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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
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Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Grammar Of Care

Isat in the cold car with the engine off and read the ad out loud like a joke I had already decided to tell.

“Live-in caretaker. Room, board, full support. Applicant will be looked after.”

I laughed. The grammar was wrong. Looked after. As if the hire was the one who got fed and tucked and watched. My breath fogged the windshield. My phone screen was bright in the dark. Twenty-seven years old, burned out, and mean enough to mock a listing before I knocked.

I killed the screen and went up the walk.

The door opened before I finished raising my hand.

Mommy Renata stood in the warm spill of porch light. She looked me over once, slow, the way a woman checks if something will fit in her hands. Her hair was pinned up. Her mouth was calm. She was forty-one years old and she did not smile like she needed me to like her.

“Theo,” she said. “Come in. Leave the cold outside.”

I stepped past her. Heat hit my face. The house smelled like soap and cooked onion. Behind me the door shut with a soft hard click.

“You read the ad,” she said.

“I did.”

“Say it.”

I almost refused on principle. Curiosity won. “Live-in caretaker. Room, board, full support. Applicant will be looked after.”

“Good boy for using your mouth.” She walked ahead of me into a sitting room that did not try to impress. “Sit.”

I sat. The chair was firm under my ass. My coat held the car chill. Hers held none of it.

“This is not a job where you wipe floors and clock out,” Mommy Renata said. “The care is received. Not given. You live here. You eat what I put in you. You sleep when I say. You are looked after until the Weaning Assessment on day forty. Forty days from tonight. Day one starts when you sign. After that I either Discharge you or I keep you Permanent. Do you understand the grammar now?”

My pulse jumped. Defiant heat came up with it. “So I apply to be taken care of.”

“You apply to be mine to care for.” Her eyes did not flick away. “We play the small game because we choose it. You stay a man. I stay the one who holds the rules.”

“And you pick a word tonight,” she went on. “One you would never say by accident. You say it and every hand comes off you that second, every act stops, no matter the day or the rule. That is a grown man’s right and I do not touch it. Leaving the arrangement is its own matter, with its own cost once you sign. But the word that stops a scene is always yours, free, and I will not keep a boy who is afraid to use it.”

I gave her a word. Ugly, blunt, mine. She said it back once so we both owned it, and did not smile. Twenty-seven years old, a trade in my hands, a lease across town I had not given up, a phone full of people who would answer on the first ring. I was walking into this with a whole grown life still standing behind me, choosing to set it down for forty days, not being stripped of one I never had like a child.

I swallowed. “And if I walk?”

“Then you walk. Before paper. After paper, walking has a price.” She stood. “Tour first. You do not agree with your mouth until your body has been through the house.”

She led me down a hall that was cooler than the sitting room. My shoes were too loud on the wood. Hers made almost no sound.

The kitchen was bright. A keyed latch sat on the pantry door, brass, thick. She flicked it with one finger and the metal rang.

“Food stays locked. You do not forage. You do not snack. Nothing goes in your body that does not come from my hand.”

I wanted to laugh again. I did not. The latch sound sat in my ears.

By the stove a low warming shelf glowed dull orange. One bottle sat on it, glass, with a blue ring painted around the nipple collar. Milk heat rose off it. The warmer ticked, faint and steady.

“That is for later,” Mommy Renata said. “Or for boys who earn early.”

My cock twitched in my jeans. I hated that it did. I wanted to know what early meant.

She took me to a door at the end of the ground floor. The frame held forty numbered pegs set into the wood, all of them empty except the first, which already held a short wood tag painted day one.

“Peg jar rules start tonight if you stay,” she said. “Every night we move a peg. Thirty-nine left after tonight. You will hear the count. You will not pretend the clock is soft.”

I stared at the numbers. Day forty sat high and plain. The Weaning Assessment lived there like a locked date.

“Nursery,” she said, and opened the door.

I did not get a tour of toys. I got sound and air. The room was warmer than the hall. Thick pads sat stacked on a low shelf. Plastic rustled when she brushed one. The smell was clean powder and something sharper beneath.

“Later,” she said again. “Dinner first.”

Back in the kitchen she sat me at the table and did not hand me a plate. She brought one plate and one fork. Meat, soft potato, greens cut small. She sat close enough that her knee found mine.

“Open.”

I should have said no. I opened.

She fed me from her own fork. Grease shone on the meat. The food burned my tongue. I chewed. She watched my throat work. She loaded another bite and put it in before I finished the first.

“Good,” she said. “Do not grab. Do not rush. You take what I give.”

Juice ran to the corner of my mouth. She wiped it with her thumb and put the thumb in my mouth. I sucked without thinking. Salt and fat. My ears burned.

“You have not agreed to anything,” she said, almost kind, almost not. “And still you let me feed you like a hungry little bitch at my table.”

“I can feed myself.”

“You can. You will not.” Another bite. “Open wider.”

I did. Grease stayed on my lips. My hands stayed in my lap like I had already lost a fight I had not named.

When the plate was empty she stood.

“Up. Coat off. Shoes off. Follow.”

The nursery again. Warmer. My skin prickled as I stripped under her eyes. Shirt. Jeans. Socks. Briefs last, cock half hard and obvious. She looked at it the way she had looked at my face at the door.

“On the pad table. Face down first. Knees under you. Ass up.”

I climbed. The vinyl was cool under my palms, then warm where my skin heated it. Curiosity kept me there more than fear. I wanted to see how far the wrong grammar went.

She snapped on gloves, the sound sharp. Oil clicked from a bottle. Cool slick hit the crack of my ass and ran. Her fingers spread me. One finger pressed my asshole and pushed in slow until the ring gave.

“Tight little hole,” she said. “Of course it is. You came here thinking you were staff.”

I grunted. The finger fucked in and out, oil wet, the sound filthy and small in the warm room. A second finger stretched me. Burn. Fullness. My cock hung hard under me and dripped on the pad.

“Say what I am doing.”

“You are fingering my ass.”

“Ruder.”

“You are opening my asshole with your fingers like a toy.”

“Better.” She twisted. Found a spot that made my thighs shake. “This hole is going to learn first. Mouth and cock wait their turn. Ass takes the lesson.”

She worked me open until I was panting and stupid. Then the fingers left. Emptiness hurt in a dumb way. Something thicker pressed. Silicone. Cooler than her hand. She fed a plug into me slow, fat middle forcing a sound out of my throat, base seating flush against me.

“Hold that.” She slapped my ass once. Hard. “On your back.”

I rolled. The plug shifted deep and made me hiss. She lifted my hips with no strain and slid a thick adult diaper under me. The plastic was cold for a second. Then it rustled loud as she pulled it up between my legs, taped each side firm, checked the fit with two fingers inside the waistband.

“Full coverage,” she said. “You will wet when I tell you. You will not hold out to feel like a man. The pad takes it. I change it. That is care.”

The bulk forced my thighs apart. My cock was trapped forward in it, hard, leaking. Every small move made the plastic talk.

She oiled her fingers again and shoved two back into me beside the plug stem until I yelled. Then she pulled the plug free with a wet pop and replaced it with something longer, her own strap, thick, harnessed under her skirt. I had not seen her put it on. The head shoved my rim and drove in to the hilt.

“Fuck,” I gasped.

“Yes,” Mommy Renata said. “Fuck. That is the word. You will do exactly as I say.”

She fucked my ass in measured strokes. Not wild. Exact. Each thrust bottomed out and held a beat. The padding hissed under the motion. Sweat ran down my ribs. The room was hot now. Wet slap of harness on pad, my own broken breath, the tick of the house.

“Beg for deeper.”

“Please. Deeper. Please fuck my ass deeper.”

“Call yourself what you are.”

“I am a dirty little hole. I am your whore for care. Please.”

She gave it to me harder. The burn went sweet. My cock jerked in the padding and I came without a hand on me, sudden, messy, shame right behind it as heat soaked the front.

She did not stop.

“That is one,” she said, voice mean and clear. “Count with me when I tell you. You do not get to pretend you only had a little accident.”

She kept thrusting through the aftershocks. Oversensitive. Too much. I tried to crawl forward. Her hands locked my hips.

“Stay. Take it. Your ass does not get to quit because your cock already made a mess.”

She reached under the waistband, found my spent cock, and stroked it inside the wet diaper with oil-slick fingers while she pounded my hole. Both at once ripped me raw. I sobbed. I begged. I came again, weaker, meaner, a forced milking that made my stomach clench.

“That is two,” Mommy Renata said. “One more. Say it.”

“That is two. One more. Please. I cannot.”

“You can. You will. Open your mouth.”

I opened. She spat on my tongue. “Swallow. Good little toy. Now push back on my cock like you want the third.”

I pushed back. My ass took every inch. She ground against the diapered curve of me and worked my cock again, cruel and patient, until the third orgasm tore out of me in fragments. White. Empty. Ass full. Pad soaked. I shook so hard the table creaked.

“Three,” she said. “That is three. Look at you. Came in your diaper like a broken baby slut while Mommy used your asshole.”

I could not form a full thought. Cock. Hole. Wet. Her voice.

She pulled out slow. My ass clenched on nothing and leaked oil down into the diaper. She checked me with two fingers, pressed the wet front of the diaper, hummed at the heat.

“Soaked through. Of course you are.”

She stripped the tapes. Cold air hit my sticky cock and balls. She wiped me with warm cloths that smelled like clean sting. Fresh diaper under me. Up. Tape. Crinkle. She put the plug back in so I stayed open and claimed under the bulk.

“Sit up.”

I sat. Grease shone at the corner of my mouth from dinner. My hands shook. She set a clipboard on my bare thighs. Forty-day placement probation. My name already typed. Start: day one. End: Weaning Assessment, day forty. Outcomes listed plain. Discharge. Permanent Placement.

“Sign.”

I signed with grease on my mouth and oil on my fingers. The pen dragged. The ink looked final.

“Key,” she said.

I blinked. “What key.”

“The spare on your ring. The one you thought you might use if you lived in and cooked for yourself. Pantry key. Hand it over.”

I found it. Metal warm from my pocket, then cold as I held it out. I could have kept it. I could have said my word and walked to my own car on my own two feet. I put it in her palm myself because I wanted the forty days more than the easy way out.

She closed her fingers.

“From this night forward nothing enters your body except from my hand,” Mommy Renata said. “Food. Drink. Medicine. Cock. Fingers. Plug. Bottle. You arrived as staff. You are intake now. Day one. Thirty-nine days remain. Every night the peg moves. Do not invent a clean story to take home. You do not have one.”

The latch sound from the pantry came back. So did the blue-ringed bottle on the warming shelf.

She tipped my chin up. “Tomorrow morning you wet that diaper on command when I put my hand on your belly. Then you drink from the blue ring until it is empty while I hold it. You will say thank you, Mommy Renata, with your mouth full. If you hold your piss to feel proud, I edge that sore little cock until you cry and I still make you wet. Understand.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Mommy Renata.”

“Good.” She tapped the day-one peg so it clicked in the frame. “Sleep on your side. Plug stays in. Diaper stays on. If you wake hard, you do not touch it. That cock is not yours to manage.”

She turned off the bright light and left the small lamp on. The door stayed open enough for hall sound to reach me. My ass throbbed around the plug. The pad was thick between my legs, already warm again from my skin. Outside, somewhere in the kitchen, the warmer ticked.

I lay there with grease on my mouth and her rules in my gut, day one locked, thirty-nine days left on the numbered wood, and tomorrow’s order sitting on me heavier than the diaper.


Chapter 2: Peg Thirty Nine

The wrist dipped first. Hot water lapped the bone. She hummed low in the steam, a tune with no name and no hurry.

“Theo,” she said, not soft. “In.”

I climbed the porcelain with the plug still seated deep in my hole from the night before. My thighs shook. Day four of the placement already, and my body took orders before my brain caught up. Twenty-seven years on me and I flinched when her palm settled between my shoulder blades and pressed me down into the tub.

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

I did. The plug shifted when I sat. A fat, blunt reminder. She had washed me once already that morning and left me dripping on the mat while she went to the hall. The drawer opened in the hall. My watch went first. Then the phone, screen lit with two job texts I had not answered and the missed flag from my sister’s Sunday call. The drawer shut. A key turned.

“You don’t need clock-time anymore,” she said when she came back. “You need feeds. Naps. Airings. My time.”

Steam stuck to my tongue. Soap. Her skin. That clean powder she kept on the shelf. I swallowed and tasted nothing but her, and the copper fear beneath it.

She scrubbed me like a chore done right. Arms. Chest. Under the balls. Around the base of my stiffening cock without mercy and without reward. When she reached back and thumbed the flared base of the plug, I jerked.

“Leave it,” she said. “It stays through the soak. You earned that last night when you spilled without asking.”

Heat crawled up my neck. The game we had chosen, two grown people with a signed paper and a peg board, did not feel like a game when the plug tugged every time I breathed.

She rinsed me. Lifted me. Towel rough and full. On the changing pad she rolled me to my side and checked the plug with two firm presses that jolted me against the vinyl.

“Good boy. Still deep. Stay that way while Mommy lotions you.”

Lotion first. Cool cream worked into my chest, my belly, the insides of my thighs. She took her time on the crease where thigh met groin, and the smell of it filled my head, sweet and thick. Powder next. White cloud. She dusted my cock, my balls, the soft skin behind them, and the powder stuck to lotion in a paste that made every shift loud with shame.

Then the pad. Thick. Adult cut. Tapes ready. She lifted my hips and slid the back under, pulled the front up over my half-hard shaft, and taped both sides tight enough to make the crinkle talk when I moved.

“There. Padded for the day. Schedule starts now.”

I did not know what hour it was. No watch. No phone. No numbers on a wall I could steal a glance at. Only her.

She walked me to the nursing chair, a wide old thing with arms worn smooth. She sat. Pulled me across her lap face down first for the airing check, peeled the front of the pad down, and let cool air hit my cock while she inspected me.

“Dry. For now. You’ll wet when I say. Not before, not after. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes what.”

“Yes, Mommy Renata.”

