

Mommy Domme Breastfeeding - A Dark Adult Nursing Femdom Erotica of a Strict Mommy, Milk Rules, and a Man Trained to Need Her 

by Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

Themes of 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: Establishing The Latch

The number sat between us on the green leather blotter like it had teeth. Forty-one thousand, six hundred. My own handwriting at the top of the page, my own signature on three of the loan documents below it, and a fourth line at the bottom left blank, waiting.

I had come to balance someone else's books. That was the whole arrangement. A bookkeeping post at a private wellness program, room and board folded into the pay, and every month of work shaved off the debt that had been eating me since the business folded. I had built spreadsheets in my sleep for a decade. I was good at this. I sat across from the head of the program with my spine straight and my folder squared on my knee and I let her see that I was a professional and not a charity case.

Mommy Vance did not look at the number. She looked at me.

She was older than I expected, maybe forty, in a dove-grey dress buttoned to the throat, her hair pinned up off a long neck. Her hands stayed folded on the desk. The office was warm. Too warm, a thick close heat that pressed at the back of my collar, and somewhere behind the wall a clock ticked with a heavy brass weight to it, slow, even, the only sound in the room.

"You've read the contract," she said. Not a question.

"Most of it. The financial terms are clear. I clear the program's receivables, audit the resident accounts, and my monthly fee is credited against my balance." I tapped the folder. "I'd like to start with the ledgers this afternoon, if the office is free."

"You'll start where I tell you to start." Her voice did not rise. It was low and unhurried, the kind of voice that has never once had to repeat itself. "Sit back, Aaron. You're perched on that chair like it owes you something."

Heat climbed my neck. I sat back.

"Better." She turned one page of her own folder, a single sheet I could not see. "There's a part of the arrangement your recruiter glossed. Everyone here is enrolled. Staff, residents, the man who cuts the lawns. There is no category for a person who lives on these grounds and is not in the program. The bookkeeping is a role. Enrollment is the condition of the role."

"Enrolled in what." My mouth had gone dry. The clock kept its weight behind the wall.

"Treatment." She said it plainly, like the word for a chair or a window. "We run one therapy here. It's been refined over years. It works on men who present the way you do. Tense. Proud. Carrying more than they can hold and convinced the answer is to grip it harder." Her eyes moved over my face, my throat, my hands. "You've been grinding your teeth in your sleep. There's a flat spot worn on the right side. Your shoulders sit up around your ears. You came in here and squared a folder on your knee to feel in command of a room where you owe forty thousand dollars."

I opened my mouth. Nothing came.

"The treatment is the breast," she said. "Nursing. The body learns to calm at it. That's the whole of it, and it's enough."

A laugh got halfway up my throat and died there. "You're telling me the wellness program is."

"Adult nursing. Yes." She stood. The chair did not scrape; she rose without a sound. "I'm going to do a first assessment now. It's how every file opens. You don't have to understand it yet. You only have to hold still and let me note your response."

"I didn't agree to be a patient. I came to do your books."

"You'll do those too." She came around the desk, slow, and the warmth of the room thickened with her closer. "But first I find out what kind of body I'm taking on. Some men have no reflex left at all, it's been trained out of them young, and those take longer. I want to see where you start." She stopped beside my chair. "Stand up."

"Mommy Vance, I really think."

"Up."

I stood. I don't know why I stood. My knees did it before the rest of me voted.

She studied me at close range, unhurried, the way you'd look at a horse you were deciding whether to buy. Then her hands went to the top button at her throat. The first one slipped free with a small dry click of thread. The second. I should have looked at the door. I had a clear path to the door and a car in the lot and a phone with my recruiter's number in it.

I watched her open the front of the dress instead.

She did it without ceremony, the way a nurse rolls a sleeve. The grey fabric fell open and there was no bra under it, only her, full and heavy and pale in the low light, her nipples dark and already standing in the heat of the room. A bead of something pale welled at the left one and she did not wipe it. The smell reached me a half second later, warm and sweet and faintly milky, and my stomach dropped.

"Sit," she said, lowering herself onto the wide arm of my chair so her body was at the height of my face. "Lean in. You'll feel like a fool. Everyone does. Lean in anyway."

"This is insane." My voice cracked on it. "I'm not."

"You're already breathing through your mouth." Her hand came to the back of my head, the fingers spreading wide and firm into my hair, and she drew my face the last inches without hurry, without asking again. "Open."

Her nipple touched my lower lip, warm, the skin softer than I had braced for, and the drop of milk smeared across my mouth before I could turn my head. I tasted it. Sweet, thin, warm as blood. Something in the base of my skull let go, a loosening I had no permission for, and a sound came out of me that I have never made in front of another human being.

"There," she breathed. "Latch."

I latched. My mouth closed around her and I pulled, and the first warm draw of it hit my tongue and ran down, and my spine went soft. My hands had come up to her ribs without my say-so, gripping, holding her there, terrified she would take it away. The clock kept ticking behind the wall, slow and heavy, and my heart was trying to slow itself to match it and could not, and her milk kept coming in warm pulses I swallowed because there was nothing else my body wanted to do with it.

"That's it," she murmured above me. One hand stayed flat against the back of my head. The other came to rest on my chest, over the gallop there, reading it. "Strong reflex. Look at you. You held that folder like a shield and now you're nursing in my office with your eyes wet." A pause while she felt my heart. "Faster than I see in most. I'm noting that."

Shame poured down through me hot and thick and it did nothing, it did nothing to stop my mouth, it only made the pulling worse. I was a grown man. I had run a company. I had fired people older than her. I was on my knees on the arm of a chair with another person's nipple in my mouth, swallowing, gripping her so she would not pull back, and my cock had gone hard in my slacks fast enough to ache, pressed up tight against the seam, throbbing in time with my swallowing.

She felt that too. Of course she felt that. Her free hand left my chest and pressed flat to the front of my trousers, just laid there, warm, the heel of her palm against the hard length of me, and I groaned around her breast and pushed up into it before I knew I was doing it.

"And there's the rest of you," she said. Not surprised. Reading a result she had already predicted. "Good. We use that. The mouth and the cock learn together here, it's faster that way."

I tried to pull off. I genuinely tried, some last scrap of the man who'd squared a folder gave the order, and her hand tightened in my hair and held my face right where it was.

"No," she said. "You don't decide when. That's the first lesson and it starts now. You will do exactly as I say. When I want your mouth off me, I'll take it off. Until then you keep that latch and you keep your hands where they are." She rocked the heel of her hand slow against my aching cock, just enough, a pressure that promised everything and gave nothing. "Suck. Properly. I want to hear it."

I sucked. The wet sound of it was obscene in the quiet, a soft rhythmic pull and swallow, and she made me keep it up until my jaw ached and my chin was slick and a thin line of milk and spit had run down to wet the open collar of her dress. The heat in the room had me sweating through my shirt. Her skin against my face was hot. The milk going down was hot. The slow grind of her palm on my trapped cock was the only cool deliberate thing in any of it and she would not give me more than that, just that, on and on until I was rolling my hips up off the chair like an animal.

"Please," I said around her, the word coming out wrecked and muffled and not at all like mine.

She drew my mouth off her with two fingers hooked in my cheek, a wet pop, and held my dripping face up to look at her. Her own breathing had picked up. That was the only crack in her, the rest was iron.

"Please what." Cool. Patient. "Use the words. I don't note guesses."

My face was burning. "Please let me. I need to."

"Need to what, Aaron. Say it the way it is."

"Come." It tore out of me. "Please, I need to come, just your hand, please."

"Beg me properly. Tell me what you are right now." Her thumb dragged through the mess on my chin. "A grown man who walked in to fix my accounts and inside five minutes is crying on my tit and begging for a hand on his cock. Say it."

"I'm." My throat worked. "I'm begging. I'm sorry. I'm begging you, I came here to do your books and I'm begging you to touch me, please."

"Good boy." Two words and they went through me like the milk had, straight down, undoing everything. She undid my belt then, unhurried, the buckle loud, and drew my cock out into the air, and I almost went off in her fist from that alone. She didn't stroke it. She closed her hand around the base and held, firm, a clamp, and brought my mouth back to her other breast with the hand in my hair. "Latch again. You come at the breast or you don't come. That's how it works here. Suck."

I latched onto the right one, the swollen one, and the milk came faster from this side, and I drank it down in long pulls while her fist began to move on me at last, slow, her thumb working just under the head on every upstroke, and the two sensations braided together into one unbearable thing. Warm in my mouth. Her fist on my cock. The slow tug at her breast and the slow tug on my shaft matched to the same heavy rhythm as that clock behind the wall, and my hips chasing it, and the wet greedy sound of my own mouth filling the room.

"Feel how the body links it," she said above me, low and even, her hand never breaking its pace. "Mouth fills, cock fills. By next week you won't be able to get hard without wanting to nurse. Month after that you won't be able to come at all unless you're latched. That's the conditioning. That's what you signed up to balance the books of." Her fist tightened, sped a fraction. "You'll be useless for any other woman by autumn. Drink."

I drank. The shame of it should have shrivelled me and it did the opposite, it stacked on top of the pleasure and made it worse, made it bigger, the picture of myself she'd painted, the proud man hollowed out into something that needed a tit in his mouth to get off. I was so close it hurt. My balls had drawn up tight and my thighs were shaking and I was making a high desperate noise around her nipple with every pull.

She felt the crest coming. She always would, I'd learn that, she could read it off a body like a number off a page. And one breath before it broke she stopped. Her fist clamped down hard at the base and choked it off, squeezed, and held me right there on the very edge with the orgasm slamming up against a closed door, my body seizing, milk spilling out the corner of my stuffed mouth.

I sobbed. I actually sobbed, off the breast, my forehead dropping against her warm chest.

"No," I gasped. "No, please, please, I was there, why."

"Because I wanted to see your face when I took it." Calm. Pitiless. She held the choke until the wave passed back down through me, ruined, unfinished, my cock jerking in her stilled fist with nothing to show for it, a single thick bead of clear fluid welling at the slit and sliding down over her knuckles. She watched it. "Mm. There. That's how a man looks when he understands he's not in charge of his own cock anymore." She let go of me and I throbbed in the open air, aching, denied, my whole body buzzing and furious and grateful all at once. "That's enough for a first assessment."

She lifted me off her by the hair and stood, and tucked her breasts back into the grey dress, buttoning it from the bottom up while I knelt half off the chair with my pants open and my chin wet and my chest heaving. She crossed back behind the desk. She picked up a pen, the same pen that had been sitting beside my contract, and on the single sheet I couldn't see she wrote two lines in a small neat hand, the nib scratching in the quiet.

"Strong oral reflex," she read aloud as she wrote it, like I wasn't there. "Latches without prompting. Arousal response immediate, denial tolerance low." She set the pen down and finally looked at me again over the desk, and there was the smallest curve at the corner of her mouth, gone as fast as it came. "You'll do well. Pull yourself together and button up."

I dragged my trousers closed with shaking hands. My jaw ached. My mouth still tasted of her. The man who'd walked in an hour ago felt like someone I'd read about once.

"The ledgers," I managed. My voice was a ruin. "You said I'd start on the ledgers."

"You will. Eight tomorrow, in the records room." She slid my contract across the blotter toward me, that blank fourth line still waiting at the bottom, and laid the pen on top of it. The clock behind the wall ticked once, heavy. "Sign the residency clause before you sleep. Your room is the third on the left, second floor. There's a feed scheduled at six in the morning, and you will not have eaten or touched yourself before it." She turned to her window, done with me. "And Aaron. Bring the receivables file when you come down. I think you'll find the resident accounts a great deal more interesting than your own."


Chapter 2: The Printed Hour

The dosage chart was taped to the wall beside my narrow bed, and I had read it eleven times before the metronome made its first sound.

It sat on the nightstand. A small brass thing under a glass dome, the kind you set for piano practice. At the top of the hour the arm clicked over and a soft chime rose from it, one note, clean and round. Not loud. It did not need to be loud. The whole house went quiet around it the way a class goes quiet when a bell rings.

The chart told me everything in a grid. Time down the left side. 0700. 1000. 1300. 1600. 1900. 2200. A column for volume. A column for duration. A column marked RESPONSE with nothing filled in yet, just empty boxes waiting. My name was printed across the top in clean block letters. Below it, a line: Subject is acclimating. Latch established. Begin scheduled feeds.

I told myself it was just a feeding schedule for a man who was here to do a job. Numbers. I was good with numbers. The whole reason I had a room and a bed and a bad pink diaper crinkling under the waistband of my sweatpants was that I was good with numbers, and her books were a mess, and the debt I owed had a payment plan now and the payment plan was this. I could hold that in my head. I could keep it clean.

The chime sounded.

My stomach dropped before my brain caught up. That was the part I could not explain to myself. The note hit and something low in me clenched and went warm, like a dog hearing a leash come off a hook. I had heard that chime exactly once before, yesterday, during what she called the assessment. One note and my body already knew what it meant.

A knock. Then the door opened without waiting for me to answer.

The attendant was a broad woman in pale blue scrubs, hair scraped back, a lanyard around her neck. She had a clipboard. Everyone here had a clipboard.

"Aaron. It's seven." She said it the way a nurse reads a name off a list. "Time for your feed. Up."

"I can find the room myself," I said. "You don't have to walk me."

"Policy." She held the door. "First week, you're escorted. Come on. She doesn't like to be kept."

I stood up. The diaper crinkled, loud in the small room, and my face went hot. I hated that sound. I hated more that my cock had already started to fill out against the thick front of it, just from a chime and a sentence, and there was nothing loose enough in these clothes to hide it. The attendant did not look. She had seen it before. That was worse, that this was so normal to her she did not even glance down.

