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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

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

Age Declaration

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

Content Nature

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

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Prologue

I had coached the side through a full season on a shoulder that still woke me at three in the morning, and I had never once said the word hurt out loud. Thirty-four years old, captain for a decade, now the man with the whistle and the clipboard, and the coastal town still looked at me like I could hold a scrum together with my bare hands. Off-season had started that Monday. The seafront shops had already boarded half their windows. Gulls owned the promenade. I liked the quiet. Quiet meant I did not have to perform for anyone.

The last match had been a week behind us. We had won ugly, and I had stood in the changing room afterward telling twenty exhausted men that ugly wins still count. Idris had driven the kit van home. Brendan had clapped my good shoulder twice and called me a machine. I had grinned like a machine, showered, dressed, and gone home to a flat that smelled of liniment and cold coffee. Alone, I had rolled the joint until the ache made my teeth lock, then told myself it was weather.

Célestine had been the only person who ever called that lie by its proper name.

She was forty-two, my physiotherapist since the surgery, and she kept her clinic two streets back from the harbour in a low brick building with a waiting room that always smelled of antiseptic and lemon cleaner. Tamsin booked my appointments for late afternoon so the place would be empty when I arrived. I told myself that was for privacy. I never asked why Célestine always left the last slot open for me, or why her hands stayed on my scapula a second longer than the protocol required.

On the Tuesday before my discharge appointment I had gone in for what she called a maintenance session. The treatment room faced the alley. Rain tracked the glass. She had me sit on the edge of the plinth in my kit shorts while she worked the rotator cuff with the same calm pressure she used for every athlete who came through her door. My cock had thickened against the fabric anyway, stupid and obvious, and shame had hit me so hard I nearly stood up and left.

She had not looked down. She had only said, mild as weather, “Breathe.”

I breathed. The heat did not leave. It sat low in my gut like a held tackle, and I hated how much of me leaned toward the sound of her voice. A coach does not lean. A coach holds the line. The thought arrived sharp and useless, and my body ignored it the way it always did when she put her palm flat between my shoulder blades and waited for me to settle.

“You sleep?” she asked.

“Fine.”

“You eat?”

“Fine.”

She had hummed once, not believing me, and finished the set of mobilisations as if my answers were data she would file later. At the door she had touched the side of my neck with two fingers, brief, proprietary, and said, “Thursday. Last appointment. Bring the shoulder ready to be signed off.”

I had laughed in the corridor because laughing was what I did when something in me wanted to kneel. Tamsin had looked up from the desk, polite and incurious. I had signed the card, walked out into wet salt air, and told myself I was a grown man who could stop whatever this was whenever I liked.

That night I cooked pasta I did not taste. I watched match footage on my laptop until the screen blurred. At some point I caught myself staring at the empty space beside the sofa where, once, after a particularly bad flare, she had made me sit on the floor between her knees while she iced the joint and talked to me in a register that did not belong in any clinic manual. Mommy, she had said then, as if testing the word on my skin. I had laughed that time too. The laugh had come out thin.

I did not sleep much. Pride is a loud roommate.

Thursday morning the town was all grey light and empty benches. I ran the coastal path until my lungs burned and the shoulder complained in that deep, honest way it had learned under her care. I stretched on the sand with the wind in my teeth. I texted Idris about fitness testing dates. I showered, shaved, put on clean kit, and stood in front of the mirror practicing the face of a man who was about to be discharged and set free.

Free. The word felt wrong in my mouth.

At a quarter to four I locked the flat and walked toward the clinic with my hands in my pockets and my jaw set. The harbour smelled of diesel and cold weed. A woman wheeled a pushchair past the boarded ice-cream kiosk; somewhere a radio played through an open upstairs window. Ordinary life, going on. I told myself I was walking into an ordinary appointment. Tests. Range of motion. A stamp on a file. Then the off-season, twenty-one empty days, and me deciding every meal and every bedtime like a person who had never once needed to be told what to do.

The clinic door stuck the way it always stuck. Inside, the lemon cleaner hit me first. Tamsin glanced up, smiled, and nodded toward the corridor.

“She’s ready for you.”

I walked the familiar length of linoleum with my pulse climbing for no reason a coach would admit. The treatment room door stood ajar. Through the gap I could see the plinth, the wall chart, and Célestine standing at the desk with her back to me, calm as ever, a fresh daybook already open under her hand as if the afternoon had a shape I had not been told about yet.

I stepped through and shut the door behind me.


