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Foreword

Hello all. Thank you for the lovely messages you’ve been sending me. I’m sorry I’m slow to reply to them, but I’m not that technically averse. My granddaughter has just helped me setup Word properly after you shared notes about how you’d prefer I formatted my books. I’m sorry they’re tough. I was brought up in a different time.

For those asking, I’m seventy-three, and I’m based in Cornwall, in the United Kingdom. I’m a former school-teacher who had a husband who was very submissive and enjoyed sissification and adult-baby play. We were both swingers too, and active members of the local fetish and BDSM community. Unfortunately, Neville passed away two years ago. Writing is my way of dealing with it all.

Thank you once again for reading my books. The little bit they bring in helps with the pension. I know I get things wrong, so my daughter and granddaughter are going to help me with text.

Love,

Mommy Victoria


Chapter 1

David came home on a Thursday with a bag of Thai takeaway and the vague sense that something was off. The hallway light was already on. Tamara’s coat hung on the peg by the door, still damp at the shoulders from the drizzle. He kicked his shoes off, called out that he was back, and got nothing back except the soft click of a laptop trackpad from the living room.

She was on the sofa with his old laptop open on her knees. Not the work one. The battered silver machine he kept in the bottom drawer of the wardrobe and claimed he only used for tax returns and old photos. The screen glow lit her face from below. She did not look up when he walked in.

“I got green curry,” he said, holding up the bag like it might fix whatever this was. “And that rice you like.”

Tamara still did not look at him. She scrolled. The trackpad clicked again. David set the food on the coffee table and stood there with his hands in his pockets, waiting for the usual evening noise to start up. The telly. A question about his day. Something ordinary.

“How long?” she asked.

Her voice was flat. Worse than shouting.

“How long what?”

She turned the laptop round so he could see the browser. History stretched down the page in neat little rows. Site after site. Forums. Story archives. Video titles he recognised immediately because he had typed half of them himself at half two in the morning with the volume down and one ear listening for footsteps on the stairs.

Mommy domme. Adult baby. Sissy baby girl. Forced regression. Older woman. Nappy. Romper. Pegging. The words sat there in black text on a white background like a shopping list. David felt heat climb his neck. His mouth went dry.

“Tam…”

“Don’t.” She scrolled further. Bookmarks. Folders labelled with bland names he had thought were clever. Then she opened a folder on the desktop he had named ‘receipts_2023’. Inside were Word documents. Journal entries. Years of them.

He had started writing them when he was twenty-two. Private stuff. The kind of thing you put down because keeping it only in your head made it louder. Descriptions of being dressed in satin. Being spoken to like a toddler. Being held down by women old enough to be his mother, or older, and used until he cried. He had never meant anyone else to read them. That was the whole point of a password and a bottom drawer.

Tamara read one paragraph out loud. Her voice did not shake. She sounded like she was reading a bus timetable.

“‘I want to be mummy’s little girl. I want the soft clothes and the dummy and to be fucked while I'm still in them. I want her to call me disgusting and still keep me.’” She looked up. “Is that you, then? Is that what I married?”

David sat down hard on the armchair opposite. The takeaway bag made a soft plastic noise as it settled.

“It’s fantasy,” he said. “It’s just… stuff. Online. I never…”

“You never what? Acted on it? Congrats. You still spent our marriage wanking yourself stupid over being turned into a baby by older women.” She shut the laptop with a snap that made him flinch. “I went looking for the insurance contract PDF. That's the only reason. I wasn't snooping for fun. And this is what I find. Years of it. While I was picking up your dry cleaning and booking our holidays and wondering why you went quiet every time I suggested anything in bed that wasn't the same three positions.”

The quiet in bed had been real. Desire had been real too, just pointed in a direction he had never managed to say out loud. He had told himself it was kinder to keep it sealed. Looking at her face now, sealed just looked like a lie.

“I'm sorry,” he said.

“Sorry you got caught.”

“Sorry I never told you. Sorry it was there at all if it disgusts you this much.”

Tamara stood up. She was still in her work clothes, blouse slightly creased, hair tied back the way she wore it for client meetings. Thirty-eight. Practical. The woman who colour-coded the shared calendar and always knew where the spare house keys were; the woman who he knew would one day be the future mother to his children. She looked at him like he was a stain on the carpet, and what was most annoying was the look of disgust turned him on.

“It does disgust me,” she said. “You disgust me. Dressing up as a little girl. Wanting to be treated like an infant and fucked. Writing it down like a diary. I thought we had a normal life. Mortgage. Jobs. The occasional weekend away. And the whole time you were building this… nursery in your head.”

“It doesn’t mean I don’t love you.”

“Don't.” She held up a hand. “Don't turn this into a speech about love. You hid it. You used me as cover for a straight marriage while you filled hard drives with this shit. I'm done.”

The heating clicked on in the hall. Outside a car door slammed. It was over.

“What does done mean?” he asked, even though he already knew.

“I'm calling a solicitor in the morning. I want you out. You can take your laptop and your journals and whatever else you've stashed. I don’t want it in this house. I don’t want you in this house.”

He nodded once. Arguing felt pointless. She'd already decided what he was.

“Tonight?” he said.

“Tonight. Pack a bag. Sleep on someone’s sofa if you have to. I can't look at you.”

He went upstairs. The bedroom was still theirs just this morning, a laugh about something she said, something that seemed so benign right now; and then a question; “I need to check if we've coverage for the water damage from that leaking tile. Where’s our insurance contract?” And he’d said that it was on the old laptop, a PDF, a scan. He’d sealed his own fate.

He pulled a holdall from the top of the wardrobe and put in shirts, jeans, underwear, chargers, the spare glasses he kept in the drawer. He left the wedding photo face down. From downstairs he could hear her on the phone, He didn’t go near enough to catch the words.

When he came back down she was in the kitchen with a glass of water, staring at nothing. The laptop was closed on the counter. The Thai food sat untouched on the coffee table, going cold.

“I’ll sort money and the flat stuff through the solicitor,” she said “Don't text me. Don't turn up. If you need something from the house, email.”

“Tamara.”

“Get out, David.”

He left. The drizzle had turned to heavy rain. He stood under the shared porch of the terrace for a minute with the holdall cutting into his shoulder, then walked to the main road and booked a room in a budget hotel near the station because he could not face ringing anyone yet and explaining why he needed a sofa.

He sat on the edge of the bed with his coat still on and opened his phone. No messages from her. He almost typed something twice and deleted both drafts. Sorry again. Can we talk. Neither of those belonged to the version of the evening they were in.

He ordered a bland burger on a delivery app because the Thai was still on their coffee table and he was not going back for it. He ate half of it watching a muted football match on the wall-mounted telly. When he finally stripped and got under the stiff sheets, sleep took a long time. Every time he closed his eyes he saw the laptop screen and her face above it.

Morning was grey and logistical. He rang work and said there was a personal emergency, he would be remote for a few days if they needed him. His manager made sympathetic noises and did not ask questions. David booked a second night at the hotel, then spent an hour on Rightmove looking at one-beds and studios within a boring commute of the office. Everything decent was either gone or priced like a joke. He shortlisted three viewings and sent the enquiries before he could talk himself into delaying.

At half nine he got an email from a solicitor’s firm Tamara had already instructed. Detached. Professional. They would be handling the divorce. He was advised to get his own representation. Assets, the house, the joint account. Standard wording. Still felt sharp. He forwarded it to a solicitor a colleague had used two years earlier and asked for an initial call.

By lunchtime he had replied to two letting agents. One flat was available mid-next-week if references cleared. Small. Ground floor conversion in a quiet street twenty-five minutes from work on a good traffic day. The photos showed beige walls, a galley kitchen, and a bedroom just big enough for a double bed and a chest of drawers. It looked like a place you went after something ended. He booked the viewing.

The next days blurred into admin. Bank appointments. Changing addresses on things that would take weeks to update. Collecting a few more bags from the house while Tamara was at work, as agreed by email in three-line messages with no greeting. He left the key on the hall table the last time and locked up with the spare she had told him to use once and then post back through the door.

He did not see her. That was probably deliberate on both sides.

The flat came through faster than he expected. References, deposit, first month. He signed digital forms on his phone in the hotel breakfast room between watery coffee and toast. Moving day was a Tuesday. He hired a small van for four hours because he did not own enough to need longer. Bed from a warehouse clearance place. Sofa from a Facebook Marketplace couple who were upgrading. Cheap desk. A kettle that rattled. Boxes of clothes and books and the laptop he almost left in a skip and then did not.

The rain held off while he unloaded. A neighbour from upstairs nodded at him on the path and asked if he was the new bloke in number two. David said yes. The neighbour said welcome and that the bins went out Tuesday night. Then he was alone with the boxes and the echo of an empty place.

He made the bed first because sleeping on a mattress on the floor felt like giving the whole situation too much symbolism. He hung shirts in the wardrobe. He plugged the laptop in on the desk and did not open the history. He put milk and bread in the fridge and stood in the kitchen doorway eating a banana and looking at the blank wall opposite.

That was it. Marriage over because of tabs he’d never closed and words he’d never said out loud. She’d found them on a screen and decided he was disgusting. Arguing wouldn’t fix it.

In the second week he started sleeping properly again. Work helped. Spreadsheets and calls and the familiar noise of people who did not know his private life had collapsed. In the evenings he cooked simple things in the rattling pan set he had bought in a rush. Pasta. Eggs. A curry from a jar when he could not be bothered. He texted a couple of mates that he and Tamara had split and left it vague. They sent the usual messages. Shit mate. You alright. Drink soon. He said he was fine and did not take them up on the drink yet.

The laptop sat on the desk. He lasted eleven days before he opened it. Not the journals. He told himself he would delete those properly later, when he could do it without feeling sick. He opened a browser in private mode the way he always had and typed half a search before the shame hit and he closed the lid. The next night he typed the whole thing. The night after that he read until two in the morning with one hand in his joggers and the flat silent around him.

Nothing had changed in the material. Same stories. Same tags. Women old enough to know better guiding grown men into soft clothes and softer heads. Dummies. Satin. The mix of comfort and humiliation that had lived under his ribs since he was a teenager and first stumbled on a badly lit clip he should not have clicked. Coming did not fix anything. It never had. It just quieted the noise long enough for him to sleep.

Afterwards he lay on his back staring at the ceiling crack and thought about Tamara saying disgusting. She wasn’t wrong about the secrecy. He’d built a second life in folders and late nights, then acted surprised when the first life couldn’t hold it. Wanting it hadn’t stopped because she’d walked in on it. Without a marriage to protect, the wanting was louder.

He drank water from the tap and went back to bed. Divorce paperwork moved the way divorce paperwork moves. Slow, then in sudden bunches of docomeents. His solicitor was calm and slightly bored in a way that helped. Tamara wanted a clean break. Sell the house, split the equity after the mortgage, keep pensions simple, no spousal maintenance fight. David agreed to almost everything because fighting would have meant more emails and more chances to see her name in his inbox. He signed where he was told to sign. He initialled pages. He transferred his share of the bills off the joint account and watched the balance become two separate lives with a line down the middle.

Friends asked careful questions in the pub when he finally went. He said they had grown apart. He did not say browser history. One of them clapped him on the shoulder and said at least there were no kids to drag through it. David smiled like that was comfort and bought the next round.

At night the flat felt smaller. He could walk from the front door to the bedroom window in twelve steps. The street outside was quiet after ten. Curtains glowed in other people’s front rooms. He stood with a mug of tea cooling in his hands and thought about how quickly a shared life unspooled once someone pulled the right thread.

He tried, briefly, to be better. Deleted the bookmarks. Binned the journal files. For three nights he went to bed early with a novel and no screen. On the fourth night he redownloaded half of what he had wiped because the absence scratched worse than the guilt. The fantasy was not a phase that ended with a marriage. It was a shape his desire had worn for twenty years. Catching him had ended the relationship. It had not rewritten what got him hard.

That sat in him cold. Thirty-nine. Newly single. Beige flat. Rattling kettle. And the truest thing about his sex life was still stories about being someone’s baby girl. He laughed once, short and ugly, alone in the kitchen, then rinsed his mug.

One evening he stood under the shower until the water ran cooler, then caught himself in the bathroom mirror with a towel round his waist. Ordinary bloke. Bit of grey at the temples. Soft around the middle from too many desk days. Nothing about him advertised what Tamara had found. That had always been the point and the problem. He could pass. He had passed for years. Passing had cost him the marriage the moment passing failed.

The divorce petition was filed. Tamara’s name sat on the docomeents next to his like it was finished. Somewhere across town she was living in the house they had chosen together, calling him disgusting to whoever would listen, or maybe not talking about him at all. He did not know which idea bothered him more.

On a Sunday evening near the end of the first month he unpacked the last box. It was mostly cables and a few paperbacks and a framed photo of his parents he had not known where to put. He set the photo on the bookshelf, broke the box down flat, and slid it behind the bin in the kitchen alley. The flat still didn’t feel like home. More like a waiting room.

He made tea, sat on the sofa, and opened the laptop without the usual guilt loop first. The stories were still there. The want was still there. Outside, someone laughed on the pavement. A bus at the corner. Inside: thirty-nine, almost divorced, alone in a small flat, with a secret that had already cost him the life he’d been performing.

He didn’t know what came next. He only knew he wasn’t going to pretend the fantasy had left with the marriage. Pretending was what had got him here. He closed the laptop, finished the tea, and went to bed early. Monday still started at the same time. The empty holdall stayed in the wardrobe, reminder of the night he’d walked out into the rain with his old life in a bag.

For now, this beige flat was enough. Bills in his name only. One key. A browser history he no longer had to hide. David turned off the lamp and listened to the quiet. Not peace exactly. Just everything stopped long enough to hear himself think. He fell asleep on his side and didn’t dream of anything he could remember.


Chapter 2

The second month settled into a pattern that looked, from the outside, like a man getting on with things. David went to work. He answered emails, sat through calls, kept his face professional. On paper he was fine. Functioning. The sort of newly single bloke colleagues assumed was “taking some time” without needing the details.

He got home, ate something quick on the sofa with the news on low, not really watching. Then the laptop came out.

He told himself different stories about why. Boredom. Stress relief. Habit. The truth was simpler. The fantasy had outlasted the marriage. Removing Tamara from the equation had not removed the part of him that lit up at certain words on a screen. the lack of someone to hide from made the wanting cleaner. Ugly. Cleaner.

He stopped pretending it was rare. Private window, same tags every time: mommy domme, sissy baby, forced regression, satin, older woman, pegging. Same archives. Same phase that had never been a phase.

Some stories were trash. Some were careful and mean. He had favourites, a woman in her sixties taking in her daughter’s ex, a landlady who found the browser history. He read until he came or his eyes gave out.

Afterwards: clean up, close tabs, flat quiet. The want would be back tomorrow. It always was.

He didn’t buy anything. That was the line he still held, no parcels, nothing a mate would find after pints. Screen only. Jeans and a shirt for work. It felt like control. Mostly it was fear.

Bills arrived. He paid them. The divorce moved in slow legal inches. Emails from his solicitor with attachments and calm bullet points. Equity figures. Proposed sale timeline for the house. Tamara’s replies, filtered through professionals, short and practical. She wanted it done. So did he. There was nothing left to salvage that paperwork could touch.

Once, late, he nearly texted her. Not an apology. Not a plea. Just a flat note that said he hoped she was alright. He stared at the draft until the screen dimmed, then deleted it. She had been clear. Disgusting. Out. No contact except through the process. Respecting that was the least he could do after years of not respecting her with the truth.

Work had a busy stretch in March. A project with a client who changed the brief twice and still expected the original deadline. David stayed late two nights running and ate supermarket meal deals at his desk. On the third night he got home past eight, too wired to sleep and too tired to cook. He showered, pulled on joggers, and opened the laptop before he had finished the tea. The first story he clicked was about a man being dressed after work by a woman who called herself mummy and did not ask permission. He lasted twenty minutes. Then he shut it, ashamed of the speed more than the content, and put a wash on like chores could balance the scales.

Sleep was patchy. Some nights he dropped off fine. Others he lay awake replaying the Thursday Tamara had turned the screen round. The flat tone of her voice. The way she had read his own words back at him without raising her volume. He wondered, in the mean hours after midnight, whether he would have ever told her if she had not found it. He wanted to believe yes. The honest answer was probably no. Not for years. Maybe not ever. That knowledge sat with him in the dark and wouldn’t leave.

He joined a gym in April because the soft middle in the mirror had started bothering him and because he needed somewhere to put his body that was not the sofa. Three evenings a week he lifted mediocre weights and walked on a treadmill facing a row of muted screens. He did not talk much. A couple of regulars nodded. That was enough. Afterward he felt clearer for an hour. Then he went home and the laptop was still on the desk.

Dating apps were a brief experiment. He lasted eleven days. The profiles were fine. The chat was fine. The idea of sitting across from a stranger and performing normal desire made his throat close. What was he supposed to say on a third date. By the way, the thing that ended my marriage is still the main thing I think about when I touch myself. He unmatched everyone, deleted the apps, and felt relief so strong it annoyed him.

Mark dragged him out for drinks at the end of the month. Proper pub, sticky tables, a quiz machine flashing in the corner. Mark asked how he was doing in the way people ask when they want a short answer. David said he was alright, work was busy, the flat was fine. Mark said Tamara had posted something about a weekend away with her sister. David nodded and changed the subject to football. He did not look her up later. He almost did. He made tea instead.

The porn did not stay purely online text. Some nights he watched clips. Soft lighting, careful costuming, performers who knew the script. Other nights the videos felt too real and he went back to words, where his head could fill in the gaps. He noticed patterns in what landed. Age gap. Authority without cruelty for its own sake, or cruelty that came wrapped in care. The clothes. Always the clothes. Satin and frills and the particular humiliation of being dressed by someone who enjoyed the dressing as much as what came after. He could track his pulse in his throat when a story got that part right. It wasn’t dressing men up like babies that excited him; but rather cute pinks, satins, lace, girlie stuff.

He still did not act. No orders. No discreet specialist shops. No messages to a personal ads he sometimes scrolled past and then past again. Crossing into real life meant risk. Risk of another person seeing him the way Tamara had. Risk of confirming that the fantasy only worked because it stayed unreal. Risk of liking it enough that he could not shove it back in a folder. So he stayed where he was. Screen. Hand. Quiet flat. Repeat.

May brought warmer evenings and the first proper look at the house sale progressing. A couple had offered. Solicitors sent more PDFs. David initialled where he was told. He walked past a furniture shop on the high street and did not go in for a better sofa. The one he had was fine. Buying nice things for the flat still felt like admitting this was it, and some small stupid part of him had not fully caught up.

One Friday he worked from home because of a courier delivery window that never arrived. He answered emails in a t-shirt, ate lunch standing at the counter, and by three o’clock the afternoon had gone soft and aimless. He told himself he would clear the inbox. Instead he opened a long story he had bookmarked weeks ago and read it in the daylight with the curtains open. That felt different. Dirtier somehow. Night-time secrecy had rules. Daytime was for bills and adult competence. Finishing in the bathroom at half three with a Teams notification still blinking on the laptop felt like failing a test nobody else was marking.

He showered again. Changed his shirt. Made a coffee he did not want. By five he was back in work mode for a late call, camera framed carefully above the shoulders, voice steady. Nobody on the call knew. That was the whole trick of his life. Ordinary face. Ordinary job. A private channel running underneath that had already burned one relationship to the ground and still demanded feeding. His burning need. His fetish.

June was quieter at work and louder in his head. The project ended. The next one had not properly started. He had hours in the diary that looked like focus time and felt like empty corridors. He used some of them well enough. He updated trackers. He cleared a backlog of small tasks he had been ignoring. He also spent one entire Wednesday afternoon hopping between story tabs while his status sat on green. When his manager pinged him a simple question he took two full minutes to answer because he had to close everything and remember how to sound like someone who had been thinking about quarterly targets.

That night he almost ordered something. He got as far as a specialist site with soft pastel product shots and sizes listed in a way that made his ears burn. A pink satin romper. Adult medium. There was a dummy in a matching set, pale with a plastic shine. His card details were already saved in the browser from ordinary shopping. His thumb hovered over the checkout button long enough for the page to ask if he was still there. Then he closed the tab so hard it felt hard. He walked to the kitchen, drank water, and stood with both hands on the counter until the urge passed from sharp to dull.

Buying it would have made it real in a way tabs never did. A parcel with his name on it. A thing he would have to hide in a drawer or put on his body. He was not ready for the version of himself who opened that package. He was barely managing the version who read about it.

The house sale completed in a wet week in early July. Money hit his account that looked abstract until he transferred the solicitor’s fees and stared at what was left. It was not freedom-money. It was split-equity-after-a-mortgage money. Enough to keep the flat stable and put a thin buffer under the worst months. He did not celebrate. He bought a slightly less terrible desk chair and called that practical.

Tamara sent one final message through the solicitors confirming she was content with the clean break and wished the process closed without further delay. No personal note. He did not write one either. Whatever they had been to each other ended in PDF form, which felt both modern and bleak.

On the Saturday after completion he cleaned the flat properly for the first time. Scrubbed the bathroom. Wiped the skirting boards. Took the bin out and replaced the bag properly. Midway through hoovering he caught himself thinking about a story in which a man was made to clean on his knees in a frilly apron while an older woman watched from a chair with a cup of tea. He switched the hoover off, laughed once under his breath at the timing, and finished the floor anyway. Desire had a sick sense of humour.

He tried other outlets. Thrillers on the library app. A cooking phase that lasted nine days. None of it scratched the specific itch. The itch wanted soft fabric and hard instructions and the particular shame of being small.

By late summer the routine was locked. Work. Gym twice a week now instead of three because he had got bored. Food. Screen. Sleep. Repeat. He could map a typical week without thinking. Mondays were tired. Wednesdays he shopped for food on the way home. Fridays he let himself stay up later on the laptop because he did not have to be sharp at eight. Sundays had a particular emptiness, the long afternoon where couples did couple things and he did laundry and tried not to start reading before six.

He noticed how the fantasy shifted with his mood. After a good work day it came softer, more comfort than humiliation. After a bad one it came meaner. He wanted to be stripped of competence. Told what to wear. Told how to speak. Used and then tucked in like the day had not belonged to him at all. He could see the psychology of it if he squinted. Control recovered by surrender. Adult stress answered with infant script. Knowing the mechanism did not switch it off. naming it made him feel like he was writing a case study about his own cock.

He still never acted beyond the flat. No clubs. No munches. No Discord servers where people posted photos of their playrooms. He looked once, got as far as a forum registration page, and left the fields blank. Community meant witnesses. Witnesses meant the secret stopped being only his. After Tamara, the idea of another pair of eyes on this part of him made his shoulders tighten until they ached.

September brought a cold snap. Ordinary stayed the performance at work. He had got good at it again. That should have felt like recovery. Mostly it felt like a costume he couldn’t take off.

One Thursday evening, almost six months after he had walked out into the rain with the holdall, he sat on the sofa with the laptop warm on his thighs and scrolled past a story title that mentioned a silver-haired mummy and a grown man in a romper. He clicked. He always clicked when the age was right. The writing was average. The dynamic was not. Care and ownership braided together. Praise that stung. A scene where the man was fucked slow while he sucked a dummy and tried not to make adult noises. David’s hand was in his joggers before the midpoint. He came with his other hand over his mouth out of old habit, even though nobody else lived here.

Afterward he sat very still. The flat ticked as the heating cooled. Outside a siren went past and faded. He thought about the months behind him. Paid bills. Done job. No new relationship. No real-world step toward the thing he spent half his nights inside. He was surviving. He was also stuck in the same habit in cleaner socks.

He closed the laptop and put it on the floor. For a minute he let himself imagine what acting would look like. Not the full fantasy. Just one small real thing. A single garment ordered to a locker or a neighbour’s address. Trying it on with the curtains shut. Seeing his own body in the mirror under pink satin instead of always borrowing someone else’s description. The thought made him hard again and faintly sick at the same time. He got up and brushed his teeth until the feeling dulled.

In bed he stared at the ceiling crack he still hadn’t filled. Month one: shock. Month two and three: admin and numbness. Now the numbness had worn through. Underneath was the same old want. Steady. He wasn’t going to wake up cured. No amount of gym or busywork rewrote that. The marriage had ended because of this. Single life was being shaped by it too. Quieter. Same hunger.

He rolled onto his side. Tomorrow was Friday. He would work, maybe have a pint with Mark if the texts landed right, come home, and almost certainly open the laptop again. He knew that about himself now. Knowing was not the same as changing. Changing would take a kind of courage or stupidity he had not reached yet. For now the line held. Fantasy on the screen. Nothing in the wardrobe that would need explaining. Bills paid. Body fed. Secret intact.

Not a life for a dating profile. It was the life he had. Small flat. Steady job. Nights reading about mommy-dommes and satin rompers and forced regression until he finished, felt hollow, and slept. He didn’t act. Didn’t tell anyone. Kept the wanting in the only place it had ever been safe, which had already ruined him once.

Just before sleep he wondered how long a person could live like this without something giving way. The thought didn’t scare him as much as it should. Part of him was half waiting for it. Not today. Not this month. But sometime.

Morning would be ordinary again. Shirt. Bus. Badge. Someone would ask if he’d had a good evening and he’d say yeah, quiet one, and smile. The act still worked. That was the problem.

David slept. The laptop sat closed on the floor where he had left it, history waiting under a password, the way it always had.


Chapter 3

Two years went past in the way ordinary years do when nothing big happens on the surface.

David was forty-one. Same flat, though the ceiling crack had been filled during a weekend of restless DIY and the desk chair was on its second replacement. Same job, with a slightly better title that mostly meant more meetings. The divorce was long finalised. The house was someone else’s problem. Tamara existed as a name he didn’t search and a silence that had stopped hurting every day. Still there if he poked it.

He was still alone. He had mates. He went to the pub when asked. He turned up to a leaving do and a fortieth and Mark’s barbecue where someone’s kid spilled squash on his shoe. He could talk about work and football and the trains. What he didn’t have was anyone in the flat after ten who wasn’t on a screen. Dating had flickered on and off. A few first drinks. One second date that ended with a polite hug and a lie about an early start. He hadn’t tried to explain himself to anyone. Explaining was the thing he avoided.

The nights had not changed in the ways that mattered. He still read the same kind of material that had ended the marriage. The sites updated. The story archives grew. His tastes sat where they had always sat; mommy-dommes, satin, regression, older women who took charge without needing his permission first. He still did not act on it offline. No parcels. No clubs. No careful messages to strangers. The line had held for two years through sheer stubbornness and fear in equal parts. He told himself that counted as control. Some weeks he almost believed it.

Winter of the second year was grey and long. He worked, cooked simple food, went to the gym enough to stop feeling quite so soft, and came home to the laptop. On Sundays he did the food shop and wiped the kitchen down and felt the particular quiet of a man whose weekend belonged only to him. It should have felt like freedom. Often it just felt like too many empty hours with the same itch underneath.

By the Friday this chapter properly starts, nothing special had happened all week. A dull project. A cancelled catch-up. Rain that could not decide whether to commit. David stood in the kitchen at half six with a microwave meal cooling on the counter and realised he could not face another night of the same four walls without at least trying to interrupt the pattern. Not a big night out. Not clubs or noise. Just out. Somewhere with other humans in the background so his own thoughts had to compete with the clink of glasses.

He googled bars near him that looked quiet. Not the town centre rows where groups shouted over each other. Something on the edge, a place you ended up when you wanted a pint without a scene. He found a small pub-bar hybrid fifteen minutes in a cab, low ratings volume, recent photos showing wood panels and lamps instead of neon. Good enough.

He showered. Put on dark jeans and a plain shirt. Looked in the mirror and saw a man who could pass for fine, which was the ongoing project of his face. Wallet, keys, phone. He almost stayed. The sofa looked easy. The laptop looked easier. He left before the almost could win.

The driver talked about the traffic and did not need much back. David watched wet streets slide by and felt the mild unreality of being out on a Friday with no plan and no one expecting him. When was the last time he had done this. He could not pin a date. That said enough.

The bar sat on a corner past the last useful bus stop, next to a closed florist and a row of terraced houses with bins on the pavement. Inside was warmer than the street and quieter than he had feared. Maybe twenty people. Soft music. A couple in the window seat. Three blokes at a high table arguing mildly about a referee whilst an lower-tier football match played on a screen on the wall. A woman on her own with a book and a large wine. Staff who looked like they had seen every kind of Friday and were not impressed by any of them.

David took a stool at the far end of the bar where he could see the door without being in the middle of anything. He ordered a pint of something local and average. Paid. Nodded thanks. Wrapped his hands round the cold glass and let his shoulders drop a fraction.

This was fine. This was what normal people did when they wanted to get out for a while. Sit. Drink slowly. Listen to other lives happening at a safe distance. He was not here to pull. He was not here to confess. He was here to remember he still had a body that could occupy public space without a screen in front of it.

The first third of the pint went down easier than it should have, the first is for thirst he would say. He checked his phone out of habit, found nothing that needed him, put it face down on the bar. The book woman turned a page. One of the referee blokes laughed too loud and got shushed by his own mate. Rain ticked against the front window. Something in his chest loosened.

He thought about the two years while he drank. After the split: raw, then admin, then the long flat stretch. Birthdays alone in the flat with a takeaway. Christmas at his mum’s with careful questions he sidestepped. A promotion email that should have felt bigger. Through all of it, the same private channel running under the ordinary life underneath everything.

Sometimes he wondered what Tamara would think if she could see him now. Not the bar. The nights. She had called him disgusting and left, and he had spent two years proving her right about the wanting while proving nothing at all about change. He did not hate her for it. Hate would have required more contact than silence allowed. He mostly felt tired when her name surfaced, tired and faintly embarrassed at how little he had moved.

He ordered a second pint because the first had gone and leaving on one felt like giving up. The bartender was younger than him, efficient, not chatty. David liked that. Chatty would have required performance. He paid again and turned slightly on the stool so he could watch the room without staring.

A group of four came in, damp-shouldered, and took the big table near the back. Someone put a song on the digital jukebox that was too bright for the room and then the next one settled softer. David’s phone buzzed with a work email he should not read on a Friday night. He read it anyway, typed a one-line reply that could wait until Monday, and locked the screen.

Half an hour in, he felt almost proud of himself in a small, stupid way. He had left the flat. He was among people. He had not opened a private browser once since getting here. The bar’s wifi password was written on a chalkboard and he had not asked for it. Tiny wins. He would take them.

The second pint slowed him down. He ate a bag of crisps from a cardboard display because drinking on a microwave meal and nerves was a short road to feeling rough. Salt on his fingers. Cheap and fine. The book woman ordered another wine. The referee argument resolved into a grudging agreement that the league was a mess. Ordinary noise. David let it wash across him and realised how loud his own flat had become in his head from lack of competition.

He shifted on the stool and stretched his back. The bar’s mirror behind the bottles threw him a version of himself between the optics. Forty-one. Fine. Tired round the eyes. Not a disaster. Not a triumph. He looked like someone who paid his bills and did not make scenes. That had been the goal after the divorce. Become unremarkable again. He had succeeded so well that unremarkable had started to feel like stalling.

A memory surfaced without permission. Tamara’s voice on that Thursday. Flat. Precise. The laptop turned toward him in a show that did not need a jury. He had spent the first year flinching when his phone buzzed in case it was her. It never was. The second year he stopped expecting it. Progress, of a sort. Progress that left the core problem untouched.

He finished the crisps and wiped his hands on a paper napkin. Outside, a bus hissed past the corner even though he had thought this stretch was past the useful routes. Someone at the big table ordered shots and got talked down to pints by a friend with more sense. David smiled into his glass without meaning to. Human beings were funny when you watched them without needing anything from them.

His mind drifted, traitorous and predictable, toward a story he might have opened if he had stayed home. He knew the pattern well enough to run it without a screen. Door. Older woman. Recognition of what he was. Soft clothes produced like a solution rather than a joke. He shut the sequence down before it could get vivid. Not here. The whole point of being out was to interrupt that loop, not stream it on internal repeat with better lighting.

Still, the loop never needed much encouragement. Two years of unbroken private practice had cut the path deep. He could be mid-meeting and a single accidental phrase would tilt him. Mummy. Good girl. Baby. Words that meant nothing special in normal sentences and everything in the channel underneath. He had learned to keep his face still. That skill had improved even as nothing else about the want had shifted.

He checked the time. Just before eight. Early for a Friday by other people’s standards. Late enough that going home now would dump him back into the flat with a full evening still to fill. He decided on a third pint and then a cab. Three was the edge of sensible. Four was how you woke up at three in the morning with a dry mouth and the laptop somehow open again.

While he waited for the bartender he let himself take stock more honestly than he did at home. Alone. Functioning. Not really changed. He'd looked up therapists once and closed the tabs. No groups. No clothes. Still reading. Harm reduction, maybe. Honesty, no.

The third pint arrived. He paid cash because he liked that small finality. No tap history for this place if he never came back. Old marriage paranoia. Fewer witnesses should have made acting easier. It didn't.

A couple near the window started arguing in low voices about money or in-laws or both. David looked away out of manners. His own wedding felt far enough away to belong to a different man, except the body was the same and the desire was the same and the name on his debit card was the same. Continuity was a bastard.

He thought about calling Mark. Mark would come out. Mark would talk rubbish and make the evening louder and easier. David’s thumb hovered over the chat and then put the phone down. Company would help and also block the strange small pride he had in doing this alone. One quiet bar. One wet Friday.

The rain thickened against the glass. Someone came in, shook an umbrella, cursed cheerfully, and joined the big table. David glanced at the door the way you do when it opens, then back to his drink. Nobody he knew. Of course nobody he knew. That was why he had chosen here.

He tried to picture the rest of the year if nothing changed. Winter again. Same gym. Same food shop. Same Friday temptation to stay in and open the usual tabs. Same polite smile at work events. The picture was not tragic. Tragedy would have been cleaner. This was just small. A life sanded down to avoid friction, including the friction that might have led somewhere true.

And yet he had come out. That counted. He held onto it. Tomorrow he might be back on the sofa with a story about forced regression and a hand in his joggers. Tonight he was a bloke on a stool with a pint, listening to bad music and rain. Both things could be true. Both things had been true for two years.

He rolled his shoulders and felt a knot release near his shoulder blade. A chalkboard listed specials he would not order. The bartender restocked a fridge with economical movements. David watched without staring and let minutes pass without filling them. Empty minutes here didn't shove him toward a screen.

Near the bottom of the third pint he admitted he was delaying going home. Not because the bar was special. Because the flat meant the laptop, and he knew exactly what he’d do when the door shut. He stayed another half hour anyway.

The book woman packed her novel into a tote and left with a nod to the staff. The referee blokes moved on to transfer rumours. The group at the back got louder and then got a look from the bartender that brought them down a notch.

David checked his phone again. Nothing that mattered. Still raining. Cab apps ready. He set the phone face down and put both palms on the bar. Nobody here knew about the journals or the history or the two years of identical nights. Just a man having drinks. The disguise still fitted. Tonight it itched.

He would go soon. He would stand, use the gents, step into the rain, and take a car back to the beige box. He might even hold the line for one night and go straight to sleep. He might not. Either way, he'd broken the pattern for one evening. That would do.

He didn’t expect to see anyone he knew. That was the last clear thought before the door opened again and the night stopped being only his.

Damp air pushed in from the street. Footsteps on the mat. The bartender looked up with the same automatic face as before. David reached for his coat without hurrying, still half inside the plan of leaving, still sure this place was safe precisely because it was nobody’s place.

He had two years of practice being alone in rooms. He had no practice for the past walking in with a wet umbrella and a familiar face he never planned to see over a quiet pint.


Chapter 4

Trisha saw him before he finished turning on the stool. David knew that because her expression changed mid-scan of the room, a small hitch, then a clearer look aimed straight at him. She knew him straight away. She paused with one glove half off and the wet umbrella dripping onto the mat, and he hoped she might pretend she had not clocked him. People did that sometimes in public, a quiet mutual escape.

She did not take it.

She finished removing the glove, shook the umbrella once into the bucket by the door, and walked over. No rush. She'd already decided what she was doing.

David froze. His pint was nearly done. His coat was half pulled off the back of the stool. His body ran a quick useless inventory of exits while his face tried to arrange itself into something neutral. Two years of quiet and the one night he left the flat, Tamara’s mother walked in looking like the rain had been planned around her.

She was sixty-six. He knew the number because Tamara used to mark it on the shared calendar with a reminder about cards and presents. Silver hair, cut neat and blunt at the shoulder, slightly darkened with rain at the ends. Dark coat, well cut. A scarf in a deep green that made her skin look warmer under the bar lights. Little gold earrings. Makeup done with a care that did not ask for compliments. Elegant. Precise. Not trying to look younger.

“David,” she said when she was close enough that he could not pretend the name was for someone else.

His own name sat him up straighter. “Trisha. Hi.”

“Hi.” A small smile, mostly in the eyes. “I didn't expect to see you here.”

“Same,” he said, then winced at how weak it sounded. “I mean. Yeah. Weird.”

She glanced at the empty stool beside him, then at his face, then at the stool again. “Is this seat taken?”

He should have said he was leaving. Coat on, card out, rain, cab, flat, laptop, the whole coward’s route mapped in one breath. Instead he heard himself say, “It’s free.”

“Good.”

She hung her coat on the hook under the bar lip with neat efficiency, set the umbrella against the foot rail, and sat. Close enough. Not crowded. Chosen. The bartender drifted over as if summoned by posture alone.

“What can I get you?”

Trisha looked at David’s glass, then at him. “I’m having a large red. And whatever he’s drinking. Another of those, please.”

“You don’t have to.” David started.

“I know.” Mild. Final. She tapped her card before he could argue the round. “You look ready to bolt. Sit. Drink that.”

The bartender poured, set the drinks down, and left them to it. David wrapped his hand round the fresh pint because he needed somewhere to put his hands. Trisha turned the wine glass once by the stem and took a sip. She did not grimace. She did not praise it either. Just accepted it as adequate and set it down.

Then she smiled properly. Not wide. Not cruel. Interested. He’d seen that smile at family meals, right before a question that wasn’t casual. Back then he’d been the polite son-in-law with a job she liked. Now he was the man her daughter had left. He still didn’t know how much she knew about why.

“So,” she said. “Quiet bar. Friday. You hiding, or just out?”

“Getting out of the flat,” he said. Honesty felt safer than charm. “That was the plan. Pint. People noise. Home.”

“And then I showed up.”

“I wouldn’t say ruined it.”

“You thought it.” The smile deepened a fraction. “It’s fine. I nearly walked back out. Then I thought that was daft. We’re adults. We can share a bar.”

David nodded. Up close she looked more put together than he remembered. Fine lines around the eyes. Firm mouth. Good posture even on a bar stool. He kept waiting for disgust. A tightness. Something like the look Tamara had given him the night everything ended.

It didn’t show. Not yet. “How have you been?” he asked, because someone had to fill the silence.

“Busy enough. Fine, mostly. Retired last spring. Turns out I hate empty days as much as I hated meetings.” She tilted her head. “You?”

“Work. Flat. You know.” He took a drink. “Fine.”

“Fine,” she repeated, not mocking, just noting the word. “Tamara said you kept the job. Smart.”

Hearing Tamara’s name hit harder than he expected. Of course it would come up. They weren’t strangers. They were linked by a failed marriage and a story he still didn’t fully understand from her side.

“She talks about me?” He tried to keep it light and failed.

“Not much.” Trisha’s tone stayed even. “Enough. Mums hear stuff. Whether they ask or not.”

Mums hear stuff. That could mean anything. Mutual drift. His fault in general. Or the ugly list: browser history, journals, little girl, baby, older women, everything Tamara had called disgusting before she told him to pack a bag.

David stared at the foam ring on his pint. “Right.”

Trisha didn’t fill the gap. She drank wine. Watched the room in the mirror. Let him sit with it. That unsettled him more than anything. People who were revolted usually showed it fast or left. She looked comfortable. Like she’d sat down because she wanted to.

“You can relax,” she said eventually. “I’m not here to kick off. House was too quiet. It was this or another true crime binge. Running into you, I’m not going to panic about it.”

“I wasn’t panicking.”

“David.” Soft. Amused. “Shoulders up. You’ve checked the door twice. It’s fine. Panic if you want. Just keep the drink in your hand.”

He almost laughed. Some of the tension eased into ordinary awkwardness. Still bad. Usable. He rolled his shoulders down. “It’s weird. Seeing you.”

“Yeah.” Simple agreement. “Weird for me too. You look tired. Not awful. Just tired.”

“Nicest thing anyone’s said to me in months.”

“Wasn’t trying to be nice. Just honest.” She angled toward him a little, elbow on the bar. “Last time I saw you was that birthday lunch for Tamara’s dad. Three months before you split. You were quiet then too. I thought it was work. Hindsight’s a pain.”

He remembered the lunch. Paper hats. Forced jollity. His phone burning a hole in his pocket because he had been mid-thread on a story the night before and the guilt had sat in his gut through the whole meal. Trisha had been kind to him that day in a distant, mother-in-law way. Pass the potatoes. Ask about his mother. Nothing that suggested she would one day know what he did with his midnights.

“How much did she tell you?” The question escaped before he could package it better. Too direct. Too raw. He nearly apologised and then did not. He needed the shape of the land.

Trisha’s eyes held his. Steady. No flinch.

“Enough that I get why you’re sat there waiting for me to kick off.”

“Right.”

“I’m not chucking the wine.” A beat. “It’s not good enough to waste.”

The joke was small and somehow worse than anger. Nowhere clean to put his reaction. He drank. She smiled again. The bar stayed ordinary. Green scarf. Like this was simple.

He didn’t know what to do with his face. Smiling felt wrong. Serious felt like an admission. He went blank and hated how teenage that felt at forty-one.

“If you want me to go,” he said, “I can go. Your Friday too.”

“If I wanted you gone I wouldn’t have bought you a drink.” Trisha nodded at his glass. “Just drink it. And stop trying to leave before I’ve finished talking.”

He drank. Cold pint. Something to focus on. The bar had filled a little. A couple took the window seat. Someone laughed near the jukebox. Nobody cared about his crisis. Insulting. Also a relief.

Trisha unhooked her scarf and folded it onto her lap. Under the coat she wore a black knit with a clean neckline and a thin silver necklace. Her hands looked strong. Short nails. A simple ring on the right hand he did not remember from before. He looked away before the looking became a stare.

“You still take ages with a drink,” she said. “I remember that from dinners. Tamara used to race ahead and nick yours.”

“She still does that with anyone slow.” The present tense hung wrong. He corrected. “Did. Don’t know what she does now.”

“Nicks chips off other people’s plates and acts charming,” Trisha said. “Some things stick.”

The ease of it knocked him off balance. He’d built her in his head as another judge. Sitting here she sounded like someone who could hold more than one thing at once, he’d hurt her daughter, and she could still sit beside him with wine. He didn’t trust it. He kept watching for the catch.

“I keep waiting for you to say something sharp,” he admitted.

“Might later.” She shrugged one shoulder. “Need a reason though. Right now I’m mostly surprised. Curious. You, here, alone. Like you’ve been holding your breath for a year.”

“Two,” he said, then wished he had kept the joke.

“Two.” No pity in it. “Still the small flat near the ring road?”

He blinked. “How do you, ”

“Tamara mentioned it once. When the house was selling. Not in detail. Enough to know you didn’t move to Spain and start over.” A hint of dryness. “Pity. Spain might’ve suited you.”

“Don’t think sunshine fixes people.”

“No. Probably not. Nicer weather though.”

That got a real laugh out of him. Short. Surprised. He still felt exposed, but less panicky. Trisha smiled like she’d been aiming for it.

He remembered a summer afternoon in her garden years ago. Tamara in the kitchen. Trisha handing him lemonade, asking about his work like she actually cared. He’d liked her. That was the awkward part. Competent. Warm. Not fluffy. Finding out she might know the worst of him didn’t erase that. It just made it charged.

“You look well,” he said, because it was true and because he needed a safer sentence. “Properly. Not just polite well.”

“I moisturise. Mind my own business. Groundbreaking, I know.” She sipped the wine. “You look like you feed yourself and pay your bills. That’s something.”

“High bar.”

“You’d be shocked how many blokes manage that by accident and still want a medal.”

He shook his head, smiling despite himself. Then the smile faltered. If she really knew, this banter was only the warm-up. If she didn’t, he was chatting nicely with his ex-mother-in-law like the marriage had ended clean. Neither option was good.

“Trisha,” he said, quieter. “About what happened. Me and Tamara. I don’t know how much, ”

She lifted two fingers from the glass, a small stop sign. “Not yet.”

He stopped. “We can do the hard bit if you want,” she said. “I’d rather finish this drink first. We used to do Christmas. Now we’re on stools next to each other. The hard bit can wait till the glass is empty.”

David nodded. Relief and dread mixed. Delay helped. It also meant a longer wait. He stared at the bar until his pulse slowed.

They sat without talking for a minute. It was almost fine. She could sit in silence. He always filled his with tabs and old arguments.

“Do you come here often?” he asked, then closed his eyes briefly. “Christ. Sorry. That sounded shit.”

“It did. I’ll allow it.” She glanced round the room. “Second time. Mate said it was quiet. Wine’s average. She was half right.”

“Which half?”

“The quiet.”

He almost laughed. An old song came on. The night felt less threatening. Still weird.

She tucked a strand of silver hair behind her ear. Ordinary gesture. It hit him anyway. Older woman. Elegant. In charge. His fantasies had run on that shape for years. Having it real on the next stool made his skin crawl. He shut it down. Tamara’s mother. Not allowed.

The thought went quieter. Not gone. “You’re staring at the bottles like they’ve offended you,” Trisha said.

“Thinking.”

“Dangerous.”

“Yeah.” He looked at her properly. “I really didn’t expect anyone. That was the point.”

“And then my ex-mother-in-law walks in. Classic.” She lifted her glass in a tiny mock toast. “To awkward luck.”

He tapped his pint against her wine with a soft clink. “To getting out.”

“Yeah.”

They drank. The smile she gave him over the glass was the one he remembered later. Not flirty. Not maternal. Just sure.

He still didn’t know how much Tamara had told her. Enough could mean anything. Full pint. No exit. Both options sat on him.

He didn’t bolt. That surprised him as much as her walking in. Two years alone, and here he was staying put while she drank house red.

Rain still going. Bar lights on her hair. Scarf on her lap. David held his glass two-handed and waited for the tension to ease.

Trisha set her wine down, angled toward him again, and left the smile where it was.

“Well then,” she said. “Since neither of us is going, tell me what you’ve actually been doing for two years. And don’t say fine. You’ve used that.”

David exhaled. Half laugh, half surrender. The hard part was still coming. He could feel it. For now: a quiet bar, two drinks she’d bought, and Tamara’s mother looking at him like he was allowed to stay.

He'd frozen when she walked in. He wasn't frozen now. That would do until the next hit.


Chapter 5

They did not start with the heavy part. Not straight away.

David gave her the safe version first because it was the only version he had practised. Work had been steady. The flat was fine once you stopped comparing it to a house. He cooked more than he used to. Gym two or three times a week. Mates when he could be bothered. No big holidays. No dramatic reinvention. Two years of keeping the lights on and the CV tidy.

Trisha listened like someone who actually listened. She did not jump in with advice. She did not make the soft noises people made when they wanted you to hurry up and feel better. When he finished she nodded once.

“That sounds lonely,” she said.

“Sounds practical.”

“Can be both.” She turned her wine glass by the stem. “Tamara got the house sale done and threw herself into work. I know that one. You both kept busy so you wouldn’t have to sit with it.”

David almost said he sat still plenty at night with a laptop. He swallowed it. “Is she alright?”

“Define alright. Employed. Goes out enough. Dating some bloke from work with nice shoes who laughs at her jokes. She sends me photos from weekends away. Looks fine. For my benefit, maybe. Might be real. I’m not checking up.”

“Good,” he said, and meant it more than he expected. “She deserves to be happy.”

“She deserves honesty too,” Trisha said. “That was the problem. Not love. Not effort. You didn’t tell the truth.”

There it was. The hard part.

David stared at the bar wood. “How much do you know?”

Trisha did not look away. Did not soften it with a cough or a joke first. “Everything Tamara spat out the week she left you. And knowing her when she’s angry, that wasn’t a careful version.”

His stomach dropped. “Right.”

“Browser history. Journals. What you wanted.” She listed it plain. “Dressed as a little girl. Treated like a baby. Older women. Sex mixed in. She called it disgusting more times than I counted. She wanted me to agree straight away. Mums are meant to.”

David’s ears burned. The bar noise went distant. He waited for shame to knock him off the stool. It came. Her face didn’t help it along.

Trisha did not look disgusted. That took a second. No curled lip. No lean back. She looked interested. Like someone hearing a complicated truth for the first time.

“And you didn’t agree,” he said carefully.

“I didn’t pretend to agree just to keep her happy.” Trisha took a sip of wine. “I said I was sorry she was hurt. I said hiding stuff in a marriage is bad. I didn’t say you were filthy for wanting it. She didn’t like that. She wanted backup.”

“She’s your daughter.”

“Yeah. And she’s always been a prude when something’s outside her comfort zone.” A faint dry smile. “Even as a teen. Other people’s mess horrified her. Her own stuff was always fine. I love her. I also know her. Finding your folders didn’t just upset her. It offended her idea of what a husband is.”

David let out a breath he had been holding in pieces for two years. “I never acted on any of it. While we were together. After either. Stayed on screens.”

“I figured. Tamara thought the opposite half the time. Then went back to calling you sick. Hurt people aren’t careful.” Trisha tilted her head. “I’m not here to let you off for lying. That bit’s on you. What you want is a different chat.”

“Most people don’t split those.”

“I’m not most people. I’m sixty-six. Stopped caring what polite people think years ago.” She set the glass down. “So. Two years alone. Same want. Still won’t touch it offline. How’s that going?”

He almost laughed. “It’s enough. Bills paid. Fantasy sorted. Nothing real risked.”

“Sounds exhausting.”

“It is.”

“Good. Maybe exhausted means you’ll do something with it one day.”

He rubbed his thumb through the condensation on the pint. “Why aren’t you disgusted? Serious question. I’ve run this in my head. You find out. You go cold. You tell me to stay away from the family. This version isn’t in the script.”

Trisha considered him. The bar lights put a thin gold edge on her silver hair. “Because I’ve watched people wreck themselves over simpler things than satin and power games. Shame makes people lie. Liars make bad partners. And my daughter always had a narrow view of sex and thought that meant she was right.” She paused. “When she described what you’d written, my first thought wasn’t monster. It was lonely. Specific. And you should’ve said it out loud instead of leaving it on a hard drive.”

David’s throat tightened. He drank to hide it. “I didn’t know how.”

“No. Men often don’t. They keep a secret and tell themselves it’s kinder.” Blunt. “Was any of it about her? Or was she just nearest while you hid?”

“I loved her,” he said. Immediate. True. “I also never let her near that part of me. So there was a wall. She lived on one side. Didn’t know the other side existed till she walked in looking for an insurance PDF.”

Trisha made a small sound of recognition. “That matches what she said about your sex life. Fine. Same every time. Something missing she couldn’t name.”

“I wasn’t going to ask my wife to be my mummy domme.”

“No. You were going to ask nothing and hope the marriage put up with the silence.” She lifted an eyebrow. “How’d that go?”

“You’re enjoying this.”

“A bit. You’re easier to talk to when you’re stuck being honest. The polite son-in-law version was nice. Dull.” Her mouth curved. “Drink your drink. We’ve got time. Night’s young. I’m not done.”

They ordered again. Another pint for him. Another red for her. David tried to pay and lost the argument without dignity. Trisha had the calm authority of someone who had run rooms full of people harder than him.

The conversation widened and came back in loops. Work stories with the boring parts left in so they felt real. Her retirement, the first months of too many empty mornings, the relief of volunteering two days a week at a community garden because plants did not require small talk. His flat. The ceiling crack he had filled. The desk chair graveyard. She asked whether he dated and he told her about the eleven-day app experiment and the polite hug on the second date. She did not laugh at him. She said good, better to retreat than to use someone as a blind.

Every so often the heavy subject returned, not as an ambush, as weather.

“Do you still read the same things?” she asked once, flat and practical.

He could have lied. The evening had already made lying feel stupid. “Yes.”

“Often?”

“Often enough that I stopped pretending it was rare.”

“And still nothing real. No clubs. No clothes in a drawer. No careful conversations with people who might say yes.”

“Still nothing.”

“Fear or principle?”

“Fear, mostly. Tell myself it’s principle. Half the time I can’t tell which is which.”

Trisha nodded. “Fear makes sense. You lost a marriage to getting caught.”

“That’s one way to put it.”

“I’ve got loads of ways. Comes with age. And not caring if I get invited back to dull parties.”

He smiled into his glass. The freeze from her arrival had eased. Not comfort exactly. Just more room to breathe. She knew. She’d said everything without calling him disgusting. He felt steadier.

“Tamara would hate this conversation,” he said.

“Tamara hates a lot of chats that don’t back up her first reaction. She gets that from her dad, not me.” Trisha’s eyes creased. “Don’t take my lack of horror as me trying to change her mind. I won’t. This isn’t about getting you two back together. It’s two people with awkward history telling the truth in a bar because we bumped into each other.”

“Clear.”

“Is it? Good. I hate it when people pretend they're being kind and they're just covering their arse.”

Hours went without announcing themselves. The group at the back thinned. The referee blokes left in a damp cluster. New people arrived, quieter ones, late-shift pairs and a solitary man with a crossword. David stopped checking the time. Trisha spoke about a marriage of her own that had ended when Tamara was twenty, not with scandal, with erosion. She said loneliness after fifty was a different animal than loneliness at thirty. Less drama. More logistics. More chances to become a person who only spoke to the Tesco self-checkout.

“Is that why you’re out tonight?” he asked.

“Partly. Also I was sick of staring at box sets.”

“I know that look. My laptop has it.”

“I bet it does.”

They ate bad bar snacks because wine and beer on empty stomachs was a road they were too old to pretend was clever. Shared a bowl of olives. Fought politely over the last one and split it. The gesture was stupid and intimate in a way that made David’s chest go tight. He kept his hands visible on the bar like a man proving he was not reaching for anything he should not.

Sometime after ten the conversation turned again, less careful.

“What would acting on it look like for you,” Trisha asked, “if you weren’t so scared?”

David took a second. “Someone older. Someone who already gets it. Doesn’t need a twelve-week briefing. Clothes that feel wrong and right at the same time. Being told what I am for a few hours so I don’t have to hold it together the whole time. Sex mixed with care and humiliation. Not split into neat boxes.” He grimaced. “Sounds neater out loud than it is in my head.”

“Sounds specific. Specific’s better than vague shame.” She tapped a nail once against the glass. “You know people do that without blowing up their lives.”

“I know in theory. Theory doesn’t show up and do it with you.”

“No. People do. That’s the hard bit.”

The sentence sat between them. Not quite an offer. Not neutral either. David felt his pulse and didn’t chase it. Chase it and he might invent a meaning she hadn’t given him. Ignore it and he was just being a coward again.

“I’m not asking you to solve me,” he said.

“Good. Didn’t come here to fix you.” The smile again, smaller. “I was curious. And I wanted a few drinks.”

They talked about quieter things. Books. A podcast she liked. His mother’s health, stable. A neighbour who left notes about bins. Ordinary talk. Under it: she knew his secret and hadn’t flinched. That changed every ordinary sentence.

Last orders came as a shout that made David check his phone and blink at the time. Nearly eleven. They had been talking for hours. His pint count was higher than planned and still within the range where cab apps made sense. Trisha looked unfazed, cheeks faintly warmer, eyes clear.

“Closing already?” she said to the bartender, mock offended.

“Ah,” the bartender sang as if reminiscing. “Gone are the days of lock-ins.”

David laughed. Trisha paid for a final small wine against his protest and he bought a water because he had a shred of sense left. Around them stools emptied. Coats went on. The playlist dropped to something softer meant to usher people out without a fight.

“I should get a cab,” David said, not moving at once.

“Yes. You should get home in one piece.” Trisha finished the last of her wine without hurry. “Where’s the flat from here?”

He told her the area. She nodded, mapping it. “That’s not far from me. Ten minutes if the lights behave.” She reached for her coat. “I’ll give you a lift.”

David’s brain stalled. Kindness. And whatever else might be behind it. “You don’t have to. I have an app.”

“I know apps exist. I’ve also got a car on the side street. You’re a bit drunk. I’m sober enough. Standing in the wet arguing helps nobody.” She stood, scarf in hand. “It’s a lift, David. Not a kidnapping. You can say no.”

He could. The no was ready. Clean exit. Flat. Familiar ceiling. Laptop waiting. Accepting meant time in a car with the woman who now knew everything and hadn’t looked disgusted. Accepting meant the night didn’t end neat on a bar stool.

“Alright,” he said. “Lift. Thank you.”

“Good.” She put the scarf on, then the coat, movements economical. “Come on before they start stacking chairs at our ankles.”

Outside the rain had thinned to mist. Still got down collars. Street shone under orange lamps. Trisha’s car was a tidy dark hatchback. Clear dashboard. No rubbish. Of course. She unlocked it, pointed him to the passenger seat, and stowed the umbrella neat as everything else.

Seatbelts clicked. Heater hummed. They sat while the windscreen cleared. David watched rain on the glass and thought about the first hour, when not being known had been the whole point.

“You alright?” Trisha asked, hands on the wheel at a calm ten and two.

“Yeah. Strange night. Not a bad strange.”

“Good. Bad strange and I’d have left you at the kerb.” She pulled out. Wipers on intermittent. Wet streets. Closed shops. A late bus. Someone running with a newspaper over their head.

David gave directions in short pieces. Left at the lights. Past the petrol station. Second right. Navigating together felt more intimate than the confession. Anyone could shock you in a bar. Not everyone drove you home after.

“For what it’s worth,” he said to the moving dark, “thank you for not doing the face.”

“Which face?”

“The one Tamara did. The one I’ve been flinching at in advance for two years.”

Trisha kept her eyes on the road. “I don’t pull that face unless you’ve earned it. Cruelty or laziness. Wanting what you want isn’t either. Hiding it was unkind. Two different things.”

“You’ve got it all sorted, haven’t you?”

“Most things, yeah. Garden’s better than my social life.”

He smiled at the window. Ring road noise. His street arrived sooner than he was ready for. She parked clean opposite his building.

Engine idling. Rain on the roof.

“This is me,” David said, stupidly, because the bricks were right there.

“I assumed, unless you’ve started sleeping in that skip.”

He unclipped the seatbelt and did not open the door at once. “Tonight helped. I didn’t think a conversation like that was available. Not with anyone who knew her. Not with anyone who knew me from before.”

Trisha looked at him properly. Streetlamp. Dashboard glow. Sixty-six. Silver hair. Still elegant in a hatchback at nearly midnight. No disgust. Curiosity still there. Something steadier under it.

“Go inside,” she said. “Drink water. Don’t open anything on that laptop that turns a good night into a spiral.” A beat. “And David.”

“Yeah?”

“If you ever get sick of being scared of it, you don’t have to deal with it alone on a private browser forever.” She said it lightly enough that he could take it as general advice. She held his gaze long enough that it did not feel only general.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Do. You’re better when you’re not just sat there in shame.” She nodded at the door. “Go on.”

He got out. Mist on his face. He shut the door and stood under the porch light. She waited until he had the outer door open. Then she pulled away toward the main road.

David climbed the stairs. Coat still damp. Evening replaying. She knows everything. She doesn’t sound disgusted. Her daughter’s always been a prude. Hours of talk. Bar closed. Lift home.

Inside he filled a glass at the tap and drank it in the dark kitchen. Laptop on the desk. He left it shut. For once the quiet didn’t push him toward it.

He slept without the usual loop. That alone made the night worth it.


Chapter 6

The clean sleep lasted one night. By Saturday afternoon the flat felt too small again, and the conversation from the bar kept replaying without the parts that would have let him file it under closed.

Trisha messaged mid-afternoon. She still had his number from the old days. The text was plain.

Still have this number. Delete if you’d rather. If not, I’m making too much food for one at seven. No agenda. Bring wine if you want to be useful.

David read it four times standing at the counter. Agenda was doing a lot of work as a word. He nearly replied with a polite busy. He nearly did not reply at all. Instead he sent; Which wine. She sent back; Any decent red that isn’t a cab. Can’t be dealing with cabs. Her address followed but he remembered it. A street he recognised from years of visiting Tamara’s mother’s before they were married and after.

He showered. Changed his shirt twice. Told himself it was dinner with a person who had been unexpectedly decent. Told himself other things too and refused to list them.

Her house was a semi with a tidy front garden and a porch light already on against the early dark. He rang the bell with a bottle that had cost enough to look considered without looking desperate. Trisha opened the door in dark jeans and a soft grey jumper, silver hair loose, feet in plain slippers. Less armoured than the bar. Still entirely herself.

“You came,” she said.

“You invited me.”

“People bottle it after a night like Friday. Thought you might not show.” She stepped aside. “Come in. Freezing out here.”

He wiped his feet. The hall was narrow, framed photos in a line, none of them featuring him, which was a relief so sharp it almost hurt. She took the wine, read the label, gave a small approving nod, and nodded him through to the kitchen.