She walked me down a hall with framed certificates on the walls and a smell I was learning. Clean linen and something under it, milky and warm, faintly sweet. By the third door my mouth had gone wet and I caught myself swallowing.

The feeding room was warm. One deep armchair, wide arms, worn soft. A side table. A clock on the wall with a red second hand. A second smaller chair off to the side with the metronome already carried in and set on a stand, ticking now, arm swinging, no chime between hours, just the tick.

Mommy Vance sat in the armchair in a dark robe, open at the front, a cloth over one shoulder. She did not stand. She looked at me the way you look at an appointment that has arrived on time.

"There he is," she said. "Right on the hour. Good. Punctuality is the whole treatment, really. The body learns the clock before it learns anything else."

"I read the chart," I said. My voice came out tighter than I wanted. "The empty column. The response one. You're scoring me."

"I'm recording you. There's a difference." She patted the wide arm of the chair. "Kneel up here. Across my lap, chest to me. You know how it goes from yesterday."

"Yesterday you said that was just to check a reflex."

"And today we use it." She did not raise her voice. She never raised her voice. That was the thing that got under my skin. "Aaron. The longer you stand there reasoning at me, the longer this takes, and I have a schedule too. Come here."

I went. I tell you I went and I want you to understand I told myself the whole way that I was choosing it, that a grown man weighs his options and picks the cheap door, and the cheap door was this. Forty thousand owed. No job that would have me. A room and three meals and a number coming down every week I stayed. I climbed onto the chair and got my knees on the cushion and let her arrange me against her, my chest to her chest, my head guided down to her shoulder, and I held onto the idea of forty thousand like a railing.

Then she brought my mouth to her breast and the idea let go of the railing all on its own.

"Open," she said.

I opened. She fed the nipple in past my lips, dark and full and already beading, and the first taste hit the back of my tongue and I lost the thread of every clean number I had been counting. Warm. Sweeter than I expected and thinner, with something underneath it I had no word for. It coated my mouth. The smell was all around me now, her skin and the milk and a clean soap, and I breathed it in and my whole body unclenched like a fist opening.

"There," she said above me. "Slow. You're gulping. This isn't a race and you don't set the pace, I do. Long pulls. Wait for me."

I tried to go faster. I could not help it. My jaw wanted to work, wanted to take more, and she pressed two fingers flat against my cheek and stilled me.

"No," she said. "Hold still. This is for your own good." A beat. "You take what I give at the speed I give it. You'll learn there's more if you're patient and less if you're greedy. The body learns that fast."

She let the milk down in long slow waves, controlling it somehow, giving me a swallow and then making me wait with the nipple still in my mouth and nothing coming, my tongue working at it, my throat clicking, until she decided I had waited enough and let me have more. It was the cruelest pace. It kept me right on the edge of being fed and never let me fill. And my cock was a hard ridge against her thigh through the fat front of the diaper, leaking, smearing wet into it, and she felt it, she had to feel it, and she said nothing about it for a long time and that silence was its own hand on me.

The metronome ticked. The red second hand swept. She glanced at the clock once, not at me.

"Four minutes," she said, like a note to herself. "Good latch today. Better than yesterday. You see how the body decides before you do."

I made a sound against her. I did not mean to. It came out muffled around her, a low broken noise, half my throat and half my chest, and heat climbed my neck because it was a need sound, a little animal sound, and I was twenty-eight years old and I had made it without deciding to.

"There it is," she murmured. Her hand moved on the back of my neck, slow, warm, holding me to her. "That's the one I was waiting for. That's the real one. You can think at me all day, Aaron, you can quote me your chart and your numbers, and your mouth still does that. Your mouth tells the truth about you."

My hand had drifted down. I had not even clocked it. It went to the front of the diaper, to the wet hard line of myself under it, and the second my fingers pressed there her free hand came off her own knee and caught my wrist and lifted it away. No hurry. Like moving a child's hand off a hot stove.

"No," she said. "You don't touch. Not your hand, not the chair, nothing. That comes off your privileges entirely, do you understand. You feed. That's all you do here. The rest is mine to give and you have not earned a single bit of it."

"I wasn't," I started, around her, and it came out as nonsense, wet and slurred, because I would not let go of her nipple even to lie.

"You were." She pinned my wrist to the small of my back and held it there in one hand, easy, and went on letting the milk down with the other, and now I could not have touched myself if I had begged. "Greedy little thing. Hungry in two places at once and no manners in either. We'll fix the manners. The hunger we keep."

I hated her. I want that on the record. Somewhere far down under the flood of my own want there was a man with a degree and a ruined credit score who hated this woman and her metronome and her grid of empty boxes, and he was getting quieter every minute, drowned under the pull of my own mouth, and he was going and I could not make myself care enough to save him.

"You're leaking through, look at you," she said, glancing down now finally, calm as a woman reading a gauge. "All down the front. From this. From nothing but my breast and an hour on the clock. Do you know how fast that took? Three feeds. You're three feeds in." She tipped her head. "Most men I have to work at. You're conditioning yourself. You're doing my job for me."

She pulled the nipple from my mouth. It left with a wet sound and I chased it, I actually lifted my head and chased it, and she let me hang there an inch short, my lips parted, a thread of milk and spit on my chin, my breath coming hard.

"Other side," she said, and only then guided me across to the other breast, and the relief when she fed it back into my mouth was so sharp it hurt, and I closed around it and shuddered and a sound broke out of me again and I gave up pretending I had not made it.

She timed that side too. Four minutes. Five. The wet ridge between my legs throbbed with every slow swallow and she ground her leg up into it, once, just once, deliberate and small, watching my face when she did it. My hips jerked. My body strained to follow that pressure and she pulled the leg back and it was gone.

"No," she said again, gentle, ruining me with how gentle it was. "Not for that. You don't come from your feed, Aaron. That's a different lesson on a different day and a long way off. Today you learn to take what you're given and say thank you and want more and not get it. That's the whole hour."

"Please," I said. It tore out of me before the man inside could stop it. Just the one word, around her nipple, slurred and shameful, and my face went to fire because I did not even know what I was asking for. The milk. The pressure of her leg. To be let off this chair. To never be let off this chair. All of it at once and no way to sort it.

"Please what." She was not asking. She wanted to hear me try to answer and fail.

I could not. I shook my head against her and held on with my mouth and that was my whole answer, and she gave a low sound in her chest that might have been satisfaction.

"That's right," she said. "You don't even know. Good. A man who knows what he wants is hard to keep. A man who just wants is easy."

The metronome ticked. The clock swept. She fed me down to empty on that side too, the flow thinning, then stopping, and she let me work at her dry for a minute past that, suckling on nothing, just because she could, just to see me do it.

Then the chime.

A different chime. A small handbell from the side table, two notes, and the attendant opened the door at once like she had been standing there the whole time, which she probably had.

"Time," Mommy Vance said, and lifted my head off her by the chin, and looked at the spit and milk down my face without wiping it. "Nine minutes total. Excellent acclimation. No release granted, no touch granted." She said it to the attendant, who wrote it down. Then to me, like an afterthought, "Bring his chart current. Both columns."

I was still half hard and aching and my mouth would not close right and the inside of my own head was a low hum where the numbers used to be. The man with the degree tried to stand up in me and say something cutting and could not find the words. I had been on her breast for nine minutes and walked in able to argue and now I could barely make a sentence.

"You did well." She closed her robe. The warmth of her went away and the loss of it hit my chest like a draft, an actual ache, and that scared me more than anything else that had happened, that I should miss being held against a woman I hated the second she let me go. "Off you go. Get cleaned up, you've soaked through. Ruth will see to your diaper."

"I can change my own," I said. It came out thick.

"You can't, actually. Not anymore. House rule, from today." She picked up a pen and made a small mark on a card. "You don't change yourself and you don't touch yourself and you don't feed yourself. Three things off your list. You'll find the list gets shorter every week you stay." She looked up. "And you are staying. Your file says forty weeks at current rate. Your mouth says longer."

The attendant took my arm and got me up off the chair on legs that did not want to hold me. At the door I looked back. Mommy Vance had already turned to the side table, already writing in my grid, filling the empty boxes one careful line at a time, and she did not look up at me again.

In the hall the smell followed me. Her on my skin, in my mouth, sweet and warm, and my stomach was already turning over with a low new ache that I knew, with a cold drop of dread, was hunger. Not for food.

Three hours to ten o'clock. I counted them without meaning to. I was already counting down to the next chime.


Chapter 3: Before The Chime

The number in front of me was wrong. I had run the column twice and gotten two answers, and now I sat with the pen pressed to the paper and could not make the third try line up either. Rent receipts on the left. The program's intake fees in the middle. A long list of names down the side, men I had never met, each with a balance that only went one way.

I was meant to be checking her math. That was the deal. I sat in the small office off the east hall every afternoon and ran her ledgers, because it was the one thing I still had that felt like mine. My head. My training. The part of me that could look at a sheet of numbers and tell you in ten seconds where the lie was.

But the ache came before I found it.

It started low in my chest, under the breastbone, a pulling, like a hook set into the meat of me and drawn tight. My hand stopped moving. The pen sat there leaking a small blue dot into the paper. I checked the clock on the wall. Twelve minutes still. Twelve minutes before the chime. My body had no business knowing that, and it knew.

I pressed my palm flat to my sternum. The pulling did not stop. It spread, warm, down into my gut, and lower, and my cock started to fill against the seam of the thick diaper they kept me in, the white bulk of it crinkling between my thighs when I shifted in the chair. I had stopped being able to wear my own clothes a week ago. She had taken those too.

This was the part I could not write down. I was good with a ledger. I could find a stolen dollar in a sea of clean ones. I could not find the place where this had gotten in. There was no entry for it. No date, no amount. Somewhere in the last fifteen days she had reached past everything I used to run myself with and set a clock inside me, and now the clock ran whether I let it or not.

I put the pen down. My hand shook doing it.

The door opened without a knock. They never knocked.

She came in herself this time. Not an attendant. Mommy Vance, in the gray dress she wore like a second skin, her sleeves already pushed back to the elbow. She had a way of walking that made the room rearrange around her. She set a small towel over her shoulder and looked at me, then at the pen lying across the half-finished column, and the corner of her mouth moved.

"You stopped working," she said.

"I lost the number."

"No." She rounded the desk. She put two fingers under my chin and tipped my face up to her, unhurried, the way you check fruit for bruises. "You felt it. Look at you. You are sweating through your shirt and the bell has not even rung." Her thumb pressed the corner of my jaw. "Tell me what your body is doing."

I did not want to say it. The wanting not to say it was the whole leash.

"It's early," I said. "I feel it early."

"Feel what."

My face went hot. "The feed. I feel it coming. Here." I moved my hand on my chest, hating that I did it, hating that I needed her to know where.

"There it is." She crouched, which she almost never did, bringing her face level with mine so I had to hold her eyes. "That is the work, Aaron. That is the only number that matters in this room and you did not have to add a thing. Your body keeps the books better than you do now." She stood. The chime sounded out in the hall, the soft three-note metronome they ran through the whole house on the hour, and my chest answered it with a lurch so hard it pulled a sound out of me. "On time," she said. "See."

She sat in the wide chair by the window and unbuttoned the front of the dress, slow, one button and then the next, until the heavy curve of her breast spilled free. My mouth went wet. Actually wet, the way a dog's does. The shame of that rose in me, and I could do nothing about it either.

"Come here," she said. "On your knees. You crawl to it now."

I went. I did not even fight it the way I had the first days, when I made myself walk to prove I still could. I got down on the floor and crossed the carpet on my hands and knees with the diaper crinkling loud between my legs at every move, and the closer I got the louder the pull in my chest until it drowned out the part of me still keeping its useless little record of all the ways I used to be a man with a job and a desk and a number I trusted.

She took the back of my neck and brought my mouth to her nipple and I latched and the relief of it broke over me so hard my eyes stung.

"There," she breathed. "Good. There is my boy."

The first pull of milk hit my tongue, warm, thick, faintly sweet, and the hook in my chest let go all at once. My body sagged into her thigh. I drank. I could not have stopped if the building had caught fire. My hand came up to hold the weight of her breast, the skin hot and tight and giving under my fingers, and she let me hold it, watching me down the length of her own body with that flat calm look that took everything I did and filed it.

My cock was rigid in the diaper. The diaper pressed it down and I rolled my hips without meaning to, grinding the hard length of myself against the thick bulk of it, and the friction lit me up so fast I gasped around her nipple and lost the latch.

She caught my hair and put me back.

"No," she said. "You do not get to come because you suckle. We are past that." Her hand slid down between us and pressed flat over the front of the diaper, over my cock, and held it still. Not stroking. Just weight, just the heat of her palm through the thick white diaper while I throbbed under it. "You earned the feed. The rest you have to earn separately now."

I whined. It came out of me on its own, high and broken, nothing like a voice I owned.

"Listen to that." She pressed a fraction harder and my hips jerked. "Two weeks ago you sat at my table with your jaw set and told me you would pay the fee and leave by spring. Now you are leaking into your diaper because I put my hand on you. What changed, do you think?"

I could not answer with my mouth full of her. I drank and shook and ground against the flat of her hand and she let me have just enough to keep me on the edge, no more.

She kept me there a long time. The milk came in slow pulls and each one dropped the floor out of me a little further, and her hand stayed pressed over my hard cock through the diaper, never moving, just present and warm and merciless, so that all the want pooled and built with nowhere to go. My thighs started to tremble. Drool ran down my chin and onto her skin and she did not wipe it away.

