea, then stepped to the sideboard and drew one short red line through eighteen.

“Immaculate,” Genevieve said. “You rose early.”

“I finished the pantry too,” I said. “And the baseboards in the hall.”

Her brow lifted a fraction. “I did not ask for the baseboards.”

“I know.”

She sipped. The tea steamed against her lip. “You are bargaining with chores now.”

My face went hot. She had named it before I could dress it as care. I kept my eyes on the mug.

“I am doing the work,” I said.

“You are trying to purchase a verdict.” She set the cup down. “Finish your breakfast. Then strip for inspection in the parlor. Knees on the rug.”

I ate. The toast stuck. My dick stayed half hard the whole time, straining while I chewed. She wrote nothing else in the ledger. No praise line. No star. Just the crossed square.

In the parlor I peeled off the soft pants and the shirt and knelt. Cool air on my skin. The rug scratched my shins. She walked a slow circle, bare feet, robe belt loose. Her palm settled on the crown of my head, then trailed down my spine. Warm. Firm. Texture of her fingertips reading every vertebra.

“Back straight.”

I locked my spine. She crouched behind me and parted my cheeks with both thumbs. The air hit my rim, cold. My dick jumped. I bit my tongue so I would not make a sound.

“Still pink. Still greedy.” One fingertip pressed the ring and held. “You clench when you want. Filthy little habit.”

“Please,” I said, and hated how fast it came.

“Please what.”

“Please check me. Please use me. I earned it.”

She laughed once, soft. “Earned. There is the word again.” Her fingertip pushed in to the first knuckle. Dry stretch burned. I hissed. She worked the tip in a small circle, then pulled free and wiped it on my thigh. “Stay.”

She left. I stayed on the rug with my dick leaking a clear string onto the wool. Bargaining scripts ran in my head. Perfect column. Extra chores. Early rise. Ask clean. Ask like a man. The part of me that still thought I could walk out of this house sat small and loud, and my hips tipped forward anyway, chasing air.

She came back with a shallow tray. Lube. A thick tapered toy of dark silicone. A wand with a broad head. Soft leather cuffs. A short black strap harness with a curved dick seated in the ring. She set the tray where I could see every piece.

“Three nights,” she said. “You have been perfect three days running. So I edge you. That is the reward for excellence in this house. You do not come until I decide the column is closed.”

My stomach dropped. “I thought…”

“You thought flawless work bought release on your clock.” She buckled a cuff around one wrist, then the other, and clipped them behind my back. “It buys my attention. Attention is not a promise.”

She slicked two fingers and pushed both into my hole at once. The burn flared. I grunted. She fucked them in short strokes, curling, searching, until she found the spot that made my dick jerk and drip. Warmth flooded my gut.

“Say what you are.”

“Your hole,” I got out. “Your toy. Your good boy slut.”

“Again. Cruder.”

“I am a greedy whore who gets hard when Mommy inspects his asshole.” The words scraped. My dick twitched harder for saying them. And I wanted her to keep going.

“Better.” She added a third finger. Stretch widened. The slick wet sound filled the parlor. She twisted her wrist and pressed deep. “Take it. Do not rock back. I set the pace.”

I held still while she worked me. The burn eased into a thick ache. My cock stood rigid against my belly, untouched, tip shiny. She withdrew her fingers and pressed the tapered toy to my rim. The tip nosed in. She fed it steady until the flare seated and my hole gripped the neck.

“Clench.”

I squeezed. The toy shifted inside. Full. Heavy. She flicked the wand on low and set the buzzing head against my balls, then dragged it up the shaft and parked it beneath the crown. Vibration tore through me. My hips jolted. She pinned my hip with her forearm.

“Hold.”

I held. Sweat prickled down my spine. The toy sat deep. The wand buzzed. She watched my face the way she watched the ledger, calm, measuring.

“Ask for more work,” she said.

“I will do the attic. I will polish the silver. I will…”

“Ask properly.”

“Please give me more chores so I can stay past the thirtieth.” My voice cracked. “Please. I can be useful. I can be perfect every day.”

She turned the wand up one notch. My hips jerked. Precome slid down the shaft in a warm line. “You are already useful. Usefulness does not rewrite a release form.”

The words landed like a door closing. Twelve days. The squares. Marguerite on twenty-six. I tried anyway. “Then tell me what buys it.”

“Nothing on that list.” She pulled the wand away. The quiet made me moan. She waited until my breathing slowed, then set the buzzing head back against my tip. Edge. Pull. Edge. Pull. My thighs shook. My wrists twisted in the cuffs. The toy in my hole pulsed with every clench.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

I broke on the line. “Please. Please let me come. Please keep me. Please do not send me out on day thirty. I will do anything. Fuck my throat. Fist me. Breed my hole. Just say I can stay.”

She shut the wand off. My cock throbbed, angry red, dripping. She unclipped the cuffs, guided me onto my back on the rug, and hooked my knees up toward my chest. The toy still seated. She gripped the base and fucked it in short deep thrusts, watching my face.

“Count when I tell you.”