It was a proper kitchen. Big table. Herbs on the windowsill. A radio on low. Two places already set without ceremony. David felt the strangeness of being here as a guest who was not a son-in-law anymore and not yet anything else with a name.

“Sit,” Trisha said, biting down on a carrot. “Talk if you want. Or don’t. Food in ten.”

He sat. Watched her move around the space with the ease of long ownership. She asked about his day. He gave a true short version.

Dinner was good. Not restaurant performance. Real food. They drank the wine slowly. She did not re-litigate his secrets. He did not apologise on a loop. Once their knees knocked under the table and both of them moved back a fraction too fast, then pretended they had not.

Afterward he helped with plates because standing still felt worse. Her shoulder brushing his when she reached for a tea towel. The kitchen suddenly seemed smaller.

“Coffee?” she asked.

“I’ll be up all night.”

“That wasn’t a no.”

“Coffee,” he agreed.

They took it to the living room. Sofa and an armchair, lamps not overheads, a shelf of books that looked read. Trisha took the armchair first, then seemed to change her mind and sat on the sofa with a cushion’s width between them. David stayed where he was put, mug warm in both hands, hyperaware of the width.

“I meant what I said on Friday,” she said after a quiet stretch. “About not staying scared of it forever.”

“I know.”

“I’m not recruiting you.” She watched him over the rim of her mug. “I liked talking to you without the family act. And you’re sat in my house on a Saturday looking like you might bolt if I sneeze too loud.”

“I’m trying not to misread the room.”

“Fair. Easy to get wrong.” She set the mug down. “If you want coffee and a taxi later, fine. If you want something else, say it. I’m too old to sit here guessing.”

That landed. David’s mouth went dry. He could still leave. Cab. Flat. Familiar ceiling. The path was marked.

“I don’t only want coffee,” he said.

“Alright.” No triumph. Just open. “Come here.”

He moved the cushion width. Close enough to see the fine lines at the corners of her eyes and the ordinary texture of her skin under the lamp. When she kissed him it was not cautious in the way first kisses sometimes were. It was sure. Warm. A clear decision.

One kiss became another. His hand found her waist over the jumper. Hers settled at the back of his neck, steadying. There was no rush and no awkward comedy of teeth. Desire hit hard. Ordinary. Adult. Present.

“Bedroom,” Trisha said against his mouth. Not a question.

“Yes.”

Upstairs was unshowy. Clean sheets. A wide bed. Curtains half drawn against the street. She switched on a side lamp and left the main light off. David stood for a second with his hands at his sides, suddenly hit by the fact of where he was and who with.

“If you freeze now I'll be pissed,” Trisha said, pulling the jumper over her head in one practical motion. Undershirt beneath. Soft stomach. Breasts heavy in a plain bra. A body that had lived sixty-six years and was not hiding the evidence. “I didn’t invite you up here so you could stand there panicking.”

He laughed once, shaky, and started on his own shirt buttons. “I’m not panicking.”

“You’re talking yourself through it. Stop. Come here.”

They undressed without striptease. Shoes. Jeans. The small clumsy moments included, not edited out. When he was down to underwear she looked him over with frank appraisal and nodded once as if he had passed a test he did not know he was taking. When her bra came off he did not look away. Her nipples were darker, breasts soft, skin creased where skin creased. He got hard so fast it almost embarrassed him.

“Well. That’s a yes.” She glanced down. “On the bed.”

He went. She joined him, straddled his thighs first, kissed him deeper, guided his hands to her hips and then higher. He cupped her breasts and felt her breath change. No performance of girliness. No pretending she was twenty-five. She wanted pressure and he gave it. When he mouthed at her nipple she made a low sound of approval and pushed into him.

“Good,” she murmured. “Don’t treat me like I’ll break. I won’t.”

He rolled them when she let him. Kissed down her stomach, the soft give of it, the silver trail of hair below her navel. She opened her legs without drama. He used his mouth between them and paid attention. She was already wet. She tasted clean and ordinary. He worked her with tongue and two fingers until her hand tightened in his hair hard enough to sting.

“Enough,” she said after a stretch that left her breathing uneven. “I want you in me. Drawer. Condoms. I'm many things. Reckless about that isn’t one.”

He found one, rolled it on with fingers that only shook a little. She watched him do it, eyes dark, mouth parted. When he settled between her legs she reached down and lined him up herself.

“In,” she said.

He pushed. Heat. Tight enough. Wet enough. The simple shock of real sex after two years of screens hit him hard. He dropped his forehead to her shoulder and breathed through the first full thrust like he had been punched kindly.

“Alright?” she asked.

“Yeah. Fuck. Yes.”

“Language. Keep going.”

He moved. Found a rhythm. She met him with her hips, not passive, directing with small shifts when she wanted deeper or slower. Her legs hooked around him. Nails skimmed his back. The headboard made a soft complaint against the wall and she laughed under him, breathless, and told him not to worry about the neighbours, they were deaf or discreet.

It felt good. That was the part that undid him more than the mechanics. Not novelty for its own sake. Not a fetish checklist. Just a woman who knew what she wanted, nearly twenty-five years older than him, body frank and responsive, pulling him into her like he belonged in the moment. He had expected nerves to ruin it. Nerves showed up and then got outvoted.

“Harder,” Trisha said, and he gave her harder. The wet sound of them filled the quiet room. She cursed once, soft and surprised at herself, then again when he got the angle right. He slipped a hand between them and rubbed where she needed it. Her orgasm arrived with her eyes open and her mouth on a broken inhale, inner muscles clutching him in waves that nearly dragged him over.

He held on through it by pure stubbornness, hips stuttering, face buried against her neck. When she eased and tugged his hair he lifted his head. Her mouth was slack, eyes half-lidded, silver hair a mess on the pillow. She looked thoroughly pleased with herself and with him.

“Your turn,” she said. “Don’t you dare go gentle.”

He didn’t. He fucked her properly then, long strokes that made the mattress complain, and the plain fact of it kept hitting him in waves. This was Trisha. Tamara’s mother. Sixty-six. Under him. Wet around him. Asking for harder like she had every right to it. The shock was not disgust. The shock was how good it felt. Better than the careful sex of his marriage. Better than two years of his own hand and a glowing screen. Real weight. Real heat. A voice in his ear telling him yes there and don’t stop.

He came with a broken sound he would have been embarrassed by in other company. She held his hips through it and took it, thighs firm against his sides. For a few seconds his mind emptied of everything except pulse and breath.

After, he disposed of the condom with the unromantic practicality the moment required and came back to bed because she hooked two fingers into his wrist and pulled. They lay on their sides facing each other in the low lamp light. Sweat cooling. Heart rates coming down in uneven steps.

“You look stunned,” Trisha said.

“I'm stunned.”

“Good way or run-to-the-bathroom way?”

“Good.” He swallowed. “Didn’t expect it to feel like that.”

“Like what?”

He searched for a sentence that was not stupid. “Simple. Good. Not a whole performance. Just… sex. With you. Which should probably freak me out more than it does.”

“It’s not illegal. You’re forty-one. I’m not your boss. Not your therapist. I’m a woman who wanted you in her bed and got what she wanted.” She brushed her thumb across his lower lip. “Your face when you pushed in was very flattering, by the way.”

“Please don’t mark me out of ten.”

“I’ll mark you how I like. You passed.”

He laughed into the pillow. Something braced since the bar loosened. She tugged the duvet up over both of them and left the lamp on low. Outside a car went past on wet road. Inside, the house ticked and settled.

They did not leap straight into big talk. She asked if he wanted water. He did. She went downstairs barefoot in a robe and came back with two glasses. He watched her move and felt desire stir again, duller, amazed at itself. When she got back into bed he reached for her without a speech. She allowed it, guided his hand between her legs, and let him get her off a second time with his fingers while she kissed him slow and dirty. No rush toward another full round. Just attention.

“You pick things up fast when you’re not stuck in your head,” she murmured after.

“Still stuck. Just horizontal.”

“Horizontal beats alone with a laptop.”

“Yeah.” He stared at the ceiling for a second. “Yeah, it is.”

Sometime near one they went again. She rode him, hands on his chest, silver hair falling forward. He held her hips and the age gap stopped being an abstract number. Her experience, her lack of hurry, the way she chased what felt good without apologising for her body. He came harder than the first time. She followed with his thumb on her clit, forehead dropped to his.

After that they were properly done. She flicked the lamp off. In the dark her voice was still clear.

“You’re staying. Don’t start on about cabs. It’s late. It’s wet. I don’t fancy watching you put your jeans on out of guilt.”

“I was going to stay,” he said. True now that she had said it first.

“Good boy.”

The words were light, almost throwaway. They still slid through him in a way that had nothing to do with ordinary adult sex and everything to do with the channel he had kept private for years. He went still. She must have felt it because her hand paused on his chest.

“Too much?” she asked. Not teasing. Checking.

“Not too much.” His voice came out rough. “Just… loaded. For me.”

“I know.” Soft. “We’re not getting into all that tonight. Tonight was this. Ordinary. Adult. Worked. The rest can wait. If you ever want that chat.”

He nodded against her shoulder, then realised she could not see it in the dark. “Alright.”

“Sleep, David.”

He did, eventually. Her back against his chest. His arm over her waist. No laptop. No empty flat. He dropped off without the usual loop.

Morning came grey through the curtains. For a few seconds he did not know where he was. Then the bed’s unfamiliar firmness and the silver hair on the other pillow fixed it. Trisha was already awake, scrolling her phone with one hand, reading glasses on, robe loose. She looked across and raised an eyebrow.

“If you say you regret this before coffee I’ll chuck you out with no toast.”

“I don’t regret it.” He rubbed his face. “I’m having a small crisis about what this is. But I don’t regret it.”

“Crisis pairs well with coffee.” She set the phone down. “Bathroom’s through there. Towels in the airing cupboard. Don’t use the blue face cloth. That’s mine. I’m selfish.”

He showered. Proper grout. Plant on the sill. Hot water on his shoulders. Marks on his back in the mirror, faint nail tracks. He stared longer than he needed to.

Downstairs she had coffee on and bread under the grill. Socks on the tiles. No morning-after performance. He liked her more for it.

“Sit. Eat.”

He sat. Ate toast with too much butter because she had done it that way and he was not about to start a butter argument with a woman who had fucked him senseless eight hours earlier. The coffee was strong. Rain dotted the window over the sink.

“So,” he said.

“So,” she agreed.

“I don’t know the etiquette for sleeping with my ex-mother-in-law.”

“There isn’t any. We make it up. Or we stop.” She leaned against the counter with her mug. “I’m not asking you to move in. Not asking you to define anything over toast. I’m saying I had a great night. I’d like to do normal stuff like that again. Without you sat there judging yourself the whole time.”

“Ordinary,” he repeated.

“Yeah, David. Normal sex. Dinner. Talking. You looking gobsmacked every time it feels good; I’ll take that.”

He huffed a laugh. “You’re very calm.”

“I’ve had practice. Doesn’t mean I don’t want what I want.” Her gaze held his. “Tamara doesn’t hear about this. Not up for debate. You?”

“Same. Obviously.” The thought of Tamara knowing made his stomach twist. Shame. And the mess it would cause. “This stays here.”

“Good.” She topped up his coffee. “Then we don’t need a speech. Finish your toast. I’ll drive you back when you’re ready. Or walk. Clear your head. Either’s fine.”

He finished the toast. Helped with the plates. When he put his shirt on in the hall it still felt like her house. At the door she kissed him once. Firm. No lingering.

“Text me when you want to come back,” she said. “Or when you spiral and need someone who won’t call you disgusting. I’m up for both. On my terms.”

“Your terms seem pretty clear.”

“They are. I like clear.” A flicker of a smile. “Go on. Before I decide toast wasn’t enough and drag you upstairs again.”

He went. Cold air on his face. Body used in the best way. On the bus he watched people with shopping bags and still couldn’t get over how good it had felt. A woman decades older than him. No script. No satin. Just two adults and a bed.

The deeper fantasy hadn’t gone. He could still feel it. Last night hadn’t been that. It had been something else he hadn’t known he could have. He unlocked his door, closed it, and stood in the hall smiling like an idiot.

He texted her before he talked himself out of it. Home. Thank you for dinner. And the rest. No spiral yet.

Her reply landed in under a minute. Good. Eat something later that isn’t toast. Speak soon.

David put the phone on the counter, stripped the damp shirt, and made a second coffee in his rattling kettle. The flat looked the same. He didn’t. That would do for a Saturday morning.


Chapter 7

Neither of them pretended it was a one-night stand. That became obvious by Wednesday, when Trisha texted a photo of a lasagne she’d made with the caption too much again, and David replied with a time instead of a polite excuse. He turned up at seven with garlic bread from the good bakery and a face he tried to keep casual. She opened the door like he’d always been expected, kissed him once in the hall, and put him to work on the salad because idle guests annoyed her.

They ate at the kitchen table. Talked about his week and her garden committee’s petty war over compost bins. When the plates were done she didn’t ask if he wanted to stay. She just said she was going up and that he could lock the door if he was coming. He locked the door.

Sex that night was slower than Saturday, less stunned, still hungry. Afterward he lay in her sheets with her calf hooked over his. Three days ago this house meant dropping Tamara off and leaving the engine running. Now he knew which stair creaked and how Trisha took her coffee.

“You’re thinking loud,” she said into the dark.

“Administrative thoughts. Nothing tragic.”

“Keep it that way.” Her hand patted his chest once. “Sleep.”

He slept. In the morning she drove him as far as the bus stop because she had an early garden shift and he had a stand-up at nine. On the pavement she squeezed his wrist and told him not to make this weird at work by grinning at spreadsheets. He told her spreadsheets had never been the risk. She smiled and pulled away into traffic.

They fell into a pattern without writing it down. Two or three nights a week at hers. Occasional midweek lunches in places where nobody they knew would bother looking. A Saturday afternoon at a garden centre that should have been dull and wasn’t, because she argued with him about soil and then bought him a plant for his flat that he forgot to water until she messaged a reminder. He put the plant on the windowsill and took a photo to prove it was alive. She sent back a thumbs up and a demand for better natural light.

In public they were careful without being cartoonish. No hand-holding on the high street. No kissing at the table in busy restaurants. In her car and her kitchen and her bed they dropped the caution. She liked him close when the door was shut. He liked the shut door more than he admitted out loud.

The sex stayed ordinary in the way she had framed it. Adult. Direct. Excellent. She told him what she wanted in plain English and expected him to do the same. Some nights she was in charge with nothing more ceremonial than a look and a pointed instruction. Some nights she pulled him on top and told him to stop asking permission for things she had already said yes to. He got better at reading her. She got better at dismantling the leftover guilt that still tried to climb into bed with them.

“Tamara doesn’t get a vote here,” she said one Thursday after he’d gone quiet mid-kiss. “She’s not in this room. If you want to stop, stop because you want to. Not because you’re fretting about what she’d think.”

“I don’t want to stop.”

“Then kiss me. And stop fretting.”

He did. The fretting got quieter each week. It never fully left. It just waited.

Work noticed nothing except that he seemed less flat. Mark said he looked like he’d started sleeping again and asked if there was a woman. David said maybe and got a pint raised in salute. He did not elaborate. Mark did not push. That was the correct amount of friendship for a secret this radioactive.

David’s flat became mostly a place for laundry, post, and the nights he needed to prove to himself he still could be alone without spinning out. On those nights he cooked for one and watched rubbish television and sometimes, still, opened the laptop.

The deeper fantasy had not gone anywhere. He kept it locked in the same old way. Private window. Familiar tags. Stories about mommy-dommes and rompers and forced regression that he now read with a new complication sitting beside the old heat. The complication had a name and a spare key to her own house and a mouth that had said good boy once and then carefully not pushed it. He finished. He felt the drop. He did not tell Trisha.

He told himself the lock was respect. They had agreed, sort of, that the first night was ordinary. She had said the rest kept for another conversation if he ever wanted one. He did not open that conversation. Wanting it and risking it were still different animals. But he was getting closer to risking it.

Later he slid down the length of her, settling between her parted thighs with a cushion shoved under his knees for the hard floor. At forty-one he still moved with an easy strength that made her sixty-six-year-old body feel lighter, more open; she watched the dark crown of his head as he lowered it, her fingers already threading into his hair. The film kept murmuring to the empty sofa and the darkened room, forgotten.

He kissed the soft inner skin of her thighs first, slow and deliberate, then opened her with his thumbs and put his mouth to her. The first long stroke of his tongue drew a low sound from her throat. He worked her with patient, practised attention; flat of the tongue, then the tip circling, then gentle suction that made her hips lift. Her hand tightened in his hair, not pushing so much as holding on, guiding him by the slight pressure of her fingers when he found the exact place that made her breath hitch.

He stayed there, unhurried, tasting her, listening to every small change in the way she moved. When her thighs began to tremble he didn’t ease off; he kept the same steady rhythm, lips and tongue working her clit until the tension coiled tight and broke. She came hard, a startled, breathless laugh escaping her as the pleasure rolled through her, sharp and sweet. Her free hand clutched at the rug while the other stayed buried in his hair.

Still shaking, she managed to speak, voice low and amused. “Well… the neighbours are definitely not deaf.”

“We should be quieter,” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“We should buy them a bottle at Christmas and leave it at that,” she said, still a bit breathless. She pulled him up by the shoulders and kissed him, slow and messy, tasting herself on his mouth. “Come on. Bed. I want you inside me before you start thinking about getting dressed and going.”

They made it to the bedroom without turning the light on. The streetlamp outside threw a thin strip of orange across the bed. She pushed him down onto his back and climbed over him, knees either side of his hips. One hand steadied herself on his chest while the other reached between them, guiding him. She took him in with a slow, practised shift of her weight, exhaling as she settled fully onto him.

Her hands came to rest on his stomach. She kept her eyes open and on his face, watching him as she began to move. He held her thighs, thumbs pressing into the soft skin just above her knees, and looked at her properly in the half-dark. Soft belly resting against him. The fine lines at the corners of her eyes and mouth. The strong, slightly veined hands braced on his midriff. None of it put him off. He’d stopped being surprised by how much he wanted her. The fact that it kept getting stronger still caught him slightly off guard.

She rode him with steady, unhurried rolls of her hips, the kind that came from knowing exactly what she liked and not being in any rush. Every so often she would pause at the bottom of a stroke, grind forward, and let out a quiet, open-mouthed breath. He could feel the slight tremor in her thighs when she did it. His hands moved higher, over the soft give of her hips and the curve of her waist, then back down again. She leaned forward a little, changing the angle, and the friction made his breath catch.

When the pace finally quickened it was her doing it, not him. Her nails dug into his chest as she worked herself on him, short, controlled movements now, chasing it. He came first, her name half-swallowed in his throat, hands gripping her thighs hard enough to leave marks that would fade by morning. She kept moving through it, slower now, until she followed a few moments later with a low, satisfied sound and a full-body shudder.

Afterwards she stayed where she was, sitting on him, both of them breathing hard. She waited until he had softened and slipped free before she climbed off and stretched out beside him.

“This is turning into a habit,” he said.

“Good.” She climbed off and stretched, one arm over her head. “Habits like this are worth keeping. You free Thursday?”

“Yeah.”

“Come for dinner. Stay the night. Bring a clean shirt for Friday so you’re not doing the walk of shame at half six in the morning.”

“Alright.”

No big conversation. No “what are we” talk. Just the next plan, said like it was already decided.

He brought the clean shirt on Thursday and hung it in her wardrobe next to her blouses. Standing there for a second, looking at it among her things, he felt a quick, stupid rush of something that was almost dizzying. She saw him do it. She didn’t comment, just carried on making tea, which was easier than any speech about what it meant.

That night she had him on his back, one of her hands loosely pinning both of his wrists above his head. She moved on him slowly at first, then harder, watching his face the whole time. He almost asked her to press down more, almost said something he knew he shouldn’t ,  something too needy, too revealing ,  and bit the inside of his cheek instead. She noticed the flicker of hesitation. Let it go. Afterwards she kissed the corner of his mouth and called him darling in a way that was simply fond.

Almost was starting to pile up.

Three weeks in he took her out properly. A small Italian place two towns over, far enough that the chance of running into anyone either of them knew was close to nothing. She wore a dark dress and the green scarf from the first night at the bar. He wore the better of his two jackets. They looked, he thought, like a couple other people might clock as a bit mismatched and then forget about. The waiter was polite and professional. The food was decent. Under the table her knee rested lightly against his.

“You keep checking the door,” Trisha said over dessert.

“Habit.”

“Leave it for the next hour. Nobody here gives a damn, and anyone who would isn’t in this room.”

He nodded and made himself look at her instead of the entrance. In the candlelight she was sharp and warm, telling him about a woman at the garden centre who nicked cuttings without the slightest shame. David laughed properly for the first time that evening. When the bill came he paid it without argument; she’d covered too many dinners already and what was left of his pride needed the small win.

In the car park she kissed him against the side of her car like the CCTV didn’t exist. He kissed her back harder than was sensible in public and she made a quiet, approving sound against his mouth.

At her house they barely made the stairs. Ended up on the bed half-clothed, his trousers open, her dress pushed up. He bent her knees back and slid into her with a groan that felt dragged out of his spine. She swore softly and pulled him deeper. It was quick and slightly messy and exactly what both of them wanted after two hours of public restraint. Afterward she kicked the dress the rest of the way off and stole his shirt to go downstairs for water, legs bare, hair wrecked. He lay there staring at the ceiling, grinning at nothing, the deeper fantasy locked in its box while the present tense got to win for once.

The following week tested the secrecy without breaking it.

Tamara rang Trisha on a Tuesday evening while David was on the sofa marking emails on his phone. Trisha answered on speaker by accident before switching off. David froze anyway. He heard enough of the opening, Mum, hi, just a quick one, to feel his stomach drop through the floorboards. Trisha walked into the kitchen with the phone, voice easy, daughter talk about a work trip and a broken dishwasher. David sat very still and stared at a blank television screen until she came back ten minutes later.

“She’s fine,” Trisha said. “Going to Edinburgh next month. Asked if I wanted lunch Sunday week. I said yes.”

“Right.”

“You look pale.”

“I feel pale.”

Trisha sat beside him and put a hand on his knee. “She doesn’t know. She won’t from me. You don’t need to go pale every time her name comes up on my phone.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“It is. I’ve had practice keeping things to myself.” She squeezed once. “If this gets too much, we adjust. We don’t blow it up. Clear?”

“Clear.”

He stayed the night anyway. Sex started quieter than usual, almost careful, until she got fed up and told him straight.

“Stop treating me like something you’re not supposed to touch. I’m a woman in my own bed. Act like it.”

That did it. He stopped holding back and fucked her slow and deep, one hand under her lower back, the other braced by her head. She came with her face turned into his forearm, trying to keep the sound down, and the knowledge that the rest of the building was only a few thin walls away made the whole thing feel sharper.

On the nights he was alone at his own flat the old habits tried to creep back in. Laptop open. The same kind of stories he used to look for ,  older women, the soft clothes, the particular heat of those tags. Now the fantasies had a real face attached and it sat too close. Sometimes that made them worse in the best way. Sometimes he shut the lid, got in the shower and stood there until the water went cold. He never bought anything. He never sent her a message he couldn’t have read out loud in front of a mildly embarrassed judge. The line held. He checked it the way you check a lock before you go to sleep.

Trisha noticed the distance without pushing too hard.

“You’re elsewhere,” she said one evening after they’d finished, her fingers moving slowly through his hair.

“Work.”

“Don’t insult both of us.”

He stayed quiet long enough for the heating to click off.

“The other stuff,” he said eventually. “From before. It’s still there. I’m not doing anything with it. I’m just… more aware of it now. Because this is good, and my brain has a talent for stacking complications on top of good things.”

She kept combing. “Didn’t think a few weeks of dinners would wipe it out.”

“You’re not angry.”

“Why would I be angry that you’re complicated? I like complicated. I don’t like being lied to. Different things.” Her hand stilled. “When you want to talk properly, talk. Till then, keep it private if you need to. Just don’t shut me out.”

“I won’t.”

“See that you don’t.”

He kissed her shoulder in answer. She accepted that as a signature.

Weekends started to take on a different shape. Quiet outings where they kept a careful distance if anyone looked their way. Nights in. Morning sex that was unhurried and familiar. One day he opened the bathroom cabinet and found a spare toothbrush still in its packet, left there for him without any announcement. He noticed. Said nothing. Left it exactly where it was.

Mark finally cornered him properly after five-a-side, still red-faced and breathing hard in the car park.

“You’re seeing someone,” he said.

“Yeah.”

“Serious?”

David thought about silver hair on a pillow and the firm way Trisha never asked for more than he was ready to give. “It’s real. It’s also private.”

Mark looked at him for a moment, then shrugged. “Fine. If she’s married I’m not helping you dig any holes.”

“She’s not married.”

“Good. Then buy me a pint next week and stop looking like someone ran over your dog. Easier on the rest of us when you’re not moping about.”

David bought the pint the following week and gave him nothing more. The details stayed exactly where they were.

Near the end of the third week he stayed four nights out of seven. His plant got watered on a schedule because Trisha set a phone reminder that pinged him like a smug babysitter. He cooked for her once at the flat, rare, slightly awkward, his space too small for her presence, and she sat on his sofa afterward with her feet tucked under her and said the place needed better curtains and that he was a decent cook when he stopped apologising for every seasoning choice.

They had sex there for the first time that night, careful of thin walls, laughing into each other’s mouths when the bedframe knocked the wall and they both froze like teenagers. She came with his hand over her mouth and her eyes furious with pleasure. Afterward she whispered that next time they were using her house like civilised people with bricks worth the name.

Lying in his own bed with her asleep beside him, David watched the familiar ceiling crack he’d filled and thought about the locked box again. He could open it with her. She had left that door on the latch. The wanting pressed up from underneath, vivid enough that he had to breathe through it; soft clothes, her voice different, the word mummy tried on. He turned onto his side and pressed his face into her hair until the images dulled. Not tonight. Not yet. Maybe not ever, if ever kept costing this much imagined risk.

She stirred. “Stop thinking.”

“Working on it.”

“Work faster.”

He smiled against her scalp and closed his eyes. Ordinary evenings. Regular dinners. More sex. A relationship that existed in full colour behind closed doors and in careful greyscale outside them. The deeper fantasy stayed shut away. He only opened it when he was alone and stupid with habit.

On the Friday that closed the third week he went straight from work to hers with a bag for the weekend. She met him at the door in the grey jumper he liked and kissed him like she’d been waiting since lunch. They ate soup and bread. Washed up. Ended on the sofa with her astride his lap, grinding slow while a docomeentary neither of them watched provided cover noise. He came in his jeans like an idiot before they even made the stairs and she found it hilarious and hot in equal measure. Upstairs she stripped him properly and took her time getting even.

After, tangled up and lazy, she said, “This is good.”

“It is.”

“I’m glad you didn’t ghost after the first night.”

“I’m glad you messaged about lasagne.”

“Lasagne’s done us alright so far.” She yawned. “Don’t go home tomorrow. Stay. I’ve got plans. You’ll need to be up for some of them and in bed for the rest.”

“What plans?”

“You’ll see. Nothing bad.” Her eyes were already half closed. “Sleep.”

David lay awake a little longer after her breathing evened out. Weekend bag on the floor. Shirt in the wardrobe. Toothbrush in the cabinet. A woman he was seeing regularly. Open in these walls. Secret outside them. The locked fantasy still sat in the corner of his mind and waited.

He had three weeks of proof he could want Trisha as she was, ordinary beds, ordinary heat, and still keep the other want locked away. He told himself that was balance. He almost believed it.

Sleep took him quickly. Beside him Trisha murmured something and put a hand on his ribs. Tomorrow would be another dinner, another evening, more of this. The lock would hold until it didn’t. For now, that was the deal.


Chapter 8

Friday traffic was a mess. David sat on the bus with his weekend bag between his feet and watched the windows film over with breath and rain. Trisha’s message from lunch sat on his phone.

Come straight after work. Door on the latch. Leave your shoes in the hall.

No emoji. No joke. That was normal for her. Still, something about the wording sat differently. Come straight. Door on the latch. Instructions without the usual question about dinner.

He told himself it was soup again, or a film, or sex before food because she had been in that mood twice already this week. Three weeks of ordinary had trained him not to invent storms. The lock in his head stayed shut.

His stop came. He walked the familiar route past the corner shop and the hedge she hated for dropping leaves on her path. Porch light on. Curtains drawn in the front room, warm lines showing at the edges. He paused with his hand on the gate and felt his pulse pick up for no reason he could defend in daylight.

Door on the latch, as promised. He stepped into the hall, took his shoes off, lined them up, hung his coat. The weekend bag stayed in his hand because he suddenly did not know where to put it.

“Trisha?”

“Living room.” Her voice came calm, level, not raised. The same tone she used when she told him to stop apologising for the seasoning.

He walked through. The first thing he saw was the sofa. Not her on it. What was on it.

A pink satin baby romper, laid out flat. Adult-sized. Snap crotch. Little cap sleeves. A pale satin frill along the leg openings. Next to it on a cushion, a large adult dummy. Flesh-coloured teat, pink plastic shield, clip ribbon beside it.

David stopped so hard the bag bumped his knee. Then he saw her.

Trisha stood by the fireplace with her weight on one hip. Latex pencil skirt, black and shiny under the lamp, fitted like it had been decided rather than chosen. Pink satin blouse tucked in, soft against the hard gloss of the skirt. Sleeves neat. Top buttons open enough to show the line of her throat and the silver necklace she always wore. In her right hand she held a thin cane. Not leaning on it. Holding it. Rattan, flexible, the sort that promised a precise sting rather than a blunt thump.

Silver hair set smooth. Makeup done with intent. Mouth a deeper pink than usual. She looked at him the way she looked at a job already halfway finished.

David’s mouth went dry. The lock in his head did not so much open as get kicked clean off its hinges.

“Hi,” he said, which was useless.

“Put the bag down,” Trisha said. Calm. No smile yet. “There. By the chair. Don’t drop it like it bit you.”

He set the bag down. His hands felt large and stupid. He could not stop glancing between the romper, the dummy and the cane. Heat flooded his face and neck. Under it, lower, a hard pull of arousal so immediate it made him angry at himself for being so predictable.

“Trisha.”

“Mummy will do, for this evening.” Still calm. Not coy. Not giggling. A clean rename, placed between them. “You can try it on your tongue later. For now, listen.”

He listened because his legs had not decided whether to run and his cock had already voted to stay.

“Three weeks,” she said. “Dinners. Beds. You being sweet and careful and half somewhere else. I said we wouldn’t get into the other stuff until you wanted. Then I got tired of watching you dodge it.” She tipped the cane slightly toward the sofa. “So I started.”

“How did you…” He stopped. The journals. The bar conversation. She had said everything. She had meant everything. He had let himself hear it as history instead of inventory.

“I pay attention,” Trisha said. “And I shop. Discreetly. Your size was a guess based on having your jeans off enough times to be useful.” A flicker of dry humour, gone quickly. “If I’ve got it wrong we adjust. I don’t think I’ve got it wrong.”

David’s voice came out thinner than he wanted. “You bought a romper.”

“I bought a romper and a dummy and this skirt, which pinches when I sit, so you should appreciate the effort.” She walked closer. The latex made a soft sound against itself. The cane stayed loose in her fingers, not raised, just present. “I also bought clarity. You can walk back out that door. No punishment for leaving. No scenes. You get on your bus and we go back to ordinary, or we stop entirely if ordinary can’t survive this.” She stopped an arm’s length away. “You get dressed for mummy.”

The sentence landed in his gut and stayed there. He looked at the pink satin again. Shinier than years of imagining. A stitched label. Not a fantasy paragraph. A real thing in a room with a radiator ticking.

“You’re serious,” he said.

“I’m sixty-six, David. I don’t put latex on for a laugh and then bottle it halfway because someone’s gone shy.” Her eyes held his. “I’m also not cruel for fun. You say blackout, we stop. That word works whether you’re in your work shirt or in that.” A nod at the romper. “But if you stay, you follow. Dress. Dummy when I say. Cane if you dawdle or mouth off. Sex when I say. Tonight isn’t a debate.”

His heart hammered. Shame and want, both of them at once. The exact shape of what he had wanked himself hollow over for two decades, standing in front of him in a latex skirt, waiting.

“People will…” he started, then stopped. Curtains drawn. The secret was already the architecture of their whole relationship.

“People won’t,” Trisha said, reading him without effort. “Unless you tell them. I won’t. We’ve already practised silence.”

He took one step toward the sofa and stopped. His hands flexed at his sides. “I’ve never actually… worn anything.”

“I know. That’s why your face looks like that.” Blunt, but fair. “First times are messy and hot and slow. I’m not after a performance. I want you to do as you’re told. There’s a difference.”

Obedience. The word landed harder than the cane looked. He glanced at it resting across her lap.

“Have you used one of those before?”

“Yes.” Simple. No autobiography. “Not on you yet. I’d rather not start with it if you can just do as you’re told, like a grown man who’s about to stop being one for the evening.”

He almost laughed. Or groaned. “Christ.”

“Language,” she said mildly. “Baby girls can learn cleaner mouths. Or filthier ones, on permission. Not by accident.”

He rubbed both hands over his face and left them there for a second. The room stayed stubbornly real. Pink satin. Dummy. Latex skirt. Pink blouse. Thin cane. Trisha’s calm face. His own erection was obvious enough in his work trousers that pretending otherwise was pure farce.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her mouth curved, small and satisfied. “That answers one question. Want isn’t your obstacle. Fear is. Same as that first Friday at the bar. Same as every night you’ve opened a private window instead of your mouth.”

“If we do this,” he said, still half behind his hands, “it changes things.”

“Things already changed when you stayed for lasagne. This just stops us pretending we don’t know what this is.” She tapped the cane once lightly against her own calf. A soft tick. “I’m going to sit down. You’re going to decide. Get on with it. I look good in this. I’m not standing here while you argue with yourself.”

She moved to the armchair, not the sofa, leaving the romper displayed. Sat with care because of the tight latex. Crossed her legs. Rested the cane across her thighs. Watched him.

David stood in the middle of the rug.

His mind threw up exits. The bus. His flat. The laptop. It also threw up the feel of satin, the weight of a dummy, her voice saying mummy without a trace of irony. Three weeks of ordinary had been good. This reached straight into the part ordinary had carefully stepped around.

He thought of Tamara calling it disgusting. Of Trisha calling her a prude. Then he stopped listing things, because lists were just another way of delaying.

He walked to the sofa. Up close the romper looked even more real. He touched the sleeve with two fingers. Cool. Slippery. Soft where the satin had a bit of give. His throat closed.

“Good,” Trisha said from the chair. Quiet approval. No clapping. “Now stop petting it and put it on. Clothes you’re wearing fold on the chair. Underwear off. You won’t need it.”

His fingers went to his shirt buttons and fumbled. He turned half away from her by instinct.

“Face me,” she said. “If you’re doing this, you’re not doing it into the corner like a secret. I want to see.”

He turned. Face burning. Undid the shirt. Peeled it off. T-shirt next. Belt. The clink of it sounded too loud. Trousers down. Socks. He hesitated at his boxers, cock tenting them, and she raised one eyebrow in a way that made hesitation feel sillier than nakedness. He pushed them down and stepped free.

Standing bare in her living room with a pink romper on the sofa and a cane on her lap should have killed the arousal. It did the opposite. He felt ridiculous and hard and seen. Trisha’s gaze moved over him without flinching. Appraisal. Ownership already halfway on.

“Pick it up,” she said. “Legs in. Snap crotch stays open for now. I’ll check the fit.”

He picked up the romper. It weighed almost nothing. Getting his foot through the first leg hole took concentration, like he might mess it up if he rushed. Second leg. He pulled it up over his thighs, over his arse, over the hard line of his cock. His arms went into the cap sleeves. The bodice sat snug across his chest. Satin rustled when he moved. The frills at the legs brushed his skin and made him shiver.

He could not look down without seeing pink. He looked at her instead.

Trisha stood. She walked a slow circle around him, the cane trailing lightly against the latex of her skirt with a soft tick. She hooked two fingers into the shoulder of the romper and tugged, testing the fit. Adjusted a fold at his hip. Her knuckles brushed his ribs and he shivered hard enough that she felt it.

“Colour suits you,” she said. “I thought it might. Chin up.”

He lifted his chin. She studied his face for a long moment. Whatever she saw there made her eyes darken ,  hunger and something close to tenderness mixed so tightly he couldn’t separate them.

“Dummy,” she said. “Pick it up. Don’t put it in yet. Just hold it.”

He picked up the dummy. The shield was larger than any child’s. The teat was thick, soft silicone, heavier than it looked. Holding it while standing in a satin romper in her living room made the last pieces of his office-day self feel like something he had already taken off and folded neatly on the chair.

Trisha stopped in front of him. She raised the cane and set the tip lightly under his chin ,  not pushing, just placing it there so he felt the exact weight of it.

“Listen carefully. You’re mummy’s sissy baby girl for as long as I say tonight. You’ll dress when told. You’ll strip when told. You’ll take the dummy when told. If you need to stop, you say blackout. If you need to slow down, you say amber. Anything else gets treated as noise or brat and handled accordingly. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he said.

The cane tip tapped once under his chin. Soft warning.

“Yes what.”

His face burned hotter. The words sat on his tongue like they had been waiting years for permission to leave.

“Yes, mummy.”

Trisha smiled. Properly this time. Slow and pleased and a little sharp. She lowered the cane.

“Good girl,” she said. “Now stand still while mummy looks at you. And keep hold of that dummy. You’ll need it soon.”

He stood still. That turned out to be harder than putting the romper on. Stillness gave his brain too much room. Satin sat snug across his nipples. Cool air touched his bare arse where the snap crotch hung open. The dummy sat solid and real in his palm. Her latex made a faint squeak every time she shifted her weight. His own breathing sounded too loud in the quiet room.

Trisha walked another half-circle and stopped behind him. He felt her gaze on his back like heat. Then her hand, flat and warm, settled between his shoulder blades. Not shoving. Claiming.

“You’re shaking.”

“Yeah.”

“Good shaking or stop shaking?”

He checked properly, the way she had taught him on ordinary nights when something edged intense. Want was still there, thick and obvious. Fear was there too. Under both sat a wild, almost painful relief that made his eyes sting.

“Good. Don’t stop.”

“I’m not stopping.” Her hand slid slowly down his spine over the satin and came to rest at the small of his back. “I’ve been thinking about this since the bar. Then you sat in my kitchen for three weeks looking hungry and too scared to ask.”

He swallowed. “You planned the outfit.”

“I planned the evening. The outfit is equipment.” She came round to face him again. Up close the pink blouse caught the lamp light; he could see the slight texture of the satin and the way her breasts moved when she breathed. The cane hung loose from her fingers along her thigh. “You’re prettier than your browser history suggested. Mortified and hard and trying not to drop the dummy. Much better.”

“Please don’t narrate me.”

“Mummy narrates what she likes.” A gentle correction with steel underneath it. “Try again.”

He closed his eyes for a second, then opened them.

“Yes, mummy.”

“Better.”

She took the dummy from his hand, turned it, and pressed the thick teat lightly against his lower lip without pushing it in. His mouth opened on pure reflex. She didn’t give it to him. She just held it there until his breath hitched, then pulled it back and pressed it firmly into his palm again.

“Not yet,” she said. “Anticipation is part of the point. You don’t get comfort the second you want it. You get it when I say.”

His cock twitched against the inside of the satin. A wet spot was already darkening the front. He wanted to cover it. He kept his hands where they were.

Trisha noticed and looked pleased. “Messy already. Of course you are.” She tapped the wet spot once with one finger, clinical, and he jolted. “This stays. No wiping. Baby girls don’t tidy themselves up for company.”

“Yes, mummy.” It came easier the third time. That scared him more than the cane.

She took her chair again, cane across her lap, and crossed her legs with a soft latex complaint.

“Walk to the window and back,” she said. “Slow. I want to see how it moves on you.”

He glanced at the curtains. “Drawn. Walk.”

He walked. Satin slid between his legs. The open crotch made every step feel indecent. He turned at the window, face burning, and walked back while she watched.

“Again.”

He did it again. On the second length she said, “Stop.”

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Like I’ve wanted it too long and now I don’t know where to put my hands. Like I want the dummy and the cane at the same time.”

“Makes sense. You needed permission more than courage.”

“Yeah.”

“Come here.”

He went to her chair. She uncrossed her legs and pointed at the floor between her feet with the tip of the cane. “Kneel.”

The carpet was rough through the thin satin at his knees. He knelt. Their height difference flipped. She looked down at him over the shiny stretch of the skirt, blouse soft above it, silver hair a clean frame around a face that held no disgust at all. Only focus.

She stroked his hair once, ordinary tenderness, then firmer, tipping his head back. “You did well getting dressed. I’m proud of you. That matters as much as the rest.”

His eyes stung again. He blinked hard. “Thank you, mummy.”

“Good girl.” The phrase rolled through him and left heat everywhere. She let his hair go. “Tonight we start slow on logistics and hard on headspace. Dummy in while I give you the rules. Crawl to me. Then over my lap for the cane, educational, not vicious. After that, if you’re still with me, mummy enjoys her baby properly. Clear?”

Crawl. Lap. Cane. Enjoy. The sequence stacked in his head and made him sway on his knees.

“Clear, mummy.”

“Open.”

He opened his mouth. She took the dummy from his hand and seated the teat on his tongue, firm and sure, until the shield sat against his lips. His mouth filled with silicone and the instinct to suck arrived without consultation. He sucked. The small wet sound of it was obscenely loud between them.

Trisha’s eyes went soft and hot at once. She thumbed a corner of his mouth where it stretched around the shield. “There we are,” she murmured. “There she is.”

David made a noise behind the dummy that might have been a sob or a moan. She shushed him gently, cane resting across her knee, latex skirt inches from his chest, pink blouse rising and falling with her breath.

“Rules while you can’t interrupt. Don’t take that out without permission. Don’t stand unless I say. Don’t touch your cock. Don’t hide your face when you’re embarrassed, embarrassment is part of the outfit.” She leaned in. “And don’t run because it got real. Real is the point. Nod if you understand.”

He nodded. The dummy bobbed. A string of spit threatened at the corner of his mouth and he nearly wiped it. Stopped. Left it. Her smile said she had seen the almost.

“Good girl,” she said again. “Now crawl to the sofa. Over my lap when I sit down. Keep sucking. Eyes on me if you can manage it.”

She stood. Latex shone as she moved. She collected a throw cushion, sat on the middle of the sofa where the romper had been laid out a lifetime ago, and patted her thighs once.

David crawled. Carpet at his knees. Dummy bobbing. Satin pulling across his back. He crossed the rug toward the woman with the cane and draped himself over her lap. The lock had not been broken after all.

He had handed her the key. That was worse, and better.

Trisha’s hand settled on the satin over his arse. The cane came to rest lightly across his thighs. She did not strike yet.

“Breathe through your nose,” she said. “Stay. Mummy’s got you.”

He breathed. He stayed. Outside, Friday evening continued as normal.

Inside the drawn curtains, nothing was normal.


Chapter 9

The first stroke was light. More of a tap than a real stripe. It still made him jolt hard across her lap, the dummy knocking against his teeth, the satin whispering as his hips jerked forward.

“Still,” Trisha said. Not sharp. Firm. “That was saying hello. If you thrash about you’ll get the version that doesn’t say please.”

He forced himself still. Over her thighs the latex skirt was cool and slick under his stomach. Her left hand stayed heavy on his lower back, pinning him without crushing. He could feel the exact shape of her palm through the thin satin. The cane lifted again.

The second stroke landed harder. A bright, clean line across both cheeks. He made a muffled noise into the dummy that he did not recognise as his own. The heat bloomed late, half a second after the impact, and then spread in a wide, stinging band.

“Count,” she said. “Fingers. One finger per stroke on the carpet where I can see it. Dummy stays in. If you drop it we start the count again.”

He stuck one finger out on the rug. Then a second when the third stroke landed, sharper this time, overlapping the first mark. She worked him up in a steady ladder, not a thrashing, an introduction. Each stroke was measured, placed, the cane making a thin, precise whistle before it landed. Four. Five. The burn started to layer, old heat under new. Six. Seven. By eight his eyes were wet and his cock was leaking steadily against her shin through the open snaps of the romper. Shame tried to rise at that. Her hand stroked the satin between strikes, slow and almost soothing, like she was settling a skittish animal she still fully intended to work.

Nine came harder, a full stripe that made his toes curl and a broken sound push past the dummy. He managed to put the ninth finger down. His whole backside felt hot and tight and very present.

“Ten,” she said after the last, and let the cane rest across the backs of his thighs. The final stroke had been the firmest yet, a deep sting that kept blooming after the cane was gone. “Colour.”

He could not speak around the dummy. He tapped the carpet twice with two fingers, their standing code from ordinary nights when mouths were busy. Green-ish. Keep going. She had taught him that weeks ago over a kitchen table. It transferred cleanly.

“Good girl,” Trisha said, and her hand stayed warm on the small of his back while the heat continued to settle into his skin.

She set the cane aside on the sofa cushion. Both hands settled on his arse, palms cool against the hot skin through and around the satin. She parted him with her thumbs where the snap crotch left him fully exposed. He clenched on reflex.

“None of that,” she murmured. “Mummy’s looking. You’ve been looked at in bed before. This is just more of it.”

Her fingertip circled him, dry at first, slow and deliberate. Then she reached to the side table for a bottle he had not noticed. Lube. The click of the cap made his stomach flip. Cold gel touched him. A finger pressed, asking, then took when he breathed out hard through his nose and forced himself to go loose.

One finger. Patient. She worked it in with small, steady movements, no sudden push. The dummy gave him something to suck on through the stretch. He could feel every slight shift of her knuckle. When he stopped fighting the first she added a second, just as careful. The burn of the stretch sat under the earlier cane heat and mixed with it. No rush. The same practical care she brought to seasoning a pan, applied now to opening him on her lap in a pink romper.

“You’ve done this before,” she said. Not quite a question.

He nodded, muffled around the dummy. Toys. Alone. Never with someone watching and narrating and keeping him exactly where she wanted him.

“Thought so. Your body’s done this before even if you don’t say it.” She scissored her fingers gently, stretching him wider, then curled them to find the spot that made his hips twitch. “Stay open. I’m getting up. You stay over the sofa arm. Don’t you dare shut your legs.”

She slid out from under him and guided him forward until his chest was flat on the seat cushion and his knees were on the rug, arse up, romper still on, snaps wide open. He felt ridiculous. He felt perfect. Both at once, stacked so tightly he could not tell them apart.

Behind him fabric moved. Buckles clicked. The soft creak of straps being tightened. He almost turned his head.

“Eyes front,” Trisha said. “You can see it when I say.”

More lube. Then the blunt press of something thicker than fingers. Silicone, warm from her hands or the room. She rubbed the head of it against him without pushing in, letting him feel the exact size and weight of it.

“Brand new,” she said. “Bought for you. Mummy doesn’t recycle her toys for special occasions.” A breath of humour. “Tell me with your hand if you need amber. Otherwise take it.”

He gripped the sofa cushion hard. She pushed. The head breached him slow and insistent, stretching him wider than her fingers had. He groaned around the dummy and forced his knees further apart on the rug. The pink satin pulled tight across his back and bunched at his waist. She fed him another inch, paused to let him adjust, then another. Her hand rubbed small, steady circles at his hip while the rest of the strap slid deeper.

“That’s it. Breathe. Good girl. Taking mummy’s cock like you were built for it.”

The words hit harder than the stretch. He sucked frantically at the dummy and pushed back onto her because wanting had stopped being theoretical about three strokes of the cane ago. She met the movement and slid deeper until her hips sat flush against his sore, striped arse and they both held still, locked together. From behind she could see everything: the open snaps of the romper, the flushed skin, the way his hole was stretched tight around the base of the silicone cock.

“Full,” she observed, slightly breathless herself. “Look at you.”

She fucked him in careful strokes first. Long. Measured. The strap wet and easy once his body caught up. Each thrust shifted him forward on the sofa cushion and made the dummy bob between his teeth. Spit ran down his chin and dripped onto the fabric. He did not wipe it. Her rule still stood. The black latex of her skirt shone under the lamp every time her hips rolled forward. The contrast against the pale pink satin of the romper was sharp and deliberate.

Then she found a harder rhythm. The latex skirt slapped softly against the backs of his thighs with every thrust. One hand settled in his hair, not yanking, just holding his head down. The other braced on the sofa arm for leverage. She took him like she had decided the evening’s outcome days ago and was now simply delivering it. Each stroke dragged over the cane marks and sent fresh heat through them.

David’s cock swung untouched under him, hard enough to ache, the tip wet. He wanted friction. He got air and the occasional brush of satin. When he tried to sneak a hand back she caught the movement and landed a sharp spank directly over a cane stripe. The sound was loud in the quiet room.

“No,” she said. “Baby girls come when they’re allowed, not when they’re greedy.”

He whimpered around the dummy. Nodded into the cushion. Took the next thrust with his fingers splayed white on the upholstery.

She kept the pace long enough that his thighs began to shake and his hole felt used and claimed and still hungry for more. The pink romper was damp with sweat between his shoulder blades. Spit had made a dark patch on the cushion under his chin. She leaned over his back, the soft satin of her blouse slick against the romper, her mouth close to his ear.

“I want you as my sissy baby girl,” she said, plain, no theatre. “Not once. Not as a joke we never mention. Regular. Clothes. Dummy. Rules. This.” A deep grind of the strap that forced the silicone deeper and made him choke on a moan. “You can still have normal nights. Dinner. Normal sex. But this bit doesn’t stay stuck on your laptop anymore. It lives here, with me. Do you want that?”

He nodded hard, desperate, the movement jerky. She pulled the dummy free with a wet pop. A thin string of spit stretched between his lower lip and the teat before it broke.

“Words. I need words for this bit.”

His voice was wrecked, rough and low. “Yes. I want that. I want to be your sissy baby girl. Please, mummy.”

“Good.” She pushed the dummy back into his mouth before he could add anything stupid on top of the true thing. “And Tamara?”

He shook his head at once, violent enough that she had to steady his shoulder with one firm hand.

She took the dummy out again, patient. “Words.”

“She doesn’t find out,” he rasped. “Ever. This stays secret. From her. From everyone.”

“Agreed.” Trisha’s voice went iron under the heat. “I mean that as hard as you do. She’s my daughter. She doesn’t get this piece of me and she doesn’t get this piece of you. We’re careful. We’re boring in public. We’re this behind my door. Break that and it ends. Not as a scene. Ends. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Good girl.” The dummy went back in, firm. “Now take the rest.”

She fucked him properly after the contract. No more careful introductions. Deep, driving strokes that forced air out through his nose and made his eyes stream. The cane stripes burned every time her hips slammed against them. Pink satin was dark with sweat between his shoulder blades and under his arms. Spit ran freely down his chin and soaked a widening patch on the sofa cushion. The open snaps of the romper framed everything: the stretched pink of his hole gripping the thick silicone, the flushed, marked cheeks, the way his balls hung heavy and tight.

He drooled around the dummy and loved her for not letting him hide any of it. When she reached under him and finally took his cock in a lube-slick fist he nearly blacked out from the relief. Her hand was sure and tight, matching the rhythm of her hips. The wet sound of the strap and the wetter sound of her fist on his cock filled the quiet room.

“Come when you can’t help it,” she said against his ear. “You’ve earned messy.”

He lasted only a few more strokes. His whole body locked, thighs shaking hard, and he came in thick, heavy pulses across her moving fist and the sofa cushion, moaning brokenly into the dummy. She kept thrusting through it, slower but deep, milking every last spurt out of him until he was trembling and empty and still open around her cock.

Empty. Open. Ruined in the way he’d chased alone for years and never quite reached.

She gave him a minute before the next instruction. Just weight and breath and the occasional pass of her fingers over the cane lines like she was checking her work. Somewhere in the house a pipe ticked. His pulse climbed down from panic-adjacent to spent.

“On your back,” she said eventually. “Bum on the edge of the cushion. Legs up. I want to see your face for a bit.”

Moving hurt in a dull, satisfying way. The cane marks pulled and the stretch in his hole made every shift of his weight noticeable. He rolled onto his back with a wince, got his arse to the edge of the cushion, and let her help him lift his legs. The pink satin romper rucked up under his spine and bunched behind his shoulders. His cock lay soft and spent against his stomach, still wet. She knelt on the rug between his open thighs. The harness was already back in place somehow while he had been floating. She lined the slick silicone up and pushed into him again in one slow, continuous slide that made his mouth fall open and a fresh tear slip out of the corner of his eye.

This angle was worse and better. He had no choice but to look at her. The pink blouse was damp and translucent across her chest where sweat had soaked through. Silver hair had come loose from its earlier set and hung around her face. Her eyes stayed fixed on his while she fucked him in short, deep rolls of her hips, the black latex skirt creasing with every movement. The view down his own body was explicit and impossible to ignore: the open snaps of the romper, the flushed and striped skin of his arse, the thick cock disappearing into him over and over.

The dummy went back in because she said he got too loud for a terraced house. He sucked on it hard and took every thrust, tears tracking freely into his hair without any attempt to hide them. Spit gathered at the corners of his mouth again.

“This is you,” she said, not unkind. “Not a story. Not a tab. You. My girl. Getting pegged in mummy’s living room on a Friday night like it’s the most natural thing we own.”

He nodded, the movement small and shaky. He reached for her. She let him hold her forearms while she worked, his fingers digging in whenever she drove particularly deep. The wet sound of the strap and the soft slap of her hips against his sore cheeks filled the room. His spent cock twitched weakly against his belly with the force of each thrust.

When she came it was quieter than him. A held breath, a full-body shudder, her hips grinding hard through it against his marked arse while her eyes stayed locked on his face. Watching her take her own pleasure from fucking him rewired something he did not have a neat name for. The sight of her flushed and focused and claiming him like that landed deeper than the cock still buried inside him.

Only then did she pull out for good. The sudden emptiness made him whimper around the dummy.

Trisha unbuckled behind him. He heard the harness hit the chair. Then she was gathering him up with surprising strength, guiding him onto the sofa on his side, pink satin stuck to his sweaty back. She sat and pulled his head into her lap. The dummy stayed in. She stroked his hair and let him shake.

“That’s enough cock for five minutes,” she said quietly. “Breathe. You’re alright. You’re here. You did exactly what I asked.”

He nodded against her thigh. Latex cool against his cheek; her whiskey glass on the table. His arse throbbed. His mouth ached around the teat. He felt more settled than he had in two years of clean private-browser orgasms.

After a while she eased the dummy out and set it on the side table. Wiped his chin with a tissue like it was normal. Gave him water in small sips.

“Talk,” she said. “Adult voice for a minute. How’s your head?”

“Loud. Quiet. Both.” He swallowed. “That was… a lot. Good a lot. I kept waiting for it to go wrong. It hasn’t.”

“It hasn’t.” Her thumb smoothed his eyebrow. “Regret?”

“No.” Immediate. True. “Embarrassed. Sore. Hard again if you look at me wrong. But no regret.”

“I’ll look at you wrong later.” A small smile. “For now you stay in the romper. No putting your man clothes back on until morning unless you need the toilet, and even then the romper stays in reach. Dummy can rest. You’ve sucked it enough to start a habit.”

“Yes, mummy.” The title still sent a pulse through him in ordinary voice.

“And the agreement stands when we’re upright and dressed too. Secret from Tamara. Secret from your Mark and your office and anyone who doesn’t need it. This is ours.”

“Ours,” he repeated. The word felt heavier than the satin.

She kissed his forehead, then his mouth, tasting silicone and salt. “I’m going to clean my toy and wash my hands. You’re going to lie here and not spiral. If you start spiralling you call me back in and say it out loud instead of sitting there inventing disasters. Understood?”

“Understood.”

She left him on the sofa in pink, cane on the cushion beside his hip, the room still drawn against the street. He stared at the ceiling and flexed his fingers and felt the ache where she had been. Soft, humiliating, perfect, the romper stuck to him. Real now. Not theoretical.

When she came back she had ditched the blouse for a soft black t-shirt and kept the latex skirt on like a promise. She checked his stripes with practical fingers, smoothed more lotion on with zero romance and total care, then lay down along the sofa and pulled him against her chest.

“My sissy baby girl,” she said into his hair, trying the phrase on now that the sweat was cooling. “How does that sit?”

“Like something I should have asked for years ago.” His voice muffled against her shirt. “Like something that could still wreck everything if we’re careless.”

“Then we won’t be careless.” Her arm tightened. “We can want this and still be careful. Both at once.”

He almost laughed. Almost cried. Settled for nodding and hooking a leg over hers, satin on latex, ridiculous and right.

“Can we do it again?” he asked after a minute. “Not now. I mean, this. The whole shape of it. Again after tonight.”

“David,” she said, fond and dry. “I didn’t buy all this for one night. Tonight was the start, not the lot. Yes. We do it again. On my schedule. With your safewords. And you tell me straight when something doesn’t work.”

“I can do honest.”

“You’re learning.” She reached over him, found the dummy, and tapped it against his lips without pushing in. “For the record, you look obscenely good ruined in pink. I’m going to be insufferable about it.”

“You’re already insufferable.”

“Mummy’s insufferable. Get it right.”

He smiled against the teat as she slipped it back in for a moment, just to feel him suck on reflex, then took it out and set it aside. Ordinary kissing after that. Slow. Anchoring. Her hand cupping the back of his neck while the cane stripes throbbed in time with his pulse.

They stayed on the sofa until the heating clicked off and the house cooled a degree. Then she marched him upstairs still in the romper, made him brush his teeth, and put him in her bed on a towel “in case you’re still leaking, or if you wet yourself.” He should have been offended. He was hard again by the time she said it.

She didn’t fuck him a second time with the strap-on. She held him from behind, hand loose on his cock, and wanked him slow while calling him good girl under her breath until he came into her fist with his face in her pillow. Afterward she wiped him down, snapped the romper crotch shut like a full stop, and turned out the light.

“I’m old enough to know what matters and leave the rest. You matter. This matters. My daughter not finding out matters. All three can work if we don’t get sloppy.”

Sloppy was the enemy. He put that next to blackout and amber and the spare toothbrush.

“Sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow we talk practicalities. Storage. Signals. What you wear when you arrive. What happens if Tamara drops in unannounced, she won’t, but we plan anyway. Tonight you only need to remember three things.”

“What three?”

“You’re mine in this way now. We keep it secret from my daughter. And you did well.” A pause. “That last one isn’t optional to believe. You did well, David.”

He believed her enough to sleep. Pink satin against cotton sheets. Arse sore. Mouth remembering the shape of the dummy. The deeper fantasy no longer a locked box under a private browser.

It was a woman breathing behind him in the dark, arm over his waist, latex skirt finally discarded on the chair, who had put a cane across his thighs and a cock in his arse and a name on him he had wanted too long to pretend was only a story.

Sissy baby girl. He whispered it once into the pillow, testing. Her arm squeezed like she had heard. Maybe she had.

“Mine,” Trisha muttered, already half under. “Stay.”

He stayed.


Chapter 10

Saturday morning started with toast, coffee for her, warm milk for him, and a clear rule that the romper stayed on until she said otherwise.

David sat at the kitchen table on a folded towel because Trisha said sticky thighs and wooden chairs were a combination she refused to manage before nine. The pink satin looked worse in daylight and better at the same time. Ordinary kitchen. Ordinary radio. Him in adult baby clothes with cane stripes under the fabric and a mouth that still remembered the dummy.

“Weekend rules,” Trisha said, buttering toast like she was chairing a meeting. “You don’t put your work clothes on in this house unless you’re walking out the door for the bus on Monday. While you’re here, you’re in what I give you. You try adult language, I correct it. You strop, we discuss it with the cane. You need a break, you use amber or blackout like a person with a brain. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Good girl. Eat.”

He ate. The milk was a bit much psychologically and fine physically. She watched him over her mug with open satisfaction, silver hair in a clip, old jumper, no latex. The contrast made the romper feel more intentional rather than less.

After breakfast she took him back upstairs and opened the wardrobe. His hanging shirt looked lonely among her blouses. She took it out, folded it, and set it in his weekend bag with his trousers and belt.

“Hey,” he said, then caught himself. “I mean, I need those for.”

“For leaving. Yes. They’re going in the bag by the door, not hanging in my wardrobe.” She added his socks and boxers from the chair. “At mine, you don’t get a male drawer. You get a shelf. Soft things. Pink things. Things that match what you asked for last night.”

He stood there in satin while she emptied his civilian presence out of her room with neat hands. It should have felt like theft. It felt like someone finally rearranging the furniture to match the floor plan.

“Speech,” she said without looking up. “Adult sentences are for safewords and genuine logistics. The rest of the weekend you soften it. Shorter. Sweeter. A lisp if you can manage without sounding like a bad actor. I’m not asking for perfect. I’m asking for effort.”

“A lithp,” he tried, face hot.

She glanced over, mouth ticking up. “That’s a start. Again. ‘Yes, mummy.’”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“Good girl. Keep going until it comes out without you thinking about it first.”

Mid-morning she left him on a blanket in the living room with the dummy and a picture book that was clearly bought for the bit, not for literary value, and went out with a shopping trolley bag. “Don't answer the door. Don't put jeans on. If the phone rings and it’s not me, let it.” He nodded, dummy in, and listened to the house tick while she was gone. Being alone in the romper was a different flavour of exposure than being watched. He caught his reflection in the switched-off television, pink, bare legs, frill at the thighs, and had to look away before he got hard enough to make the next hour stupid.