“Better.”

She fixed the pad, turned me, and brought a bottle from the warming shelf to my lips. Formula, not milk. Warm. Sweet. I drank because she tipped and I had nowhere to put my pride. Mid-feed she rested her free palm on my throat and held it there through every swallow.

“Slow. You’re not starving. You’re learning.”

After the bottle came the nap on the floor mat at her feet, diaper rustling every time I twitched. I slept in snatches. Woke to her shoe against my ribs.

“Airing.”

Pad open. Cool air. Her knuckle under my balls. A wipe. Powder. Close. Again later. And again. No clocks. Only the pattern of her voice and the full, heavy heat between my legs when the pad finally took a slow piss I could not hold.

She found it on the next check. Pressed the front. Smiled mean.

“Messy already. Day four and you soak yourself like a toy left in the sink. Thirty-six days left on the paper you signed, Theo. Weaning Assessment at the end. Discharge or Permanent Placement. You want me writing Permanent with a full diaper and a hard cock, don’t you?”

I made a sound that was not a word.

“Answer.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Filthy little thing. Say it proper.”

“I want you to keep me. I want the pad. I want…” My face burned. “I want you to use me.”

She changed me on the pad table with the plug still buried. Fresh thick diaper. More powder. The crinkle when she taped rang in my ears. Then she bent close, breath on my cheek, and spoke low.

“You want the real thing, you beg. Clean. Specific. You don’t get my strap because you whine. You get it because you ask like a whore who knows what hole he is.”

My cock tried to rise inside the new pad and found only soft bulk. Dread sat under the heat. Outside, messages went cold. Job leads died in a drawer I could not open. My sister would call again and I would not hear it. The house had swallowed the world and left me with her schedule.

“Please,” I said. “Please fuck my ass. Please take the plug out and put your strap in. Please use my hole. I’ll be good. I’ll stay padded. I’ll wet when you say. Just… please put it in me.”

She studied my face. “Dirtier.”

“Please shove your cock in my asshole and fuck me until I can’t think. I’m your baby slut. I’m a hole in a diaper. Please, Mommy, fuck me. I’ll beg the whole time. I’ll say anything. Please.”

“On the chair. Face the back. Pad stays on until I cut a slit. You don’t touch yourself. You don’t come. You ask for every inch.”

I scrambled. Knees on the seat. Chest to the backrest. She took scissors to the rear of the diaper and opened a neat hole over my crack. Air hit skin. Then her grip on the plug base, a slow pull that made me groan as the bulb stretched me on the way out. Empty. Open. Slick from lube she added with short, mean strokes.

The harness buckle clicked. Then the wet sound of lube on silicone. The head of her strap nudged my rim.

“Ask.”

“Please put it in.”

“Ask like you mean it.”

“Please shove your cock in my ass. Please stretch me. Please fuck your baby’s hole. I need it. I’m hard in my diaper and I can’t even rub. Please, Mommy Renata, fuck me.”

She pushed. The head forced me open. My body fought and lost. Inch by inch she fed the shaft into me while I gripped the chair and panted. Full. So full the plug was a toy by comparison. She bottomed out and held.

“Feel that. That’s mine. Your hole is on my schedule now, same as your bladder. You don’t get to decide when you’re used.”

“I know. Please move. Please fuck me.”

“Beg between thrusts or I stop.”

She drew back and drove in. Hard. My pad rustled and squished. My cock leaked into the diaper with every jolt. I begged.

“Please. Harder. Use me. I’m your dirty boy. I’m a padded whore. Please fuck my asshole. Please don’t stop. Please let me have it. Please, Mommy, pound me. I’ll take it. I’ll stay open. Please.”

She gave me a rhythm that stole breath. Skin slapped. The strap dragged over the spot that made my vision spark. A grown man in a split diaper, stuffed full, pleading for more while his cock strained against plastic and fluff for nothing.

“Who owns this ass?”

“You do. Mommy owns it.”

“Who decides if you come?”

“You. Only you. Please, I need… I need permission. I’m close. It hurts. Please let me come. Please, I’ll say I’m your baby fuckhole. I’ll say I love the diaper. Please, Mommy, let me cum while you fuck me.”

She reached around, found the front of the pad, and squeezed my cock through the bulk, rough and perfect.

“Cum. Now. Make a mess in your diaper like the needy bitch you are.”

I broke. Orgasm ripped through me in short, stupid pulses. Cum pumped into the diaper in hot spurts I could feel but not see. My hole clamped on her strap. I sobbed something filthy and grateful. She fucked me through it, mean and steady, then slowed and left me twitching.

“Good. First full day and you already come on command in a split pad. Remember the feeling. You don’t get it free again.”

She pulled out. Wiped me. Plugged me again with something thicker than before, a fresh intrusion that made me whimper as it seated. New diaper over the mess and the plug, full change, powder cloud, tapes tight. The smell of sex and lotion and warm piss mixed until I could taste it on every breath.

Evening came without a number. Light changed. She sat in the nursing chair and opened her blouse. Bare breast. Dark nipple already beading.

“First real feed,” she said. “Not the bottle. Me. You latch when I say. You swallow what I give. You do not bite. You do not rush.”

I climbed into her lap like my body had the route memorized. She guided my face. I took her nipple and sucked. Warm milk hit my tongue, sweet and thin at first, then richer. I drank. She cradled my head and watched me with a calm that scared me more than anger.

“That’s it. Take it. This is how the days go now. Milk. Pad. Plug. My voice. You stop chasing hours. Hours are for men who still own a phone.”

I nursed until she switched me to the other side and timed me with her own sense of enough. When she pulled me off, a string of milk connected my lip to her skin for a second before it broke. I licked it away. She buttoned up, settled me on the floor, and went to the side table for a thin book bound in green.

The milk ledger. She opened to a clean line and wrote in careful copperplate while I watched from the rug, diaper heavy, hole full, mouth tasting her.

Time. Side. Minutes. Then one word in the remarks column. I could not read it from the floor. She closed the book.

“Lights out soon.”

She walked me to the nursery doorframe. Pegs in a neat rank. She drew the one stamped thirty-six, carried it to the glass jar on the dresser, and dropped it.

The clink of wood on glass was the loudest thing in the house. My chest went tight. Thirty-six in the jar. The rest lined up and waiting. Every night she would drop another. Every night the world in that hall drawer would go quieter, wood and metal I was not allowed to touch.

I had already lost the numbers. I tried to count backward from the jar and failed on the second try. Her feeds. Her airings. Her pegs. That was the day. That was all the day was allowed to be.

She smoothed my hair once, almost kind.

“Tomorrow you learn the morning kneel and the count-out before breakfast. You will ask to be checked. You will ask to be used. You will not ask what time it is. There is no time. There is only Mommy.”

I nodded. Dread lay in my gut beside the plug and the warm weight of the pad. The next order was already forming behind her eyes.

From the front of the house, the porch boards creaked. A step. Then another. Someone set a bag down outside the door hard enough to rattle the frame.

She turned her head toward the hall, calm as milk.

“Stay on the rug, Theo. Do not touch the jar.”

The knock came once. Firm. New.


Chapter 3: Three Sessions No Release

Istayed on the rug with my hands on my knees while she opened the door. The knock hung in the hall air. Outside a woman set a paper bag on the porch boards and spoke low about eggs and powder refills. Mommy Renata took the bag, answered in that firm short way she used with anyone who was not me, and shut the door before I could see a face. The glass jar on the side table sat untouched, pegs stacked inside. I stared at them and bargained with myself. Useless.

She set the bag on the counter and crooked two fingers. I crawled. She let me get to her boots, then hooked my collar strap and drew me upright.

“Pantry,” she said. “Read.”

I went where she pointed. The pantry door stood open. Laminated paper taped inside it caught the light. Seven lines. Fresh ink stung my nose on the last one even if the sheet looked dry.

“Aloud, Theo. Every line.”

My voice came out thin.

“One. Feed and nap times are hers. Two. Diaper stays on except for airings she starts. Three. No phones, no watches, no private clocks. Four. Nursing is logged. Five. Chores are earned privileges, not rights. Six. Shame talk is required when ordered. Seven.” I stopped. The seventh line sat in a different hand, sharper and newer. “Seven. Release is scheduled, recorded, and granted. Hands stay off unless written.”

“Again,” she said. “Slower on seven.”

I read seven twice. Shame prickled down my scalp. My padded seat rustled when I shifted. The bulk between my thighs weighed more than the paper.

“Good boy,” she said, and the praise landed like a slap. “You wanted a system. There it is.”

I turned. My pulse sat in my throat. “I can do more. Dishes. Floors. I can kneel longer. I can take the bigger plug without whining if you let me rub one out tonight. Just once. I will not make a mess. I will clean the table after.”

She watched me like I was a list.

“You are twenty seven and still trying to trade chores for your dick,” she said. “Cute.”

“I will be quiet. I will say every filthy thing you want. I will call myself a baby slut on the ledger if that is the price. Just let me touch.”

“You asked for permission.” She tapped the seventh line with one nail. “I am giving you permission as a rule. Not as a free pass. Release becomes a scheduled event. It gets a line. Time. Method. Outcome. Remarks. You do not stroke yourself into a private little finish and pretend it is nothing. You open your legs and ask, and I write yes or no.”

“That is not what I meant.”

“It is what you get.” She stepped in and set her palm on the crinkle over my cock, not stroking, only weighing. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

My breath broke. Beneath the diaper I was already half up, trapped in soft heat and plastic rustle. I hated how fast my body answered her.

“Say what you want in plain words,” she said.

“I want to cum,” I said. “I want you to let me cum.”

“Better.” She squeezed once through the bulk, mean and brief. “Afternoon on the table. Three sessions. Ledger open. You earn nothing by default. If you stay still and beg the way I like, I might write a grant later. Might.”

I nodded too fast. Bargaining leaked out of me in scraps. “If I hold still for all three, will you mark a yes tonight?”

“You will find out when I write it.”

She marched me to the nursery changing table. The pad cover was cool under my back when she stripped the tape and peeled the used diaper down my hips. Air hit wet skin. I had soaked the liner during the porch talk and never clocked it. Shame ran hot and low. She wiped me with firm strokes, checked the crease of my thighs, pressed under my balls, and left me bare on the vinyl.

The milk ledger from last night sat shut on the shelf. Beside my hip she set a thinner book with a blue spine. Release ledger. Empty columns ran down the page. Date. Session. Touch. Peak. Grant. Remarks.

Day seven sat at the top of a fresh page in her copperplate.

“Session one,” she said, and wrote it while my cock twitched in open air. “Hands free. Mouth free. You talk.”

She oiled her palm and closed it around me. The weight of her grip was exact. Slow pull from root to head. Thumb smear over the slit. I jerked and she pinned my hip with her other hand.

“Stay.”

I stayed. Heat built in my belly in ugly waves. The table strap went across my middle. Buckle clicked. I was a row of parts she owned for the hour. She worked me in a steady rhythm that made my balls draw tight too soon. Precome wet her fingers. The wet sound filled the room.

“Listen to that,” she said. “Sloppy boy. Look at you leaking for a hand that has not even been nice.”

“It is nice,” I gasped. “It is too nice. Fuck. I am close.”

She sped up. The crest rose sharp. My hips tried to fuck her fist. At the white edge she let go and stepped back with shining fingers.

“No,” I croaked.

My cock jumped alone. A weak spurt left me, thin and wasted, and striped my stomach. Not a real finish. A ruined dribble that made my whole body seize and then fall short. The throb kept going with nothing to ride. I whined through my teeth.

She watched the mess cool on my skin. “There. That is what greedy looks like. You pushed. I took the peak away. Remarks.” She bent and wrote while I shook. “Ruined. No grant. Boy bargained mid stroke.”

“I did not mean to. Let me finish. I will scrub the floor with my tongue after. I will wear the night plug and thank you for it.”

“You will wear what I put on you.” She cleaned my stomach with a wipe, not gentle. “And you will not cum on a promise. Session one closed.”

She powdered me, taped a clean diaper snug, and the crinkle locked around my hips again. The weight of it pressed my half soft cock down into soft fiber. Every step would remind me.

“Break,” she said. “Kitchen floor. On your knees. Watch the clock I own. No hands under the diaper. If I catch you grinding, session two gets worse.”

I knelt by the fridge and stared at the blank grant column in my head. Empty. I tried a cleaner bargain while I waited. Dishes stacked in the sink. I could do them without being told. I could fold the laundry pile. I could be perfect and small and quiet and maybe she would write a yes out of mercy.

Mercy was not the point. I ran the numbers anyway.

When she called me back the light had shifted. Afternoon heat sat in the nursery curtains. She stripped me again. The second diaper came off dry. I had been too wound to wet. She noted that with a raised brow.

“Session two. Longer.”

She strapped my wrists to the table rail with soft cuffs that left red if I yanked, buckled the belt across my waist, and then, instead of her fist, gave me almost nothing. Two oiled fingers circling the head. A slow wet drag with no shaft to it, nothing to ride.

“No fist this time,” she said. “Patience. Tell me what a leaking boy earns and does not get.”

“Nothing,” I got out. “He earns to lie here and drip and thank you for the circle. Please. More than your fingertips. Anything.”

“Anything is not the true thing. Say the true thing under it.”

The honesty scraped worse than any filth she could have named. “I want my own cock back. I signed it away this morning, and now I want it through you, and you will not hand it over.”

“Closer.” Her fingers slid down and closed at last, a loose ring at the root, milking upward in long slow pulls that pushed the wet out of me without ever letting me climb clean. She built me like that, higher than session one, until my thighs shook and my voice came apart. Please sat on my tongue and I swallowed it. I used other words.

“Give it back. Just this once. Let me own the finish and I will hand it right back to you.”

At the crest she did not let go. She clamped the base in a hard ring and held, trapping the wave with her grip still on me instead of stripping away.

I came anyway in ruined jerks, thin spurts that hit my own chest and slid into the hollow of my throat. No stroke to ride. No finish to sink into. Just forced spill and a hollow slam after. My eyes watered. Drool ran from the corner of my lips because I had bitten them open.