Chapter 1: Time Volume Tick

Isat on the treatment bench with the blind half up and the late sun cutting a hard stripe across my bare shoulder. Célestine’s thumbs walked the seam of the old tear the way they always had, slow and exact, testing what still pulled. She was forty-two, calm as ever, and she did not look up when I hissed.

“Still tender on the load,” I said.

“It will be. You are discharged anyway.” Her voice stayed flat. She inked DISCHARGED on the file in block letters, blew once on the wet line, and set the clinic folder aside. Then she reached into her bag and brought out a second book, fresh, cloth-backed, the spine still stiff. She opened it to the first page and ruled three columns with a straightedge and a black pen. Time. Volume. Tick.

I laughed. “What is that for?”

“The off-season,” Célestine said. “Twenty-one days. From this afternoon you do not decide when you eat, when you sleep, or when you use the toilet. I do.”

I was thirty-four years old, a rugby coach who had never let anyone see him need a thing, and the words hit me like a shove I had not braced for. I wanted to see how far she meant it.

“You are serious.”

“You will do exactly as I say.” She held the pen out and waited. The room was quiet enough for the tick of the wall clock and the scrape of her shoe on the linoleum. Air off the half-open blind moved over my skin. I took the pen because she did not pull it back, and I signed my name under hers on page one of a book I did not understand yet. Rafe, under Célestine, day one.

“Good,” she said. “Six o’clock. My house. Bladder empty before you knock.”

I drove there with the heater too high and my cock already half hard for reasons I refused to name. When she opened the door she was in a soft blouse with the top buttons undone and her hair pinned back. The nursing chair sat by the front window. The curtain gave onto an empty seafront, grey water and wet pavement and nobody walking. The room smelled faintly of warm milk and clean cotton. The window glass held a chill that raised gooseflesh on my arms.

“Sit,” Célestine said.

I sat. The chair creaked. She stood over me and opened her blouse without hurry, and the first sight of her breast in daylight dried my mouth out. She cupped the back of my head and brought me on. The latch was loud in the quiet room, a wet suck that landed in my throat and my cock at once. Her milk was warm. The window glass stayed cold against the side of my face when I turned that way. She held a pen in her free hand and wrote while I drank.

“Eighteen oh four,” she said aloud. “Left. Eleven minutes.” The pen scratched. “Green.”

I tried to look at the page. She angled it away.

“You do not read upside down, Rafe. You suck.”

I sucked. The sound of it filled the room, soft and filthy and steady. Heat built low in my gut. When she unlatched me my lips were wet and my cock strained against my jeans. She wiped my mouth with her thumb and stood.

“Stand up. Trousers off. Pants too.”

I stood. Cold air hit my bare ass and my hard cock. She took a thick adult diaper from a stack on the changing chest. The plastic outer crinkled when she shook it open. The sound was sharp, cheap, unmistakable. She made me step into it, pulled it up, taped the tabs. Her voice was the same clipped one she used for rehab sets.

“Four changes a day. You ask. You do not go to the toilet on your own. If you wet, you tell me. If you hold past what I allow, the day goes red. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Say it properly.”

“I ask before I piss. You change me. Four times.” My face burned. My cock twitched against the padded front and the shame of it only made me harder.

“Good boy.” She turned me and pushed me facedown over the arm of the nursing chair so my chest was in the seat and my ass was up in the window light. The padding hung loose at the back, tabs undone, thick under my cock and balls. From the chest she took a bottle of oil and a glove. The snap of the glove was loud. The oil was cold when it hit the cleft of my ass. I flinched.

“Stay still. The book is open. Next blank line is yours.”

Her gloved finger pressed my hole. The stretch burned. She worked the oil in slow, circling, then pushed deeper until the knuckle passed and I grunted into the chair cushion. Outside, a gull cried once. Inside, the only sounds were the wet slide of her finger and my breathing.

“Clench,” Célestine said.

I clenched. She held still at depth and made a small mark in the book with her other hand. The pen scratched.

“Again.”

I clenched. Another mark. The fullness sat heavy and wrong and perfect. She added a second finger without asking. The burn widened. My cock was trapped against the diaper bulk and every shift smeared precome into the padding. The crinkle under me was constant now, soft plastic noise at the smallest move.

“You are going to come on my fingers in your ass,” she said, mean and plain. “You will count them out loud when I tell you. You do not come quiet. You do not hide it. Say what you are.”

“I am…” My voice cracked. “I am your whore with a finger up his hole.”

“Louder.”

“I am your whore. Please. Fuck my ass.”

She curled her fingers and found the spot that whited out my vision. She ground into it, hard and steady. The chair creaked. Milk still wet on my lips. Cold glass. Hot shame. Her voice stayed even.