She came back with bags. Not one discreet parcel. Several. She made him kneel on the blanket and unpack them like a present ritual. Two more rompers, one pale yellow satin, one pink cotton with ridiculous white lace at the chest. Packs of frilly ankle socks. Soft pink shoes with velcro straps, the kind that looked like they belonged on a toddler if you ignored the size label. Another dummy, blue this time. A tub of thick cream. A packet of hair clips.

“Mummy went shopping,” Trisha said. “Say thank you.”

“Thank you, mummy.” He forgot the lisp. She tapped his lower lip with one finger.

“Again. Soft.”

“Fank you, mummy.”

“Better. Arms up.”

She changed him on the blanket with the same practical focus she used on bedsheets. Old romper off. Wipe down with a warm flannel that made him squirm. Yellow satin on. Frilly socks. Soft shoes buckled with a sound that did something unhelpful to his spine. Hair clip pinning a bit of fringe off his forehead like a joke that was not a joke.

“There,” she said, sitting back on her heels. “Less man leaving the house in your posture. You’re still standing like you own a spreadsheet. Knees softer. Hands where I can see them. Good.”

He softened his knees. Felt idiotic. Felt the click of dropping into the headspace again without the cane needing to start it.

Lunch was finger food. Pieces of sandwich. Chopped fruit. She only handed him the next bit when he asked properly.

“Can I've more apple?” came out too crisp.

She waited. “Pwease can baby have more apple, mummy?” Mortifying. Effective. She fed him a slice from her fingers and thumbed juice off his chin.

“See? The world continues.”

Afternoon was quiet by design. She worked through emails on her laptop in the armchair while he was told to play on the blanket with a stack of soft blocks she had also bought, because of course she had. Building towers and knocking them down felt absurd until it didn’t. His hands needed a job that was not fists or phone scrolling. When he muttered “this is ridiculous” under his breath she did not even look up.

“Try again without the editorial.”

“…tower fall down.”

“Tower fell down, mummy.”

“Tower fell down, mummy,” he repeated, lisp nudged in, and she made a small approving hum that hit harder than it had any right to.

Later she took the yellow romper off him for a nap she insisted on, put him in an oversized soft t-shirt of hers that hit mid-thigh, and tucked him on the sofa under a throw with the dummy. “Eyes shut. Twenty minutes minimum. Mummy’s reading.” He did not think he would sleep. He woke to her hand in his hair and the light changed outside.

“There we are,” she said. “Even babies who push forty need a reset.”

“I’m forty-one.”

“And currently three when it suits me. Up. Toilet. Then clothes again. We’re doing a full change before dinner so you remember the sequence.”

The sequence became the weekend’s backbone. Socks first or she made him start over. Romper snapped only by her hands. Shoes on for walking between rooms even though it was indoors and slightly mad. Dummy on a clip fastened to his chest so it hung when not in use, a weight against the satin that marked him even in motion.

Every time he slipped into normal talk she corrected without raising her voice.

“I think the heating’s on.”

“Baby thinks the heating is loud, mummy.”

A breath. “Baby finks the heating is loud, mummy.”

“Good girl.”

It was relentless in a low-key way. Not a non-stop scene of tears and cane. More like living inside a rule set that kept tapping his shoulder. By Saturday evening his mouth had started offering the soft version first out of self-defence. That unsettled him more than the shoes.

Dinner was at the table with a plastic sippy cup she produced from yet another bag. He stared at it.

“You’re joking.” He gasped.

“Do I look like I’m joking?”

She did not. He used the cup. Water dribble. Her napkin. His face on fire. Under the table his cock was interested again, traitorous and obvious when he had to stand to clear plates and the romper showed everything.

“Messy girl,” she said mildly. “Sit. Mummy will clear. You sit and look pretty.”

Pretty. He sat. Pretty. Evening brought the cane out again, not as main event, as punctuation. He said “for fuck’s sake” when he dropped a block on his toe. She had him over the sofa arm in three movements, three sharp stripes, dummy in, then cuddles and cream like the stick and the soft were one tool with two ends.

“Language,” she reminded, kissing the edge of his ear after. “Baby doesn’t need that word.”

“Yeth, mummy. Thorry.”

“I know you are.”

Sex that night was different from Friday’s intensity. The sharp edges had been set aside. She kept him in the pink cotton lace romper, the snaps left open so she could reach him without undressing him fully. The fabric was softer than the satin, a little stretchy, with a delicate scalloped edge along the legs and a small bow at the chest that sat slightly crooked from earlier handling. Frilly white socks stayed on his feet. The soft shoes were lined up neatly by the bedroom door, a quiet reminder of the daytime rules they had already started to practise.

She had him on his back in the middle of the bed and told him to hold his own ankles. He did, fingers hooked under the frills, thighs open, the open crotch of the romper framing everything for her. The strap was already on. She settled between his legs, ran a slick hand over him once to check he was still ready, and pushed in slow.

No rush this time. No cane marks to light up. Just the steady, deep slide of the silicone and the soft creak of the bed. She fucked him with long, measured strokes, one hand braced by his shoulder, the other occasionally stroking the soft cotton over his stomach. Every time he made a sound she watched his face. The dummy was already in his mouth, keeping him quiet for the neighbours and for the new shape of the thing between them.

He held his ankles the whole time, even when his arms started to ache. The position left him open and unable to hide. She liked that. He could see it in the way her eyes moved over him, taking in the lace, the socks, the way his cock hardened again against his belly without being touched.

When he came it was with the dummy muffling the noise into a series of broken, wet sounds. She kept the same slow rhythm through it, calling him good girl under her breath with every pulse that spilled across his stomach and the pink lace. She did not stop until he was finished and shaking, then eased out carefully and unbuckled the harness without making him move.

Afterward she left the romper on. She cleaned him up with a warm flannel, snapped the crotch closed again, and climbed into bed beside him. Her hand settled on his stomach, heavy and warm, fingers spread like she was making sure he stayed put. He did not bolt. The soft shoes by the door and the frilly socks still on his feet made the idea of leaving feel further away than it ever had. He fell asleep to the steady weight of her palm and the faint scent of the cotton lace against his skin.

Sunday morning she continued the clothes purge. Not just his overnight bag. She went through the hall cupboard where he had left a spare hoodie weeks ago “in case.” Into a charity bag it went, after she checked the pockets. A pair of trainers he had forgotten under the stairs. An old belt. Each item removed made the house less able to host the version of him that walked into offices.

“I’m not binning your whole life,” she said when he hovered. “I’m binning the idea that this house is neither one thing nor the other. At yours you can be David with jeans and a shit kettle. Here you’re mummy’s girl. The wardrobe should match that or you’ll keep slipping.”

“What about when I need to leave quickly?”

“Adult voice for this bit.” She pointed at a labelled box on the top shelf. “Emergency clothes. Sealed. You don’t open it because you fancy a break. You open it for fire, flood, or someone at the door who shouldn’t see you like this. I’ll sort your bag Monday morning before you go. Until then, stop eyeing up the man clothes.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“Good.”

He flinched. “Tamara.”

“Isn't on this device in any album that autosyncs anywhere near her. Private. Locked. Mine.” She showed him the phone folder name; HOUSE PLANTS. “If anyone asks, I'm very serious about ferns.”

Despite himself he laughed, then softened it. “Funny, mummy.”

“Don’t push it. Smile for the fern record.”

He smiled. Dummy in his hand. Clip on his chest. She took two more and put the phone away.

“Mummy.”

“Rotation,” she said. “Mummy does laundry tomorrow. You do as you’re told.”

By late afternoon the speech corrections had thinned because he was offering the soft version without prompts. Not perfect. Not constant. Better than Saturday’s grind. When he slipped, her finger on his lips was enough. The cane stayed on the sideboard like weather that might turn.

She sat him on the floor between her knees while she watched a gardening programme with the sound low and plaited a tiny section of his hair she could find at the crown. The plait was pathetic and sincere. She fastened it with a clip.

“Don’t touch that.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“How’s the head?” Logistics voice invited.

He thought about it properly. “Full. Not panicking. The clothes thing hit harder than the cane. Watching my hoodie go in a bag. Phone in a drawer. It’s… realer than sex somehow.”

“It's realer than sex. Sex is a scene peak. This is structure.” Her nails scratched lightly over his scalp. “You can hate bits. You can love bits. You don’t get to pretend bits didn’t happen when you put jeans on tomorrow.”

“I won’t.”

“Adult answer accepted.” A kiss on the crown. “Back to soft.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

Sunday evening she cooked with him on a cushion on the kitchen floor, supposedly sorting toy blocks by colour, actually staring at her legs and the cane across the counter and the charity bag by the door full of his old shapes. She fed him bits of chicken from a fork when she decided he was being patient. He said fank you each time.

After food she lined up the weekend’s new clothes on the bed and made him name them.

“What’s this?”

“Romper, mummy.”

“And this?”

“Fwilly thocks.”

“And these?”

“Baby thoes.”

“Who do they belong to?”

He hesitated. She waited. “They belong to mummy’s baby.”

“Which baby?”

“Me.” Softer. “I mean, baby. Me, mummy.”

“Good girl.”

She packed his Monday clothes into the weekend bag herself, neat and tight, and set the bag by the front door with his work shoes on top. Everything else soft stayed upstairs on the shelf that used to hold spare towels. The shelf now held folded rompers, socks, soft shoes, dummies in a clean pot, cream, clips. A little inventory of the second life.

“When you arrive next time,” she said, “you undress in the hall. Clothes straight into the bag. You don’t walk further into my house as office David. You cross the mat and you become what this shelf says you are. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“If work’s wrecked you and you need ten minutes adult before you drop, you say so at the door. I’ll allow a cup of tea in the kitchen in your shirt. Then it comes off. I’m flexible about care. I’m not flexible about you smuggling trousers into my sofa cushions.”

He nodded. The rule felt like a doorframe he could actually walk through without guessing.

Bedtime routine landed harder than Friday because it had become a pattern in one weekend. Bath, she washed him, not him washing himself. Towel. Cream on cane marks that had faded to tender shadows. Romper. Socks. Dummy. Storybook for ten minutes with his head on her chest, her fingers absently checking the clip plait. Lights out.

In the dark he mumbled, too adult, “I didn’t know it would feel like moving in.”

She pinched his hip lightly. Soft voice. He redid it. “Baby didn’t know it would feel like… like baby liveth here a bit.”

“Baby does live here a bit. That’s the point of a shelf.” Her arm settled over him. “Sleep. Morning we’ll do one more breakfast in clothes, then mummy dresses you for the outside world and sends you to the bus. You'll text when you’re home. You won't spend Monday night rewriting this into a mistake. If you spiral, you call. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Good girl. Mouth open.”

Dummy in. The now-familiar fill. He sucked once and felt his whole nervous system take the hint.

Monday morning she kept her word. Eggs. Milk. Romper at the table. Then upstairs, romper off, flannel, his own boxers handed over like contraband. Shirt. Trousers. The soft shoes went back on the shelf. His work shoes waited by the door. She fixed his hair, removing the clip and plait with a little tug that made him hiss, and smoothed it into something an office would not clock.

At the door she kissed him once, adult and brief. Then, quieter; “You did the weekend. I’m proud of you. Remember who you're when you come back.”

“I will.”

Finger on his lips. “I will, mummy,” he corrected, almost a whisper, because the street existed on the other side of the wood.

“Good girl. Go.”

On the bus he sat with his bag between his feet and his body quietly aching and his phone still holding no photos he was allowed to look at in public. The charity bag would already be in her boot. The shelf would still be stacked. His mouth kept wanting to form softer edges on words and he kept pressing it back into office shape.

He texted when he got to the flat. Home. Head ok. Shelf keeps replaying.

Her reply; Good. Eat proper food. No private browser spiral as a substitute for processing. See you Thursday. Hall rules still stand.

He typed Yes mummy, stared at it, sent it, and put the phone face down.

The flat looked like a waiting room again. Jeans in the drawer. Kettle rattling. Plant on the sill. Under all of it, frilly socks and soft shoes and the memory of being corrected every time he sounded like a man.

First weekend of regression. Male clothes removed from her house. New rompers. Socks. Shoes. A mouth learning a lisp because mummy said so.

David made coffee in his own kitchen and drank it standing up, already half counting the hours to Thursday and the mat inside her front door.


Chapter 11

Thursday he used the hall rule without arguing. Shoes off. Coat on the hook. Work clothes folded into the bag by the door while Trisha leaned on the kitchen doorway and watched. Shirt. Trousers. Socks. Boxers. The air in the hall was cool on his bare skin. She pointed at the shelf box she had brought down to the stairs.

“Pink cotton today. Socks with the bows. Soft shoes. Dummy on the clip. Then come and see what mummy did.”

He dressed under her eye. The lisp came when he said yeth mummy because his mouth had been half-waiting for it since the bus. She clipped the dummy to the romper chest, kissed his forehead once, and led him upstairs.

The spare room had never been much, boxes, an old exercise bike, a clothes airer. Now the floor was covered in interlocking foam mats in pale blue and cream. A low plastic table sat against the wall with chunky crayons and paper. A basket of soft blocks. A few plush toys that looked new enough to still have the shop fold lines. Curtains half drawn for privacy without turning the room into a cave. A single adult armchair in the corner with a side table big enough for a mug.

David stopped in the doorway. “Playroom,” Trisha said. “Daytime lives here when you’re in the house on a free day or an evening with time. You crawl on the mats. You use the toys. You don’t stand around like a bloke at a barbecue waiting for permission to hold a beer. Questions that aren’t safewords get baby words. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“In you go. On your knees.”

He dropped to his knees on the mat. Foam gave under his weight. Soft shoes scuffed. Behind him she closed the door most of the way, enough to kill the line of sight from the landing.

He paused on the mat and rubbed a palm over the foam like he needed proof it was real. The low table had round corners. Everything in the room had been chosen to remove sharp edges, including, he suspected, the sharp edges in him.

“You’re staring,” Trisha said from the chair. “Don’t catalogue it. Use it. Blocks won’t stack themselves.”

The first ten minutes felt like performance. He stacked blocks because she was watching. Built a wall. Knocked it down. She said nothing, just settled in the armchair with a pot of tea and her reading glasses, cane nowhere visible. Daytime rules. The absence of the cane did not make the room less serious. It made it quieter.

Slowly the performance edge wore off. His hands found a rhythm. Stack. Topple. Rebuild. The dummy went in when she pointed at her own mouth without speaking. Sucking settled his breathing. Satin-cotton across his back when he stretched flat to reach a block that had skittered away. He crawled after it, arse up, and heard her make a small sound of approval over the tea.

“Good girl,” she said. “Take your time. Mummy’s not going anywhere.”

He crawled a lap of the mat perimeter because moving felt better than freezing. Soft shoes whispered. Frilly socks flashed white at the edge of his vision. At the low table he pulled himself up on his knees and scribbled a mess of crayon loops that meant nothing. She did not ask what it was. She did not need it to be art.

Trisha sipped tea. Turned a page of her book. Every so often he felt her eyes and looked up. Each time she was steady, not hungry in the night way, something closer to ownership at rest. When he drifted near the chair she put her hand out and stroked his hair while he rested his cheek against her knee, dummy working, blocks forgotten for a minute.

“This is the bit people don’t understand,” she said quietly, fingers combing. “They think it’s all cane and cock. Sometimes it’s tea and a grown man choosing to stay small on a mat because it quiets his head.”

He made a noise around the dummy. She smiled and scratched behind his ear like he was something precious and slightly ridiculous.

“Back to your toys. Mummy’s finishing this chapter.”

He went back. Built a tower taller than the last. It fell. He said uh-oh without thinking and she laughed once, warm, and told him to say it again with the soft edges. He did. Uh-oh, mummy. The words sat in the room like they belonged there.

An hour went. Maybe more. Light through the curtains shifted. His knees pinked from the mat. Spit darkened the dummy shield. When his cock hardened from nothing but crawling and being watched he tried to ignore it. She did not. She noted it over the rim of her mug and left it unaddressed, which somehow made it worse and better.

“Lie on your tummy,” she said eventually. “Dummy in. Arms by your sides.”

He obeyed. She set the tea down, came over, and straddled the backs of his thighs lightly, not sitting her full weight, just present. Hands rubbed his shoulders through the romper. No sex in it. Pure settling. He melted into the foam and hated how easy it was becoming to go boneless for her.

“Daytime is for this,” she said. “Night is for the other tools. Don’t mix them up unless I mix them. If you start pushing because you’re bored of blocks, we’ll sort that out with the cane.”

He nodded into the mat. “Colour.”

Dummy out long enough for, “Green, mummy.”

“Good. Dummy back. Five more minutes. Then water and a stretch before your legs seize up.”

Five more minutes of soft nothing. Her weight gone. Blocks again. She finished her tea. When she clapped once softly he stopped mid-stack and looked up.

“Playtime’s paused. Crawl downstairs. Kitchen mat. Water bottle with the sport lid, not the sippy, you’ve earned a slightly less humiliating vessel. Then sofa cuddle. No phone.”

He crawled to the stairs, hesitated, and she shook her head.

“Walk the stairs on your feet. I’m not having you break your neck for aesthetics. Soft shoes. Hand on the rail. Baby can be careful.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

Downstairs the ordinary house lights felt bright after the spare room. He drank water sitting back on his heels on the kitchen mat while she rinsed her mug. Then sofa. His head in her lap. Dummy. Her fingers in his hair again, idle, certain. The television stayed off. Rain started against the window.

“How was work?” she asked, then immediately, “Adult voice for three sentences. Then soft again.”

He gave her three flat sentences about a meeting and a deadline. She nodded. Finger on his lips.

“Soft now. Ask for what you want this evening.”

He flushed. “Baby wants… cuddle. And later… mummy’s mean toys? Pwease.”

“Mean toys.” Her mouth curved. “Cane and strap. Say it softer and clearer.”

“Pwease cane and thtrap later, mummy.”

“Granted. After food. Daytime isn’t finished until I say. You’ll help mummy cook from a cushion. Then bath. Then the spare room gets tidied by you on your knees. Then we go where the night tools live.”

Food was ordinary, pasta, sauce, salad he was allowed a fork for because she said motor skills mattered. Dummy clipped on his shoulder. Soft shoes hooked on the chair rung. Mid-meal he forgot himself and said the sauce needed more salt like a person at a dinner party. She set her fork down.

“Try again.”

A beat. “Thauth needs more thalt, mummy?”

“It doesn’t, but thank you for asking like my girl instead of my critic.” She did not add salt. He ate. Lesson delivered without the cane. The cane’s shadow was enough.

“Acceptable. Bath.”

Bath was warm and thorough. She washed between his legs with the same practical attention as his hair and did not make it a handjob. He stayed half-hard anyway. Towel. Cream on old fading marks. Fresh yellow satin romper from the shelf. Dummy. No socks yet.

“Living room,” she said, and her voice had changed. Not louder. Narrower. Night edge sliding in. “Sofa arm. You know the position.”

The cane was already on the coffee table. He had not seen her place it. His stomach dropped in the good way.

He draped himself over the sofa arm. The foam play mats upstairs felt a long way from this. Day soft. Night sharp. She flipped the snap crotch of the satin romper open, rubbed a cool palm over his bare arse, and did not ask if he was sure. She had asked for colour earlier. He had green in the bank.

“Twelve,” she said. “Count on your fingers on the floor. Dummy in. If you drop it we add three.”

She took her time arranging him. A throw pillow under his hips to tip his arse higher. The dummy reseated when it slipped from the corner of his mouth. A single palm test-spank, almost friendly, before the cane’s thin whistle cut the air.

“Daytime you got tea and hair-stroking,” she said. “That wasn’t free. Soft hours are only half of it. This is the other half. You don’t get only the soft bit and call that the whole thing. You take the stripes so your body knows the day ended.”

He nodded into the sofa cushion, already floating at the edges.

“If it’s too much, you know what to say. Otherwise you take twelve and you thank mummy after.”

Dummy out for a moment. “Thank you after, mummy. Yeth.”

“Dummy in.”

He took it. Waited. The house was very quiet between the ticks of rain on the glass.

The first stripe cracked clean heat across both cheeks. He jerked hard and forced a steady suck on the dummy to ground himself. One finger out on the carpet. Second stroke, slightly lower, overlapping. Third. The burn began to layer. By six he was making high, broken noises into the dummy that he would have mocked in a film. Tears had started. By nine they were free and running into the cushion, and his cock dripped steadily onto the sofa throw beneath him. The satin of the romper was damp with sweat along his spine. She paused, stroked the raised welts with her bare hand, called him good girl in a low voice, and finished the remaining three with clean precision. No rage. No wildness. Just work. Each final stroke landed exactly where she meant it to, bright and deep.

He hung there shaking, arse striped and hot, thighs trembling. She kissed the base of his spine over the satin, soft and deliberate.

“Colour.”

Dummy out. “Green. Fuck. Green, mummy.”

“Language.” A light tap of the cane across the existing marks, warning, not a full stroke. “Dummy back in. Upstairs. Bed. On your back. Legs open. Mummy’s getting the strap.”

He went on unsteady feet. The soft shoes stayed abandoned in the living room. Bare soles on the carpet, romper still open, welts throbbing with every step. Behind him he heard buckles and the drawer that meant business. He lay on the bed as told, knees bent and spread, the pink satin rucked under him, face wet, dummy already back in because she had pointed at it.

Trisha came in wearing the harness over bare skin and an old shirt left unbuttoned. Silver hair tied back. Eyes bright and focused. The silicone cock jutted dark and ready against the pale of her stomach. She lubed it with unhurried competence, then pressed the head to him while holding one of his ankles in her free hand. The stretch pulled a long, raw sound out of him around the teat. She did not shush him. She watched his face the entire time as she pushed in and bottomed out, hips flush against the fresh cane marks.

“This is night,” she said. “Same girl. Different tools. You don’t get to keep the playroom head and refuse the rest. You took tea and blocks. You take this.”

She fucked him hard enough that the headboard knocked a steady rhythm against the wall, loud enough for any neighbour who cared to hear. He did not care. The dummy bounced between his teeth. Spit ran down his cheek. The welts burned sharp each time her hips met them. His cock stood hard and neglected against his stomach until she wrapped a slick hand around it. He came almost at once, clenching hard around the strap, vision whiting at the edges, thick pulses striping his own belly and the open romper. She kept thrusting through it until he whined from oversensitivity, then chased her own finish with short, deep digs and a bitten-off groan, forehead pressed to his knee, hips locked tight as she shuddered.

After, she eased out slowly. The sudden emptiness made him whimper. She unbuckled the harness with slightly clumsy fingers and collapsed beside him on the bed. Their breathing filled the room, rough and uneven. Rain still ticked against the glass. The pink satin was wrecked with sweat and come. The cane marks glowed. Neither of them moved for a long time.

“Dummy out,” she murmured. He spat it gently into her waiting hand. “Talk adult for a minute.”

“Daytime almost broke me more than the cane.” His voice was hoarse. “The mat. You with the tea. Feeling… kept. Then this on top. It’s a lot.”

“Good lot or too lot?”

“Good lot. Green lot. I might need the spare room more than I want to admit.”

“You’ll get it.” She wiped his chin with the sheet. “Thursdays and weekend days when you’re here. Playroom hours. Night tools after dark or when I say the day has ended. Structure keeps you from sliding back into shame.”

“And the lisp?”

“Stays in the house during little time. I’m not sending you into a stand-up saying pwease to your manager.” A faint smile. “I’m mean. I’m not stupid.”

He turned that over. The split of worlds, office mouth, house mouth, had scared him when she first corrected speech. Now it felt like the only reason the structure could last. Playroom in daylight. Cane when the lamps were on. A brain allowed to put things on shelves instead of drowning in one endless scene.

“If Tamara ever saw the spare room,” he said, then stopped.

“She won’t. Door shut. Boxes on top of the mats if she warns me she’s coming. Playpen frame, if we get one, breaks down. I’m not interested in getting caught on purpose.” Trisha’s voice stayed even. “We risk enough without leaving soft blocks on the landing.”

“Yeth, mummy,” he said, half automatic, then smiled at himself. “Adult, yes. Understood.”

“Good man. Good girl. You can be both, you know. Stop acting like they cancel each other out.” She yawned. “Water. Pills. Sleep. I’ve got garden committee at ten and you’re on a bus at half seven. Mummy’s not running a hotel with unlimited late checkouts.”

He laughed once, cracked, and pressed his face into her shoulder. She held him until the shake left his arms.

Later she brought water and paracetamol, made him drink, and checked the welts with her reading lamp. “You’ll feel that on the bus tomorrow. Sit carefully. If anyone asks, deadlift.”

“I don’t deadlift.”

“Then start, or learn to smile without explaining.” She snapped the romper closed, a full stop. “Sleep. You’re staying. Bag’s already by the door for morning.”

In the dark the day stacked itself in order; hall strip, foam mats, blocks, tea, hair under her hand, crayon loops, carwot, twelve stripes, strap, kept.

“Mummy?” he whispered, soft without being told.

“Mm.”

“Baby liked the playroom.”

Her arm tightened. “Mummy liked watching. We’ll build more of it. Low shelves. Maybe a playpen frame if you earn not climbing out for the wrong reasons.”

His cock twitched weakly at playpen. She felt it against her hip and huffed a quiet laugh.

“Greedy girl. Sleep anyway.”

He slept, dummy on the nightstand within reach, knees sore from mats, arse striped for night, head quieter than it had been on any Thursday since the divorce.

Down the hall the spare room sat with its foam squares and low table, waiting for the next stretch of daylight she decided to give him. Daytime for soft. Night for cane and strap. The split made sense in his body now in a way theory never had.

He woke once near two, confused about which room he was in, then felt her breath on his neck and the romper’s seam at his thigh and settled. Outside an occasional car. Inside, the house held both versions of the evening without cracking.

Morning would mean adult clothes on the mat inside the door and a bus ride taken sitting slightly sideways. Evening’s ledger would still be written under the fabric; crawl, stack, suck, tea, stroke, stripe, fuck, keep.

Thursday had always been a dead day in his old calendar, middle of the week, nothing to recommend it. Now it held a spare room with foam mats and an armchair with a tea stain risk and a coffee table that knew the weight of a cane. He could live inside that shape. He wanted to. David closed his eyes and let that be enough.


Chapter 12

The pink cage arrived in a plain padded envelope on a Tuesday.

Trisha did not make a ceremony of the unboxing. She sat David on the closed toilet lid in his romper, dummy clipped to the front of the bib, and held the device up between them like a spare part she had ordered for the house. Soft silicone bands. A curved pink tube that looked almost delicate. A small lock that looked more serious than cute.

“This lives on you when you’re in my house,” she said. “Most of the time. Mummy keeps the key on her necklace chain. You don’t negotiate it off because you’re horny from blocks. You ask. I decide. Colour if the fit’s wrong or something goes numb. Clear?”

David’s mouth was dry. He could already feel the shape of the denial settling in his gut.

“Clear, mummy.”

“Soft voice.”

“Clear, mummy,” he redid, the lisp nudged in properly this time.

She lubed sparingly, coaxed him soft with a patience that was almost clinical, and eased him into the cage. The silicone was cool at first. She adjusted the bands, checked the fit at the base, then pushed the lock home. The click was quiet and final. The weight between his legs changed at once. Not heavy. Just present. When he looked down all he could see was soft pink plastic and the clear message that nothing was getting hard without her permission.

“Stand up.”

He stood. The cage shifted against him and he made a small involuntary noise.

“Walk to the playroom. Don’t waddle like you’ve been insulted. It’s a cage, not a tragedy.”

He walked. Soft shoes. Frilly socks. The romper left open at the snaps so the pink of the cage showed whenever she wanted to see it. Each step reminded him he was closed. The tube tapped lightly against his thigh. By the time he reached the foam mats he was already half in the floaty headspace the playroom always pulled out of him.

Trisha followed and settled into her armchair with a mug of tea like any other play afternoon, except every so often she said, “Show mummy,” and he had to stop what he was doing, kneel up, open the snap crotch, and display the cage until she nodded him back down. The inspections were brief. They still left him burning with a mix of shame and something hotter.

“Why pink?” he asked once, adult voice slipping out from pure nerves.

She waited, book still open on her lap.

He redid it. “Why pink, mummy?”

“Because it matches your rompers and because you’ll hate how pretty it looks when you try to feel hard done by.” She turned a page. “Also it was on offer. Mummy likes value.”

Despite himself he snorted around the dummy. She allowed it.

That week the cage became ordinary in the same way the dummy had. Hall strip when he arrived. Cage locked on if it had travelled off for work. She let him unlock for the office and for sleep at his own flat, then locked him again the second the front door shut behind him at hers. Soft pink under satin or cotton lace. Sometimes she patted it through the romper like a casual pocket check. Sometimes she ignored it for hours while he stacked blocks and crawled and sucked, denied even the friction of fabric against skin.

Forgetting the lisp and the posture cost more now.

Friday evening he stood up from the low table without thinking, full height, shoulders back in his old office stance, and said in a clear adult voice, “The crayon box is empty, I’ll get more from the…”

Trisha’s book lowered.

“What was that.”

He froze, still standing like a man in a meeting. “I mean, baby needs…”

“Too late. You stood like payroll and spoke like payroll. Over the sofa. Now.”

He went. The cane taught the lesson in six hard, precise lines across the same skin that had already learned this particular curriculum. He counted on his fingers on the carpet, dummy in, the pink cage tapping uselessly against his thigh every time he jolted. The welts came up bright and fast. After, on his knees in front of her chair, she made him redo the sentence until the lisp stuck and his shoulders dropped back into something softer and smaller.

“Baby needth more crayonth, mummy.”

“Better. Standing tall is for the bus stop. In here you take up space like my girl, not like you’re at work. Again and we do ten.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

She kissed the wet corner of his mouth above the dummy shield and sent him crawling for the crayon tin on the shelf. The cage bobbed. His arse burned. He did not stand tall again that night.

Escalation was not only punishment. It was also what happened after the strap became familiar.

Saturday night she pegged him through a long session on the bed, slow, then hard, then slow again, until he was open and shaking and the pink cage was a cruel little joke at the front of him. When she finally pulled the silicone cock out he clenched on nothing and whined, the sound high and raw around the dummy.

“Not done,” she said. Her voice had gone lower, thicker. “Gloves.”

He heard the drawer open. The sharp snap of nitrile. The wet sound of far more lube than seemed reasonable being poured into her palm. She shoved the romper higher up his stomach, settled between his spread thighs, and pressed two fingers into him without ceremony. Then three. He breathed through the stretch, eyes already wet. Four made him grip the sheets hard enough that his knuckles went white.

“Colour.”

“Green,” he got out, then softer, broken, “green, mummy.”

“Good girl. Tell me if that changes. This next bit is bigger than pride.”

Her gloved hand worked him with steady, relentless patience, more lube, a slow twist, knuckles spreading him wider. The burn climbed and spread until it felt like it lived under his skin. He made a broken, animal sound into the pillow until she ordered him to turn his face so she could watch every second of it. Tears tracked into his hair. Mouth open. Dummy offered and accepted. The thick teat gave him something to bite down on when her thumb tucked in and the widest part of her hand began to ask for entry.

She was breathing harder now. He could see it. The flush on her chest, the way her eyes had gone dark and fixed, the small satisfied curve at the corner of her mouth that had nothing to do with kindness.

“Push out,” she said. Calm on the surface, but underneath it was pure hunger. “Same as the strap. Let mummy in.”

He pushed. The stretch peaked, sharp and huge and almost unbearable, then the widest part of her hand slipped past the rim and he was full in a way that wiped every word clean off the board. He sobbed around the dummy, full-body sobs that shook the bed. She held completely still, one hand buried inside him to the wrist, the other spread on his belly so she could feel him trembling from the inside and the outside at once.

“That’s it. That’s mummy’s whole hand. You’re doing it. Stay soft. Stay open.”

She barely moved at first. Tiny pulses, a slow rock, settling him while she watched his face with open, dark enjoyment. The cage leaked what little it could, a wet spot spreading on the sheet under his trapped cock. Shame tried to surface. Her voice cut straight through it, thick with pleasure.

“Messy baby. Look at the state of you. Perfect. Breathe.”

When she did start to move it was slow, deliberate curls of her fist, not punching, just a deep rock and twist that made him feel every knuckle. She was savouring it. He could hear it in the low sounds she made under her breath, the way her free hand stroked his stomach in time with the movement inside him, the way she never looked away from the wreckage of his face. He floated, unmoored. The room narrowed to burn and impossible fullness and the soft rattle of the dummy chain every time he shook. She praised him in low, greedy scraps, good girl, taking it, look at you, mummy’s whole hand, and the praise hit as hard as the stretch because she meant every word and he could see how much she was getting from reducing him to this.

“Amber,” he finally choked, the dummy pushed out with his tongue. Immediate. Honest.

She stopped the movement at once. Her hand stayed still inside him, no sudden withdrawal, no yank. She simply held him open and full while the word settled.

“Alright. Easy. I’ve got you. Want me out slow?”

“Yeth. Please. Thlow, mummy.”

She eased out with a care that made his eyes sting for an entirely different reason. The stretch reversed in careful stages, the widest part of her hand leaving him with a long, raw drag that made him whimper. Then nothing. Empty. Gapey. Shaking so hard the mattress moved. She stripped the nitrile glove inside out and dropped it in the bin, wiped the excess lube from him with a warm flannel, and pulled him up into her chest while the aftershocks still ran through him. His face pressed into the soft skin above her breast. Her hand stroked the back of his head, steady and firm.

“You did that,” she said into his hair. “Not a video. You. I’m proud of you. We’re not doing it every night. We’re doing it when your body’s ready and your mouth stays honest. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

She held him until the worst of the trembling eased. Then she unlocked the pink cage only long enough to clean him properly, check the skin underneath, and dry him. He made a soft noise of protest when the lock clicked shut again.

“Denied babies recover better without humping the mattress raw,” she said. “Sleep.”

He slept like someone had pulled a plug. Deep, heavy, dreamless. The cage stayed on. The romper stayed on. Her hand stayed on his stomach for a long time after the light went out.

Sunday morning she inspected him with her reading glasses on, which somehow made the examination filthier. She had him lie on his side on a clean towel in the middle of the bed, romper unsnapped and pushed up out of the way. The glasses sat low on her nose while she parted him with careful fingers and looked. She checked for tears, for swelling, for any heat that did not belong. Her touch was practical and thorough, but the fact that she was doing it in daylight with her glasses on and her silver hair still loose from sleep left him burning quietly under the residual tenderness. He stayed still and let her look. Finding nothing beyond the expected deep ache and a little residual openness, she nodded once, satisfied.

“You’ll be sore. That’s normal. Nothing that needs a pause week. You can have soft play today and we’ll see about anything more tomorrow.” She patted his hip. “Good girl for telling me amber when you needed it. That part matters more than how much of my hand you took.”

The pattern set over the next fortnight. Daytime; playroom, mats, tea, hair, blocks, cage glinting when snaps were open. Night; cane for posture and speech slips, strap until he was loose, fist when she decided he could take the climb. Not every night. Often enough that his body started anticipating the glove sound with a full-body flinch of want.

Tamara crawled into the nursing position with less clumsiness than she had shown in the first month. Practice showed in the way she moved. She latched cleanly on the first try. Trisha exhaled in quiet approval and let David see her face go soft, not only Tamara’s. The pleasure of keeping them both was visible on her.

Then her hand slid down between the open yellow snaps of Tamara’s romper, found clean slick skin, and began a slow circle. David’s pupils blew wide in the lamp light.

“Describe soft what you see, David,” Trisha said mid-circle, voice wicked-kind. “One sentence.”

He pushed the dummy out just enough to speak.

“Thithter on mummy getting good, and I’m allowed.”

The dummy went straight back in. He sucked hard after the risk of words.

“Allowed,” Trisha agreed. “Both of you, allowed. That’s the whole politics of this bed.”

Tamara came harder for being described, or for the word sister, or for the finger. No one tried to separate the causes. The cry went into the breast. The shake travelled through the mattress to David’s knee. He kept his hands away from the cage. Good girl without being told.

One Thursday she fisted him in the playroom instead of the bed. Door shut. Foam mats under his knees and chest. Her tea mug sat on the low table beside a half-built block tower. Daylight still pressed at the edges of the curtains. The mix of the soft daytime room and the hard act scrambled him more than the night-time versions ever had.

She had him on all fours on the mat, romper shoved up to his waist, pink cage hanging heavy and denied between his legs. Lube, gloves, the same patient progression. Two fingers. Three. Four. When her knuckles pressed and the widest part of her hand began to demand entry, a full panic spike rose sharp in his chest. His breath went short. The dummy chain rattled.

She felt it at once.

“Colour,” she said, calm and close. “Right now.”

He forced the word out around the teat. “Green. Green, mummy.”

“Good girl. Breathe for me. I’m right here. You can take it. You’ve taken it before.” She checked again thirty seconds later, and again after that, voice steady, never rushing the stretch. The panic peak passed. He pushed out the way she had taught him, and her hand slid past the rim in one long, overwhelming give. The moan that left him was raw and continuous. Daylight, blocks, the smell of the foam mats, and mummy’s whole hand inside him all at once. He shook hard.

She held still until the worst of the trembling eased, then worked him with the same slow curls of her fist she used at night, watching the side of his face, praising him in low scraps while he drooled around the dummy and the cage leaked uselessly onto the mat. She took her time. The soft room did not make her gentler. It only made the claiming clearer.

When she finally eased out she did it with the same care as always. Empty. Gapey. Sore. Claimed. She stripped the glove, wiped him, and let him curl onto his side on the mat with his head in her lap. One hand stroked his hair in slow passes. The other lifted her tea and finished it as if this were any other quiet afternoon. The cage stayed locked. His arse stayed empty and throbbing. He listened to her swallow, felt the weight of her hand on his head, and stayed exactly where she had put him while the daylight slowly faded at the curtains.

Fisting became regular. Getting into position on the foam mats felt wrong for the first few times, then inevitable. She always put a towel down first, practical as ever, so the lube and whatever else would not ruin the play surface. He knelt, chest down, knees spread, romper pushed up, cage locked and useless. The crayon tin sat in the corner of his vision. Afternoon light came through the curtains and caught in her silver hair.

She started with the soft voice she used for blocks and tea and hair-stroking. Then, when her gloved hand pressed for entry and the stretch began in earnest, the voice narrowed into the lower, tighter night register. The mismatch made him dizzy. Soft room. Hard act. Crayon tin. Fist.

“You can cry,” she said. “You can’t close your knees. That’s the only rule for the next few minutes.”

He cried. Tears ran freely into the towel. He kept his knees wide even when the burn climbed and the urge to close them became almost overwhelming. She worked him open with the same steady patience she always used, more lube, slow twist, knuckles demanding. When the widest part of her hand finally slipped inside and settled, he made a sound into the dummy that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than his throat, raw and continuous. She held still, other hand on the small of his back, and praised him exactly the way she praised a perfect tower of blocks.

“Good girl. Look at that. You’re taking it. All of it.”

In a way he had stacked something. Just not with his hands.

“People think escalation means nastier,” she said once he had stopped shaking quite so hard. Her fist made the smallest slow movements inside him, enough to keep him aware of every inch. “Sometimes it just means more. You’re taking more. I’m proud of that more than I’m proud of welts.”

He nodded, wordless, and sucked the dummy so hard his jaw ached. The afternoon light stayed gentle on the mats. Her silver hair stayed bright. The crayon tin stayed in the corner of his eye while mummy’s whole hand claimed him in the middle of the softest room in the house.

At his flat the cage stayed off. She was firm about blood flow and work and not giving him a medical drama to explain. The rule was geographic; her key, her door, her lock. Crossing the mat meant pink silicone and the soft click. Leaving meant unlock, kiss, bus. The binary kept his head from melting into permanent fog at the office.

Still, Monday mornings he sat on the bus aware of the ghost weight between his legs. Still, he caught himself shortening words in emails and had to delete and retype. The house was leaking into him in small ways. He did not tell Mark. He did not tell anyone. He texted Trisha goodnight with a plain G when he was too tired for words, and she sent back a lock emoji once that made him hard in empty air in his own bed.

Weekend of the third week of the cage she pushed further on the fist, longer inside, more movement, a second glove change mid-session because lube and time. He ambered once, greenlit again after water and a breather, and took her hand until he was crying steadily without it being an emergency. When she finally pulled out he sobbed thank you into her thigh with the lisp mangling it and she said that was the prettiest thing he’d said all month.

Aftercare was a bath with him between her legs in the tub, back to her chest, cage off for soaking under her rules. She cleaned him with careful fingers, no teasing. Towelled. Soft cream. Romper. Lock back on with a kiss to the pink plastic.

“Mummy’s,” she said.

“Mummy’th,” he agreed.

Sunday night she tested posture, made him walk to the window and back holding a book on his head like an old finishing-school joke. When he squared up without thinking the book fell and the cane came off the sideboard. Three stripes. Book again. Softer knees. Book stayed. She applauded once, dry, and gave him five minutes of undirected playroom time as reward with the dummy and the blocks and her eyes on him like a stove left on low.

Before bed she laid it out plain while he knelt between her feet, cage visible through open snaps.

“Escalation checklist so your anxiety can file it. Cage in the house, standard. Cane for lisp drops and grown-man standing, standard. Strap when I want your hole reminded who opens it, standard. Fist when you’ve taken the strap well and your colour stays honest, earned, not constant. No edge play we haven’t named. No breath play. No leaving marks you can’t cover at work. Any of that want to change from your side?”

He thought. “No, mummy. Green on all of it. The fitht thcares me and I want it. That’th the truth.”

“I know. I can tell the difference between fear-want and fear-stop. You’ve got good signals when you don’t hide them.” She nudged the cage with her toes gently. “This stays. Frustration makes you softer in the voice. I’ve noticed.”

He had noticed too. Denial sanded the adult edges off faster than instructions alone.

She took him to bed and fucked him with the strap while the cage stayed locked, an awful sweet helplessness that made him come dry in little aborted pulses that left him frustrated and clingy. She held him through the mess of feelings after and did not unlock. “Morning,” she promised. “If you’re good.”

He was good. Morning unlock. Quick supervised wank into a tissue with her hand over his and her mouth at his ear calling him baby girl the whole time. Then lock back on before breakfast toast. The key went back to her chain against her sternum, warm from her skin.

On the bus Monday he wrote her a text and deleted it twice before sending; Still feel you. Cage ghost. Head quiet. Thank you mummy.

Her reply landed at the office before he badged in. Good girl. Thursday hall. Don’t stand tall when you kiss me hello.

He smiled at the phone like an idiot, locked it, and walked into the building with ordinary shoes and ordinary trousers and a body that remembered fists and foam mats and pink silicone in a way no spreadsheet could touch.

Escalation wasn’t a cliff. It was a staircase she walked him up, cane in one hand, lube in the other, locking each step so he couldn’t pretend he was only visiting.

He wasn’t visiting. He was kept. Soft cage. Hard cane. Deeper openings. A lisp waiting at the door.

He badged through the barrier and nodded at a colleague and answered a question about a spreadsheet with a normal voice and a normal smile. Under the desk his knees wanted to angle soft. He did not let them. Office had its rules. Her house had its. The skill was keeping work and home separate while knowing they belonged to the same life.

Thursday could not come fast enough.


Chapter 13

The munch was on a Sunday afternoon in a hired back room above a pub two towns over. Private booking. First names only. No phones out on tables. Trisha showed him the group rules on her laptop the Thursday before and made him read them aloud in adult voice, then again softer, until she was satisfied he understood the difference between their house and a room full of strangers who still deserved care.

“You can say no,” she said. “Blackout’s fine before we leave the drive. Once we’re parking, I get that you’ll be nervous, just don’t bolt without saying anything.”

David sat on the playroom mat in his cage and romper and nodded. “I want to try, mummy.”

“Why?”

He thought. “Because the house is safe, but it’s also a bubble. I want to know if I can still be yours when other people can see it. Not on the high street. Here.”

“Good answer. Honest enough.” She shut the laptop. “Coat on over everything. Dummy in your pocket until I say. Soft shoes. If you need the toilet we use the disabled one together and you don’t argue about it. You’re my baby in the room. You’re my quiet adult partner in the car park if staff look too long. Dual mode. You’ve practised.”

He had. Hall rules. Bus face. The split was becoming a skill.

Sunday she dressed him after lunch. Pink cotton romper with the lace chest. Frilly socks. Soft shoes. Cage locked, she debated it, then decided the weight would keep his head in the right place under the coat. Hair clipped back off his face. A light bit of tinted balm on his lips that made him stare at himself in the mirror too long.

“Coat,” she said.

The coat was long, dark, belted. It covered him from throat to mid-calf. To anyone on the pavement he was a tall person in a coat. Under it he was her girl. The contrast made his palms sweat.

In the car she put a hand on his knee over the coat. “Colours in the room work the same. If you go quiet-scared instead of quiet-small, you squeeze my fingers three times. I’ll move us. No heroics.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“Adult for the drive. Soft when I take your coat or when I introduce you. Clear?”

“Clear.”

The dual switch helped. He watched wet dual carriageway and breathed. She drove the way she did everything else, competent, unhurried, no pointless chatter to paper over his nerves.

The pub looked ordinary. Food menu in the window. A couple of smokers under a cheap awning. Trisha walked him round the side to a staircase with a small laminated sign; PRIVATE FUNCTION. Upstairs was warmer than the street. A woman with a clipboard first-named Trisha, glanced at David, and smiled without teeth-baring curiosity.

“This is my baby,” Trisha said, plain as weather. “First munch. We’ll take a corner.”

“Welcome. Coat rack’s there if you want it. No pressure. Toilets on the left. Tea and coffee on the back table. Help yourselves.”

David’s face burned under the balm. Trisha did not take his coat off yet. She kept his hand and led him to a pair of chairs near the wall where he could see the door. Only then did she untie his belt, slip the coat off his shoulders, and fold it over her arm like a magician finishing a reveal she refused to apologise for.

Air hit his bare arms and the romper. Soft shoes on pub carpet. Cage a secret lump under cotton. Someone across the room glanced over and smiled the way people smile at dogs or children, soft, quick, then back to their own conversation. Nobody laughed. Nobody pointed.

David’s breath left him in a shaky ribbon. “Sit,” Trisha said. “Dummy stays pocketed until you’re not about to snap it in half with your jaw. Tea?”

“Pwease, mummy.” Soft without being told. The room seemed to accept the voice better than his office ever would.

She fetched tea. He sat with his knees angled in, hands on his thighs, trying not to fold into a full curl. Around them; a man in a onesie playing cards with a woman in jeans; two people on a picnic blanket on the floor with colouring books; an older couple where both wore cuffs and neither performed for the room. Low talk. Occasional laughter. A sign about consent on the wall in cheerful print.

Trisha put his tea on a side table and took his hand again. Her thumb rubbed his knuckles. “Name in here's whatever I use. Today you’re just baby if anyone asks. You don’t owe a biography.”

“What if someone knowth me?”

“Unlikely. Wrong town. Wrong world. If lightning strikes, we leave and handle it. I’m not interested in your workplace lore today.”

He nodded. Sipped tea. The mug shook once. Stabilised. A woman about Trisha’s age approached with easy manners and a badge that said HOST on a lanyard. “Alright if I say hello to your little one?”

Trisha looked at David. He gave a tiny nod.

“Hello, sweetheart,” the host said, not crouching in a fake way, just softening. “First time?”

“Yeth,” David managed. “Mummy brought me.”

“Mummy’s doing a good job. There’s colouring on the blanket if you get bored of grown-up chairs. No obligation.” She smiled at Trisha. “Any access needs, shout.”

Then she was gone. David stared at his tea like it held code.

“You did fine,” Trisha murmured. “Breathe.”

He breathed. Minutes passed. The room stopped being a single hot spotlight and became a collection of people doing their own versions of safe. When Trisha asked if he wanted the dummy he said yeth and she clipped it on and seated it. Sucking in public, even this public, made his eyes sting. A person on the blanket looked up, saw, and returned to colouring without a double take. The non-event of it nearly undid him more than cruelty would have.

Trisha introduced him twice more in the first hour. Once to a couple she half-knew from an old online forum. Once to a man who used a wheelchair and a sippy cup without any performance of apology. “My baby,” she said each time, hand on David’s shoulder or fingers laced with his. David said hello soft, or just waved a little, depending on his throat. Nobody asked his office job. Nobody asked his age in a way that wanted a fight. One person said the frilly socks were cute. He said fank you, mummy picked them and buried his face against Trisha’s upper arm until the heat passed.

A small moment nearly tipped him. Someone at the coffee table laughed loud at a joke he did not catch, and his shoulders shot up like he was the punchline. Trisha felt it through their joined hands and leaned in.

“Not about you,” she murmured. “Listen, they’re laughing at a story about a broken washing machine. You’re not in it.”

He listened. Washing machine. Spin cycle. Ordinary. His shoulders dropped. She rewarded him with a biscuit crumb on his lower lip and the ghost of a smile.

“That’s the work,” she said. “Not the romper. Catching yourself when fear tells you the wrong story.”

He nodded, dummy bumping his chest on its clip. Later a man in neat civilian clothes asked Trisha if the corner seats were free for his partner to join nearby. Trisha said yes. The partner arrived in a pastel overall and sat on the floor with a stuffed rabbit, calm as a park bench. David watched sideways. The man handed over a cup of water and got a soft thank you. No performance. No cruelty for the audience. Something in his chest unclenched that had been tight since Tamara’s living room.

There were ways to do this that didn’t end in disgusting. The evidence was three metres away, drinking water.

Halfway through he needed the loo. Dual mode. Coat back on. Her hand on his back down the corridor. Locked door. She unsnapped and helped with the cage logistics without treating it like a spectacle. He pissed with his face on fire. She washed his hands like the house rule and dried them on paper towels.

“Still green?”

“Green. Weird green. Good weird.”

“That’s the correct genre.” Coat off again in the room. Back to the corner chairs.

Someone had put biscuits out. Trisha fed him half a digestive in small pieces when his hands still looked unreliable. A younger little on the blanket waved. David waved back, clumsy. The simple social circuit completed without disaster.

He started to notice details instead of only threat. The sticky patch on the table. The way Trisha took her tea black. The host refilling the kettle. His own legs in frilly socks where anyone could see. The cage keeping his want from turning into a show. Soft shoes tucked on the chair rung the way he did at her kitchen table. Continuity. House rules stretched over a different floor plan.

“Talk adult for a second,” Trisha said near the ninety-minute mark. “Head check.”

“I thought I’d feel like a fraud,” he said quietly. “I feel… real. Exposed. And kind of over my own panic, weirdly. People are just people.”

“Often are, when the room’s built right.” She squeezed his hand. “Soft again. You’ve got twenty minutes, then we do a polite goodbye and chips downstairs as adults if you want insulation before the car.”

“Pwease thtay until end of biscuitth, mummy.”

“Greedy. Allowed.”

In the last stretch she let him sit on the picnic blanket edge with a colouring sheet. He hunched over a cartoon animal and filled it in badly with a stubby crayon. Dummy clipped. Romper on show. An adult nearby asked Trisha about garden soil as if David were simply present, not a puzzle. Trisha answered soil questions and stroked David’s hair mid-sentence. He coloured outside the lines and did not care.

No one recognised him. The thought arrived clean. No colleague. No old friend from the marriage years. No Tamara-shaped catastrophe at the door. Just a room above a pub and a long coat on the back of a chair and his mummy’s hand finding his nape when he got crayon on his thumb.

Trisha checked the time and tipped her head toward the coat. David’s mouth turned down before he could stop it. She chuckled, low.

“Don’t pout at mummy in public unless you want to be teased for it.”

He tried to iron his face flat. Failed. The host, passing, grinned openly. “They always want five more minutes. Healthy sign.”

David nearly died. Trisha said, “Five more minutes, then,” and let him finish the fox’s tail in scribbled orange. The grace of that five felt bigger than the whole first half hour of panic.

Coat. Belt. Her fingers neat and sure. For a second under the coat, hidden, she cupped the cage through the romper and held his eyes. Mine. Then ordinary hand on the rail, stairs, pub noise rising from below like a different country.

When it was time to go the host said nice to meet you, baby, and David said bye-bye with the lisp and meant it. Coat on. Stairs. Damp air. He only shook once they hit the car and the doors shut.

Trisha let him shake. Hand on his neck. No rush to start the engine.

“Words when you’ve got them.”

“Nobody looked at me like Tamara did,” he said, adult, rough. “I kept waiting for disgusting. I got cute socks and a biscuit. I don’t know what to do with that.”

“You do what you just did. You sit with it. You let it sink in.” She wiped a bit of balm off the corner of his mouth with her thumb. “I’m proud of you. First public outing. You held my hand. You let me introduce you. You didn’t bolt. That’s a full mark from me.”

“Can we do it again sometime?”

“Yes. Not every week. Enough that the house isn’t the only place you can do this.” She started the car. “Coat stays on until we’re home. Then I want you on the mat with the dummy and no talking for ten minutes while you calm down. After that you may have ordinary words and a proper dinner.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

On the drive she gave him the option of adult radio or quiet. He chose quiet. Fields and slip roads. His body stayed humming. Under the coat his frilly socks itched in a way he could ignore. He thought about the clipboard woman and the word baby spoken to a stranger without shame attached like a hook.

“If someone from the old life had walked in,” he said once, adult, staring at the dash.

“Then we’d have left, and I’d have handled my end, and you’d have handled yours, and we wouldn’t use it as a reason you never leave the mat again.” Eyes on the road. “We don’t sit at home inventing disasters. We plan how to leave if we need to, and then we go to munches anyway.”

He let that sit. Exit plans. Go anyway. It sounded like something he wished he had known at twenty-two when the journals started.

Home hall; coat off, cage checked, soft shoes lined up, long coat hung. She pointed at the playroom. He crawled without being told, dummy in, and lay on his stomach on the foam while she sat in the armchair and scrolled her phone in comfortable silence. The munch replayed in fragments, clipboard smile, tea shake, colouring blanket, her voice saying my baby like a fact.

After ten she clicked her tongue. He looked up. “Adult voice. Anything need fixing? Spiral, shame spike, joint pain, cage pinch?”

“No spiral. Shame’s still there, but quiet, not screaming. Knees fine. Cage fine. I keep smiling for no reason.”

“That’s allowed.” She crooked a finger. He crawled over and put his head in her lap. “You did something brave today without turning it into a big drama. That’s my favourite kind of brave.”

Dinner was ordinary. Forks. Salt he was allowed to mention in soft voice. Afterward she did not reach for the cane or the strap. She put him in the bath, washed crayon off his hands, and held him in bed in a clean romper while a radio play murmured too low to follow.

“Mummy?” he whispered in the dark.

“Mm.”

“When you said my baby in front of people it felt more real than the fist.”

Her breath paused, then eased. “Public words matter. I don’t throw them around. You’re mine in this room and you’re mine in a hired function room with bad carpet. Same thing. Different people watching.”

“I liked the witnesses. Not in a show-off way. In a… solid way.”

“I could tell. You sat taller without standing like payroll. There’s a difference. We’ll work that.” A kiss in his hair. “Sleep. You’re off tomorrow. Playroom late morning. No munch recovery punishment for smiling too much.”

He slept. Dreamed of stairs and coats and nothing cruel.

In the morning she made him recount three things he had noticed that weren’t about fear. He listed the host’s lanyard, the wheelchair user’s sippy cup, the soil conversation. She nodded like he was doing homework worth marking.

“Fear makes the room feel smaller,” she said. “You opened it back up after. That’s the skill under the socks.”

He spent the late morning on the mats stacking blocks, dummy in, cage on, long coat still hanging downstairs like a superhero costume for a very specific kind of hero. When he got hard in the useless pink cage she ignored it until free play ended, then unlocked him for a supervised release into tissues with his face in her neck and her mouth saying good girl for the munch, good girl for the colouring, good girl for not disappearing inside your own panic.

After, locked again, he laughed once into her shoulder, shaky and light.

“What?” she asked.

“I coloured a cartoon fox like it was a performance review. And nobody cared. It’s funny. It’s excellent.”

“Both can be true.” She clicked the cage lock. “Next time you might talk to another little for a whole minute. No rush. I’m not trying to make you the life of the party. I just want you to have more than my hallway.”

“Thank you, mummy.”

“You’re welcome, baby.”

He texted nothing to anyone else about the day. There was no one to text. Mark got a message about football midweek and nothing more. The secret stayed shaped like Trisha’s hand and a hired room with a laminated sign. By evening the adrenaline had burned off into tiredness. She put a film on and let him doze against her with the dummy. Not quite little. Not quite adult. Recovery. When the credits rolled she sent him to brush his teeth and checked the cage once more. “Still proud,” she said at the bathroom door. “In case your brain dumps it overnight.”

“Keep it,” he said. “Please.”

“It’s filed.”

Outside, two towns over, the pub would be serving ordinary lunches. Inside her house, David lay on foam mats in frilly socks and filed the day; first public outing, hand held, introduced as hers, unrecognised, unbroken. Already wanting the next step.


Chapter 14

The club was a different proposition from the munch. No colouring blankets. No host with a gentle lanyard. A converted railway arch on the edge of the city, membership checked at a door painted black, music a low physical thump you felt in your teeth before you fully heard it. Trisha had the guest list sorted a fortnight in advance. David had read the house rules three times in adult voice and once soft, then signed a form with a name that was not quite his work badge.

“Coat until the cubby,” she said in the car. “Romper on show after. Leash clips to the ring on your collar, yes, the new one, the soft pink one, stop looking at me like that. Cage stays on until I say. Dummy on the clip. If you need out, three squeezes or blackout. I'm not getting drunk. You aren't getting drunk. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Adult for the pavement.”

“Clear.”

He walked beside her from the car in the long coat, soft shoes quiet on wet tarmac. Inside: heat, bass, bodies packed close. A cloakroom with numbered hooks. Trisha took his coat, folded it, and the air hit the satin romper like a spotlight he could not switch off.

Pink. Lace at the chest. Frilly socks. Soft shoes. Collar snug, a simple band with a metal ring at the throat. She clipped the leash on with a small definitive sound and held the loop like she held car keys, ordinary ownership.

“Knees soft,” she murmured. “Eyes down unless I say look. You’re not here to network.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

She walked. He followed. The leash stayed slack most of the time, a line of intention rather than a yank. People looked. Of course they looked. A tall adult baby in satin on a lead beside a silver-haired woman in black trousers and a structured blouse was not invisible. The looks were not the munch’s soft smiles. They were hungrier. Assessing. Some approving. Some already imagining themselves into the picture. David’s face burned. Under the cage he swelled uselessly against pink silicone.

The main room held a small stage, St Andrew’s crosses, a seating area of battered sofas, a bar that served soft drinks and expensive water like it was a joke everyone had agreed to find funny. Impact sounds cracked from a side bay, flogger, pause, low moan. Trisha found a sofa with a view of a side play space and sat. Pointed at the floor by her boots.

“Kneel. Present.”

He knew the house version. Knees apart, chest up, hands behind back or on thighs, cage and open snaps displayed if she wanted. Here, with strangers’ eyes sliding over, the same posture felt ten times larger. He dropped to the club’s sticky floor, sat back on his heels, knees wide, hands on his thighs, dummy in when she tapped his lip. Satin stretched. Collar ring glinted. Leash draped over her knee.

A couple on the next sofa watched openly. The man nodded at Trisha like a respectful tip of a hat. The woman raked her gaze over David’s frilly socks and the wet spot already darkening the front of the romper where the cage leaked its frustration.

“Pretty,” the woman said to Trisha. Not to him.

“She is,” Trisha said. “First club night. Looking only tonight.”

“Understood. She’s shaking.”

“She shakes when it’s real. It’s not a stop.” Trisha’s fingers slid into David’s hair, stroked once, rested. “Colour, baby.”

Dummy out against her palm. “Green, mummy.” Soft. Tight.

“Dummy in. Stay presented. Mummy’s having a soda and enjoying the view of her property.”

He stayed. Time went slow. Bass in his ribs. Someone walked past close enough that boots nearly brushed his knee; he flinched and corrected his posture before the leash even twitched. Trisha’s quiet good girl landed like a hand on the back of his neck. The watching couple changed over, new eyes, same heat. A man in a harness asked if photos were allowed. Trisha said no. The man left without argument. The no was a wall David could lean on.

After a while she stood. “Heel.”

Before the circuit she had him hold a bottle of water for her in both hands like an offering, still kneeling. A small task. A reason to keep his arms busy so he wouldn’t fidget into a wrong posture. When she took the bottle back she wiped a drop from his wrist with her thumb.

“You’re doing the hard version of simple,” she said, only for him. “Anyone can get flogged. Fewer people can kneel through being looked at without turning it into a tantrum or a show. Stay steady.”

He stayed in the middle lane. When a loud scene nearby ended in laughter he flinched; she let him press his forehead to her knee for three breaths, then tapped the leash for posture again. Reset. Present. The reset itself became a kind of pride.