She wiped my chin with two fingers and pushed the spit back onto my tongue. “Swallow your mess. Good little toy.”

I swallowed. Salt. Shame. Heat that would not die.

She wrote. Session two. Peak reached. Ruined by the hold, not the letting go. Grant blank. Remarks: begged the true thing under the filth. Interesting.

“Interesting,” I echoed, wrecked.

“You are learning what to want,” she said. “Bad news for you. Learning does not equal getting.”

She left me bare for airing. The ceiling fan moved cool over my wet skin. My cock lay sticky and sore against my stomach, twitching. I stared at the ledger. The grant column stayed a white wound.

“Third bargain,” I said to the air, then to her when she returned with water. “If I hold through session three without bucking, you write a provisional yes for tomorrow. Not tonight. Tomorrow. I am not asking for now.”

She drank, then held the cup to my lips. “You are still negotiating ownership of a body that is in my book.”

“I know.”

“Say that again.”

“I know the orgasm is not mine.” The words scraped. “I asked for the system. I did that.”

“Yes,” she said. “You did.”

Session three began with her mouth, not her hand. She bent over the table and took me in hot and deep. I yelped. The wet heat of her throat closed around the head and then she pulled off with a string of spit linking her lip to my slit.

“You do not fuck my face,” she said. “You lie there and take what I feed you.”

She sucked in long slow draws, then short mean ones, then stopped and slapped my cock against her tongue while I shook. The sound was obscene. Wet. Open. She spat on the shaft and spread it with two fingers, then swallowed me again until my vision spotted.

“I am going to, I am, fuck, Mommy, I cannot”

She pulled off at the exact white second and wrapped only the base in a tight ring of fingers. My orgasm tore through ruined and thin, a forced empty kick that left more on my stomach than in any kind of relief. I sobbed once, raw. My whole frame tried to curl and the strap stopped it.

She stood over me breathing steady, lips shiny, eyes flat with satisfaction.

“Session three closed. Bench closed for the day. No grant.” She wrote each word like a nail. “Three ruins. Zero releases recorded as granted. Boy remains denied by schedule.”

I lay there hollowed. The afternoon light had gone gold. My cock was a sore spent thing that wanted anyway, which was worse than wanting from fresh. She cleaned me, powdered the creases, and taped me into a heavier night diaper. The bulk forced my thighs apart. Plastic edges dug soft into my hips. Every shift crinkled loud enough to announce me.

“Kitchen,” she said. “You will sit on the mat and eat what I put in front of you. No more offers. Offers closed with the ledger.”

I ate. I tasted nothing. Bargains rose and I killed them one by one because she had answered the only way that mattered. She had given me the rule I asked for and starved me with it.

Night came with the nursery lamp on low. She sat me on the rug facing the side table. The jar waited. Glass. Pegs. The countdown I had signed on day one. Forty days, ending in the Weaning Assessment where she would mark Discharge or Permanent Placement.

She did not wait for bedtime silence. She reached into the jar early, in front of me, and drew a peg while my eyes were on her hands.

“Day seven ends,” she said. “Thirty three left of whatever this is.”

The peg clicked into the discard dish. The sound was small and final and it took something out of me. Thirty three. Not a comfort. A test length. Midpoint was coming and the jar would keep telling me the examination was mine to fail in public lines of ink.

She tipped my chin up. “You thought the count was a sentence you serve. It is not. It is how long I take to decide what you are. Every ruined load today is data. Every bargain is data. The grant column stays empty until I like the data.”

I nodded. Words would have turned into begging again.

She brushed my hair back like I was something precious she also meant to break. “Sleep. Diaper stays. If you wet, you wake me with the bell, not your hands. If you grind on the mattress, I add a fourth ruin at dawn for free.”

I crawled into the low bed. The padding rasped under the blanket. My cock gave a tired twitch against the liner and found no friction worth the risk. She turned out the lamp and left the door cracked.

In the dark my head stayed loud. I ran the day once. Porch. Rules. Seven lines. Three sessions. Ledger blank where it hurt. Peg early. Thirty three.

I had tried to buy my own hand back with chores and obedience and filth. She had sold me a system instead. I was the one who had asked for the door to lock that way. The ownership had moved, and the empty place where it used to sit was all mine.

Gut deep, beneath the shame and the sore ache and the heavy wet heat of the diaper, I made the only move left that was not another stupid trade. I would stop trying to route around the page. I would earn the next written grant the way she built it, line by line, session by session, even if she starved me while she taught me. In the morning I would present for the mark with my hands open and my mouth ready to say the ugly true things without a side deal attached.

I turned my face into the pillow. The crinkle shifted around my hips and I waited for her footsteps to mean the next page had started.


Chapter 4: Door To The Cellar

Istood in the doorway with my hands empty and my mouth already useless, because she had the screwdriver in her fist and the first hinge pin half out, and she looked up like she had been waiting for me to arrive and catch myself.

Rain tapped the nursery skylight in a steady run. Two rooms off, metal sang. I thought glass had cracked. I thought something had given. Then the pitch settled into the thin, patient whine of a bit turning. Not breakage. Her.

“Morning mark,” Mommy Renata said, from her crouch at the frame. “Say it clean, Theo. Ugly truths first.”

I was twenty-seven and my palms itched with nothing to hold. The thick pad between my thighs rustled when I shifted. Warmth sat against my skin from the night, sealed close in plastic, impossible to hide.

“I bargained for my hand,” I said. “You gave me a schedule instead. I came three times to the edge and left with nothing. I hate how much I want the next grant. I hate that I slept better after you took the peg early.”

She nodded once, like a nurse taking vitals. “Good boy. Hands stay empty until I put something in them. Day eleven. Twenty-nine left in the jar. You will hear the count tonight. You will not argue with it.”

“Yes,” I said.

The screwdriver turned again. The hinge pin slid free with a bright metal click. She set it in a little dish on the floor. My throat worked. I did not ask why. Asking would have made me sound like a man with a vote.

“Soup first,” she said, standing, wiping her hands on her apron. “Sun is out under the rain. You will eat. Then we walk. Then we finish this.”

The kitchen held a pale wash of light through the wet glass. She set a bowl in front of me and a spoon in my fist. Broth, soft carrot, the mild salt she liked when she wanted my stomach quiet. Nothing was demanded of me except swallow. Steam rose against my face. My shoulders dropped without permission. Gratitude climbed behind my ribs, stupid and real.

“Thank you,” I said, and meant the soup, and meant the chair, and meant the way she stood close enough that her hip brushed my arm when she refilled the cup.

“Eat,” she said. “Small bites.”

I ate. Rain kept on. Somewhere the stripped hinge waited for her.

After, she dressed me for the garden. Onesie over the bulky crotch. Soft shoes. A light blanket across the pram’s seat even though the air was mild. She settled me into it like I weighed nothing useful, and the wheels turned on wet stone under her hand. The walled garden smelled of cut green and rain on brick. Her fingers rested at the rim near my head. The leaves shook free of water. I looked at my own knees under the blanket, small in a way that made my gut go loose with wanting.

“Breathe,” she said. “This is the soft day. You earned a soft day by breaking clean this morning.”

“I did not earn anything.”

“You told the truth with empty hands. That is earning.”

We looped the path twice. Birds argued in the hedge. My pad shifted with each rattle of the wheels, warm fabric against warmer skin. I wanted to press my face into her skirt. I did not. The walk was the gift. I held still and took it.

Back inside, she set me at the threshold of my room and took up the screwdriver again.

“Watch,” she said. “Do not help yet. Do not speak.”

I watched. Pin two. Pin three. The door sagged. She caught the weight with her shoulder, set the tool aside, and lifted the whole slab free of the frame. Air moved through the gap. The room no longer closed. It was a mouth without teeth.

She carried the door only as far as the wall and leaned it there. From a box on the dresser she took a white baby monitor, thumbed it on, and set it on the shelf aimed at the crib and the changing table both. A tiny green light woke.

“Privacy,” she said, turning to me, “is a hot stove. You do not get to touch it because you are too small to be trusted with burns. This is not a slap. This is care. I will hear you. I will see you. There will be no hour left where you pretend you are still the man who walks out of rooms alone.”

My eyes stung. Shame tightened my throat. “I understand.”

“Do you.”

“Yes.”

“Then strip the onesie and get on the table. On your back. Knees up.”

I did it. The plastic crinkled hard when I climbed. She fastened the ankle straps with the same calm she used for soup. My shaft was already thickening against the front of the diaper, traitor pulse, no dignity left in it.

She peeled the tapes. Cool air hit damp skin. I had leaked through the morning and never caught it, a warm yellow darkening the gel. She checked with two fingers, pressed, hummed.

“Soaked through the core. Good. You held until I looked. That is learning.”

Shame flushed through me like fever. My prick jumped anyway.

She cleaned me with warm wipes, slow, thorough, under the balls, along the crease, around the hole. The cloth dragged. My hips tried to chase it. She pinned them with one forearm.

“Still,” she said. “Toys today. My hand stays off your shaft until I say. You get the remote. I keep the remote. You get what I choose to send.”

From the drawer she took the slim, flared bulb and a tube of slick. Also a ring that sat heavy and rubbery, and a small egg vibrator on a thin cord. She worked lube into me first, one finger, then two, crooking until my breath broke. The bulb followed, thicker, a steady push that forced a sound out of my throat. Full. Stuffed. The ring she rolled down my length and seated at the base, snug enough to make the head darken and throb. The egg she pressed to the underside of the head and taped in place with medical tape so it would not wander.

“Mouth,” she said, and put two fingers on my tongue. “Suck. Get them spit-slick. You will thank me later when you choke.”

I sucked. Filthy. Eager. Drool ran over her knuckles. She wiped it on my chest.

A fresh pad went under me, tapes pulled firm, onesie left off so she could reach. She stepped back three paces, remote in her palm, and leaned her hip against the dresser like she had all afternoon and meant to use it.

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

The first pulse hit low and deep, a slow roll through the bulb in my gut. My spine arched. My mouth fell open. A second line of vibration woke against the underside of my shaft, gentler, mean in its patience.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Louder. Name yourself for me.”

“A needy little hole,” I said, voice cracking. “A slut who gets hard when you put a camera on him. A bitch who carries warmth in his diaper and thanks you for it.”

“Better.”

She turned the dial a notch. The roll inside me thickened. My balls drew tight against the ring. Precome smeared the egg and made the buzz slide dirty along the head. I pulled at the straps. They held. My thighs shook.

“Beg for the next step up,” she said. “Use whore words. Do not pretty it.”

“Turn it higher. Please.” One. I had one left and I spent it fast. “Make the toy fuck my guts. Make me drip into the diaper like a good little toy. I need it. I need you running me.”

She smiled with no softness in it. The remote clicked. The bulb surged. My vision went white at the edges. I sobbed air. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the vinyl. The room smelled of lube and plastic and my own sweat.

“You do not come until I count you down,” she said. “Slow. My count. You hold through the shakes. You hold through the mess. If you blow early, the jar loses two pegs tonight instead of one, and you sleep with the egg taped on until morning.”

“I will hold.”

“Prove it.”

She left the setting there and walked to the window, half turned away, watching rain while the toys worked me without mercy or hurry. That was the cruelty of the soft day. No stacked peaks. One long climb. My body tried to race. She would not let it start. When the buzz against my head edged too close, she dropped it to a murmur. When the bulb’s deep pulse made my hole clench and flutter, she eased it, then built again, like stoking a stove she refused to let go out.

“Talk,” she said after a stretch of only wet sounds and my broken breathing. “Tell me what solitude bought you before this house.”

“Lies,” I said. “A locked door and a hand on my own shaft and the same empty finish. I called it freedom. It was just being alone with a body I did not know how to feed.”

“And now.”

“Now you feed it. Now you take the door. Now I cannot even hide the leak in my pad.”

“Say you are grateful.”

The word stuck, then tore free. “I am grateful. Fuck. I am so grateful it scares me.”

“Again.”

“I am grateful you stuffed me. Grateful for the ring. Grateful you will not let me sneak a private hour and turn back into him.”

She came close enough that her soap reached me. The remote rested against my cheek, cool plastic. “Open.” Two. She pushed the edge of it between my teeth. “Hold that. Hands empty. Mouth full of the thing that owns your nerves.”

I bit gentle on the casing. Drool ran. She thumbed the dial without taking it from my mouth, and the jump inside me made me gag on spit and plastic both. My eyes watered. My prick jerked hard against the taped egg, a wet slap of flesh on buzzing shell.

“Whore,” she murmured. “Listen to that. Slick little bitch noises. Your hole is sucking the bulb like it wants a real cock. Maybe later. Today you get toy and remote and my patience.”

She worked me that way until my belly would not stop shaking. Sweat slicked my chest. The diaper under me had gone warm again, not from piss this time, from the way my body leaked and sweated and tried to finish. She checked the tapes, found them solid, and patted the bulk.

“Good and heavy. Stay in it. You come into the diaper when I let you. Messy boy. My messy boy.”

I made a sound around the remote. She pulled it free, wiped my chin with her thumb, and fed the spit back onto my tongue.

“Count starts when I say. Not before. Breathe.”

I breathed. The bulb throbbed in long, deep waves. The egg purred a thin, vicious line under the head. The ring kept me swollen and dark and stupid. She set one palm on my lower belly, pressing down so I felt the toy shift inside, and her other hand held the remote where I could see the dial.

“Ten,” she said.

The intensity climbed.

“Nine.”

My hips fought the straps.

“Eight. Look at me while you take it.”

I looked. Her eyes were steady. Mean. Warm.

“Seven. Say what you are losing today.”

“The door,” I gasped. “The closed room. The last place I could be unwatched.”

“Six. Say who carries it out.”

“I will. I will help. I will take one end.”

“Five. Filthy boy. You are going to spend like a broken faucet.”

“Four.”

My voice shredded. “Please.” Two. Last one. “Let me. I need to bust. I need to ruin the pad for you.”

“Three. Hold.”