"Please," I got out when she let me off the nipple to switch sides. My voice was wrecked. "Please, I need to."

"You need." She turned my head to the other breast and fed me again before I could finish begging. "You did not used to need anything. You told me so. You said you were here to clear a number and you would feel nothing." Her thumb moved once over the bulge of my cock, one slow drag through the diaper, and stopped. I sobbed into her. "Now you cannot run a column of figures without your body counting down to me. Whose doing is that?"

"Yours," I said against her skin.

"Say it properly."

"You did it. You put it in me." The shame of saying it out loud made my face burn and my cock jump under her hand at the same time, the two things wired together now, no daylight between them. "I can't, I can't even work, I feel you coming before the bell."

"That is treatment working," she said. "That is what cured looks like from the inside." She pulled her breast back from my mouth a half inch so the nipple slipped wet from my lips, and I chased it, actually chased it, lifting up off my knees toward her, and she let me see myself do it before she gave it back. "You want to come. Tell me how badly."

"Bad. Please. It hurts."

"Good. Hurt is the price of the reward. Now you are going to drink the rest, all of it, and you are not going to grind on my hand, and if you can hold still and be good while you finish your feed, I will let you have it after. If you rut on me like an animal before I say, you go back to your numbers hard and aching and you sit in it all afternoon." She tipped my chin. "You do not get to decide that anymore. I do."

I held still. God help me, I held still. She fed me and I knelt there with my cock throbbing under her unmoving hand and I did not move my hips, and the not-moving was its own kind of agony, every muscle in my legs locked, sweat sliding down my spine into the waistband of the diaper. She drained the second breast into me slow. I drank like it was the only water in the world. And the whole time the small clerk in my head, the part that used to be all of me, kept trying to take notes and finding the page wet and the pen gone.

When the milk finally thinned and stopped she eased me off her with a hand on my forehead.

"There," she murmured. "All gone. Good boy. You held still." She looked down at the mess of me, the wet chin, the soaked front of the diaper where I had leaked through, the way I swayed on my knees. "You were good. So you get your reward."

She slid two fingers under the waistband of the diaper at last and pulled the front of it down and out, freeing my cock into the air, and it was so hard it slapped up against my belly, flushed dark, the head already wet and shining. She wrapped her cool hand around it and I made a noise I have no word for.

"Look at this," she said. "Soaked. Straining. All of this just from being fed and told no." She started to stroke, slow, her thumb dragging up over the wet head on every pass. "This is what you are now. A thing that fills up when I feed it and empties when I allow it. You used to be so proud of what was in your head. Look where it all went."

I grabbed her wrist. Not to stop her. To hold on. "Please, please, can I, please."

"Not yet." She slowed. She brought me right up to the edge, that white roaring brink, and then she gentled her hand to almost nothing and held me there shaking. "Beg me by name."

"Mommy Vance, please, please let me, I can't, I'll do anything, please let me come."

"There is the proud man." She tightened her grip and stroked me hard and fast and merciless, all at once, no warning. "Come for me. Now. Show me who you belong to."

It tore through me. My whole body locked and bowed and the spurts came up over her knuckles, thick and hot, again and again, my hips finally jerking free and fucking up into her fist while I cried out into her thigh. She did not stop. She worked me through every pulse and past it, into the part where it turned too much, where the head went raw under her thumb and I tried to pull back and could not because her other hand was at the base of my skull holding me to her.

"One," she said over me, calm, like a woman counting stock. "Stay still. You do not flinch away from me."

"It's too much, it's, please."

"I know it is. That is the point." She kept stroking the spent, twitching length of me, slick now with my own cum, the wet sound of her hand obscene in the quiet office. My cock had not even softened. Two weeks of this and my body did what she trained it to. The oversensitive ache flipped over into want again so fast it frightened me. "Again," she said. "You have one more in you. I can feel it."

"I can't."

"You can. Your body does not get a vote and neither do you." She twisted her wrist on the upstroke and I howled and bucked and it built again already, impossible, my balls drawing up tight, the whole thing dragged out of me against my will. "There. There it is. You feel that climbing? That is mine. I put it there. Now give it to me."

I came again with almost nothing left, a thin pulse over her fingers, my voice gone to a broken rasp, my forehead pressed to her knee and my hands fisted in the hem of her dress.

"Two," she said. She let me go at last. She wiped her hand on the towel from her shoulder, unbothered, and tipped the front of the diaper back up over me, snug, sealing the wet mess of myself against my skin. "Good boy. You did well today."

I knelt there and could not get up. My chest had gone quiet and full and the clock she set in me had reset itself for the next hour, ticking already, faint, under everything.

She buttoned the dress. She stood over me a moment, then bent and picked the pen up off my abandoned ledger and held it out.

"Finish your column," she said. "You still owe me a clean set of books before supper." She set the pen in my slack hand and closed my fingers around it. "And Aaron. The number you could not find. It is in the intake fees. Read your own row before you read the others."

She went out. The latch clicked.

I stayed on the floor a while with the pen in my fist and my cock still half-hard and aching in the diaper. Then I crawled back up into the chair and pulled the ledger toward me, and I found the column, and I found my own name at the top where she told me to look. My row. My balance. I put the pen on it to start adding what I owed.

And the figure beside my name was not what I remembered owing at all.


Chapter 4: Only On Schedule

The numbers would not hold still. I had three columns of them open on the program's ledger, the resident accounts, and every time I got to the bottom of one my eyes slid back up and the figures had moved. Not really. They had not moved. My head had moved them. I pressed my thumb into the corner of my eye and held it there and tried again.

Two in the morning. Maybe later. I had stopped looking at the clock because the clock was on her schedule and I was not going to live on her schedule tonight.

That was the plan. A stupid plan, I could see that now, but at midnight it had been the only thing I had left. The feed was at six in the evening. Vance had given it to me the way she gave me all of them, on the dot, her hand on the back of my neck, the warm pull of her milk going down and the whole knotted day coming loose with it. Then nothing until morning. That was the rule. I had decided, sometime around eleven, that I would work straight through and skip the morning one. Just to prove I could. Just to feel like the man who had walked through that gate three weeks ago with a debt in his pocket and a spine.

I had a pen in my hand and I could not make it write a four.

My fingers were damp. I wiped them on my thigh and the diaper crinkled when I shifted, thick under the loose program sweats, and even that small sharp noise made my jaw tighten. I had stopped noticing the crinkle around day five. Now it was back, because everything was too loud. The desk lamp buzzed. My own breathing sounded like a man who had run somewhere.

I had a job here. That was the thing I kept hold of. I was good at this part. The program kept its books in a mess and I had been hired, in a manner of speaking, to clean them, and the work was the one piece of me that still belonged to the old me. So I worked. I added a column. I got the wrong answer. I added it again and got a different wrong answer.

Sweat ran down my spine and pooled where the waistband of the diaper sat high on my back.

It was not cold in the room. I want that clear. The room was the same warm it always was, she kept the whole house warm, body warm, and yet I was shaking like a man left out in it. I pulled the blanket off the back of the chair and draped it over my shoulders and inside of ninety seconds I was sweating through it and shoved it off again.

My chest hurt. Low, behind the breastbone, that pull that had started in the afternoons before the chime even sounded, except now it was not gentle. Now it was a fist. My body knew the morning feed should be coming and my body did not care about my plan, my body wanted her, and the wanting had a clock in it that I did not control.

I got up. I sat down. I read the same number, sixty four hundred, and could not have told you what it was attached to.

I am twenty eight years old. I have closed deals that paid for other men's houses. I sat in that chair at three in the morning and could not hold a four-digit number in my head long enough to write it down, and I understood, in a cold flat way that frightened me more than the shaking, that this was her doing and that I had let it be done.

I lasted until the window went gray at the edge.

I do not remember deciding to go. I remember standing in the hall outside her door with my hand already up, the diaper loud with every step, my face wet, telling myself I would only ask. Just ask. Not beg. Men do not beg.

I knocked. Soft, then not soft.

The door opened before I had finished the second knock, and she was awake, of course she was awake, dressed in a dark robe with her hair down, looking at me the way you look at something you have been expecting for a while.

"Aaron." Not a question. She let her eyes go down me, the sweat, the shake in my hands, the way I was holding the doorframe so I did not sway. "It's not six."

"I know." My voice came out wrong. Cracked in the middle. "I know what time it is. I just. I need."

"You need what?"

I could not say it. Three weeks and I still could not put the word in my own mouth standing up in a lit hallway. The need was a live thing in my chest, clawing, and the word for it stuck.

"Use your words," she said. Calm. Unhurried. She did not move out of the doorway. "You came to my door in the middle of the night. The least you can do is tell me why."

"I missed. I'm going to miss the morning one." Sweat ran into my eye and stung. "I worked through. I wasn't going to. I thought I could push it back and I can't, it's, my chest, I can't think, I can't add a column of numbers, I need to feed. Please."

There. I had said please. Standing up. The old me would have walked into the sea before he said that word to anyone.

She looked at me for a long moment. Then she did the thing that broke something in me. She smiled, just a little, almost kind, and shook her head.

"No."

The floor tilted. "What?"

"It's not on the chart." She said it the way she said everything, like she was reading me my own balance. "Your feeds are at six in the morning and six at night. You know that. You agreed to that. I don't feed off the chart, Aaron. Not for you, not for anyone."

"You don't understand, I can't, I'm not okay, look at me."

"I am looking at you." She leaned one shoulder on the frame and let her gaze travel over me again, slow, taking inventory of every shaking part. "Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

I opened my mouth to say no. The word would not come, because it was a lie, and we both knew it, and she watched me fail to say it with that small patient smile and somehow that was worse than anything she could have done with her hands.

"This is the first night," she said. "It will be the worst one. The body fights the schedule for about a week and then it stops fighting, because it learns the schedule feeds it and nothing else does. You are right on time. Go back to your desk."

"Please." My knees were going. I hated my knees. "I'll do anything. I'll have the whole ledger done by morning, I'll, whatever you want, just."

"I know you will have the ledger done." Mild. Like I had offered her something she already owned. "That's your job. It doesn't buy you a feed."

I do not know what I would have done next. Gone down, maybe, right there in the hall, gripped her robe like a child. She saw it coming. She always saw it coming a beat before I did.

She reached out and laid her hand flat on my chest, over the fist of pain, and the heat of her palm went through my damp shirt and I made a sound I will not try to describe.

"There," she said. "Feel that. That's not your heart, sweetheart, that's hunger. You taught your body to need me on a clock and now the clock is collecting. That's the whole lesson." Her thumb moved once. "Go to your room. I'll wake you at six."

"I can't sleep." It came out small.

She studied me a moment, then stepped back, opened the door wider, and tipped her head at the inside of her room. "Come here, then. You don't get fed. But I'm not going to listen to you fall apart in my hallway either."

I went in. I would have crawled in.

Her room was warm and dark and smelled like her, that clean milk-and-skin smell that had wormed its way past every defense I had. She sat me on the edge of her bed and stood over me and looked down at the state of me with her arms folded.

"You're soaked through," she said. "Sweating like you've got a fever. This is what skipping does." She pulled my damp shirt over my head before I could think to stop her, and the warm air hit my wet skin and I shivered hard. Her hand came to the back of my neck again, that grip I had started to live for, and she tilted my head against her stomach. "No feed. I told you. But I'm not cruel. Lie down."

I lay back across her bed. The shaking was in my legs now too. She moved over me, unhurried, and her hand went flat on my belly and slid down, and the diaper crinkled loud under her palm.

"You're hard," she said. Not surprised. Almost bored. "Of course you are. You can't think straight, you can't add two numbers, but this part of you knows exactly what it wants." Her hand pressed down through the front, the thick warm bulk of it, and I jerked up off the bed. "Lie still."

"Mommy." It fell out of me. Three weeks and I had not said it without being made to. Now it came out on its own, broken, and something pleased and hungry crossed her face when she heard it, and was gone.

"There he is," she said. She peeled the tapes loose, slow, the rip of them loud in the dark room, and folded the front of the diaper down and out of the way. My cock came free into the warm air and her cool fingers closed around it and I had to grit my teeth not to finish right there. "Look at you. Three hours of shaking at my door over milk, and this is rock hard the second I touch it. You don't even know what you want, do you. You just want me."

"Yes." No fight left in it. "Yes, please, please."

"Please what." Her hand moved, one slow drag from root to tip, her thumb sliding over the wet head, and my hips chased it without my say-so. "Beg me properly. You came here begging, finish the job."

"Please touch me. Please let me, I need to, please Mommy, I can't."

"You can't," she agreed. Her grip tightened and the slick sound of her hand working me filled the room, obscene and steady. "You can't do anything for yourself tonight, can you. Can't sleep, can't work, can't hold your own water by morning, can't even keep your cock soft when your Mommy tells you no." Her free hand pressed flat on my chest and held me down to the bed. "So I'll do it for you. Since you're so helpless."

She jerked me slow and mean, watching my face the entire time, reading every twitch like a column of figures. When my breath started to break she stopped, dead, her hand gone still around me, and I bucked up into nothing and groaned.

"No," she said. "Not yet. You don't get to rush. You rushed your whole schedule tonight and look where it got you."

She did it again. Brought me up to the edge with that wet steady drag, my body pulling tight, my heels digging into her sheets, and the second it went from build to crest she clamped her thumb hard under the head and squeezed and the orgasm died in my throat. I made a noise like I had been hit.

"That's one you don't get," she said, calm as a clock. "You wanted off the schedule. This is off the schedule. This is what off the schedule feels like."