At the bar queue, soft drinks only, she made him kneel while she ordered, leash looped around her wrist, his shoulder against her thigh. A stranger’s boot stopped near his hand. He didn’t look up. The boot moved on. Trisha’s soda arrived with two straws by default; she snorted, sent one back, and let him sip from her glass on his knees like the humiliation was a treat with ice in it.

“People are going to remember the socks,” she said on the way back to the sofa. “I chose well.”

He made a noise that was half moan, half protest. She took it as thank you.

He crawled when the leash angled down, stood when it lifted and her finger flicked up, she had drilled the signals in the hall at home. Crawling on a club floor in a satin romper with people stepping around him punched the breath out of his shame and left something cleaner underneath. Not empty. Used.

She led him to the edge of a play bay where a woman was being flogged in careful rhythms. Made him kneel again, face toward the scene, back toward the open room so anyone behind got the full picture of snaps, cage, striped arse from a light warm-up she had given him before they left the house.

“Watch how she breathes,” Trisha said near his ear. “That’s skill. You’re not getting hit in public tonight. You’re being seen on my lead without folding. That’s your bit.”

He watched. He was watched. The dual sensation made his eyes water. Dummy string damp on his chin. When the flogging bay ended to applause he jolted; Trisha’s hand on the leash steadied him.

She took him on a slow circuit. Bar. Sofa again. A standing pause near a corner while she spoke to a dungeon monitor about nothing dramatic, check-in, guest etiquette, fingers absently petting David’s hair as he knelt. The monitor glanced down, smiled professional and brief, and treated him like part of Trisha’s kit that still had a person inside. David catalogued that under evidence, next to the munch sippy cup.

“Present,” she said again after the chat, louder, for the small audience that had gathered without being invited. “Show them how mummy’s girl waits.”

He opened his knees wider. Lifted his chest. Hands behind his back this time, fingers laced, cage aimed forward under open cotton. Someone whistled low. Someone else said lovely. Trisha did not smile for them. She smiled for him, small and sharp, and the distinction mattered.

“Ten more breaths. Count them on your fingers against your spine so I can feel it.”

He counted. On the tenth she leaned down, unclipped the dummy, and kissed his mouth in front of whoever cared. Possessive. Brief. Then dummy back, leash a soft tug.

“That’s enough showing off. Coat. Home. I want you somewhere I can make you loud without a dungeon monitor sticking their nose in.”

Coat over the romper felt like the munch exit and nothing like it. Outside air slapped. In the car he started shaking properly, delayed, teeth nearly clicking. She ran the heater and her hand on his nape and let him get through the first wave before turning the key.

“Talk.”

“Too many eyes,” he said, adult, hoarse. “Good too many. I wanted to disappear and I wanted them to keep looking. That’s… a lot.”

“Both can be true at once. You stayed on your knees. You presented when told. You didn’t mess about for attention. I’m very pleased.” Her nails scratched his scalp. “Home. Then I take the cage off and I fuck you until you’ve got nothing left to put on for strangers.”

In the passenger seat he kept touching the collar without opening it. Proof. Under the coat his romper stuck to the small of his back with sweat. The cage bit gently when the car took a corner. Each sensation was a breadcrumb leading away from the arch and toward her mattress.

“If I’d said amber mid-present?” he asked, checking the map of the night in hindsight.

“I’d have put your coat on and moved you to the car without a speech for anyone watching.” No hesitation. “Being on show isn’t a trap. You can always leave. You had that the whole time.”

“I know. I knew then too. That’s why I could stay.”

“That’s the whole skill.” She indicated left. “Tell me one thing you saw that wasn’t about you.”

He blinked, then understood the exercise from the munch morning-after. “The DM’s badge lanyard was repaired with tape. And the flogger woman counted under her breath. And the bar card machine was slow.”

“Good. You kept noticing the room. You didn’t make it all about you.” She glanced over. “Proud. Again. In case the bass drowned it out.”

The drive was a blur of sodium lamps. Hall of her house; coat down, leash still on, soft shoes kicked aside. She did not send him to the playroom. She pointed upstairs.

“Bed. Romper on. Dummy out. Face down, arse up. Now.”

He went. Adrenaline still singing. Club bass replaced by the quiet tick of her radiator. Behind him the harness buckles, lube cap, the drawer. She kept the collar on and used the leash as a tether to the bedpost, not tight, just a line that said stay. Snap crotch already open. Cage unlocked with the key from her chain; his cock filled so fast it hurt.

“Colour.”

“Green, mummy, please.”

“Please what.”

“Please fuck me. Please use me. Please.” The soft cracked straight into raw. “I need it off-display. Need you.”

“You’ve got me.”

She pushed in with the strap in one long, brutal slide that punched a cry out of him. No slow ladder. No careful inching. He was open enough from months of habit and desperate enough from the club that his body took the full length at once and still begged for harder. She gave harder. Both hands locked on his hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, and she drove into him with short, punishing thrusts that made the headboard slam the wall in a steady, shameless rhythm. The leash jingled against the wood every time he rocked forward.

“Those people saw my baby on a lead,” she said, voice steady over the wet, filthy sound of it. “Saw you present. Saw you shake and stay. You’re not a secret only for foam mats anymore. You’re mine in rooms with witnesses. Feel that while I fuck it into you.”

He felt it. Each hard thrust drove the evening deeper: the eyes on his frilly socks, the whistle, her flat refusal of photos, the kiss in front of strangers. He clawed at the duvet and sobbed into it when she changed the angle and found the spot that made his vision spark. She did not ease off. If anything she used the sound of his sobbing as permission to go harder.

“You don’t get to go polite now. I want the noise. Club didn’t get your noise. I do.”

He gave her the noise. Broken, high, completely shameless, the kind of sounds that would have horrified the man he used to be. When she reached under and wrapped a firm hand around his cock he came hard almost immediately, striping the towel she had thrown down with practical foresight, his whole body clamping down on the strap in helpless pulses. She fucked him straight through it without a single pause. Oversensitive. Too much. He whined and tried to inch forward off the cock. The leash stopped him short with a soft leather jerk that reminded him exactly who decided distance.

“Amber or green.”

“G-green, thensitive, don’t thtop.” Lisp and adult voice mixed into one wrecked sound. “Mummy, please, keep.”

She kept him. The pace dropped only enough to stop it being pure assault, but the depth stayed ruthless. She ground into him in long, heavy circles, hips flush to his striped arse, while he cried into the pillow for reasons that had nothing to do with sadness. Too full. Too seen. Too held. The tears came from the same deep place as the munch biscuit and the cage lock and the slow death of Tamara’s old disgusted word. She murmured good girl and take it and mummy’s got you between thrusts until her own hips stuttered and she came with a low, guttural groan, pressed as deep as the strap would go.

Even then she only rested a few breaths. She pulled out, flipped him onto his back with hands that shook just slightly from her own orgasm, and pushed straight back into him facing him. One fist closed around the collar ring. Her eyes locked on his wet, wrecked face.

“Again,” she said. “You’re not done crying for me yet.”

The second round was slower, and meaner in its patience.

She settled deeper onto him, rolling her hips in long, deliberate strokes that dragged every inch of him through the slick heat of her. There was no urgency in the movement, only a ruthless kind of thoroughness, as if she meant to map every oversensitive nerve and then grind against it until it sang. Her hand closed around the base of his cock where they joined, stroking him back toward hardness with a merciless, knowing pressure. The touch was almost too much after the first climax; he hissed through his teeth, thighs trembling beneath her, but she only hummed low in her throat and kept going, coaxing him through the sharp edge of overstimulation until the ache bloomed into something thicker, heavier, impossible to refuse.

Every time his eyes fluttered shut she gave the collar a short, sharp tug, forcing his gaze back to hers. The leather bit just enough to remind him who held the leash. She watched the struggle play out across his face, the way his mouth fell open, the way his lashes stuck damp against his cheeks, and she refused to let him hide from any of it.

When the broken sounds spilling out of him turned into pure wordless begging, she pressed the dummy between his lips. For a full minute she let him suck, let him bury the noise and the overwhelm in the soft rubber, rocking against him the whole time in that same deep, grinding rhythm. Then she pulled it free again, slow and deliberate, so she could hear every raw, unfiltered noise properly. The sudden absence of the dummy left him gasping, the sounds that followed almost too honest: wet, hitching, stripped of pride.

She never stopped moving. Never stopped working him with that cruel, patient hand. His second orgasm tore through him with a broken shout, actual tears tracking hot into his ears and the pillow beneath. His legs jerked hard, heels digging into the mattress, hands fisted tight in the front of her shirt as if he might tear the fabric. She rode him through every pulse of it, watching his face with open hunger, until the last aftershock left him shaking and wet-eyed beneath her.

Only then did she let herself follow. Forehead pressed to his, breath shared and uneven, the leash gone slack in her grip while her hips jerked through the last of it. She came with a low, fractured sound against his mouth, body locking tight around him, the wet heat of her spilling over where they were still joined. For a long moment neither of them moved, only breathed, the collar still warm against his throat and the dummy lying forgotten somewhere in the sheets.

After she unclipped everything that needed unclipping and left the collar on because he made a noise when she touched the buckle to remove it. Fine. Collar stayed. Harness off. She gathered him on her chest, sticky and wrecked, and let him cry the last of it out into her skin without diagnosing it.

“That’s it,” she said. “Let it land. Club on the outside. Me on the inside. You’re home.”

He nodded, couldn’t speak, cried harder once, then emptier, then quiet. She wiped his face with a tissue, made him blow his nose like a child, and he laughed wetly at the logistics of it.

“There he os.” She kissed his temple. “Water. Then I check you. Then sleep. No playroom tonight. You’re not stacking blocks after that.”

Water tasted metallic with spent adrenaline. She checked the collar chafe, the cage skin, his hole with gentle fingers and more lube than arousal. “You’ll be tender. Work from home tomorrow if you can. If you can’t, sit soft and think of me when you wince.”

“I can work from home,” he croaked. “Meeting’s movable.”

“Good man. Good girl.” Both, easy. “Adult for a minute, any bad drop beyond the crying I asked for?”

He checked, honest. “No bad drop. Proper drop, like I finally let go. Being watched was a lot. The sex after sorted my head out. I feel… wiped. Not wrong.”

“That is fine.” She pulled the duvet up. “You did well on the leash. Better than well. I liked showing you. I’m going to want that again.”

“Me too.” Immediate. “Not every week. Again.”

“Again,” she agreed. “Different club, same claim. Or the same one and you crawl further. We’ll build it like we built the munch, slow enough that you can keep up without panicking.”

He lay in the dark with her heartbeat under his ear and the club still flickering behind his eyes; sofa legs, whistle, her soda glass, present, ten breaths, coat, car, home, strap, tears.

“Mummy?”

“Mm.”

“When they looked at me I didn’t feel disgusting.”

“No,” she said simply. “You felt mine. That’s a better word. Keep that one.”

He kept it. Slept hard and dreamless. Woke once to use the loo and felt every bruise of sensation from knees on club floor to deep internal ache, and the collar still buckled at his throat like a sentence he was happy to finish in the morning.

Trisha mumbled without really waking, “Back to bed, baby,” and he went, soft shoes abandoned somewhere downstairs, satin romper twisted, leash coiled on the nightstand like a promise of rooms yet to enter with his eyes down and her hand on the loop.

First club night. Seen fucked until he cried. Home.

Morning would hurt in ordinary places, knees, throat where the collar sat, the deep sweet ache where she had fucked him past performance. He would move a meeting and work from her kitchen table in adult clothes with the collar off and the key to the cage still warm from her hand when she unlocked him for the day. She would make coffee and ask nothing heroic. The club would sit in his calendar as a fact rather than a fantasy tab.

He turned his face into her shoulder and stayed there, quiet.

“Love you,” he muttered, half under, too honest for daylight grammar, not quite little, not quite the old husband voice.

Trisha went still, then kissed his hair. “I know,” she said. “Sleep on it. Tell me again when your head’s clear, if you still mean it. I’ll hold them either way.”

Fair. Kind. He slept before he could overthink it.

He closed his eyes and didn’t reach for a private browser once. The night had already overwritten that.


Chapter 15

The spare room stopped being a spare room on a wet Saturday in late spring.

Trisha had been at it in stages while David was at work, primer on a Thursday, first coat on a Friday she took off, second coat while he was in a long meeting that left him too fried to notice the wet paint until he was already on his knees in the hall stripping for the cage. By the weekend the foam mats had a proper room around them instead of leftover storage energy.

Soft pastel walls. Not the harsh baby-pink of a novelty catalogue. A muted blush on three walls, a cream on the fourth, woodwork glossed clean. Blackout lining behind the curtains. A thick rug over the mats at one end so his knees had options. The low table stayed. The armchair stayed. Everything else levelled up.

David stood in the doorway in his romper and soft shoes with the dummy clipped to his chest and felt his throat close.

Against the long wall sat a large adult-sized cot. Proper drop-side mechanism, reinforced, mattress in a fitted sheet with tiny printed stars. Mobile hanging above it that played a thin music-box tune when Trisha tapped it once, testing. Beside the cot, a changing table at adult height, padded top, safety rail, shelves underneath stacked with wipes, cream, folded towels, spare rompers. No nappies. The outline had always been clear on that; wetting might come later as training, but the table was for changes of clothes and inspections and the theatre of being laid out, not for a nappy fetish she hadn’t claimed.

Shelves on the far wall held toys that were no longer a single basket. Blocks. Plush. Stacking cups. A small wooden tea set. Picture books with cracked spines from a charity shop and new ones with glossy pages. A wicker basket of dummies cleaned and ready. Soft shoes lined in pairs on a low rack like a reception class cloakroom.

“Nursery,” Trisha said behind him. Hands on his waist. Chin near his shoulder. “Finished enough to use. We’ll keep adding. But it’s not a corner of my house pretending anymore. It’s a room with a job.”

“It’th…” He ran out of soft words, then found one. “Big, mummy.”

“It’s the right size for you.” She steered him in. “Cot first. Up you get. I want to see you in it before we do the rest of the day.”

Climbing into an adult cot in a satin romper should have been comedy. It felt like a door clicking shut on a life stage. He lay on his back under the mobile. Stars on the sheet under his palms. Bars at his periphery. Trisha put the side up with a solid mechanical sound and rested her forearms on the rail, looking down at him.

“Colour.”

“Green, mummy.” Whispered. Real.

“Good girl. Five minutes under the mobile. Then we deal with the bags in the hall.”

He watched the mobile turn. Music-box notes plinked. Somewhere downstairs a washing machine ran. His cage sat locked and familiar. The cot held his weight without a creak. When she lowered the side he didn’t want to get out. She saw it and smiled without mocking him.

“You can nap here later. First, logistics. Adult voice in the hall. Soft when we come back through this door.”

The hall held three black sacks and his old suitcase. Not a surprise, not really. She had been bleeding his male clothes out of the house for weeks. Emergency civvies box still on the top shelf for fire-flood-daughter. What remained at her place had been a hoodie, two spare shirts, a pair of jeans that lived on a hook “just in case.” At his flat, she knew, the wardrobe still looked like a divorced man’s life. Today was about finishing the split.

“We’re going to your flat,” she said, already in coat. “You’re dressing adult for the car and the stairwell. At yours, we bag what’s left that isn’t work uniform for the week. Work kit stays in a single drawer and a suit cover, I’m not sabotaging your job. Everything else that says ‘man living alone with options’ goes to charity or the tip. You'll own soft clothes here and work clothes there and nothing in between that lets you pretend this is still a hobby with a costume box. Clear?”

His stomach dipped. “Clear.”

“Feelings are allowed. Stalling isn't. Shoes on.”

The flat looked smaller than he remembered, standing in it with her. She opened the wardrobe without asking for a tour and started making piles on the bed; charity, keep-work, bin. He watched his jeans go into a sack. Jumpers. The leather belt he had worn to the solicitor. A bundle of socks that were neither frilly nor useful for running.

“This shirt,” he said once, hand on a soft blue one.

“Work?”

“No. Just… nice.”

“Nice is a romper. Bag.”

He bagged it. The sound of the sack filling was stupidly loud. She found a drawer of old boxers and held them up on one finger.

“These have holes. Bin. You’ll wear what I put you in under work trousers when you leave me, or plain black ones I approve, function, not identity. Identity lives in the nursery.”

He nodded, jaw tight. Not quite sad. More like watching a bridge get dismantled behind him while he was still walking forward.

On the top shelf he found a box of cables and, under it, a folded stack of clothes he had forgotten; an old band t-shirt, gym shorts, a Christmas jumper Tamara had hated. Into the sack. A pair of smart shoes he never wore, charity. The empty wardrobe rails looked like a ribcage.

In the bathroom cabinet she found an unopened multipack of black socks and a bottle of hair gel he hadn’t used since before the separation. Socks into charity if clean, they were. Gel into bin. He almost joked about spiking his fringe for the club and stopped when he saw her face. Not angry. Just done with artefacts from a performance he no longer starred in.

“Photos,” she said, nodding at a shoebox on the wardrobe floor.

He tensed. “That’s… Tamara. Us. Old holidays.”

“I’m not throwing your history in a sack.” She nudged the box toward him with her foot. “That goes in the work drawer cupboard bottom, closed. You can keep memory without keeping a pair of jeans to match it. Different shelves. Different jobs.”

He moved the box. Hands careful. The distinction helped, history versus costume. She got it without a speech about closure.

By the time the flat was done, the place looked like a serviced apartment for a contractor; bed, kettle, work drawer, laptop, plant still somehow alive on the sill. No soft sprawl of identity. He stood in the middle of the lounge and felt homeless and housed at the same time.

“You’re not erasing your tenancy,” Trisha said, reading him. “You’re stopping this address from being a backup wardrobe. Pay the rent. Sleep here when work demands. Live with me in the clothes that tell the truth, about who you are, who I want you to be. A baby. You’re a sissy baby girl, got that?”

“Yeth.” He caught himself in the flat’s adult air. “Yes. I understand.”

“Good man. Coat. Sacks. Before I start vacuuming for fun.”

“Work drawer,” Trisha said, labelling it with a marker she had brought like a person who planned revolutions with stationery. “Five shirts. Three trousers. One suit. Running kit if you actually run. Pants and socks plain. That’s your adult costume cupboard. Everything else is nursery or gone.”

“What about when I stay here midweek?”

“Then you sleep in the plain pants and a soft t-shirt I'll buy you that doesn’t try so hard to look manly. Or you come to me. I’m not policing your Tuesday loneliness with a cane from across town. I'm ending the idea that you’ve got a secret third wardrobe full of escape routes.”

He sat on the edge of the bed beside a full sack. “It’s a lot.”

“It’s a room and some bags. The lot is the meaning. Say the meaning out loud, adult.”

He stared at the bare rails. “I don’t own man-at-home clothes anymore. I own work clothes and baby clothes. The middle is gone.”

“Correct.” She kissed his temple, quick and firm. “Good boy for saying it. Soft voice when you’re back in the romper. Up. Car. Charity shop drop before they close.”

They loaded the boot. At the charity place she made him carry two sacks in himself, adult-dressed, ordinary customer. A volunteer took them with a smile about “donations very welcome.” David almost laughed. If only you knew. Trisha’s eyes said she was thinking the same and enjoying it more than he was.

Home. Hall strip. Cage. Pink romper from the nursery shelf, not the hall box, she had moved the inventory. Soft shoes from the low rack. Dummy. The emergency civvies box remained on the high shelf like a fire extinguisher. Everything else soft lived behind the pastel door.

“Nursery,” she said. “On your knees, crawl. You don’t walk into that room like you walk into an office.”

He knelt. Crawled in. The pastel wrapped around him. Cot. Changing table. Shelves. She followed, shut the door, and the house’s ordinary landing disappeared.

“Up on the changing table. Back. Knees bent.”

The padded top held him. Safety rail against his hip. She unsnapped the romper, checked the cage, wiped him down with a warm flannel from the under-shelf like a ritual that needed no nappy to be complete. Cream on the faint cane marks from Thursday. Fresh snaps done up. He stared at the ceiling’s cream paint and felt ridiculous and correct.

“This table isn’t for mess we haven’t agreed,” she said, echoing the outline he had once only read in his own head. “It’s for care. For reminding you your body gets handled on my schedule. One day we may add wet training. Not today. Today is about the room being real and your wardrobe being honest.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“Good girl. Cot. Nap. Twenty minutes minimum. Mobile on. Mummy’s putting labels on the shelves so you can fetch toys by soft words when asked.”

In the cot with the side up he listened to her move around the room, peel of label stickers, the soft thud of books lined by size. The music-box mobile ticked its orbit. He slept without meaning to, mouth open around the dummy, one hand curled on the star sheet.

He woke to the side lowering and her hand on his stomach.

“There we are. Afternoon play on the rug. Then we finish the last bag, your flat’s bathroom stuff that doesn’t need to be duplicated. After that, dinner in the nursery on the low table. Finger food. Sippy. Full immersion. No kitchen-table adult posture tonight.”

Play was blocks and the tea set. She sat in the armchair with tea. When he tried to sit cross-legged like a man at a picnic she tapped her cane once against the floorboards outside the rug, she had brought it in and leaned it on the cot, and he dropped to hip and thigh, softer, little.

“Even the way you sit belongs to the room now,” she said. “Your body picks up how a room works. Give it the right cues.”

Dinner on the low table meant him on a cushion, her on the armchair dragged close, feeding him bites when she felt like it and letting him use fingers when she didn’t. Sippy cup of water. The changing table loomed in his peripheral vision like a promise. The cot’s bars threw soft shadows as the light faded.

“I used to think a nursery would be a joke if I ever saw one in real life,” he said, then caught the adult edges.

She waited. “Baby thought nurtherieth were only thories,” he redid. “Thith one ith real. It thcares me. I like it.”

“Both noted.” She wiped his chin. “Fear means you’re not sleepwalking. Liking it means we built the right room.”

After food she had him help, crawl-fetch, while she bagged the last oddments from his flat bag; spare deodorant she’d replace with something unscented she preferred, an old razor, a bottle of aftershave from the marriage years. He didn’t argue for the aftershave. Watching it go into the bin bag felt like pulling a splinter.

“Emergency box review,” she said at the hall cupboard. She opened the high box and showed him; one pair of jeans, one jumper, plain pants, socks, a soft collared shirt, trainers. “Fire. Flood. Daughter at the door. Medical emergency where soft shoes won’t cut it on a ward. Not ‘I fancy a day off from being yours.’ If you open this for comfort, we've a problem bigger than clothes. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Repeat the meaning. Adult.”

“I own work clothes at the flat and baby clothes here. No casual man wardrobe. Emergency box is for emergencies only. The nursery is where I live when I’m with you.”

“Good.” Box shut. Click. “Soft again. Bath. Cot tonight, not my bed, at least until you’re asleep. I want you to know where home base is.”

Bath. Romper. Story in the armchair with him on her lap, too big and the right size. Then cot, side up, mobile slow above him, night light a warm disc on the cream wall. She stayed until his eyes went heavy, hand through the bars stroking his hair.

“You own nothing but baby clothes in this house now,” she said quietly. “Work kit doesn’t count. It’s a uniform for somewhere else. Here you’re just my girl with a shelf of rompers and a cot looked after for you. How does that sit?”

“Heavy,” he murmured, soft. “Quiet. Like… done. Not finished. Done with pretending there’s a middle.”

“Done with the middle,” she agreed. “Sleep, baby.”

He slept in the adult cot in the pastel room with the changing table standing guard and the charity bags already gone from the boot to somewhere that would sell his jeans to strangers. Somewhere his old band t-shirt would become someone else’s casual Friday.

Before that sleep she had put a small soft bear in the crook of his arm without comment. He didn’t perform a voice for it. He just held it, dummy working, and let the last of the day’s adrenaline go. Somewhere in the house the washing machine beeped finished, likely cot sheets on a trial run. The ordinary noise made the nursery less like a set and more like a wing of a home.

“If Tamara ever needs the spare room,” he had asked earlier, adult, careful.

“Then we've warning, and the cot breaks down, and the shelves look like craft storage, and you sleep at your flat for a night.” Her answer was ready, as always. “I’m building a life, not a place for my daughter to walk in and get the full truth by accident. The room has locks and plans. You focus on being good in it, not sitting there inventing disasters.”

He focused on the mobile. He was good in it. Or learning to be.

In the night he woke once, confused by bars, then heard her breathing in the armchair where she had dozed off under a blanket, and settled. The mobile was still. The cage was warm from his skin. The room did its job and held him.

Morning light through the lined curtains was gentle. Trisha lowered the cot side and said, “Changing table. Quick check. Then breakfast in the kitchen, you’ve earned a chair if you keep soft knees and soft voice. After that, playroom hour proper while I order spare sheets online. Adult clothes only when you leave for the flat to fetch your work drawer into a neater system. You’re not moving in fully yet. You’re stopping the lie that you’ve got another self folded in the wardrobe.”

On the changing table she unsnapped, inspected, resealed, kissed his stomach above the cage. Final in a way Friday club tears hadn’t been.

“Nursery’s finished,” she said. “So’s the purge. Say thank you.”

“Thank you, mummy.”

“What do you own here?”

He looked at the shelves, the cot, the low rack of soft shoes, the romper on his body. “Baby clothesth. Toyth. Thith room.”

“Good girl.” She helped him down to his knees on the rug. “Crawl to the kitchen. Mummy needs coffee, and her baby needs milk and toast soldiers. Welcome to the room with a job.”

He crawled. Pastel behind him. Ordinary landing ahead. The middle gone out with the sacks. For the first time since the divorce, his clothes matched his life instead of covering it.

In the kitchen she poured coffee for herself and warm milk for him and didn’t offer him a choice of mug. Sippy on a worktop coaster. Toast on a plastic plate from the nursery shelf. He ate on a cushion with soft knees and listened to her talk about duvet toggles and wash temperatures for satin.

Domestic. Absolute. His. When she said he could have free crawl in the nursery while she emailed a supplier, he went without a glance at the hall cupboard’s high box. The fire extinguisher could stay unused. He had a cot and a changing table and shelves of toys and nothing left that pretended he was only visiting the person he had become on her floor.

The nursery was finished. He was, in the only way that mattered inside these walls, wearing his whole wardrobe at once.


Chapter 16

Speech training stopped being a nudge and became a timetable. Monday evening Trisha sat him on a cushion in the nursery with the cane across her knees and her phone on a little tripod she had bought for “garden time-lapses.” The camera faced him. Dummy clipped to his romper, not in his mouth. Cage locked. Soft shoes tucked under his thighs.

“New rule in the house during little time,” she said. “Every sentence ends soft. Lisp on the last word at minimum. Whole sentence soft if you can manage it. No crisp office landings. No accidentally sounding like you run a stand-up. I'll record. I'll play it back. You'll hear what I hear. Success earns comfort at the breast. Failure earns the cane and then the strap until I’m satisfied the lesson stuck. Safewords still work and still come out adult and clear, that’s the only exception. Clear?”

David’s stomach flipped. “Clear, mummy.”

She rewound with a finger. “Ending.”

“Clear, mummy,” he said again, pushing the y softer, the ee into something rounder.

“Better. We begin.”

She started with easy lines. Say your name soft. Say what you want for tea soft. Say thank you for the cage soft. He managed the first, mangled the second by landing hard on tea, heard himself on playback, the sharp little adult clip at the end sharp, and coloured hot to the ears.

“That,” Trisha said, tapping the phone. “That’s the office voice. Again.”

“Baby wantth paththa for tea, mummy.”

Playback. Better. She nodded once, unbuttoned two buttons of her blouse, and guided his mouth to her breast.

Suckling for comfort was not sex on a schedule. It was warm skin, her hand in his hair, calm, suddenly. He had taken to it in careful stages over prior weeks; now it was a formal reward chip. Two minutes. His jaw worked. Her thumb stroked behind his ear. Then she eased him off with a soft pop and dabbed his lip.

“Next sentence.”

They worked for half an hour. Record. Playback. Pass or fail. Fail meant over her knee on the nursery rug, three sharp stripes, then back on the cushion with wet eyes to try the same line again. Pass meant breast, brief, grounding. By the end his arse stung, his mouth was slack, and the sound of his own lisping voice on the phone speaker had stopped being only humiliating and started being a target he could hit.

“Good session,” she said, locking the phone. “We do this every little-evening for a fortnight minimum. Your tongue needs gym time.”

“Yeth, mummy.” Soft landing. Automatic. She gave him an extra thirty seconds at the breast for that one without recording, pure bonus, and he nearly cried from the fairness of it.

Mornings before work stayed adult, she was not sabotaging his livelihood. Hall to car to office; crisp consonants allowed. The second he crossed back through her door and the cage clicked, soft mode engaged. Every sentence. She enforced it without shouting. A raised eyebrow. A point at the cane. A quiet “ending” that made him rewind his own mouth mid-breath.

Wednesday he forgot during dinner and said, clear as a bell, “That’s really good sauce.” Playback wasn’t even needed. She had the cane off the wall hook before his face finished falling. Six stripes over the sofa arm, dummy in after the third so the neighbours got less of the yelp. Then upstairs, harness, strap, a hard precise fuck that left him open and shaking while she said, calm between thrusts, “Sauce is thauth when you’re mine. Try it.”

“Thauth ith really good, mummy,” he sobbed into the duvet.

“Again.”

“Thauth ith really good, mummy.”

She came with a low sound, pulled out, and only then unbuttoned for the breast. He latched like a man drowning and suckled until his pulse slowed, cane welts hot, hole aching, mouth full of comfort that had to be earned twice over.

“I’m not angry,” she said into his hair. “I’m training. Angry would be silence and cold shoulders. This is noise and heat and a way back in. Take it.”

He took the path.

The rest of the fortnight followed the same shape without needing every day written out. Record. Playback. Breast or cane. Soft endings until his mouth offered them first.

By the end of the fortnight the rule had settled into muscle.

The last formal exam was Sunday late afternoon. Ten sentences of her choosing, one take each, pass mark eight. Nursery tidy in the background. Cot made. He knelt in the pink lace romper with his hands on his thighs and the phone’s red dot like a tiny eye.

He passed nine. The one he dropped was a nothing line about the weather, tired tongue, hard landing on cold. She didn’t cane him for a nine-out-of-ten. She made him redo the single line until it passed, then closed the session with a long untimed suckle in the armchair while rain hit the window and she told him, adult and plain, that she was proud of the work ethic more than the fetish of it.

After the exam she mixed the tools ; one soft stripe as reminder, a short gentle pegging that was almost affectionate, then breast again, then cot with no dummy so he had to ask for it soft if he wanted it. He asked. Perfect ending. She gave him the dummy and the mobile and the side up and left the door open so he could hear her wash up downstairs like any other Sunday.

“Training doesn’t end,” she said that night in the cot beside the bars, speaking through them like a secret. “It just stops being the whole day. You’ll slip when you’re stressed. I’ll correct. Sometimes with milk. Sometimes with cane and cock. You don’t get to drop the lisp because you’ve had one good week.”

“Don’t want to drop it, mummy,” he said, and heard the soft landing land true without effort. “It feelth like… mine now. Not only yourth.”

In the dim she went quiet, then smiled with her voice. “That’s the aim. I start the shape. You keep it. Come here, side down, mouth.”

He fell asleep at her breast, pulled off gently only when his jaw went slack, dummy substituted, cot side raised. Trisha stayed long enough to play one old successful recording on the lowest volume, his voice, soft, thanking mummy for dinner, and then locked the phone and turned out the night light.

“Good girl,” she told the quiet room. “Sleep soft.”

Monday would put hard edges back in his mouth for money, and he would let it. Tuesday evening would take them out again under her roof, record, playback, milk or cane, the binary as reliable as the cage lock. He no longer experienced that as whiplash. He experienced it as a commute between needed shapes. Once, in the dark of the cot after she left, he whispered a whole soft paragraph to the mobile about being hers, about the breast, about the phone’s red light, about not wanting Tamara’s word back in his head. No audience. No pass mark. Practice for himself. The endings stayed soft all the way down into sleep. He did. Endings and all.


Chapter 17

Wetting began on a Saturday she had cleared of errands, visitors, and any reason for him to leave the house. Trisha told him over breakfast, sippy of warm milk already in his hand, cage locked under a yellow romper. Adult voice for the briefing. Soft after.

“Daytime toilet is closed,” she said. “You ask, I say no, you hold. When you can’t hold, you go where you are, mat, cot, my lap, kitchen floor. No nappies. The mess is part of it. I clean you after. You don’t clean yourself first and present a tidy version. I want the real loss of control, not you managing it to look neat. Blackout if something’s medically wrong or you’re in bad headspace. Amber if you need the rule explained again. Otherwise you hold until you can’t. Clear?”

David’s ears rang. He had known this was on the map since the changing table arrived empty of nappies. Knowing was not the same as the sippy in his fist and the bathroom door shut with a soft click she made sure he heard.

“Clear,” he said, then, at her look, “Clear, mummy.”

“Good girl. Finish your milk. Then playroom. Dummy in. No hovering by the hall toilet like a dog at a gate.”

He finished the milk. Already a mistake, probably. She had planned that too.

The first hour was mental more than physical. He stacked blocks on the nursery rug and ran a continuous background calculation; how full, how long, what if. Trisha read in the armchair with tea, cane absent, which somehow made it worse. No punishment theatre. Just a closed rule and time.

She had put a waterproof layer under the towel under the rug edge, he only noticed the crinkle when he sat heavy. The preparation itself was a kind of sentence; mummy knew how this ends. You’re not surprising anyone. You’re catching up to her plan.

At one point he tried bargaining soft. “Pwease little toilet, baby will be good all day.”

“You're being good,” Trisha said, turning a page. “Good is holding. Good isn’t negotiating the rule into mush. Blocks, baby.”

He went back to blocks. Built a wall. Knocked it down. Each impact jostled his bladder. He started timing his crawls to minimise jostle and she called him out gently. “Don’t game your own body. Move normal. Soft knees. Ordinary play. The hold is the work, not the waddle.”

He moved normal. Hated her a little for being right. Loved her for not letting him turn it into a cleverness contest.

When the radio downstairs burbled the hourly news, he realised how long he had been counting minutes and made a broken sound. She held out her arms. He crawled into them and got a dry kiss on the forehead and no toilet.

“Almost,” she said, palm on his belly again. “You’re close. Don’t rush it to get it over with. Let it take you. I want the moment you lose, not the moment you decide to quit.”

The distinction mattered. He nodded, dummy back in, and tried to stop steering.

By mid-morning the calculation got louder. He crawled to her knee and asked, soft, proper endings, for the toilet.

“No, baby.” Calm. Final. “Hold.”

He held. Returned to the blocks. Dropped one and didn’t pick it up for a full minute because standing on his knees and twisting made the pressure spike. She watched over her page and said nothing.

Second ask at half eleven. Third just before noon. Each no landed hard. Between asks she topped up a beaker of water and had him drink, not cruel gallons, just enough to keep the problem honest. “Hydrated babies wet cleaner,” she said, practical as washing instructions. “And I want a real bladder, not a dried-out stalemate.”

Lunch was juicy fruit. More milk. He stared at the sippy like it had betrayed him. She fed him apple slices on the low table and made him thank her soft after every few bites. Manners on top of agony. Effective.

After lunch he lasted twenty minutes before he was rocking on the rug without noticing. Dummy working overtime. Face tight.

“Colour,” she said.

“Green,” he got out, then softer, “green, mummy, ith hard.”

“Hard is the point today. Come here.”

He crawled over. She spread her knees and pulled him to sit between them on the floor, back to her shin, her hand flat on his lower belly over the romper. Not rubbing him off. Just resting weight there, awareness.

“Feel that,” she murmured. “That’s what we’re training. Not a costume. A body rule. When you break, you break in front of me. I’m not leaving the room so you can be ashamed on your own. Shame can sit on the rug with us.”

He nodded, eyes wet from strain more than emotion. Her hand stayed. The clock on the nursery shelf ticked like a villain in a gentle film.

He asked a fourth time. No. A fifth, voice cracking. No. She kissed his hair and praised the asking, “Good girl for using words instead of sneaking”, and still said no.

The end, when it came, was not cinematic.

He was on all fours, reaching for the soft plush toy she had deliberately rolled a full metre away across the nursery rug. Soft shoes slipped on the edge of the woven edge; his balance tilted, knees spreading wider for purchase. The hold simply failed.

Heat first, sudden, undeniable, flooding the front of the yellow romper. Then wet. The cotton crotch darkened in a rapid, spreading stain, the fabric turning translucent against his skin as urine soaked through and began to run in warm rivulets down the insides of his thighs. It pattered onto the towel she had laid under play that morning “for spills,” the sound soft and terrible in the quiet room. His arms shook. He froze mid-reach, arse up, head hanging low between his shoulders, a broken noise escaping around the dummy still plugged between his lips.

Trisha was there before the stream had fully finished. One steady hand settled on the small of his back, warm and firm, stopping the tremble from turning into a full scramble away from himself.

“That’s it. That’s my girl. Let it go. Don’t clamp now, too late for clamp. Good. Good baby. All of it.”

He sobbed once, sharp and high, the sound catching on the rubber of the dummy. The last of it left him in shuddering pulses while she stroked slowly up and down his spine, palm flat, voice never rising. Praise scrambled the shame mid-circuit. He could not hold both at full force; the two sensations collided and fought for space behind his ribs. Praise won by a hair, then shame flooded back in a hot, sick wave, then her mouth was at his ear, breath soft, words low and certain.

“Proud. So proud. Look at you giving it up for mummy.”

Something in him shook apart then, a full-body quake that was not orgasm and was not only crying. It was the complete collapse of whatever last scrap of adult control he had been clinging to, leaving him wet, trembling, and small on the rug in a soaked yellow romper while she kept stroking his back and murmuring good, good baby, until the last drop had fallen.

When it was done she did not recoil. She rolled him carefully onto his back on the still-dry edge of the towel, unsnapped the soaked romper with practised fingers, and looked at the mess the way someone looks at a job they had already booked and prepared for.

While he still dripped she made him say what had happened. Soft. Into the open air of the nursery. Not into her shoulder. Not muffled.

“Baby wet baby’th romper, mummy.”

Louder. Again.

The third time he almost laughed through the tears at how school-teacher the drill felt, the repetition so exact and patient it bordered on absurd. She allowed the almost-laugh as healthy and did not scold it away.

“Say what happened,” she said, wiping one thigh with a clean corner of the towel. “If you can’t say it, you’ll bottle it wrong. Say it until it’s just true.”

“Baby wet baby’th romper in front of mummy.”

“And mummy loved it.”

He shuddered hard enough that a fresh bead of urine rolled down the inside of one knee.

“And mummy loved it.”

“Good girl.”

“Changing table,” she said. “Can you walk or do you need crawl?”

“Crawl,” he whispered, ruined soft.

“Then crawl. Slow. You’re dripping. It’s alright.”

He crawled wet-thighed across the rug, soft shoes leaving faint damp prints, the yellow romper still heavy and clinging between his legs. She helped him up onto the table with practised hands, laid him out on his back, and began wiping him with warm flannels in thorough passes. Belly first. Then the cage. The insides of his thighs. His arse. The creases where skin had held urine and would hold it again if she left them. The cage was unlocked briefly for cleaning, rinsed at the little basin she kept in the room for exactly this kind of care, dried carefully, and locked back into place. Fresh cream smoothed over the cleaned skin. A fresh romper, mint green this time. The yellow one went into a wet bag without drama or comment.

“Look at me.”

He did. Eyes red. Mouth slack around the dummy she had not yet removed.

“You did the thing we said. You held until you couldn’t. You didn’t sneak off. You didn’t blackout for vanity. I’m proud of you. Say it soft. Mummy’s proud of me.”

His face crumpled.

“Mummy’th proud of me.”

“Again.”

“Mummy’th proud of me.”

“Good girl.”

She leaned down and kissed him. Not chaste. Slow. Claiming. The kind of kiss that left no room for him to pretend this was only caretaking.

“Bed. My bed. Not cot. I want room. I’m going to fuck you slow and you’re going to feel how wet you still are in your head while I do it.”

She took him down the hall on soft shoes. The leash-collar had been optional tonight and he had chosen it, so the clip went on and she gave a gentle lead, the leather quiet against his throat as they walked.

On her mattress she stripped the mint romper open at the snaps and left it hanging on his arms like a shrug, the soft fabric still warm from his skin. She spent a long time with mouth and fingers. Tongue first, slow and thorough, then two fingers working him open with patience until the tight heat of him softened and he started making those helpless soft noises that sat somewhere between protest and need. Only when he was properly ready did the strap go in. Without rush. Deep. Slow strokes that held none of the hard edge of Friday-night club violence and everything of sealing a ritual.

On the bed he kept apologising soft, the words slipping out between breaths, until she put two fingers across his mouth and held them there.

“No sorry for doing what I asked. Sorry is for sneaking and lying. You get praise and cock for this. Take it. Don’t water it down with manners that belong somewhere else.”

He nodded against her fingers. Received.

The slow fuck after the wet was different from punishment pegging and different from club desperation. It felt final. Each thrust locked the afternoon in place, the heat and the failure and the praise all pressed deeper into him with every roll of her hips. When he tried to turn his face into the pillow she thumbed his chin up and made him look. Tear tracks still wet on his cheeks. Soft mouth open around the dummy she had not taken out. The man who had once closed private browser windows at two in the morning now getting ruined open-eyed in daylight for wetting a romper by simple failure.

“Mine,” she said, not loud. “Even the parts you can’t hold.”

That broke another small sob out of him. She kissed it off his teeth and kept the rhythm kind and merciless, deep and steady, until he had nothing left but shake and suckle.

“You wet your little clothes for me,” she said, hips rolling. “First time. Not the last. Daytime toilet stays a privilege you earn back bit by bit, not a right you assume. Feel me. Feel what good babies get when they stop pretending they’re in charge of every bit of their body.”

He cried again while she fucked him, quiet, continuous, no holding back. She didn’t tell him to stop. She thumbed tears, kept the pace slow, leash loose in her fist, and when he clenched around her she groaned like the emotion was shared work. Unlocking the cage, she stroked him in time with the strap until he came with a broken soft wail, messy on his own stomach, empty bladder already spent, everything spent.

She followed soon after, grinding through it with her forehead to his, breath harsh, then stilled.

For a while there was only radiator tick and his sniffling. She pulled out, cleaned him with the same practical care as the changing table, and tucked him against her bare chest. Blouse open. He latched without being told, suckled through the aftershocks, salt on his face and her skin under his mouth.

“Talk adult when you’re ready,” she said eventually. “Head check.”

It took him a minute. “I thought I’d hate you for a second when you said no the fifth time. Then I wet myself and I only hated how much I needed you to stay proud. That’s… a lot to know about myself in one afternoon.”

“Useful lot.” Her nails scraped lightly over his scalp. “Any bad drop? The old Tamara kind of shame, or just scene shame?”

He checked carefully. “Scene shame. Hot. Not dirty-wrong. The disgusting word tried to show up and couldn’t stick because you were saying good girl while I was still dripping. Timing matters.”

“Timing is my job. Honesty is yours. You did both ends today.” She kissed his hair. “Rest. No more water games tonight. Toilet is open after dinner for a controlled empty, then we sleep. Tomorrow we talk about schedules, which days are hold days, which aren’t. I’m not destroying your kidneys for a kink. I’m building a supervised loss of control.”

“Thank you, mummy.” Soft. True.

“You’re welcome, baby.”

He dozed on her. Woke to late afternoon light and the memory of the rug like a film still. Heat. Failure. Praise. Her hand on his back. He flushed hard in the cage she had relocked and pressed his face into her breast until she laughed once, sleepy.

Evening was gentle Easy food. Speech soft. No cane. Cot early with the door open and her reading lamp on in the armchair until he slept. Once she checked he was under, she left the lamp on low and went downstairs.

Sunday morning schedule talk happened at the kitchen table with him on a cushion, adult windows for the medical and logistical bits.

“What?” he asked, soft.

“Nothing urgent.” She put the phone away. “We keep the rules simple and we don’t explain them to the neighbours.”

He snorted, soft. Ordinary Sunday, with a new wet rule sitting in the middle of it.

Hold days; weekend days at hers, and one weekday evening if he arrived before seven and she flagged it in the morning text. Not on heavy work presentation days. Not if he was ill. Water loading moderate. Toilet locked by rule, not by physical padlock on the door, trust and obedience, not DIY hazard. After a wet; changing table, clean cage, praise first before any other play. If he sneaked a toilet trip on a hold day and she found out, cane and a harder reset. If he wet early from panic rather than full bladder, they would pause the whole module and talk.

“First weekend of wet training,” she said through the bars as his eyes drooped. “You broke beautifully. I’m keeping you.”

“Keep me,” he mumbled, soft, already half under.

“I am.”

In the night he woke once needing a wee, adult and ordinary, and used the toilet with the door half open because she said she wanted to hear honesty at two a.m. too if it was a hold night, it wasn’t, but the habit of not hiding had started to stick. He washed his hands, crawled back to the cot because the room’s rules still stood after dark for entry, and climbed in. She was in her bed down the hall.

He touched the front of the dry romper, remembered it wet, remembered her voice saying that’s my girl, and fell asleep hard and deep without a single private-browser ghost at the edges.

Daytime toilet closed when she said so. Control held until it wasn’t. First wet witnessed, praised, then fucked slow into place until the memory sat deep and permanent.

The next wetting day was easier.

He stood in the middle of the nursery in another soft romper, hopping from foot to foot, thighs pressed tight, the familiar pressure already past the point of polite delay. She only smiled, slow and certain, and stepped close enough that her voice could stay a whisper against his ear.

“Wet yourself. Lose control. Become the pathetic sissy baby you wanted to be and lose control. Soon this will be a daily problem. Soon your body won’t know how to behave. Just wet… wet… wet… Piss is good.”

The words unhooked whatever last scrap of resistance he had left. Heat flooded the cotton crotch. He pissed himself standing there, the stream sudden and loud in the quiet room, shame written plain across his face as the warm dark patch spread and then ran down the insides of his thighs. She clapped once, soft, still smiling.

“I’m so proud of you. Soon I’ll be all you have left. Just my baby forever.”

Chapter 18

The weekend event was at a private house an hour out of the city. A place with a long drive, high hedges, and neighbours too far away to matter. Invitation only. Ageplay focus. The hosts were people Trisha half-knew from the munch circuit, familiar enough that the invitation had come with a quiet nod of recognition rather than formal introductions.

David read the rules twice in adult voice on the Thursday before. Consent culture. No photos without written permission. Littles supervised at all times. Private rooms available for closed play. A playpen bay in the conservatory set aside for daytime parking.

“Two days,” Trisha said. “You’re in the pen when I’m socialising unless I take you out on the lead. Soft the whole time on site except safewords. Hold-day rules Saturday daytime. Hosts know some of us run toilet training. There are mats and a clean-up kit. Night we’re in a guest room with a lock. That’s when I use more than the pen allows. Colour going in?”

“Green, mummy.” Soft. Nervous. Real.

Friday after work she packed the boot. Rompers folded neat. Soft shoes. The cage key already on her chain. A cane slipped into a garment sleeve. Harness bag. Towels. Wet bags. His dummy set. A long coat to cover everything until they were safely behind the hedges.

He stripped in her hall on autopilot. Cage locked. Pink satin romper pulled on. Collar fastened. The coat went over the top and stayed there until the high hedges closed behind the car and the outside world fell away.

Someone was baking somewhere in the house. The smell of cake or biscuits drifted through the hallway as a woman in jeans with a badge that simply said HOST-MUM showed them through to the conservatory. Two large adult playpens stood on wipeable flooring. Baskets of toys sat ready. A sofa perimeter ran around the outside where caregivers sat with wine and coffee and talked quietly over the heads of the littles.

Another little was already in the far pen, dressed in a onesie, contentedly chewing a teether while their mummy scrolled on the sofa. It looked ordinary. Normal, in the exact way this world knew how to make normal.

Trisha signed them in at the little table by the door, hung David’s coat on the row of hooks, clipped the leash to his collar, and walked him across the wipeable floor to the nearer pen. The gate stood open.

“In. Knees. Stay. Mummy’s going to say hello properly. You play. Dummy in. If you need me, rattle the gate once, not a tantrum shake. Try to make friends, and call me when you wet.”

He climbed in on soft shoes. The floor was thick foam, yielding under his knees. The bars rose to waist height when he knelt. She shut the gate. The click was polite and absolute. Then she was across the room on the sofa with a glass of something white, already laughing at something a silver-haired woman said about council bin policies, as if her baby were not locked ten feet away in pink satin.

The first twenty minutes David spent adjusting to the quiet fact of being furniture with feelings. Other guests arrived in a slow trickle. A daddy led a girl on a short lead and settled her on the sofa beside him. Two mommies arrived with a shared little who was steered gently into the second pen. Conversation rose around the perimeter: schools of thought on pacifiers, a recommended brand of plastic sheeting for under mats, someone’s brat who had tried topping from the bottom at a recent munch and been dealt with accordingly. Trisha’s voice threaded through it all, dry and competent. Every so often she glanced over, caught David’s eye through the bars, and gave a single small nod. He sucked his dummy and stacked the soft blocks the pen provided, hands that only shook a little.

A mummy on the far sofa asked Trisha whether David was new. Trisha answered yes, relatively, and that he did well with structure. The talk drifted on to cot brands and mattress depths. David listened through the bars the way people listen to radio, dummy growing wet against his tongue, the cage a dull steady pressure between his legs. He understood he was being discussed in the same tone people used for gardens: fond, practical, slightly competitive. He should have minded. Instead he marked the feeling green and stacked another block.

At one point the onesie little in the far pen crawled over to the shared corner and pushed a soft plastic car through the bars toward him. David pushed it back. A whole friendship conducted in plastic wheels and quiet eye contact. Their caregivers glanced across, smiled once, and returned to their conversation. The simplicity of it undid a knot in his chest that ordinary munches had never quite reached. Not performance. Parallel play. Adults made of soft rules simply sharing floor space.

Lunchtime hold got harder after a second juice he hadn’t asked for. Trisha’s quiet “drink up” had come from the sofa, calm and final, and he had obeyed. The pressure built slow and relentless under the pink satin. He rattled the gate once, the way she had told him.

She came at once. He asked, voice small around the dummy. She said no. She wiped the spit from his chin with her thumb, steady and unhurried, and added, “You’re safe. Mat’s there. Mummy’s right here.”

The right here mattered more than the no.

An hour later the hold simply gave out. Heat flooded the crotch of the romper first, sudden and unmistakable. Then the wet followed, soaking through the soft cotton in a spreading dark patch that ran warm down the insides of his thighs and onto the mat beneath him. The sound was soft, almost polite, yet it carried in the quiet of the conservatory. He froze on his knees, hands still full of soft blocks, head dropping as the last of it left him in shuddering pulses. Shame rose hot in his face, but the knowledge that she was near kept it from turning into panic.

She was, in fact, right there within thirty seconds. Voice steady. Hands sure. She did not apologise to the room beyond a dry “training day” spoken to the host-mum, who only nodded once and pointed toward the stack of fresh towels.

Cleaned and returned to the pen, he felt hollowed and bright. Another mummy offered Trisha a wet wipe packet from her bag unasked. Community as logistics. Trisha accepted. David suckled his dummy and watched dust float in conservatory light.

An hour in, bladder in his bladder from the hold rule and the welcome drink she had made him finish. He rattled the gate once. She came over, crouched, adult posture with soft eyes.

“Need?”

“Toilet athk, mummy.” Soft. Hopeful.

“No. Hold. You’ve got mat under the foam edge if it goes. Proud of you asking. Back to blocks.”

She returned to the sofa. He held. The other little in the onesie waved. David waved back, ridiculous and grateful for the peer who asked nothing.

He wet mid-afternoon during a loud burst of caregiver laughter, face burning, body releasing on the mat while Trisha’s glance flicked over, registered, and she finished her sentence about rose pruning before she stood. No drama. Gate open. Lead on. Changing corner the hosts had set up behind a screen, table, wipes, bin. She cleaned him with the same thorough calm as home, fresh romper from the bag, praise murmured against his temple. “Good girl. Perfect.” Back to the pen. Gate. Her sofa. His blocks. The wet bag already sealed like it was nothing.

Other mommies noticed without circling. One said, “Well trained,” to Trisha. Trisha said, “She tries hard,” and sipped wine. David heard and went hot-soft all over, dummy clicking.

Evening meal was littles on picnic blankets at the caregivers’ feet, finger food, sippy cups. Trisha fed him bits of quiche and wiped his chin. Speech stayed soft; once he landed hard on a word and she pinched his thigh lightly under the blanket edge, reminder, not scene. He corrected. Someone opposite smiled into their glass.

After food, more pen time while the adults moved to the lounge for a rule-reminder chat and more drink. David dozed against the bars with a plush toy the hosts provided, leash clipped to the pen frame so he couldn’t wander if the gate opened. Half-aware of laughter from the house. Fully aware of being kept.

Night; she collected him at nine. Guest room upstairs, en suite, lock that turned with a solid hotel-like thunk. Curtains drawn. Bag unpacked onto a chair. The cane out. Harness out. Lube. Towels on the bed like a medical cart arranged by someone who enjoyed her work.

Before the guest room she walked him on the lead through the kitchen to say a polite soft goodnight to the host-mum, who crouched to David’s eye level and said he’d been a pleasure in the pen. He said fank you with the lisp and meant it. Trisha’s hand on the leash squeezed once, reward signal.

Up the stairs his soft shoes made no sound on the runner. The house’s old wood creaked underfoot. Behind one door someone laughed; behind another a short slap and a moan, then quiet. Event house living. Their room was at the end, away from the worst of the noise.

She locked the door and let him stand still in the centre of the carpet for a full minute with no orders at all. Just breathing. The leash hung slack between them.

“Shake it out if you need,” she said.

He did. Hands first, then shoulders, a long shaky exhale that left his posture a little looser. Only then did the orders come, and the night narrowed to the space between her body and his openings and the careful placement of towel corners.

“Adult for ten seconds,” she said. “How’s your head?”

“Full. Green. I need you. I need not to be in a pen for a bit.”

“Alright. Soft again now. Clothes off the snaps. On the bed. Mummy’s using everything tonight. Mouth, cunt if I sit on your face, arse, cock if I decide to unlock it. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

She used his mouth first. Not the strap. Herself. She settled her knees either side of his head while he lay on his back, one hand braced on the headboard, guiding him with quiet, precise pressure until her thighs started to shake and she came with a low curse she didn’t make him repeat. Then she leaned down, kissed the wet from his chin, and called him good girl, plain and final.

Using every hole was never left as an abstract idea. After his mouth she put him on his back again, strapped up, and pressed a second, smaller toy into his fist so he could hold it against her while she fucked him. Both his hands and his arse worked for her at the same time. When she was done with that the toy was cleaned and set aside. She brought her cunt back to his tongue and kept him there until his jaw began to ache. Then the fist, slow enough that the guest-room ceiling went soft at the edges.

He safeworded amber once for the jaw cramp. She moved him straight to her breast, let him suckle for a full count of sixty, pure comfort, nothing demanded, then kissed his hairline and put him back to work with a quiet thank-you.

“Every hole doesn’t mean reckless,” she reminded him when he greened again. “It just means I don’t leave any part of you alone tonight. Including the parts that only know how to say please.”

He said please soft, often, until the word lost edges and became breath. When she finally unlocked the cage and took him in hand while the strap still filled him, the please broke into a sobbed thank you that made her thrust lose rhythm for one stroke, the only crack in her control all night, and he treasured it.

Sleep in the travel cot came sudden after the bath. He woke once to her hand through the bars checking his forehead like a fever he didn’t have. “Still proud,” she whispered to the dark. He was asleep again before he could answer.

Cage unlocked. She sucked him just enough to make him arch, stopped, laughed at his whine, locked him again. “Later maybe.”

Strap on. Him on all fours on the towel, knees spread, soft shoes still on because she had not told him to take them off. She worked the harness into place, slicked the thick cock, and pressed the head against his hole without ceremony. He pushed back on instinct. She gave him the first few inches slow, then settled deeper and began to fuck his arse in long, steady strokes that forced him open whether he was ready or not.

She kept going until the resistance was gone and he was loose around her, hole stretched and wet, dummy back between his teeth so the sounds he made stayed muffled and thick. Spit ran from the corners of his mouth. His arms trembled. She fucked him harder for a stretch, deep enough that each thrust punched a broken noise out of him, then slowed again and simply used the open heat of him for her own rhythm until his head hung and the dummy was shiny with drool.

She pulled out without warning. The sudden emptiness made his hole clench on nothing, a helpless flutter she watched for a second before she flipped him onto his back. Towel dragged with him. She climbed up, settled her cunt over his mouth, and ordered him to tongue her while his arse still gaped and fluttered against the air. Edge of cruelty. Edge of care. She rode his face with the same deliberate patience she had used on his hole, one hand in his hair, until she was wet enough to drip onto his chin.

When she fisted him it was with the slow glove patience of home, only denser for the long day of public holding and being watched. She worked him open finger by finger, then the gradual press of knuckles, then the careful tuck and slide until her hand was inside him to the wrist. He ambered once, voice cracked around the dummy. She stopped at once, eased back a fraction, gave him water from the bottle on the side table, waited until his breathing settled. He greened. She thanked him, kissed the wet corner of his eye, and took him further.

She fucked him on her fist with the same unhurried depth, turning her wrist in tiny increments that made his whole body jerk. Silent continuous tears ran from the outer corners of his eyes into his hair. He did not try to stop them. She kept the rhythm kind and relentless until his hole was soft and ruined around her and the only sounds left were the wet shift of the glove and the soft choked suck of the dummy. Then she eased out as carefully as she had gone in, cleaned her hand with the wipes she had set ready, and stroked his hair while he shook.

“Still here?”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“Good. Mouth again. Then I ride your cock unlocked until you come, then strap once more until I finish. You don’t sleep until I’m done. Event days you get seen. Event nights you get used. Both are mine.”

He nodded, ruined. Opened his mouth.

She kept her word. Unlocked him. Rode him facing away first, then facing him, collar in her fist, until he came with a broken soft sob. Barely a rest. Strap back. Prone bone deep and relentless while he shook through oversensitivity, dummy bitten hard, free hand scrabbling at the sheet. She came with her weight on his back and her mouth on his shoulder, teeth not quite breaking skin.

Aftercare was a bath in the en suite big enough for both, him between her legs, her washing his hair like the pen had never been a joke. Towel. Cream on sore rim. Cage back on. Romper. Cot was a travel-style adult cot the hosts had put in the room, she put him in it, side up, and slept in the double bed an arm’s reach away after locking the door and texting the host a polite night and thanks.

“Two squeezes on the bar if you need me,” she mumbled, already under. “Proud of you today.”

“Proud,” he echoed soft, and slept like someone had pulled a plug.

Sunday daytime returned him to the pen after breakfast finger food and a controlled toilet privilege she granted as a recovery slice, then closed again mid-morning for a lighter hold. He didn’t wet before lunch; she let him use the toilet on ask at one with a smile that said earned. Afternoon pen while the mommies did a gift-swap of spare soft clothes and swapped numbers. Trisha came back with a folded pale blue romper that wasn’t from her bag. “For you. From Anna’s mummy. She liked your manners at the blanket.”

David held the fabric through the bars and wanted to cry for a stupid gentle reason. “Fank you, mummy. Fank you Anna’th mummy.”

Trisha relayed it. Someone across the room laughed kindly. The social machine of the weekend, soft and strange, accepted him as cargo with a name.

At home he would greenlight it. He already knew. Evidence of a weekend he had survived intact.

“Event debrief in the car tomorrow,” she said. “Tonight you only need empty and held.”

Monday morning they left after polite goodbyes. Coat on. Dual mode at a petrol station for coffee, adult face, soft shoes hidden by the long hem. In the car on the dual carriageway she let him stay quiet a long time before adult debrief.

“Pen was harder than the wet,” he said eventually. “Being… parked. While you'd a whole personality with other people. Not bad hard. New hard.”

“You did really well staying put. I could rabbit on about the bins and still know exactly where you were.” Her hand found his knee over the coat. “Night use, colour in hindsight?”

“Green. Sore. Want it again with more sleep between.”

“Scheduled.” She indicated out. “Home. Nursery cot. Day off if you can swing it. You’re not going straight from every hole to a nine a. m. stand-up if I've any say.”

He swung the day off with a vague email about a personal appointment. Hall strip. Cage check. The new blue romper. Cot. Mobile. House quiet around the pastel walls.

Trisha showered, then stood at the cot rail with wet silver hair and a mug. “Weekend ageplay house. Playpen days. Private room nights. You were good in both lights. I’m keeping the blue one for pen days so your body remembers.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“Sleep. Mummy’s doing laundry.”

He slept. Dreamed of gates clicking and hedges and her voice saying she tries hard to women with wine glasses. Woke empty, sore, proud, owned.

She slid it into the HOUSE PLANTS album and kissed his forehead. “Weekend filed. Laundry’s on. You’re still sore, no fist tonight. Mouth and sleep if you need contact.”

He needed contact. He got her fingers and her breast and the cot, and the private house retreated into memory with a gate-click soundtrack and the ghost of every hole used on a locked room’s towels.

Two days parked. Two nights taken. A blue romper from the event, still creased from the bag.

He was already hoping, carefully, for the next invitation.

The private house would be there again on another calendar square. The pen would wait. So would the locked room and every hole she had named and taken.