I held. Tears cut sideways into my hair. My balls ached against the ring. The bulb was a fist of heat in my gut.

“Two. You thank me when you shoot. Out loud.”

“One.”

She twisted the dial all the way and pressed hard on my belly.

The orgasm tore through me in a long, ugly pour. No clean arc. Just seizure and heat and the wet slap of spend hitting plastic from the inside, soaking the core while my hole clenched on the bulb in hard, helpless pulls. I shouted thanks between breaths, crude and real, thank you for the toy, thank you for the count, thank you for taking the door, thank you for making me a watched thing. Spit strings connected my lip to my chin. My legs kicked against the straps and lost. Cum kept coming in weak pulses after the first flood, milked out by the ring and the still-running egg until I sobbed and twitched and had nothing left.

She dialed down slow, not off, just low enough that aftershocks rolled without building a second climb. Maintenance. Tenderness as trap. Her hand stroked my hair while the toys hummed me soft and stupid.

“Good,” she said. “That is what a granted release looks like on a soft day. One. Mine. Recorded on your face for the monitor.”

Then she did a thing the ledger had no column for. She swung a knee over and straddled my chest, unhurried, no order and no grade attached to it, and drew my mouth up to her.

“This part is not a task,” she said, lower than her house voice. “This part I take because I want it, and you give it because you do too.”

I lifted my head and worked her with my tongue, slow, the two of us climbing toward the same thing for once instead of her building me up only to steal it. She rode my mouth and let me feel her get there, and when she came it was with a low sound she performed for no monitor and no page, her hand gentling in my hair. Both of us finished. Both of us fed. For one unmeasured minute the soft day was only soft, two grown people and nothing owed.

She cleaned the spend from the diaper’s surface, decided it was too gone to keep, and changed me with the same unhurried care as the soup. Fresh bulk. Warm wipes on a spent, oversensitive shaft that jumped at each pass. The bulb she left in, seated deep, a quiet weight. The egg and ring came off. My hole fluttered around what remained inside, empty of choice.

“Onesie. Then the door.”

We lifted it together. She took the top. I took the bottom. The wood was heavier than pride. My arms shook from the climax and from what we were carrying. Stairs down. Cool air rose from the cellar mouth. Stone smell. Dark. We set the door on its edge against the far wall, propped with a crate so it would not fall. The green light of the monitor did not reach here. Only the shape of the slab and the black around it.

“Look,” she said.

I looked. My end of the door still held the heat of my palms.

Upstairs, the hinge-frame stood empty, a bright rectangle of missing wood. Air moved freely. The shelf camera held the crib in its eye and did not blink.

Night came on quiet. She put me down after a bottle of warm milk that left my mouth sweet and my lids heavy. The peg jar sat on the dresser. She drew one peg and set it aside where I could see the loss.

“Twenty-nine,” she said. “Say what the count is.”

My tongue was slow. “Not a sentence. An examination. You are measuring me for Discharge or Permanent Placement on day forty.”

“Yes. Midpoint is coming. You will not waste the days pretending you are serving time. You are being weighed.”

I nodded into the blanket. Gratitude sat in my chest beside the fear. Both true. Both warm.

“Thank you for the door,” I said into the quiet, and heard myself do it, the words plain and adult and ruined. “Thank you for taking it. Thank you for the monitor. Thank you for not leaving me a room to hide in.”

Her hand rested on my forehead a moment. “Sleep. I will hear if you stir. I will hear if you leak. I will hear if you try to touch what is no longer yours to touch.”

She left the threshold open behind her. No wood to close. Only the empty frame and the green eye on the shelf and, far below in the cold, the door standing in the dark where I had helped put it, waiting without hinges, while the house kept listening.


Chapter 5: Placement Probation Grade

Headlights cut across the nursery ceiling in long white bars. They crawled across the painted stars and the hanging mobile and the edge of the changing table. The hour had no name left in it. Outside, gravel ticked under tires. Mommy Renata stood by the crib rail with her arms folded, calm as weather, and said, “Someone is coming to look at you.”

My stomach dropped so hard I tasted metal.

“Up,” she said. “Now.”

I sat. The pad under me rustled loud in the quiet. She did not change me. She wiped my face with a warm cloth, cleaned the dried spit from my chin, and brushed my hair until it lay flat. She rolled me onto my back only long enough to check the tapes and press the thick crotch once, firm, like a stamp. Then she pulled a clean onesie over my shoulders and snapped it shut.

“You will be clean enough to be seen,” she said. “You will not be comfortable. That is not the point.”

I nodded. My tongue sat heavy in my mouth. Somewhere downstairs a car door shut. The sound hit me in the teeth.

“Who,” I started.

“Ilse,” she said. “Be good.”

Keys. Heels on tile. The nursery light clicked brighter. Renata left me standing by the table with my hands on the vinyl edge and my bare feet cold on the wood. The crinkle between my legs answered every shift. My own breath was loud. A second set of steps climbed.

A strange car sat in the drive. It showed through the nursery window for half a second before Renata blocked the view with her body. Then a woman came in carrying a clipboard and a black case. She was tall, silver-streaked hair twisted up, glasses low on her nose. Fifty-three years old, an age that does not ask permission. She smelled like cold air and paper and mint gum.

“Ilse Vandermeer,” she said to Renata, not to me. “Right on schedule.”

“This is Theo,” Renata said. “Day fifteen. Twenty-five days left on the clock.”

Ilse’s eyes moved over me the way a person looks at a chart before they write on it. My gut dropped and would not settle. My cock twitched traitor-stupid inside the diaper. Shame rose so fast I nearly gagged on it.

“Well-check,” Renata said, easy. “You’ll sit there.”

She pointed. A wooden chair waited at the foot of the nursery table. Ilse took it. She set the clipboard on her knee, uncapped a pen, and the click of that pen was the loudest sound in the room.

“On the table, boy,” Renata said.

I climbed. Vinyl under my back. Overhead light in my eyes. My legs hung over the edge and the pad made its plastic noise when I settled. Ilse wrote something. The pen scraped.

Renata stripped the onesie snaps down my front. Air hit my chest. She left the diaper on. She hooked her fingers under the waistband only to free my cock and balls for the scale later, then taped it shut again for the first pass. Public. Fully public. Ilse’s pen kept moving.

“Weight first,” Renata said.

I stood on a floor scale she rolled out from under the table. Numbers. She read them out. Ilse wrote them. Renata measured my height against the wall marks. My ears went hot. She took a tape around my chest, my waist, the thickest part of the pad. Every number went onto the form. Every crinkle of plastic under the tape went into Ilse’s ears.

“Lie back.”

I did. Renata’s hands were steady and mean-clinical. She pressed my belly. She rolled my balls in her palm and watched my face while Ilse watched both of us. She stroked my shaft twice, rough, until it filled and stood. I made a sound I hated.

“Responsive,” Renata said.

“Noted,” Ilse said. Her voice was dry. Paper dry. “Arousal under observation?”

“Always,” Renata said. “He hates it. He leaks for it.”

I shut my eyes. Renata pinched my nipple hard enough to make me jerk.

“Eyes open. She is scoring you.”

I opened them. Ilse’s pen scratched. My cock lay heavy on my gut, shiny at the tip. The head was already wet enough to hear when Renata thumbed it. Slick. Obscene. The sound of skin on skin in a quiet room with a stranger taking notes.

“Nurse him,” Ilse said. “On command. I need the latch and the settle time.”

Renata climbed onto the table and straddled my chest facing me. She freed one breast and took my jaw in her hand.

“Open.”

I opened. Warm nipple filled my mouth. Milk hit my tongue, sweet and thick, and I made a helpless noise around it. She held the back of my head and fed me in front of the clipboard. Suck. Swallow. The wet pull of it filled the nursery. My hips twitched. The pad rustled under me, a papery patter I could not stop.

“Good draw,” Renata said. “Greedy little pig.”

Ilse wrote. “Latency to suckle?”

“None. He latches when told. He begs when denied.”

I suckled harder because I could not stop. Milk ran the corner of my lips. I tasted her and salt and my own shame. Renata’s free hand reached back and squeezed my cock through the front of the diaper until I moaned into her breast.

“Look at him,” she said to Ilse. “Listen. That is what need sounds like when it has nowhere else to go.”

Ilse’s pen did not pause. “Continue the routine demonstration. Full sequence.”

Renata pulled free. A string of spit and milk broke between my lips and her nipple. She wiped my chin with two fingers and made me lick them clean. The taste of her skin, of milk gone cool, of my own spit. My breath came fast.

“Routine,” Renata said. “You know it. Show her.”

She rolled me. She peeled the tapes. Cold air on my bare ass. The used pad hit the bin with a heavy plastic slap. I was open and pink and filthy with heat, and Ilse could see every inch from her chair.

Renata cleaned me with wipes. The chemical scent. The wet drag over my hole and under my balls. She powdered me. She set a fresh pad under my hips and the dry snap when she unfolded it made my cock jump against my stomach.

“Plug,” she said.

I did not try to hide. She took the jar from the shelf. The plug was black and blunt and shiny with lube she rolled on with a practiced twist. She pressed the tip to my asshole.

“Ask for it so she can hear you.”

My throat closed. Terror of being heard, of being written down, of the pen on paper. I almost came from that alone.

“I need it,” I said. “I need the plug in my ass. I need to be kept full for you.”

“Colder about yourself,” Renata said. “You are not a guest. You are a specimen.”

“Please put it in me,” I said, and hated that word as soon as it left. “Fill my asshole. Make me wear it while she watches. I am your dirty boy and I need to be stopped up.”

Ilse’s pen moved faster.

Renata pushed. The burn. The stretch. The thick pop of it seating deep. I gasped. My cock slapped my belly and left a wet kiss of pre. Renata taped the new pad snug around my hips, sealed the plug inside me, sealed my cock down against the soft bulk so every pulse made plastic whisper.

“Posture,” she said.

I sat up on the table’s edge the way she had drilled me. Knees together. Back straight. Hands on thighs. Chin down. The plug shifted when I breathed. The pad creaked. Ilse stood and circled the table, clipboard hugged to her chest. Her heels clicked. Click. Click. She stopped where she could see my face.

“Say your schedule,” Renata ordered.

I recited. Wake check. Feed. Nap. Change. Walk in the garden. Peg jar at night. My voice shook on the peg jar. Twenty-five pegs left. I said the number. Ilse wrote the number.

“Show the jar,” Renata said.

I pointed. On the shelf the glass jar held its count of wooden pegs. Day fifteen marked on a strip of tape. Twenty-five remaining. The sight of it used to mean escape approaching. Tonight it looked like a grade book.

Ilse returned to her chair. She turned a page. The paper snapped. And there it was.

The letterhead. Bold black print at the top of the form. PLACEMENT PROBATION GRADE. Under it, smaller: Forty-Day Observation Protocol. Weaning Assessment, Day Forty. Boxes: Discharge. Permanent Placement. Signature line for Renata alone.

The room tilted.

I read it again with milk still sweet on my tongue and a plug buried in my ass and a stranger’s pen hovering. Placement probation. Graded. The forty days were not my trial of the house. They were the house’s trial of me.

Renata watched my face change. Her smile had nothing in it.

“There it is,” she said. “He found the header.”

Ilse did not look up. “Initials for compliance during witnessed exam.”

Renata took the pen and signed a box. “He has been compliant. He has been hard the entire time. He is leaking through the lining.”

I looked at the grade box near the bottom. Blank. Waiting. My pulse hammered in my ears, in my throat, in the tip of my cock where it strained against plastic.

Discharge meant severance. NDA. My own flat. My own life handed back intact. Permanent Placement meant she kept me.

In one breath I understood which box was the worst thing anyone had ever threatened me with.

“You thought the lock was the point,” Renata said. Quiet. For me. For the form. “There was never a lock that mattered. You have been auditioning. Every feed. Every soak. Every time you thanked me for taking a hinge off your room. I am not holding you. I am deciding if you are worth keeping.”

I made a broken sound. Ilse wrote it down as behavior.

“On your back,” Renata said. “Final response test. Full completion required for the night score.”

I lay down. She stripped the front tapes open enough to free my cock. It sprang up, dark and shiny and desperate. She left the plug seated. She left Ilse in the chair with a clear view of my spread thighs and the open pad under me like a tray.

“You will not hide,” Renata said. “You will look at her while I ruin you. You will talk. If you go quiet I stop and you get a fail mark for freeze response.”

“I understand,” I said.

She spat on my shaft. The wet sound cracked the air. She stroked me hard and mean, full fist, no mercy, the way you work a tool. My hips bucked. The plug rolled inside me. Plastic crinkled under my ass in a filthy rhythm with her hand.

“Louder,” she said. “What are you?”

“Your boy,” I gasped. “Your dirty hole. Your toy on a table.”

“And what is she doing?”

“Watching. Scoring me. Writing down how I take it.”

“Again.”

“She’s watching me get jerked like a slut. She’s writing how hard my cock is. She’s writing how I leak for it.”

Ilse’s pen never stopped. Scratch. Scratch. The sound braided with the wet slap of Renata’s fist and the crinkle and my own ragged breathing. Milk still coated my tongue. Spit ran from the corner of my lips. Renata leaned down and spat into my open mouth. I swallowed because she told me to with a look.

“Beg for the right to come on her form,” Renata said.

“Let me come,” I said. “Let me come so she can mark that I finished. Please. I need to show I can break when you say. I need to earn the page.”

She edged me. Fist tight, then gone. Fist tight, then gone. My balls drew up and she squeezed them until I yelped. The plug held me open from the inside. Every denied crest left me shaking harder. Tears ran into my ears. Salt and milk and spit.

“Do not come until I say. Fail and I initial Discharge on the draft.”

The word hit. Discharge. Her gone. The path out held open. My name on bills. An empty bed. I sobbed once, raw.

“I will wait,” I said. “I will take it. I will be good. Do not send me back. Do not give me my life. I want the permanent box. I want to pass.”

“Then perform.”