She pulled the toy free. My hole clenched on nothing. Then her fingers again, four this time, tips together, pushing. The stretch burned white. I gasped. She worked them past the ring, knuckle by knuckle, until her thumb tucked and the thick bunched shape of her knuckles pressed the rim.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. She pushed. The burn tore wider. My hole yielded with a wet give and her knuckles slid in. Full past thought. My dick leaked onto my stomach in thick drops. She held still inside me, fist seated, warm and huge.

“Look at you,” she said. “Grown man with Mommy’s whole fist in his slut hole, begging for a house key. Say it.”

“I have Mommy’s fist in my slut hole and I am begging for a house key.” My face burned. My cock twitched against my belly. “Please.”

She fucked me on it. Short rolls of her wrist. Stretch and drag. Wet squelch. The ache rolled up my spine. She picked the wand up with her free grip and pinned the buzzing head to the underside of my cock.

“First one. Ask.”

“Please make me come. Please.”

“Come.”

The orgasm ripped out of me. Cum striped my chest in hot ropes. My hole clamped hard around her knuckles. I shook and kept spilling while she held the wand on me through it. Too much. Too sharp. A sob tore out of me.

“That’s one,” she said. “Say it.”

“That’s one.”

She did not stop. The wand stayed. Her fist stayed. The buzz turned to sandpaper. I tried to twist away. She pinned my hip with her elbow and kept the buzz on the sensitive head.

“Again. You do not get to choose the count.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Ask for the second like a whore.”

“Please force another load out of me. Please milk your toy.” My voice went thin. The second build hit ugly and fast, no grace in it. My balls drew tight. She curled her knuckles against that deep spot and the orgasm tore through anyway. More cum, thinner, spurting onto the mess already cooling on my skin. My hole spasmed around the thick stretch.

“That’s two,” she said. “One more.”

“Please. Too much. Please…”

“One more.” She pulled her fist free with a wet suck. My hole gaped, fluttering, empty and used. She wiped her wrist on my thigh, then buckled the strap harness around her hips. The curved dick jutted out, glossy with fresh lube. She lined it with my stretched rim and pushed in to the hilt in one long slide.

Full again. Different shape. Harder. She set a steady pound, hips slapping my ass, the wet sound raw in the room. The wand came back to my spent cock. I screamed into my own teeth.

“Say what you want.”

“I want to stay. I want you to keep me. I want…”

“Ask the real question.”

The thrusts drove the air out of me. “Can I stay. After day thirty. Will you keep me.”

Genevieve fucked me through the words. Her robe had fallen open. Her tits swayed with each thrust. She looked down at me the way she looked at a finished chore list.

“Tomorrow you rise at six,” she said, still pounding. “Shower. Soft pants. Ledger check at six forty. Breakfast at seven. Baseboards are already done, so you will deep-clean the pantry shelves and rewrite the spice labels in my hand. Lunch at noon. Nap if I say so. Afternoon: polish the brass calendar, then kneel for inspection at four. Dinner at seven. Edge session at eight, one hour, no finish unless I write it in the ledger. Bed at ten.”

She recited it while she railed my hole, calm as a list on paper. My third orgasm boiled up between the wand and the deep strokes. I could not hold it. I came dry at first, then a weak last spurt, body jerking, hole milking the strap. Broken sounds. No words left that were clean.

“That’s three,” she said. “Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mommy.” Tears wet my temples. Cum cooling sticky on my chest. My hole fluttered around the toy dick still buried in me. “Thank you for using me.”

She fucked me through the aftershocks until my legs went slack, then pulled out. My rim stayed open a moment, shiny, before it twitched toward closing. She shut the wand off and set it on the tray. The parlor smelled like sex and warm skin and lube.

I lay there wrecked. Perfect column. Extra chores. Early rise. None of it had moved the date. She had answered my ask with a schedule for day nineteen and finished me on her clock anyway.

She wiped my stomach with a warm cloth, then my hole, firm and practical. The cloth’s heat made me shiver. She left the mess on the rug for me to clean later. Of course she did.

“Sit up.”

I sat. My cock hung soft and sore. My ass ached deep. She tipped my chin up with two fingers.

“Obedience is not currency, Theo. You spent three days proving you can be flawless. Flawless boys still leave on the thirtieth if that is what the terms say. Do you understand what broke.”

I swallowed. “The only lever I had.”

“Yes.” Her thumb brushed my lower lip. Praise, small and precise. “Good. You finally said it without dressing it up.”

Twelve squares blank on the brass calendar after today’s red mark. Marguerite’s return sat inside that run, the goodbye at the far end. I had nothing left to trade but the ask itself.

She stood and retied her robe. “Clean the rug. Wash the toys. Then put on soft pants and wait in the kitchen.”

I nodded. My throat hurt.

“At four tomorrow I will inspect you again,” Genevieve said. “You will tell me, out loud, one thing you want that chores cannot buy. One sentence. No list. If you stall, I edge you until lights out and you sleep hard and empty.”

She picked up the ledger from the sideboard on her way out and tucked it under her arm. The note line at the bottom of the column stayed blank. She did not look back.