"Please, I can't, I'll go crazy, please let me."

"You're already crazy. You've been pawing at my door since the window went gray." She started again, slow, slow, the slick of her palm and my own wet making a sound I could not stand. "Three weeks ago you walked in here in a good coat thinking you were going to do my books and walk out a free man. Now you're flat on my bed crying for your Mommy's hand and I haven't even fed you. Say it. Say what you are right now."

"I don't." My head rolled. "I don't know what."

"Yes you do." Her grip tightened, sped up, dragged me right back to the edge in seconds, my body a frayed wire. "You're a grown man who can't think without my tit in his mouth. Say it."

"I can't think without you, I need you, I'm, oh God, please, I'll say anything."

"Then come for me," she said. "Now. Right now, while you say it." And her hand worked me hard and fast, the wet sound loud and filthy, and the wave that had been clawing at me for hours finally tore loose all at once. I arched up off the bed and came over her fist and my own belly in thick hot pulses, shaking, saying it, saying I needed her, saying Mommy, the word falling out of me again and again while she milked every drop out and did not stop.

"That's one," she said, low, when I was done shuddering and lay there gasping with my own cum cooling on my stomach. "And that's all you get tonight. No feed. A hand, because you came to me, because you said please. That's the deal off the chart. It is not enough and you know it is not enough."

She let go of me and wiped her hand on my thigh and pulled the front of the diaper back up, taping it snug while I lay there too wrung out to move, the padded bulk of it closing over me again.

"Six o'clock," she said. "Not a minute before. Now you'll sleep."

And I did. That was the worst part, looking back. She was right about all of it. The shaking stopped almost the second I came, the fist in my chest loosened to a dull ache, and a heavy warm dark rolled up over me right there on the edge of her bed with her hand resting on my padded hip. I was out before I could be ashamed of how fast it took me.

She woke me at six. Her hand on my neck, the chime somewhere down the hall, her robe open and the warm pull starting before I was all the way awake, and I latched and drank like a man who had been dying, because I had been, a little, and the relief of it went all the way to the soles of my feet.

When I had taken what she let me take she eased me off and looked down at my face with my own want still all over it.

"You see now," she said. "On schedule, you get the world. Off schedule, you get a hand and a long night. Your body learned that lesson better than your head did. It won't fight me again."

She was right. It did not.

What I did not know, sitting back down at that desk that morning clear-headed and fed and obedient, was that the lesson was not the trap. The lesson was the bait. The trap was in the ledger right in front of me, in the resident accounts I had been hired to balance, in a number with my own name beside it that I had not yet had the nerve to look up. I opened the file. I told myself I was only checking the morning's work. My own line sat near the bottom of the page, and my hand, steady now, moved the cursor toward it.


Chapter 5: The Feeding Round

They walked me into the common room at six, and the first thing I got was the sound.

Not talking. Wet sounds. A row of low couches along the far wall, and on each one a grown man tucked against a woman's chest, mouth working, throat moving in that slow pull I knew now in my own body. Swallow. Pause. Swallow. The whole room ran on it like a clock. A nurse in gray crossed with a clipboard and made a small mark, and somewhere a kettle ticked as it cooled.

"In you go, Aaron," the aide said, and put a hand flat between my shoulder blades.

My diaper crinkled when I moved. Thick, white, taped snug, and it pushed my thighs apart so I walked wide, the way they all walked. I had stopped hearing my own crinkle days ago. Now, in a room full of it, every step I took was loud again, and my face went hot.

There were six of them being fed. Six men older than me, younger than me, one with gray at his temples, all of them gone soft and easy at the breast, eyes half shut. A heavyset man on the end had milk shining on his chin and did not wipe it. He did not care. Nobody here cared. That was the thing that reached into my chest and squeezed.

I had thought of myself as the exception. The one with the brain. The one who would do the math and find the door.

"This is the round," the aide said, like that explained me to myself. "You're on the board now. Means you eat with the house."

They sat me on a low couch near the window. My own couch. There was a little card slotted into a brass holder on the arm, and it had my name on it in neat print. AARON. Underneath, a feeding time. 18:00. Seeing my name printed and slotted into furniture did something worse to me than any lock would have. A lock you fight. A name plate you just sink into.

I sat there with my hands on the diaper between my legs and listened to the room swallow.

The man next to me turned his head. Mid forties, calm, a thin gold ring still on his hand. "First round?" he said.

I nodded. My throat would not work.

"You'll stop counting the days," he said. He said it kind. "I did the books for a freight company. Twenty years. Couldn't tell you what month it is now." He smiled like that was a gift somebody gave him. Then his Mommy came back with his bottle warmer empty and he turned to her chest and was gone, just like that, mouth latched, eyes closing.

A bookkeeper. Like me. The aide had told me nothing and I understood everything. They picked the ones who lived in their heads. They fed the head until it shut up.

I should have stood up. The door was right there, unlocked, an aide leaning in it bored on her phone. I could have walked out wide legged and crinkling and ruined and free.

I did not stand up. I waited for six o'clock like a dog waits at a bowl, and I hated how my mouth had started to water at the smell of the room, warm and sweet and a little like skin, and I pressed my hand down on the front of my diaper, already getting hard inside it, in a room full of men, waiting to be fed.

Mommy Vance came in at six on the dot.

She did not look at the others. She crossed the room to me, unhurried, in that gray buttoned dress, sleeves already undone, and the heavyset man's Mommy gave her a small nod across the couches like two women at the same shift change. Vance sat beside me. The cushion barely moved. She smelled like clean cotton and under it that thing my body had learned to beg for.

"You found your seat," she said. Not a question. She reached over and tapped the name card with one finger. "We made it official this afternoon. You sleep in the east hall now, by the nursery. Closer." She said closer like a reward and my stupid body took it as one, a warm drop low in my belly.

"I didn't agree to move rooms," I said. It came out thin.

"No," she said. "You didn't have to." She unbuttoned the last button at her chest and folded the gray fabric back, and her breast came free, full and heavy, the nipple already dark and beaded, and my mouth flooded so fast I had to swallow. "You came to my door at three in the morning two nights ago and cried. That was the agreement. The paperwork just catches up."

Shame went through me like a cold wire and my cock jumped against the diaper anyway. She had watched me beg and break at her door, and now she said it out loud in a room full of men with milk on their chins, and the worst part, the part I could not get around, was that hearing it made me want to be good for her more, not less.

"Come here," she said. "You're late on the clock and the clock is the only thing I care about."

She cupped the back of my skull and brought my mouth to her. I did not fight it. I had stopped being able to find the muscle that fought it. I latched and pulled and the first taste hit the back of my tongue, warm, thin, sweet with something under it she put in the milk that the residents were not supposed to ask about, and the room went quiet and golden and far away.

"There," she said above me. "That's the man who works so hard to be smart. Look at you now. Latched on with the rest of the herd."

The word herd should have stung. It melted instead. I drank and the panic in my chest unspooled thread by thread, the way it did every time, my shoulders dropping, my fists opening on my own thick diaper. I made a noise against her. Soft. Wet. The same noise the man beside me was making. We sounded the same. I had no edges left that were mine.

"Good," Vance said. She stroked my hair. "Swallow it all. You don't get to think tonight. Thinking is what got you in trouble. You stayed up like a fool and tried to skip me and you ended up shaking on my floor. Numbers can't do this for you." She pressed me closer so my nose went into her skin. "Only I can do this for you."

I drank until her breast gave less, and she shifted me to the other without a word, two fingers under my chin guiding me across, and I went where I was put. The taste changed a little on the second side, richer at the start. Sound and taste were the whole world now. The wet click of my own throat. Her steady breathing. Somewhere the nurse marking another swallow on her board.

I was rock hard in the diaper and leaking, and I had not touched myself, and she knew, because her free hand slid down and pressed flat over the bulge of the diaper, right over my cock, and held it there. Not moving. Just weight. I whimpered around her nipple.

"You've been good today," she said. Low, just for me, though the room could hear. "You came when you were called. You let us move your room without a tantrum. You're learning the shape of your day." Her hand pressed harder. "Boys who learn get rewarded. Do you want your reward, Aaron?"

I pulled off her just enough to speak, milk wet on my lips, and I hated the sound of my own voice. "Yes."

"Yes what."

The shame again, sharp, and the hot pull right behind it. "Yes, Mommy."

"Say what you want. Out loud. In front of the room." Her eyes did not move off mine. "You're not special here. They've all asked for it. Ask."

My face was on fire. The bookkeeper beside me was still feeding, eyes shut, but his Mommy was watching us now over his head, calm, like she was counting. Somebody was always counting in here. "I want," I started, and my voice cracked. "I want to come. Please. Mommy. Let me come."

"There he is," Vance said.

She put my mouth back on her breast first, made me keep drinking, and only then did her hand start to move, slow, grinding the thick wet front of the diaper against me in a circle. The diaper dragged on the head of my cock, rough and soaked, and the friction of it was almost too much from the first second because I had been hard and denied for days, edged on her chest every single feed and never once allowed to finish.

"Don't stop swallowing," she said. "If you stop, I stop."

So I drank and she ground me through the diaper and I made desperate animal noises into her skin, my hips trying to push up into her hand, the crinkle of the diaper obscene and loud, slick inside now with my own leaking. The man's Mommy across from us said, conversational, "He's close already," and Vance said, "Days backed up. He'll go fast the first time," and the two of them talked over my head about my cock like I was a chart, and that, that broke something, being discussed, being a thing in the room, and my whole body pulled tight.

"You may," Vance said into my ear. "Be a good boy and make a mess in your diaper like the rest of them. Go on."

I came so hard my teeth slipped off her nipple and I cried out into her shoulder. It pumped out of me into the diaper in thick pulses, hot, soaking into the white bulk, my hips jerking up against her flat hand while she pressed down through every spasm and would not let up. The diaper got warmer and wetter under her palm and the squelch of it as she kept grinding was the filthiest sound I had ever made, and she made me ride it past the peak, past where it felt good, into that raw edge where my cock was screaming and still firing.

"That's one," the other Mommy said, like she was the one keeping my board.

"Keep going," Vance told me, her hand still working the soaked diaper in slow circles over my spent, twitching cock. "You asked to come. You didn't ask how many times."

"I can't," I gasped. "Mommy, I just, I can't, it's too much."

"You can. You will. You're not done until I say the clock is done." She caught the back of my head again and shoved my mouth back onto her breast. "Drink and take it. Good boys don't decide when they're finished."

She ground me through the wet diaper again and it was agony at first, my cock raw and oversensitive, every drag of the soaked diaper making me twitch and whine and try to pull my hips away, and she followed me, pinned me, would not stop. I sobbed around her nipple and kept swallowing because she said if I stopped she stopped and some broken part of me was terrified of her stopping more than of any of it. The pain rolled over into something else, slower, deeper, my softening cock filling again against her hand even as it begged not to.

"There," she said. "See. Your head says no. Your body says thank you Mommy. We listen to the body in this house." She rubbed harder. The squelch got louder, wetter, a soaked obscene rhythm in the quiet room. "You're going to give me another one into that diaper while you nurse, and you're going to say what you are while you do it."

"What I am," I panted.

"You heard me. The crueler the truer." Her voice never lifted. "Say it."

I did not want to. My pride was a small animal in a corner of me, the last one, and she knew exactly where it lived. "I'm," I started, and the second wave was already climbing, my hips moving on their own now, fucking up into the wet diaper. "I'm a, oh god, I'm a grown man drinking from your tit in front of everyone. I'm coming in my own diaper. I'm one of your, I'm one of your herd."

"Whose," she said.

"Yours. I'm yours, Mommy, I'm just yours."

"That's two," the other woman said.

The second one tore out of me longer than the first, my back arching, my cry muffled in her skin, and the diaper sagged heavy and warm and ruined between my thighs, my cum and my own wet soaked all through it, the front of it spreading me open as it filled. Vance kept her hand there through all of it, calm, pressing, until the last spasm shook out of me and I went limp against her, mouth slack on her breast, drool and milk down my chin, my heartbeat slamming in my ears and then slowing, slowing, slowing to the rhythm of the room.

I was crying. I had not noticed starting. Not from sadness. From the size of it, from how far down I had gone, from how good it felt to be held empty.

She buttoned her dress one handed while I lay there. The other men were finishing their rounds, being wiped, being walked off to their halls. The nurse came and marked my card in the brass holder. Two ticks. I saw her do it.

"You'll be on the round every day now," Vance said. She tilted my chin up so I had to look at her, my face a mess. "Same couch. Same clock. You won't fight it again, because now you know what the other side of fighting feels like." She wiped my mouth with her thumb and looked at it, then at me. "You think this is the bottom. The settling in, the eating with the house, the reward when you're good."

I could not speak. I just looked at her.

She stood, smoothed her dress, and looked down at me sunk in the cushions in my soaked, heavy diaper, used and calm and already half asleep, already wondering when six o'clock came around again.

"It isn't," she said. "We are only just beginning."

The aide came to walk me to the east hall, to the new room by the nursery, closer, where I would sleep one wall away from the sound of the round and wake up to it. I let her take my arm. I walked wide. I did not look at the door once.


Chapter 6: Paid In Full

The lamp threw a small yellow circle over the ledgers, and the rest of the records room sat black around me. They had given me a key. That was the joke I kept turning over while the others slept down the hall in their cribs and their pull-tabs. Mommy Vance handed me a key like I was staff, like a man who balances accounts is worth more than a man who only feeds. So at night I came here and I worked, because numbers were the last thing I still owned about myself.