“Beg.”

“Please, Célestine. Please make me come. Please use my asshole. I need it. I need you.”

She did not speed up. She held the pressure and added a third finger until I was stretched open and shaking. The oil made wet, obscene sounds. My balls drew up tight. She leaned down so her mouth was by my ear.

“First one. Take it.”

The climax hit like a punch. I came hard into the diaper, cock jerking against the thick pad, cum soaking the lining while her fingers kept grinding that spot through it. I shouted into the cushion. My hole clamped on her hand.

“That is one,” Célestine said. She did not pull out. The pen scratched behind me. “Volume column stays open. You are not done.”

I tried to crawl forward. She pinned my hip with her free hand and kept her fingers buried.

“Stay. Oversensitive is the point. Clench again.”

I clenched on the raw ache and groaned. She worked me slower this time, deeper, twisting so the stretch never eased. My cock twitched, half hard again in the wet padding, and every stroke of her fingers sent a sick bright spike through me.

“Say what you want.”

“I want to come again. Please. My ass is yours. Please ruin it.”

“Ask like a bitch.”

“Please fingerfuck my asshole until I come, Mommy. Please. I am your dirty boy. I will take it.”

She hummed once, pleased, and drove harder. The second climax was longer and uglier. It dragged out of me while I sobbed into the chair and the diaper crinkled under my leaking cock. Cum pulsed again into the already wet pad. My thighs shook.

“That is two,” she said, voice dry. “One more.”

“I cannot…”

“You can. You will.” She did not stop. The residual fullness stayed. She hooked her fingers and held me open and rubbed that swollen place until I was babbling, hole fluttering, cock grinding helplessly into the soaked bulk.

“Please, please, it is too much, please I will come, please do not stop, fuck, Célestine, please…”

“Count when I say.”

The third peak tore through me in broken waves. I lost the number halfway and cried out while my body kept jerking. She kept the count for me, calm over my noise.

“Three. Good. That is three.” The pen moved. Another tick. My ass clenched around nothing when she finally eased her fingers out, slow, and the empty ache made me whimper. Oil and heat ran down my crack onto the diaper. The room smelled of sex and milk and plastic.

She stripped the glove. Wiped me with a warm cloth, hotter than the air, and I shivered. She retaped the diaper snug over my spent, sticky cock and patted the front once, clinical.

“Wet already. Change two will be early. You will tell me when it cools.”

I nodded into the chair. She turned me and sat me upright. The curtain had not been drawn. Anyone on the seafront could have seen a grown man in a taped diaper with milk on his mouth and a ruined look on his face. Nobody was there. The light was going blue. She closed the page on green with a neat line and set the book on the shelf above the bottle warmer.

“Look at me.”

I looked. Her eyes were steady. No temper. No rush.

“Tomorrow you report at the same hour. Bladder empty. The book will already be open to day two. Three feeds. Four changes. You do not decide any of it. Do you understand what you signed?”

“Yes.” My voice was rough. “I eat when you say. I sleep when you say. I piss when you say.”

“And if you think you can walk away because you got curious,” she said, quiet, “remember your name is under mine on page one. You are an entry now. Not a patient.”

The story I had always told about myself, the man who needed nothing from anybody, sat thin and stupid in my mouth. I swallowed it.

“I will be here,” I said.

“Six o’clock. Knock once. Leave your pride in the car.” She buttoned her blouse, wiped her hands, and nodded at the door. “Go home in that diaper. Feel it when you walk. Think about the sound it makes. Tomorrow we start the volume column properly.”

I stood. The thick pad forced my thighs apart. Every step crinkled. The cool evening air got under the plastic edge and found every wet inch. At the door I paused.

“Célestine.”

“Yes.”

“Twenty-one days.”

“Twenty-one,” she said. “Day one is green. Do not make me ink a red before you have even learned to ask for the toilet.”

I left with the diaper heavy between my legs and the taste of her milk still on my tongue, already counting the hours until six, already hard again at the thought of the open book and the next blank line waiting for my name to mean whatever she wrote.


Chapter 2: The Noon Red Slash

The bottle warmer was already ticking on the changing chest when her weight settled on the edge of the bed. Ten minutes to seven, dark, my eyes not even open. Warm plastic and last night’s milk hung in the room. My mouth tasted of her. The pad between my legs was cool at the edges and warm where I had leaked in my sleep. Dread sat in my gut before I could name why.

“Up,” Célestine said. Quiet. Exact. “Latch. Volume starts now.”