I reached for the cloth and started on the rug. The ache in my hole pulsed with every shift of my knees. Twelve days. A schedule already waiting. And at four tomorrow, one sentence I had no idea how to say.


Chapter 8: Begging Is Not Asking

Iwiped dried cum off my stomach with the heel of my hand, and the paper slid across the kitchen table before I finished. Genevieve uncapped a pen. She set it beside her own plate, out of my reach.

The chair stuck to the backs of my thighs. She had finished me over the edge of this same table an hour ago and left me there to cool. My mouth tasted like her cunt.

“Write what you want,” she said.

I looked at the blank sheet. Unlined. Cheap. The red pencil marks on the brass calendar behind her shoulder counted eight squares to day thirty, the goodbye at nine. Four squares to the day Marguerite took her house back.

My throat closed.

“I want to stay,” I said.

She did not move the pen toward me.

“That is a wish. Put terms on the page.”

I reached for the pen anyway. She laid two fingers on it.

“Out loud first.”

The back of my neck went hot. My cock twitched under the soft shorts she had put on me, half hard from the earlier mess, traitor that it was. I hated how fast my body answered her voice. The part of me that used to manage my own rent tried to sit up straight and talk like a man with options.

“I want you to keep me,” I said. “I’ll be good. I’ll do the ledger. I’ll do every chore. I’ll wake before the alarm. I’ll never talk back. I’ll…”

“Stop.”

One word. Soft. Absolute.

I stopped.

She tipped her head. The kitchen light caught the silver at her temple. Cold air from the vent ran over my bare ankles while my face burned.

“That is begging, Theo. Begging is not asking. You do not know the difference yet.”

My hands flattened on the table. The wood was cool. My palms were not.

“I asked,” I said, and the defiance came up sharp, stupid, loud. “I asked three nights ago. Midway through. You recited the schedule and milked me dry. I have done everything. The columns are clean. What else do you want from me?”

Genevieve stood. The chair legs scraped. She walked behind me and set her hands on my shoulders. Warm. Heavy.

“Obeying is not the test,” she said into my hair. “I already own your obedience. What I want to know is whether you can want out loud, in your own words, with terms a grown woman can answer. A boy who only wheedles gets handed back on day thirty. Silence will lose this for you. Mine will not be the hand that ends it. Yours will.”

The pride in my chest folded.

She left the blank sheet where it sat and went to the counter. The fridge hummed. Ice dropped in the tray with a hard click. She poured water and drank. I stared at the empty page and could not put a single line on it.

“Kitchen floor,” she said. “Knees.”

I went down. The tile bit cold through the thin fabric at my knees. She stepped in front of me and hiked her skirt. No underwear. Her pussy was slick from my mouth, pink and open, the smell of her thick and close.

“Service,” she said. “Worship. You earn the right to practice asking by using that mouth for something useful.”

I put my tongue on her.

She tasted of salt and heat. I licked from her entrance up to her clit and stayed there, flat and steady, the way she had trained me. Her hand landed in my hair and held. The wand sat on the counter behind her, already plugged in. She reached back, clicked it on, and the buzz filled the quiet kitchen like a second fridge.

She pressed the head of it to the front of my shorts.

My hips jerked. The fabric went dark where I leaked. Shame hit so hard my ears rang. I kept licking.

“Good little toy,” she said. “Keep your tongue working while I ruin that desperate dick.”

The wand ground against me through cotton. Too much. Too fast. I moaned into her cunt and she pushed my face deeper. My nose mashed her clit. I breathed her. Drool ran down my chin onto the tile.

“Say what you are.”

I pulled back enough to speak. “Your whore.”

“Filthier.”

“A hole with a mouth. A pet that cums when you tell it to.”

“Better. Back on my cunt.”

I sealed my mouth to her and sucked. She rocked on my face. The wand pressed harder. My thighs shook. She pulled the toy away right as my balls drew up.

I made a broken sound against her.

“Not yet,” she said. “You do not get to spill while you are still a beggar. Service first.”

She kicked the shorts down my legs. Cool air hit my wet shaft. She left the wand buzzing on the floor by my knee, close enough that the sound alone made me drip onto the tile in a thin string.

From the drawer she took the black silicone plug and a bottle of lube. The cap clicked. Cold gel landed in my crack. Her finger pushed into my asshole without warning and I clenched around it, forehead pressed to her thigh.

“Open.”

I pushed out. She added a second finger. The stretch burned. She scissored inside me while I tried to keep my tongue on her clit. The wet sounds from my ass carried under the wand’s drone. Slick. Obscene.

“Listen to that,” she said. “Your body begging louder than your mouth ever managed.”

Third finger. My hole fluttered and took it. She worked me open with a patience that was its own cruelty. When she seated the plug, the base sat flush and my guts ached around the thickness. I gasped into her pussy.

“On your back. Head under me. Hands on my thighs.”

I rolled. The tile leached heat out of my spine. She straddled my face and lowered her cunt onto my mouth again, heavier this time, using me. I licked and sucked while she rode. Above me she reached for the slim remote and the plug inside me woke up on a low pulse that matched nothing I could control.