He held the bar of the cot, soft shoes kicked off at the end of the mattress, and let the weekend sit where it belonged; not a dream tab, a place he had wet and waved and been fucked silent, with mummy on the sofa and mummy on his back and mummy in the driver’s seat bringing him home.


Chapter 19

The close call came on an ordinary Wednesday evening, which made it worse.

No event hangover. No special outfit planned beyond the house default. David had stripped in the hall, taken the cage, pulled on the pink cotton romper with the lace chest, clipped the dummy, and crawled into the kitchen because Trisha was making soup and wanted him on the cushion sorting dry pasta shapes into a bowl like a child in a catalogue photo. Soft shoes. Soft voice. Radio low. Rain on the window. The kind of night that felt safe enough to get careless inside.

Trisha’s phone lit up on the counter. The screen said Tamara.

For half a second nobody moved. The pasta shapes clicked once in the bowl under David’s hand. Then Trisha’s face went smooth, not panicked, switched, and she pointed at the floor under the kitchen table with two fingers, sharp.

“Under. Silent. Now.”

He went. Crawled under the table among the chair legs, romper knees on cool tile, dummy still in because taking it out might click. His heart hammered. Trisha answered on speaker by accident for one syllable, “Tam.”, then took it off speaker and pinned the phone between ear and shoulder, still stirring the pot like a woman with nothing under her table except dust.

“Hi, love. Yes. No, just cooking. Mm.”

David breathed through his nose. His own spit on the dummy shield. A chair leg near his cheek. He could see Trisha’s slippers and the hem of her trousers. Ordinary. Catastrophic.

Tamara’s voice leaked tinny from the earpiece when the volume sat high enough, not every word, enough. Work. A weekend. Someone called Josh. A question about a recipe. Then, clearer, as if she had walked into a quieter room on her end; “Has he tried to contact you at all? David. I know it’s been ages. I still wonder if he ever… I don’t know. Got help. Or got worse.”

David’s stomach dropped through the floorboards. He bit the dummy gently to keep any sound in.

Trisha’s slipper shifted. “He hasn’t contacted me. I wouldn’t expect him to. You were clear at the time.” A pause. Stir. “No, I’m not interested in a post-mortem every six months, darling. You’ve got Josh. You’ve got work. Leave the man in the past where you put him.”

Another leak of Tamara; something about disgusting, softened by time but still there, a pebble in the shoe. Trisha’s voice stayed even. “I know what you found. I know how you felt. I’m your mother, not his probation officer. Can we talk about the recipe you actually rang for?”

Redirect. Clean. David’s eyes stung. Gratitude and terror braided tight. Pasta water began to steam above. A drop of condensation formed on the underside of the table. He watched it fatten and did not move.

The call went on. Twelve minutes by the oven clock he could just see through chair gaps. Soft laughter once, daughter and mother, genuine. A complaint about a landlord. A promise to do lunch next month. Trisha said, “Love you. Bye,” with the exact warmth she used on family and hung up.

Under the table the minutes stretched. David counted chair leg screws to stay present. Four on the nearest bracket. A dried soup splash on wood from some earlier year. His bladder ticked, not a hold day, just nerves, and he clamped out of fear of any sound, then forced himself to ease because a shuffle would be worse. The dummy tasted of plastic and panic-spit.

Tamara said something about mum looking tired last lunch. Trisha deflected with a joke about garden soil and age. David thought of the polaroid in HOUSE PLANTS and the cot and the cane and nearly laughed, hysterical and silent. He swallowed it. His thigh cramped. He endured the cramp like a stripe he had earned by existing in the wrong room of the story.

At one point Trisha walked away toward the fridge, phone still up, and he saw only empty floor where her slippers had been. The isolation spiked colder. Then she came back, and her bare ankle was close enough that he could have touched it if he were stupid. He was not stupid. He watched a freckle on her ankle and stayed still.

When Tamara asked, faint through the earpiece, whether Trisha ever thought about “what kind of man” David had been underneath, Trisha said, “I think about my garden and my daughter’s landlord. I don’t rent space to old marriages. Change the subject or I’ll change it for you.” Firm. Maternal. Not a crack of the truth. David’s eyes poured; he didn’t sniff. Tears hit tile without a sound he could help.

She didn’t speak immediately. Set the phone face down. Turned the hob down. Then she crouched, lifted the tablecloth edge, and looked at him in the gloom under the wood.

“Still green?”

He nodded, dummy bobbing, then remembered and spat it softly into his hand. “Green, mummy. Thcared. Green.”

“Out. Slow.”

He crawled out. Legs numb. Romper twisted. Face wet without him deciding on tears. Trisha took his face in both hands and checked his eyes like a concussion protocol.

“You stayed silent. You stayed put. You didn’t rattle a single chair. That’s exactly what the emergency plan is for, and you did it without needing jeans.” Her thumbs wiped his cheeks. “I’m proud of you. Also I’m going to finish this soup because we’re still people who eat. Then you’re getting a long fist on the bed as a reward, not a distraction. You earned something good in a bad minute. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.” Voice shook. Soft landing held.

She kissed his forehead, hard, and put the dummy back in for the stretch while she cooked. He stayed on the cushion, hands useless in the pasta bowl, listening to her ordinary kitchen noises like they were a wall being rebuilt brick by brick. The phone stayed face down. Tamara stayed on the other side of a hung-up call. The secret stayed under the table where he had left it, invisible.

Soup. Bread. He ate on the cushion with soft manners while adrenaline drained into tiredness. She didn’t make him rehash every overheard word. She said only, “She doesn’t know. She won’t know from me. You did your job. I did mine.”

During soup she kept one foot extended so her toes could rest against his knee under the table edge, not under, beside, a private tap code; still here, still proud. He ate carefully. The radio muttered sports scores. Anyone at the window would have seen a woman feeding soup to herself and a weirdly seated guest. No one was at the window. The ordinary mask held.

“You don’t owe her a big make-up story in your head tonight,” Trisha said between spoonfuls. Adult window. “She gets her life. You get yours. We handle the overlap. We don’t turn it into a morals lecture. Soft again after this sentence.”

He nodded. “Yeth, mummy.”

“Good. Bread.”

He took bread from her fingers like communion with butter on it, and the worst of the call’s poison thinned into something he could digest with the soup.

After the bowls he crawled upstairs behind her without being told. Collar on, she buckled it like a period at the end of a sentence. Cage unlocked and set aside; reward meant access. Romper open. Towels. Gloves. Lube. The whole kit laid out with ceremony.

“Adult ten seconds,” she said. “Any drop from the call that makes deep play stupid tonight?”

He checked. The fear was still there, a cold coin in his pocket. Under it, want, bright and clean, tied to having been good under the table. “No. Want the reward. Want you to… take me apart kind. Please.”

“Soft.”

“Pwease take baby apart kind, mummy.”

“Good girl. On your back. Knees up. Dummy in when you need it, out when I want words. Colour as we go.”

The fisting was long by design. Not a climb to a single peak and out. A stay. She opened him with fingers until time went weird, added lube until the towel shone, talked him through the stretch in the low proud voice she had used under the tablecloth. When her hand seated fully he cried, not panic, release, and she held still inside him with her other hand on his belly.

She started with him kissing her gloved knuckles like a blessing, soft thank-yous, until the thanks turned into open-mouthed panting as fingers became more fingers. The collar ring tapped the pillow when he threw his head back. She told him to keep his hands on his knees, little-style, even while opened, posture as praise memory of the cushion and the pasta bowl.

“You could have ruined us with one noise,” she said, calm, twisting her wrist by degrees. “You didn’t. That’s not luck. That’s the same obedience as soft endings and hall strips. I’m putting my hand in you because I trust you to stay quiet when it matters.”

The words hit harder than the stretch. He nodded frantically, dummy in, then dummy out to say green, mummy, green, then dummy back when she pushed deeper and he needed something to bear down on. Spit on his chin. Lube on her forearm. Time measured in colour checks and the slow clock of her breathing.

Halfway through she rested her forehead on his calf, unusual, human, and just breathed with her hand fully in. “Still proud,” she said into his skin. “Still cooking soup after.”

He reached then without permission, found her hair, held on. She allowed it. The fist stayed. The evening, which had nearly broken on a ringtone, put itself back together around her wrist.

“That’s my quiet girl from under the table,” she murmured. “Took a whole phone call without a sound. Takes mummy’s hand the same way. Steady. Breathe.”

She worked him slowly for a long stretch. Tiny movements. Circles. The thick hold of her at the widest point while he shook and drooled and said green every time she asked. Once he went amber for intensity; she froze, waited, kissed his knee, let him green again, continued. No rush to finish him. The point was duration, being held open as praise.

When she finally stroked his cock it was almost secondary. He came with her fist still in him, a wrecked soft wail, clenching hard enough that she hissed and praised him through it. She didn’t pull out immediately. Rested. Let him flutter and tear up and laugh once brokenly at nothing.

“Out slow,” she warned, and eased free with care that made him sob again. Empty. Gaping. Owned. She stripped the glove, cleaned him, ignored the harness hanging unused on the chair. “No strap tonight. You don’t need more cock. You need this.” Blouse open. Breast. He latched like the call had starved him.

Suckling, he mumbled against her skin, soft, “Love you.” Not half-asleep this time. Spent and present.

Trisha’s hand stilled in his hair, then resumed. “I know. I love you too. That’s why I point under tables and why I put my hand inside you after. Both are keeping you.”

He cried quieter then, straightforward, and she let him.

Later, in the cot with the side up because he asked for bars soft, she sat in the armchair with tea and the phone still face down on the shelf outside the nursery like it needed a time-out too.

“Debrief while you’re little-adjacent,” she said. “What worked.”

“Pointing. Not explaining. Moving first.” His voice soft, tired. “You thounding normal on the phone. Like nothing under the table. That kept me calm enough to thtay quiet.”

“What spiked.”

“Her thaying dithguthting. Even old. And thinking if I coughed we lotht everything.”

“We didn’t. You didn’t cough.” She sipped tea. “We should drill silent-stay once in a while so it’s not only panic-new. Hide practice. Boring Next week I’ll put you under the table while I take a harmless call from the garden centre. Train the muscle without your ex on the line.”

He nodded, grateful for the boring version existing. “Yeth, mummy.”

“Sleep. You’re off the hook for speech drills tomorrow evening. Reward day extends. Mouth and cuddles if you want contact, no cane unless you ask for structure.”

“Don’t athk for cane tomorrow,” he mumbled. “Athk for under table drill thoon. Want the muthcle.”

“Noted. Good girl.”

He slept. Woke once with the phantom of Tamara’s tinny voice and the real of the cage relocked and the ache from the fist, and put himself back under by listing what Trisha had said; hasn’t contacted me; leave him in the past; recipe; love you bye. The list became a fence. Behind it, pink cotton and bars and mummy’s hand.

Thursday she ran the garden-centre drill as promised. Him under the dining table in the romper, dummy in, while she discussed compost delivery on the phone in the next room, then wandered into the dining room mid-call and set a glass on the table above his head without breaking her chat. He stayed silent. After she hung up she lifted the cloth, smiling.

“Pass. Breast and blocks. No fist tonight, you’re still tender. Proud twice in one week. Don’t need a crisis to feel loved; the drill counts the same.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

He suckled on the sofa while rain started again, same rain as the close-call night, now downgraded to weather. The phone stayed ordinary on the counter. Tamara’s name didn’t appear. Under the table had become a place he knew how to be.

Friday, still in the extended gentleness, she fisted him again shorter, a reminder not a marathon, and made him say soft while she was inside; “Baby thtayed quiet for mummy.” He said it. She seated her hand deeper in answer. The pairing, silence as service, fullness as thanks, wrote itself into him harder than any abstract rule about secrecy.

“Romance is just procedures when the stakes are this high,” she said, and he loved her for saying it plain without calling him stupid for needing the life.

He initialled the list like a man signing a lease. Then she took the pen away, put him on his knees, and made him ask soft for the short fist he got Friday, asking as ceremony, receiving as love.

“If she ever drops in,” Trisha said after, clinical under the afterglow, “you go to the nursery if there’s time, emergency box if there isn’t, and you don't try to be clever. Clever gets people caught. Obedient and simple gets people out. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Good. Soup again Sunday. I’ll put the phone on don't disturb unless it’s you or the host-mum list. She can leave a voicemail about recipes.” A dry smile. “I’m allowed boundaries with my daughter that aren’t about you. Remember that. Not everything is the secret. Some of it's just me being sixty-six and done with ambush chats during onions.”

He laughed, soft-ended, and she kissed the laugh on his mouth.

The close call didn’t stop the life. It proved the life had procedures. Under the table. Silent. Then out. Then proud. Then open on a towel for as long as mummy’s hand wanted to stay.

David filed Tamara’s voice next to old solicitor PDFs. Real. Handled. Not in charge anymore. Mummy’s voice stayed in charge. Mummy’s hand too.

On the kitchen tile, on a different night, he would crawl under the table during a nothing call and wait for her slipper to nudge him in praise. Training muscle. Love with a drill schedule.

The soup night remained the original; pasta shapes, rain, daughter on the line, baby under the wood without a sound, reward that left him walking careful on Friday and smiling about it on the bus with adult trousers hiding nothing that mattered.

He texted her once from work, unprompted; Still proud-quiet in my head. Thank you mummy.

She replied; Good girl. Hall at six. Cushion. No phone drills tonight. Just you and blocks and me not answering anyone.

He badged out at five-thirty like a man with an ordinary evening plan, and the ordinary plan was pink cotton, tile under a table if needed, and a woman who could stir onions while her whole secret breathed careful and silent between chair legs, then take that silence and turn it into a fist that felt like a reward. On the bus he watched the city go by and did not once draft a message to Tamara in his head. That was new. The old reflex, explain, defend, apologise into the void, stayed quiet. Under the table he had not been a husband on trial. He had been mummy’s girl on orders. The orders had worked. Home hall. Cage. Romper. Her mouth on his forehead. The phone face down on the shelf like a dog told to stay. He stayed too, in the only way that mattered; soft knees, soft endings, ready to crawl into the dark between chair legs again if the screen ever said Tamara during onions. Ready, after, to be opened long and slow for doing it right.


Chapter 20

The resignation letter was three sentences long.

David wrote it at Trisha’s kitchen table on a Thursday night in the adult clothes she had allowed for the task. Plain shirt. Jeans from the emergency box, worn under supervision. A mug of tea sat at his elbow and went slowly cold while he chose words that said nothing true and everything necessary. Personal reasons. Grateful for the opportunities. Last day in four weeks as per contract, unless they agreed sooner.

Trisha sat opposite with her reading glasses on. She was not editing his soul, only the commas. When the draft was clean she looked at him over the frames.

“You’re sure,” she said. It was not a question that wanted no. It was a last gate, left open for him to walk through or turn from.

“I’m sure.” He kept his eyes on the screen. “Running two lives is burning me out. Cage off at eight, cage on at six. Hard mouth at work, soft mouth at yours. Hold days. Munches. Under tables. I can afford it if I’m careful. Savings. The equity. Your offer on bills. I want to be mummy’s full-time. Not someone who just visits with a work badge.”

She studied him for a long beat, the kitchen quiet except for the low hum of the fridge.

“Full-time means you don’t leave this house without me. No solo bus to your flat when you need to clear your head. The flat gets emptied to a storage unit and a notice goes on the tenancy. Wetting becomes a daily expectation, several times, no nappies, still. You’ll be bored some afternoons. You’ll be sore. You’ll miss feeling useful at a job. You’ll take it to me in words, not in secret trousers. You’ll be a full-time baby. No more adult time.”

“I know.”

“Soft when we close the laptop.”

He nodded. The cursor hovered. He sent the email. The whoosh of it leaving sounded too small for the size of the cut. Then he shut the laptop, stood, and stripped the emergency jeans off in the kitchen with her watching. Shirt followed. He went to his knees on the tiled floor. She locked the cage. She held out the romper and he stepped into it. Dummy last.

“Yeth, mummy,” he said, and the soft landing felt like a signature twice over.

Work took the news with professional warmth and a card that lived for one night on her hall shelf before she binned it with his permission. He worked his notice in a haze of handovers and fake smiles, arriving at hers every evening like a man swimming to shore. On the last Friday he badged out, put the badge in the desk drawer for facilities, and took a cab to her road with a cardboard box of mug and plant and useless cables. She opened the door, pointed at the mat, and he stripped while the cab pulled away. The box went in the hall cupboard. The plant went on the nursery sill. David stopped being an employee in the time it took a cage lock to click.

During notice he kept the secret with the same muscles as under-table silence. Handed over clients. Smiled in the leaving drinks Mark forced him to for one pint. Said personal reasons again when asked, and Mark said fair enough mate, you look weirdly calm. David was calm. The cage was in his bag for the cab after. The future had a cot and a timetable of wets. Spreadsheets had lost the argument.

One night mid-notice he almost spiralled, pension forms, National Insurance, the adult gravel of admin. Trisha ran an adult window at the table with tea and a notepad, no romper, just him in a soft t-shirt she allowed as admin kit. They listed money until the fear was columns instead of fog. Then she pointed at the floor. Strip. Cage. Soft. Breast for the hour of being a competent adult inside a life that was done with performing competence for free.

“You’re allowed to be good at forms and still be my baby,” she said. “Speech rules and door rules are one thing. People still get to be more than one thing.”

Last day box in the cab; he watched the office block shrink and felt nothing like grief. Rain on the motorway. Driver silent. Home mat. Her finger pointing. The click. The end of commuting as identity.

Monday morning, first morning with no alarm for a stand-up, Trisha woke him in the cot with the side down and a sippy of milk. “Full-time rules start now. Listen adult, then soft all day.”

He lay in the cot for a moment after the rules, staring at the mobile, and waited for panic. It came as a small wave, money, identity, what will people think, then passed when she set a hand on his sternum over the romper. “Colour each piece if you need. You can green the life and amber a morning. Say it.”

“Life green, mummy. Morning… yellow-green. Big.”

“Acceptable. Milk. Blocks. No cane for feelings. Cane for posture and speech. Feelings get breast and schedules.”

He drank milk on the changing table after a dry check, legs dangling, soft shoes kicking air, and let the first full-time morning be nothing more heroic than cereal shapes and her humming while she opened the curtains. Outside, people drove to jobs. Inside, his job was hold and play and wet and ask. The symmetry was absurd. It held.

He listened.

No leaving the house without her. Not garden alone beyond the back step on a lead she held. Not bins without her at the gate. Not a corner shop. If she went out and he stayed, doors stayed locked, phone for emergency only, nursery or living room, no adult clothes. Wetting; expected three to five times in waking hours unless she said toilet-open for recovery. He would hold when told, go when body broke, or go on her now if she wanted obedience wet rather than failure wet. No nappies. Mess on romper, mat, towel, occasionally her lap if she chose. She cleaned; he helped fetch after the first week. Speech soft in the house always except safewords and scheduled adult admin windows, bills, GP, storage unit paperwork. Cage on unless cleaning or explicit unlock. Cot nights default; her bed as reward or aftercare. Boredom was not a crisis; it was a cushion and blocks and the sound of her life continuing around him.

“Colour,” she said at the end.

“Green, mummy.” Already soft. Already hard in the cage from the list alone.

“Good girl. Breakfast. Then first hold of full-time life. Drink your milk.”

He drank. The day began.

Full-time was not a honeymoon montage. It was hours. Morning milk and soft toast. Changing table checks. Playroom blocks while she did emails at the low desk she had moved into the nursery corner. Mid-morning wet on the mat while she was on a call about compost, she muted, pointed at the towel, unmuted, finished the call, then cleaned him with the phone still in her pocket. Praise. Fresh romper. More blocks. Lunch finger food. Nap in the cot with the mobile. Afternoon garden on the lead; soft shoes on wet stone, dummy, her deadheading while he sat on a mat on the path and held a trowel he wasn’t allowed to use sharps. He wet again sitting there; she finished the rose, then hosed the mat and took him in for the table. No disgust. Mild humour. “Garden-trained. Efficient.”

Evening; speech drill short form, soup or pasta, her programme on low, his head on her thigh. Night wet if the hold from late drinks demanded it, once on the way up the stairs, messy on the runner; she laughed under her breath and made him stand on newspaper while she stripped the romper, not cruel, practical, then fucked him slow over the end of her bed with the mess still metaphorically wet in his head. Cage unlocked for that. Relocked after. Cot. Side up.

By the end of week one he had stopped listening for the ghost of Monday emails. The silence where work had been filled with radiator ticks, dummy suck, cane taps for hard endings, the specific heat of wetting while she watched. He cried twice from overload, not scene tears, life-shape tears. Both times she stopped the schedule, put him at the breast, and let adult words happen on the sofa until the shape fitted again.

“Full-time means I can trust the house with you in it,” she said after. “Not as a flatmate. As my baby, on trust. Break that trust and we rethink the whole leaving-you-home thing. Keep it and you get more of this.”

He kept it. The honour felt heavier than the cage and lighter than the job.

“You’re not a prisoner,” she said the second time. “You’re a man who quit a job to be my baby full-time. That’s a choice with chores and wet rompers. If the choice rots, we renegotiate before it turns to hate. Daily colour. Weekly adult review on Sundays. Non-negotiable.”

Sunday reviews became the spine. Adult clothes optional; adult voice required for an hour. Money. Health. Head. Sex. Wetting frequency vs UTIs, none yet; water and hygiene strict. Social; next munch date, no solo anything. Tamara; still no contact; lunch with Trisha went ahead without him existing in the conversation. Storage unit paid. Flat deposit process started. He sat on the sofa proper for that hour like a guest in his own life, then stripped when she pointed at the floor and the hour ended.

Week three he hit a boredom wall, raining, no garden, blocks exhausted, speech perfect enough that drills bored her too. He stood tall without thinking and said crisp, “I need something to do, this is.”

Cane. Six. Corner. Then simple jobs on his knees until the boredom broke. He wet once mid-task, got cleaned, finished anyway. Purpose returned. She kissed him at the breast after and said full-time included real work, not only play.

“I’m not running a theme park,” she said. “I’m running a house with a baby in it who used to live in spreadsheets. Your brain still needs something to do. I give you jobs. You don’t invent a whole side project under my table.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

Full-time baby. No badge. No bus alone. Wet rompers in a pile by the machine. Soft shoes at the door only for outings on her arm. The emergency box stayed high and unopened. The nursery held the usual quiet after a wet and a clean.

On the Sunday that closed the first full month she ran the review and then took the adult hour’s last five minutes to say, plain, “I’m glad you quit. I was prepared to share you with a job for years. I like this better. You’re healthier in the face. You’re wetter in the rompers. You’re mine in the hours that used to belong to people who didn’t know you.”

The night before that Sunday he had asked, soft, in the cot, whether she ever missed the man who went to work.

“I see him in admin hour,” she said through the bars. “He’s useful. He’s not the point. The point is the one who wets when told and sleeps under the mobile on a fitted sheet. I didn’t fall in love with your work badge.”

Fall in love. She had said it before. It still landed. He pushed his face into the plush bear and said love you too, mummy, endings soft, and slept without dreams of inboxes.

He cried. Soft. Crawled into her lap despite size. Dummy. Her hand in his hair.

“Fank you for letting me,” he said.

“Thank you for choosing it with a letter and not a meltdown.” She unsnapped him, checked the cage, locked it again. “Hold day rest of afternoon. Three expected. No nappies. Night fist if you stay green through the mess. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

He wet twice before supper and once on her now on the sofa during a film, shaking, praised, cleaned, put back to her thigh like nothing. After cot-time stories she took him to her bed and fisted him long and slow while he sobbed thank you into the pillow, full-time and jobless and kept, every hole of his schedule open to her the way his body was open on the towel.

After, breast, dark, rain.

“No office tomorrow,” she whispered, almost amused. “Only me.”

“Only mummy,” he corrected soft, and fell asleep with milk-taste and the ache of her hand and the clean cotton of a fresh romper, the old life folded into storage with a padlock she held the number to, the new life measured in wets and meals and the sound of a door he didn’t open alone. Outside, somewhere, his old manager would assign his accounts to someone else. Mark would drink the pint emoji without him. Tamara would not know and did not need to. Inside, mummy’s full-time baby wet when told, crawled when told, slept under a mobile that ticked while a life that had finally stopped splitting itself in two went on around him.


Chapter 21

By the second month of full-time infancy, the days stopped feeling like a special project and started feeling like normal; expected, structured, occasionally rough, mostly liveable.

The days found a shape. Morning play on the rug. Wet when she said, for now, although he was beginning to find control something of a challenge. Lunch. Cot nap. Afternoon quiet or garden. Evening cane and sex, then early lights-out. He wasn’t required to track it on a board. His body learned it anyway.

Playtime was not a performance review. If he stacked blocks in silence she was content. If he crawled to her knee for hair-stroking he got it. Hard endings still earned a look that promised evening interest.

He wet mid-morning more often than not, hold from milk, break on the towel, praise, flannel, fresh cotton. Sometimes she photographed the dark patch on the romper before she cleaned him, phone click soft as a tut. “For the album,” she said the first time he frowned.

He greened most of them. The wet ones made him burn. She kept those especially.

Lunch on the low table or the kitchen cushion. Nap after; cot, mobile, lining, forty minutes minimum. He fought nap only once; she caned him lightly for the fight, not for sleeplessness, and the nap happened anyway with dummy and a towel under him in case. Afternoon was quieter, radio, her chores, him on a lead in the garden or folding towels on his knees. Second wet on now or hold, depending on her mood and his colour. Speech drill if his endings had slipped at lunch. Breast if they hadn’t.

Evening was the hinge.

After supper she would point at the sofa arm or the bed and the cane would come out whether he had been perfect or not. Perfect still earned six strokes as simple punctuation, a clean full stop on the day. Imperfect earned whatever the day was owed, counted out in steady measured cuts that left him breathing hard through the dummy.

He had learned to present without being told. Snaps of the romper opened. Chest down. Arse up. Dummy already in. The first stripe always landed with the same quiet authority. By the third or fourth the adult world was already closing out of him, the office and the emails and the old name falling away under the heat that bloomed across his skin. She never rushed. She never lectured during it. The cane did the talking.

When the stripes were finished the sex followed as naturally as the next breath. Strap most nights, deep and unhurried. Fist on Fridays, slow and thorough until he was open and shaking. Sometimes she settled her cunt on his mouth and used him there until she was done. If she wanted a mess she unlocked the cage and worked him with her hand or rode him until he spilled across the towel she had laid ready. Nothing about it was soft in the way of comfort, yet nothing about it was careless either. It simply completed the circuit.

Aftercare came next. Breast if he needed the closeness, or the cot with her hand reaching through the bars to rest on his back or the back of his neck. Lights out early. Full-time meant early nights and the kind of deep sleep that only arrived once the day had been properly closed. He dreamed about bins and soft blocks and the quiet scrape of toys across foam flooring. Sometimes the dreams included Tamara’s ringtone, the old work tone looping endlessly while no sound at all came out of his mouth.

The photographs thickened into a practice of their own.

She shot him in the yellow satin on all fours on the nursery rug, dummy blurred in the middle of a soft suck. In the mint romper asleep in the cot with one hand resting on the bear. On the changing table mid-wipe, face turned away, the lace of the chest panel rumpled and damp. Kneeling at heel with collar and leash, eyes down, the line of his spine quiet. Over her lap pre-cane, waiting in the exact present she had taught him. Post-cane, striped and still holding position, crying quiet with the dummy wet between his lips. Once in the garden on the outdoor mat, soft shoes muddy at the toes, looking up at her as if she had invented the sky.

“Album’s not revenge porn,” she said during a Sunday adult window, scrolling through the folder with him allowed to see the screen. “It’s how I look at you when the outside gets too loud. Also I like pretty things kept.”

He watched himself wet-patched and soft-mouthed on her phone and felt the old shame try itself on for size. It fitted less well than it used to. The heat was still there, but it no longer had the same sharp edge.

“Keep that one,” he said about a shot of him suckling, face half-hidden against her. “Delete the one where I look panicked mid-wet. Not because it’s wrong. Because I don’t want panic as my brand in your pocket.”

She deleted it without argument or comment.

“Veto heard. Good man. Soft again.”

Back to little. Romper pulled on. Dummy offered and taken. The day resumed as if the adult window had been only a brief pause in the weather.

He stopped counting days since the job. Morning play. Nap. Evening take. The small sounds of a life that had settled.

“Yeth, mummy.”

Naptime became fixed. She defended it against her own errands. “Tired babies become brats. So sleep.” He dropped off to the mobile’s thin tune with spit on the dummy shield and woke to her hand on his belly checking dryness. Sometimes wet from sleep; she cleaned without making it a whole scene, just a note for the album if the light was good. Afternoon continued.

“Bored is for people who don’t have a garden or a baby who wets on command,” she said. “Call it whatever you want. This is just how we live.”

He felt the need to ask though, the question sitting quiet in him for a while before it found its way out.

“What do you get out of this?” he asked her.

She took a moment to think about it, eyes on the middle distance, then looked at him properly.

“I’m not young anymore. I miss being a mother. I miss having a partner who is actually fun. This feels like a challenge, and I like challenges. Honestly, I thought I was done getting wet in the pussy region. Turns out the more you become a baby, the wetter I become.”

He smiled at her, the soft expression already settling over his face.

“Mummy pwetty. Coooo!”

She giggled, the sound light and genuine, then bent over and kissed him. Her tongue slipped into his mouth, slow and thorough, claiming the little space he had left between words.

He no longer woke asking what day it did for the office. He woke asking, soft, whether it was a garden day or a rain day, whether evening was cane-first or mouth-first, whether the album wanted yellow or pink. She answered with a finger point. He went.

Daily routine, in practice; a man who quit his job moves through a house on soft shoes from play to nap to punishment to sex. A woman with silver hair takes pictures for a folder named after ferns, locks the prints in a box, and calls it love without needing another label.

David, full-time, photographed, scheduled, wet and striped and fed, slept under the mobile while Trisha sat in the armchair scrolling the album with the screen dimmed, adding a caption only she would see; Tuesday, good play, proud.

Outside the curtains the city did weekday things. Inside, morning playtime waited again. Ordinary. Timed. Private.

Before sleep she read him no story beyond a short list; tomorrow play, nap, pose, wet, evening. He repeated the list soft and held the bear. She clicked one last photo of him drowsy in the cot, eyes half shut, dummy slack, stars on the sheet, and locked the phone.

The next day the weirdest thing happened.

He was playing quietly in his playpen, stacking soft blocks the way he always did, when a sudden warmth spread through the crotch of his romper. He looked down. A dark patch was already blooming across the fabric and a small puddle had begun to form on the mat beneath him.

“Er…”

His face went red with embarrassment.

“The correct term is uh-oh,” she said, already giggling as she came over with a cloth. “Not ‘er’.”

“No I…”

“Oh.” She stopped wiping and looked at him properly, understanding settling across her face. “So your brain is getting used to wetting itself. Great. You know that feeling when you’re near a toilet and the urge just arrives? Well now your brain thinks your panties are the toilet.” She laughed, light and delighted. “This is perfect.”

“Will I need nappies?” he asked, voice small.

“Maybe. For now I want to see you wet yourself.”

The problem became constant after that. He tried to hold on whenever the pressure built, but the old control simply would not come. Even when he felt the urge clearly and tried to stop it, nothing happened except the warm flood a few seconds later. She did not allow him to fight it anyway. Every accident was met with the same calm, pleased attention.

Then came the afternoon they were in Tesco.

He was dressed in girlie pink trousers and a matching pink blouse, soft and effeminate but still just about passable as a slightly flamboyant gay man if no one looked too closely. They were halfway down the household aisle when the warmth arrived with no warning at all.

“Uh-oh.”

Trisha looked down at the dark, spreading stain on his trousers, at the colour climbing his neck, and at the small puddle already forming on the supermarket floor. She laughed.

“Go tell someone you made a mess on aisle three. You don’t want anyone slipping on your piss, do you?”

“But Mummy…!”

“Now, pissy baby. Now.”

Horrified, he walked away on shaking legs and found an elderly woman in a Tesco uniform stacking shelves. He told her, voice barely above a whisper, that he had made a mess on the floor. She looked at the wet crotch of his pink trousers, frowned hard, and spat the words out.

“Fucking pervert.”

He turned and almost ran back to Trisha. She was still standing in the same spot, one hand over her mouth, shoulders shaking with laughter she made no attempt to hide.

Chapter 22

The house key had always been the weak spot. They both knew it. They’d put it on the risk list after the call, then they forgot about it.

Tamara had kept a spare key for her mum’s house since before the divorce. Emergencies. Watering plants when Trisha went away. Normal daughter stuff. She kept it on a ring with a supermarket fob. Trisha had meant to ask for it back once things with David got serious. She’d put it on a mental list, then she completely forgot. She never actually said it out loud. David had asked once about keys, and she’d said, “She rings first. She always rings first.” Until she didn’t.

The day it happened was a normal Tuesday.

An hour before the key, Trisha had nearly gone to the corner shop for milk. Then the rain got heavier and she cancelled with a shrug. “Blocks instead.” He’d been glad. His bladder was already full, and after the incident in the supermarket, he really didn’t want to go through that embarrassment again.

Trisha photographed him once at 10:40. Dummy, leaning block tower, storybook. Album stuff. He accepted it with a nod. Ordinary pride. Nothing on any list for what was about to happen.

At 11:05 he asked for the toilet and she said not yet, five more minutes, good girl for asking, but she knew he’d leak soon. At 11:09 his bladder started to fail. At 11:12 he was mid-lisp to the storybook when he lost it. He whimpered and started to go. He heard Trisha say easy, let it happen, the towel’s under you. As that all happened, he swore he heard the key in the front door.

Two problems at once. His body and the door. He could only deal with one of them mid-stream.

Soft shoes, dummy, and bladder noise filled his head. Trisha heard the lock shortly after he did, the scrape and turn of the front door, and her head came up too slow. The chain wasn’t on. Daytime. Sometimes garden centre deliveries. Habit.

The door opened, then closed, followed by footsteps in the hall that knew where the creaky board was.

“Mum? You in? I tried to call, phone’s been weird. I brought that lasagne dish back finally.”

Tamara came round the living room doorway with a glass dish under one arm and her handbag on the other shoulder. Mid-sentence. Then the sentence died.

David was on the play mat. Soaked pink romper, dark from navel to thigh. The hold had broken in the last minute. He was still wetting as the door opened. Bodies don’t wait for good timing. Dummy in his mouth. Soft fox toy in one hand. Block in the other. Rubber baby book on the floor. Eyes huge over the plastic shield.

He made a sound. Tiny. Muffled.

Tamara froze.

She didn’t drop the dish. It stayed clamped under her arm. Her face went through it fast; a grown man in baby clothes. That man. Her ex-husband. Her mum’s carpet. The wet. The dummy.

David saw her properly for the first time in years. Hair different. Coat he didn’t recognise. A ring on her right hand that wasn’t his. Life had happened to her too. She just hadn’t ended up in a romper on a mat. The unfairness of who was exposed hit him hard. He wanted the floor to open. It didn’t.

Trisha stood up. The seed catalogue slid to the floor and flapped shut. She put herself half between them, just a mother in her own lounge.

“Tamara,” she said, calm and steady. “Put the dish on the sideboard. Don’t drop it.”

Tamara’s mouth opened. Closed. Her eyes locked on David as if blinking might make it worse. The dish stayed where it was.

David couldn’t move. The plan said nursery if there was time, emergency box if not. There was no time. Just the mat, the wet cooling on his thighs, Tamara’s coat still half on, and the fox in his fist. He should spit the dummy. Stand up. Say something adult. He stayed on his knees. His knees had forgotten the other options. And part of him, trained for this, waited for mummy to say the next colour.

“What,” Tamara said. Flat. “What the fuck.”

“Language,” Trisha said, automatic and absurd, then shook her head once. “Sit down before you do something stupid. David, stay. Don’t you dare bolt.”

Stay. The word hit him hard. He stayed. Tears came without sound, rolling around the dummy shield. The wet patch spread a little more as his bladder finished emptying. The humiliation was total. He could barely think.

Tamara’s laugh was one hard bark. “Stay? Mum. That’s, that’s David. That’s my ex-husband in a fucking babygro on your floor covered in, is that piss? Is he wearing a dummy?”

“Yes,” Trisha said. “Put the dish down.”

The dish went onto the sideboard with a clack. David flinched. Tamara’s handbag slid off her shoulder onto a chair. She stayed standing, coat still on, keys still in her fist, supermarket fob and the spare that had undone months of careful doors.

“You knew,” Tamara said. Then, sharper, at Trisha; “How long.”

“We’re not going through the whole history with him shaking on the rug.” Trisha’s voice stayed level. “You walked in unannounced with a key I should have taken back. That’s on me. What you’re looking at is on both of us, him and me, and it's consensual, adult, and not your marriage anymore.”

David made another noise. Trisha glanced down. “Dummy out. Babytalk if you speak. Colour.”

His hand rose like it belonged to someone else. Dummy out. String of spit. “Green,” he whispered. Then the training kicked in even here. “Green, mummy.”

The word mummy hit the room hard.

Tamara’s face went blotchy. “Mummy. Mummy. You’re calling her, he calls you, I told you what he was. I told you. And you, what, recruited him? You turned my mother into your sick fetish.”

“Enough,” Trisha said, and the cane-hook voice came out without the cane. “You won't call him sick on my floor. You can be shocked. You can be angry. You can leave. You can't stand there and hammer him with the same word you used the night you ended a marriage for your own pathetic reasons.”

Silence.

Tamara looked at him again, really looked, cage-outline under soaked cotton if she knew how to see it, frilly socks, lace chest, the soft shoes by the rug, the kitchen just visible through the door. Her throat worked.

“Get up,” she said to him. “Put normal clothes on. We’re going to talk like human beings.”

David’s eyes went to Trisha.

That glance said everything.

Trisha said, quiet, “He doesn’t have ‘normal clothes’ in this house the way you mean. He has an emergency box for fires and for you, as it happens. I’m not dressing him for your comfort. David, towel. Changing table. Now. Crawl.”

“Crawl?” Tamara’s voice cracked high.

David crawled. Past Tamara’s boots. Past the lasagne dish. Face burning so hard it hurt. Wet romper clinging. Up the hall on hands and knees because mummy had said crawl, and the only way through the panic was the next instruction. Behind him Tamara made a strangled sound. Trisha’s footsteps followed, then her voice over her shoulder. “You can come up and stand in the doorway or wait in the kitchen. You don’t touch him. You don’t photograph him. You don’t call anyone. Choose.”

Each knee left a faint damp mark on the hall runner. He’d scrub it later if he was still allowed chores. Or mummy would. Crawl. Doorway. Boot. Coat hem. Tamara’s coat was different. Everything was different. The detail nearly made him laugh, and that laugh would’ve been hysteria. He crawled past it. Upstairs felt like a mile. The changing table felt like the only safe place left.

While Trisha cleaned him he shook hard enough that she had to pause and pin his hip. “Name five things in the room. Soft.”

“Table. Cream. Window. Towel. Mummy.”

“Again when you spiral. You’re here. She’s downstairs. She doesn’t get this table.”

He nodded. The mint romper went on. Soft shoes. She left the lace pink in the wet bag without letting him look at it again.

On the changing table Trisha worked fast and practical, wet bag, flannels, cream, dry mint romper, dummy clipped not seated, eyes on his face. “Adult ten seconds. Stay with me. Colour.”

“Yellow,” he croaked. “Not red. Don’t make me talk to her alone.”

“You won’t.” Hard kiss on his forehead. “Soft, babytalk if you speak downstairs. Or silent. Silent is fine. I’m going to tell her the truth. You’re going to sit on the cushion and breathe. If you hit red, you say it, and I get you out. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.” Soft. Shaking. He paused. “I love you, Trisha.” He said in his adult voice, making sure she knew.

“I love you too David.” She smiled, kissing him. “You’re mine now, not hers.”

Tamara was in the kitchen doorway when they came down. David on his feet this time. Trisha’s hand on his nape, steering. Cushion on the floor by the table. He sat. Knees soft. Hands on thighs. Mint romper dry on his skin. Heart still hammering.

Tamara stared at the cushion as if it were a second dummy.

“You’re keeping him,” she said to her mother. “Like a pet.”

“I’m keeping him like a partner with a structure you don’t have to like,” Trisha said. She filled the kettle because her hands needed a job. “Sit down, Tamara. If you stand over us like a judge you won’t hear anything.”

Tamara sat on a hard chair opposite the cushion, coat still on, keys still in her fist. Metal dug into her palm. David watched the keys the way he might watch a cane, the thing that had already done the damage.

“How long,” Tamara said again.

Trisha looked at David. He nodded once, tiny. Permission for her to tell his story.

“We met by chance about a ten months or so ago,” Trisha said. “In a bar. We talked, shared our truths and we realised we were more compatible for each other than we realised. Then ordinary dating for a bit, before moving on to the rest, which is what you saw. He quit his job, a mutual decision. He lives here full-time under rules we both keep. The baby clothes, the speech, the wetting, the rest, are by design. I asked for them. Not punishment for what he hid from you. A life he and I chose.”

David closed his eyes. Opened them. Tamara was looking at him now, not through him.

“You left me for this,” she said, quiet. Wrong order. Right wound. “You’d rather be her baby than my husband.”

He found soft words because hard ones wouldn’t come. “I left because you found the folders and you were done. Thith came after. I’m thorry you thaw it like thith. I’m not thorry it exithts.”

The lisp made her flinch harder than the content. He stopped talking. Trisha’s hand settled on his hair from above, possessive and steadying.

Tamara’s eyes shone. Not tears yet, heat. “I need a minute. I need.” She stood. Keys jangled. “I’m going to put this dish away properly and stand in the garden and not scream. Don’t follow me.”

She went out the back door. The key ring stayed on the kitchen table, left behind without thinking. Trisha pocketed it in one smooth movement.

David shook on the cushion. “Mummy.”

“I know. Breathe. You stayed on the mat when it mattered. You crawled when told. You didn’t hit red. I’m proud of you in a mess that should never have happened this way.” She crouched, met his eyes. “We get through the next hour. Then we deal with keys and fallout. Colour.”

“Yellow-green,” he whispered. “Fox eth still on the floor.”

“I’ll get the fox. You sit.”

Through the window Tamara stood on the wet path with her arms wrapped around herself. The lasagne dish was done. She looked small against the rose bushes. Inside, David sat on a cushion in a mint romper. His ex-wife’s key was in his mummy’s pocket. The dark pink wet romper was sealed in a bag in the hall.

David watched her shoulders jump once. A sob or a curse, hard to tell through the glass. He still didn’t want her in pain. He also didn’t want her disgust rescuing him again. Both things were true at once.

Trisha poured three mugs she might not use. Her hands needed something to do. “When she comes back in, you don’t apologise for existing. You can apologise for how she found out. Those are different. If she demands you stop this, you don’t answer. I answer. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Proud of you,” she said again, because he needed it locked in before the next wave. “You can be scared and proud at the same time.”

The back door handle moved. Tamara coming in. Rain on her hair. Eyes red. The freeze in the living room was over. The long mess after was starting.

David held the fox hard enough that a seam creaked. Soft shoes flat on the kitchen tile. Dummy clipped on his chest. Mummy’s hand found his nape. The key sat in her pocket, warm from her hip, already no longer Tamara’s.

What came next was another conversation. What had been seen couldn’t be unseen. Pink. Wet. Dummy. Lisp. Mat. Mummy. Frozen daughter in the doorway with a blue lasagne dish.

David breathed in for four counts because someone at a munch once said it helped. It helped a little. Mummy’s hand helped more. Tamara wiped her feet out of habit, still half a daughter in this hall. The three of them sat in the kitchen and waited.

She had seen. She hadn’t left yet.

Trisha put the soft fox in David’s hands, kissed his hair.

David held the fox and didn’t lisp to it. He breathed. He waited. Full-time had included under tables and playpens and clubs. It hadn’t included this. His body still sat where mummy had put him, clean and shaking, while the house held three people and one ruined secret on a Tuesday that had been normal until the lock turned.


Chapter 23

Tamara came back in with rain on her shoulders and her jaw locked tight.

Trisha pointed at the same hard chair. “Sit. Make tea if you want. I’m going to talk. You’re going to let me get through this before you start cross-examining. David stays on the cushion unless he hits a safeword, you don’t need to learn those today. If you can’t do that, leave. We’ll book a proper chat later.”

Tamara sat. Coat still on. Hands flat on the table. The empty third mug steamed near the kettle. David sat on the floor cushion with the fox in his lap, mint romper, soft shoes, dummy clipped on his chest, trembling in small waves he couldn’t stop. Trisha stood a moment longer, calm not threatening, then sat opposite her daughter with her chair angled so she could see both of them.

“Full truth,” Trisha said. “Not a defence. Just what happened. In order.”

She started where Tamara already knew the story.

David listened to his own divorce without the usual heat. In Trisha’s mouth it was calm and factual. Tamara’s shoulders loosened half an inch at you had every right, then tightened again when the bar came into the story.

“A chance,” Tamara said. “Nothing’s chance.”

“Some things are,” Trisha replied. “I walked into a bar. You can call it fate if you need someone to blame. I call it a Friday. You married him. He hid something that scared you when you found it. Browser history. Journals. Fantasies about being dressed little, treated like a baby, older women, sex mixed in. You called it disgusting. You ended the marriage. You had every right. But I’m not here to undo your divorce.”

Tamara’s mouth twitched. Trisha raised a finger once. Wait.

“He moved out. Lived alone. Same wants. Didn’t act offline for years and honestly, your convictions don’t match my own. I ran into him in a quiet bar on a wet Friday. Recognised him. Sat down. Told him I knew enough of what you’d spat out that first week. Told him I wasn’t going to fake horror to keep you company. Your word for him was never view.”

David’s hands tightened on the fox. He kept his eyes on the tile grout line between Tamara’s chair leg and the cupboard.

“We talked for hours,” Trisha went on. “And when the bar closed, I drove him home. That could’ve been the end. It wasn’t. He came to dinner when I invited him. We slept together. Ordinary adult sex first. Three weeks of normal dating, meals, evenings, beds, no rompers. He still kept the deeper stuff locked up but I wanted more. I waited for it. I’d been researching it ever since you told me about it and honestly, it turns me on. I got tired of watching him dodge it, so I opened it. After testing the water, I made a decision. I told him to decide what he wanted and he decided he wanted me. He quit his job and dedicated himself to me.”

David’s ears burned. Hearing that sentence in this kitchen with Tamara three feet away rewrote the memory on the spot. Trisha’s voice stayed matter-of-fact.

“He could have walked out. He didn’t. We built from there. First weekend. Speech. I built a nursery. We joined a special club with an event house. He greened everything.”

Tamara’s fingernail picked at a chip in the mug rim. “You say greened like I’m supposed to understand what that means.”

“Green means go. Yellow means ease up. Red means stop. He has those. You don’t run them. I do.” Trisha glanced at David. “Colour now, soft.”

“Yellow-green, mummy,” he managed around the edge of composure, dummy still clipped not seated. “Thaying.”

“Staying,” Trisha translated for Tamara without mockery. “Good girl.”

The good girl made Tamara’s nostrils flare. She didn’t explode. Progress. Thin progress.

Tamara laughed once, sharp. “Full-time. He was on your floor covered in piss calling you mummy.”

“Yes,” Trisha said. No flinch. “Wetting is part of the training I asked for. No nappies. Mess is on purpose. Soft baby speech in the house. He’s caged sometimes. I have photos for a private album you’ll never see.”

Silence stretched. The fridge hummed. David trembled harder and hated that he couldn’t stop. The cushion felt too thin.

“You slept with my husband,” Tamara said.

“Your ex-husband. After you were done with him. After a chance meeting. I didn’t hunt him through your contacts.” Trisha’s voice stayed even. “If you need to hate me, hate me. But don’t make him out as my victim. I can quote dates. How many times he safeworded. How I stopped. This isn’t a cult. It’s a relationship with rules.”

Tamara looked at David. “Say something that isn’t baby talk.”

Trisha glanced down. “Adult window. Short. You can give her plain sentences. Then soft again if you need.”

David swallowed. His voice came out rough, mostly flat, a few endings trying to soften out of habit. “I wanted this before I met your mum again. I hid it from you. That was on me. What you saw on the mat is consensual. I’m not a prisoner. I love her. I’m sorry you walked in with a key. I’m not going to pretend I’m cured of the thing that ended us.”

He stopped. Breath shook. Trisha’s fingers found his nape, one squeeze. Soft optional. He stayed quiet rather than risk a lisp in the wrong second.

Tamara’s eyes shone. “You love her? My mother?”

“Yes,” David said.

“And you,” Tamara said to Trisha, “love… that.” A nod at the romper, the fox, the whole posture of him on the floor.

“I love him,” Trisha said. “I love this game. I also love you. Both can still be true.”

“Don’t therapy-voice me.”

“Then don’t cast me as the villain.” A moment. “You kept a key and you came in. You didn’t ring. That’s the only bit today I’ll own as mine. I should’ve taken the key back when this became his home too. That was on me. Not his kink.”

Tamara’s hand opened on the table. Closed. “Does anyone else know?”

“People in that world know a baby exists with me, but otherwise no, as yet, nobody you know, or who know you, knows. I would like that to change eventually.”

“I brought a dish back.” Small. Almost absurd.

“I know.” Trisha almost smiled. Didn’t.

David made a small sound. Both women looked. He shook his head, not red, not speaking. Trembling had become shivering. Trisha pulled the throw off the sofa arm and wrapped it around his shoulders over the romper. Care in front of Tamara. Another fact on the table.

“He’s cold,” Tamara said, flat, as if noticing a radiator fault.

David wanted to say sorry he was cold, sorry he was shaking, sorry about the fox and the sippy and the whole setup on the cushion. Trisha had already told him not to apologise for existing. He chewed the inside of his cheek and counted breaths. He stared at a rain spot on Tamara’s coat sleeve until the urge to bolt passed.

“Does he sleep in a cot,” Tamara asked, sudden, almost clinical.

“Often. Upstairs. Adult-sized. We won’t tour it today.”

“I don’t want a tour.” Too fast. Then, quieter; “I wanted to return a lasagne dish and have a cup of tea. I got a TED talk on my mother’s sex life.”

“You got honesty after an accident,” Trisha said. “I’ll take the TED talk insult. I’ve earned worse from you as a teenager.”

That almost cracked something normal between them, old mother-daughter sniping with known rules. Then David shifted on the cushion, the romper rustled, and the known rules were gone again.

“Adrenaline. Shock. He’s stayed on the cushion because I asked him to. That’s obedience, not stupidity.” Trisha kept her hand on the throw at his shoulder. “Ask what you need to ask. Skip the insults if you want answers.”

Tamara rubbed her face with both hands. When she spoke again the volume had dropped. “The journals. The things I read. You’re doing all of it. The older woman. The little clothes. The… humiliation.”

“Some of it,” Trisha said. “Not a checklist from your memory of a PDF. Our version. His limits. Mine. Wetting came later. Fist and cane and public play when he greened them. He has words that stop everything. He’s used them. I stop.”

“I can’t unsee the dummy.”

“No.”

“Or you calling him good girl in my peripheral vision while you wiped him upstairs.”

“Then don’t request a replay.”

David’s face burned while they talked about him. Being described while trembling on the floor in baby clothes was worse than the club. Sharper. Tamara’s gaze still carried the marriage and the word disgusting. He breathed in four counts.

Tamara said, “I told you he was sick and you said I was a prude.”

“I said you were narrowminded about sex and hurt about secrecy,” Trisha corrected. “I didn’t say your boundaries were invalid. I said you didn’t have the whole picture of him. Today doesn’t make me wrong about that. It makes me someone who acted on a different view.”

“Acted on my ex.”

“Yes.”

The simple yes sat between them. No softener.

Tamara stood up, sat down again. Nowhere for the energy to go. “What do you want from me? Permission? Silence? A scene?”

“I want you not to blow up his life or mine out of shock,” Trisha said. “No mass messages. No ringing his old work, he’s gone anyway. No gossip with your sister till you’ve slept on it at least one night. After that, you decide how much mum-daughter contact you can handle while he’s in my house. I won’t hide him in a cupboard when you visit. You call. You knock. The key stays here.”

She set Tamara’s key ring on the table without the house key. That stayed in her pocket. The ring looked lighter.

Tamara stared at the keys. “You took it already.”

“While you were in the garden. Yes.”

A beat. Then Tamara’s mouth twitched, unwilling respect. “Of course you did.”

David whispered, soft before he could stop it, “Thorry about the key. Thorry about the math.” He winced. “Mat.”

Tamara flinched at the lisp, then forced herself to look at him properly. “Stop apologising for the mat. I opened the door. Mum’s right about that much.” Her voice cracked. “I don’t know what to do with the rest of it. You’re sitting on the floor in, that, and you’re shaking and she’s petting you and I feel like I’ve walked into a different species’ house.”

“It’s still my house,” Trisha said. “You’re still my daughter. He’s still a person. Different species is drama. Drink your tea.”

Tamara wrapped her hands around the third mug eventually, more for heat than thirst. David sipped from a sippy Trisha put in his hands without asking Tamara. Practical. Hydration after shock. The plastic cup was another fact on the table. Tamara watched him drink and didn’t speak for a full minute.

“The three weeks,” she said finally. “Ordinary dating. Was he thinking about this the whole time with you?”

“Yes,” David said, adult as he could. “I was also thinking about her. Both. Then she opened the door to both at once.”

“And you never called me to say you’d… found someone. My mother.”

“Would you've wanted that call?” Trisha asked.

Tamara’s silence was the answer.

The fridge cycled off. Rain ticked harder. David’s tremble eased a bit under the throw. Enough to notice his bladder was empty and his face was sticky with dried tears. He wanted the dummy in for comfort and didn’t dare until Trisha tapped the clip. Permission. He put it in. Sucked. Tamara watched that too. Throat moving. Eyes complicated.

“I need time,” Tamara said. “I’m going home. I’m not promising silence forever. I’m promising I’m not opening Instagram in the car. I may call you tomorrow. I may not. If I come back, I ring first.”

“Good,” Trisha said. “Text when you’re home safe.”

Tamara stood, picked up the lighter key ring, and left the missing house key behind. At the kitchen doorway she looked at David once more, romper, dummy, fox, floor, tremble, and at her mother, calm and steady.

“Full truth,” Tamara said. “I’ve got it. I hate pieces of it. Don’t follow me out.”

She went out the front door.

David folded forward over the fox and cried properly, the sound muffled by the plush and the dummy. Trisha got down on the kitchen floor with him, bad knees and all, and just held him while the house went quiet after Tamara left.

Her knees ached on the tiles. She ignored it. At some point during the crying the dummy had gone back in his mouth. She left it there. Spit and tears soaked into her jumper. She rubbed his back the same way she always did after a long fist or a hard drop. Same hand. Same pressure. Different reason this time.

“Adult when you can,” she said quietly. “Do you need a doctor, or anything chemical, or to leave the house?”

He pushed the dummy out just enough to speak.

“No. Stay. Cot. Don’t call her. Please.”

“I’m not calling anyone. Chain’s on. You’re safe.” She waited a moment, then went soft again. “Good boy. Good girl. Both. You sat through a confrontation on a cushion. That’s enough heroics for one Tuesday.”

When she finally got him up and moving, he left the fox on the kitchen table by accident. Five minutes later she brought it upstairs and tucked it under his arm in the cot without saying anything. The key stayed in her pocket. Her daughter was already on the road with half a keyring and a head full of everything that had just happened.

Trisha sent a short text: Home safe?

Tamara’s reply took twenty minutes: Home. Don’t message again tonight.

Trisha put the phone face down and washed the mugs with the radio off.

The confrontation was done. The truth was out. It had come home. It wasn’t pretty. And there was no way left to pretend it was still someone else’s problem.

“You did well,” she said into his hair. “Hardest scene of your life. You stayed. You spoke plain when I asked. You didn’t dump the soft voice all over a moment that needed two adult sentences. Proud.”

He nodded against her. He couldn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

She got him upstairs eventually. He walked, not crawled, the throw still round his shoulders. She cleaned his face, checked the cage, and put him in the cot with the side up and the blackout lining drawn. Then she sat in the armchair until his breathing settled into exhausted sleep.

Downstairs she poured the cold teas away, put the blue lasagne dish back in the cupboard, and stood for a moment in the living room looking at the rug where the morning play had been when the lock turned earlier.

Full truth told. Daughter gone with time to think. Baby asleep behind bars upstairs. Key in her pocket.

Trisha checked the chain on the door, then she washed her hands at the kitchen sink for longer than she needed to. Not because anything was dirty. Just because the day needed a small ordinary ending before whatever came next, whenever Tamara finished arguing with herself.

Chapter 24

Tamara rang the doorbell at four the next afternoon. No key. No dish. Hands empty, shoulders tight, rain still in her hair.

Trisha checked the chain, checked the peephole, then opened the door on the latch.

“You texted you needed a night.”

“I had a night. I slept badly. I’m not here to throw chairs.” Tamara’s voice was rough. “Can I come in. Please.”

David was on the nursery rug in the yellow romper, halfway through a block stack, dummy in. Still raw from yesterday, but back on the timetable because the schedule was how he stayed steady. He heard the voices in the hall and went still. The fox sat at his knee. His colour shot straight to yellow before anyone even said his name.

Trisha’s footsteps came up the stairs. The door opened.

“Adult window. Someone to see you. You can stay soft-dressed. I’m not taking your safety away for her nerves. Cushion in the lounge if you can manage it. Cot if you can’t. Colour.”

“Yellow,” he said. “Lounge. With you.”

“Always with me.”

He walked down behind her. Soft shoes quiet on the stairs. Dummy clipped to his romper but not in his mouth. Hands flexing at his sides. Tamara stood by the cold fireplace, looking at the rug where she’d found him the day before, as if the wet patch might still be there. When she turned, her eyes moved over him, the romper, the socks, the faint shape of the cage under the cotton, no collar today, and something in her face was different from yesterday’s angry flush.

Her cheeks were hot. Pupils wide. She swallowed hard and looked away too late.

David saw it. Trisha saw it. The air shifted.

“Sit,” Trisha said. “Both of you. David, cushion. Tamara, chair.”

Tamara sat on the edge of the chair like it might bite. David folded onto the cushion, trembling less than yesterday, still not completely calm. Trisha remained standing a moment, then took the armchair.

“I spent the night angry,” Tamara said without preamble. “At you. At him. At the key. At myself for opening the door. Then angry stopped being the only thing.” She laughed once, ugly and honest. “I tried to make it only disgust again. Wouldn’t stick. Kept seeing him on the mat. The dummy. You saying good girl. And I got…” She stopped. Jaw flexed. “I got turned on. Which makes me feel like a monster on top of being a daughter. So congratulations. Full set.”

David’s mouth went dry. Trisha didn’t flinch, only tilted her head with curiousity.

“Go on,” Trisha said.

“Since the divorce I’ve thought about the folders,” Tamara said, faster now. “Not only how disgusting he was. How specific. How much of it was about being small and kept and… used carefully. I told myself I was replaying trauma. Some of it was. Some of it was me lying awake wondering what it’d feel like to not be the competent one for an hour. I never dared look anything up. Never told Josh. Never told you. Then I walk in and my ex is living that on my mum’s carpet and my body lights up like a traitor.”

She picked at a loose thread on her jeans while she spoke. Same nervous habit David remembered from arguments about holidays and money. The familiarity sat wrong next to what she was saying.

“I masturbated last night thinking about the dummy,” she said, brutal and flat, eyes on the thread. “Then I cried. Then I almost rang you to scream. Then I drafted a message calling him disgusting again. Wanted the old certainty back. Deleted it. The certainty’s gone. What’s left is… hunger. Ashamed of being hungry. Furious that you’re the one who can feed it.”

Trisha’s quiet was attentive, not cold. “Furious at me for existing as an option? Or furious at yourself for wanting the option?”

“Both.” Tamara finally looked up. “When he called you mummy yesterday something in me kicked. Not only jealousy. Recognition. Like hearing a word I’d pretended I didn’t know.”

She pressed her knees together. A tell she didn’t hide in time. David stared at the fireplace bricks. Heat crawled up his neck. Not only shame. Recognition. Awful relief that a second person was admitting the same want as his own.

“I’m not saying I forgive the secrecy in the marriage,” Tamara added. “I’m not saying the bar and you fucking him is simple. I’m saying the part where he’s a baby on your floor made me wet and I hate that sentence and I’m still saying it because yesterday you did full truth and I slept on half-lies to myself for years.”

Trisha let the silence sit. Then; “Thanks for not dressing that up as purist moral panic. What do you actually want from today? A rant? Questions? To leave again? Something else?”

Tamara looked at her mother, then at David, then at her mother again. Her hands shook on her thighs.

“I want in,” she said. “I want to be a baby too.”

The clock on the mantel ticked twice. David made a small sound, a gasp. Trisha’s face stayed controlled. Only her fingers tightened once on the chair arm.

“Say that again without looking at the rug,” Trisha said. “At me. Adult. Clear.”

Tamara lifted her chin. Eyes wet, mouth set. “I want in. I want what he has. The clothes. The rules. Being kept. Or a version we work out. I want you to be… that. For me. As well. Not instead of him. I know how insane I sound. Drove here sounding insane the whole way.”