I opened the resident accounts first. Column by column. Intake fee, weekly care, milk service, linen, the line they called "behavioral correction" which I had learned not to ask about. I had seen these pages before in pieces. I had never sat with the whole run of them, all forty residents, month over month, the way I was sitting now.

Marcus, room nine. He had been here three years. His intake debt was nineteen thousand. I ran my finger down his payments. He paid every week. He paid through whatever job the program farmed him out to, the call-center shifts, the data entry. Three years of payments. I found the current balance at the bottom of his sheet.

Twenty-six thousand.

I read it again. He had paid for three years and he owed more than the day he walked in. I pulled the calculator closer and did it by hand, because a machine can lie if you let it and I did not want to be wrong about this. Care fees compounded. Milk service compounded on top of care. The "correction" line appeared whenever a balance dipped, a fresh charge that pushed it back up. The math was not broken. The math was perfect. It was built to do exactly this.

My mouth had gone dry. I went to the next file. Then the next. Daniel, four years, balance climbing. Theo, two years, the same shape. Every man in this house was running up a hill that grew under his feet. Nobody graduated. Nobody could. The debt was the cage, and the cage was designed never to open, because an open cage does not earn.

I sat back. The chair creaked. Somewhere down the hall a monitor crackled, one of the men shifting in his sleep, and the sound made my skin tighten, because I knew it from the inside now. I made it too.

I came here to clear a number. Eleven thousand. That was the figure that put me on the intake table eight weeks ago, the figure that made me sign, the figure that made every humiliating thing since feel like work toward an exit. Pay it down. Get out. Be a man again with a clean balance. That was the deal I told myself I was grinding through every time her hand cupped the back of my skull and pulled me to her.

And now I was looking at forty men who had told themselves the same thing and were further from the door than ever.

My hands were not steady when I pulled my own file.

I almost did not want to see it. I knew what I would find. I would find the same climbing column, the same correction charges, eight weeks of milk service stacked on care stacked on intake, and I would have my proof that I was just another animal in the pen telling myself a story about leaving.

I opened it.

The intake line was there. Eleven thousand, two hundred. The date I signed. My own initials, shaky even then.

The next line was a payment. Then care. Then milk service, week one. I followed it down, bracing for the climb.

Week three, the column stopped.

There was a stamp across the rest of the page. Red ink, official, the kind they used on discharge paperwork. PAID IN FULL. And under it, in a hand I knew, the long downstroke on the V, a date five weeks back and a single word.

Forgiven.

Below that, her initials. M.V.

I stared at it until the letters stopped meaning anything. Five weeks. She had wiped my debt five weeks ago. Eleven thousand dollars, gone, signed away by her own hand, and she had said nothing. Not one word. For five weeks I had knelt and opened my mouth and swallowed, telling myself every feed bought down the number.

There was no number. There had not been a number since week three.

The whole thing came apart in my chest at once. The clinic. The intake table. The schedule on the wall with my name in her tidy block letters. The other men were clients. They were being billed, milked dry, kept forever for the money. That part was real, that machine was real and it ground on down the hall in the dark.

But not for me. I had never been a client. The clinic was a costume, and underneath it was a plain decision someone had made about me specifically, weeks ago, while I still thought I was a man passing through.

She had not trapped me with money. She had picked me. She had looked at whatever I was, the hunger I did not have a name for yet, the way I quieted on her breast like nothing in my life had ever quieted me, and she had decided to keep me. Then she paid off my reason to leave and let me keep believing it still existed, so I would stay on my knees thinking it was my idea.

I do not know how long I sat there. The lamp buzzed. My face was hot and my eyes stung and I pressed the heel of my hand against them because grown men do not cry over a ledger, except I was not sure what I was anymore.

"You're up late."

I came out of the chair so fast it tipped. She stood in the doorway in a dark robe, her hair down, no rush in her at all. Mommy Vance never hurried. She looked at the open files on the desk, at my file on top with the red stamp facing up, and she did not flinch or explain or move to cover it.

"You found it," she said.

"How long were you going to let me think I owed you." My voice came out wrong, cracked in the middle.

"As long as it worked." She came into the room. She picked up the fallen chair and set it back on its feet, unbothered, like a mess a child had made. "Sit down, Aaron."

"I paid you with my mouth for five weeks for nothing."

"You didn't pay me for anything." She said it plainly, no cruelty in it, which was worse than cruelty. "There was never a bill. You were never going to leave with a clean balance and a handshake. I decided that the first week, when I fed you and watched your whole body let go. Men like the others, I keep for the money. You I kept because I wanted to."

"You lied to me."

"I let you keep a story." She tilted her head. "You needed one. You couldn't have walked into this with your eyes open, your pride wouldn't allow it. So I gave you a debt to work off, and you worked, and somewhere in there you stopped doing it for the number." She nodded at the stamp. "That's been a dead letter for over a month. You kept feeding. You kept coming to me at night. Not to pay. Because you can't sleep now unless you've been on me. We both know it."

My legs had gone soft and I sat, because standing was a lie I could not hold up anymore.

She moved behind me. Her hands settled on my shoulders, heavy, warm through my shirt, and the scent of her reached me before her skin did, that thick sweet milk-and-skin smell that lived in the feeding rooms, the one that turned my stomach to water now no matter how hard I fought it. My body knew it. It started getting ready before my mind agreed to anything, a heat low in me, my breath going short, and I hated it and I leaned back into her hands anyway.

"There it is," she murmured. "You smell me and you forget every clever thing you were about to say."

"Stop."

"You don't want me to stop. You've never once wanted me to stop." Her hand slid from my shoulder down my chest, flat, sure, and stopped low on my belly. Below it the diaper she had put me in before lights-out gave its thick crinkle, swelled out the front of my pants, a heavy white bulge I could not hide in this position. "Stand up."

I stood. I do not know why I obeyed except that obeying her had become easier than the alternative, which was deciding things for myself, and I had just learned how badly I did that.

She turned me to face the desk and pressed a hand between my shoulders until I bent over it, my palms flat on my own ledgers, my cheek inches from the red PAID IN FULL stamp. The desk lamp lit it right under my eyes. She wanted me reading it while she did this. I understood that much.

She tugged my pants down. The diaper crinkled loud in the quiet room, obscene, the sound of what I was now. Her hand pressed against the front of it, the padding straining, and she rubbed once, slow, and my cock jumped inside it.

"Already hard," she said. "You read your whole sad little discovery and figured out you've been owned for a month, and you got hard about it. That's the real you, Aaron. Not the bookkeeper. This."

"Please," I said, and I did not even know what I was asking for.

"Tell me what you are."

"I don't."

Her hand left the diaper. There was a tug at the tapes, the cold air, the heavy diaper peeled down and away, and then her fingers were on my bare cock, gripping, working me slow with a slick I had not seen her reach for. "Tell me what you are or I stop and tape you back up and you go to bed like this, aching, all night."

The threat worked. It always worked. "I'm yours," I said into the desk.

"Whose."

"Yours. Mommy Vance's."

"A man who came here to settle a debt." Her hand moved, a tight twist at the head that made my hips jerk. "And found out he never had one. So what does that make you, doing this, bent over a desk with my hand on your cock?"

"Kept," I got out. "Something you keep."

"Good boy."

She kept her hand moving and brought the other one up to my mouth, two fingers, and I opened without being told and sucked them, drooling around them, because she liked my mouth busy and because it gave the shame somewhere to go. The slick sound of her fist on me and the wet sound of my mouth filled the little room. My thighs shook. The edge came up fast.

"That's it. Now you don't get to come yet." Her hand clamped at the base, hard, and the orgasm I was a half-second from slammed into the wall and broke apart and left me gasping against her fingers. "Two more times you'll do that for me before I let you. You owe me nothing, so you'll give it to me for free."

"I can't."

"You will." She pulled her fingers from my mouth, wet, and went back to stroking, slow then fast, reading my breath, knowing me better than I knew the books. She built me up the second time with her thumb working just under the head and her other hand reaching beneath to roll me, and when I got loud she stopped dead again and held me through the cresting that had nowhere to go, my body locked and shaking over the desk, a thin desperate sound coming out of me I would have died to have anyone else hear.

"That's two." Her mouth was at my ear now, her body pressed along my back, the front of her robe open so her breast lay bare against my shoulder blade, hot and full and leaking, and the smell of it nearly finished me on its own. "You're crying again. Look at you. The man who balances my books, drooling on them, begging."

"Please let me, please, I can't, please."

"Say the rest of it."

"I don't want to leave." It came out of me before I chose it, true the second I said it, the thing the ledger had cracked open. "I never want to leave."

Her hand started moving again, no stopping this time, fast and slick and brutal, and she put her other hand flat on the back of my head and turned my face toward her breast, guided my mouth to her nipple, and I latched and pulled and the milk came warm and sweet and that was the thing that did it. The pull at her breast and her fist on my cock at once. Everything in me let go.

"Now," she said against my hair. "Come for me. There's my good boy. All of it."

I came so hard my knees buckled. It tore out of me in long pulses over her hand and the edge of the desk, on the ledger, across the red stamp, and I kept feeding while it happened, swallowing, my whole body emptying at both ends of her, and she held me up by the back of the neck and the cock and let me ride it out far past comfortable, working me until I was twitching and whining around her nipple and trying to pull off because it was too much, and she would not let me pull off, and that too-much was the best thing I had ever felt.

"That's three," she said. "Free of charge."

I sagged over the desk. Her milk wet my chin. My own cum was streaked across forty men's debts and across the word that said I had none. She let me breathe. Then she eased me upright, turned me, and looked at my face with something almost like tenderness, which was the most dangerous thing she owned.

She reached past me and slid my file out from under my softening cock, the stamp smeared now, and held it up.

"You wanted to know the truth, so here it is, all of it." She set the file down. "Those men out there are clients. You are not. You never were. I am not billing you and I never will, because you do not belong to the program." She fixed the diaper back over me herself, taped it snug, patted the front of it once where it crinkled. "You belong in this room now. You belong to me."

She stepped back and looked at the desk, the ledgers, the lamp, the mess.

"Clean my books, Aaron. Then come up to my room. Not the nursery. Mine." She was already at the door. "There's a new file came in this afternoon. Intake tomorrow, room twelve. I want you to see how it's really done, from my side, since you're going to be helping me with the numbers from now on."

She paused in the dark of the hall.

"Bring the discharge stamp when you come up. We're going to have a talk about what your name looks like on the other kind of paper."


Chapter 7: The Let Down

I packed the bag myself. Three shirts, my razor, the laptop I had not opened in a month. Mommy Vance stood in the doorway of my room and watched me zip it shut, and she did not stop me.

"Your file is closed, Aaron," she said. "You owe nothing. The gate is open."

I waited for the catch. There was no catch. She handed me my car keys on a little ring, the same ring I came in with, and the metal was cold in a way nothing in that house had been cold in weeks.

"Go on," she said. "You're a free man."

I walked out to the lot. My car sat under a layer of pollen, tires soft, a dead thing I was bringing back to life. I threw the bag in the back. My hands were steady. I kept telling myself my hands were steady.

The gate rolled open when I pulled up to it. Bright morning light hit the windshield and I drove through, onto the county road, away from the white house and the locked records room and the woman who had stamped PAID IN FULL on me weeks before I ever found out. The debt was a lie. The clinic was a costume. I knew all of it now. I had read the books with my own eyes.

So why was my chest already tight three miles down the road.

I told myself it was nerves. I rolled the window down. Warm air, cut grass, gasoline. Normal smells. A man drives to town. A man buys a coffee and a newspaper and sits in a diner like a person who owns his own life. That was the plan. That was the whole point of leaving, to prove the thing in me was a habit and habits break.

I made it to the edge of town before my body called the question.

It started under the collarbone. A pull, a heavy pins-and-needles ache that bloomed out across both sides of my chest. I knew that ache. It had come every day at four o'clock for a month, sitting in her lap with my mouth open. The let-down cue. My body had learned a clock and the clock did not care that I had a clear file and an open gate.

My nipples went tight and hot under my shirt. I gripped the wheel. Not now. There was nothing to let down, I was a grown man, there was no milk in me, this was hers and her body's, but the wiring did not know that. The wiring only knew the time and the warmth and the want. My mouth started to water. Actually water, the way it had learned to, the second before she fed me.

I pulled into a parking spot outside a hardware store and sat there shaking.

A woman walked past my window with a paper sack of nails. My face went red because my chest was leaking want into my shirt and a stranger was four feet away and could not see it but I could feel it like a brand. My whole front throbbed. I pressed the heel of my hand flat against my own chest, hard, the way she pressed me to her when she wanted me to settle, and I made a sound in the empty car that I have never made in front of another man in my life.

This was supposed to be freedom. I had the keys. I had a cleared debt. There was no contract, no fee, no leverage, nothing on paper holding me. And I was sitting in a parking lot in town with my arms wrapped around myself, rocking, because the four o'clock ache had found me anyway and there was no one to answer it.

The chain was never the money. I understood that finally, sitting there sweating. She had taken the money lie away on purpose so I would feel where the real one was. It was inside me. It had ridden out through the gate in my own chest.

I lasted eleven minutes. I counted them on the dashboard clock. Then I started the car and drove back faster than I drove out.

The gate was still open. Of course it was. She had left it open because she knew. She had known before I did that the open door was the strongest lock she owned.

She was on the porch when I parked, like she had not moved, a glass of water in her hand. I came up the steps too fast. My shirt was damp at the chest and I did not try to hide it. There was no hiding it from her.

"That was quick," she said.

"Please," I said. The word came out before I picked it.