My cock slapped my stomach, untouched, angry red. Pre-cum pooled in my navel.

She fucked my tongue. Her wetness ran into my nose. I choked on it and kept going. The plug throbbed deeper. My hips lifted off the floor on their own.

“Stay still, bitch.”

I forced my ass back to the tile. The vibration punched through me. Pride tried one more time to demand its due. It died when she reached down, pinched my nipple, and twisted.

“You want to stay in this house,” she said, voice even while her thighs shook on my ears. “Then you learn to ask like a man who knows what he is offering. Not like a child promising to be good. There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

The words landed harder than the plug.

She lifted off my face, shining with spit and her own slick, and turned around. On all fours over me she took my cock into her mouth in one long sink. Hot. Tight. I shouted. She hummed and the sound traveled down my shaft into my gut where the plug buzzed.

Then she backed up and sat on my face again, ass to my nose, cunt on my tongue, and sucked me at the same time. Sixty-nine on the kitchen floor with the wand buzzing beside my ear and the plug rolling inside my ass. I buried my tongue in her and fucked up into her throat. She took it. Gagged once. Kept going. Drool ran down my balls.

I was going to cum. She knew. She pulled off my cock with a wet pop and wrapped two fingers around the base, hard enough to hurt.

“Hold it.”

I held. My vision spotted. My hole clamped on the plug so hard it ached.

She stood, pulled me up by the hair, and bent me over the kitchen table. My cheek hit the blank paper. It stuck to my skin. She worked the plug out. My asshole gaped for a second, cold, empty, filthy. Then her fingers returned, four of them, pushing in with more lube. The burn climbed. I breathed through it because she told me to breathe.

“Take my hand,” she said.

Knuckles pressed. I shook. She waited. The clock over the stove ticked. Somewhere the house settled with a soft creak. She pushed, and my rim stretched around the widest part of her hand, and then I was full past sense, her hand inside me up to the wrist, and I made a sound I did not recognize.

Too much. Open. Owned.

She curled her fingers once, slow. My cock jerked and spat a thick rope across the table leg, ruined at the edge, a pathetic pulse that left me harder than before.

“Messy little slut,” she said. “You drip when Mommy fists you and you still cannot put one clean sentence on that page.”

She fucked me on her hand in short rolls. The wet squelch of lube and my stretched hole filled the room. My bare feet slipped on the tile. Sweat ran down my ribs. She reached around with her free hand, took the wand, pressed it under my cock, flat to the shaft, and turned it high.

I broke into pieces.

“Ask,” she said.

My mouth opened on the paper. Inkless. Useless.

“I want…” My voice cracked. “I want to be kept. I want rules. I want your bed. I will give you my mornings and my body and my mouth. I will not lie about what I am. I want a key. I want no end date. That is what I want.”

Silence except the wand and my own wet breathing.

She pulled her hand out of my ass inch by inch. The empty ache made my knees buckle. She wiped her hand on my back and left the streak there.

“That,” she said, “was closer. Still soft in places. Still dressed up. But closer. The paper stays blank tonight. You will try again when you can say it without shaking.”

She took the strap-on harness from the bottom drawer, stepped into it, locked the thick silicone length in place, and slicked it. She pushed into my open hole in one long drive. I yelled into the table. She fucked me steady, deep, the slap of her hips on my ass loud in the quiet house. The wand stayed pinned under me, murdering my cock against the wood.

“Tell Mommy what you are while she uses you.”

“Your toy,” I gasped. “Your hole. Your good boy whore who cums on command.”

“Then cum.”

I did.

It tore out of me in hard jerks, painting the table leg, the tile, the edge of the blank sheet. My asshole clenched around the strap in helpless pulses. My brain went white and stupid. More. Cannot. Full. Her. The orgasm dragged on while she thrust through it, milking every spurt out of me, and when I tried to crawl forward she hauled me back by the hips and railed my sore hole through the aftershocks until I was sobbing spit onto the paper.

She pulled out. My ass stayed open. Cum and lube ran down my balls.

Genevieve unbuckled the harness, set it in the sink, and washed her hands. The water ran hot. Steam lifted. She came back with a warm cloth and cleaned my face first, then my cock, then between my cheeks with the same calm she used on the ledger. Tenderness as the trap. I leaned into her wrist like a dog.

She left the blank page on the table, one corner speckled with my cum.

“Shower. Then bed in the guest room. The calendar still has eight days. Marguerite collects her keys in four. You practice asking before either date arrives, or you practice packing.”

I nodded. My throat hurt.

She kissed my forehead. Praise, small and precise. “You took that well. My brave slut.”

The pride that had flared at the start of the night lay flat on the floor with the rest of the mess.

I showered. The water ran loud. My hole throbbed. I dried off and pulled on the soft pants she left folded on the toilet lid. When I came back through the kitchen the blank sheet was there, centered, waiting. The wand sat quiet on the charger. The plug rested on a towel.


Chapter 9: Congratulations In The Pantry

Ichecked the suitcase tags twice before I believed them. Airline plastic, crumpled and still sharp at the edges. The hard shell sat on Genevieve’s hall tile like it had always belonged there.