She climbed over me again, fed me the other breast, and stroked me in long cruel pulls while I nursed. Milk flooded my mouth. Her hand flew. The plug ground my prostate with every spasm of my hips. Ilse’s chair creaked as she leaned in. The pen scratched. My world narrowed to taste and sound: sweet milk, wet fist, plastic, paper, my own choked moan around a nipple.

“Now,” Renata said against my hair. “Come. Make a mess for the record.”

It tore out of me. One long shattering peak, no stack, no second chance, just the whole ordeal dumping out of me in hard jets. I came so hard my vision whited. Cum striped my belly and her wrist and the open pad. I kept coming, body locked, plug deep, mouth full, sound ripped out of me into her breast. Shame and heat fused until there was only the fact of it: a grown man on a nursery table, plugged and padded and milk-drunk, painting himself while a stranger scored the page.

Renata worked me through every last spurt until I twitched and whimpered and had nothing left. Then she wiped her hand on my chest and made me lick the rest.

“Note full completion under observation,” she said.

“Noted,” Ilse said. “Strong display response. High shame affect. Recommend continue protocol.”

I lay there shaking. Cum cooling on my skin. Milk on my tongue. The plug a dull claim in my ass. Renata taped the pad closed over the mess without cleaning it all, sealed the evidence against me, and snapped the onesie.

Ilse stood. She slid the form into a folder. Renata walked her out. Low talk on the stairs. Then the strange car starting. Headlights swept the ceiling again and were gone.

Renata came back alone. She set the clipboard on the table where I could see it. The grade box sat empty, a white square waiting for a letter. Placement Probation Grade. Day forty. Weaning Assessment. Discharge or Permanent Placement. Her signature line.

I stared until my eyes burned.

“Twenty-five days,” she said. “Not a sentence. An exam. The peg jar counts toward judgment now. Fail me and I sign you out clean. You leave with your keys and your name and nothing of me on you. Pass me and I keep you.”

I nodded. My voice would not come.

She lifted my chin. “Tomorrow morning you begin Task One of the scored set. You will present at the table already soaked on purpose, ask to be checked in full sentences, and hold still while I write the grade in front of you. If you flinch from the ink, you lose points.”

My cock tried to stir in the mess and failed. Fear and want sat in my gut like a second plug.

She left the form where it was. Empty box. Her pen beside it. The nursery quiet enough to hear my own pulse.

At the threshold she looked back, calm as weather again, and spoke the line that closed on me.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Four Miles Out

Istood on a wet street at two in the morning with rain still in the gutters and nothing left of the house behind me but the decision I had already made.

Task One sat unfinished on purpose. No morning table. No clipboard. No score for a body that had already started to believe it could be measured like meat. I had skipped the whole thing so nobody could write a number on me for waking up soft and small and ready.

My shoes were on the wrong feet. The left pinched. The right slid. My phone sat at nine percent in my palm, cold glass, a charge bar like a joke I was telling myself. I still had my own clothes on. Jeans. A shirt that smelled like old laundry and pride. I had taken the phone out of the drawer myself. I had crossed the masking-tape line in the hall without asking. I had walked out.

The gate stood open.

The road ran empty both ways, black and shining, the air all wet asphalt and someone else’s freedom. I put one wrong shoe in front of the other and went.

I walked for the shape of proving something. I walked because a grown man of twenty-seven does not get graded on piss and milk and how still he can hold for ink. I walked because the day count in my head kept saying nineteen of forty and I hated that I knew it. Twenty-one days left. Twenty-one days to the Weaning Assessment. Discharge or Permanent Placement. Paper that would cut my life clean or sew it shut.

Four miles out my calves burned and my pride started to thin.

I called a friend.

He picked up on the second ring, voice thick with sleep, saying my name like a question. I opened my mouth and nothing useful came. Rain ticked on the phone case. A car passed far off. My throat worked and failed. I made a sound that was not speech and he said my name again, sharper, and I ended the call before he could turn it into rescue.

I stood under a streetlight with nine percent dying in my hand. Nowhere else I wanted to go.

Dawn found me back at the gate. The key was still mine. Nobody had taken it. That fact sat heavier than the rain in my shoes. I let myself in. I crossed the tape line alone, same line I had crossed the other way like a dare, and the house smelled like powder and warm milk and the kind of control that does not need a lock.

Mommy Renata sat in the nursing chair with a pen in her hand, awake, writing, not angry.

The ordinary picture of her broke when I stepped into the doorway soaked and wrong-footed and still my own. She looked up. She did not stand. She did not shout. She set the pen against the page and finished a line while my chest tried to climb out of my ribs.

“You went four miles,” she said. “You called someone. You came back on your own feet. Say what that means.”

My mouth tasted like rain and defeat. “It means I chose this.”

“Louder.”

“I chose this. The gate was free. I left. I came back.”

She nodded once, like a teacher marking a sum. “Day nineteen. Twenty-one left. The peg jar still counts down every night, and every night is your examination, not your sentence. You tested the door. The fantasy that anyone forced you is dead. From this hour, nothing that happens to you can be called against your will. Do you hear me, Theo?”

“I hear you.”

“Good. Task One is late. You will make it good now. Table.”

I went. My jeans chafed. The pad under them had given up somewhere on the walk back. It dragged warm and full between my legs, plastic shell holding what pride could not. The smell hit when I stripped at the nursery table, sharp and animal beneath powder, my own body writing proof I had not planned to show.

“Full sentence,” she said. “You know the words.”

I braced my hands on the padded edge and forced my voice steady. “Mommy, I need you to check me. I soaked through while I was out, and I am asking for a change and a grade.”

“Better.” She peeled the tabs. Cold air found skin that had been sweating under plastic. The crinkle of the used pad filled the room like applause I did not want. She cleaned me with firm wipes, no rush, no softness she had not decided to give, then slid a fresh thick pad beneath me, tapes pulled snug, powder dusting my balls and the root of my cock. The bulk sat heavy between my thighs. I hated how safe it made me. I hated how hard I got in her hands.

She inked a line on the sheet while I held still. Any flinch would cost points. I locked my knees. I locked my jaw. Shame came up hot and burned across my face, and my cock twitched against the lining like a traitor.

“Still,” she said. “Pretty boys who run still get scored. You hold, or I mark you down for movement.”

I held.

When the pen stopped she set the sheet aside and hooked two fingers under my chin, tipping my face up. “Oral service is the act today. You will work for the score with your mouth. You will not finish. Edge is the lesson. Begging is the ink.”

I nodded. Words would have cracked.

She sat back in the nursing chair and hiked her robe. Her cunt was already glossy when she spread herself with two fingers, scent rising thick and clean-dirty, heat and skin. “On your knees. Hands behind your back. Mouth only.”

I dropped. The pad crinkled loud under my weight. My calves still burned from the miles. I put my face between her thighs and breathed her in until my head swam, then dragged a long strip up her slit because she had not told me to be gentle.

“Slower,” she said. “You do not get to rush your way out of shame. Flat tongue. From the bottom. Taste what you came home for.”

I did it. Flat tongue from her entrance up over her clit, and her thigh jumped against my ear. She tasted sharp and salt-sweet. I sealed my mouth over her and sucked, messy, the wet sounds ugly and honest in the quiet room. Spit ran down my chin. My jaw ached. My cock strained inside the bulk, trapped, useless, and every rock of my hips only made the plastic whisper.

“Look at you,” she said, voice mean and low. “Four miles of big man and you come home to eat cunt like a trained hole. Put it in words.”

I pulled off just enough to speak, lips shiny. “I’m your slut. I’m a good little toy who ran and still came back to choke on it.”

“Again. Uglier.”

“I’m a bitch on my knees. I piss myself and I beg for grades and I want your cunt on my tongue more than I wanted the road.”

She shoved my face back in. “Then take it. Deeper. Fuck your tongue into me.”

I pushed my tongue into her hole and worked it, in and out, messy thrusts while my nose mashed her clit. She held the back of my head. Not hard enough to steal breath. Hard enough to own the angle. I gagged when she rolled her hips and forced me higher, drool stringing from my lip to her skin, and the sound I made was ruined pride with the words taken out.

My cock throbbed in the padding. Precome smeared the lining. I wanted to grind. I wanted a hand. I got neither.

She pulled me off by the hair and I gasped, mouth open, chin dripping. “Edge,” she said. “You stay hard. You do not spend. If you spend without leave, I write failure and you sleep on the floor mat with the jar counting out loud in your ear.”

“I won’t.”

“Prove it. Hand on your dick through the plastic. Two strokes. Stop.”

I obeyed. The thick shell dented under my palm. Two rough strokes over the front and heat spiked so fast my vision flickered. I stopped with a broken noise. The ache stayed. The pulse stayed. My balls hung heavy and stupid.

“Mouth,” she said.

Back in. I licked her clit in tight circles the way she liked when she was mean. She swore under her breath and ground against my face, using me, and I took it with both hands locked behind my back, the rule she had set without saying it twice. Spit and her slick mixed on my cheeks. My tongue burned. My jaw shook.

She edged me with orders between her own sounds. “Stroke. Stop. Suck. Harder. Stop touching. Hands behind. Now two more strokes. Stop.”

Each stop left me shaking. My hips jerked into empty air. The pad held me like a fist I could not fuck. Sweat ran down my back. Her cunt and my own soaked history in the bin mixed into one heavy room-smell that flipped my stomach with want.

“Tell me why you came back,” she said, thighs clamped on my ears for a second, then loosened.

“Because I belong here.” My voice cracked. “Because I couldn’t speak to him. Because the road was empty and I wanted this room anyway.”

“You belong in this room now.”

I moaned into her like agreement.

She stood, kept a hand in my hair, and walked me on my knees a half step so my mouth lined up better. “Open.”

I almost said the word out loud with her. I parted my lips instead.

“Good boy. Now service like the whore who walks out and walks back. I come. You do not. That is the score.”

I put my mouth on her again and worked with everything left in my pride. Flat tongue. Pointed tongue. Suction on her clit, fingers kept off her because she had said mouth only and I was not going to fail the one rule I could still hold. She rode my face in short dirty rolls. Her breath went harsh. Her hand crushed my hair. I gagged when she shoved too hard and kept licking through it, spit everywhere, chin soaked, eyes watering.

“That’s it. Eat. Fuck. Be useful.”

I felt her start to tighten. Her thighs shook against my cheeks. She laughed once, sharp, mean, almost fond. “Listen to you drown in it. Four miles and still this hungry.”

She came on my tongue with a hard grind and a wet pulse, a full-body clench that flooded my mouth with slick. I swallowed what I could. The rest ran down my chin onto the waistband. She held me there through the last shudders and I stayed open-mouthed and obedient while my own cock kicked uselessly, denied, furious, leaking into plastic.

She pushed me back an inch. “Show me.”

I looked down. The front of the pad had darkened with precome and old heat. My cock made a blunt shape beneath it, rigid, unfinished.

“Stroke,” she said. “Slow. You stop when I say. You do not get to finish the walk you started.”

I rubbed myself through the bulk, shame and heat braided so tight I could not pull them apart. Blunt friction, cruel with it. My hips stuttered. The burn in my calves matched the burn low in my gut. I climbed fast because I had been held too long.

“Stop.”

I stopped. A raw sound tore out of me. My cock jumped and failed to tip over. The unfinished pulse hammered behind my navel, ugly and bright.

“Again. Edge only.”

I stroked. The world narrowed to weight and smell: the pad, her cunt shining in front of my face, powder and sex and sweat. I got to the brink, balls tight, breath gone, and she said stop like a door closing.

I shook. I begged with what little vocabulary she left me. “I need it. I need to come. I’ll say anything. I’m your hole. I’m your baby boy who can’t even run right. Let me spend. I’ll take the grade. I’ll take Permanent Placement talk. Just…”

“No.”

She caught my wrist and pinned it to my thigh. The denial sat between us like a third body. My cock throbbed in stupid little jerks, stuck on the edge, and she watched with calm interest while I made broken sounds that used to be pride.

“Unfinished work,” she said. “That is what you feel. That ache is the page you do not get to close. You walked out to prove you could not be graded. You walked back and asked for the check in a full sentence. You held still for ink. You ate me until I finished. You do not get release for proving you belong. You get the pulse. You get the wait. You get Task Two’s hour with your dick raw and your mouth tasting like me.”

I nodded. Speech had thinned to scraps. Edge. Stop. Hurt. Good. Hers.

She wiped my mouth with her thumb and made me lick it clean. “Peg jar tonight still moves one. Nineteen done. Twenty-one remain. Every night you hear the count, remember the gate stood free and you used a key that was always yours. Confession, Theo. Signed again by coming home.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She pointed at the floor. “Hands and knees. Crawl to the changing mat and wait for Task Two. No touching that dick. If you spend on the way, I ruin the next three days of edges and you will still thank me for the structure.”

I crawled. The plastic rustled with every move. My knees found the mat. My arms shook. Behind my eyes the road stretched empty both ways, and the only true thing left was that I had chosen this on my own feet.

She moved around me, ordinary again for half a breath, pen, sheet, the clink of the jar somewhere out of sight, house sounds broken forever by what my return had admitted. Then her bare foot pressed between my shoulder blades, not hard, just present, keeping me down while my body refused to cool.

“You belong in this room now,” she said again, quieter, final. “And Task Two starts on the hour. Stay hard if you can. Stay empty either way.”

I stayed. My calves burned. My cock ached in the plastic like a bruise that kept asking. The unfinished pulse would not let go. It ticked with the same mean patience as the jar, counting me forward into the next hour on a clock I had stopped pretending was a cage.


Chapter 7: Words He Cannot Say

The hour struck while her bare foot still pressed between my shoulder blades. Task Two had already started. The unfinished pulse ticked where her heel had been holding me down, a throb that would not settle. I stayed face-down on the mat like she had left me, cheek on cotton, the thick pad between my legs rustling every time I tried not to move.

“Task Two,” she said. Her voice stayed quiet. “Stay empty until I say. Hands where I put them.”

I put my palms flat by my head. Day twenty-two of the forty-day placement. Eighteen nights left on the peg jar. My body counted every one of them in the way it waited for her.