“Insane isn’t the point,” Trisha said quietly. “Consent is. David?” Soft glance. “Colour. Honest.”

He needed a second. The cushion felt unstable. “Green-yellow,” he managed, mostly adult. “Not red. Shocked. Not… against. Scared of mess between the three of us. Green that she said it out loud.” Soft edges crept in. “Mummy.”

“I hear you.” Trisha looked back at Tamara. “You’re not joining today because you’re spinning out of control. You’re not getting a romper and a dummy just because you’re wired and turned on and guilty. You get a conversation. Maybe a proper trial later, if we’re all still green after food, sleep, and you hearing what full-time actually costs.”

“I’m not asking to quit my job tonight,” Tamara said. “I’m asking you not to chuck me out for wanting the same disease you said was allowed.”

“Careful,” Trisha said, still calm. “Don’t say disease. That was your old word. If you want in, you drop it, for him and for yourself.”

Tamara closed her eyes. Opened them. “Fine. Want. Not disease. I’ve wanted to be small and looked after and, embarrassed, since before I married him, maybe. I used competence as a wall. Finding his folders scared me because I saw something of myself in them. I shut it down instead of looking. Happy?”

“Not happy,” Trisha said. “Informed.”

David shifted on the cushion. “Can I say something?”

Both women nodded.

“I don’t own this,” he said, plain as he could. “I don’t get a veto because I was here first. I do get limits. No jealousy games. No punishing me for the marriage under soft clothes. If you come in, you come in as… a sibling under mummy. Not an ex keeping score.” His voice cracked. “And I don’t want you hurt. Being little isn’t a spa day. Wet mats. Cane. Boredom sometimes. If you only want the heat from yesterday’s shock, you won’t last long.”

Tamara listened. Really listened. Nodded once. “I hear you. I’m still asking.”

Trisha stood, paced once to the window, back. Rain tracked the glass. “Here’s what happens next if we continue this conversation. You stay dressed as you are. He stays as he is, I’m not using him as a showroom demo. We talk limits at the table. Sex and little play involving you doesn't start today. If everyone is still green tomorrow evening, we discuss a short supervised trial, clothes, speech, basic rules, with safewords and a hard stop time. If anyone is red overnight, we stop at mother-daughter repair and he remains my baby without you in the dynamic. No grudges.”

“Tomorrow,” Tamara said. “I can do tomorrow.”

“Tonight you go home to your own bed. You don’t scene with Josh as a substitute without his knowledge, that’s a different ethics problem. You don’t drink yourself brave. You write a list of what you think you want and what you refuse. Bring the list. Adult handwriting.” Trisha’s mouth tilted. “I like lists. You’ve seen how I run a house.”

David almost smiled around the fear. Tamara saw it. Something raw and hungry and embarrassed crossed her face again. Arousal not hidden well enough. Grief not gone. Want sitting in the chair with her, coat still half-zipped.

“Can I…” Tamara started, then stopped.

“Ask,” Trisha said.

“Can I see him, just for a minute, on the floor like he was. Not wet. I need my brain to stop turning it into pure horror. I need another picture of it.”

Trisha checked David. He swallowed. “Green. Brief. Dummy okay.”

“On the rug,” Trisha told him softly. “Blocks. No performance. Just be yourself.”

While he sat on the rug Tamara’s breathing stayed wrong, too shallow, too careful. She didn’t touch him. She didn’t come any closer than the chair. Her fingers went white on her knees. David stacked two blocks and knocked them down. The ordinary little failure of the tower made her let out a hard breath.

“He’s really in it,” she said to Trisha. “Not just playing. Not acting.”

“Full-time,” Trisha said. “You walked into a whole life, not a kinky evening. If you join, you get laundry, early nights, and me saying no to the toilet over and over. Put that on the list next to the hot stuff.”

David made a soft uh-oh at the blocks without putting on any kind of show for Tamara. He crawled over to the lounge rug because walking would have felt wrong. He sat on his hip, dummy in, and picked up a block with a shaking hand. Soft. Small. Real. Tamara watched from the chair, breathing shallow, thighs pressed together, eyes shining with a mix that wasn’t simple lust or simple love or simple anything.

“Christ,” she whispered.

“Language,” Trisha said, almost gentle. “If you join, you’ll hear worse and say softer.”

Tamara let out a broken breath that was nearly a laugh. “I want that. God help me. I want that.”

Trisha let the moment finish, then tapped her thigh. “Enough demo. Kitchen. Tea. David, cushion at my feet. No one touches anyone under clothes today. That includes me not using him to regulate your arrival. Clear, both.”

“Clear,” Tamara said.

“Clear, mummy,” David said, soft and automatic. Tamara shivered at the title spoken in front of her, like something she might one day use herself.

David leaned against Trisha’s shin on the cushion and sucked the dummy while the two women spoke above him in careful adult bits. Work tomorrow. Josh as a problem for later. Contraception and health. Whether mummy could manage two babies. Trisha didn’t promise anything other than a process.

They spoke about jealousy.

It was inevitable. It could be cleaned up if they stayed honest. It would turn dangerous only if anyone tried to pretend it wasn’t there.

David admitted that the word sibling had kept him awake the night before. Tamara admitted that having mummy in her mouth felt like home and trespass at the same time.

Trisha listened, then spoke plainly.

“Inappropriate is a starting place, not a finish line. The finish line is red or green after you’ve both written your lists and slept on them. I’m not a fantasy vending machine. I’m your mother. If we do this, the mother-lover-keeper knot gets tighter. You’ll have feelings about watching me with him. He’ll have feelings about watching me with you. I’ll have feelings about both my children, one blood, one chosen, on my floor. You need to decide how far you want me to go. I’m open to anything.”

Tamara nodded. She looked pale, turned on, and terrified all at once.

“I’ll write the list.”

Before she left she crouched down. Not at eye level the way a host-mum might at an event. Just awkward and genuine.

“I’m sorry I used ‘disgusting’ as a full stop. I’m not sorry I left the marriage. I might even be grateful later that the door opened, even though right now I want to be sick about the key. I’m going to go before I ask for something I’m not cleared for.”

David took the dummy out.

“Bye, Tamara.” Mostly adult. Soft on the end despite himself.

“Bye, David.” Her eyes flicked to the romper for a second. “Bye… for now.”

Trisha walked her to the door. No forced hug, just a brief squeeze of the shoulder that Tamara leaned into a little too long. Then the chain went on.

Back in the kitchen David was still on the cushion. Trisha sat on the floor this time and pulled him into her lap, size and dummy and all.

“Talk,” she said. “Adult.”

“I’m jealous already and I also want her safe and I also got hard in the cage when she said she wanted in and I feel like a bad person,” he said into her shoulder in one long breath.

“You’re a person. Bad is for when someone gets hurt on purpose. This is just complicated.” She kissed his hair. “We don’t green her trial until you’ve slept and I’ve slept and she’s sent the list. If you wake up red, we honour red. If you’re green, we plan like adults who happen to own rompers.”

“Yeth, mummy.” Soft landing. Needed.

“Good girl. Cot soon. No heavy scene tonight. Mouth and hold and sleep. Tomorrow may be big.”

He nodded. Exhaustion rolled over the arousal and the fear and left him heavy. Upstairs she put him in the cot with the side up and sat until he dozed. Then she went to her own room, sat in the dark with Tamara’s words looping round her head, turned on and never dared and join in and baby too, and let her hands shake once before she washed her face and checked the chain again.

Daughter wants in. Baby on the floor greened it. Process, not panic.

Outside, Tamara sat in her car at the end of the road without starting the engine. Forehead on the wheel. Body aching with want and horror and a thin bit of hope. Then she drove home to a flat Josh wasn’t in, opened a notes app, and stared at the cursor until she typed, slow: want clothes. want rules. want mummy. don’t want to hurt David. don’t want to be a joke. refuse cameras first night. refuse being left alone in little space first month, open to sexual activity...

She sat looking at the list until the screen dimmed. Finger hovering over send to no one yet. Tomorrow. For her mother. As ordered.

Back at the house David woke once and whispered to the mobile, “Sibling,” trying the word. He didn’t know if he was green or yellow about it in the two a.m. dark. He put the dummy in and sucked until sleep took the question away.

Morning would bring lists and tea and the first real talk about three people. Night only held one fact: Tamara hadn’t chosen rage. She’d chosen to admit it. She’d looked at her mother and asked to be a baby too.

Chapter 25

They held the negotiation at the kitchen table on Thursday evening. It felt a bit like a board meeting, only messier.

Tamara arrived on time with a folded sheet of paper and no fuss about her coat. David sat on the cushion first, then at Trisha’s nod for adult hour he took a proper chair. He was in a plain soft t-shirt and joggers she kept for admin days. Cage off. Dummy left on the counter within reach. Trisha had tea and a pen.

“Lists out,” Trisha said. “No speeches. Specifics. Tamara first. Exactly what you want. Not a vibe. An actual list.”

Tamara unfolded the paper. Her handwriting was neat and pressed hard into the page. She started reading without looking up, then made herself meet her mother’s eyes.

“I want rompers. Soft clothes in the house when I’m here for little time. Dummy. Soft shoes if that’s the rule. Speech training, the soft endings. I heard how he does it and I want the structure, not a mockery of him. Playpen or rug time. Being parked while you do adult things. Wetting. I’ve thought about that since I saw him on the mat and it won’t leave me alone. No nappies if that’s how you run it. I want to be fucked and cared for like a baby. Changed. Praised. Corrected. Cane if I earn it and if I green it. I’m open to the same sexual stuff as David, if you are. Not everything on the first night. Build up to it. I want you as mummy in that frame. I want David as sibling under you, not as my husband rewound. I refuse any public stuff for at least three months. I refuse photos until I say so. I refuse being left alone in little space for the first month. I refuse Josh being told until I’ve decided how, and I know that’s a problem you’re going to name.” She let out a long breath. “I want the same treatment he gets, scaled to the fact I still have a job and a flat and can’t go full-time next week.”

The fridge hummed. David kept his hands flat on his thighs to stop them moving.

Trisha wrote while Tamara spoke, then underlined a line.

“Same treatment means different logistics. He’s full-time. You’re part-time until you prove you can hold a job and a no-nappy wet schedule without collapsing your life. I’m not collecting broken daughters for the look of it.”

“Part-time is fine,” Tamara said. “Weekends. Some evenings. Holiday days. I’m not romanticising quitting on a Wednesday.”

“Good.” Trisha turned to David. “Your limits in the room with her little.”

David nodded, adult voice careful.

“No score-settling from the marriage in scenes. No ‘you hid this’ as dirty talk unless I’ve greened that first. Default no for three months. She doesn’t give me orders. Mummy does. Jealousy I’ll say out loud. Not act out by wetting to compete. Green on shared playpen, shared rules, watching mummy with her if mummy runs it. Yellow on sex between me and Tamara until we’ve had at least two little sessions without sex. So it doesn’t become the only glue. Red on anything that makes me the demo doll for her without my colour.” He swallowed. “Green overall to trying. I meant what I said. Sibling under mummy.”

Trisha wrote it down.

“Tamara, reaction to his yellow on sex with him.”

“Fair,” Tamara said straight away. “I didn’t come to reclaim him in a romper. I came for you and the structure. If sex with him happens later under you, fine. If not, fine. I’m not here to win him back sideways.”

David’s shoulders dropped a centimetre. Trisha noted that too without commenting.

“My conditions,” Trisha said, and the room tightened around her pen.

“One. Secrecy from the outside world. Both of you. No colleagues, no group chats, no funny stories, no soft-launch on dating apps, no confiding in Josh until Tamara has a real plan that isn’t panic. Host-mum circuit may eventually see two babies with me. They don’t get surnames or divorce gossip. If either of you blows our cover for drama, the dynamic pauses and we reassess living arrangements. Clear?”

“Clear,” Tamara said.

“Clear,” David said.

“Two. Safewords stay identical. Green, yellow, red, plus the blackout word if you need the house code he already uses. Soft speech never applies to safewords. You can be deep in little and still call red clear as day.

Three. I don’t split myself into two different mummies with contradictory rules. One house rule set. Intensity can be tailored, but the spine stays the same. Hall strip when you enter little time. Soft voice. Toilet by permission on hold days. No nappies. Cane for the listed infractions. Aftercare compulsory. No exceptions.

Four. Jealousy and mother-stuff get adult windows. Not blow-ups in the middle of a scene.

Five. First month is a trial. Scheduled sessions only. End date goes on the calendar. Anyone can hard-stop the trial without needing the others’ blessing. You stop for you.

Six. Medical honesty. UTIs, mental health dips, any meds. I already run that standard with him. You join it.”

Tamara’s pen scratched a checkmark on her own list as Trisha spoke.

“Agreed. All six. Secrecy’s the one that scares me with Josh, and also the one I need or I can’t start.”

“Then you carry the Josh risk until you cut it,” Trisha said. “I won’t lie to him if he asks me direct at the door. I also won’t phone him. That’s your knot.”

David spoke quietly.

“For what it’s worth, hanging a second life on a partner who doesn’t know is how I burned the first one. Not a lecture. Just what happened.”

Tamara met his eyes.

“Heard.”

“Now we match the want-list against my capacity. Rompers, dummy, soft shoes, speech training. Yes. I can kit a second shelf for you. Playpen time. We’ll use the nursery and a travel pen if we need it. Event pens later, only if public play gets a green light months down the line. Wetting. Yes. Same philosophy as with him. We build your hold. No nappies. I clean. You help fetch what I need. Being fucked and cared for like a baby. Yes, on my timing. Not as a vending machine every time you feel heat. The cane. Only after you’ve greened impact in a short test. Not on day one. Photos. Your refuse holds until you lift it yourself. His album keeps his own veto system. Full-time. Not you. Not yet. Secrets. Both of you. That’s a hard line.”

Tamara had nodded along until fucked and cared for like a baby, then had to say it again herself when Trisha asked her to own the clause without the paper.

“I want you to fuck me like I’m little,” Tamara said. Her face was scarlet but her eyes stayed steady on her mother’s. “Use me. Molest me. I want to be fisted and touched by you. And then clean me and tell me I’m good and put me down for naps. I want that to be real enough that I can’t reframe it later as some one-off blackout drunk idea.”

The kitchen went very quiet. David kept still on his chair. Trisha looked at her daughter for a long moment.

“Are you sure?” she asked. “Will it not bother you, coming from me?”

“No,” Tamara whispered. “That’s part of why I want it.”

Trisha grinned.

“Then I’ll be glad to do all that with you.”

She looked at each of them in turn, first Tamara, then David.

“I agree to try on those terms. Not because I’m lonely for a second child-shaped adult. Because you asked clear, he greened the try, and I’m old enough to want the complicated thing if the rules are written down. If I say no mid-trial, it’s no. If either of you starts performing for the other instead of actually wanting the structure, I’ll see it and I’ll stop us.”

Tamara’s eyes had gone wet. She nodded.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. Thank me after you’ve sat in a wet romper through a boring afternoon of blocks, the horniness has worn off, and you still want the rules.” Trisha’s mouth softened a fraction. “Trial starts Saturday at ten a.m. You arrive, strip naked in the hall on my mark. First romper from a bag I’ll buy on Friday. Dummy. Cushion. Three hours soft and structured. David will be present as sibling baby both days. Adult debrief Sunday evening before you go home. Clear?”

“Clear,” Tamara said, voice thick.

David said, “Clear. Green.” Then, softer, almost experimental in front of Tamara; “Green, mummy.”

Tamara shivered and didn’t hide it. Trisha saw and did not start a scene out of a shiver.

They spent another hour on edge cases.

What if Tamara cried mid-wet and hit red? Stop straight away. Clean her up. Adult cuddle or space, whichever she needed. No shame lecture.

What if David bratted out of jealousy? Cane for the brat if he greened it, then adult talk afterwards. Not public humiliation as payback.

What if Trisha got overloaded? She would call a pause day. Both babies in parallel quiet play, or one sent to the cot. No debate.

Money for clothes. Trisha would buy the first kit as house gear. Tamara would pay half the next month if the trial continued. Surnames never on delivery labels. Spare key: none for Tamara. She rang first, always.

They stress-tested hold days against Tamara’s office life. Client presentations: toilet open, hard rule. Desk days working from home: possible hold evening if she came straight to Trisha’s afterwards. Travel: little time paused, no solo hotel experiments “for practice.” Trisha refused to be a secret emergency valve after bad work trips without notice.

“You schedule me like a physio,” Tamara said, half dry.

“Physio keeps you walking,” Trisha said. “Yes.”

David asked about holidays, Christmas, birthdays, the landmines of families. Trisha blocked the early fantasies straight away.

“This year stays quiet. No matching Christmas rompers for an Instagram that doesn’t exist. We survive a month of Tuesdays before we invent traditions.”

Tamara wrote “survive Tuesdays” on the margin of her list and underlined it.

They talked about the cane in clinical detail. Implements. Warm-up. Maximum for the first month. No closed-fist strikes. No face. Marks that could sit under work clothes for Tamara. David described what amber felt like in his body so she could borrow the language if she needed it. Trisha made both of them say blackout and red out loud three times, like a fire drill. Tamara laughed once from nerves. Trisha didn’t scold the laugh. She just waited for the third clear red and nodded.

“Aftercare isn’t optional cuddles if you’re busy feeling weird,” Trisha added. “It’s water, wipe, words, blanket, colour check. If you bolt to your car after a heavy cry without that, the trial fails. I mean fails as a safety disqualification, not as punishment.”

“I won’t bolt,” Tamara said.

“You might want to. Wanting is fine. Bolting without words isn’t.”

David offered, careful, “If she bolts, I don’t chase. Mummy chases or doesn’t. I’m sibling, not shepherd.”

“Correct,” Trisha said, and pride went across her face at both of them at once.

“Sex between you two,” Trisha said near the end, keeping it clinical. “Parked. Only under my direction if it ever happens. No secret pair-bonding in my spare room to process your divorce. You’re not here to become a couple again with me as furniture.”

They also parked the idea of “house” games, the sexual sibling play that might live later in the outline of their lives if they ever got there. Trisha named it so it wouldn’t sit unnamed and fester.

“Not month one. Maybe not month six. If it happens, it’s my scene design, not nostalgia for your marriage bed. Clear?”

Both said clear. Tamara’s ears went red. David’s neck matched. Naming it took some of the static out of the air.

Money came up again, briefly. Tamara insisted on transferring the clothes money rather than being “kept” in a way that triggered her old independence scripts. Trisha allowed the transfer as adult dignity, not as topping from a bank app. David admitted his full-time sat on savings and Trisha’s share of the bills, and that watching Tamara pay half of a dummy pack would feel oddly balancing. They left it human rather than pure protocol.

“Understood,” David said.

“Understood,” Tamara said. “I’ve got Josh to be honest with or leave. I’m not rebuilding David.”

Something old and sore eased in David’s chest at that. He nodded once at her. She nodded back. Not friends yet. Co-negotiators. Better than enemies on a mat.

“Adult hour ends. David, strip to house default if you’re staying in little mode tonight. Tamara, you go home. No touching him goodbye like a scene. Handshake or nothing.”

They shook hands over the table. Absurd. Grounding. Tamara’s palm was damp. David’s was too. Trisha walked Tamara to the door, chain off, chain on after, then turned to find David already on his knees in the hall with the soft t-shirt folded, waiting for the cage and romper without being told.

“Good boy,” she said, then, warmer, “Good girl. Kitchen cushion. Soft. Tell me the terms as you heard them.”

He recited soft, lisped endings, the six conditions, Saturday trial, no sex Saturday, secrecy, sibling not scorecard. She corrected two small misses, gave him breast for the full correct pass, and held him while the tension drained out of his shoulders.

“She wants the same treatment,” Trisha murmured into his hair. “You’ll watch me give it. That will hurt sometimes and turn you on sometimes. You use your words. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

“Proud of you. Adult and steady. That’s the man I date and the baby I keep.”

Friday she shopped alone for a second set of basics, two rompers, socks, soft shoes, dummy, sippy, cash, no labels. David napped and wet. The routine held. Evening cane and strap-on pegging as usual. After, she showed him the bag on the nursery shelf labelled spare in her neat hand.

While she was out David had a yellow hour. Jealousy spike. Fear of being replaced. Fear of not being replaced and having to watch. He used the phone emergency rule, one text, colour, need words. She rang from the shop car park, short adult call, talked him down without abandoning the trolley. “You’re not getting replaced. You’re my full-time. She’s an extra if she earns it. Different shelves. Same house.” He greened enough to nap. She came home, showed him a pale lavender romper still in its bag, and let him hold the bag a second. Plastic crackling. He said soft, “For her, mummy,” and meant the green under the yellow.

Evening review alone with him; any red on Saturday start. He said no. Scared green. She caned him six for a hard ending at supper so his body remembered ordinary rules still applied, then fucked him steady and held him after. “Negotiation doesn’t suspend the house,” she said. “It just adds someone under the same rules.”

“Not spare,” he said soft. “Hers. If she stays.”

“If she stays,” Trisha agreed. “If not, it goes to charity. We don’t keep stuff around for trials that didn’t work.”

Then Trisha reached for the emergency box. His last remaining male clothes. “Is there a point to keeping these now?” She asked him.

“Mark…” He said, knowing it was a stupid response. He hadn’t seen him in weeks.

“They’re going. No exit strategy.”

“Yeth Mummy.”

Friday night Tamara texted; still green. on my way. list in bag. Trisha replied; ring bell. no key. hall rules as discussed.

David, already in pink cotton on the cushion when the bell rang, felt his pulse in his tongue. Trisha opened the door. Tamara stepped in, white-faced, determined, jeans and jumper, trainers off unasked. The bra and panties followed.

“Adult last chance,” Trisha said in the hall. “Red now and you go home, tea if you want, no hard feelings. Green and we begin.”

Tamara looked at David once, sibling already in uniform, and at her mother. “Green.”

“Then begin,” Trisha said. “Both of you stay secret from the outside world. Both of you belong to the rules when you’re under this roof little. Eyes on me. Mummy’s got you, both, if you let the structure work.”

Tamara’s fingers found her jumper hem, shook, lifted. David watched the first inch of her committing to the same treatment and reached for his dummy without being told. Soft shoes tucked under him. Full-time baby making room on the floor for part-time company.

Trisha didn’t watch Tamara undress like a show. She watched like a safety officer, balance, breath, colour in the cheeks. When Tamara stood in pants and socks on the hall mat, arms crossed over her stomach, Trisha handed her the lavender romper and gave the same instructions David had heard his first time, pared down. Legs in. Arms in. Snaps mummy does. Dummy after. Soft voice from first sentence. David stayed on the cushion, dummy working, eyes wet, green.

“Welcome to your first day,” Trisha said again, quieter, only for the three of them and the chain on the door. “In here, you both get what you asked for, him carrying on, you starting, under me. From here you use your colours. The sitting-round-the-table bit is done.”

Tamara stepped into the romper, the soft satin making her shiver in ways it never had done before.

The deal wasn’t signed in ink. It was spoken at a kitchen table, sealed with a handshake and a green light in the hall. Outside world gets nothing. Inside: rompers, wetting, mummy’s hands, and the long work of being small beside someone who used to be a spouse and might become something simpler, another baby on the mat, same house, same keeper, terms agreed.


Chapter 26

The romper from the hall had been a starter kit. By Monday Trisha had decided starter kits weren’t enough.

Friday and Saturday’s hours had both ended green. Tamara had stayed soft-spoken and shaky. David had steadied himself on the sibling rules and kept to them. No sex between the two of them. He had wet on schedule. She had been given toilet-open on her first day so the bladder panic wouldn’t send her straight to red. Sunday’s optional block she had greened again. Shorter this time, more tears, still green. Sunday night they sat at the kitchen table for the adult debrief. Trial continues. Kit expands. The nursery makes room for two.

What Saturday had proved was simple and hard to argue with.

Tamara slept soundly with a dummy in her mouth. She put on rompers with real glee, not performance. She could lisp almost as well as David once the soft voice settled. But most of all she learned what it felt like to receive a spanking from her mother as an adult. She felt her mother’s fingers gently tease and play with her pussy, sliding inside, rubbing her clit until she came. She felt the cane, the steady beating that made her moan into the dummy. She felt what it was like to be fucked by her mother with a strap-on, deep and controlled. And she managed three fingers in her arse before she screamed yellow. That part had been expected. Trisha had stopped at once, cleaned her up, and held the colour check without lecture.

All of it had stayed inside the rules they had written down. All of it had left Tamara still wanting more.

Monday morning, full-time as usual for David. Tamara was at work with a lavender hangover in her head and a calendar invite from Trisha for Wednesday evening: prep and shop, dual mode, D in coat. Tamara replied green.

Wednesday they drove out for a proper second kit. David in the long coat, dual mode. Tamara in jeans, ears burning. They picked up hold orders and satin sets without trying anything on in-store, bought a low shelf and cubes for the nursery, paid and left. No loyalty cards. No trails.

David loaded the boot with the flatpack. Tamara glanced at him, a brief flicker of the man who used to build furniture in their old spare room, and looked away. Trisha shut the boot.

“Home. Soft soon.”

In the car afterwards, bags filling the boot, Tamara laughed once, high.

“I just bought rompers with my mother and my ex.”

“You bought house kit with your keeper and your sibling,” Trisha corrected mildly. “Words matter. Adult until home.”

David, still dual, said, “Boot’s full. Good full.” Soft edges wanted in. He held them. Trisha squeezed his knee under the coat.

At home they put the chain on and took off their coats. David stripped to the cage and waited. Tamara stripped on mark down to her pants. Trisha didn’t dress them yet.

“Nursery. Carry what I give you. We’re moving furniture before anyone gets pretty.”

The nursery rearrange took two hours and a lot of soft-kneeling labour.

They emptied the room first. Toys went into the hall in labelled piles. Cot sheets were stripped for washing. Mats stacked. Bare pastel walls. A single-baby room being cleared for two. David crawled the perimeter with a tape measure in his teeth when his hands were full, which made Tamara snort and then apologise. Trisha said snorts were fine, mockery wasn’t. It hadn’t been mockery. Just nerves.

Flatpack language came back. Dowel. Cam lock. Don’t overtighten. Tamara read the instructions. Trisha drove the allen key. David held things steady. Once Tamara’s hair fell in her eyes and David hooked it behind her ear without thinking, an old husband move, then froze. She froze. Trisha said, “Sibling help is fine. Kissing isn’t on the build list,” and the air eased enough for them to continue.

When both cots stood they made the beds with hospital corners Trisha insisted on.

“Neat sheets help keep the head neat.”

David smoothed the stars on his mattress. Tamara did the same on hers. Two sets of stars. Same pattern. Different beds.

David’s cot stayed on the long wall. Against the shorter wall Trisha assembled a second adult travel cot she had ordered last week on faith, sturdier than weekend-event quality, mattress thick enough. “Not a hierarchy of beds,” she said when David’s face did something worried. “Full-time still defaults here. Part-time sleeps here on stay-nights. My bed remains reward and aftercare and adult sex when I say. Two cots means two nap spaces.”

They shifted the changing table twenty centimetres to centre it between cot zones. Under-shelf split; left cubes D, right cubes T, middle shared cream and wipes. Low table pushed under the window to free rug area. Foam mats expanded with two new interlocking packs until the crawl space held two adults without constant knee-knocking. Toy shelf; doubled baskets, blocks shared, plush divided so jealousy had less fuel, a second wooden tea set because Tamara’s list had said parallel play mattered.

David, in cage and t-shirt only while working, crawled a circuit testing traffic flow. “Two can pass, mummy. If one ith on table, other can cot.”

“Soft later. Measure now.” But she looked pleased.

Tamara held shelf panels while Trisha allen-keyed bolts, jaw set, occasional glance at the second cot like it might bite. When it stood complete she smoothed the star-sheet twin of David’s and let out a long breath. “Real.”

“Real,” Trisha agreed. “Bags. Sort on the rug. Don’t wear yet.”

Matching pink satins side by side. Yellow pair. Cotton days in lavender and mint for her, his existing rotation plus two new. Soft shoes; his pink, hers cream with the same velcro pattern. Dummies in a shared steriliser pot, clips labelled with a nail varnish dab, one pink dot, one purple, so spit didn’t become a border war. Sippies the same. Tamara ran a thumb over snap tape and went quiet.

“Colour,” Trisha said.

“Green. Overwhelmed green.”

“Acceptable. David, colour.”

“Green, mummy. Like… shelf made room.” His voice slipped soft on room. She allowed it.

Only when the shelf was labelled and the cots made and the mats wiped did Trisha point at the pink matching pair. “First proper dress in the new kit. Both. David helps dress Tamara. I supervise snaps and fit. This is choreography you’ll repeat. No comedy commentary. Soft voice from mark. Mark.”

She snapped her fingers once. Soft mode.

David’s shoulders dropped into little. “Yeth, mummy.”

Tamara fumbled the first soft sentence, “Yeth” on a dry throat, and tried again. “Yeth, mummy.”

“Good enough. Pants off, Tamara. David, fetch her soft shoes and frilly socks from T cube. Crawl.”

He crawled. Hands full of cream shoes and socks with ridiculous lace cuffs, he knelt up at Tamara’s feet where she stood bare and blushing in the middle of the nursery. Up close she was shaking. He was too.

“Sockth firtht,” he said soft, remembering his own first weekends. “Thit on the mat if you need.”

Tamara sat. David lifted her foot like something breakable, worked the frilly sock on, then the other. Velcro shoes, snug but not tight. Trisha watched from the armchair, cane on the floor within reach but unused, coffee cold in her hand.

“Romper next,” Trisha said. “He holds, you step, he pulls to thighs, I do the chest snaps and fit check. David does the leg snaps if his hands are steady. If not, I take over. Ego doesn’t fasten snaps.”

David held the pink satin open at the waist. His matching set was folded on the cot for after. Tamara stepped in, one hand on his shoulder for balance, fingers digging in a little too hard. He didn’t complain. The fabric slid up her legs. He kept his eyes on the snaps. Not making it sexual, even though the air was thick. Sibling chore. Careful chore.

His hands knew satin now. How it slipped. How it caught on dry skin. How a gentle stretch avoided strain on the snaps. Doing that on Tamara’s body was different. Hip wider here. Wrist smaller there. He kept his mouth slightly open, breathing through the concentration, dummy still clipped to his own romper.

When the first leg snap refused he didn’t force it.

“Mummy,” he said soft.

Trisha’s fingers took over for two clicks, then gave it back. Teaching by shared task. Tamara looked at the ceiling, throat working, while two people dressed her into the life she had asked for at a kitchen table.

“Colour,” Trisha asked mid-snaps.

“Green,” Tamara said. “Green and I might be sick from feeling. Not red.”

“Bucket under the table if needed. Continue.”

David finished the last snap. Smoothed the frill at her thigh flat. Sat back on his heels. The matching kit still waiting for him made the picture incomplete until Trisha pointed. Then pink on pink, knee to knee, the whole point of the rearrange visible without a speech.

“Armth,” he whispered.

She pushed her arms through the cap sleeves. The bodice sat rumpled until Trisha leaned in, tugged, aligned, and fastened the upper snaps with firm little clicks.

“Breathe out. Good. David, leg snaps. Slow.”

His fingers remembered his own body more than hers. He fumbled the first snap, breathed, then got the next three. Satin closed over her hips. Matching pink. Two adults in the same ridiculous perfect fabric, one dressing the other on his knees.

Tamara looked down at herself, then at him still kneeling, cage visible, t-shirt twisted, hands at her thigh height. Her eyes filled.

“Fank you,” she managed, soft and wrecked. “Thibling.”

David’s throat closed.

“Welcome,” he got out. “You look… like you fit here.”

“Compliment accepted,” Trisha said, dry heat in it. “Dummy, David. Clip purple. Seat it for her.”

He took the purple-dot dummy from the pot, stayed on his knees, and offered it. Tamara opened her mouth with a noise half laugh, half sob. He seated the teat gently the way Trisha had done for him a hundred times. She latched, sucked, eyes slamming shut. A tear went round the shield.

Trisha’s hand found David’s hair, then Tamara’s. Both.

“Good girl. Good girl. Both of you. David, strip the t-shirt, into your pink match. Tamara sits on the rug. No mirrors for five minutes. Feel the clothes. Don’t review them.”

He dressed himself faster. He’d had practice. Matching pink beside her on the mat. Two dummies. Two pairs of frilly socks. Soft shoes side by side. The nursery looked occupied in a new way. Not copy-paste. Designed for two.

They sat without speaking while the mobile over his cot ticked in a draft. Tamara’s shoulder touched his. He didn’t pull away. Trisha photographed once from the armchair, backs only, two pink sets, no faces, and showed them the frame.

“Album house, not porn. Veto?”

David greened. Tamara whispered green around the dummy, then louder when Trisha asked for clear. The photo stayed.

“Preparation isn’t just shopping,” Trisha said. “It’s this. Hands on snaps. A room that fits two. Secrecy still holds. Bags were plain. Labels go in the bin if needed. Tomorrow evening Tamara returns for a wet-window intro if work allows. David helps dress her again at the door. Practice until it’s boring. Boring is safe.”

Tamara leaned until her temple rested on David’s shoulder. He sat rigid for a second, then softened. Sibling. The word fitted better with matching satin than it had at two a.m. alone in the cot.

Trisha left them on the rug for ten minutes of parallel blocks while she boiled the new dummies again. When she came back both had built separate towers. Neither had knocked the other’s down. Small mercy. Small skill.

“Dinner in rompers,” she said. “Finger food. Early cot. Tamara in the new cot if she wants to stay, or dressed out and home by nine. Choose adult.”

Tamara took the dummy out.

“Stay. Please. If David greens.”

David checked. Jealousy flickered. Loneliness for solo mummy-time flickered. Under both sat a tired green.

“Green, mummy. She thleepth here.”

“Good. Changing table checks both before bed. David helps with her socks off. I do any intimate clean if needed. Tonight stays dry. No sex. Preparation day ends clean.”

Evening went that way. Pasta shapes. Soft speech. Tamara failed three endings and was corrected without the cane on the first night of the new kit, warning look only. David wet on schedule after supper. Tamara watched the clean on the table with wide eyes and held his soft shoe when he asked for a hand without words. Then reverse. Her turn to sit on the table for a dry check. David fetched the wipes. Trisha’s hands stayed competent. Tamara stayed scarlet and quiet and green.

Before pasta Trisha ran a five-minute drill. David undressed Tamara’s soft shoes and socks, folded them to the T cube, then redressed her. Repeat once. Tamara giggled mid-second dress when his freckled hands tickled her instep by mistake. He apologised soft. Trisha said accidents aren’t toppy, continue. The second time was smoother. Muscle memory starting for two.

At the low table eating in matching pink, Tamara watched David wet mid-meal on a hold leftover from the afternoon. The sudden still. The darkening satin. The soft cry. Trisha praised him and cleaned mid-supper like it was weather. After, Tamara whispered, “Thoon me,” scared and eager.

Trisha said, “Soon you. Not tonight’s main course. Preparation first.”

David, cleaned and re-rompered in a yellow spare while the pink soaked, held her hand under the table edge for three seconds when she caught the sharp edge of the mess. Sibling. Not husband. The clock moved anyway.

Cots. Two mobiles. She hung a second cheap star turner above the travel cot. Sides up. Trisha kissed two foreheads.

“Shopping’s done. Room’s done. First proper dress is done. Sleep. Outside gets nothing. In here, you match.”

In the dark David heard Tamara suck her dummy too fast, anxious. He whispered, soft, “Thlow. Like milk.” She slowed. Somewhere between the cots, the new shelf held pink and yellow pairs like a promise with velcro straps.

Trisha stood a while in the doorway, silver hair in the landing light, counting breaths that weren’t hers. Two sets of everything. Two cots. One house law. Preparation complete enough to fail or hold in the weeks ahead.

In his cot David listened to Tamara’s dummy rhythm steady out. He thought of the boot Tetris and the allen key and her foot in his hands and the purple-dot dummy going in because he put it there. Helping dress her had been more intimate than some sex in the marriage, and also more ordinary, snaps, socks, supervision. He filed it under green with a yellow edge of future jealousy and let the edge sit without chewing it raw.

Tamara, in the travel cot, stared at stars on her sheet identical to his and felt the satin cool at her crotch and the shoe-velcro bite and the absurd peace of a shelf with her initial on a cube. Shopping bags were flattened in the recycling. Preparation had weight. Tomorrow’s wet window would use it.

She turned off the landing light and left the nursery door open two inches, airflow, listen, the practical tenderness of a keeper with twice the laundry and twice the soft shoes by the rack.


Chapter 27

Sunday was booked as first full sibling day, both little from morning milk to evening debrief, playpen hours the spine, Trisha in the armchair with tea and the same rules for two.

Saturday night Tamara had texted from her flat; scared for tomorrow. still green. Trisha had replied; sleep. milk at ours 08:30. strip at door. David, reading the reply over mummy’s shoulder by permission, had felt the fear like an echo of his own first pen at the event house. He had pressed his face to Trisha’s hip and said soft, “I'll make room.” She had said, “You already are. Sleep.”

Sunday morning traffic on the road outside was church-and-Tesco ordinary. Inside, the pen’s gate latch was the loudest future tense in the house.

Tamara had stayed overnight in the travel cot. David woke first to the mobile and the sound of her dummy still working in sleep. Trisha lowered both cot sides within five minutes of each other, no favouritism in the hinges. Sippy each. Changing table queue; David first as full-time default, then Tamara, dry checks, cream, matching yellow satin from the new shelf. Soft shoes. Dummies seated. Soft voice from the first word.

“Playpen,” Trisha said. “Both. All day blocks with breaks I call. Wetting today is deliberate practice as well as hold-break, when I say now, you both go if you can. No competing for attention. No laughing at each other’s mess. Speech soft. Posture soft knees. I correct you the same. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy,” in near unison, his smoother, hers still careful.

The playpen was the large freestanding one from the event circuit, set up on the nursery mats the night before, bars, gate, foam floor, baskets of toys clipped inside so throws didn’t become escapes. Trisha opened the gate. David crawled in without ceremony. Tamara hesitated on the threshold, then crawled, arse up in yellow satin, face burning. Gate clicked shut. Latch.

Trisha settled in the armchair with a pot of tea, seed catalogue abandoned for a novel she didn’t read, eyes on the pen. “Play.”

The first twenty minutes were awkward. Two adult bodies, one pen, elbows and apologies soft-edged into thorry. David stacked blocks in his corner. Tamara clutched a plush rabbit and stared at the bars. Trisha let the stare run until it became stuck, then; “Tamara. Toy in hand isn't enough. Build or crawl a lap. Soft knees, you’re locking like you’re in a performance review.”

Trisha named the awkward out loud so it wouldn’t turn into silent shame. “First hour in a shared pen is always elbows and manners. You’re not failing. You’re traffic. Use thorry and move on.”

David knocked Tamara’s rabbit with a block by accident. “Thorry.” She hugged the rabbit and said thorry back for flinching too big. Trisha hummed approval and turned a page she still wasn’t reading.

A game emerged without planning; pass the soft ball through the bars of a toy fence they’d built. When Tamara threw too hard and the ball left the pen, she looked panicked, escape by toy. Trisha returned it through the gate without opening fully. “Ask. Baby want ball back, mummy. Soft.”

“Baby want ball back, mummy.”

“Good girl.” She gave the ball back. Lesson done.

David’s full-time body knew pen boredom when it hit. He showed Tamara how to lie on her stomach with feet kicking idle, dummy slow, watching dust in the window light. She copied. Two yellow backs. Trisha finally smiled properly into her tea.

Tamara unlocked her knees, flushed, began a wobbly stack. David passed her a block. Sibling. She whispered fank you. He nodded, dummy bobbing.

Speech corrections came even. David landed hard on “need space” when Tamara’s knee knocked his tower. Trisha’s voice cut mild from the chair. “Again.” He redid it soft. Ten minutes later Tamara said, clear and sharp, “This is harder than I thought,” and got the same. “Soft. Whole sentence.” She bit her lip, eyes wet, produced something mangled and acceptable. “Good girl. Both of you listen when I use one of your names. The other doesn’t tune out. Both ears.”

The mid-morning hold sat heavy in both from milk and a shared beaker refill Trisha passed through the bars. David asked for the toilet and was given a firm no. Tamara asked five minutes later, voice smaller. No. They looked at each other, shared the no, and something eased.

They held. Bladders full. Rompers tight. Trisha watched the clock.

“Fifteen minutes. Blocks. Not the clock.”

David still watched the clock in his head. Pressure building. Tamara whispered, “I can’t…”

“You can ask. You can’t decide. Soft if you speak.”

“Baby feelth full, mummy.”

“Noted. Hold.”

“Now,” Trisha said. Same tone for both. No softer for daughter. No harder for him.

“Both of you. Don’t force it if it won’t come. Try. Eyes on your own mat.”

David went first with a soft cry as yellow satin darkened between his legs and piss soaked through. Shame and relief hit together. His cock twitched uselessly in the cage.

Tamara froze, then pushed, face crumpling. She wet herself in front of him and her mother, satin going dark with a small wet sound on the foam, and sobbed around the dummy. David put his hand on the mat near hers without touching her skin. Trisha was already opening the gate.

“Good girl. Good girl.” Same flannels, same cream, fresh pink rompers, back in the pen. Gate. Latch.

“Play,” Trisha said, like the piss had been nothing.

In the afternoon they played with the fox and rabbit and the wooden tea set, soft lisps between them.

David sat tall on his hip until Trisha’s voice cut in.

“Stop sitting like you’re at a desk. Soft knees, chest open. Try again.”

Tamara hunched and got the same correction.

The tea party got silly and the giggles climbed until Trisha raised one finger.

“You can be happy, just don’t tip into hysterics. Soft voices. Keep playing with the toys.”

They settled into quieter nonsense. Fox drinkth tea. Rabbit thleepy.

Tamara’s dummy clipped the tea-set edge and nearly hit the floor. David caught it and put it back in her mouth the way he’d been taught. Her eyes went huge.

“Good sibling,” Trisha said.

They did a posture walk inside the bars, three circuits on soft knees. When Tamara’s back rounded, Trisha corrected her. When David’s shoulders squared, she corrected him too. The cane tip tapped the chair leg to keep time without hitting them.

“Match the beat, both of you. Stay together.”

They looked ridiculous and matched at the same time.

Nap meant two cots with the sides up, ten minutes apart so she could stroke both heads. Tamara fought sleep, got a look, and slept anyway. David dropped fast.

After nap they went back in the pen. Second wet came at three on her order.

“Both of you. Go on, then.”

David pissed full into the pink, hot and soaking and familiar. Tamara managed only a little and cried harder at that, but Trisha didn’t care about volume.

“Good girl. Trying counts.”

David waited on a towel with his cock aching in the cage and didn’t crow.

At the pen gate she inspected them with knees wide, hands on thighs, dummies in. She fixed Tamara’s shoulder with the same firm fingers she used on David’s spine.

“Same standard for both of you. Don’t try to bargain with history.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

David got breast first. Tamara watched hungry, then took her turn on the rug with her mouth on mummy, latching hard while David built a wall and did not stare. Trisha’s hand moved between their hair. Two mouths. One mummy.

Evening meal was finger food at the low table, both of them on cushions.

Speech drill meant soft sentences and a raised hand on hard endings. David caught Tamara twice. She caught him once. Trisha caught both on ones they’d missed. No cane tonight, first full sibling day mercy, though her look said later in the week would be different.

“Keep your ears fair. No sneaky passes for each other.”

Tamara raised her hand on his hard ending and winced sorry. He nodded and corrected. Later he raised his on hers without heat.

“Outside you won’t be spotting mistakes for each other. In this house you will. Be nice about it, though. Take the piss and you get the cane.”

After food they went back in the pen for a last half hour with soft toys and low light. Tamara crawled to his corner and put her head on his shoulder, dummy wet on his sleeve. He stiffened, then let her. Not a kiss. Just a lean. Trisha watched from the doorway and left them alone.

Drool hit his romper and he didn’t wipe it. Trisha photographed them from behind, two yellow backs with faces hidden. Both greened with hand signs so the dummies could stay in.

The timer buzzed and the gate opened. Nobody raced to mummy. They’d been told.

At six she did dry checks, put them in sleep rompers and cots, then brought them downstairs in soft t-shirts for ten minutes of plain talk.

“Colours for the day,” Trisha said at the table.

“Green,” David said. “Hard when she cried mid-wet. Good hard. Equal rules helped.”

“Green,” Tamara said, voice raw. “I hated the pen and I wanted back in as soon as I was on the table. I liked you correcting me. I didn’t like needing it.”

“That’s the job.” Trisha nodded once. “Tamara, you’re going home tonight. Work tomorrow. Next sibling block is Saturday. Kiss cheeks if you want.”

Before the jeans came a posture check with soft knees and soft shoulders. Then David fetched her clothes from the T cube and took her socks off in his hands again. Undressing her out of little was almost harder than dressing her in.

She held the dummy at the last second.

“Keep it here. If I take it home I’ll do something stupid with Josh.”

“Smart. The dummy stays here. Next Saturday, same time.”

Once the jeans were on she looked smaller. She gave David a brief awkward hug and Trisha a longer one with a whispered mummy that made David’s stomach flip. Then the door, the chain, and quiet.

He stripped on spot, crawled to Trisha’s feet, and shook.

“You did well. I’m proud of both of you. Quiet evening now. Mouth if you need it, then sleep early.”

He asked soft if equal rules meant equal love.

“Same standard. You’re full-time, she’s part-time, and I want both of you. If it starts to hurt, we talk it through as adults. You don’t wet harder just to win.”

She unlocked the cage and put her hand on his cock, slow, forehead to forehead. He came quiet into her fist. Then the cage went back on and she put him in the cot. The second cot across the room stayed empty, stars on the sheet.

He slept with the fox, full of pen and lisp and toys and piss and the same corrections. The shelf cubes had earned their labels.


Chapter 28

Six weeks in, Trisha opened what they’d parked at the kitchen table. The sibling days had done their work. Cane stripes had been greened. Jealousy had been spoken and held. There was enough green, enough laundry, enough equal rules.

“We’re doing the house game tonight.”

Tamara’s hands went cold and David’s mouth went dry.

It was Saturday after supper. They were clean in matching pink satin with dummies clipped and soft shoes off. Trisha sat in the armchair with the cane across her knees and the lamp low.

“Adult ten seconds, both of you.”

They looked up.

“This isn’t your marriage. It’s my scene. You’re going to crawl to each other and kiss clumsy because I said clumsy. If you’re green, you fuck on the mat under my orders while I stay here with the cane. Yellow pauses things. Red stops them. If you’re red now, we do mouth and cot instead. Colour. I will watch and I’ll enjoy myself.”

“Green, mummy.”

“Green, mummy. Thcared green.”

“Scared green still counts. Dummies out, shoes off, opposite corners. When I say go, crawl to the middle. Slow.”

They took opposite corners in matching pink while the cane tip pointed at the space between them.

“Go.”

They crawled, cage tapping the mat, Tamara’s eyes on his forehead instead of his cock. Halfway he almost stopped. Her face was anniversary dinners and a stranger in frilly socks at once, and it made him dizzy.

“Don’t freeze up. Use a colour if you need to. Otherwise keep coming forward.”

He went. Her palm squeaked on the foam. She snorted and swallowed it.

“Hi,” she said soft.

“Hi.”

Trisha let it stand. She made them press foreheads for five breaths while the cane tip counted, then; “Kiss each other. Keep it clumsy. Soft mouths, no tongues yet. You’re little playing at grown-ups, not replaying your wedding.”

The first kiss half-missed his mouth. She made a noise. He tried again, and the third try landed warm and wrong and right at once. His hand hovered.

“Hand on her arm, not her arse. Not yet.”

They got too skilled.

“Worse than that. You’re three years old, not in Prague. Kiss like you’ve forgotten how.”

They forgot. Closed mouths, almost chaste until it wasn’t, her hand on his ear, toothpaste and salt.

“Good girls.”

His cock kicked the cage and he moaned into her teeth.

“Noise is fine. Old pet names aren’t. No babe. Either stay silent or use soft new words.”

They went silent except for breath and kissed until their jaws ached. The cane tip tapped the mat.

“Slower. Breathe through your noses. Good girls.”

His eyes stung. Her fingers found his collar ring and held it.

“Tongues now. Still clumsy. Messy is fine.”

Spit. A bumped nose. A high giggle.

“Quiet that down or you get the cane.”

The giggle died. He licked into her mouth and she opened. The cage was hot against her thigh and she whimpered.

“Open each other’s snap crotches. No racing.”

Fingers fumbled. His snaps came easy and hers slower. The pink cage showed and she inhaled. He opened her and found her bare and wet with no pants on. His knuckles brushed her cunt and she jolted.

“Colour, Tamara.”

“Green, mummy.”

“David.”

“Green.”

“Unlock him. The key’s on my chain. Crawl over, fetch it, crawl back. He stays kneeling.”

Tamara crawled with her hands shaking on the key, came back to him, and the lock clicked.

His cock sprang free, hard so fast it hurt, thick against his belly in the open satin. She stared.

“Kiss him again, and touch him slow. He touches you slow too. Fingers only. Nothing inside yet.”

Her hand went too tight, then too light. His fingers slid through her wet cunt without going in. Foreheads together. Soft sounds.

“Slower. Thumb his tip once, then stop.”

He groaned. The cane rested on Trisha’s thighs.

“On your back, Tamara. Knees up. David, between her legs. Rub only. Look at her face, not her tits. Don’t push in until I say.”

He rubbed his cock along her slit, slick and trembling, while she dug into his shoulders.

“Green.”

“In. Slow, all the way, then hold still. No thrusting until I say.”

He pushed in, hot and tight. She cried out. Fully in, his arms shaking, Trisha counted ten with the cane tip.

“Move now. Keep it slow and match my tap.”

He fucked her to the taps, wet sounds and pink satin, and she said mummy while she looked at Trisha.

“I’m here. Take it.”

He went too fast. The cane cracked foam near his hip and he pulled back to tempo.

“Thank you, mummy.”

“Good. Keep going.”

“Legs round him, Tamara. I want to see. David, hand on her clit. Clumsy is fine.”

His thumb found her clit and his hips kept the taps. She came hard, arched and cried with her hands on his collar. He held still, shaking, and didn’t come.

“Out. On your back. She can ride if she’s able.”

“Ride,” Tamara croaked.

She sank onto him with pink satin bunched, a wince turning into pleasure.

“Lean forward. Hands on his chest. Look at him. Stay with me here.”

She bounced, wrong then better, and came again small and surprised.

“David, you come when I tap your shoulder. Tamara, keep moving through it.”

The tap landed. He came with a wail, hips jerking, while she rode him through it and collapsed on his chest. Both of them wrecked in matching pink with mess on their thighs.

“Hold still. Colour.”

“Green.”

“Green.”

“Stay joined for one minute, then separate and crawl to me. Heads on my knees. No talking about the marriage. Keep your words in this room.”

They crawled to her for flannels, breast for him first and then her, water and blankets.

“Anyone feeling off? Want this parked again?”

“Weird. Green. Cot soon.”

“Green. I saw the mat, but not the divorce.”

“It stays open unless someone goes red. I’m proud of you both. That was clumsy enough to be real.”

She made them crawl a lap of the mat still messy, come drizzling from Tamara’s used cunt, holding hands on soft knees, then put them in the cots.

“Cots. Now.”

Separate cots, the same pink laundry pile, the door open two inches, the cane on the hook.

“Fank you, mummy,” she whispered into the mattress.

He woke once, heard her dummy across the room, didn’t crawl, put his own in, and slept with his body sore in a clean way.

The next morning Trisha walked into the playroom already wearing the harness, the dark silicone cock standing ready against her bare stomach. She said nothing at first, only pointed at the foam mats. David and Tamara moved onto them without being told twice.

“Play house again,” she said.

They did. The two of them kissed, messy and open-mouthed, dummies pushed to the side of their faces for a moment so their tongues could meet. Tamara was in a pale yellow satin romper, snaps already open. David’s matching pink one sat the same way. Soft shoes kicked off. Frilly socks still on. Tamara giggled, the sound deliberately childish, then ducked her head and took David’s cock into her mouth, sucking with wet, exaggerated little noises while she looked up at him through her lashes.

Trisha watched for a while, then knelt behind her daughter. Cool lube dripped. Two fingers pressed into Tamara’s arse without warning, working her open with the same practical patience she used on David. Tamara whimpered around David’s cock and held still, dummy clipped to her bib now so her mouth was free. When Trisha decided she was ready she lined the strap up and pushed in slow but steady, one long slide that made Tamara’s eyes go wide and her mouth fall open in a silent cry.

David was already inside her cunt. The moment the strap filled her arse she was stretched on both of them at once. She made a high, broken cooing sound, the baby-girl noise she had practised, but her eyes rolled back in pure adult pleasure. Her body shook between them.

“That’s it, you slutty little baby girl,” Trisha snarled, grin sharp and open. “Take both our cocks. Look at you. Dressed like a toddler and stuffed full like a whore. This is what you were made for.”

David’s hands gripped Tamara’s satin-covered hips, holding her steady while her mother fucked into her from behind. He stared at the woman who had once been his wife, now in frills and a dummy chain, eyes glassy, spit on her chin, taking everything. Tamara’s gaze locked with his. The old disgust was gone. What looked back at him was bright and hungry and finally free of it.

Trisha’s dirty talk grew filthier with every thrust. Pathetic baby. Mummy’s dirty girl. Look how easy you open for us. The words landed like strokes of their own. Tamara’s face crumpled with the force of them. The last thin layer of embarrassment tore away. A full-body orgasm hit her hard, then another right behind it. She cried out for mummy in a high, broken voice, cunt and arse clamping down on both cocks, tears spilling, body jerking between her mother’s hips and David’s. Trisha only fucked her through it harder, laughing under her breath, clearly loving every second of the wreckage she had made of her daughter.

“David, assume the position. Baby Tamara, on your back. Thrust into your new sissy sister, David.”

Tamara’s voice was sharp, delighted, already thick with the new power she had been given. She dropped onto her back on the foam mats, yellow satin romper shoved up to her waist, legs spread wide, dummy still clipped to her bib. The open snaps framed her cunt, already wet and used from earlier. She looked up at David with a bright, corrupted smile that no longer held any of the old disgust.

David moved on command. He knelt between her thighs, pink romper open, cage unlocked for once so he could fuck her properly. The moment he pushed into her he felt Trisha behind him. The thick silicone head of the strap pressed against his already stretched hole and drove in with one long, merciless stroke. He moaned around the dummy, the sound high and broken. It was no longer unusual. The stretch, the fullness, the way his body opened for mummy’s cock while he was buried in her daughter had become another rule of the house.

Trisha gripped his hips and set a hard, punishing rhythm, forcing him deeper into Tamara with every thrust. The three of them locked together in a filthy chain: David’s cock in his sissy sister’s cunt, mummy’s cock buried to the hilt in his arse. The wet sounds filled the playroom. Dummy chains rattled. Satin whispered. Tamara’s hands came up and clawed at David’s shoulders, nails digging in as she laughed, the childish giggle twisted into something dark and hungry.

“That’s it,” Trisha snarled behind him, hips slamming forward. “Fuck your sister while mummy fucks you. Look at her face. Look how much she loves being the little slut under you. Both of you dressed like babies and taking cock like you were born for it.”

Tamara’s eyes were glassy, mouth open around a continuous stream of high, broken cooing that no longer sounded like play. She was fully gone into it now, the last scraps of resistance burned away. She pulled David down by the collar of his romper and kissed him messily around the dummy, spit and tears mixing, while her mother drove into him hard enough to shove him deeper into her with every stroke.

David’s world narrowed to the twin invasions: the tight heat of Tamara around his cock and the thick, relentless stretch of the strap in his arse. He sobbed into the dummy, hips working between the two women, completely owned. Trisha reached around and gripped his throat lightly, forcing his head up so he had to keep looking at Tamara’s wrecked, ecstatic face.

The dummy fell out of Tamara’s mouth and landed on the mat beside her head. Spit connected it to her lower lip for a second before it broke.

“Harder,” she gasped, voice cracking between the practised baby talk and pure filth. “Fuck me harder, sissy brother. Mummy’s watching. Show her how well you use your sister.”

Trisha laughed, low and vicious, and gave them both exactly what they asked for. She slammed forward, burying the strap to the hilt in David’s arse with enough force to drive him deeper into Tamara in the same stroke. His hips jerked helplessly. The wet, filthy sound of both cocks working filled the playroom. Satin crumpled. Dummy chains rattled. Tamara’s legs locked higher around David’s waist, pulling him in.

Then, out of nowhere, Tamara’s face changed. The baby-girl mask slipped for a moment and something raw and adult broke through.

“God, yes, David! I love you! I love you so much!”

The words landed like a slap. David’s eyes flew wide. He stared down into the face of the woman who had once been his wife, now flushed, tear-streaked, dressed in yellow satin frills, taking him while her own mother fucked him from behind. The old life and this new one collided in her open mouth and the desperate, honest way she said it.

Trisha did not slow down. If anything the declaration sharpened her. She leaned over David’s back, one hand fisted in his hair, forcing his head down so he could not look away from Tamara’s eyes.

“You heard your sissy-sister,” she snarled against his ear, hips never stopping. “She loves you. Say it back while you fuck her. Say it while mummy’s cock is inside you. Do it.”

David’s voice came out broken, half sob, half moan, the dummy gone, the lisp and the adult voice tangled together.

“I love you. Fuck. I love you, Tamara.”

Tamara cried out at the words, another orgasm tearing through her, cunt clamping hard around him. Trisha fucked them both through it without mercy, laughing under her breath, clearly savouring every ruined second. The three of them stayed locked together, moving, gasping, the love confession turning the already dark scene into something even more complete and irreversible.

As David’s orgasm hit he drove as deep as he could and came hard inside Tamara, thick pulses flooding her while her cunt still fluttered around him from her own climax. For a few seconds his mind tried to surface. What this meant. What they were now. Husband and ex-wife. Mother and daughter. Mummy and her two baby girls. The thoughts rose and were immediately crushed under the weight of Trisha’s voice.

“Lick her clean.”

She pulled the strap free of him with a wet sound and shoved his head down between Tamara’s spread thighs. David did not hesitate. He opened his mouth and dragged his tongue through the mess of his own come leaking out of her, thick and warm, mixed with her slick. Tamara whimpered, still shaking, hands in his hair.

Trisha’s next order came soft and absolute.

“Piss for him, baby. Let your sissy brother drink it.”

Tamara’s eyes fluttered. A second of resistance, then she let go. Hot urine flooded over David’s tongue and lips, mixing with the come he was already swallowing. He drank it. He did not pull away. The bitter-salt taste of her piss and his own spend filled his mouth while Trisha watched, one hand stroking Tamara’s stomach to keep the stream going.

David kept licking, kept swallowing, face buried in the wet open satin of the yellow romper. The last of the old shame tried to rise and failed. His ex-wife still loved him. She had said it while her mother fucked him into her. He had the fetish he had only ever looked at on a screen, and it had grown into something larger and darker and more complete than anything he had ever dared to imagine. Cage, dummy, cane, fist, public lead, sister, mother, piss, come. All of it.

He was the happiest he had ever been.

Trisha’s hand settled on the back of his head, holding him in place until Tamara finished and the last drops were cleaned away with his tongue. Only then did she let him up. His face was wet. His eyes were clear. Tamara looked down at him with the same bright, ruined affection, dummy chain resting on her chest, and smiled.

“Now open your mouth, baby,” Trisha told Tamara. Then, to David, “Aim and let her drink.”

David stood on unsteady legs, cock still half-hard and slick. Tamara tipped her head back on the mat, yellow satin romper open, dummy chain resting against her collarbone, and opened her mouth wide like the obedient little girl she had become. He stepped closer, took himself in hand, and directed the stream straight between her lips.

The golden fluid hit her tongue and filled her mouth. Tamara swallowed greedily at first, then let the excess spill over, warm piss running down her chin and across the pale yellow satin of her romper. Her hands came up and rubbed the wet fabric into her breasts and stomach, spreading it, while she kept gulping what she could. The sound was filthy and wet and completely shameless.

“Mmmm… so good, mummy,” she moaned between swallows, eyes half-lidded, the words thick and happy.

Trisha watched with open satisfaction, one hand resting on David’s lower back, the other stroking Tamara’s hair as her daughter drank. The playroom filled with the soft patter of the stream and Tamara’s greedy little noises. When the flow finally slowed David shook the last drops onto her tongue. Tamara licked her lips clean, then looked up at both of them with a bright, corrupted smile, face and romper soaked, completely content.

Trisha’s voice was soft and absolute.

“Good girl. Both of you, kneel down and open your mouths.”

David and Tamara dropped to their knees on the foam mats side by side, dummies pushed aside, mouths open, faces tilted up. Trisha stood over them, still naked from the waist down, harness discarded. She spread her bare lips with two fingers, aimed, and let go.

The hot stream hit their faces first, then their tongues. She directed it deliberately, filling David’s mouth, then Tamara’s, then back again, spraying across their cheeks and chins so it ran down their necks and soaked the fronts of their rompers. Both of them drank what they could, eyes half-closed, swallowing greedily. Tamara made soft, happy noises around the flow. David simply kept his mouth open and took it. Trisha kept the stream going until she was empty, watching their faces with calm, open pleasure.