Marguerite peeled her coat off and hung it on the peg that used to hold mine.

“You kept the place clean,” she said. Her voice carried the easy claim of a woman walking back into her own walls. “Good boy.”

My stomach went tight. I stood there with a water glass in my grip and no place to put it.

Genevieve came from the kitchen wiping her palms on a towel. She kissed Marguerite’s cheek like the calendar had never been a problem.

“You’re early.”

“Four days,” Marguerite said. “I got bumped. Bernadette is ten minutes behind me with wine. We’re feeding him properly tonight.”

Feeding me. Like a send-off.

I looked at the brass calendar through the kitchen doorway. Four red squares left. The thirtieth sat at the end of the row like a door already swinging shut.

My dick twitched against my briefs for no clean reason. Shame closed my throat. I wanted to shove the suitcase back onto the porch and pretend the tags were wrong. My body did the other thing. It went hot and stupid under praise that meant goodbye.

Bernadette arrived with two bottles and a laugh that filled the hall. Fifty-two, sharp perfume and red lipstick. She hugged Marguerite first, then Genevieve, then patted my arm like I was a finished project.

“Look at him. All grown out of the mess. Congratulations, Theo.”

I smiled. My face did it for me.

They put me in an apron and told me to serve. I plated roast and greens. I poured water. I opened Bernadette’s wine and set the glasses where Genevieve pointed. Every time I bent, Marguerite’s suitcase sat in the corner of my eye, tags clicking when someone walked past.

Genevieve set her phone on the table and dialed.

“Your mother wants a word,” she said.

The speaker crackled. Mom’s voice came through thin and pleased.

“Theo? Honey, are you there?”

“I’m here.”

“I just wanted to hear your voice. You sound settled. I’m so proud. A real fresh start.”

Bernadette lifted her glass. Marguerite lifted hers. Genevieve’s fingers rested on the phone like she was holding a signed paper.

“To Theo’s finished stay,” Bernadette said. “And to whatever he does next.”

They drank. Mom made a soft happy sound on the line. I stood holding the wine bottle and drank water because nobody had poured me any.

Genevieve looked at me over the rim of her glass.

“Thank your mother.”

“Thank you,” I said into the phone. My tongue tasted metal.

Mom talked about apartments and resumes. Marguerite talked about reclaiming her study. Bernadette talked about a man she knew who hired. Genevieve sat calm and smiled at all of it, and every kind word landed like a nail.

I served dessert. I cleared plates. I kept smiling until my cheeks ached.

When they moved to the sitting room with the second bottle, Genevieve nodded me toward the pantry with the stack of dinner plates.

“Put those away. Then come sit.”

I carried the plates into the narrow pantry and shut the door with my heel. The shelves smelled like dry pasta and Genevieve’s lemon soap. My arms shook. The stack clicked. I set it down too hard and one plate cracked against another.

I braced both palms on the shelf and bent forward. Air scraped my throat. Four days. Everyone had said it out loud. Mom. Marguerite. Bernadette. Genevieve had let them. Leaving was no longer a private fear. It was a toast.

The pantry door opened.

Genevieve stepped in and closed it behind her. The click of the latch went through my spine.

She did not touch me.

“On the thirtieth,” she said, level as a list, “I will hand you an envelope with your phone and your spare key. I will put the goodbye note in front of you. I will ask if you understand that our arrangement is over. Then I will walk you to the door.”

My knees dipped. The shelf kept me up.

“You will smile for Marguerite,” she went on. “You will thank Bernadette for the wine. You will tell your mother you are ready. That is the script.”

I turned. Her face held no pity. The lemon soap on her skin cut through the pantry dust and went straight to my gut.

“And if I…”

“Begging is not asking,” she said. “You learned that on paper. You have not learned it in your bones.”

I was hard under the apron. Traitor. Thick and aching while she talked about handing me back.

She reached past me, took a bottle of oil from the shelf, and set it on the counter. From the high cabinet she pulled a thick black harness, a fat silicone shaft seated in it, a string of graduated anal beads, and a short leather strap with a padded gag. She laid them out like cookware.

“Apron off. Pants down. Forearms on the shelf. Present.”

I stripped, fumbling. Cold air hit my bare skin. My cock slapped my stomach, leaking. I planted my forearms on the wood and pushed my backside out because my body knew the shape before my pride caught up.

She slicked two fingers in oil. The cold glide between my cheeks made me jerk. She pressed at my asshole and worked the tip in.

“Stay open.”

I breathed out and took the finger. Then the second. The stretch burned. Oil dripped down my balls. She fucked those fingers in short strokes until the ring of muscle quit fighting, then added a third. My thighs shook. The shelf edge dug into my forearms.

“Say what you are.”

“Your whore,” I got out.

“Louder. The sitting room is ten feet away.”

Heat flooded my face. Voices murmured beyond the door. Glass on wood. Bernadette laughing.

“Your whore,” I said, raw.

She slid her fingers out and pressed the first bead to me. It popped in. Then the next, wider. Then the next. Each one forced a wet sound out of me. By the fifth I was panting against my wrist. The string hung heavy between my legs.