She washed her hands at the basin. Soap. Rinse. The soft scrape of the towel. Each part of it landed like a clock. She checked the cage next, fingers cool on the metal, then the skin behind my balls, testing the fit with two short presses. The cage was new since the walkout. She had locked it on me the morning I came back through the gate, brass closing cold over me for the first time in this house, and named it the price of the four miles. I had worn it every hour since. Empty, she had said. I tried to fill against the bars and failed, a dull ache that jerked my hips once before I forced them still.

“Good,” she said, and did not praise me beyond that. She set the room while I stayed down. Soft towel folded. Lotion warmed between her palms. Ledger page turned. The tick of the pen cap. My pulse kept time with it in my throat, my wrists, the place where her foot had been.

When she came back she rolled me onto my back with one hand at my hip. No rush. Her palms took my thighs first, thumbs pressing the inner seams until the muscle jumped. Inspection by hands. That was the whole act. She worked the pads of her fingers along the crease where thigh met the padded bulk, then higher, then lower, mapping heat and texture, writing me into the page without looking down yet.

“Hold still, Theo.”

I held still. She checked the cage again, ring by ring, then the pulse at my throat, then the one inside my wrist, then the soft place behind my knee. Each touch logged in her head before the pen moved. No kind words. No good boy. Only the dry scratch of the point on paper and the warmth of her skin where she left it.

“Pulse high,” she said. “Thighs tense. Cage clean. Pad dry for now.”

Shame went through me hot and thick. I wanted the pad to stay dry so the number would look clean. I wanted her hand lower. Both wants sat in me at once and neither had anywhere to go.

She took the lotion and worked it into my belly in slow circles, then lower, around the cage, under the straps of the padding, into the skin of my ass where the diaper rode up. Texture first. Warmth second. Her middle finger pressed the rim of my asshole and stayed there, not entering, only claiming the place.

“Beg,” she said, flat and mean, “and I might let you.”

My throat closed. “Please. Please, Mommy. Touch my cock. Let me cum. I will be good. I will take whatever you put in me.”

“Louder. Fouler. You know how.”

“Please work my hole. Please make this locked cock leak for you. I am your dirty little toy. I need your hand. I need to be emptied like a whore you keep in a cage.”

Her mouth tilted. Not kindness. Satisfaction. She unlocked the cage with a short click and I shoved forward into her palm, hard and leaking already, the head slick. She closed her fist around it and did nothing. Just held. Heat. Grip. The threat of motion.

“You walked out,” she said, stroking once, slow enough to hurt. “You came back. I am not going to punish the walk. I am going to care harder. You will learn what that costs.”

One stroke. Stop. Two strokes. Stop. She edged me with her fist until my balls drew up and my breath broke into scraps. Please. Fuck. Need. Can’t. She took her hand away and I slapped wet against my own belly, shiny, abandoned.

“Not yet.”

She pushed two slick fingers into my ass in one steady drive. No tease. Full seat. I choked on the stretch and she crooked them into the hot swollen place inside and rubbed it in tiny hard circles. My cock jumped untouched. Pre-cum striped my stomach. She kept rubbing, her free hand flat on my hip, pinning me, and the pad crinkled with every small rock I could not stop.

“Look at you,” she said. “Twenty-seven years old and leaking like a baby on my mat. Name it.”

“Your baby. Your bitch. Your hole.”

“Ask for the rest.”

“Please empty me. Please make me cum on your terms. Please use me.”

She denied me again. Fingers out. Hand gone. I sobbed once, raw, and she wiped my face with her thumb like I was something she owned and cleaned.

Then she put her hand back on my cock and stroked, a long steady drag, base to tip, no hurry, while her other hand pressed two fingers back into my asshole and held them there, full and thick. The climax built under her palm. No count. No stack. One long climb until my vision went white at the edges and she said, quiet and mean,

“Now. Empty only as far as I allow.”

I came hard into her fist, thick ropes striping her knuckles and my belly, my ass clamping down, my whole body jerking while she milked me in short pulls and stopped before the last of it could finish. The throb stayed locked in me, unfinished on purpose. I shook. She wiped me with the towel, locked the cage back on while I was still soft and sticky, and patted the diaper into place between my thighs.

“There,” she said. “Task Two done.”

I lay wrecked, listening to my own breath. She left me long enough to wash again. When she came back the air changed.

Bread. Milk-scald. Laundry steam. The smells hit first, warm and domestic, while she sat with the ledger across her knee. Her pen struck through a word and wrote a better one over it. The old word was gone under a hard black line. The new one sat clean in its place. I could not read it from the floor. I did not need to. The crossing out was the point.

She did not speak of the road. She did not speak of the four miles or the friend I could not talk to or the key I still had. She only cared harder. She checked the straps again. She pressed a cool cloth to the back of my neck. She fed me warm milk from a bottle while I was still on my back, and the rubber teat in my lips made my eyes burn with a grief that had nothing to do with thirst. I sucked anyway.

When the bottle was done she turned the rules card toward me and added one line in her neat hand.

“Read it.”

“I may no longer say ‘I want.’”

“Needs are asked for in the household’s small language,” she said, “or not at all. You know the words. Use them. Or go without.”

I nodded. The nod felt like a door shutting on a room I used to live in.

The quiet stretch of the day after that was the real trap. Convalescent. Low light. No raised voice. She kept me on a short leash of small tasks and smaller words. If I needed the bottle I had to say bottle please Mommy. If the pad was full I had to say change please. If my ass ached for the plug she kept in the drawer I had to say fill please and wait for her to decide. The old sentence shape, the one that started with I want, died in my throat every time I reached for it.

I mourned it in scraps while she worked. The flat with the coffee stain no one else would ever scrub. The trade I had been good at. The short, sharp name people said at work like it meant skill, a grown man’s handle that fit in a meeting and a bar after. She thumbed a bead of lotion into the sore crease of my thigh and the list broke off under her hand. Eighteen days until the Weaning Assessment, Discharge or Permanent Placement, and the countdown was not a sentence I was serving. It was an examination I was sitting for, and my stomach still dropped on the word.

I caught myself after lunch.

She had me on the changing mat for a check. The pad had taken a slow warm soak while I napped and sat heavy between my thighs. Shame and heat braided so tight I could not pull them apart. She peeled the tapes. Cool air hit skin that had been sealed in plastic and fluff. Her hands inspected me where I sat locked, the crease of my balls, the tender rim of my asshole. Logging again. No praise.

I angled my hips.

Without thinking, and then with thinking, a small lift, a better line, the pose that tipped the number in her head toward clean. I held still the way a good entry holds still. I performed for the ledger.

She wrote. The pen scratched, and I twitched in the cage at the sound of it.

Later, while she folded cloths by the window, the words came out of me raw.

“What is my score.”

She did not turn. “No.”

“Please. I need to know where I stand.”

“You need what I give you.” Now she looked at me. Mean and calm. “Scores are for Mommy. You work. I write. That is the split.”

Something in me broke open then, quiet and final. I was not enduring an assessment anymore. I was building one. My ambition had crawled out of the flat and the job and the old name and planted itself in her columns. I wanted the good number. I wanted Permanent Placement written in a hand that was not mine. I had handed her the last thing she did not already own.

Night came quiet. She took another peg from the jar and set it in the spent cup with a small wooden click. “Day twenty-two done. Eighteen remain. Weaning Assessment on day forty. You know what I sign then.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Say it.”

“Discharge or Permanent Placement.”

“And which one are you working for now.”

Something twisted low in my belly. “Permanent Placement.”

“Then stop pretending the walk-out made you free.” She stepped close, fingers under my chin, laundry steam clinging to her sleeves. “You are mine to grade. You asked for the number because you care about the number. That is the whole confession.”

I swallowed. “Yes, Mommy.”

She kissed my forehead, and the tenderness was the trap. “Tomorrow we tighten. Before the next hour you will prepare three things and lay them on the low table where I can see them when I walk in. The clean thick pad. The bottle already filled and warm. Your rules card face up with today’s new line on top. You will kneel beside the table empty, cage locked, hands on your thighs, and you will not speak until I ask. If you need anything before I arrive, you use the small language. If you reach for I want, you will go without until the hour after that. Do you understand the instruction.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Repeat it back.”

“Clean pad. Warm bottle. Rules card face up. Kneel empty. Hands on thighs. No speaking until asked. Small language only.”

“Good.” Her thumb brushed my lower lip, then pressed until I opened for it, and she let a string of spit fall onto my tongue. “Swallow.”

I swallowed.

“Sleep now,” she said. “Tomorrow you work for the grade like it is yours. Because it is. I only hold the pen.”

I went to the mat she pointed at. The diaper settled between my legs with a crinkle. Warmth. Texture. The throb from her hand still ticking low in my gut where she had stopped me short on purpose. Eighteen days. One long examination. I closed my eyes on the shape of the low table in the morning and the three things I would lay out before the next hour, and for the first time the ambition in me did not point at a door. It pointed at her page.


Chapter 8: The Graduate Emory

Iwas sticky at the corners of my lips when she pointed at the low table. Whatever had just finished left heat under my skin and a score I could not see. Three things waited in a neat line: the soft brush, the little jar of cream, the ledger pen. I knelt because that was how the hour worked. I cleaned. I oiled. I held still so the numbers could climb. My whole body moved like it belonged to the grade. I did not ask what the grade was. I worked as if the pen were mine and the page would love me if I earned it.

Mommy watched without soft praise. She only tapped the ledger once when I finished and wrote something I was not allowed to read.

The bottle sat on the warming shelf like always. Beside it, propped against the tile, a stiff cream invitation card waited with my name on it in her writing. Theo. Not a ledger entry. Not a score. My name. The first time in a stretch of days I had seen it written anywhere that was not a column of marks. The sight landed harder than her hand ever had. My chest went tight and stupid with wanting.

“Read it,” she said.

I did. Vandermeer house. Autumn garden. Network gathering. Time set. My name again at the bottom in the same firm ink.

“You are going out,” Mommy said. “As mine. In front of people who keep boys the way I keep you. Do not shame the house.”

I nodded. The plastic between my thighs rustled when I rose. She dressed me for outdoors in layers that left the bulk of it plain under the clothes. Bottle. Change bag. Quilt. Shawl. Peg jar for the night count later. The household packed around me and I was cargo, not a man with keys. In the car I sat with my knees together, the engine humming, the padding grinding between my thighs when the road turned.

The Vandermeer lawn was busy when we arrived. Six households from her private network. Blankets down on autumn grass that held a cool bite. Voices carried. Glass clinked. Someone laughed low. I was led across the lawn and sat on a blanket at Mommy’s knee the way inventory gets set out, not the way a guest takes a chair. No one asked what I did for work. No one asked how old I was in the world that used to claim me. Eyes moved over the shape of me and away again, like they had seen this before.

“This is Theo,” Mommy said to the nearest pair, simple as a label. “Day twenty-seven. Thirteen left before the Weaning Assessment.”

A woman with silver at her temples hummed at the number. A man across the blanket said my name back to his partner the way you repeat a stock price. Shame crawled up cold and settled in my chest. My placement was in other people’s talk now. Not private. Not only hers.

They kept talking. Market. Weather. A boy at another house who had failed a midnight check. I stayed where I was put. Mommy uncapped the bottle and tipped it to my lips right there on the open lawn. Warm milk. I drank because she held it and because six households could see me take it. Swallow after swallow. A little spilled at the corner and she thumbed it away like I was furniture she kept polished. Someone said I had a good latch. Someone else asked about overnight output. Mommy answered with calm numbers while I sucked and the grass cold under the blanket pressed through to my knees.

When the bottle emptied she drew the shawl over us. Thin cloth. It hid nothing. The shape of my face at her breast showed clear. She opened her blouse and put me on. Public service. Worship with an audience. I latched hard and worked for it, tongue and lips busy, jaw aching in the good way, and the lawn did not go quiet for us. They talked over my nursing like it was weather. I swelled fat in the soaked front of the padding and hated how loud the crinkle got when I shifted.

“Slower,” Mommy murmured, mean and soft. “You are not starving. You are showing them how a boy feeds when he knows he can be replaced.”

I slowed. I suckled like prayer. Shame sat in my gut and fed the heat. Under the shawl my hips rolled once before I stopped them. A woman on the next blanket watched without blinking. I kept my eyes on Mommy’s skin and tried not to think about how I looked from the outside: grown man, bottle-fed, nursing in the open air.

She pulled me off when she decided. Nipple wet. My chin wet. She fixed her blouse and left the shawl half draped so nobody had to guess what we had done.

“Change,” she said.

The quilt went down on the grass. She laid me back. Autumn air hit my bare thighs when she stripped the lower clothes. The used one came off with a loud peel of tape and plastic. Old piss rose in the cold. I wanted to cover myself. I did not. Six households. Blankets. Watching. She cleaned me with wipes that bit ice-cold on heated skin. My dick twitched against her cloth. She ignored it the way you ignore a dog that begs at the table.

“He is still heavy overnight,” someone said, mild as tea talk.

“He will learn,” Mommy answered. “Or he will not. The Assessment does not care which he prefers.”

A fresh one went under me. Powder. Tape. The new bulk settled loud between my legs. She dressed me again and left me sitting open-kneed on the quilt like a finished task. My pulse hammered in my ears. Every crinkle sounded huge. Every breeze found sweat at my hairline.

Then Emory stopped at the edge of the blanket.

Twenty-nine. Good coat. Real watch. A glass of wine held the way a man holds wine when he can leave whenever he wants. He looked clean in a way that dropped my stomach. Graduate. Nobody had to say it. He smiled at Mommy first, soft and careful, like a man looking at a house he used to live in and still dreams about on bad nights.

“Mommy,” he said, and the word in his voice was history and hunger both.

“Emory.” She did not rise. She let him stand. “You remember how the lawn works. Sit if you like. This is Theo.”

Emory’s eyes came to me. Kind. That was the worst part. Not cruel. Kind.

“Hi, Theo,” he said. “Day twenty-seven looks hard. I remember.”