She looked at me for a long moment. Her face did not soften. "Please what. Use your words, Aaron. You're a free man, remember. You can leave any time you like. So tell me, plainly, what you drove all the way back here to ask for."

My throat worked. The ache in my chest was a fist now, squeezing. "I need to nurse," I said. "It's four. My body. It started in the car and it won't stop."

"Mm." She set the glass down on the rail. "And what makes you think I'd give it to you. Your account is settled. You're not my patient anymore. There's no balance for me to work off. I don't owe you a single drop." She tilted her head. "Beg, and I might let you."

I got down on the porch boards. Right there, in the daylight, where the road could see. My knees hit wood and I did not feel it.

"Please, Mommy. I came back. I'm begging you. I can't, I can't make it stop on my own, I tried, please let me on, please feed me, I'll do anything, I don't care that I don't owe you, I came back anyway, please."

"Inside," she said. "Before the whole county watches you grovel."

She walked me to the nursing room with a hand on the back of my collar. The room was warm, always warm, kept at the temperature of a body. She sat in the deep chair and opened the front of her blouse, slow, while I knelt and shook and tried not to grab.

Then she stopped. Her hand flat over herself, covering, denying.

"No," she said. "Not yet. You walked out that gate this morning so sure of yourself. So I think you can wait. I think you can sit here with that pull in your chest and learn exactly what you traded for your little drive into town."

I made a broken noise. The ache spiked. "Mommy, please, it hurts."

"I know it does, pet. That's the lesson." She reached down beside the chair and lifted a wand from the table, the thick one, the one with the round head, and clicked it on. The hum filled the room. "Lie back. You don't get the breast until I decide you've earned it. But I'm not cruel. I'll keep you busy."

She tipped me back onto the changing mat on the floor. I was still in the thick white diaper from this morning, the one she had put me in before I packed, the one I had driven into town wearing under my jeans like a secret. She had peeled my jeans off without me noticing how. The diaper crinkled loud under me, bulky between my thighs, and I burned with how I had carried that out into the world and brought it back unused.

She pressed the wand to the front of the diaper, right over me, and the buzz went straight through the diaper into my cock.

"Oh," I said. "Oh, no, Mommy, I'm too, that's too much, I just need to nurse, I don't, please."

"You'll come first," she said. "You'll come for me right here in your diaper like the needy little thing you are, and then maybe, if you're sweet, I'll think about the breast. Hold still."

The wand ground against me through the thick warm diaper. The texture of it, the soft give of the padding, the hard hum underneath. I bucked up into it because my body had stopped taking orders from me an hour ago in that parking lot. The pressure built fast and mean. My chest ached and my cock ached and the two pulls met in the middle of me and I was gone.

"That's it. Look at you. Filthy boy, humping Mommy's wand in your soggy diaper. Say it."

"I'm coming, I'm coming, please, Mommy."

"Then come."

I came into the warm diaper, my whole body snapping tight, the crinkle loud as my hips jerked. She did not lift the wand. She held it there, right on me, while I shook through it and tried to twist away.

"That's one," she said. "Don't you dare squirm off it."

"It's too much, please, I came, please take it off."

"I'll take it off when I've had three out of you. You wanted to test the door. This is the test." The wand pressed harder. My spent flesh screamed under it, raw and oversensitive, and she rolled it slow against the soaked front of the diaper and made me take it. The squelch of the wet diaper got louder, filthy, every grind of it. "Beg me to stop. I love when you beg for things you're not going to get."

"Stop, stop, please, Mommy, it's too much, I can't, I can't."

"You can." Her free hand came up and pinched one of my aching nipples, the one that had been weeping all morning, and twisted, and I sobbed and came again with nothing left, dry and shaking, my back arched up off the mat.

"Two," she said. "See how easy you give it up. A free man. You could be in a diner right now." She finally clicked the wand off and I sagged. But she was already rolling me onto my belly. "We're not done. On your knees. Face down."

The diaper came open, the tapes ripping loud, cold air on my used backside. The bottle cap clicked. Her fingers, slick, found my asshole and pushed, two at once, no waiting.

"You've had a plug in you most days this week," she said. "You're going to take more than fingers today. You drove away from me. I'm going to put something in you to remember on the next drive you don't take."

The stretch burned. I pushed my face into the mat and groaned. Her fingers worked me open, scissoring, and then the blunt head of the toy, the big silicone one she kept for when she wanted to wreck me, pressed against the ring of muscle.

"Open up. Let Mommy in."

It split me open slow. I took every inch of the stretch, the ache flaring bright, my hole burning around the girth of it as she fed it into me. I gasped and clawed the mat. She did not stop until it was seated deep, the wide base flush against me, my whole ass stuffed and aching around it.

"There." She patted my flank. "Full. Now you stay full while I decide about the rest of you." She reached under me and found my cock again, soft and spent and raw, and started to stroke it back to life with a slick fist while the toy sat heavy inside me. "Three. I said three. And this one you're going to take on my cock, not the wand. I want to feel you come with me inside you."

She pulled the toy out, the gape of me aching at the sudden empty, and I heard the harness buckles, the click of the straps. Then the strap-on, slicker and bigger, notched against my open hole and pushed.

She pounded me face down on the floor of the nursing room. Each thrust drove the breath out of me. The slap of her hips against my raw ass, the slick drag, the obscene wet sounds of it, the creak of the harness. My used hole gripped at her with every stroke and could not close around the size of her.

"Whose are you," she said, fucking into me hard. "Say it while I'm in you. Whose."

"Yours, Mommy, yours, I'm yours, I came back, I'll always come back."

"That's right. There's no debt, pet. There's no bill. There was never a bill." Thrust. "I kept you because I wanted to. You're not a client. You're mine. Say you're mine."

"I'm yours, I'm yours, I belong to you, please, I'm going to come, please let me come."

"Come on my cock, then. Come for me, dirty boy, and then I'll feed you."

She drove in deep and reached under and squeezed my cock and I broke apart. I came again, the third time, ripped out of me, spilling onto the mat under me while she fucked me through it and my whole body locked and shook and the cry I made was not a word. My hole spasmed around her, clenching, helpless, and she ground in to the base and held there and made me feel all of it.

"Three," she said, low, in my ear. "Good boy. Good boy."

She pulled out slow. The ache of the empty, the loose used gape of myself, the warmth running down. I could not have stood up if the house was on fire.

She lay back in the chair and gathered me up off the floor like I weighed nothing, and she opened her blouse the rest of the way, and this time she did not deny me. She pressed my mouth to her breast.

The let-down came at once. The warm rush filled my mouth and the fist in my chest let go, finally answered, and I drank in long pulls with my eyes shut and tears on my face. The taste of it, the warmth going down, the slow heavy calm spreading out from my belly into every shaking part of me. The ache that had chased me into town and back went quiet under her hand stroking my hair.

"There he is," she murmured. "There's my boy. You felt it out there, didn't you. You felt where the leash really was."

I nodded against her, mouth full, swallowing.

"You can leave any time," she said. "The gate's still open. It's always going to be open now. I want it open. I want you to know, every single day, that nothing on paper is keeping you here. No money. No contract. Nothing but this." She pressed her hand flat to my chest, over the spot that had betrayed me on the county road. "You came back for this. You'll come back for this every time. Won't you."

I drank, and I knew she was right, and the knowing did not scare me anymore the way it had in the car. It settled into me with the warmth, heavy and final.

When I was empty and slow and full at the same time, she lifted my chin.

"There's a certificate in my desk," she said. "I wrote it this morning. Discharge. Cured. Signed. I was going to hand it to you at the gate." Her thumb moved across my wet lip. "I want you to come to the office tomorrow and watch me decide what to do with it. You're going to tell me, in your own writing, what you want to happen to that piece of paper. Get some sleep, pet. Tomorrow you choose."


Chapter 8: Closing The Ledger

The chimes told me everything now. Not the clock on the wall, because there was no clock on the wall anymore. Mommy Vance had taken it down two weeks ago, or maybe three, and I had stopped being able to say which. A soft bell from somewhere down past the kitchen meant the morning feed. A lower one meant the afternoon. The last one, the deep one that I felt in my teeth, meant she was coming for me before sleep.

I woke to none of them. I woke to gray light and warmth and the heavy bulk of the diaper between my legs, snug and dry, and I lay there and waited for a bell to tell me what I was.

That should have scared me. There had been a man who would have torn the sheets off and gone looking for a calendar. I could remember him the way you remember a roommate who moved out. His name was on my license. He had run numbers in his head when he was nervous, days and dollars, and the running had kept him sharp.

I did not run anything. I listened for the bell and my chest was loose and good.

The door opened without a knock. They never knocked here. Mommy Vance came in with her sleeves already pushed up past her elbows, and the smell of her reached me before she did, warm milk and clean cotton and something underneath that was just her skin.

"You're awake early," she said. "You usually wait for me."

"I wanted to ask," I said. My voice came out rough and small. "Can we move it up. The morning one."

She stopped at the side of the bed. She looked down at me for a long moment, and my face went hot, because I had heard myself. The man on my license would have rather chewed glass than ask for the schedule to be tighter.

"Say it properly," she said.

"Can I have my feed now. Please. And. And can you put me on more of them. Closer together."

Her hand came to my cheek, cool against the heat there. "Look at you. Asking me to take more of your day." Her thumb moved over my lip. "You used to fight me for an hour to keep one."

I turned my face into her palm. I did not have an answer that would not embarrass me more.

She sat on the edge of the bed and unbuttoned the front of her blouse, slow, the way she did everything. No rush in her. The clinic ran on her clock and her clock had no second hand. She freed one heavy breast and the nipple was already dark and full, a bead of milk standing at the tip, and my mouth filled with want before she had even touched me.

"Come here, then. Since you asked so nicely."

She drew my head down. I latched and the first pull of milk hit the back of my throat warm and thick, and the loose good feeling in my chest spread out into my arms and my legs and the soles of my feet. I made a sound around her nipple that I would have died before making three weeks ago. Her hand smoothed up and down my back.

"There it is," she murmured. "There's my good boy. See how easy it is when you stop counting."

I drank. The diaper crinkled under me as my hips shifted, and I was getting hard inside it, the thick of it pressing up against my cock, and the shame of that came and went like a tide that no longer pulled hard enough to drown me. She felt it. She always felt it. Her free hand slid down and pressed flat over the front of the diaper, just resting there, a warm weight.

"Already," she said. "You leak for me before breakfast now."

I drank faster. She let me, watching, her face calm. When that breast ran soft she pulled me off it with a wet pop and guided me to the other one without a word, and I took it greedy, my hand coming up to hold the weight of it, and she let me hold her while I fed.

"Better," she said. "Slower."

I slowed. The chime sounded somewhere far off, the morning bell, late now because I had asked for early, and it meant nothing because I was already here. Time had folded itself around the chart on the wall, around her breast in my mouth, and the calendar I used to live by had gone quiet and dark like the spot where the clock had been.

She fed me until I was full and floating. Then she buttoned herself up and stood and looked at the diaper, heavy and warm now where I had wet it without noticing, and her mouth curved.

"Soaked," she said. "And you didn't even know." She pressed her hand down on it again and the heat squelched and spread and my hips jerked up into her palm. "Did you."

"No," I whispered.

"No what."

"No, Mommy. I didn't know."

She left me in it. That was new. Other days she changed me clean and dry and called it care. Today she pressed two fingers along the bulge of the soaked diaper, grinding the warm wet bulk up against me, and watched my face while she did it.

"You can stay in this until lunch," she said. "Since you want a fuller schedule. We'll fill it."

I should have hated that. The wet was cooling now at the edges and warm in the middle and it pressed against me every time I breathed. I lay there and let her grind it into me and I wanted more of it, and the wanting was the thing that finally made me speak up.

"That's too long," I said.

It came out of the old man. The one on the license. A flat hard line, the first wall I had put up in days, and I heard it land in the quiet room.

Mommy Vance went still. Then she smiled, slow, and it was not a kind smile.

"There he is," she said. "I wondered when he'd say something."

"I just mean." My mouth was dry. "I don't. I don't have to do whatever you."

She took her hand off me. She crossed to the dresser and came back with the ledger, the real one, the black book she kept my account in, and she sat and opened it across her knees where I could see.

"Let's look at the numbers, since you want to be a man about it." She turned it to me. "Tell me what you owe."

I looked. The page was clean. There was a balance line and it read zero, and below it, in her hand, stamped across the bottom in red, the words PAID IN FULL, and a date weeks gone.

"You cleared it," I said. My voice had gone thin. "I know I cleared it. I drove out. I."

"You cleared nothing." She turned a page back, and another, and I saw the truth of it laid out in her careful columns. Every other name in the book climbed. Each feed added to their balance, each day of care, the debt growing under itself like mold, a thing that could never be paid because the paying was the product. "This is how it works for them. They come to clear a number. The number eats them. They stay because the door is locked with money." She tapped the red stamp on my page. "Yours was never locked. I forgave your balance the second week. You've been free since before you knew there was a door."

The room tilted. The chime sounded, the late morning one finally giving up.

"Then why," I said. "Why do I."

"Because I chose you." She closed the book. "Not your debt. You. I don't bill the ones I keep. The clinic, the fees, the schedule, that's a costume I put on the men who need a reason. You stopped needing the reason." She set the ledger on the floor. "You drove into town with a cleared account and nothing holding you, and your own body dragged you back to my gate. I watched the camera. You were on your knees on the gravel before you got the car door shut."