Genevieve buckled the harness around her hips. The silicone shaft jutted thick and dark, shiny with oil. She took my jaw, forced my lips open, and shoved the head onto my tongue.

“Get it ready. Taste it.”

I sucked. Silicone and oil and the faint salt of her skin where the harness sat. She held the back of my head and pushed until my throat closed around it. Spit ran over my chin. I gagged. She held me there, then pulled back and let me drag air.

“Again.”

I took it. Eyes watering. The beads shifted inside me when I swallowed. I throbbed untouched, tip shiny.

She pulled out of my throat, wiped spit across my cheek with her thumb, and moved behind me. The head of the shaft nudged my rim beside the bead string. She pushed. The stretch stacked on the beads inside me. I grunted into my forearm. She fed inch after inch until her hips met my cheeks, the shaft packing me full, the beads pinned deep.

“Take it,” she said. “Dirty little toy. That is all you are when my guests toast your freedom.”

She drew back and drove in. The pantry shelf rattled. Oil squelched. The slap of her hips on my skin cracked loud enough that I bit my own wrist to keep quiet. She fucked me in a hard rhythm, shaft dragging the beads against my insides, every thrust shoving a broken sound out of me.

My dick swung and leaked on the pantry floor. I wanted to reach for it. I kept my arms where she put them.

She reached around and gripped my shaft once, stroked twice, then let go.

“You do not get to finish clean. Not tonight.”

She fucked harder. The burn went deep. Pleasure stacked under it anyway, filthy and wrong, rising fast. My balls drew up. I started to shake.

“I’m…”

She yanked the shaft out and pinched the base of my dick. The crest broke sideways. Cum pulsed out in wasted spurts onto the tile, the climax ripped thin and ugly, no thrust to ride, no grip to finish into. I made a broken noise and sagged.

“Ruined,” she said. “Look at the mess. Thank me for wasting it.”

“Thank you for wasting it.” My voice cracked.

She pushed back in while I was still twitching. The second drive punched a sob out of me. Oversensitive. Too much. She did not slow. She reached under, found the bead string, and started pulling while she fucked.

One bead dragged free with a wet pop. Then another. The stretch of exit while the shaft kept pounding made my vision spot. I drooled on the shelf. My spent cock tried to fill again and did, stupid and sore.

“Beg for the fist,” she said.

“I can’t…”

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

Resistance flared hot and useless. I could walk out. Marguerite’s suitcase was right there. The words came anyway because the alternative was four days of toasting myself into a life that did not fit.

“Fist me. Please. Open me. Use me.”

One please. I tasted it like blood.

She drew the shaft out. The last beads came out in a slick rush. My asshole clenched on nothing and failed to close. She poured more oil. One finger. Two. Three. Four. Then she tucked her thumb and pressed.

“Push out.”

I did. The widest part of her knuckles burned past the ring. My legs nearly went. She worked forward until her wrist sat against me and her whole fist was inside, packed deep, turning slow.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

The words stuck. Outside, Bernadette laughed again. Mom’s congratulations still sat in my ears. Everyone had already agreed I was leaving.

Genevieve flexed her fist. The pressure hit that spot inside and my dick jumped hard, dripping.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours,” I gasped. “I’m yours.”

“Again. Full sentence.”

“I’m yours. Keep me. I’m your hole. I’m your bitch. I’m…”

She pumped her fist. Short, mean strokes. The squelch filled the pantry. Oil and spit and the smell of sex cut through the lemon soap. My second climax built ugly and fast, dragged out of a body emptied once already.

She pulled her fist free at the exact crest and slapped my dick aside. Cum leaked in weak pulses down my thigh, ruined again, no rhythm, no mercy. I shook so hard the jars on the shelf clicked.

“Pathetic,” she murmured, almost fond. “Coming like that while they plan your apartment. What are you?”

“A used toy.” Spit stringing from my lip. “A whore who cums when you ruin him.”

She wiped her fist on my back, then bit the meat of my shoulder hard enough that the bruise would still be purple on the thirtieth. Teeth. Claim. I jerked and gave one last useless twitch.

She turned me, shoved me to my knees on the tile beside my own mess, and straddled my face with her skirt hiked. Her cunt was slick and open. She sat on my tongue.

“Clean me. Taste what you earn.”

I licked. Salt and musk and her. She ground down, fucking my face, smothering me in the wet heat of her until I had to suck air through my nose against her skin. She came on my tongue with a tight shiver and held me there through it, thighs locked, forcing me to swallow what she gave.

When she stood, she fixed her skirt, washed her hands in the little pantry sink, and put the harness away in the cabinet like nothing had happened. She left the oil bottle where it was.

I stayed on the floor, shoulder throbbing, asshole sore and open, cum drying on my thigh and the tile.

Genevieve looked down at me.

“Four days,” she said. “They have all congratulated you. The goodbye is a social fact now. Marguerite has her house. Your mother has her pride. Bernadette has a toast to remember. If you leave, you leave as the boy everyone already waved off.”

She opened the door a crack. Voices drifted in, warm and finished with me.