When the last drops fell she stayed standing over them, legs slightly apart.

“Tamara. Lick mummy clean.”

Her eyes locked on her daughter’s. Tamara gulped, nodded, and shuffled forward on her knees without hesitation. She pressed her mouth straight to her mother’s cunt, tongue flat and eager, and began to clean her.

Trisha’s hand settled in Tamara’s hair and held her there. The first long, slow lick dragged from the bottom of her slit all the way up over her clit. Tamara did it again, slower, tasting the last of the piss mixed with her mother’s natural slick. She worked with focused, devoted attention, tongue pushing between the folds, licking every trace away, then circling the swollen clit with the tip before sucking it gently between her lips.

Trisha’s breathing deepened. She kept her eyes on the top of her daughter’s head, watching the silver hair of her own reflection in the mirror across the room while Tamara’s tongue moved. The cleaning turned into something deeper and longer. Tamara’s hands came up to hold her mother’s thighs open. She licked harder, then softer, then pushed her tongue inside as far as it would go, fucking her mother with it in slow, wet strokes. The sounds were filthy and intimate, wet and steady in the quiet playroom.

David stayed on his knees beside them, watching, cock twitching, face still wet. Trisha did not look at him. Her entire focus stayed on the daughter between her legs.

“Deeper,” she murmured. “That’s it. Make mummy feel how much you love this.”

Tamara moaned against her and obeyed. She licked and sucked with increasing hunger, the baby-girl performance completely gone now, replaced by pure adult need. She sucked Trisha’s clit into her mouth and worked it with her tongue while two fingers slid up into her mother’s cunt, curling, searching. Trisha’s hips began to roll against her daughter’s face. The grip in Tamara’s hair tightened.

The licking went on. Long minutes of it. Tamara’s jaw ached and she did not stop. Spit and slick ran down her chin and onto the yellow satin. She kept her eyes open and looking up whenever she could, watching her mother’s face change, watching the pleasure build. Trisha’s thighs started to tremble. She pulled Tamara harder against her and ground down, using her daughter’s mouth with deliberate, selfish rolls of her hips.

“Good girl,” Trisha breathed, voice rough. “Keep going. Mummy’s going to come on your tongue.”

Tamara doubled her efforts, sucking, licking, fingers thrusting. When Trisha came it was with a low, drawn-out groan, cunt pulsing around her daughter’s fingers, clit throbbing against her tongue. She held Tamara there through the whole of it, not letting her pull away until the last tremor had passed.

Only then did she ease her grip. Tamara stayed where she was, still licking softly, cleaning her mother all over again, slower now, almost gentle. Trisha looked down at her with dark, satisfied eyes, one hand still resting in her daughter’s hair, and let the moment stretch.

The two women kissed.

It started slow, almost testing, then deepened at once. Trisha’s hand came up and cupped the back of Tamara’s head, fingers sliding into her hair, and she kissed her daughter the way she kissed a lover. Open-mouthed. Hungry. Tamara made a soft sound and pressed closer, yellow satin against bare skin, tongue meeting her mother’s without hesitation. The wet, intimate noise of it filled the quiet playroom.

David stayed on his knees, mouth open, unable to look away. The woman who had once been his wife was kissing her own mother like she had been waiting years to do it. Spit-slick lips, soft moans, the easy way their bodies fitted together. Everything he thought he understood about the two of them collapsed in real time.

When they finally broke the kiss, a thin string of spit connected their mouths for a second before it snapped. Tamara’s eyes were bright and dark at once. She stayed close, almost nose to nose with Trisha, and spoke in that sweet, deliberate baby-girl voice that no longer sounded like play.

“Are you Mummy’s little fucktoy?”

Trisha did not flinch. She held her daughter’s gaze and answered without a trace of irony.

“Yes, Mummy.”

Tamara smiled, slow and satisfied, and stroked her mother’s cheek with the backs of her fingers.

“Good girl.”

She kissed her again, shorter this time but just as claiming, then rested her forehead against Trisha’s. The power in the room had tilted, just for a moment, and both women clearly felt it. Trisha’s breathing was still uneven from the orgasm her daughter had given her. Tamara looked calm, almost regal in her yellow romper, piss-damp and flushed and completely in control of the next breath.

David watched them, cock hard, chest tight, mind empty of everything except the sight in front of him. The fetish he had once kept locked behind a private browser window had grown into this: his ex-wife and her mother kissing like lovers, calling each other Mummy, while he knelt at their feet in a matching romper with the taste of both of them still on his tongue.

For David, this was the best day of his life.

Chapter 29

The next Saturday meant a different bedtime.

All month Tamara’s eyes had followed David’s cleans on the changing table with hunger and fear and envy mixed in. In Thursday’s adult hour Trisha named it: full bedtime care, clean and nurse and come, with David watching. Both greened after sleep. Saturday delivered.

The bowl was ready with warm water and flannels. A long sibling day sat behind them with pen and piss and corrections, and by nine both were sticky with the day. Every so often, Trisha would open her legs and say “crawl” and both would race to get there first. The first would have the honour of giving the elderly lady an orgasm.

“We’re using my bed tonight for the main care. David, cot first with your dummy and fox. You watch when I say. Tamara, you’re with mummy. Colours.”

“Green, mummy.”

“Green, mummy.”

“Crawl along, soft knees. And don’t race.”

They crawled the hall runner in yellow sleep rompers while Trisha walked barefoot behind them with the bowl. Her room held a wide bed, a towel already spread, wipes and cream, a clean dummy, and curtains drawn.

“Colour for me in the doorway.”

“Green. Yellow on him watching.”

“He stays in the cot until I say. You’re taking this for me, not for him. If you go red, he goes to the nursery. Do you need that?”

“Thay. Green enough.”

“Green to watch. Red if you make me join. Not athking.”

“In you go.”

David climbed into the travel cot. Side up, dummy, fox, and a clear view of the mattress. Trisha nodded. Watch allowed.

“Tamara, on the towel. On your back, knees up, romper open. Hands by your head, and don’t block me.”

The romper peeled open and she was bare underneath. She tried to close her knees and Trisha’s palm stopped her thigh.

“Mummy’s cleaning you.”

“Green, mummy.”

The warm flannel made Tamara jump. Trisha waited, then wiped behind and crease and other side, rinse and wring, same hands and pace as David on the table.

The cloth moved onto her cunt in a careful spiral. Her hips lifted and Trisha pressed her belly down.

“Just take it.”

She cleaned the outer lips one side then the other, then inside the folds with short strokes, then over her clit light enough not to make her come and firm enough she felt every pass. A tear hit the towel and Trisha wiped that too until Tamara was pink and clean and shining.

David gripped the bars with his cage aching and stayed quiet.

Cream went on the chafe lines but not on her clit.

“Done. Thank you soft.”

“Fank you for cleaning baby, mummy.”

“Good girl. Colour.”

“Green. Feelth little. Real little.”

Trisha took off her jumper and bra and opened her arms.

“Crawl up here and latch on. Don’t come off until I say.”

The latch took two tries and then settled into a steady suck. Trisha’s eyes half-closed as her free hand slid down the open romper over clean stomach and rested low.

“Long feeds tonight. No clock on it.”

Sucking noise filled the room while David watched. Then her fingers found Tamara’s clit, still damp, and started a slow circle.

“I’m going to rub you while you nurse. Come if you can, and keep sucking through it. David watches. Soft only if he speaks. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy.”

Tamara was already latched, mouth working steadily on Trisha’s breast, eyes half-closed. Trisha’s hand slid down between her daughter’s open thighs, pushed the yellow satin aside, and began to circle her clit with two fingers, soft and deliberate. The touch was light at first, just enough to make Tamara’s hips twitch. She moaned into the breast and the sucking grew more urgent, wetter, greedier.

Trisha kept the circle slow, gathering slick, then eased one finger lower and pressed it inside her. Tamara’s moan deepened. A second finger followed, sliding in to the knuckle, curling just enough to make her thighs tremble. Trisha fucked her with them in short, measured strokes while her thumb stayed on the clit, rubbing in the same unhurried rhythm.

“Good girl. Take it. Mummy cleaned you, mummy feeds you, and mummy makes you come.”

The fingers worked deeper. Tamara’s nursing turned frantic, spit shining on Trisha’s breast, soft desperate sounds vibrating against the nipple. When her thigh began to shake hard, Trisha slowed, stopped the thrusting, and simply held her fingers still inside while Tamara kept sucking. Only the wet sound of the latch filled the room. Then she started again, circling the clit, curling the fingers, building her higher, backing off just before the edge, then building once more.

“What are you?”

“Mummy’th baby.”

“Again.”

“Mummy’th baby. Ah…”

Trisha pushed a third finger in, stretching her, and fucked her more firmly. Tamara came in long, rolling waves, nursing breaking and catching, cries muffled against the breast, spit bright and running down Trisha’s skin. Her cunt clenched hard around the fingers. Trisha kept them moving through it, slower but relentless, drawing every pulse out of her.

“Easy now. Keep sucking. Good girl. Soft.”

She stopped thrusting and simply cupped her hand over Tamara’s cunt, three fingers still buried, palm pressed flat, holding her while the aftershocks ran through. When the shaking eased she withdrew slowly, wiped the mixed slick and earlier water from between her daughter’s legs with the same thorough care she always used, and left her clean again.

Tamara’s hip tried to chase the empty hand. Trisha pinned her firmly in place with a forearm across her stomach.

“Don’t hump mummy’s hand. Just receive it and suck.”

Tamara made a small, frustrated sound but obeyed, latching back on properly, eyes wet, body still twitching, while David watched from his place on the mat and said nothing.

A high little whine gave way to a full shudder and a wet cry into skin, thighs shaking hard around Trisha’s wrist. Clean, used, small. Tamara’s whole body went loose against her mother as the last of the orgasm rolled through.

“Good girl. That’s mummy’s baby. Soft now. Soft.”

Trisha’s voice stayed low and even. She held her daughter until the trembling quieted, then looked across at David on the mat.

“Colour, David.”

“Green, mummy. Proud of thithter.”

Tamara heard him and kept nursing, slower now, the frantic edge gone. Her eyes were half-closed, one hand resting lightly on Trisha’s side.

“I’m proud of both of you. Dummy after this. Half an hour on my bed, then cot if you want it. David stays in the watch-cot. Forehead kiss only, no climbing up. Her afterglow isn’t house game.”

She eased Tamara off the breast and slipped the dummy between her lips. Tamara took it with a soft, tired suck. Trisha gathered her up, carried her the short distance to the big bed, and laid her on the clean towel she had already spread. The lamp was turned low. She spooned in behind her daughter, one arm around her waist, and began the simple wipe check.

A warm flannel first, gentle and thorough between Tamara’s thighs. Then, without announcement, Trisha bent her head and licked her. Three slow, deliberate passes of her tongue over the still-sensitive folds, tasting the last of the slick and the clean water, claiming the afterglow the same way she claimed everything else. Tamara made a small sound around the dummy but did not pull away. Trisha licked her once more, softer, then finished with the flannel, patted her dry, and settled the yellow satin romper back into place.

She stayed spooned against her daughter’s back, hand resting on her stomach, while David watched from the cot as ordered. The room went quiet except for the soft suck of the dummy and the low sound of three people breathing.

Trisha pulled the dummy out of Tamara’s mouth and set it aside.

“Adult ten. Any bad drop?”

Tamara took a moment, eyes still soft from the afterglow, then answered clearly.

“No. Cleaning. That was the thing. Not only the orgasm. Green.”

Trisha looked at David.

“You?”

“Green. Wanting. Not asking. Cot ith enough.”

Trisha nodded once, then turned back to her daughter. Her voice stayed calm but carried the weight of something already decided.

“I want you to start thinking about Josh and what next. You know you can’t keep him.”

Tamara’s expression shifted. She understood at once that this was no longer play. The baby voice and the soft posture fell away. She was fully adult now, lying on her mother’s bed in a piss-damp yellow romper, looking at the woman who had just made her come while she nursed.

“I know,” she said. “I don’t want him anymore. I want David back.”

Trisha did not soften the answer.

“You can’t have David. I’m marrying David. He’ll be your daddy, and your sissy sister.”

There was a short silence. Then Tamara’s mouth curved into a slow, genuine grin, the same bright corrupted look she had worn earlier when she kissed her mother.

“Even better, Mummy.”

Trisha studied her face for any trace of performance or regret. Finding none, she gave a small, satisfied nod.

“Good. Now between my legs. Just nurse on my clit for now.”

She shifted onto her back, knees falling open, and guided Tamara down. Tamara moved without hesitation, settling between her mother’s thighs, and put her mouth to her. She licked once, then sealed her lips around the already sensitive clit and began to suck in the same slow, devoted rhythm she had used on the breast earlier. Trisha’s hand settled in her hair, not forcing, just resting there, while David watched from the cot as ordered and stayed silent. The room filled again with the soft, wet sound of Tamara nursing, adult and filthy and completely willing.

“Now lick and finger…” Trisha breathed, rubbing her daughter’s head. “My daughter, my lover.”

Tamara made a soft sound of agreement against her and obeyed at once. She dragged her tongue down from the clit, parted her mother with both thumbs, and licked a long, slow stripe through the centre of her. The taste was already familiar. She did it again, slower, then pushed her tongue inside as deep as it would go, fucking her mother with it in steady strokes while her nose pressed against the swollen clit.

Trisha’s fingers tightened in her hair, not pulling, just holding her exactly where she wanted her. Tamara added two fingers beside her tongue, sliding them in wet and easy, then curling them upward to find the spot that made Trisha’s breath catch. She worked them in a firm, rhythmic thrust while her tongue returned to the clit, circling, then sucking it between her lips.

“That’s it,” Trisha murmured, voice low and thick. “Good girl. Look at you. My own daughter with her mouth on me like she was made for it.”

Tamara moaned at the words and licked harder. Spit and slick ran down her chin and onto the towel. She added a third finger, stretching her mother open, and fucked her with them while she sucked. The wet sounds filled the quiet bedroom. Trisha’s hips began to roll against her face, small at first, then more deliberate, using her daughter’s mouth the way she wanted.

David watched from the cot, silent, cock hard, the scene in front of him more intimate and irreversible than anything that had come before. Mother and daughter. Lover and lover. The yellow satin of Tamara’s romper was still damp. Trisha’s silver hair was loose across the pillow. Their bodies moved together without any remaining pretence of play.

Trisha pulled Tamara’s head up just long enough to look her in the eye.

“Say it.”

Tamara’s lips were shiny, her voice rough.

“I’m your daughter. I’m your lover.”

“Again.”

“I’m your daughter and your lover, mummy.”

Trisha pushed her back down. Tamara returned to her cunt with renewed hunger, licking, sucking, fingers thrusting deep. She kept her eyes open whenever she could, watching her mother’s face change, watching the pleasure build. Trisha’s thighs tightened around her head. Her breathing turned sharp and uneven.

“Don’t stop. Mummy’s close.”

Tamara did not stop. She sucked the clit firmly between her lips and curled her fingers hard, working the same spot without mercy. When Trisha came it was with a long, low groan, hips grinding against her daughter’s face, cunt pulsing around the fingers. Tamara stayed exactly where she was, licking her through every wave, cleaning her, tasting her, until Trisha’s hand finally softened in her hair and the trembling eased.

Even then Tamara did not pull away. She kept licking, slower now, almost gentle, while Trisha stroked her hair and looked down at her with dark, satisfied eyes.

“My daughter,” she said again, quieter. “My lover. Stay there a little longer.”

Tamara stayed.

Chapter 30

A month later Josh was gone and the spare key lived only in Trisha’s drawer.

Tamara had quit her job the week after that night on mummy’s bed. She had sold the flat, boxed what little she still needed, and crossed the mat into full-time. No more adult hours for her. No more adult hours for David either. Soft speech only under this roof now, unless a safeword was required, and safewords still came out clear and adult when they had to. Everything else was lisps and short words and mummy’s rules.

Two full-time babies. Two cages on house days. Two shelves of rompers. Two cots that no longer stood empty on weeknights.

The house ran on structure. Morning milk. Soft toast. Pen time. Hold until they couldn’t. Clean. Nap. Garden lead if dry. Evening cane when someone landed hard on a word. Strap when mummy wanted holes used. Breast when they earned it. Cot with sides up.

They drank each other’s piss on command. Not every wet, but often enough that the taste stopped being a shock. Trisha would hold one over the other’s open mouth after a full hold, or put them on their backs in the pen and tell the full one to go. Soft thank yous after. Cream. Fresh satin. Sometimes she made them kiss with the taste still wet on their tongues.

Littles parties filled the calendar twice a month. Private houses, hired rooms, long coats to the door. Trisha walked them in on leads, dummies clipped, soft shoes quiet. Other littles in rompers and onesies and nappies. Parallel play. Shared blocks. Sometimes a host little crawled over and put a hand under a snap crotch while mummy talked with other keepers, and Trisha would watch for a colour and then nod if it stayed green. David had come once with another sissy-girl’s mouth on his cage while Tamara nursed on a stranger mummy’s fingers across the room. Tamara had been fingered open on a picnic blanket by a daddy’s boy while David watched from the pen bars and sucked his dummy so hard the shield fogged. They went home sticky and quiet and green, and Trisha cleaned them both on the changing table before cot.

Tonight was not a party night. Tonight was the wedding.

Trisha had arranged it through the same quiet network that ran the munches. A vicar who kept his own house soft behind closed doors. His little was a young man called Ben, nineteen, soft-spoken even in adult windows, who lived in frilly socks and a collar when he was not fetching tea for his keeper. The vicar, Father Jack, was sixty-one, grey at the temples, with steady hands and a gentle, precise way of speaking. He did private ceremonies for people who could not put their lives on a public register.

They came at four. Trisha answered the door in a dark dress, silver hair neat and smooth. David and Tamara waited on their knees in the lounge in matching white satin rompers, soft shoes, dummies in, collars on. Ben was already little when he came through the door, pale blue romper, dummy, eyes down until Jack rested a hand lightly on his hair and murmured something only he could hear.

“These are my babies,” Trisha said. “David and Tamara. Full-time. Soft speech only.”

Jack nodded, voice quiet and even. “Understood. Ben stays soft too unless I say otherwise. We’re ready when you are.”

The lounge had been cleared enough for standing room. No guests beyond the four littles and two keepers. Curtains drawn. A small table held a simple licence folder Jack had prepared for their own records, nothing that would ever trouble a council office. Rings rested in Trisha’s palm: a plain band for David, a matching one for her.

“Dummy out, David. Soft voice for the vows. You say what I taught you. Nothing clever.”

“Yeth, mummy.”

Jack stood them facing each other. Trisha upright. David on his knees at her feet, because that was how she wanted the picture. Tamara knelt beside Ben at the side of the room, holding his hand, both of them watching with wide wet eyes.

Jack kept the ceremony short and clear. His voice never rose. He spoke about keeping and being kept, about chosen family, about a house with rules that held. When he asked Trisha if she took David as her husband and her baby, she said yes without decoration. When he asked David, David’s voice shook and stayed soft.

“I take mummy ath my wife. I be mummy’th huthband and mummy’th baby. Forever if she keepth me.”

“She keeps you,” Trisha said.

The rings went on. Jack declared them married under the rules of this house. Trisha bent and kissed David’s mouth, firm and claiming, then put his dummy back in before he could spoil it with more words.

Tamara clapped soft and clumsy. Ben did the same. Jack’s hand stayed on Ben’s nape, thumb stroking gently.

“Congratulations,” Jack said, still soft-spoken, a faint smile at the corners of his mouth. “You mentioned something about payment in kind…”

“Yes.” Trisha smiled, then turned to David and Tamara. “As agreed. No more safewords. No more colours, for either of you. Mummy knows best, doesn’t she?”

“Yeth, Mummy!” they both answered at once.

“Excellent.” She nodded at Jack.

Jack stepped closer to David. His hands were careful, almost reverent, as he began to touch him. Fingers tracing the white satin, the lace edging, the soft swell of David’s chest under the fabric. He breathed a little heavier, eyes dark with quiet appreciation.

“Such a pretty sissy,” Jack whispered, voice low and clearly admiring. “Look at you. All dressed up for your wedding day.”

David’s eyes locked with his new wife’s. Fear flickered there, but he did not dare argue. The dummy stayed in. He stayed on his knees while the soft-spoken vicar continued to touch him, exploring the satin and the body beneath it with the same gentle, deliberate care he had used for the ceremony.

“Watch,” she told Tamara and Ben. “This is daddy taking something new.”

Jack undressed without theatre. Shirt. Trousers. He was thick and already hard, older body frank about it. He knelt between David’s spread thighs while Trisha held David’s hand and Ben knelt at David’s head with Tamara pressed close against his side.

David’s eyes were wide with real fear. He had not expected this. The ceremony, the rings, the removal of safewords, yes. A man between his legs on his wedding day had not been part of the picture in his head. His breath came short and fast around the dummy. He tried to close his thighs on instinct. Trisha’s hand tightened on his.

“Stay open,” she said quietly. “Mummy decided. You take it.”

“Such a pretty boy,” Jack said, calm as a service, voice still soft. He slicked himself with unhurried care, then pressed the thick head against David’s hole. David flinched hard. Jack waited one second, then pushed.

The entry was slow and relentless. Real cock was hotter and heavier than any strap David had ever taken. The blunt stretch burned in a way silicone never quite did. David’s eyes flew wider. A high, broken moan tore out of him around the dummy as the head popped inside. Jack kept going, feeding him inch by inch, the thick shaft spreading him open. David’s free hand clutched at the towel. Tears already started at the corners of his eyes. The fullness kept growing until Jack’s hips finally sat flush against him and the entire length was buried.

David lay there shaking, stretched wider than he was used to, the unfamiliar heat and weight of a real cock pulsing inside him. Fear and the first unwanted flickers of pleasure tangled together. He sucked the dummy hard, trying to ground himself.

Jack held still, giving him time to feel every bit of it.

Tamara made a soft hungry sound. Ben’s hand found his own cage through the blue satin.

“That’s it,” Trisha murmured, stroking David’s hair. “That’s real cock in mummy’s husband. I know it’s a lot. Breathe. Stay open. Let him use you.”

Jack began to move. Long, careful strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in deep. David’s body jerked with each thrust. The wet sound of it filled the drawn lounge. His legs hooked weakly around Jack’s waist almost against his will. Tears tracked into his hair. He did not go red. He sucked the dummy like it was the only solid thing left in the world while the fear slowly started to melt under the steady, overwhelming friction.

“Good girl,” Trisha said, and the title hit him while a man fucked his arse on the wedding towel. “You’re doing so well. Look at your sister watching you.”

David’s eyes found Tamara. She was flushed, dummy working, free hand already under her own snap crotch. Ben watched with dark eyes, lips parted around silicone. Seeing them both so openly aroused while he was being used twisted something in David’s chest. The fear was still there, but underneath it a raw, helpless pleasure was building whether he wanted it or not.

Jack fucked him properly after that. Deeper. Harder. No headboard, just rug and towel and the rhythmic slap of hips. David came untouched across his own stomach with a muffled wail, clenching hard around the thick cock inside him. The orgasm was intense and confusing, forced out of him by the stretch and the steady thrusting. Jack groaned softly and kept going through it until David was oversensitive and shaking, then pulled out slow, still hard, and looked to Trisha.

“Mouth,” Trisha said. “Ben’s turn to use him too. David, dummy out. You suck Ben like a dummy. Soft and steady. No teeth.”

Dummy out. A string of spit connected it to David’s lip. He looked dazed, scared, and unmistakably aroused. Ben shuffled forward on his knees, snaps open, cage unlocked by Jack’s key. His cock was slimmer than Jack’s, flushed dark, already wet at the tip. He guided it between David’s lips. David opened for him, still trembling, and took it.

David took it the way he took a teat. Soft seal. Steady suck. Eyes half-closed. Ben gasped and put a shaking hand in David’s hair while Jack pushed back into David’s already used arse and started fucking him again, slower this time, watching the mouth work with open, hungry fascination.

Father Jack’s face had changed. The soft-spoken calm of the ceremony was still there in his voice, but his eyes were dark and greedy, fixed on the place where his thick cock disappeared into the white satin-clad body of the newly married man. He fucked with deliberate, filthy enjoyment, rolling his hips to drag every inch against David’s stretched rim, clearly savouring the heat and the tightness and the fact that he was doing this on a wedding towel in front of an audience.

“There,” Trisha said, almost fond. “That’s my husband with a cock in both ends. Wedding night done properly.”

Jack gave a low, breathy laugh that did not match the gentle vicar who had spoken about chosen family only minutes earlier. He reached down and spread David’s cheeks wider with both thumbs so everyone could see how the hole clung to him on every slow withdrawal.

“Look at that,” he murmured, voice still soft but thick with perversion. “Pretty little sissy husband taking it so well. Married less than an hour and already stuffed full of real cock. God, the way he opens for it.”

He thrust in harder, just once, to make David moan around Ben’s cock, then returned to the slow, deep strokes, clearly in no rush to finish. Every push seemed calculated to make the wet sound louder, to make David’s body jolt, to give Tamara and Ben a better view of the stretch.

Tamara crawled closer until she could see everything. Trisha pulled her in against her side and slid two fingers straight into her daughter’s already soaked cunt without looking away from the men on the towel. Tamara latched onto Trisha’s neck and whimpered while she was fingered open, eyes locked on her sissy sister-daddy taking cock at both ends.

Ben did not last long. The sight and the soft, relentless suction finished him. He came with a broken, high sound, hips stuttering, and David swallowed around him like it was milk, still sucking steadily through every pulse until Jack finally eased the younger man back. A thin string of spit and cum connected Ben’s cock to David’s lower lip for a second before it broke.

Jack lasted longer. He had been edging himself on purpose, enjoying the power and the spectacle too much to rush. He fucked David’s used hole with increasing force now, the soft-spoken mask slipping further with every thrust. His breath came shorter. His hands left bruises on David’s thighs. He muttered low, filthy praise under his breath, words no one would ever expect from a man of the cloth.

“That’s it, take it. Married little slut. Look at you. White satin and a collar and a cock up your arse on your wedding day. Perfect.”

He kept going until David was trembling and oversensitive, then pulled out slowly so everyone could watch the open, wet gape he left behind. The hole stayed loose for a moment, red and shiny, before it began to close. Jack stroked himself twice and came hard across David’s open thighs and the rucked white satin at his waist, thick ropes striping the fabric and the soft skin. David lay wrecked, open-mouthed, eyes glassy, dummy long gone, face wet with tears and spit, completely used.

Jack stayed on his knees between David’s legs, still holding his own cock, watching the mess he had made with open satisfaction. His breathing was uneven. The soft-spoken mask had slipped entirely. When he spoke his voice was low and thick with memory.

“I still remember the first time I took Ben,” he said, almost conversationally, as if he were discussing the weather. “He was just as tight as you. Cried the same way. Tried to close his legs. I held them open and pushed in anyway. Made him take every inch until he stopped fighting and started moaning. Turned him into my little sissy that same night. Collar on, dummy in, cock locked. He’s never been the same since. Look at him now.”

He glanced over at Ben, who was still flushed and watching, cage already locked again, eyes dark with the memory of his own breaking-in. Jack smiled, small and private and thoroughly depraved.

“Every time I fuck a new one I think about that night. The way Ben’s voice went high when I bottomed out. The way he shook. The way he looked at me afterwards like I’d ruined him and saved him at the same time. You’re the same. I can see it. Married an hour and already gaping on a towel with another man’s cum on your thighs. Beautiful.”

He reached down and dragged two fingers through the mess on David’s skin, then pushed them slowly back into the open hole, just to feel it, just to watch David’s body twitch and accept it. Jack’s eyes stayed hungry and faraway, clearly reliving Ben’s first time while he idly fingered the newly married man in front of everyone.

“I do so enjoy the first proper fuck,” he murmured. “There’s nothing quite like it.”

Aftercare was the house’s usual thoroughness with more hands. Jack cleaned Ben. Trisha cleaned David and Tamara. Fresh rompers. Water. Dummies. Praise in low equal tones.

“You took that beautifully,” Trisha told David, forehead to his. “First real cock. Our wedding. You’re mine in every way that matters now.”

“Yeth, mummy,” he whispered, soft and ruined. “Thank you, mummy.”

Jack and Ben stayed for tea in the kitchen while the babies recovered on the lounge rug with blocks they were too floaty to stack. Before they left, Jack shook Trisha’s hand like any ordinary guest and Ben waved bye-bye soft at the door.

When the house was theirs again Trisha put both babies in her bed, white satin swapped for soft cotton sleep rompers, and held them while the heating clicked and the day settled.

“Josh is gone,” she said into the quiet, adult only because the fact needed clean edges. “Tamara lives here. Soft speech stands. Parties continue. And you,” she kissed David’s ring, “are my husband and my baby. Clear?”

“Clear, mummy,” from both, soft and sure.

She turned out the light. Two full-time littles. One keeper. A ring on each adult hand that mattered. Outside the street did ordinary Sunday things. Inside, David still felt the ghost of real cock and the shape of Ben on his tongue like a dummy he had not known he could take, and slept between his wife and his sister without a single adult sentence left to say.


Chapter 31

There was just one more test. One more change.

The next day Trisha attached leashes to their collars, then carefully fitted the huge pink bonnets, locking the ribbons under their chins. Locked satin mittens went on next, the kind that left them unable to use their fingers. White lace pop-socks were smoothed up their calves. Soft pink Mary-Janes were buckled onto their feet. Matching white satin rompers completed the picture.

“Time for the world to meet the babies,” she told them.

Their eyes widened in real horror. The sucking on the oversized dummies went hard and fast. Neither of them spoke. Neither reached for the old safewords they had already given up. Both of them had known, somewhere under the fear, that this was coming.

Trisha sat them side by side on the closed toilet lid and did their make-up herself. Childish and bright and thick. Rosy circles on the cheeks. Soft pink lips. A little extra shimmer at the corners of the eyes so they looked wide and startled. When she finished she stepped back and studied them with calm satisfaction.

“Perfect. Up you get.”

She clipped both leashes into one hand, opened the front door, and led them out into the daylight.

The street was ordinary. Cars. A neighbour across the road putting out recycling. The sound of a radio from an open window. David and Tamara walked on either side of her, heads down at first, the big pink bonnets hiding most of their faces, dummies working frantically, mittened hands hanging useless at their sides. The soft shoes made almost no sound on the pavement. The leashes stayed short and firm.

“Head up,” Trisha said quietly. “Babies don’t hide. We’re walking to the shops and we are going shopping.”

They lifted their heads. A man walking his dog glanced once, then looked again and kept staring. A woman with a pushchair slowed down to watch them pass. Someone in a parked car turned to look. Trisha walked as if nothing unusual was happening, silver hair neat, dark coat buttoned, two adult babies on leashes trailing at her sides in full frilly kit and thick childish make-up.

David’s face burned under the rouge. Tamara’s breathing was fast and shallow around her dummy. Neither of them tried to pull away. The collars, the mittens, the knowledge that the safewords were gone, and the steady pressure of Trisha’s hand on the leashes kept them moving forward into the ordinary afternoon world that was no longer ordinary at all.

They kept walking.

A teenage boy on a bike slowed down as he passed, stared openly, then barked out a loud laugh and called something crude over his shoulder to his friend. Further along the pavement a middle-aged man stopped dead, face twisting.

“Fucking perverts,” he shouted. “There are kids around. Put them away.”

Trisha did not break stride. She simply shortened the leashes and kept walking, her expression unchanged. David’s ears burned under the bonnet. Tamara’s sucking on the dummy turned frantic. Neither of them looked up.

The high street shops were busy enough for a weekday afternoon. Trisha led them through the automatic doors of a large chemist first. The security guard watched them the entire time they were inside. She moved slowly along the aisles, making them stand quietly while she examined baby lotion, oversized dummies, packets of adult pull-ups, and a new bottle of the scented shampoo she preferred for them. Every so often she asked one of them a soft question.

“Does baby like this smell?”

They were expected to nod or give a muffled answer around the dummy. A woman with a basket stopped and stared without any attempt to hide it. Two staff members whispered near the till. Someone near the vitamin shelves took a phone out and angled it, but Trisha turned just enough to look at them directly and the phone went away again.

Next she took them into a small clothing shop that sold soft shoes and nightwear. She made David and Tamara stand in the middle of the shop while she held different frilly socks and soft cotton rompers up against them, discussing the colours and the fit out loud as if they were too young to understand. A shop assistant approached, then thought better of it and retreated. An older couple near the door muttered and left.

They moved on to a supermarket. Trisha collected a basket and began selecting ordinary groceries, occasionally adding a packet of biscuits shaped like animals or a bottle of flavoured milk. The fluorescent lights felt harsh. Every set of eyes that landed on them stayed too long. David kept his gaze on the floor. Tamara walked close enough that her leash stayed slack.

Halfway down the refrigerated aisle Tamara made a small, urgent sound around her dummy and tugged very gently on the leash with her mittened hand.

Trisha looked down at her.

Tamara’s eyes were wide and embarrassed. She shifted from foot to foot.

“Baby needth pee-pee,” she whispered, the soft voice trembling.

Trisha considered her for a moment, then shook her head once.

“No. Babies wait until mummy says. Hold it. We’re not finished.”

Tamara’s face crumpled under the thick make-up. She pressed her satin-mittened hands together in front of her and nodded, sucking harder on the dummy. David glanced sideways at her and saw the real distress there, mixed with the same helpless acceptance he felt in his own chest. Trisha simply continued along the aisle, both leashes still firm in her hand, as if the request had never been made.

They kept shopping.

They left the supermarket and started the walk home.

The streets were quieter now but still public enough. Every few steps someone glanced, then looked again. The leashes stayed short. The pink bonnets bobbed. The soft Mary-Janes made almost no sound on the pavement.

Halfway back Tamara suddenly stopped. Her whole body went rigid. A second later a dark patch bloomed across the front of the white satin romper and spread rapidly down the insides of both thighs. Warm urine ran freely, soaking the fabric, trickling into the lace pop-socks and pooling briefly in the soft pink shoes before dripping onto the pavement.

She made a high, broken sound around the dummy. Real tears welled up and spilled over the thick childish make-up, tracking black and pink down her cheeks. Her shoulders shook. The sobs came hard and helpless, the pure embarrassment of an adult woman wetting herself in public while dressed as a baby and held on a leash. She tried to press her mittened hands between her legs, but the locked satin gave her no real coverage.

At the same time the humiliation went straight to the core of her. Even through the tears and the shaking, her body reacted. The wet heat, the exposure, the knowledge that David and any passing stranger could see, and the absolute control Trisha held over her all mixed into a sharp, helpless arousal that made her thighs press together around the soaked fabric.

Trisha stopped and looked down at her daughter. She did not raise her voice. She simply observed the spreading stain, the tears, the way Tamara’s hips shifted despite herself.

“There,” she said calmly. “Baby couldn’t hold it after all. That’s what happens when you ask and mummy says no.”

She gave the leash a gentle tug and continued walking, forcing Tamara to move with her. Each step made the wet satin cling and chafe. More urine trickled down. The soft shoes squelched faintly. David walked on the other side, eyes wide, dummy working hard, watching his sissy sister cry and drip her way home while the unmistakable flush of arousal stayed on her wet face.

Trisha kept them both moving at a steady pace, silver hair neat, expression composed, as if walking two soaked, sobbing adult babies through the streets in broad daylight was the most ordinary thing in the world.

The trips out into public became a daily occurrence.

Every afternoon Trisha dressed them in the full kit: rompers, bonnets, locked mittens, lace socks, soft shoes, thick make-up, dummies, leashes. She walked them to the shops, the park, the library, sometimes just along the high street and back. The reactions never fully stopped. People still stared. Some still laughed. A few still muttered about perverts. But the routine itself began to wear the sharpest edges off the fear. David and Tamara learned the routes, the places where the stares were worst, the quiet side streets where they could breathe a little easier. They never asked for the old safewords. They had already given those up.

The wetting, however, remained a problem. Tamara still lost control when she was refused. David, under the same pressure and the same public stress, began to have accidents of his own. Soft shoes and satin rompers were not designed for it. After the third soaked walk home in a week Trisha decided the current arrangement was no longer practical.

She ordered thick adult nappies in bulk, the kind with plastic outer covers and visible gathered edges. The next morning she put both of them on the changing mat, locked their mittens, and taped them into the nappies herself. The padding was bulky. When the rompers went on over the top the outline was obvious, and when they moved or sat the white plastic edges peeped out at the legs no matter how carefully the fabric was adjusted.

That was the most horrifying part.

On the first outing with the nappies the edges showed clearly every time the breeze caught the romper or one of them took a longer step. A woman at the bus stop stared openly at the plastic frills around their thighs. A man in the corner shop watched them walk and muttered something about grown adults in nappies. David’s face burned under the make-up. Tamara walked with her legs slightly apart, trying and failing to hide the bulk. Both of them sucked their dummies hard enough to make their jaws ache.

Trisha paid no attention to the stares. She simply shortened the leashes and continued as usual.

Days passed. Then weeks. The daily walks continued. The nappies stayed on. The plastic edges remained visible. Slowly, the people who saw them regularly began to change. The neighbour across the road stopped looking shocked and simply nodded when they passed. The staff in the chemist learned to ignore the bulk under the rompers and the leashes in Trisha’s hand. The man who had once shouted about perverts eventually just shook his head and walked on. A few of the regular shop assistants even began to speak to Trisha as if nothing unusual was happening, asking after “the little ones” in carefully neutral tones.

They weren’t doing anything illegal. They weren’t harming anyone. They were simply weird, and after enough repetition the weirdness settled into the background of the street like any other local eccentricity. People still glanced. Some still disapproved. But the open outrage faded into a kind of resigned acceptance.

David and Tamara felt the shift. The horror never completely left, but it was joined by a strange, heavy normalisation. They walked their daily routes in thick nappies with the edges showing, bonnets on, dummies in, leashes held firmly in their mummy’s hand, and the world around them gradually stopped treating it as an emergency. It had simply become what they were.

But they still walked like adults, even with the thick nappies on. The padding made them move carefully, yet the basic stride remained too ordinary, too controlled. Trisha wanted everyone who saw them to understand exactly how far they had been taken. She researched the problem with the same practical focus she brought to everything else and found the answer in scale.

She ordered two enormous butt plugs, each with a maximum diameter of five inches. The bulbs were heavy, dense silicone, flared at the base so they could not be lost, and finished in the same pale pink as the rest of their kit. Given that both David and Tamara were already being fisted almost daily, their bodies were accustomed to large intrusions. These plugs, however, were a deliberate step beyond comfort.

On the morning she decided to use them she put both of them on the changing mat after the nappies were already taped on. Mittens locked. Dummies in. She coated the first plug generously with lube, pressed the tapered tip against David’s hole, and began to push. The stretch was immediate and severe. David’s eyes flew wide. A long, muffled sound escaped around the dummy as the widest part forced him open. Trisha worked it in with steady pressure, pausing only when his breathing turned ragged, then continuing until the full five-inch bulb seated inside him and the flared base sat flush against his skin. She gave it a small tug to confirm it was locked in place by his own body, then repeated the process with Tamara.

Tamara took it with tears already starting. The burn of the stretch made her hips try to twist away, but the locked mittens and Trisha’s firm hand on her lower back left her no real escape. When the plug finally popped past the tightest point and settled deep she let out a broken, high whimper and went still, legs trembling.

Trisha fastened the rompers over the nappies, smoothed the fabric, and clipped on the leashes.

“Up.”

They stood. The effect was immediate and exactly what she had wanted. The sheer size of the plugs forced their thighs apart and changed their centre of balance. Every step became a careful, rolling waddle. The bulky nappies amplified it. The soft Mary-Janes scuffed. They could no longer hide the way their bodies had been altered; the movement itself announced it to anyone watching.

Trisha opened the front door and led them out into the street. David and Tamara walked on either side of her with the unmistakable, exaggerated gait of two adults forced to move around the enormous plugs seated inside them. Heads turned faster than usual. A few people stopped outright. The combination of the visible nappy edges, the frilly kit, the leashes, and the helpless waddle left very little to the imagination.

Trisha kept them moving at a steady pace, expression calm, clearly satisfied. She had achieved what she needed. They no longer walked like adults who happened to be dressed as babies. They waddled like the fully owned, fully modified littles she had decided they would be.

It was on one of those trips that they literally bumped into someone.

Trisha had taken them along the quieter side of the high street, leashes short, the two of them rolling along in their forced waddle, thick nappy edges peeping under the rompers, five-inch plugs seated deep, bonnets framing faces still painted in bright childish make-up. David had his head down, dummy working, trying to make himself as small as possible.

He did not see the man until they collided.

A solid shoulder. A muttered apology. Then the other man looked up properly and the words died in his throat.

It was Mark. The same Mark from five-a-side, the one who had cornered him in the car park months ago and asked if he was seeing someone. The one David had bought a careful pint for and told nothing. Mark’s eyes locked onto David’s and went wide with pure, unfiltered shock.

“Holy fuck,” he gasped.

He took a full step back, staring. The pink bonnet. The thick make-up. The oversized dummy. The collar and leash in Trisha’s hand. The obvious bulk of the nappy. The unnatural, open-legged waddle that made it clear something large was keeping him that way. Mark’s mouth opened and closed once. Recognition and disbelief crashed together on his face.

David froze. The dummy trembled between his lips. Heat flooded his entire body. Every hour of careful secrecy, every private window, every quiet decision that had led him here, collapsed in the space of a single pavement collision. His old friend’s eyes moved from the bonnet to the leash to the visible plastic edges of the nappy and back to David’s painted, panicked face.

Trisha stopped beside them, calm as ever, and gave both leashes a small, proprietary tug.

Mark still could not find another word. He simply stared at the man he used to play football with, now leashed, nappied, plugged and dressed as a toddler in the middle of the afternoon, while David could do nothing but stand there and take it.


Chapter 32

Trisha did not want to talk on the street. Much as she enjoyed the public humiliation for her own gratification, she could see the situation with Mark tipping toward something uglier if they stayed where people were still watching. She kept her voice level and practical.

“Walk with us,” she said. “We’re going home. You can ask whatever you need to ask there.”

To David’s surprise, Mark simply nodded and fell into step beside them. He did not laugh. He did not sneer. He walked.

The journey back was slow because of the forced waddle. Trisha spoke as they moved, calm and factual. She told him about the house rules, the full-time arrangement, the collars, the nappies, the plugs that made them walk the way they did, the removal of safewords, the daily public outings. She did not soften any of it. Mark listened. He asked questions: how long it had been going on, whether they had agreed to the loss of safewords, what the limits were now that the limits had been taken away. His tone stayed even. There was curiosity in it, and something sharper underneath, but no open judgement. The way he asked made Trisha feel steadily more comfortable. She answered everything.

Halfway home she unclipped David’s leash from her own hand and held it out. Mark took it without hesitation. The leather looked strange in his larger fist. David felt the shift in control at once. His old friend was now the one holding the lead that kept him waddling forward in a thick nappy and a five-inch plug. Tamara glanced sideways, eyes wide above her dummy, but said nothing.

When they finally reached the house Trisha unlocked the door and led them all inside. The moment the door closed Mark did something none of them expected. He stepped in, cupped the back of Trisha’s head, and kissed her.

It was not tentative. His mouth opened over hers and his tongue pushed in, claiming and hungry. Trisha did not pull away. She kissed him back at once, one hand still holding Tamara’s leash, clearly pleased by the younger man’s directness. When they broke apart Mark was already smiling.

“I want in,” he said.

Trisha raised an eyebrow, still close enough that their breath mixed.

“You want to be a sissy little?” she asked, genuine surprise in her voice as she looked at the broad, muscular frame of the man who used to play five-a-side with her husband.

“Nah.” Mark’s grin widened. “I want to be a daddy. For them both.”

The smile that stretched across Trisha’s mouth was slow and deeply satisfied. She glanced at David and Tamara, still standing in their full kit, plugs forcing their legs apart, nappy edges visible, faces painted and dummies in, one leash now in Mark’s hand. Then she looked back at the younger man and nodded once.

“That,” she said, “can be arranged.”

The sissy babies were already kneeling as they knew to do at home. Trisha pushed Mark’s trousers and underwear down in one motion and wrapped her hand around his cock, holding it out.

“Tamara, dummy out. Suck on this.”

Tamara did not hesitate. The dummy dropped from her mouth. Although she had known Mark for years as David’s friend, the submission was already complete. She leaned in, took the long, thickening cock between her painted lips, and began to bob up and down, eyes locked submissively on his face.

Mark reached down and pulled the dummy from David’s mouth.

“You can suck on these meantime, mate.” He lifted one heavy testicle and held it toward David’s lips, grinning.

David gulped and looked at Trisha. She gave a single nod. He leaned forward and gently took the fat testicle into his mouth, sucking softly while his best friend’s cock disappeared between his ex-wife’s lips only inches away.

Trisha watched them both for a moment, then began undressing herself with practical efficiency. Dress, underwear, everything discarded. She climbed onto the sofa, knees apart, and looked at Mark.

“Fuck me while they stay down there.”

Mark stepped out of the rest of his clothes. He moved between Trisha’s open thighs, lined up, and pushed into her in one smooth, deep thrust. She was already wet. A low sound of satisfaction left her throat as he bottomed out. He set a steady, powerful rhythm, hips rolling, the sound of skin meeting skin filling the lounge.

“Feet,” he ordered without looking down. “Both of you. Lick.”

David and Tamara shuffled forward on their knees, still in full kit: bonnets, thick nappies with the plugs seated deep, locked mittens, make-up smeared from earlier tears. They bent and put their tongues to his feet. Tamara licked along the side of one foot and across the toes while still trying to keep his cock in her mouth whenever he thrust forward. David sucked and licked at the other, tasting sweat and pavement dust, the fat testicle long since released so he could obey the new order.

Mark fucked Trisha harder, clearly enjoying the picture. His wife’s mother (now his co-keeper) spread open on the sofa, taking his cock, while the two adult babies in rompers and nappies knelt on the floor and cleaned his feet with their tongues. He reached down once to push David’s head more firmly against his foot, then returned both hands to Trisha’s hips and drove into her with long, deep strokes.

“That’s it,” Trisha said, voice rough with pleasure. “Use me. Let them taste what a real daddy’s feet are like while you fuck their mummy.”

Mark grinned down at her and did exactly that. He kept the pace strong and relentless, the wet sound of his cock moving inside her mixing with the soft, obedient licking from the floor. Every so often he pulled almost all the way out of Trisha so Tamara could stretch up and take him into her mouth again for a few wet sucks before he pushed back into the older woman. David never stopped licking, tongue working between toes and along the arch, dummy forgotten on the carpet beside him.

Trisha came first, thighs tightening around Mark’s waist, a low, satisfied groan leaving her as she clenched around him. Mark did not stop. He fucked her through it, then pulled out, stroked himself twice, and came across her stomach and breasts in thick stripes. Some of it dripped down onto the floor near the two kneeling babies.

He stood there breathing hard, cock still half-hard, feet wet from their tongues, and looked down at David and Tamara with open ownership.

“Clean her up,” he told them. “Then you can clean me.”

They moved at once, still waddling on the plugs, and put their mouths to Trisha’s skin, licking their new daddy’s cum from her body while Mark watched and decided what he wanted next.

Mark grabbed David by the back of the bonnet and the collar, pulled him forward, and pushed his still-slick, softening cock straight into the open mouth.

“Clean that, baby!” he laughed, the sound rough and openly amused.

David’s eyes watered at once. The taste of Trisha and Mark’s cum together filled his mouth. He sealed his lips and began to suck, soft and steady, the way he had been trained to take a teat. Mark kept a firm hand on the back of his head and fed him the whole length, letting the softening cock rest heavy on David’s tongue while the younger man worked.

“That’s it. Get it all. Every bit of mummy’s cunt and daddy’s cum. Good boy.”

He rolled his hips in small, lazy thrusts, not hard enough to choke but enough to remind David who was in control. Spit gathered at the corners of David’s mouth and dripped down onto the white satin of the romper. The thick nappy rustled as he shifted on his knees. The five-inch plug inside him forced his thighs wide even while he knelt. Mark looked down at the painted face, the bonnet, the locked mittens, and the way David’s throat worked around him, and laughed again, low and satisfied.

“Look at you. Used to pass me the ball on a Saturday and now you’re on your knees in a fucking nappy cleaning my cock. Perfect.”

He held David there until he was satisfied the cock was clean, then slowly pulled free. A thin string of spit connected the head to David’s lower lip for a moment before it broke. David stayed kneeling, mouth open, breathing hard, waiting for the next order while Mark ruffled the bonnet with mock affection and turned his attention back to the room.

“This will stay between us, right?” Mark asked Trisha.

“For now,” she answered. “I’ve only just begun making them public, so if you plan to come here regularly I expect you to be respectful of their journey. No sudden scenes in the street unless I decide it. Inside the house is different.”

He nodded, still naked from the waist down, cock damp from David’s mouth.

“I’ll need to think about the public side,” he said. “But I want to do them both regularly. Does he take cock now?”

“Yes, he does.” Trisha’s smile was small and knowing. “Would you like to try him?”

Mark looked down at David, still kneeling in the full kit, nappy bulky between his forced-open thighs, face painted and wet. He considered it for a moment, then shook his head.

“Not now. I have to go. But I’ll be back.”

“They’re free use,” Trisha said simply. “Feel free.”

“Anytime?”

“As long as we are home, yes. Both of them. Free use. You don’t need to ask me every time once you’ve been invited in. Just take what you want.”

Mark’s grin widened.

“Excellent. What a good mother you are.”

Trisha let out a quiet giggle at the absurdity of the compliment given the circumstances, then stepped in and kissed him again, deeper this time, one hand resting on his chest. When they parted she looked satisfied with the new arrangement.

Mark turned back to David.

“David. Dress me, and kiss my body whilst you do it.”

David moved at once on his knees. The locked mittens made the task clumsy, but he managed. He started with the underwear, pressing soft open-mouthed kisses to Mark’s thighs, hip, and lower stomach as he drew the fabric up. Each kiss lingered a second longer than necessary. He kissed the still-damp cock once through the cloth before settling it properly. Then the trousers: more kisses along the calves and knees while he worked the fabric up, awkward with the mittens, until Mark finally took pity and helped with the button and zip. The shirt came next. David rose higher on his knees to reach, kissing across Mark’s stomach, chest, and the side of his neck as he guided each arm into the sleeves and began fastening the buttons one slow, mittened attempt at a time. Mark stood and let himself be dressed, looking down at the adult baby in the bonnet and nappy who was carefully clothing him while covering his skin in obedient kisses.

When the last button was done David sat back on his heels, waiting. Mark rested a hand on the top of the pink bonnet and gave it a light, proprietary pat.

“Good boy,” he said. “I’ll be seeing you soon.”

He collected the rest of his things, nodded to Trisha, and left. The door closed behind him. David and Tamara remained on their knees in the lounge, still fully dressed as babies, plugs seated, nappies on, while Trisha locked the door and turned back to them with a thoughtful, pleased expression.

“Well, this is going to be a lot of fun, and so much sex for me, an old lady!” Trisha giggled, the sound light and almost girlish after everything that had just happened. Then she crouched down in front of David, still in his full kit, and kissed him properly. The kiss was slower than the ones she had given Mark, warmer, more private.

“I’m so glad I met you,” she said against his mouth. “I love you so much. Thank you for bringing me into this lifestyle. I didn’t know I needed it until you were already here.”

David’s painted face softened. He leaned into the kiss and answered without the lisp.

“I love you too, Trisha.”

For a moment the collars and nappies and plugs seemed secondary. Husband and wife, keeper and kept, looking at each other with clear affection.

Then they both glanced over at Tamara.

She was still kneeling, dummy back in, but her eyes were wet in a different way. The bright childish make-up could not hide the look of genuine hurt that had settled on her face. She had watched her mother kiss David with real love, had listened to the words, and something old and sore had surfaced.

Trisha noticed at once. She turned, still crouching, and reached out to touch her daughter’s cheek.

“There’s nothing for you to be hurt about,” she said firmly. “You are part of our lives too. Fully. Not as an extra. As ours.”

Tamara pulled the dummy out with her teeth and let it fall against her chest on its clip.

“Yeah,” she said quietly, “but I just keep thinking about the wasted years. All that time hating this, hating him for wanting it, hating myself for almost wanting it. And now look at us.”

David shifted closer on his knees, the bulky nappy and the huge plug making the movement awkward.

“Not wasted,” he said. “Patient. If things hadn’t happened exactly the way they happened, we wouldn’t have this. None of it. You wouldn’t be here with us like this. I wouldn’t be either.”

Tamara looked at him for a long moment, then at her mother. The hurt did not vanish completely, but it loosened. A small, tired smile appeared.

“You’re right, of course.”

Trisha stroked her daughter’s hair once, then stood.

“Both of you sleep with me tonight,” she said. “Go to the bathroom. I’ll take your plugs out and clean you both properly. Then we go to bed.”

The soft voices returned at once.

“Yes, Mummy.”

They said it together, and this time there was no hesitation in either of them. David and Tamara rose carefully, waddling side by side toward the bathroom, leashes trailing, while Trisha followed with the keys to the mittens and the calm expression of a woman who had exactly what she wanted under her roof.


Chapter 33

Ever since Tamara moved in full time, Trisha had been taking a pill originally prescribed for nausea during a past bout of gastroparesis. She had researched it carefully and learned that, when combined with regular, mechanical nipple stimulation, the same medication could sometimes induce lactation even in postmenopausal women. For weeks now she had been quietly following the protocol. Every hour or two she put both David and Tamara to her breasts and let them suck for long, focused sessions. So far there had been no milk, only the steady ache of constant attention and the faint hope that her body might still surprise her. She never told them what she was trying to achieve. She simply made them nurse and waited.

Mark’s presence in the house had become regular. Two or three nights a week he stayed over. Until now the sex had stayed between him and Trisha. David and Tamara were left in the large travel cot at the foot of the bed, collars on, dummies in, watching in silence while their mummy was fucked. Afterwards they were released only to clean. David’s mouth was used to suck Mark’s cock clean; Tamara’s tongue was used on Trisha. Then they were returned to the cot.

Tonight was meant to be different.

Trisha dressed both of them in new rompers made for the occasion. Soft pastel fabric, the crotches and rear panels completely open, the edges of the holes trimmed with delicate white lace so that everything remained accessible and on display. Thick nappies were left off. The five-inch plugs were removed earlier so that David would be empty and ready. Locked mittens, lace socks, soft shoes, and the usual collars stayed on.

She crouched in front of David, straightened his bonnet, and spoke in the sweet, sing-song voice she used when she wanted the words to cut deeper.

“You’re going to be a good baby for Daddy Mark tonight,” she said. “He’s going to take your hole tonight.”

David’s eyes were already wide. The dummy bobbed as he answered.

“Yeth, mummy. I is scared.”

Trisha smiled, soft and radiant, and brushed a thumb across his painted cheek.

“You should be. He’s going to rape your disgusting sissy hole so hard it’ll be sore for a week.” The words were delivered in the same gentle, almost lullaby tone, as if she were promising him a treat. “No colours. No stopping. You take what Daddy gives you until he decides he’s finished. Clear?”

“Yeth, mummy.”

She kissed the tip of his nose, then stood and looked at Mark, who was already watching with open interest.

“He’s ready when you are,” she said. “Use him properly. I want to hear it.”

David lay on the bed exactly as he had been placed: on his back, legs folded up so he could reach his own toes with the locked mittens, soft shoes dangling. He sucked steadily on the oversized dummy and made small, high cooing sounds the way he had been trained. The new romper left his arse and the locked pink cage completely exposed, lace trim framing everything.

Mark sat on the edge of the mattress and looked at him for a long moment. Then he reached out and pinched one of David’s nipples through the thin satin, rolling it between finger and thumb until it hardened. David’s cooing stuttered. Mark pinched the other nipple the same way, slow and deliberate, watching the way the younger man’s hips shifted.

He leaned down and began pressing soft, closed-mouth kisses across David’s face: forehead, eyelids, the painted apples of his cheeks, the tip of his nose, the corners of his mouth around the dummy. While he kissed he let one hand drift lower, cupping the locked cage, squeezing gently, then sliding further back. Two thick fingers found the still-slick hole and pushed inside without warning. David’s eyes flew open. A muffled sound escaped around the teat as Mark’s fingers curled and pressed.

“Such a pretty little baby,” Mark murmured against his cheek. He scissored the fingers slowly, stretching him, then added a third. “Look at you. All dressed up and open for Daddy. Come on, sweetie. Dummy out. Suck my dick.”

David’s hands trembled in the mittens. He could hardly believe this was the same man he used to play five-a-side with, the same mate who had once bought him a pint and asked if he was seeing someone. Now that man was fingering his arse open while calling him baby and demanding his mouth. The disbelief sat heavy in his chest, yet underneath it a raw, helpless heat was spreading. It was spectacular in the worst and best way.

He pushed the dummy out with his tongue. It fell against his chest on its clip. Mark withdrew his fingers, stood, and shoved his trousers down. His cock was already hard, thick, the head shiny. He climbed onto the bed, straddled David’s chest, and guided the cock to the painted lips.

“Open.”

David opened. Mark pushed in slowly, filling his mouth in one steady slide until the head nudged the back of his throat. David’s eyes watered at once. Mark held still for a few seconds, letting him feel the weight, then began to thrust in short, controlled strokes.

“That’s it. Soft lips. No teeth. Suck it like you suck your dummy.”

David tried. He sealed his lips, hollowed his cheeks, and sucked. Mark rewarded him with a low groan and a deeper thrust. One hand braced on the headboard; the other returned to David’s chest, pinching and twisting the nipples through the satin in time with the thrusts. Every time David made a choked sound Mark pushed a little further, using his mouth with open enjoyment.

“Good boy. Take it. Look at you, best mate’s cock down your throat while you’re dressed like a toddler. Fucking perfect.”

He fucked David’s mouth with increasing confidence, rolling his hips, watching the way the lipstick smeared and the spit gathered. When David’s gag reflex fluttered Mark simply held himself deep for a second longer, then pulled back enough to let him breathe before sliding in again. The wet sounds of the blowjob filled the bedroom. Trisha watched from the armchair, one hand idly between her own legs, clearly pleased with how thoroughly her new co-keeper was using her husband.

Mark kept the oral going for a long time. He varied the pace: slow and deep so David had to swallow around him, then faster and shallower so the head rubbed constantly over his tongue. He pulled out completely once or twice just to slap the wet cock lightly against David’s cheeks and lips before feeding it back in. David’s jaw ached. Tears tracked through the make-up. His caged cock twitched uselessly inside the pink plastic. The three fingers earlier had left him open and needy, and every time Mark’s balls brushed his chin the emptiness felt worse.

“You’re going to swallow everything,” Mark told him, voice low and firm. “Every drop. Understand?”

David managed a small, muffled sound of agreement around the cock. Mark smiled, stroked his hair over the bonnet, and began to thrust in earnest. The rhythm turned purposeful. David’s throat worked; spit ran down his chin and onto the romper. When Mark finally came it was with a deep groan, cock buried deep, pulsing thick ropes straight down David’s throat. David swallowed convulsively, eyes screwed shut, taking all of it the way he had been told.

Mark stayed in his mouth until the last spasm passed, then slowly pulled free. A thin string of spit and cum connected the head to David’s lower lip. David lay there panting, lips swollen, make-up ruined, looking up at the man who used to be only his friend.

Mark wiped the wet cock across David’s cheek once, almost affectionately, and glanced over at Trisha.

“He’s ready for the rest whenever you say.”

Mark looked at Trisha for confirmation. She gave a small nod, but her eyes said not yet. Mark turned back to David, gathered him in close, and pulled the smaller man against his chest the way a father might settle a child after a fright. David’s bonneted head rested under Mark’s chin. The locked mittens made it awkward for him to hold on, so he simply let himself be held. Mark’s hand stroked slow circles on his back over the satin romper.

“It’s fine,” Mark murmured, voice low and almost gentle. “We’ll cuddle for a bit. No rush. Daddy’s got you.”

David’s breathing gradually slowed. The taste of cum still sat on his tongue. The emptiness in his arse ached. Yet the solid warmth of Mark’s body and the steady hand on his back kept him from drifting too far into panic. He cooed once, softly, and pressed closer.

Across the room Trisha settled into the armchair and opened her arms. Tamara crawled into her lap at once, curling up as small as the bulky nappy and the earlier plug-stretch would allow. Trisha began to rock her, one hand cradling the back of the yellow bonnet, the other resting on her daughter’s hip. Tamara’s dummy had been left on the bed; without it her thumb found its way into her mouth, an old habit that still surfaced when she needed comfort.

Trisha watched the thumb for a moment, then reached up and unhooked the front of her bra. She drew the heavy breast free and guided it toward Tamara’s face. The younger woman needed no further instruction. She released her thumb, latched on, and began to suckle with the same focused rhythm she had used for weeks.

For a short time there was only the quiet sound of nursing and the soft creak of the chair as Trisha rocked. Then Tamara’s eyes suddenly widened. She pulled off with a wet sound, a thin white bead clinging to her lower lip.

“You’re lactating!” she gasped, staring at the nipple.

Trisha looked down. Another small drop of milk welled up and rolled slowly over the curve of her breast. A bright, delighted giggle escaped her.