I had been. I had not told her that. The let-down had fired in the middle of the street with no breast to answer it and I had gone down right there on the curb, gasping, leaking, a grown man undone by an empty mouth, and I had driven back so fast I ran the gate.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," she said. "You can leave any hour you like. I'll open the gate myself. But the man who could leave and stay gone, I burned him out of you weeks ago. What's left only knows how to come here." She stood. "So. Too long, you said. The diaper. Until lunch. Was that the man talking, or you?"

I lay in the cooling wet and the warm milk sat heavy in my belly and the wall I had put up had nothing behind it. Nothing was holding me. That was the whole horror of it, sinking in slow. No debt. No lock. Just the thing she had grown in me that wanted to stay.

"Me," I said. "It was me. I'll keep it."

"Good boy." She bent and kissed my forehead. "Now I'm going to take the rest of that fight out of you, so it stops surprising us both."

She rolled me onto my belly. I let her. She peeled the tape on the soaked diaper and the warm bulk fell open under me and the smell of it rose up, my own piss and the milk-sweat off my skin, and she pressed me flat into the wet diaper so my hard cock dragged through it. Then her slick fingers were at my asshole, two of them, cold with lube, pushing in without asking.

"Still tight," she said. "After all this. You hold this last little bit of yourself right here." She crooked them and I groaned into the sheet. "I'm going to take it."

She worked me open slow. Two fingers, then three, the stretch building into a deep ache that made my hips grind down into the ruined diaper, and the squelch of it under me got louder every time I moved, an obscene wet sound that filled the room. She kept talking the whole time, low and even.

"Listen to that," she said. "That's you. That filthy noise is you, wet and used and pushing back on my hand. The man who said too long. Where is he now."

"Gone," I gasped. "He's gone."

"Say what you are."

"Yours. I'm yours."

"More than that." She added the fourth finger and the burn lit up my spine. "Crude. The way you mean it."

"A hole." It tore out of me, my face hot in the sheet. "I'm your hole. I'm a wet. A wet thing that. That cums in its own diaper for you."

"Yes you are." She pushed and her hand went in to the widest part and my own body closed around her wrist, unable to shut, gaping where she held me open, and the sound I made was not a word. "There. All the way in. Feel that. That's the last wall, and I'm on the other side of it now."

She fucked me with her fist, slow drags that pulled the ache out long and then drove it back deep. My cock was trapped under me in the warm wet mess and every thrust ground it through the soaked diaper, and the heat and the squelch and the stretch all ran together into one rising thing I could not climb down from.

"Mommy," I said. "Mommy I'm."

"Not yet. You don't get to. Hold it."

"I can't."

"You can." Her free hand fisted in my hair and pulled my head up off the bed. "You'll hold it until I say, because I own when you do that now too. Say thank you for it."

"Thank you," I sobbed. "Thank you for. For holding it. For not letting me."

She twisted her fist inside me and pressed something deep and white-hot and I screamed into the air. "There's my milk-fed little hole. Beg."

"Please. Please let me. Please Mommy I'll do anything I'll. I'll take more feeds I'll take the tightest schedule please just let me cum."

"Now."

She drove her fist deep and ground my cock down into the soaked diaper at the same time and I broke. The cum tore out of me in pulses into the wet diaper, my whole body clenching down around her wrist, gripping and unable to let go, and the squelch of the diaper and the wet drag of her fist and the broken sounds out of my own throat all blurred into one. Two. She counted it out flat and calm over my shoulder. That's one. Don't you dare go soft. And she did not stop fisting me, dragged it out past the peak into the place where it hurt, and a second one wrung out of me dry and shaking before the first had finished, my cock spitting into the mess of the diaper with nothing left.

"That's two," she said. "Good boy. One more in you and then I'll let you rest."

"I can't, too much, please."

"You can take what I decide you can take." She did not slow her hand. The third one built out of the raw oversensitive ache, slow and mean, my asshole stretched useless around her fist, my hips jerking down into the cooling wet on their own now, no part of me in charge of any of it. When it came it came as a long thin sound, my face wet, drool on the sheet, my brain gone white and empty and good. Three. There. All of it. There's nothing left in you to fight with.

She eased her hand out slow and I gaped and ached and slowly started to close, and she rubbed my lower back while I shook.

"Lie still," she said. She wiped her hand on the wrecked diaper and unbuttoned her blouse again, and the smell of milk came back, and even spent and raw and emptied out I turned my head toward it like a plant toward a window. She saw it. Of course she saw it.

"You see," she said. "There's no end to find. You drink, I fill the chart, you ask for more, I give you more. It doesn't graduate. It doesn't finish." She drew my mouth back to her breast and I latched without being told, sucking weak and slow, and the warm let-down came and the looseness spread through my wrung-out body. "You'll be hungry again by the afternoon bell. And you'll come find me."

I knew I would. I drank and the knowing settled in me with no fight left around it.

She stroked my hair while I fed. Somewhere out past the kitchen the deep chime sounded, the low one I felt in my teeth, and it was the wrong time of day for it, and she lifted her head.

"That's the gate," she said. Not a feed bell. The gate. "Someone's at the intake."

She did not move me. She let me keep drinking. But her eyes had gone to the door, and there was a new name about to come into her black book, a new number that would start at zero and climb, and I lay there full of her milk and felt nothing about it except that he could not have what was mine.

"Finish," she told me, and turned her face toward the sound. "Mommy has someone to admit."


Chapter 9: The Weaning Trial

The certificate sat where the debt papers used to sit. Same blotter, same green leather, same fat pen lying across it at the same angle. I stood in front of her desk and read it upside down before she turned it around for me.

DISCHARGE. CURED. My name in the blank. Her signature already dry at the bottom, looping and certain.

"Sit," Mommy Vance said.

I sat. My hands found my knees. The chair was the same chair I had cried in twice, and my body went still in it the way it always did now, waiting for the chart, waiting for the chime that meant a feed was coming.

She turned the paper so it faced me. "Read it out loud."

"It says I'm cured." My voice came out wrong, thin. "It says the program is complete."

"It is complete." She capped a different pen, set it down, folded her hands. No warmth in her face. I had grown used to a heaviness in her eyes when she looked at me lately, something soft she never named. It was gone this morning. She looked at me the way she had looked at my intake file on the first day, like a number that had finished resolving. "You came here to clear a debt. The debt is gone. You're well, Aaron. You're free to go home."

The word home meant nothing. I tried to picture my apartment and got a smear of beige. The only room I could see clearly was this one and the nursery down the corridor with the rocker and the warm machine smell of her.

"I don't understand," I said.

"There's nothing to understand. You graduated." She slid the pen toward me. "Sign by the X. Henrietta has your things boxed at the front. The car leaves at noon."

My mouth had already gone wet at the back, the way it did near her, the way it did before a feed. I swallowed it down and it came right back. "When's my last feed?"

"You've had it."

The floor tilted. "When?"

"Last night." She did not soften it. "That was the last one. We don't do a goodbye feed. It defeats the purpose of a weaning trial." She stood, smoothing her skirt over her hips, and the front of her blouse moved and I hated the way my chest pulled toward it like a hooked fish. "No chime today. No schedule. You're being sent out well, on purpose. You'll be a little uncomfortable for a few days. That's the body relearning how to settle itself. It's a good sign."

A few days. My hands had started to shake on my knees and I pressed them flat to stop it and they shook anyway. Eleven hours, I thought, doing the math I had sworn off, the bookkeeping I had let lapse. Eleven hours since she fed me and already my skin was two sizes too small.

"Sign it," she said.

I looked up at her. "And if I don't want to be cured."

Something flickered behind her eyes and was gone. She came around the desk. The diaper crinkled between my thighs when I shifted, thick and white and loud in the quiet office, and her gaze dropped to it and came back up.

"Stand up," she said.

I stood. She walked a slow circle around me the way she had on day three, when the inspection still made me want to die. She stopped behind me and She was at my back, the heat of her, the smell of her skin and the faint sweet milk smell under it that lived in my head now like a second pulse.

"You think wanting it changes anything," she said against my ear. "It doesn't. I'm not cutting you off because you're broken. I'm cutting you off because you're finally worth the test." Her hand came around and flattened on my chest, over the pounding. "Take the gown off."

I pulled it over my head and dropped it. I stood in nothing but the diaper, padded and heavy and sagging a little at the front, and the shame of it lit up my whole body the way it always did, and did the wrong thing to me, blood going down instead of up, the front of the diaper pushing out.

"Look at you," she said. She stepped around to my front and looked, openly, slow, the way you'd grade an animal. "Hard already. You hear me say goodbye and your cock gets stupid." She flicked the bulge of the diaper with one finger and the crinkle of it shot straight up my spine. "Say what you are."

"Mommy."

"Not who I am. What you are."

"A diaper baby." It fell out of me. "Your padded thing. A grown man that gets hard when you take his bottle away."

"There he is." She hooked two fingers in the waistband and pulled it open and looked down inside it at me, at my cock standing up against the diaper, and the cool air on it made me twitch. "You leak when I'm not even touching you. That's not cured. That's the opposite of cured. So I'm going to give you one more thing to carry out the gate. Kneel."

I went down on the rug. My knees hit and the diaper crushed up between my thighs, warm bulk spreading my legs, and I was so hard it ached. She undid the buttons at the front of her blouse, two of them, three, and freed one breast over the cup of her bra, heavy and full and already beaded wet at the nipple, and the smell of it hit me and my mouth flooded and my eyes went hot.

"You don't get to drink," she said. "Weaning trial. You said your last feed last night and I meant it." She wet her thumb across her own nipple and a fat white drop swelled and ran. "But you're going to kneel here and smell it and want it and you're not going to get it, and you're going to thank me. Open your mouth."

I opened it. She held the dripping nipple an inch from my tongue, close enough that the smell sat on the back of my throat, sweet and warm and animal, and I made a sound I did not know I had in me, a cracked low whine, leaning, and she pulled back the exact inch I leaned.

"No," she said. "Smell it. That's all you get now. Get used to it."

My cock was throbbing in the diaper. I knelt there with my mouth open and running with spit and her milk dripping past my lips onto my chin without one drop landing on my tongue, and the want of it was so big it bent me forward at the waist. A string of drool went off my chin and hit my chest. She let me kneel in it.

"Hand in your diaper," she said. "Show me how cured you are."

I shoved my hand down the front of the diaper and got my fist around my cock and it crinkled loud and obscene with every pull. I jerked myself off on my knees in front of her open blouse, breathing her in, the milk smell and the warm-plastic smell of the soaked diaper under me, my hand a wet fist in the heat of it.

"That's it," she said, calm, watching my face and not my hand. "Smell your Mommy and pump your little cock and know you can't have her. Faster. You're not allowed to take all day. The car leaves at noon."

I went faster. The crinkle got louder, a fast filthy rhythm, my hips snapping up into my own fist, and she leaned in and dragged her wet nipple once across my open lips, just the smear of it, gone before my tongue could chase it, and that broke me.

"Thank Mommy," she said.

"Thank you, thank you, thank you Mommy." The words ran into each other. My balls drew up tight and the heat shot out of me and I came in my fist inside the diaper, hot and thick, my cum spilling out between my fingers, soaking it, the smell of it joining the rest, and I shook on my knees through all of it with my mouth still hanging open and her milk drying on my chin. That was one. She had not touched me once.

"Good boy," she said, and there was the soft thing in her voice for half a second, and then she buttoned her blouse back up and the milk smell went behind cotton and I nearly cried at the loss of it. "Now you know what you're walking out with."

She handed me a wipe. I cleaned my hand, shaking. She watched me tape myself back into the wet, ruined diaper, did not give me a fresh one, made me leave that one on, my own cum cooling in the front of it.

"Sign," she said again, and pointed at the desk.

I crawled the foot to the desk and got up and took the pen. My hand on the pen was not steady. I looked at the X, at her dry signature, at the word CURED in fat type, and I signed my name. It came out as a stranger's name. She blotted it, slid it into a folder, slid the folder into a drawer, and that was it. Eight chapters of my life filed shut in one motion.

"Henrietta," she called.

The woman who came in I had never seen. Older, gray bun, a clipboard, a face like a closed door. She did not look at the diaper or the drool or the wet on my chin. She looked at the folder Vance handed her.

"Discharge, room four," Vance said. "He's clean. Box at the front. He's on the noon car to the gate." She said it the way you'd hand off a parcel. I stood there in a soaked diaper while a stranger read my discharge over the top of her glasses and nodded.

"Walk him," Vance said.

I turned at the door. I do not know what I wanted. "Mommy."

She had already sat back down. She was looking at her blotter, the empty green leather where my certificate had been, where the debt papers had been before that. "You're discharged, Aaron," she said, not unkind, not anything. "You don't call me that anymore. You're well."

Henrietta's hand closed on my arm.

They dressed me at the front in my own old clothes. The jeans hung wrong. The shirt smelled like a store. They had not taken the diaper off and they had not offered, and under the jeans it crinkled with every step, wet and heavy and cooling, the one thing of hers I still had on my body. My box held a phone I hadn't charged in weeks, a watch, a wallet with cards for a life I couldn't picture. Henrietta carried the clipboard. Nobody spoke to me.

The car was a gray sedan with a driver who didn't turn around. The grounds rolled past the window, the lawn, the hedge, the long white building where the nursery was, where the rocker was, where the chime would go off at eleven and one and four and seven for somebody else now. My chest started to ache around the first bend, deep behind the breastbone, the let-down feeling backwards, a body crying out for a feed that was not coming.