I said nothing. Jealousy came up my throat, thin and acid. He had wine. He had a coat that fit like money. He had walked out of a probation once and still got invited back to drink on the grass while boys like me got changed on it.

He sat on his heels, easy, adult, free.

“I discharged at day thirty-one of my own count,” Emory said, still kind. “Two years ago. The last week is the part nobody warns you about right. It is not louder. It is thinner. Sleep goes strange. You start listening for the peg jar before she reaches for it. You count what you eat. You count what you soak. You start loving the score more than your own name. And then the Assessment sits there like a door you cannot see through, and boys do get sent back. East room upstairs at her place still has the empty brass name-slot. Somebody fills it. Somebody does not. The network talks. They compare. They replace.”

My ears rang. He said it like weather. Like fact. Like he was doing me a favor.

Her palm settled on the back of my neck. One use of that touch and I almost folded.

“He is not wrong,” she said to me, not to him. “You are public now. Your placement lives in other mouths. That means you can be measured against what they already kept and what they already cut loose.”

Emory lifted his glass a little. “I still visit. I still miss the way she runs a house. That does not mean I get to stay. Graduates get wine. Boys get rules.” His smile gentled further. “The last week feels like standing on a floor that might open. You will either go still enough to pass, or you will thrash and learn what Discharge looks like from the inside.”

I wanted to hate him. I wanted to crawl into her lap and erase him from the lawn. The bulk between my legs had never been bigger. My dick ached against the plastic. Shame and want braided so tight I could not tell them apart.

“Look at him,” Mommy said, and she was talking to the nearest blankets as much as to Emory. “Jealous already. Good. Jealousy keeps a boy hungry.”

Someone laughed under their breath. My face went hot enough to sting.

The break came up in me. Not tears. Worse. The need to be chosen in front of the man who had already left and still got to come back pretty.

I turned into her knee. My voice came out raw.

“Mommy. Let me serve. Let me put my face where it belongs. Let me work for you on this grass where they can see. I need to be useful. I need to be the boy you keep. Let me worship. I will beg for every inch of it. I will say what I am. Just let me.”

She did not answer at once. She made me wait with Emory’s kind eyes on the side of my head and the lawn’s low talk sliding past us. My breath shook. The cold bit my ears.

“Again,” she said. “Filthier. And look at Emory while you ask.”

I looked. He watched with that unbearable soft face. Wine. Watch. Coat. Free.

“I want to put my tongue on your cunt in front of him,” I said, shaking. “I want to be your hole and your mouthpiece and your good little toy while a graduate sits there with a real glass. Let me eat you. Let me choke on the work. Let me be the bitch who stays on his knees when the man who left gets to stand. Mommy, I am asking. I am begging. Use me so they know I am still yours.”

Her fingers twisted into my hair and pulled my head back.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged,” she said. It went into me and stayed. “You may serve. You may not come unless I say. If you spend without leave I will write the night’s count as failure and the network will hear the number.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She opened her skirt on the blanket and drew me in under the half-shawl that still hid nothing that mattered. I put my face between her thighs like the only honest job left in my body. Her cunt was already warm. I licked. I sucked. I worked the flat of my tongue through her folds to her clit and stayed there the way a starving thing stays at a bowl. The sounds were wet and ugly and open. Spit ran down my chin. I did not wipe it. I pressed closer and fucked her with my tongue until my jaw burned.

“Harder,” she said above me, loud enough for the near blankets. “Worship is not shy. Show Emory what a boy does when he still has thirteen days and an empty brass slot upstairs waiting for whoever fails.”

I groaned into her. I licked deeper. I got my tongue as far into her as I could and then went back to her clit and sucked until her thighs tightened on my ears. The padding under me ground against the quilt every time my hips jerked. I was a mean ache in the plastic. I did not touch it. Service. Only service.

“Tell them what you are,” she ordered.

I pulled off just enough to speak, lips shiny, voice wrecked.

“I am Mommy’s slut. I am a kept hole. I eat cunt on a public lawn because she lets me. I wear the padding and I piss in it and I beg to stay. I am not a guest. I am inventory that wants a permanent mark.”

“Again. Crueler to your own name.”

“I am a jealous little whore who cannot stand a graduate with wine. I want his place in her memory and I will lick for it. I will choke for it. I will stay on my knees in the cold grass and take whatever sound she feeds me.”

She pushed my face back in. I went greedy. Nose crushed. Tongue working. Drool and her slick mixed on my chin and dripped off it. Someone on another blanket murmured approval. Emory did not leave. That was the knife of it. He stayed and watched me work the house he used to belong to.

Mommy’s breath shortened. Her grip in my hair turned hard.

“You do not get to finish me quiet,” she said. “Ask for the right to keep going. Out loud.”

I gasped against her.

“Let me keep going. Let me stay on your cunt. Let me earn the right to finish what I started. Mommy, I am begging to serve through it. Do not pull me off. Use my face. Spend on me if you want. Just let me be the one doing the work while he watches.”

“You may,” she said.

I drove back in like I had been starving for years. I sucked her clit in a steady filthy rhythm and pushed two fingers into her when she opened for it, curling, working, making the wet sounds shameless. Her thighs shook. She came on my tongue with a low broken sound she did not bother to hide from the lawn. I licked through it because she had not told me to stop. Slick covered the lower half of my face. I swallowed what I could and let the rest shine.

She hauled me up by the hair while she was still clenching.

“Your turn is not free,” she said. “You asked to be public property. Public property gets used on the terms of the house. Lie back. Pants down. Diaper open at the front. You will stroke for me and you will beg for leave before every climb. If you spend without the word, Emory walks you to the car and I write Discharge practice into the book for fun.”

I obeyed so fast the quilt scraped my spine. Cool air on my belly. The front peeled down. My cock sprang free, dark and leaking, shameless in the open. Autumn cold on the shaft. Six households. Emory’s kind eyes. Mommy above me like a verdict.

“Stroke,” she said.

I did. Ugly, fast, then slow when she clicked her tongue. Precome smeared my fist. I kept my other arm flat so I would not cover my face.

“Stop.”

I stopped. The denial punched through. My hips kicked at nothing.

“Beg.”

“Mommy, let me keep going. My cock hurts. I need to stroke for you. I need you to watch me be pathetic on this quilt. Let me. I am asking.”

“Go. Slow.”

I stroked slow. The heat stacked too fast. Grass cold under the quilt. Voices somewhere to the left discussing another boy’s overnight volume like sports. Emory sipped wine.

“Stop.”

I stopped, shaking.

“Beg better.”

“Let me be your toy in front of a man who left. Let me pump this slut cock until I cry. Let me earn a spend as service, not escape. Mommy, I will say I am replaceable. I will say the east room can take my name if I fail. Just give me leave when I am close. I will wait on the word. I will not steal it.”

“Go.”

I went. Harder now because she allowed it. My fist on slick skin was obscene in the open air. My balls drew tight. The edge rushed up like a truck.

“Stop.”

A broken noise tore out of me. I locked down and obeyed with my whole body screaming. Tears pricked.

“Last ask,” Mommy said. “Make it count. Then maybe.”

I looked at her. Then at Emory. Then back.

“Mommy, I am public now. They know my name. They know my day count. They can talk about me after we leave. I am begging you to let me come as your boy on this lawn so the network sees who still kneels. Let me spend. Let me make a mess for you. Let me be the one who stays sticky and grateful while the graduate goes home clean. I need the word. I need it from you. I am not asking the lawn. I am asking Mommy.”

She held me there one more brutal breath. Then:

“Come. Quiet as you can. Eyes on me. Not on him.”

I stroked twice and broke. The orgasm ripped through me on the quilt in the open air, cock jerking, cum striping my belly and the peeled-down edge. I bit down on a sound and still made a wrecked little animal noise. Spurt after spurt. Legs shaking. Vision spotted. It was not freedom. It was service completed on her clock. I lay there panting with cooling mess on my skin while the lawn kept existing around my exposed body.

Mommy wiped me with a cloth from the bag like she was cleaning a counter. Taped me shut. Dressed me. Sat me up. My ears rang.

“Good,” she said, not soft. “Now you understand the shape. You are a name in a network conversation. That means you can be compared. Discussed. Replaced. Thirteen days. Peg jar tonight will say the number out loud again. Do not forget Emory’s week. Do not forget the empty slot.”

Emory rose, coat perfect, wine nearly gone. He looked at me with that kind face that made me want to put my teeth in something.

“You did fine,” he said. “Fine is not the same as kept. I will see you if you last. Or I will hear the Discharge if you do not.”

He walked back toward the other blankets. My jealousy sat in my gut like a second plug I could not push out. I leaned into Mommy’s side because the alternative was standing up like a man and I no longer trusted that posture.

A car engine turned in at the gate. Not one of the ones parked along the hedge. Newer. Dark. It rolled to a stop on the gravel and the lawn’s talk thinned.

Mommy’s spine went straight against my shoulder.

“I did not put that name on the list,” she said, quiet, sharp.

The driver door opened. A woman stepped out first with a folder under her arm. Then the passenger side. Boots on gravel. A figure I did not know, tall, coat open, walking toward the blankets like the invitation had always been meant for them.

Every face on the Vandermeer lawn turned toward whoever had just arrived.


Chapter 9: Compliant Not Consenting

The black car emptied onto the Vandermeer lawn with cake crumbs still on my chin and the thick pad between my legs hot from the last feed. A woman in a grey coat stepped out with a folder pressed to her ribs. Behind her came a tall man in a dark suit, no network pin, no house crest. They walked the blankets like they owned the grass.

She stood up so fast the picnic plate tipped. Every face around us froze the same way. Emory’s wine glass stopped halfway to his mouth. He was twenty-nine and out of this life, and even he looked small.

The folder woman did not sit. She spoke over the leftover bread.

“This is not a social call. Midpoint field review. Placement probation day thirty-three. You have seven days remaining before Weaning Assessment. Households, pack. Host, clear the lawn.”

Blankets folded. Voices dropped. The tall man wrote nothing and wore no pin, but before the doors closed he crouched to my level, the one time he came near. He did not touch me. He read my face the way Ilse read her form, then spoke over my head to Renata. “Compliant. Carried.” His voice was flat as a scale. “I have watched him lean into every hand on this lawn and choose none of it with a free one. The network wants that settled before day forty, or the placement does not hold.” He straightened, done, and that was the whole reason the car had driven out. Then we were in her car and the lawn was gone, and the air held nothing but leather and her perfume and the warm ammonia edge under my own clothes.

The nursery door shut with a quiet click. She laid a white cloth on the changing table the way she laid a feeding tray, corners square, no wrinkle left to chance. Phone. Wallet. Keys. Watch. Folded shirt. Each piece set down with the same care she used for a bottle.

I stood in the doorway in stockinged feet. My old life lined up in front of me.

She added more. Phone charger snug in the socket until the screen woke green. Bank card slid under the wallet flap. A second set of keys, heavier, tagged for a let flat two towns over. She said the door of my old room had been re-hung that morning. She said Thursday held a real interview at a real firm, and she had arranged it herself.

Seven days of my own shape, waiting on white cloth.

My mouth went dry. The pad under me was huge and babyish and wrong next to a watch face and a bank card. Heat crawled up my spine anyway. Craving sat in my gut like a fist.

“Come here, Theo.”

I went. She turned me, palms firm on my hips, and bent me over the edge of the table so my cheek pressed near the folded shirt. Cotton and laundry soap filled my nose. Under that, her skin. Under that, me.

She peeled the tapes. The front panel dropped. Cool air hit piss-warm plastic and the half-hard swell of my cock on my belly. She did not wipe me clean yet. She left the mess and the smell and put two slick fingers straight to my hole.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. She pushed in. Knuckles stretched me. The burn was clean and mean. I made a sound I hated and she hummed like she had expected it.

“Ilse wrote you up after the garden,” she said, working a third finger until my asshole took it with a wet little gulp. “I will read you the line later. First you take what is mine.”

Lube. More of it. The fat head of the strap settled against me, silicone and her hips and the harness creak. She did not rush. She fed it into my ass inch by inch, slow enough that my thighs shook and my cock leaked a thin string onto the white cloth beside the keys.

“Fuck. Fuck, please.”

“Please what.”

“Please put it in me. Please fill my hole. I need it.”

“Slut language. Good. Keep going.”

She seated herself deep and held there while my body tried to push her out and failed. Full. Stuffed. The stretch sang in my teeth. I could smell her soap and the leather of the harness and my own shit-trace under the lube, dirty and honest. Taste of metal in my mouth from biting my lip.

She fucked me in long strokes. Not a race. A claim. Each pull emptied me out ugly; each push turned me back into a hole. My balls slapped the table edge. My cock dragged on the cloth and smeared precome near the watch.

“Look at your life while I use you,” she said. “Phone. Wallet. Job on Thursday. Flat keys. All of it waiting. And you with your ass full of Mommy’s cock like a cheap toy.”

“I’m a cheap toy,” I gasped. “I’m your hole. Don’t stop.”

“Beg properly.”

“Please fuck my asshole. Please ruin me. Please make me take it until I can’t think about any of that shit on the cloth.”

She gave me more. Harder. The wet slap of hips on cheeks filled the room. Spit landed on my back and ran into the crack where the strap worked me open and raw. I drooled on the shirt collar. I did not care.

“Whose ass.”

“Yours.”

“Whose boy.”

“Yours. Yours. Fuck, yours.”

She reached under and wrapped my cock in a dry fist. Not kind. A hold. She stroked in time with the thrusts, slow enough to edge me without mercy, tight enough that my vision spotted.

“You do not get to come until I say. You hold it like a good little bitch.”

I nodded into the cotton. My hole fluttered around the shaft. Every drag scraped nerves that had learned her shape over thirty-three days. Need made me stupid. I pushed back to meet her.

“Greedy whore,” she said, and the word landed hot. “Listen. You smell like piss and lube and need. Taste that.”

She put two fingers in my mouth, the ones that had been in me. Bitter. Salt. My own funk. I sucked them clean because she told me to, and because the shame made my cock jump in her fist.