“Oh! It’s finally worked.” She cupped the back of Tamara’s head and guided her firmly back to the breast. “Drink, sweetie. Mummy’s milk is for her babies. Take as much as you want.”

Tamara latched on again at once, this time with open hunger. The first proper mouthful of milk made her moan softly against the skin. She suckled harder, swallowing audibly, one mittened hand resting on the underside of the breast as if to keep it close. Trisha continued to rock her, eyes half-closed with satisfaction, while across the bed Mark kept David tucked against his chest and watched the two women with quiet, possessive interest.

“Go on, sweetie, get me hard again,” Mark told David.

David shuffled lower on the bed without being told twice. He took the soft cock into his mouth and began to suck, slow and steady, the way he had been taught to take a teat. Mark rested a hand on the back of the pink bonnet and watched. The cock thickened gradually against David’s tongue, filling his mouth by degrees until it was fully hard again. David kept sucking, eyes half-closed, lipstick already smeared, until Mark decided he was ready.

Mark pulled free, a thin string of spit connecting the head to David’s lower lip. He rolled the adult baby onto his side with easy strength, facing away from him. David’s top leg was pushed forward so his open, lace-trimmed hole was fully available. Mark picked up the oversized dummy that had fallen against David’s chest and pushed it firmly back between his lips.

“Bite on that if you need to.”

He spat into his hand, stroked himself once, then pressed the thick head against David’s hole. There was no slow teasing this time. Mark pushed in hard, driving past the initial resistance in one continuous thrust until his hips sat flush against the soft satin and the entire length was buried. David’s eyes flew wide. A high, broken sound was forced out around the dummy. The sudden stretch burned; the weight and heat of a real cock filled him completely.

Mark held still for only a second, letting David feel every inch, then began to fuck him with deep, powerful strokes. One hand gripped the lace edge of the romper at David’s hip, the other stayed on the bonnet, keeping his head in place. The wet sound of the penetration filled the bedroom. David’s mittened hands clutched at the sheets. Every hard thrust pushed a muffled whimper out of him. The dummy bobbed frantically between his lips.

Across the room Trisha continued to rock Tamara at her breast, milk now flowing freely, while she watched her husband take his first proper fucking from their new daddy. Mark showed no interest in gentleness. He used David’s hole with the same steady ownership he had shown earlier with his mouth, long strokes that bottomed out every time, the slap of skin against skin growing louder as he settled into a strong rhythm.

“That’s it,” he muttered, voice low and pleased. “Take Daddy’s cock. Good little sissy baby. You’re doing so well.”

David could only suck the dummy and endure the relentless stretch, tears already gathering at the corners of his eyes, body rocking forward with every thrust while Mark fucked him without pause.

Mark pulled out only long enough to manhandle David fully onto his belly. The soft shoes kicked once against the mattress. Mark climbed over him, lined up again, and drove back in with a single violent thrust that buried every inch at once. David’s scream was loud and raw even through the thick dummy. The sound of skin slapping skin cracked through the bedroom as Mark set a hard, punishing rhythm, hips slamming forward without restraint.

Across the room Trisha lifted Tamara from her lap and pushed her firmly down onto her knees between her spread thighs. She kept one hand in her daughter’s hair and guided the younger woman’s mouth straight to her cunt.

“Lick. Watch them while you do it.”

Tamara obeyed at once. Her tongue dragged through her mother’s folds, then focused on the clit, licking in steady, wet strokes while her eyes stayed fixed on the bed. She watched Mark’s muscular body covering her sissy sister-daddy, watched the thick cock pistoning in and out of the open, lace-trimmed hole, watched David’s mittened hands claw at the sheets with every brutal thrust.

Mark grabbed both of David’s shoulders, fingers digging into the satin, and used the grip for leverage. He yanked David back onto each thrust so the impact landed deeper and harder.

“Yeah, sissy cunt, take it!” he snarled, voice no longer soft. “This is what you’re for now. Married little baby slut with a real cock up his arse. Feel that?”

He emphasised the question with a particularly vicious drive of his hips that forced another broken, high cry out of David. Tears soaked the pillow under the bonnet. The dummy muffled most of the noise but not all of it. Spit leaked around the teat and wet the fabric. Mark kept the pace relentless, the wet slap of his hips against David’s arse filling the room along with the softer sounds of Tamara’s tongue working between her mother’s legs.

Trisha watched the fucking with dark, satisfied eyes while she ground lightly against her daughter’s mouth, one hand still resting on Tamara’s bonnet. Mark showed no sign of slowing. He fucked David as if he intended to leave him unable to walk straight for days, every thrust a clear demonstration of the new order in the house. David could only lie there and take it, body jolting forward, hole stretched wide around the thick cock, the oversized dummy the only thing keeping his screams from carrying through the walls.

With equally violent force Trisha pushed her daughter flat onto the floor and swung a leg over her face. She planted her cunt directly onto Tamara’s open mouth and began to rock hard, grinding down with open, selfish pleasure. Tamara’s muffled sounds vibrated against her. Trisha moaned loudly, one hand braced on the floor, the other twisted in Tamara’s bonnet to keep her exactly where she wanted her. She rode her daughter’s tongue without any of the earlier gentleness, hips rolling, smearing slick across Tamara’s lips and chin.

On the bed Mark showed no sign of slowing and no sign of reducing force. His hands settled heavily on David’s lower back, pinning him, and he pummelling the open hole harder and harder. Each thrust was deep and vicious, the wet slap of skin on skin loud and constant. David’s groans and high, broken moans spilled around the dummy in a continuous stream. The brutal pressure on his colon forced the orgasm out of him whether he wanted it or not. Cum drizzled from the tip of his locked cage in thin, helpless pulses, staining the sheet beneath him. The forced climax only made the stretch more intense. Tears soaked the pillow. And still, underneath the pain and the overwhelm, a raw, desperate part of him hoped it would never end.

It did not end.

Mark pulled out only long enough to flip David onto his back as if he weighed nothing. He shoved both of David’s legs up and back until the soft shoes nearly touched the headboard, folding him almost in half. The lace-trimmed hole was fully exposed and still gaping. Mark lined up and drove back in with one powerful thrust that punched another scream out of David. In this new angle every stroke dragged over the most sensitive places inside him. Mark leaned his weight forward, hands locked around David’s ankles, and resumed the same relentless pace, fucking him deep and hard while David lay folded and helpless, dummy bouncing, eyes streaming, body jolting with every impact.

Across the floor Trisha continued to ride Tamara’s face, grinding harder whenever David’s cries grew louder, clearly feeding on the sound of her husband being used. The bedroom filled with the wet noise of Mark’s cock slamming into David, the sharper cries forced out of him, and Trisha’s open moans as she used her daughter’s mouth. Mark showed no interest in finishing soon. He kept the folded position and the brutal rhythm, determined to leave David thoroughly broken open and claimed.

Mark kept David folded nearly in half and drove into him with the same violent rhythm, every thrust bottoming out hard enough to force fresh cries around the dummy. After several more punishing strokes he released one ankle, slapped David across the face hard enough to turn his head, then slapped him again on the other cheek. The sound cracked through the room. David’s eyes went wide and glassy. Mark slapped him a third time, open-handed and deliberate, then forced three fingers into David’s mouth alongside the dummy, pressing down on his tongue and holding his jaw open.

“Bite and I’ll make it worse,” Mark growled. He fucked him even harder while the fingers stayed buried in his mouth, saliva running freely over Mark’s hand and down David’s chin. Every few thrusts he pulled the fingers out just long enough to deliver another sharp slap across David’s painted cheek, then shoved them back in, using the mouth as roughly as he used the hole.

David’s muffled screams turned continuous. Tears and spit mixed with the smeared make-up. The locked cage leaked another thin trickle of forced cum onto his stomach. Mark showed no mercy. He kept the legs pinned back, kept the cock slamming deep, and kept alternating between face-slapping and stuffing David’s mouth with his fingers until the younger man’s eyes rolled and his body went slack with overload.

On the floor Trisha matched the brutality. She lifted her weight just enough to slap Tamara across the face once, then again, before sitting back down hard on her mouth. She reached down, forced two fingers between Tamara’s lips alongside her own cunt, and held her daughter’s jaw open while she ground against tongue and fingers together.

“Keep it open. Take it,” she ordered, voice rough. She slapped Tamara’s cheek again whenever the younger woman tried to close her mouth, then returned to riding her face with full weight, smearing herself across the open, spit-slick lips and the invading fingers.

Mark glanced over, saw what Trisha was doing, and mirrored it more aggressively. He pulled his cock almost all the way out of David, delivered two rapid, stinging slaps to the already reddened cheeks, then thrust back in to the hilt at the same moment he drove his fingers deeper into David’s throat. David gagged hard. Mark held him there, cock and fingers both buried, until David’s throat convulsed and his eyes streamed, then resumed the savage pace.

The bedroom filled with the wet slap of Mark’s hips, the sharper crack of open hands on faces, the choked sounds forced out of both littles, and Trisha’s rising moans as she used her daughter without restraint. Mark shifted his grip, planted one hand around David’s throat just tightly enough to make breathing difficult, and continued to fuck him in long, brutal strokes while the other hand kept slapping and then stuffing the open mouth. David’s legs trembled in the air. His hole clenched and fluttered helplessly around the thick cock. He had long stopped trying to do anything except take it.

Trisha came first, grinding down hard on Tamara’s face and fingers with a loud, open moan, thighs locking around her daughter’s head. She stayed there through the pulses, still occasionally slapping Tamara’s cheek to keep her tongue working. Mark lasted longer. He kept David folded and helpless, face red from repeated slaps, mouth full of fingers, arse taking every violent thrust, until he finally buried himself to the root and came with a deep, guttural sound, flooding David’s insides in heavy spurts.

Even after he finished he did not pull out immediately. He kept his cock seated deep, fingers still in David’s mouth, and delivered two final, almost casual slaps across the tear-streaked face while David lay shaking and completely used beneath him.

Mark finally pulled out, leaving David’s hole open and leaking. He sat back on his heels, cock still wet and heavy, and looked across at Trisha.

“Send her over.”

Trisha lifted herself off Tamara’s face and gave her daughter a light push toward the bed.

“Go on. Suck Daddy’s cock clean, then lick your sister’s hole. Make it proper.”

Tamara crawled onto the mattress on her knees, still gasping, face shiny with her mother’s slick. She took Mark’s softening cock into her mouth without hesitation and began to suck, cleaning every trace of cum and the taste of David’s body from the shaft and head. Mark rested a hand on her bonnet and watched with quiet satisfaction while she worked. When he decided she had done enough he pulled free and pointed at David’s still-spread legs.

“Now the arse. Tongue only.”

Tamara shuffled lower, pushed David’s soft shoes higher out of the way, and pressed her mouth to the open, well-used hole. She licked in long, thorough strokes, cleaning the mess Mark had left, pushing her tongue inside as far as it would go while David twitched and made small broken sounds around the dummy. She kept at it until Trisha’s voice told her she could stop, leaving David clean, gaping, and completely spent on the sheets.

Trisha stepped in close to Mark and pulled his mouth down to hers. They kissed slowly and deeply, without urgency, while the two littles remained on the bed. David and Tamara turned to each other on the ruined sheets. Still in full kit, mittens locked, they began to clean one another with their tongues: faces first, then the smeared make-up, the spit, the traces of cum and slick left on skin and satin. The soft, wet sounds of their obedient cleaning mixed with the quieter noise of the kiss.

When they had finished, Trisha broke the kiss just long enough to give a single soft order.

“Wet each other.”

Neither hesitated. Tamara rolled onto her back. David straddled her hips as best he could with the lingering stretch and the bulky position. He let go. Warm urine soaked the front of her romper and ran over her stomach and thighs. Tamara gasped around her dummy, then pushed him gently aside, straddled him in turn, and returned the act, pissing freely over his locked cage, the open lace-trimmed hole, and the soft satin until both of them were wet and reeking and tangled together on the bed.

Trisha watched for a moment, then returned to Mark’s mouth, kissing him with open satisfaction while her two babies lay in the cooling puddle they had made, cleaning what they could reach of each other with slow, tired tongues. The room settled into the low sounds of the kiss and the soft, exhausted movements on the bed. The chapter of the night was over. The new shape of the household had been thoroughly sealed.


Chapter 34

Breast milk became a staple of Tamara and David’s diet. Once Trisha’s supply was established she insisted they nurse several times a day, and the rich, slightly sweet milk gradually replaced most of their ordinary drinks. They adjusted in small ways: less solid food at breakfast, longer sessions at the breast after every outing, the faint milky scent that clung to their skin and rompers. Alongside the milk they continued to take Trisha’s piss when she offered it, and more often than not each other’s as well. What had once been pure humiliation settled into routine. Milk, piss, and the occasional mouthful of cum formed the quiet foundation of what they consumed under her roof.

Mark’s presence shifted from occasional nights to a near-constant one. He began arriving most evenings and simply stayed. The large bed became his and Trisha’s. David and Tamara were moved permanently into the oversized travel cot at the foot of it. From there they watched every night while Mummy and Daddy fucked, sometimes soft, sometimes brutal. Afterwards they were released only long enough to clean mouths, cocks, and cunts with their tongues before being returned to the cot. The privilege of sleeping against Trisha’s body had been withdrawn. That place now belonged to Daddy alone.

Weeks passed in that pattern until Trisha decided the arrangement had to change. One evening after the littles had been put down she spoke to Mark without softening the edges.

“This can’t stay a back-room thing forever. You’re either in properly or you’re not. That means public. Leashes, strollers, the full kit, in daylight, on the high street. If you’re not willing to be seen as their daddy then we stop. Shit or get off the pot.”

Mark was quiet for a long time. The next morning he gave his answer. He would do it.

That Saturday was chosen. Special adult-sized pink strollers had been ordered and assembled in the hallway. Trisha dressed both babies with extra care: thick nappies, soft pink rompers with the lace-trimmed openings, locked satin mittens, white lace socks, Mary-Janes, oversized dummies, and the large matching bonnets. Make-up was applied thicker than usual. Collars and leashes were clipped on, then the leashes were secured to the stroller frames so neither could climb out.

David and Tamara were lifted and strapped into the seats. The five-inch plugs had been reseated earlier, ensuring the same forced, open-legged posture even while sitting. Once the safety harnesses were buckled they looked exactly like what Trisha intended: two fully infantilised adults ready for public display.

She handed one stroller to Mark and kept the other.

“Ready?” she asked.

Mark looked at the two of them, then at the street beyond the open front door. He drew a slow breath.

“As I’ll ever be,” he said, and stepped out first, pushing David’s stroller into the daylight. Trisha followed with Tamara. The front door closed behind them. The next stage of the household had begun.

They stepped out into the Saturday afternoon light pushing the two large pink strollers. David sat strapped into the first, Tamara into the second, both in full kit: thick nappies, pink rompers, locked mittens, lace socks, Mary-Janes, oversized dummies, and the big matching bonnets. The five-inch plugs kept their legs slightly apart even in the seats. Make-up made their faces look rounder and younger. The collars and short leashes were clipped to the stroller frames.

Trisha walked on one side, Mark on the other. For the first few minutes the street was quiet enough. Then the stares began. A couple crossing the road slowed and openly watched them pass. A woman with shopping bags stopped dead, mouth slightly open. Two teenagers on a wall burst into laughter and pulled out phones until Trisha’s calm glance made them lower the devices again. Every shop window seemed to throw their reflection back at them: two adults in baby clothes being pushed along like toddlers.

Mark kept his eyes forward, jaw tight, hands steady on the stroller handle. David’s ears burned under the bonnet. Tamara sucked her dummy hard and stared at her own soft shoes.

They turned onto the high street. More people. More stares. A man muttered “Christ almighty” as they went by. Someone else said, not quietly, “There’s something wrong with that.” Trisha answered none of it. She simply continued at a measured pace, as if the two large pink strollers and their contents were the most ordinary thing in the world.

Halfway along the street they came face to face with a small group Mark knew from the five-a-side league and the pub. Three men and one of their partners. Recognition hit them all at the same moment. Conversations died. Eyes dropped to the strollers, took in the bonnets, the dummies, the visible nappy bulk, the leashes, then rose again to Mark’s face in pure disbelief.

One of them found his voice first.

“Mark? What the fuck is this?”

Mark stopped. He did not try to hide the handles of the stroller or step in front of David. He met their eyes and answered in a level voice.

“These two live with us full-time. Adult babies. I’m their daddy now. Trisha’s their mummy. This is how we go out.”

Silence stretched. One of the men looked as if he wanted to laugh and then decided against it. The woman in the group stared at Tamara for a long second, then at David, then back at Mark.

“Right,” she said slowly. “Okay. Each to their own, I suppose.”

Another of the men cleared his throat.

“You’re serious.”

“Completely,” Mark said.

There was another short pause. Then the first man gave an awkward half-shrug.

“Well. As long as everyone’s consenting and you’re not hurting anyone. Bit of a shock, mate, but… your life.”

The others made similar noises: stunned, uncomfortable, yet unwilling to start a scene in the middle of the pavement. They asked no more questions. After a few strained seconds of small talk about the weather and the next match, the group moved on, glancing back more than once.

Mark let out a long breath he had been holding and started walking again. Trisha gave him a small, private smile and kept pace. The rest of the outing passed in a blur of further stares and the steady rattle of the stroller wheels. No one else stopped them. No one called the police. The world simply watched and, for the most part, kept its distance.

When they finally turned back into their own street and the front door closed behind them, Mark leaned against it for a moment, eyes shut. The public part was done. He had been seen. He had spoken the truth out loud to people who knew him. The sky had not fallen.

He opened his eyes, looked at the two adults still strapped into the pink strollers in his hallway, and felt the first real wave of relief since they had left the house.

“We’re home,” he said quietly. “It’s done.”

Trisha nodded, already unclipping the first harness.

“Yes,” she said. “And we’ll do it again.”

Mark was still carrying the adrenaline of the high street when the front door closed. The stares, the conversation with his old teammates, the relief of not being rejected outright, all of it sat hot under his skin and turned quickly into need. He did not wait to move further into the house. He simply reached for the nearest stroller, unclipped Tamara’s harness, and lifted her out.

She made a small startled sound around her dummy. Mark carried her only as far as the sofa, laid her on her back, and tore the wet nappy open with both hands. The tapes gave. The soaked padding was pulled aside and dropped on the floor, leaving her exposed from the waist down, lace-trimmed romper still framing her hips. He shoved his own trousers down just far enough, pushed her soft shoes up toward her shoulders, and thrust into her cunt in one hard stroke.

Tamara’s cry was sharp even through the dummy. She was already slick from the long, tense outing and the residual fear. Mark did not give her time to adjust. He hooked his arms under her knees, pinned her open, and fucked her with deep, powerful thrusts that made the sofa creak. The wet sound of it filled the hallway. Her mittened hands clutched at nothing. The bonnet slipped sideways. Every hard drive of his hips forced a muffled whimper out of her.

Trisha watched from the doorway for a moment, still holding David’s stroller, then simply began unclipping the second harness as if the scene on the sofa was the most natural continuation of the day. Mark kept going, head lowered, breathing hard, using Tamara’s body to burn off the last of the public tension. He fucked her without speaking, without gentleness, until her thighs shook and her eyes had gone glassy above the dummy. Only then did he bury himself fully and come with a low, rough sound, flooding her while she lay still in her ripped-open romper and accepted it.

When he finally pulled out, a thin trickle of cum followed. He left her there on the sofa, nappy discarded, legs still open, and looked across at Trisha with the same unsettled energy still flickering in his eyes.

“David next,” he said. “Once I’ve got my breath.”

The trips out became a daily feature.

At first the stares remained sharp and the comments frequent. Over weeks, however, the town simply grew used to the sight. The two large pink strollers, the adult babies in bonnets and nappies, the collars and short leashes, the steady presence of Trisha and Mark pushing them along the high street at the same time every afternoon: all of it settled into the background of local life. People still looked, but most no longer stopped. When a stranger occasionally muttered “weirdos” or “disgusting,” someone who had seen them often enough would usually answer, without heat, that they weren’t hurting anyone and should be left alone. The open hostility faded into a kind of resigned acceptance. They were the unusual group who lived on the quiet street near the park. That was all.

Mark and Trisha began to walk more closely together. After a month they started holding hands between the two strollers. A little later they kissed in public without any attempt to hide it: brief, open-mouthed kisses at the pedestrian crossing, longer ones when they paused outside the chemist. If anyone asked the obvious question, Trisha answered the same way every time.

“I’m David’s wife. Mark is our partner. These two are our babies.”

She never lowered her voice. David, strapped into his stroller only a few feet away, heard every word. The knowledge that his wife now kissed another man in front of the entire town, while he sat in a nappy and bonnet and was described as one of the babies, burned in a way that had become familiar and, increasingly, arousing. The cuckold element was no longer private. It had been folded into the same public identity as the rest of the lifestyle. People who recognised them understood, at least in outline, that the muscular man holding Trisha’s hand was fucking her regularly while her husband watched from a stroller or a cot. The fact that David was openly a cuckold as well as a full-time adult baby only seemed to complete the picture for those who cared to look.

Mark noticed the effect it had on him. On the walk home he would sometimes glance down at David’s flushed face and locked cage, smile slightly, and tighten his grip on Trisha’s hand. David would look away, dummy working, already half-hard inside the plastic, knowing that the public display of his wife with another man had become one more reliable way the household kept him permanently marked and permanently wanting.

By the time summer arrived, the four of them moved through the town as a settled unit. The strollers, the hand-holding, the casual kisses, the soft explanations; all of it had been absorbed into the ordinary fabric of the place. They were no longer a scandal. They were simply the family who did things differently, and most people had decided that was none of their business.

Eventually, Mark sold up and moved in with them, a permanent Daddy to the babies and permanent lover to them all. He fucked each so many times per day that he wondered if just him would be enough for them.

Then one day, something strange happened. Tamara began feeling sick.


Chapter 35

The first visit to the gynaecologist was nerve-racking for Tamara, especially as she would be attending in full adult-baby persona. After careful research they found a woman who was herself part of the ABDL community, living as an adult baby in her private life. That fact made the appointment possible.

Mark went with her. Officially he was simply the supportive partner; no one at the clinic needed to know the wider household arrangements. He pushed her stroller into the building, parked it in the waiting area, and unclipped the harness when their name was called. Tamara stayed in character completely: pink romper, thick nappy, locked mittens, lace socks, soft shoes, oversized dummy, bonnet, and the usual childish make-up. She kept her eyes down and sucked steadily while Mark spoke to the receptionist.

The doctor, a calm woman in her forties named Dr Helen, closed the consulting-room door and took one look at Tamara. A small, knowing smile appeared. She crouched slightly so she was closer to Tamara’s eye level and spoke in the soft, bright voice adults reserve for toddlers.

“Hello, sweetheart. Aren’t you a pretty baby today? Look at those lovely soft shoes. And that bonnet! Come on, up onto the special bed for me. Daddy will help.”

Mark lifted Tamara onto the examination couch. Dr Helen unfolded a paper sheet, then produced a large rainbow lollipop from a drawer and held it out.

“This is for being such a good girl about coming to see me. Dummy out for a minute so you can have your sweetie.”

Tamara let the dummy fall to its clip. Dr Helen unwrapped the large rainbow lollipop and placed it carefully in her mouth. While Tamara sucked on the sweet, the doctor cooed quietly, adjusting the bonnet ribbons, smoothing the front of the romper, and speaking in the same gentle, high register.

“There we are. Such a brave little one. We’re just going to have a quick look at your tummy and do a few checks. Nothing scary. Mummy and Daddy looked after you so well bringing you here.”

She helped Mark lift Tamara’s soft shoes onto the footrests and guided her to lie back. The paper sheet was draped over her legs. Dr Helen kept up the soft stream of praise while she worked.

“Arms nice and still for me, sweetheart. That’s it. What a good girl. I’m just going to press on your tummy a little bit. Tell me if anything feels sore by making a noise around your lolly, all right?”

Her hands moved firmly but carefully over Tamara’s lower abdomen. Tamara kept sucking, eyes fixed on the ceiling, the occasional small sound escaping when the pressure deepened. Dr Helen nodded to herself, made a short note, then brought the ultrasound machine closer.

“Now we’re going to look at the special picture of the tiny baby inside you. It will feel a bit cold and slippery, but it won’t hurt.”

She lifted the romper out of the way, squeezed gel onto Tamara’s skin, and placed the probe. The screen flickered to life. After a few seconds of searching she smiled and turned the monitor so both Mark and Tamara could see.

“There. Look at that. Can you see the little bean? Right there. That’s your baby. Only a few weeks along, but everything looks exactly as it should. Such a clever girl growing a tiny baby already.”

The image was small and clear; a dark oval with a distinct, pale bean-shaped form inside it, and the rapid flicker of an early heartbeat. Tamara stared, lollipop paused against her lip for a moment, before she resumed sucking more slowly. Mark’s hand rested on the edge of the couch, his expression carefully neutral.

Dr Helen continued the scan in the same cooing tone, measuring, checking, and narrating every step as if speaking to a toddler.

“Just looking at the soft walls around the baby now. Everything is nice and healthy. You’re doing so well lying still. Nearly finished.”

When she was satisfied she wiped the gel away with gentle strokes, lowered the romper again, and helped Tamara sit up. She took the half-finished lollipop, set it aside, and slipped the oversized dummy back into Tamara’s mouth.

“All done, sweetheart. You were the best patient I’ve had all day.” She peeled a large star-shaped sticker from a sheet and pressed it firmly onto the front of the romper. “This is for being so brave. You can show Mummy when you get home.”

She handed Mark a printed picture of the scan, the tiny bean clearly visible, then walked them back to the stroller still speaking in the soft baby voice until the consulting-room door closed behind them.

Only when Tamara was back in the stroller and the door was closed did the doctor’s voice drop to a normal adult register for Mark.

“Everything looks healthy so far. We’ll need the usual scans, of course. You know how to reach me if anything changes.”

Mark thanked her and pushed the stroller out.

The deeper truth of the pregnancy remained private. Mark had known for years that he was infertile; an injury in his early twenties had left him unable to produce viable sperm. When Tamara’s test came back positive there had been no real doubt about the biological father. David was the only possibility. Mark had told him quietly one night after the others were asleep. David had gone pale, then simply nodded. Trisha, when she was brought into the conversation, made the decision that still stood:

No one outside the household would ever be told. Once the baby was born, Trisha would be Mummy and Mark would be Daddy. A baby could not mother another baby; that role belonged to the two keepers. David and Tamara would remain the household’s permanent littles. The new child would grow up knowing only the version of the family that Trisha and Mark chose to present.

As Mark wheeled Tamara back toward the car, the lollipop stick still tucked into the side of her bonnet and the star sticker shining on her romper, he felt the weight of that future settle a little more firmly into place. The public face of the household was already strange enough. The private truth would stay sealed.

At home Mark told Trisha everything: the scan, the tiny bean on the screen, the doctor’s soft cooing voice, the lollipop and the star sticker still stuck to Tamara’s romper. Something about the whole layered situation (the pregnancy, the secrecy, the permanent roles already decided) lit a sharp heat in Trisha. She did not wait.

She stripped David of the nappy and the lower half of his romper, left the bonnet and mittens on, and pushed him onto his back on the large bed. She climbed on top of him, guided his cock into her, and began to ride him with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. At the same time she looked at Mark and nodded toward Tamara.

Mark already had Tamara on her hands and knees at the foot of the bed. He tore the wet nappy aside, shoved the open lace-trimmed romper higher, and thrust into her cunt in one hard stroke. Tamara’s upper body dropped forward; her thumb found its way into her mouth and she began to suck on it in time with the thrusts.

Trisha leaned down over David, still moving on his cock, and spoke in a clear, almost sweet voice that carried across the room.

“Look, sissy David. Your ex-wife is being fucked by the man who your baby will call Daddy, because you can’t be an adult anymore. This is who you are going to be for the rest of your life. Mummy’s baby. Daddy’s baby. Never the father. Just the soft little thing who watches and takes what he’s given.”

David’s eyes were glassy. The big cock inside Trisha stayed hard, but the rest of him had long since surrendered. He answered in the only register he still used.

“Coo, mama… ooo… new baby… coo.”

He hardly formed normal sentences any longer. The adult speech had thinned to fragments and baby sounds. He had accepted the shape of his life: permanent little, cuckolded husband, biological father who would never be called Daddy. The contradiction only seemed to keep him harder.

To his right he watched Tamara’s bonneted head bob as she sucked her thumb, body rocking forward with every powerful thrust Mark delivered from behind. Mark held her hips and fucked her with steady, deep strokes, clearly enjoying both the physical act and the words Trisha was speaking over David. Tamara’s free mittened hand clutched at the sheet. Soft, muffled sounds escaped around her thumb each time Mark bottomed out.

Trisha kept riding David, grinding down so he felt every inch, while she continued the quiet, devastating narration.

“That’s your child in her belly. And when it’s born you’ll still be in a nappy, still on a leash, still calling me Mummy. Mark will be Daddy. You’ll be the big sissy sister who isn’t allowed to hold the baby without mittens on. Say it.”

David’s hips twitched upward into her.

“Coo… sissy… mama… ooo…”

She smiled, kissed the tip of his nose over the dummy, and kept fucking herself on his cock while Mark’s rhythm against Tamara grew harder and the wet sounds of both couplings filled the bedroom. The new hierarchy of the household was being written into their bodies in real time; Trisha and Mark above, the two permanent littles below.

Tamara cried out as the orgasm hit her, body shaking hard with abandon. Her thumb slipped from her mouth; high, broken sounds poured out while her cunt clenched around Mark’s cock. Mark fucked her through it with short, powerful thrusts until the trembling began to ease, then pulled out without ceremony.

He moved up the bed, guided Trisha forward slightly while she was still seated on David, and pressed the slick head of his cock against her arse. Trisha reached back, spread herself, and pushed down. Mark slid into her anus in one long, steady stroke until his hips met her cheeks. The sudden double penetration made her gasp. She was full of David’s cock in her cunt and Mark’s in her arse at the same time. For a moment she stayed still, adjusting, then began to rock again, taking both men with deliberate rolls of her hips.

She looked down at Tamara, who still lay panting at the foot of the bed, thighs wet, romper open.

“Daughter. Come closer and let me eat your dirty cunt.”

Tamara crawled up at once. Trisha leaned forward over David’s chest, braced herself on one hand, and pulled her daughter’s hips toward her face. She buried her mouth between Tamara’s legs and began to lick, long and thorough, tasting Mark’s cum and Tamara’s slick together. Her tongue pushed inside, then dragged up over the still-sensitive clit, while she continued to move on the two cocks filling her.

David lay beneath them all, bonneted head on the pillow, watching his wife’s mouth work between his ex-wife’s thighs while another man’s cock stretched her arse and his own cock stayed buried in her cunt. Mark gripped Trisha’s hips and began to thrust upward into her, matching her rhythm. The wet sounds of licking, the deeper sound of the double penetration, and Tamara’s renewed moans filled the room. Trisha ate her daughter with focused hunger, clearly savouring every layer of the moment, while the two men used her body from below and the household’s permanent littles remained exactly where they belonged.


Chapter 36

22 Years Later

Erica had grown up inside the unusual household and, for her, it had never felt strange. It was simply the shape of her family. Two permanent adult babies lived with them: one called Tamara who still wore frilly clothes and sometimes needed changing, and one who had been David when Erica was born but who became Debbie before Erica’s second birthday. The sexual side of the arrangement stayed completely hidden from her. She never saw the cages, the plugs, the free-use nights, or the way the adults sometimes used each other. What she saw was a quiet, well-funded home in which two grown people lived as littles under the calm authority of the woman she called Mummy and the man she called Daddy.

In order to make things easier for the world to understand, Trisha had divorced David while Tamara was still pregnant and married Mark a short time later. The paperwork was handled quietly through the same discreet channels they had always used. On paper, Mark became Erica’s legal father from the beginning. It simplified schools, medical records, passports, and every ordinary interaction with the outside world. No one outside the household ever needed to know that the biological father was the permanent little who would soon be living as Debbie, or that the woman listed as mother was in fact the grandmother. The legal fiction protected the structure Trisha had built and allowed Mark to stand in public as Erica’s father without questions that would have been impossible to answer.

Only as she grew older did the pieces rearrange themselves. The ages stopped making sense. Trisha was clearly old enough to be her grandmother, not her mother. The woman who still wet herself and sucked on a dummy in the afternoons was far more likely to be her actual mother. Erica worked it out quietly and found she did not mind. Trisha had been a patient, affectionate mother in every way that counted. Mark had been a steady, present father. The biological details felt secondary to the life she had actually lived.

She was also fairly certain Mark was not her biological father. The transgender woman the household called Debbie (once David) was the more likely candidate. The timing fitted. When Tamara had fallen pregnant with her, a private decision had been made. David would transition. Hormones were started while Tamara was still carrying. By the time Erica was a toddler, Debbie had developed soft breasts, smoother skin, and a fully feminine presentation. She remained a permanent little, still in rompers and nappies when the family was at home, but she was no longer addressed as male. Erica had only ever known her as Debbie, the quiet, soft-spoken adult baby who sometimes sat with her and coloured or watched cartoons under Trisha’s supervision.

The household had stayed wealthy and private. Erica was sent to good schools, given every ordinary opportunity, and never made to participate in the little side of the house. On the rare occasions friends visited, Debbie and Tamara were simply kept upstairs or taken out for the day. The public stroller walks of the early years had long since stopped once Erica was old enough to notice and ask questions. What remained was a carefully managed double life; an outwardly conventional family with two dependent adult children who happened to live as babies, and a private reality that Erica only fully understood once she was grown.

She never felt damaged by it. The people who raised her had been consistent, protective, and, in their own way, deeply committed to the version of family they had built. When she finally pieced the blood relationships together (Trisha her grandmother, Tamara her mother, Debbie her biological father, Mark her social father) she simply filed the knowledge away. It explained certain resemblances and certain silences, but it did not change the affection she felt for the four adults who had raised her.

Now, at twenty-two, she visited a few times a year. The house still ran on the same quiet rules. Debbie and Tamara were still littles. Trisha, much older, still held the centre of the household. Mark remained the practical, steady presence he had always been. Erica drank tea in the kitchen, exchanged ordinary adult conversation with Trisha and Mark, and accepted that the two people in rompers and soft shoes in the next room were simply part of the furniture of her childhood. She did not ask for details she did not need. The sexual history of the house stayed sealed, exactly as the adults had always intended.

In the end she regarded them all with a complicated but genuine fondness. They had given her a stable, privileged upbringing inside a structure that should have been impossible. That it had worked was, in its way, the strangest and most successful part of the whole long story.

Then one day she received a phone call from Mark.

Trisha had passed away at the age of eighty-nine. She died quietly in her sleep from a heart attack. Mark was devastated. The two littles were worse. When Erica arrived from the town where she had been temping at an online news agency, she found the house unnervingly quiet. For the first time in her memory both Tamara and Debbie were dressed in ordinary adult clothes. They sat at the kitchen table with Mark, speaking in full adult voices about funeral arrangements, the will, and what would happen to the household now that Trisha was gone.

Erica stopped in the doorway.

“What’s this?” she snapped.

Mark looked up, eyes red. “Huh?”

“Dad. The babies.” Her voice rose. “Sorry. No. This isn’t what Mum would have wanted.”

She crossed the room, took Tamara by the arm, and delivered a single hard spank across the seat of her jeans. Tamara gasped, more from shock than pain.

“You cannot ever return to being an adult,” Erica said, sharp and final. “Neither of you.”

The three of them stared at her. Mark opened his mouth.

“Erica…” he began.

“Dad, stop.” She held up a hand. “I know Mum wasn’t really my mother. Tamara is. But Tamara is a baby, so she can’t mother me. And I guess Debbie is my real father, isn’t she?”

Mark’s shoulders dropped. “Yes,” he said softly.

“You’re not blood at all?”

“No.”

Erica stood still for a long moment, absorbing the confirmation she had already worked out years earlier. Then she nodded once.

“This whole family is fucked up. I’ve accepted that for a long time. But I know that Mum… Trisha… would not want this.” She gestured at the ordinary clothes and the adult conversation. “She spent decades making them into what they are. She wouldn’t want it undone the minute she was gone.”

Silence settled over the kitchen. Mark, Tamara and Debbie exchanged a look. Slowly, each of them nodded. The brief experiment in ordinary adulthood was already collapsing under the weight of the life they had lived.

Debbie spoke first, voice small and uncertain again.

“We don’t have a Mummy anymore…”

Erica exhaled. The practical part of her mind, the part that had grown up watching Trisha run the household with absolute consistency, supplied the answer before she could second-guess it.

“Yes,” she said. “You do.”

She walked over to Mark, took his face in both hands, and kissed him. It was not a daughterly kiss. It was long, deliberate, and openly adult. When she pulled back she kept her arms around his neck and met his eyes.

“What do you say, Daddy? Need a new Mummy for them?”

Mark stared at her. The grief was still raw on his face, but underneath it something else stirred: recognition, relief, and the first flicker of the same steady authority Trisha had once carried. He looked at the two littles, already shrinking back into the postures they had lived in for more than twenty years, then back at the young woman who had just claimed the centre of the household.

“Yes,” he said quietly. “We do.”

Erica nodded, as if the matter had always been decided. She turned to Tamara and Debbie.

“Upstairs. Both of you. Rompers, nappies, the full kit. You’re littles again as of this moment. I’ll be up to check you in twenty minutes. Daddy and I have things to arrange.”

They went without argument. The adult clothes were already being abandoned before they left the kitchen. Mark watched them go, then looked at Erica with a mixture of exhaustion and new, cautious hope.

“You’re sure?” he asked.

“I’m sure,” she said. “Mum built this house a certain way. I’m not going to let it fall apart. You’re still Daddy. I’m Mummy now. The babies stay babies. That’s how it is.”

She squeezed his hand once, practical and final, and began clearing the funeral papers from the table as if she had always belonged at the head of it.

Upstairs the two littles were already back in their cribs, dressed again in rompers and thick nappies, dummies in, eyes wide as they watched the new order take shape. Erica stood at the rail for a moment, checking straps and mittens the way she had seen Trisha do a thousand times. Satisfied, she turned to Mark.

“Daddy?” she said softly.

“Yes?”

“Fuck me.”

Mark did not ask if she was certain. He closed the short distance, cupped the back of her head, and kissed her hard. Erica kissed him back with equal force, already pulling at his shirt. They moved only as far as the wide bed that had once belonged to Trisha. Clothes came off in a rush. Mark pushed her onto her back, spread her thighs, and entered her in one deep thrust. Erica gasped, then locked her legs around him and met every stroke.

He fucked her with the same steady, powerful rhythm he had always used with Trisha, one hand braced beside her head, the other gripping her hip. Erica kept her eyes open, watching his face, listening to the soft, wet sounds of the two littles sucking their dummies in the cribs only a few feet away. The knowledge that Debbie and Tamara could hear everything only seemed to sharpen the heat between them.

Mark drove deeper, hips snapping forward, and began to speak in a low, rough voice that stayed just loud enough for the cribs to catch.

“I raised you,” he said between thrusts. “Changed your nappies when you were tiny. Fed you. Put you to bed. Watched you grow up in this house. And now you’re underneath me, taking Daddy’s cock like you were always going to. You’re still my girl. You’ll always be my girl. I’m staying Daddy to you. Clear?”

Erica’s breath turned ragged. A flush spread across her chest. She met his eyes and grinned, sharp and open.

“Of course you’re staying Daddy,” she answered, voice breaking on the next hard thrust. “I want it as perverse as possible. I want the littles to hear you call me your girl while you fuck me. I want them to know their new Mummy still takes Daddy’s cock whenever he wants it. Don’t you dare stop being Daddy to me.”

Mark groaned and fucked her harder, the wet slap of skin filling the room. He kept talking, voice rough with both grief and raw heat.

“Good girl. That’s my girl. Raised you, and now I’m inside you. You’re going to run this house the way she did, and every time you need it you’ll come straight back to Daddy’s bed and take it just like this.”

Erica came first, thighs locking tight around him, a low broken cry leaving her throat as the words and the depth of him pushed her over. Mark followed almost at once, driving in to the root and spilling inside her with a heavy, satisfied groan, still murmuring “Daddy’s got you” against her ear while he pulsed.

For a short while they stayed locked together, breathing hard. The house was silent except for the quiet, steady suck of dummies and the faint creak of the crib rails as the two permanent littles listened to the new shape of the household being sealed. Erica stroked the back of Mark’s neck, still smiling that same sharp, perverse little smile.

“As perverse as possible,” she whispered again. “That’s the deal.”

Mark kissed her once, deep and claiming, and nodded.

“That’s the deal.”

When Mark finally pulled out he rested his forehead against hers.

“Mummy,” he said, testing the word.

Erica nodded once, still catching her breath.

“Mummy,” she agreed. “And those two stay exactly where they are. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She kissed him again, slower this time, then sat up and reached for the nearest romper that needed straightening. The new hierarchy of the household had been sealed the same way the old one had been; with sex, with certainty, and with the two permanent littles listening from their cribs.


Chapter 37

Legally Erica could not marry Mark. The paperwork listed him as her father, and even though everyone inside the house knew that was a fiction, the outside world did not. Marrying Debbie, however, was possible. On every official record Debbie was simply an unrelated adult woman living under the family’s care. The quiet ceremony was arranged the same way Trisha had once arranged her own private wedding: a discreet celebrant, no public notice, rings exchanged in the lounge while the other little watched from the cot.

They would never consummate the marriage in any conventional sense. Debbie had been permanently caged for years; the pink device was welded in all but name and her cock had long since lost the ability to harden. Penetration of Erica was never going to happen, and Erica had no interest in it anyway. Instead she consummated the marriage the way the household understood power.

She put Debbie on her back on the large bed, still in a soft romper with the rear snaps open, locked mittens, and the usual collar. Erica strapped on a thick, unyielding dildo, slicked it once, and pushed into Debbie’s arse in a single hard thrust. Debbie’s eyes flew wide. A broken sound escaped around the dummy. Erica did not give her time to adjust. She hooked Debbie’s soft-shoed feet over her shoulders and began to fuck her with deep, punishing strokes, the same relentless rhythm Mark had once used on David.

While she thrust she leaned down and spoke against Debbie’s ear, voice low and precise.

“I know exactly who you are. You’re my real father. The one who got Tamara pregnant while you were already in a nappy and a collar. And now you’ve married your own daughter. How’s it feel to have married your daughter, you depraved piece of shit? Feel that cock stretching your married little hole. This is the only way you’ll ever fuck me. Take it.”

Debbie sobbed around the dummy, body jolting with every hard drive of the strap. Erica kept talking, kept thrusting, clearly savouring both the physical act and the layers of corruption she was spelling out. She made the consummation long and thorough, refusing to finish until Debbie was shaking, open, and thoroughly claimed as both permanent little and legal spouse.

Afterwards Erica cleaned the strap, locked the cage back into place (though it had never been removed), and returned Debbie to the cot without any softening of tone.

Erica was different with the littles than Trisha had been. Where Trisha had balanced affection with control, Erica was openly sadistic, dominant, and often cruel. She used the cane more readily, left them locked in the cribs for longer stretches, and spoke to them with a cold precision that made the old pet names sound like threats. She enjoyed their tears. She enjoyed the way they still crawled to her after the harshest sessions, seeking the same hand that had just punished them. To the surprise of no one who understood the household, neither Debbie nor Tamara hated it. If anything the sharper edge seemed to settle them more deeply into the roles they had lived for decades. They had been shaped for exactly this kind of ownership, and Erica, young and clear-eyed, delivered it without apology or hesitation.

The fistings returned with a sharper edge than anything Trisha had ever used. Erica especially enjoyed having both littles on their knees in front of her, backs arched, arses presented. She pulled on clear plastic elbow-length gloves with deliberate ceremony, flexed her fingers, and pushed into them one after the other. She worked slowly at first, then with increasing force, adding fingers until her hands were buried past the knuckles and still pressing deeper. The littles cried and cooed around their dummies, bodies shaking, while she laughed openly at the sounds. She would keep her hands inside them for long stretches, twisting, curling, forcing them to stay open and still while she talked casually to Mark or checked her phone, treating their stretched holes as nothing more than convenient places to rest her fists.

Public humiliation became second nature. She took them out without nappies on a regular basis. Years of enforced wetting and denied toilet access had left both Debbie and Tamara without any remaining bladder control. They pissed themselves freely in the street, in shops, on the bus, warm streams running down their legs and soaking the soft shoes while strangers stared. Erica never hurried them home. She simply continued the errand, leash short, expression calm, as if two adult babies wetting themselves in public was the most ordinary part of the day.

Their piss had also become her preferred outlet. She could not remember the last time she had used a toilet. The littles were her toilets now. She pissed into their food bowls, into their drinking glasses, and directly into their open mouths whenever the urge took her. Morning, afternoon, or night, she would simply snap her fingers, point, and one or both of them would kneel and receive whatever she gave them. The taste and the smell clung to them permanently. They no longer noticed.

Mark sometimes watched her and felt a low unease that the power had settled too completely into her hands. The longer she held the role, the less he recognised the girl he had raised. In her place stood a confident, sharp-eyed brunette who increasingly favoured tight latex, high boots, and a cold little smile that reminded him painfully of Trisha in her most uncompromising years. The resemblance was not only physical. It was the same absolute certainty, the same willingness to treat the two permanent littles as property rather than people.

Where Trisha had occasionally allowed them to walk upright for short stretches inside the house, Erica forbade it entirely. They crawled at all times. Floors, gardens, pavements when she chose to take them out on hands and knees. Standing was treated as a serious offence. The punishment was never a simple caning. It was a formal whipping: one full hour, multiple implements, delivered with methodical precision while the offender remained bound and helpless. Neither little tested the rule twice. The memory of the hour was enough to keep them on their knees for weeks afterward.

The household had always been extreme. Under Erica it became something colder, tighter, and more absolute. Mark still held the title of Daddy, still shared her bed, still fucked her whenever either of them wanted. But the centre of gravity had shifted completely. The new Mummy did not merely continue Trisha’s work. She refined it into something harsher, and the two littles, broken in decades earlier, accepted the deeper degradation as the natural next shape of the only life they still understood.

It was as Erica was using Tamara’s mouth on her pussy that Mark suggested it was perhaps time to ease up on them and simply let them be babies again.

“Why?” Erica asked, voice firm, hips still rolling against her mother’s face.

“Because they’re in their sixties now,” Mark said. “I think we should keep them, of course. But maybe let them have some quieter fun as babies. Less of the constant edge.”

Erica breathed loudly through her nose. The orgasm was close. She gripped Tamara’s bonnet tighter, pulled her harder against her cunt, and kept grinding until the climax broke over her in a sharp, open cry. Only then did she push Tamara back firmly by the forehead and look down at her.

“What do you think, mother?” she asked, the word spat with deliberate coldness. “Do you think you need me to be less firm?”

Tamara’s face flushed under the make-up. She looked away, still on her knees, lips shiny.

“Adult speak,” Erica ordered with a sigh.

Tamara swallowed and answered in a small but clear adult voice.

“Mummy, I think that we enjoy your dominance. We do. But we get tired more easily now. We wonder if maybe you might consider younger littles. New ones. Someone around your age.”

For a moment the room was silent except for the soft suck of Debbie’s dummy in the cot. Then Erica’s expression changed. The irritation drained away and something brighter, more interested, took its place.

“That’s a brilliant idea,” she said slowly. A real smile spread across her face. “I could turn this old house into a refuge for littles. Proper ones. Adults who want the full structure, the rules, the permanence. We already have the rooms, the cribs, the kit, the experience. We could take in younger ones who need exactly what we know how to give.”

She looked at Mark, then back at Tamara, the idea clearly expanding in her mind at speed.

“You two would stay, of course. Senior littles. Examples. But the heavy daily work, the training, the public outings, the fresh ones who still have energy to break… that could be younger adults. People my age who actually want this life.”

Mark watched her carefully. The same sharp hunger that had worried him was still there, but now it had a new direction.

“You’d run it,” he said. It was not a question.

“I’d run it,” Erica agreed. “Strictly. Selectively. No tourists, no weekend players. Only people ready to go as deep as Debbie and Tamara already have. And you and I would stay exactly as we are. Daddy and Mummy. The centre.”

She reached down and stroked Tamara’s cheek with unexpected mildness, then gave it a light, possessive pat.

“You just gave me the next ten years, mother. Good girl. Dummy back in. Both of you. I need to think.”

Tamara took the dummy obediently. Debbie watched from the cot with wide eyes. Mark said nothing more, but the look he gave Erica was equal parts caution and reluctant admiration. The household had already survived one generation of absolute control. It was beginning to look as if it would survive, and expand, into another.


Epilogue

One Year Later

The house had been completely converted. What had once been an ordinary large family home now functioned as a full-time adult-baby and total-power-exchange household. The upstairs bedrooms had been stripped and rebuilt as nurseries. Tamara and Debbie shared one long room with two newer littles; four adult-sized cribs stood in a neat row, each with its own changing station and locked storage for kit. Across the rest of the floor were similar rooms. In total eight full-time littles lived under the roof. Soft flooring, reinforced bars, muted colours, and the constant low sound of dummies and occasional soft crying gave the upper storeys the atmosphere of an oversized, highly controlled nursery.

The basement had been transformed into something entirely different. Professional-grade BDSM equipment filled the space: a fully equipped dungeon and torture chamber with medical play areas, heavy restraint frames, a dedicated fisting bench, and soundproofed walls. Sessions that required more intensity than the nurseries allowed took place downstairs. The door at the top of the stairs remained locked unless Erica or one of her staff opened it.

In the master bedroom two people still shared the large bed, but they were no longer Mark and Erica.

Mark had left approximately one month into the renovations. By then the first new little, Sarah, a blonde thirty-year-old who had applied specifically for permanent adult-baby placement, was already living in the house. Mark had watched the direction the household was taking, the increasing number of applicants, the professionalisation of the control, and the colder edge Erica brought to daily life. One evening he told her that he would continue to visit and check on her as a father, but he could no longer live inside the structure. Erica had listened, nodded, and accepted it without argument. He packed a single bag and left the same night. True to his word he returned every few weeks, stayed for a meal, spoke to Erica in the kitchen, and left again before dark. He never slept in the house again.

With Mark gone and the number of littles rising, the financial side of the operation became clearer. Full-time residents paid substantial monthly fees for permanent placement, training, and total care. Part-time littles and submissives paid for weekend or midweek sessions. The income was more than enough to cover the extensive renovations, the specialist laundry, the medical oversight, and the staff Erica soon realised she required. She hired two women as resident Mistresses to handle the daily routines, the public outings, and the basement sessions when she herself was occupied.

One of those women was Candice.

Candice was twenty-seven, calm, precise, and already experienced in long-term power exchange. She arrived for the interview, stayed for a trial week, and simply never left. She and Erica fell into each other with the same speed and certainty that once marked Erica’s takeover of the household. Within a month Candice had moved her belongings into the master bedroom. Within three months the two of them were publicly and privately a couple. Candice took the title of co-Mummy without ceremony. The littles adapted at once. Orders now came from either woman and carried identical weight.

The house ran more smoothly than it ever had. Eight permanent littles, a rotating roster of part-timers, two Mistresses, and the couple at the centre who shared both the bed and the authority. Tamara and Debbie, now the eldest and most thoroughly broken of the littles, served as quiet examples of how complete the lifestyle could become. Newer arrivals looked at them and understood the depth of the commitment required.

Erica had taken the structure her grandmother built, removed the last soft edges, professionalised it, and expanded it into something that could sustain itself indefinitely. Mark’s occasional visits served as the only remaining thread to the previous generation. Everything else belonged to the new arrangement; the nurseries, the dungeon, the fees, the staff, and the two women who now slept in the master bed while the rest of the house remained exactly where it had been placed.

Erica, Candice and the two junior Mistresses tended to each little with care, adjusting the balance of softness and dominance according to the individual. Some needed more structure, some more comfort, some a sharper edge. Erica had been clear from the beginning, however, that Candice was to go easier on Debbie and Tamara. She never explained why. She simply asked, and Candice had respected the request without pressing.

After months of living and working together the question finally rose to the surface. They were alone in the master bedroom late one evening, the house quiet except for the distant sounds of the nurseries. Candice sat on the edge of the bed and looked at Erica directly.

“I need to understand,” she said. “Why are you always softer with the two oldest? You’ve never given me a real reason. I want one.”

Erica was silent for a long moment. She stared at her hands, then at the closed bedroom door, then finally met Candice’s eyes.

“You’ll hate me,” she said softly.

Candice’s expression did not change. She waited.

Erica exhaled.

“Tamara is my biological mother.”

Candice stared. Then she burst out laughing, sudden and bright, one hand flying to her mouth.

“Oh my god. Is Tamara your mother?”

“Yes,” Erica said.

Candice’s eyes widened further as the next piece clicked into place.

“And Debbie?”

“My father. Biological father. Before the transition.”

“Holy shit.” Candice’s voice was pure shock. Her hands stayed over her mouth for a second longer. Then the shock shifted, something darker and openly interested moving underneath it. “I’ve seen both of them lick your pussy. You’ve fisted both of them. You’ve pegged Debbie more times than I can count. You’ve made them clean you after every session.”

“I know,” Erica said quietly.

Candice dropped her hands. A slow, incredulous grin spread across her face.

“That’s so fucking hot.”

Erica blinked, the tension in her shoulders still tight.

“Really? You think so?”

“Fuck, babe.” Candice moved closer, still grinning. “I’m a pervert too. Yes. It’s fucking hot. The whole layered mess of it. Your own mother and father living as permanent littles under your control, still taking whatever you give them, still calling you Mummy while you use them. Most people would run screaming. I think it’s one of the most complete power structures I’ve ever seen.”

The relief that broke across Erica’s face was almost physical. She let out a short, shaky breath and reached for Candice’s hand.

“I was sure you’d leave.”

“Not a chance.” Candice laced their fingers together and squeezed. “You’ve trusted me with the house, the littles, the money, the dungeon. Now you’ve trusted me with the actual blood. I’m not going anywhere. If anything I want to watch you with them more carefully from now on. Knowing changes the picture. Makes it sharper.”

Erica searched her face for any trace of disgust and found none. Only heat, curiosity, and the same steady acceptance Candice had shown since the day she moved in. The last hidden piece of the household had been placed on the table, and the woman sharing her bed had simply called it hot.

Erica leaned in and kissed her, slower and deeper than usual, the residual fear finally draining away. When they parted she rested her forehead against Candice’s.

“Thank you.”

Candice smiled against her mouth.

“Thank me by letting me watch the next time you take either of them apart. Properly. Now that I know exactly who they are.”

Erica’s answering smile was small and dark.

“That,” she said, “can be arranged.”

Candice grinned, eyes bright with the new knowledge.

“Let’s take them to bed. I’ll kiss you whilst we peg them both.”

“YES!” Erica hissed.

They did not waste time. Erica unlocked the nursery door and called the two oldest littles by name. Debbie and Tamara crawled out at once. The younger Mistresses were told to handle the rest of the house for the night. Erica and Candice led the pair straight to the master bedroom and closed the door.

Rompers were stripped away. Thick nappies were torn off and discarded. Both littles were left in only their collars, locked mittens, and soft shoes. Erica and Candice stripped to nothing but harnesses already fitted with matching thick, curved straps. Lube was applied without ceremony. Debbie was pushed onto her back; Tamara was turned onto her knees beside her. The two women mounted them at the same time.

Erica pushed into Debbie in one long, steady thrust until her hips sat flush. Candice did the same to Tamara. Both littles cried out around their dummies, bodies jolting hard. The women gave them only a few seconds to adjust before they began to move in deep, synchronised strokes, hips snapping forward with real force.

The pace stayed brutal from the start. Erica gripped Debbie’s soft-shoed ankles and folded her nearly in half, driving the thick strap in to the root with every thrust. Candice held Tamara’s hips in both hands and slammed forward just as hard, the wet slap of skin on skin loud and constant. The littles’ muffled cries rose with each impact. Tears already tracked through the make-up on both faces.

After several minutes Erica pulled out abruptly. Candice did the same. Without speaking they swapped. Erica moved behind Tamara, lined up, and thrust into the hole Candice had just been using, burying herself in one violent stroke. Candice mounted Debbie and drove in equally hard. The sudden change in angle and rhythm forced fresh, broken sounds out of both littles. The women resumed the same punishing pace, fucking the newly claimed holes without any reduction in force.

They kept swapping at irregular intervals. Sometimes after only a dozen strokes, sometimes after longer stretches. Each time the withdrawal was sudden, the re-entry harder than the last. The littles were given no chance to settle into one sensation. One moment Debbie was taking Erica’s full weight and depth; the next she was stretched around Candice’s strap while Erica’s hands held her open for the next thrust. Tamara fared the same. Their dummies bobbed frantically. Spit ran down their chins. The open, well-used holes made wet, filthy sounds every time a cock was forced back into them.

Erica and Candice fucked in near silence except for their breathing and the occasional low laugh when one of the littles sobbed particularly hard. They used the two bodies with complete ownership, swapping rectums whenever the urge took them, keeping both littles in a continuous state of stretch, impact, and helpless overload. The bed shook. The air filled with the smell of lube and sweat and the sharp, rhythmic noise of brutal penetration. Neither woman showed any sign of slowing.

Then Candice leaned across and kissed Erica hard. Open-mouthed, hungry, tongues meeting while their hips kept driving forward into the two oldest littles. Erica kissed her back with equal force, one hand braced on Debbie’s thigh, the other tangled in Candice’s hair. The wet sound of the straps, the muffled cries, and the deeper sound of the women kissing filled the bedroom.

They fucked without rush and without mercy. Every time one of the littles tried to close her legs or shift away, a sharp slap or a harder thrust put her back in place. Candice broke the kiss only long enough to murmur against Erica’s mouth,

“Your mother and your father. Both taking cock for us. Look at them.”

Erica answered by kissing her again, deeper, and driving into Debbie with renewed force. They kept the rhythm steady, hips rolling, mouths locked, until both women came hard, still thrusting through it, still kissing while the littles shook beneath them.

Afterwards they did not send them back to the nursery. Erica unbuckled the harnesses and dropped them to the floor. Candice pulled the covers down. The four of them settled into the large bed together; Erica and Candice in the centre, Debbie and Tamara tucked against them on either side like the permanent littles they were. Soft shoes were left on. Collars stayed locked. Dummies were reinserted.

The room grew quiet. Erica turned her head and looked at the two faces she had known her entire life, now soft and open in the low light.

“Good night, Mum. Good night, Dad. I love you both so much.”

Debbie and Tamara answered together in the only register they still used freely, voices small and high around their dummies.

“Coo, Mummy love too! Coo!”

Erica and Candice both giggled, the sound low and private. Then they leaned over and kissed the littles properly; slow, open-mouthed, adult kisses that had nothing to do with comfort. While they kissed they let their hands roam, rubbing over soft stomachs, the still-slick folds between their legs, the sensitive undersides of their breasts, claiming the bodies with the same soft ownership they had just finished demonstrating. Debbie and Tamara made small cooing sounds into the kisses and stayed exactly where they had been placed, already drifting under the weight of the hands and the mouths and the knowledge that they would sleep tonight in Mummy’s bed.

The house settled around them. Four bodies in one bed. Two dominants, two permanent littles, and the full weight of the blood and the history lying openly between them for the first time.

Debbie lay awake in the large bed long after the two younger women had fallen asleep, one soft-shoed foot tucked against Erica’s calf, the other against Candice’s. The house was quiet in the way it only ever became after midnight: distant creaks, the occasional soft suck of a dummy from one of the other rooms, the low hum of the heating. She was sixty-something now, though the exact number had stopped mattering years ago. The body that had once been David’s was softer, permanently altered by hormones, locked away from ordinary use, and shaped by decades of the same routines.

She thought, as she sometimes still did in the darkest hours, of the man who had once sat on a bus with a weekend bag between his feet, staring at a message on his phone and telling himself not to invent storms. That man had kept private browser windows and a carefully maintained lock on the part of himself that wanted exactly this. He had never believed it could survive contact with daylight, let alone become the entire architecture of a life.

And yet it had.

Every piece of the original fantasy had been taken, enlarged, and made irreversible. The clothes. The dummy. The permanent loss of ordinary adulthood. The public exposure. The complete surrender of sexual ownership. Even the most secret, shame-soaked corners (the desire to be reduced, used, rewritten) had been met and then exceeded. The biological child he had fathered now called him a little and slept beside him after using him. The woman who had once been his wife lived as his sister in the same permanent regression. The house that had begun as one woman’s private experiment had grown into an institution that would outlast all of them.

Debbie did not feel triumph, exactly. Triumph still belonged to the adult world she had left behind. What she felt was a deep, exhausted rightness. The long, secret ache that had once sat behind every ordinary day had been answered so thoroughly that there was nothing left to ache for. She had been given the life she had only ever looked at through a screen, and then the life had kept going until it became the only reality she still recognised.

In the morning there would be the usual tasks: nappy, romper, bottle or breast, the quiet orders of the two women who now owned the house. She would crawl where she was told, open where she was told, and take whatever was given. The days no longer required decision. That, more than anything, was the final shape of the dream.

Debbie closed her eyes. The last clear thought that passed through her before sleep was simple and complete.

It had all come true.

THE END
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