By the halfway mark my hands were soaked. Sweat ran down my sides. My jaw ached from clenching. The smell of her was wearing off my skin and I kept lifting my own wrist to my nose like a junkie and there was less of it each time. My eyes ran and I let them. The driver said nothing. I sat in a wet diaper in the back of a stranger's car in clothes that didn't fit and shook apart by inches, and the worst of it, the thing that scared me, was that some part of me was counting. Three hours. Three hours and forty minutes since the smear of milk across my lips. My nervous system reaching for a clock that wasn't on any wall I could see.

She had done this on purpose. I understood that much through the shaking. No debt held me. The papers in that drawer said PAID, said FREE, said CURED. Nothing in the world was making me go back. She had built it so there was nothing. So that whatever I did at the end of this road would be mine and only mine, with no number behind it, no leash, nothing she could ever be blamed for. The cruelest thing she had ever done to me was make leaving this easy.

The gate came up ahead, tall and black and already swinging open. Open wide. Deliberately wide. The road past it went down toward town, toward the highway, toward the beige apartment and the job and the man I used to be, all of it sitting there waiting to take me back, free of charge.

The car stopped on the inside of the gate. The driver put it in park.

"This is you," Henrietta said. She had my box on her lap. She held it out. "Out you get. You're a free man with a clean bill. Door's open. Down the road there's a bus in forty minutes."

I looked at the open gate. The whole bright easy world of out there. My hand found the door handle and the diaper crinkled when I moved and I caught the last ghost of her smell off my own wrist and my throat closed.

I opened the door. I got out. I stood on the gravel on the wrong side of the gate, my box in my arms, free, cured, well, shaking so hard the box rattled, and the gate stood open in front of me and the building stood behind me with her in it, and the noon sun sat on all of it, and I understood that the next step was the only thing in my life that had ever been completely my own.

I set the box down on the gravel.

I turned around.


Chapter 10: No End Date

The car stopped at the gate and the driver left the engine running. He did not get out to open my door. He just looked at me in the mirror and waited, both hands on the wheel, like a man dropping off a parcel he had been paid to deliver and nothing more.

I had the certificate on my lap. Heavy stock, gold along the edge, my name printed in a font that meant business. CURED. DISCHARGED. The seal pressed into the corner so deep you could feel the ridge with your thumb. I had been feeling it the whole drive. Tracing it. My hands would not stay still.

The gate stood open. Wide open. Nobody held it for me and nobody blocked it. That was the cruelty of the thing, that the door I had once begged to get through was just hanging there now, no lock, no fee, no number left to pay. I could walk out and never come back and no one would chase me. I owned nothing here. I owed nothing here. Mommy Vance had made sure of both.

My shirt was soaked through at the collar where I had been sweating since the first hour without a feed. My gut was a fist. My hands shook around that gold-edged paper and I could not make them stop, and the worst part, the part that turned my face hot in the back of that cold car, was that none of it was about the money. It had never once, today, been about the money.

I got out. The gravel was loud under my shoes. The driver pulled the door shut behind me and the car idled there, ready to take me the rest of the way out into the free world, where I was a well man with a certificate that said so.

I stood on the line where the drive met the road. One step and I was gone.

I turned around.

The house sat there with its tall windows and its quiet, and I thought about her hands and her milk and the warm weight of being held until my breathing matched hers, and my legs went before my head caught up. I walked back through the open gate. I crossed the gravel. I got down on the stone at the bottom of the steps and I knelt, the way I had knelt a hundred times inside, except this time no one had told me to and no one was watching to make me.

The door opened before I knocked.

Mommy Vance stood in it. She had a robe on and her hair down and she took me in on her step with the certificate crushed in my fist, and she did not look surprised. She never looked surprised. That was the thing about her. She had known the shape of me before I did.

"You're cured," she said. "You have a paper that says it. Why are you on my step, Aaron."

My mouth was dry. "I want to come back."

"You're free." She tilted her head. "Free men don't kneel on stone in the cold. Get up and go home."

"I don't have one." The words came out cracked. "I want to come back. I want to enroll again."

"There's nothing to enroll in for you." Her voice stayed even, almost bored, and it scraped me raw. "Your file is closed. Your debt is gone. There is no program for a well man. Stand up."

I did not stand up. I dug in my pocket and pulled out the pen I had taken from the car, the cheap clinic pen, and I turned the certificate over to the blank gold-edged back, and I pressed it flat on the stone step and I wrote. My hand was shaking so bad the letters came out crooked. I wrote that I asked to be taken back. I wrote no end date. I wrote no graduation. I wrote that I did not want to be cured. I signed my name under it, the same name printed on the front in the font that meant I was done, and I held it up to her on my knees like an offering.

She read it. She took her time. The wind moved her robe.

"You wrote this yourself," she said.

"Yes."

"No one made you."

"No."

She crouched down to my level, slow, and took my chin in her cold fingers and turned my face up to hers. "Inside," she said. "Now."

She did not help me up. I crawled the first two steps before my legs worked, and she let me, and that was the first thing in two days that put air back in my chest.

She brought me to the room I knew. The chair, the low light, the basket of folded thick diapers stacked white and waiting on the shelf where they always were. She set the certificate on the side table, face up, the gold catching the lamp.

"Strip," she said.

I stripped. My clothes smelled of the long bad day and I left them in a heap. Standing naked in front of her after the certificate had told me I was a man who walked out of here on his own two feet, that did something to my face I could not hide, and she watched it happen and her mouth curved.

"Look at you," she said. "Shaking. Sweating. Two days off the breast and you crawled back to my step in the dark. This is cured?" She picked the certificate up between two fingers like it was a dirty thing. "This is what a well man does?"

"No, Mommy."

"No." She tore it.

She tore it clean down the middle, the gold seal and my printed name and all, and then she stacked the halves and tore again, and again, and let the pieces fall by my feet on the floor where I would have to look at them. The sound of it went through me like a grip on my throat.

"There," she said. "No certificate. No discharge. You're not cured, and you're not leaving, and you're going to thank me for both before the night is out." She nodded at the changing table. "Up. On your back. Legs up."

I climbed up. The vinyl was cold under my bare ass and then warm where my skin sat. She took a thick diaper off the shelf and shook it open and the crinkle of it filled the small room, loud, obscene, and my cock was already lifting off my belly before she even slid the thing under me. She saw. Of course she saw.

"That fast," she said. "I haven't even touched you and you're hard from the sound of it. Two days of pretending to be a free man and your body knew exactly what it crawled back here for." She lifted my hips with one hand and worked the diaper under, the bulk of it spreading my thighs, thick and pressing up between my legs. "Say what you are. Out loud. I want to hear you say it on the table you swore you'd graduated off of."

My face burned. "A diaper baby," I said. "Yours."

"Whose."

"Mommy Vance's."

"A grown man who can't be trusted with his own bladder or his own debts," she said, pulling the front of the diaper up snug, taping one side and then the other, the tapes ripping loud, the thick mass sealing warm and heavy around me. "Say that."

"A grown man who can't be trusted," I got out. "I can't. I need you to hold it for me."

"I hold everything for you." She pressed her palm flat on the front of the diaper, on the bulge of me trapped inside it, and pushed, and the diaper ground against my cock and I made a sound I would have been ashamed of yesterday. "Your bladder. Your money. Your need. All of it sits with me now. You signed it over on my step like a man signing himself into a kennel, and you were glad to. Weren't you."

"Yes." My hips were already pushing up into her hand. "Yes, glad, I was glad."

She kept her palm moving. The diaper crinkled with every push, the sound of it rising over my breathing, and the heat built fast and low and useless because there was a wall of thick diaper between her hand and my skin and she would not give me more than that. She rubbed me through it, slow and steady, watching my face come apart.

"Mommy, please."

"Please what."

"Let me, I need to, please let me come."

"You'll come when I say, in your diaper, like the helpless thing you wrote yourself down as." Her hand sped up the smallest amount. "And then you'll come again, and you'll keep coming until I decide you've earned the breast back. You don't get milk for free anymore. You work for it now." She leaned over me, her face close. "Come on. Make a mess in your diaper for me. Let me hear you."

I broke against her hand. The diaper squelched as I bucked up into it and I spilled hot inside the thick warm bulk of it, my whole body locking, and she did not slow down, she kept grinding her palm against the soaked front while I emptied and twitched and gasped.

"That's one," she said.

She did not stop after one. She kept her hand on me through the wet diaper, working the oversensitive ache of me past the crest, and I tried to close my legs and the bulk of the diaper held them open, and she pressed harder.

"Too much," I said. "Mommy, too much, I just."

"I didn't ask." Her voice stayed flat and calm over my noise. "You wanted no end date. This is what no end date feels like. It doesn't stop when you're done. It stops when I'm done." She ground the heel of her hand down and the wet warmth smeared and the squelch of it got louder and I was shaking my head on the vinyl, drool at the corner of my mouth, my hips jerking up into the very thing that was hurting me.

"That's two," she said, when I spilled again, thinner this time, my voice gone to a broken whine. "Look at you crying and still pushing up into my hand. You don't even know what you want. That's why you need me. That's why you'll never be cured. Say it."

"I'll never be cured." I could barely get the words out. "I don't want to be."

"No. You don't." She finally lifted her hand. The front of the diaper sagged, heavy and warm and ruined, and she patted it once, firm, a full stop. "Good boy."

She undressed slow after that. She let the robe drop and sat in the low chair and crooked one finger, and I rolled off the table and went to her on my hands and knees across the floor, the soaked diaper hanging heavy between my legs, crinkling and squelching with every move, and I did not care who I had been on the drive in. That man was scraps on the floor.

"Up here." She patted her thigh. "Across my lap. The proper way."

I climbed up and she arranged me, my head in the crook of her arm, the wet weight of the diaper drooping over her knee, my grown body folded against her like something she had decided to keep. Her breast was right there, full, the nipple already beaded. The smell of her skin and the milk-smell under it hit me and my mouth watered, actual spit, two days of want crashing down at once.

"You crawled back for this," she said. She did not bring me to it. She made me look at it, close, denied, while she talked. "Across a cold yard. Off a clean discharge. You had a paper that set you free and you tore across my gravel to get put back on the tit. Tell me you want it."

"I want it." My voice shook. "Please. Please, Mommy, I need to nurse, I've needed it for two days, please."

"Two days of withdrawal because you let yourself believe the lie that you were ever a client." Her hand stroked my hair, slow, while she held me off her breast by an inch. "You were never a bill to me, Aaron. The clinic, the debt, the number, all of it was a costume. I picked you out of the hunger in you the first week and I cleared your file myself and I never told you, because you needed to walk to the gate and choose the kennel with the door wide open. And you did." She tipped my head, finally, the nipple brushing my lips. "Now nurse. And thank me with your mouth full."

I latched and the milk came and I broke all over again, the relief of it so total my eyes ran. I drank in long pulls, my throat working, the warm let-down spreading through my chest and unknotting what two days had tied tight in my gut. My hand came up and rested against the soft heavy curve of her other breast, holding it, the weight of it filling my palm, and she let me. The wet diaper sagged warm against her thigh and I ground into it without meaning to, slow, and she caught it and laughed low.

"Even now. Even full of milk. You're rutting into a soaked diaper on my lap like an animal." She did not stop me. Her hand moved down and pressed the heavy front of it up against me, working me through the wet diaper again while I nursed, and the third one built slow and long and miserable, dragged out of a body that had already given everything twice. "Come on. Come for me with my milk in your mouth and your diaper full. Show me what you signed up for. No end. No fee. Just this, forever, until I'm tired of you, and I won't get tired of you."

I came the third time still latched, shaking on her lap, the cry of it muffled against her breast, my mouth never breaking from the milk even as the rest of me fell apart. She held me through every twitch. She did not let me off the nipple and she did not stop her hand until I had gone limp, drained, drooling milk down my chin, my whole weight slack across her thighs like something with no bones left.

"There," she said. "That's a good boy. That's what done looks like." She brushed the wet hair off my forehead. "You will thank me when it is done."

"Thank you," I whispered around her nipple. "Thank you, Mommy."

She let me stay there a long while, drinking slow, going soft and stupid and warm. The torn certificate lay on the floor in the lamplight where I could see it if I opened my eyes, and I did not open my eyes.

In the morning she had me carry the new papers to her office myself, in a fresh diaper, and stand at her desk while she filled them in. No client number this time. No debt column, no fee schedule, no end date in the box where an end date used to go. She wrote PERMANENT RESIDENT across the top in her own hand and turned it for me to sign, and I signed, and there was no number anywhere on the page for me to clear, because there was nothing left to clear and there never really had been.

"You own nothing," she said, capping the pen. "You owe nothing. There's no graduation. The program doesn't end."

"I know." I did not want it to. That was the whole of me now, standing there padded and kept in the morning light, content in a way the man with the certificate would not have understood. "I know, Mommy."

She slid my file into the cabinet and pushed it shut. Then she pulled a clean blank intake form from the drawer and set it square in the middle of the blotter, smoothing it flat with one hand, and picked up her pen again, and looked past me to the door, and to the gate beyond it, and the road beyond that.

"Go get your bottle ready," she said. "I have a new one coming at noon."


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.

About Polly Bane

I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.

I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.

Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book

pollybane.com

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcTA.jpg
POLLY BANE





OEBPS/image_rsrcTB.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1: Establishing The Latch

		Chapter 2: The Printed Hour

		Chapter 3: Before The Chime

		Chapter 4: Only On Schedule

		Chapter 5: The Feeding Round

		Chapter 6: Paid In Full

		Chapter 7: The Let Down

		Chapter 8: Closing The Ledger

		Chapter 9: The Weaning Trial

		Chapter 10: No End Date




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91