“Get cleaned. Smile. Bring coffee.”

Then she was gone.

I pulled my pants up over the ache. I wiped the tile with a dish towel and stuffed it in the hamper bag. In the small mirror on the inside of the pantry door my mouth was red, my eyes blown, the bite mark already darkening under my collar.

I carried the coffee tray into the sitting room and set it down without spilling. Marguerite thanked me. Bernadette winked. Genevieve poured and did not look at my hands.

They talked about autumn plans and guest rooms. I stood where I was told and nodded when nodding was required. Inside my skull the script she had spoken in the pantry ran on a loop: envelope, phone, spare key, release form, the door.

Four red squares.

The suitcase in the hall made it real. The wine in their glasses made it friendly. The bruise under my shirt made it mine in a way they would never see.

I could still be walked out smiling.

Or I could learn the difference she had named on blank paper, and use adult words before the clock ran out, and overturn a goodbye already toasted in my face.

I stared at the dark surface of the coffee I was not drinking and chose, without moving my lips: the thirtieth would not be the night I handed myself back.


Chapter 10: No End Date

Istopped in the doorway, hand on the frame.

The study stood open. Nine o’clock sat on the desk clock like an order already signed. Everything I had walked in with on day one lay in a neat row across the blotter: a fat deposit envelope with my name in her handwriting, my phone face down, the spare key on its tag, and the goodbye note already dated, two signature lines empty and waiting.

She sat behind the desk with her hands folded. The brass lamp threw a hard circle of light over the paper. My mouth went dry. My prick thickened inside the soft cotton of my shorts before I could stop it, stupid and eager at the worst possible second, and my ears went hot for that alone.

“Come in, Theo. Close the door.”

I did. The latch clicked. The room smelled of paper and the faint polish of old wood. My palms sweated.

She slid the envelope toward me first. “Your deposit, returned in full. Your phone. The key you were issued. The goodbye note.” Her voice stayed level, the same voice she had practiced on me in the pantry four nights ago. “This house-sit ends now. Are you ready to go?”

My throat locked. I looked at the envelope. Money. A way out. A bus. A life that did not include her rules taped to a fridge or her hand on the back of my neck when I spilled.

I pushed the envelope back across the blotter until it touched her wrist.

“No,” I said. The word came out rough. “I am not ready to go.”

She did not reach for a pen. She waited.

I stood there with my knees soft and my cock aching in my shorts where anyone could see, and I made myself say it in adult sentences the way I had practiced since the dinner.

“I want to stay. I want your rules. I want you to keep me.” My voice shook. I kept going. “I offer my body, my mornings, my work in this house. I will follow the schedule. I will ask when I need. I will not lie about what I want.” I swallowed. “I will not do strangers. I will not do public play without you setting it. And I am asking, out loud, as a man who can walk out that door, to be kept.”

“And I know what we are,” I said. “Two grown people who chose this. You play Mommy. I play your boy. A game we both picked with our eyes open. I am picking it again, out loud, as myself.”

Silence held. My pulse hammered in my ears. The part of me that wanted to grab the envelope and run went heavy in my gut. I did not move.

She picked up the goodbye note. Walked to the fireplace. Set the corner to the low flame until the paper caught, blackened, curled. Ash flaked onto the grate. She watched it burn down to nothing, then came back.

“The goodbye was the last test,” she said. “A boy who can only obey is a boy you hand back. Nobody stays who cannot ask.” She opened the drawer and pulled my notebook. Behind it, thicker, FINISHED across the front, sat the other one. Daniel. She left that one where it was and slid a clean page into my notebook. At the top she wrote in clear ink: NO END DATE. Reviewed by mutual agreement each year.

Then she turned the page toward me and held out the pen.

“First entry is yours. In your hand.”

I wrote. My handwriting looked small under her heading. I put the date. I put that I asked to be kept on terms. I put that I wanted this. When I finished, my fingers left a damp mark on the margin.

She capped the pen. Stood. “On the floor. Shorts off. Present.”

I dropped. Peeled the shorts down. My cock sprang free, flushed and leaking at the tip, and shame hit hard enough that my stomach clenched. She had not even touched me. I was dripping for the paperwork alone.

“Look at you,” she said. “Grateful already. Filthy little kept thing.” She opened the bottom desk drawer and took out what she wanted: the thick strap harness, the heavy silicone shaft that matched the weight of a real forearm, the wand, a fat tapered plug shiny with oil, a bottle of lube, leather cuffs. The strap hung off her hips once she buckled it. The shaft jutted out, dark and blunt.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

She cuffed my wrists behind my back. The leather bit. She shoved a cushion under my hips, tipped my ass up, and pushed my knees wide with her shoe. Cool lube poured down my crack. Her fingers spread it over my asshole, rubbed, pressed. One finger sank in. I hissed. A second followed. She worked them until the burn eased into a stretch that had my cock jumping on the rug.

“Ask for the plug.”

“Please put the plug in me.” My face burned. “Please open me for you.”