“That’s you,” she said. “That’s what you are under the bank card and the interview suit.”

She kept the rhythm steady. No stacking. No count. One long fuck that remade the room around the white cloth and the row of adult things I could not reach with my hands flat on the table. Sweat ran into my eyes. My asshole burned sweet. I throbbed in her fist, denied and leaking, balls drawn tight.

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

“Say you are nothing without this house.”

“I’m nothing without this house.”

“Say you want the pad more than the keys.”

My throat closed. The keys sat two inches from my nose. I could smell brass and the flat’s plastic tag.

“I want the pad more than the keys,” I whispered. “I want you to change me and feed me and fuck my ass and never let me go.”

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours. I’m yours. My hole is yours. My cock is yours. Everything.”

She stroked faster then, still matched to the deep grind of the strap. “Come.”

I broke. Orgasm tore through me in ugly waves, cum striping the white cloth and the edge of the wallet, my asshole clamping down on the silicone while I shook and made sounds that were not words. She fucked me through it until the last pulse left me empty and twitching, then held still, buried, her hand sticky on my spent cock.

No ledger tick. No grade. Just her breath at my ear and the smell of sex and plastic and laundry soap.

She pulled out slow. My hole stayed loose a second, then fluttered shut, sore and used. She wiped me with the same square-cornered care she used for everything, then taped a clean diaper on me, tapes snug, bulk between my thighs again. The plastic was loud in the quiet room. Fresh powder fought the older scent and lost. Salt on my lip, sweat or tears, and I did not check which.

She cleaned her hands. She did not clean the cum off the cloth.

“Stand up.”

I stood. Legs weak. Diaper heavy. My own shoes waited by the door. She had set them out at some point I could not name.

She faced me with the folder woman’s words already in her mouth, plain, without the garden’s performance.

“Ilse’s report reads compliant, not consenting. You do what you are told. You take what you are given. You have never once chosen this house with a free hand. The household does not keep boys who have only ever been carried.”

My gut went cold. The craving spiked so hard I nearly reached for her skirt.

“So here is the furlough,” she said. “Seven days. No rules. No ledger. No contact. Phone charged. Wallet full enough. Keys to the flat. Door re-hung. Interview Thursday. Weaning Assessment on day forty, Friday of that week. Renata signs Discharge or Permanent Placement then. You will either walk back in because you need it, or you will not walk back in at all.”

She kissed my forehead. Warm. Final.

Then she pulled the peg from the jar on the shelf. The little wooden stick that counted nights. She set it aside mid-page of the ledger and closed the book without a mark for today.

“Feeds stop. Changes stop. Nothing about your body is my responsibility until you make it so again. Get dressed.”

I put on the folded shirt. Trousers over the pad, the bulk obvious to anyone who looked. Watch on my wrist. Wallet in the pocket. Keys cold in my palm. Phone heavy as a brick.

She walked me to the hall. She did not hold my hand.

Outside, her car started. Tires on gravel. Then nothing but the empty drive and the sound of my own breath.

I stood in the hall in my own shoes. Day thirty-three. Seven days left. The house behind me had already closed like a mouth. No bottle waiting. No check. No warm lap. For the first time since day one, nobody owned the next hour of my skin.

The craving got worse. It filled the space where care had been and turned every free breath into evidence against me. Function and I lose the only thing I want. Fail and I prove I was only ever cargo.

I looked at the door. The interview suit still hung somewhere in a flat two towns over. Thursday. Friday. The peg jar silent.

I put my hand on the latch. My hole ached from her. My cock twitched uselessly inside the clean bulk. Her smell sat on my fingers when I lifted them, and I licked the last of it off.

I chose the outward step because standing still was a kind of consent I had never been asked for, and because the only way back into her hands was through a week that would try to make me a man again.

I opened the door and walked out into the afternoon, padded and hard and empty, counting the hours I was about to survive as if each one might kill me.


Chapter 10: Laid Out Waiting

Ileft the last peg alone in the doorframe for her.

It was number one. Day forty of forty. I had pulled every other one myself through the week of the furlough, standing in my own shoes, counting down the Weaning Assessment like a man who thought he might walk out. That single peg waited. Pulling it was her job. I wanted her to have something to come home to.

I had done the week as a man.

Thursday I sat across a real desk and answered real questions. My hands did not shake. I took the offer they put in front of me, signed where the clerk pointed, and left with a packet that said start date and salary and a name that was still mine on paper. After that I signed a lease for a flat with clean light and no nursery table. I bought a coffee alone at a counter and drank it standing up like anyone else. None of it rang false. That was the trap. It all worked. I could have kept going.

At noon I drove back with every proof of exit on the passenger seat. Offer letter. Lease. Keys I had just cut. Wallet. Phone. The coffee cup in the cupholder, half full and already cold. The road knew the turns. My body knew them better. When I killed the engine in the drive the house sat quiet and ordinary, and my chest went soft the way it only ever went soft here.

I used the key she never asked back.

The lock turned like it had been waiting. Inside, the hall smelled like her soap and the laundry powder she used on the thick pads. Peg one hung in the frame, unpulled. I did not touch it. I set the pile on the side table by the door, neat, face up, so she would see the exit I had earned and still walked past.

Then I did the whole routine without being told.

I warmed my own bottle on the shelf the way she had shown me, water to the line, powder level, shake until the foam settled. I laid out the wipes and the cream and the fresh pad on the high table, corners squared, nothing missing. I opened the ledger myself. My handwriting had not improved. The small language still landed like a hand on the back of my neck. I wrote the last entry of the forty days in that tongue, slow, because I meant every word:

ask stay. no out. keep. permanent. i choose. please keep.

I used please once. I did not write it again.

I stripped in the nursery light. I was already half hard from the shame of it, from the knowing. I taped myself into a fresh thick pad, the crinkle loud in the quiet house, the bulk between my thighs heavy and real. I climbed onto the table I could not leave with any dignity and lay on my back. Knees up. Pad open at the sides so the air could reach me. Hands on my belly where she liked them. Bottle within reach. Ledger open beside my hip with that one line showing.

I waited two hours.

I chose every minute of it.

I wet once, early, a long warm flood that soaked the diaper and made it sag against my balls. I did not call out. There was no one to call. The heat cooled and the weight stayed. My hole clenched on nothing. My mind went quiet the way it only did when I stopped pretending I wanted the car keys more than this. Peace. Not fear. Peace like a held weight.

On the shelf the little green eye still watched, the baby monitor she had aimed at this table the day she took my door off its hinges. No one held the other end now. It recorded an empty room and the grown man laid out in it by his own hand, waiting to be found exactly like this. Whatever I had chosen, the green light had it before she ever walked in.

Tires on the drive.

The door. Her steps. The coat hooks.

She stopped in the nursery doorway and found me laid out.

I kept my eyes on the ceiling until her shadow crossed my chest. Then I looked. Coat still on. One hand in the pocket. The shape of folded papers there. Discharge. The form was familiar from the talk of it. Day forty. Weaning Assessment complete on her side. She could have signed me free and left the offer letter on the table and walked out.

She saw the ledger first.

She read my line without touching me. Her mouth did not soften. She pulled the papers from her coat, held them over the bin, and tore them once, hard, then again, until the Discharge was scrap. The sound of the rip went through me and closed my throat. She dropped the pieces and dusted her fingers.

“You will thank me when it is done,” she said.

I nodded. My voice was gone for a second. Then it came back raw.

“I asked,” I said. “In the book. I meant it.”

“I know what you meant.” She stripped her coat and rolled her sleeves. “You drove back with a job and a lease and a coffee like a big boy, and then you padded your own ass and climbed up where you cannot get down clean. That is a petition, Theo. That is not a mood.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you want.”

“I want you to keep me. I want no out. I want permanent. I want you to use my hole and feed me and make the clock stop being a test.”

She smiled with no kindness in it. “Ugly words. Good. Keep them ugly.”

She checked the pad with two fingers, pressed the wet, and made a sound that was almost a laugh. “You soaked yourself waiting. Filthy little thing. Stay still.”

She cleaned me on the table. Wipe after wipe. Cream on the sore places. A dry pad shoved under my hips and taped hard so the bulk locked my thighs open. The crinkle filled the room. My cock jumped against the plastic front and left a wet kiss there. She ignored it on purpose. She unlocked the low cabinet and took out the harness and the thick strap she used when she meant to finish a boy. The silicone was dark and heavy. She fitted it against her hips, buckled it tight, and slicked it with two slow strokes of her palm.

“Hands under your knees,” she said. “Hold yourself open. You put yourself here. You stay here.”

I pulled my knees up and wide. The pad’s crotch gaped. My asshole was on show, pink and clenched, shiny from cream. My cock lay hard on my belly, leaking. Balls drawn tight. Twenty seven and spread like a toy on a changing table because I had written a sentence and meant it.

She set the fat head of the strap against my hole and pushed.

Slow. Absolute. The stretch burned and then took, inch by inch, until the full weight of it sat inside me and my breath broke into short sounds. She leaned over me, one hand braced by my shoulder, the other lifting her breast free of her shirt. Nipple dark and already beading. She pressed it to my mouth.

“Latch,” she said. “You do not get to float away from this. You take it and you nurse and you stay with me.”

I latched. Milk hit my tongue, warm and thin and hers. She started to fuck me in long deep strokes, the strap dragging on every nerve, the table creaking under us. Each thrust shoved me further onto the pad and made the bulk grind my cock from below. I moaned into her breast. Drool wet my chin. She did not praise me. She called me what I was.

“Listen to that hole. Wet little bitch, sucking cock like it pays rent. You signed a lease this morning and now you are full of Mommy’s strap with milk on your tongue. Say it.”

I pulled off just enough to speak. “I am a wet bitch. I signed a lease and now I am full of your strap. Please, I need…”

“You do not need. You take.” She pushed back into my mouth and drove deeper, hips rolling, mean and steady. “Beg like the whore who crawled home with the exit papers still warm.”

“Fuck my ass,” I said against her skin. “Use me. Keep me. I am your hole. I am your baby. Do not discharge me. Breed the thought of leaving out of me.”

She fucked harder. Not fast. Heavy. The kind of pace that made counting a joke. My cock slapped my stomach and leaked in strings. The first orgasm hit without warning, a hard clench around the strap that forced a shout out of me and a thick spurt up my chest. She did not stop. She kept nursing me through it, palm on my forehead, hips grinding the head of the toy against the spot that made my vision spark.

“Again,” she said. “You do not get one and rest. You asked for permanent. Permanent is until I am done.”

The second came meaner, balls aching, cock jerking with almost nothing left, my hole spasming so hard my thighs shook in my own grip. Still she moved. Slow. Claiming. Sweat on her throat. Milk on my lips. The wet slap of the harness against the soaked pad. Spit and milk mixed on my chin and dripped to my neck.

“Look at you. Past sense already. Past pride. Say what you are for.”

“I am for this table,” I gasped. “I am for your cock in my ass. I am a kept slut who warms his own bottle and waits with his hole out. I am not going. I am not going.”

Third wrecked me. My cock gave weak pulses and then only dry shudders. She still did not call me good. She shifted angle and made the overstimulation a fact, not a threat. Past four. Past whatever came next. The count dissolved into heat and weight and the texture of her nipple between my teeth. My mind broke into scraps. Full. Held. Hole. Milk. More. Cannot. Still more. Her voice above me, crude and sure.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

I tried to say thank you and only managed a broken sound and another helpless clench. My asshole fluttered around the shaft. My cock twitched and spilled one last thin ribbon across the pad tapes. She fucked me through the blur until my legs slipped from my hands and flopped open, used, and only then did she seat herself to the base and hold.

Silence except our breath and the soft suck of my mouth on her.

She pulled free with a wet sound that made me flinch. The empty ache after was huge. She unbuckled the harness, set it aside, and wiped my face with a clean cloth like she was finishing a chore. My hole stayed soft and open. Cum and slick cooled on my belly. The diaper under me was a ruin.

She looked down at me for a long time.

“Good,” she said.

One word. A verdict. Not a pet. A stamp.

I cried then, quiet, and she let me, fingers in my hair, no more speech until my chest settled.

Evening came in the way it always did in that house, with the lamp by the chair and the bottle rack and the sound of the kettle. She cleaned me properly, changed me into a dry bulk that made walking a waddle, and carried most of my weight to the chair even though my legs worked. She sat. I curled into her lap with my head under her jaw. She opened a folder on the side table and read the household charter aloud while I nursed, slow pulls, half gone already.

No term. No review date. No discharge clause. Indefinite. Unconditional. The only sentence in the whole document written in my words was the one from the ledger, copied in her clean hand and locked as the last line I would be allowed to author: ask stay. no out. keep. permanent. i choose.

She signed. I signed where she put the pen, my name smaller than it used to be. She closed the folder and set it on the floor.

Later she walked me to the east door and slid a brass plate into the empty slot. My name. Fixed. The peg jar came down from the shelf. She dumped the forty day pegs on the table and began to recut them with a small saw and sandpaper, blunt ends, new notches, a set that would count nights instead of days. A number with no end. I watched the sawdust fall. She opened a fresh ledger, volume two, and wrote the date, my weight, and the time of my first feed as a permanent placement. The pen scratched. The page took the ink like it had been waiting.

On the laptop she opened a browser tab before she closed the night. The old listing sat there, live. She turned the screen so I could see it from her lap. Nine days it had run. One place. Written for one reader. The mistyped line that had pulled me in the first time sat there, bold as a net.

“Not a mistake,” she said. “You were always the boy it was for.”

She deleted the listing. The page went blank. The cursor blinked once and died.

I was latched again by then, half asleep, the bulk warm between my legs, her heartbeat under my ear. Somewhere in the quiet she mentioned that Ilse had another house on her route next week, a new boy to score, and said nothing else about it. The laptop lid shut. The brass on the east door caught the lamp. The jar of night pegs waited by the ledger’s open page, volume two, first line wet with ink, and the dark screen held the ghost of the ad.


THE END
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