She seated the plug with a firm twist. The flare popped past the ring of muscle and settled deep. Weight. Full. My hole clenched around the stem and I moaned into the rug fibers. She flicked the wand on and pressed the buzzing head under my balls, right against the root of my cock, and the vibration punched through me so hard my hips jerked.

“Stay.”

I stayed. Drool wet the rug under my mouth. She fucked the plug in short rocking motions with her palm while the wand chewed at me, and the first orgasm ripped up from nowhere, ugly and fast. Cum pulsed out of me onto the floor in thick ropes. I cried out. My ass clamped on the plug so hard my thighs shook.

“One,” she said. “Thank me.”

“Thank you, Mommy.” The title came easy now. It sat right in my mouth.

She worked the plug out. My hole fluttered, empty for a second, and then the blunt head of the strap nudged me. She pushed. Slow at first, then steady, feeding inch after inch into my ass until her hips met my cheeks and the whole thick shaft was buried. The stretch stole my breath. My prick, soft from coming, twitched and started to fill again on the rug.

“Take it,” she said. “Be a good hole for Mommy.”

She fucked me. Deep strokes. The slap of her hips on my ass filled the study. The shaft dragged over the spot inside that blurred my vision and left my mouth hanging open. She reached beneath me, wrapped her slick hand around my cock, stroked in time with the thrusts, then pinned the wand to the underside again.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m your hole,” I gasped. “I’m your kept slut. Please fuck my ass. Please…”

She slammed in harder. The second climax hit while she was buried to the base, and I came again with a broken sound, spilling across her fist and the cushion. She did not stop, just kept railing me through it, the shaft plowing my used ass while I jerked and tried to crawl forward on my knees. The cuffs held me. She hauled me back by the hips.

“Again.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You asked to be kept. Kept boys come when they are told.”

The wand pressed harder. Her hand milked my spent cock until it hardened for her anyway. She pulled almost out, then drove back in with a wet squelch that made my ears ring. Third orgasm. It hurt and I still shot, thinner now, a weak pulse that left me shaking. Past three. She wiped her sticky palm on my thigh and kept going.

Fingers next to the shaft. She worked one in beside the silicone, then another, stretching me around both. The burn whited everything out. I sobbed into the rug. My cock leaked a clear string with nothing left to give, and twitched anyway.

“Fist,” she said. “Ask.”

“Please fist me. Please put your hand in my ass. Please use me.”

She eased the strap out. My hole gaped, open and slick. She poured more lube, folded her thumb into her palm, and pressed. The widest part of her hand met resistance. She waited, rocked, pressed again. My body gave. She slid in past the knuckles and my ass swallowed her to the wrist. Full. Heavy. I made a sound I did not recognize. She flexed inside me and my cock jumped, useless and hard again.

She fucked me on her fist. Short punches. Wet, filthy sound with every one. The wand buzzed against my balls. I came with nothing but a dry spasm, whole body locking, hole clamping her forearm. Past four. Past whatever came next. Numbers slid off. My brain went short and crude.

Too much. Can’t. More. Please. Hers.

She drew her hand out. My asshole stayed open, a dark stretched ring that would not close. She lined the strap back up and shoved in while I was gaping, and the easy slide made me moan like a whore. She reached under, gripped my cock, and stroked me fast and mean.

“One more. Give it to me. Then you thank me properly.”

I broke. Cum sputtered out of me in a weak, ruined pulse. My whole body jerked. She held the wand on me through it until I was thrashing, until it turned to a raw edge that had me begging her to stop and begging her not to in the same breath. She shut the wand off. Pulled out. Left me face down, open, dripping lube onto the cushion, wrists cuffed, cock spent and sticky on the rug.

Her hand settled in my hair. Petting. Claiming.

“Good boy,” she said. “Kept.”

She uncuffed me. Cleaned me with a warm cloth from the desk drawer, careful over my sore hole, wiping cum from my belly and the floor. Dressed me in clean shorts. Sat me in the chair across from the desk while she wrote the new page, closed the notebook, and locked it.

Later she took me to the kitchen. Marguerite’s bags waited by the door; the house was going back to its owner. Mommy set a blank brass key on the counter beside a cutting card from the hardware drawer and pressed my fingers to it.

“Yours. Cut today.”

We walked to the shop two blocks over. I paid for the cut with cash from the envelope I had refused as an exit. Back home, I hung the new key on the nail where the chore list used to be taped. The list was gone. The key caught the light.

On the brass calendar by the fridge, the red pencil squares stopped. The rest of the month sat empty for the first time since I arrived. No countdown. No goodbye date. Just blank metal.

Night came. I sat on the floor between her knees on the couch while she read. Her fingers stayed in my hair, heavy and sure. The phone rang once, late.

She answered. Bernadette’s voice carried enough for me to catch the ask: whether she was taking anyone new in the autumn.

“I’ll think about it,” Mommy said. Genevieve hung up with her fingers buried in my hair, warm on my scalp, and did not move them for a long time.

On the wall, the key hung quiet. Below it the brass calendar held its empty squares, unmarked, waiting for nothing.


THE END

Still craving more?

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection.

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories, each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control.

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone, this bundle was made for you.

Continue here on Amazon.
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