I rolled toward her because there was nowhere else to roll. She had unbuttoned enough of her blouse for the work. Forty-two years old and steady, she cupped the back of my head and brought me to her nipple. I latched. Hot milk hit my tongue. Sweet. Thick. My throat worked. She timed it without looking at a phone, just the rise of her chest and the soft pull of my mouth.

“Swallow. Do not waste it.”

I swallowed. The pad crinkled when my hips twitched. My cock thickened against the plastic liner and I hated how fast that happened. She kept me there until the first breast emptied, then shifted me to the other without a word. Milk ran at the corner of my mouth. She wiped it with her thumb and pushed the thumb between my lips.

“Clean.”

I sucked her thumb clean. The taste of skin under milk closed my throat.

When she eased me off, she sat me up against the pillows and reached for the cloth-backed ledger on the shelf above the warmer. Day three’s page was already ruled. Three feed rows. Four change rows. A blank volume column waiting like a mouth. She wrote 6:40, breast, and the millilitres as she judged them from how soft her breast had gone. Her pen scratched. The numbers landed and the twenty-one days pressed in. Eighteen left after this one. The off-season was not a holiday. It was a schedule with my name under hers.

“Change one,” she said. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

She laid me flat. Tapes peeled with a soft rip. Cool air hit my sticky cock and the crease of my thighs. The scent rose sharp: urine, old cum, plastic, her lotion from the night before. She cleaned me with warm wipes, thorough, between my balls, under the shaft, back along the crack where oil clung. My hole twitched when the cloth passed it. She did not comment. Fresh tape. Fresh bulk. She logged the change, neat as a clinic note, then patted the front once.

“Bladder empty before noon if you can manage it. If you wet early, you ask. If you hold past what I allow, you ask. Either way you ask. Red costs bedtime and more. You remember.”

“I remember.”

“Say it properly.”

“If I wet before change time or hold too long, the day goes red.”

“Good boy.” Dry praise. No smile. “Breakfast after you wash your face. Then you sit where I put you.”

Mid-morning the pad filled anyway. Not a full flood. A slow seep, heat spreading through the fluff. I sat on the floor by her desk while she worked notes for other patients, knees apart around the bulk, rugby thighs forced wide by something meant for a man who had agreed to stop being one for twenty-one days. The scent of my own piss under plastic mixed with the tea on her desk. Every shift of my weight said it out loud.

“Mommy.”

She did not look up. “Yes, Rafe.”

“I need the toilet.”

“You have a toilet on. Use it if you must. Then tell me so I can change you.”

My face burned. “I wanted to hold.”

“Then hold. Or do not. Your body is on my page now. Hunger, sleep, and the toilet. All of it.”

I held until the ache turned mean. Then I let go in a long hot rush that soaked the pad and ran warm against my balls. The smell thickened. Shame and heat braided so tight I could not pull them apart. I went hard in the mess. I told her when it cooled, voice rough.

“Change two,” she said, and took me to the chest. Clean, dry, retaped. Tick in the ledger. She did not rush. Ritual. Same order every time. I was learning the shape of a day the way I used to learn set pieces: repeat until the body does it without the mind.

At noon she set a bottle on the table. Two hundred forty millilitres, warmed, nipple ready. The flask sat beside it for show, unused because I was not leaving the house. She pulled out a chair for me. The nursing seat by the window stayed empty. Curtain undrawn. Sea light on my taped crotch.

“Bottle,” she said. “Noon feed. Volume column.”

I stared at the rubber teat. Milk scent rose from it, thinner than her breast, wrong. My jaw set.

“I am not doing the bottle.”

She waited.

“I will take your breast or nothing,” I said. Sulking like a fool. Thirty-four years old and sulking. “I am not drinking from that.”

She did not raise her voice. She did not argue. She took the pen, turned the ledger, and drew one clean red slash through the noon row. The ink looked wet. My stomach dropped so hard I tasted metal.

“Day three,” she said, calm. “First red. Cost is simple. Bedtime moves from half nine to eight. And this.”

She walked to her coat by the door. From the pocket she drew a pacifier on a clip. Plastic. Ring. She held it up so I had to look at it.

“This goes on your collar at the table. You sit through the meal with it. You do not take it off. You do not speak around it unless I ask. Do you understand what a red mark buys you?”

“Yes.”

“Say the costs.”

“Bedtime at eight. Pacifier on my collar at dinner.”

“And the bottle you refused is still owed. You will ask for it before the day is done, or tomorrow opens uglier.” She capped the pen. “Sit. Drink water. You get nothing else to drink until the evening feed at the breast. Change three after that. Change four before bed. Your hours belong to the page now.”

I sat. The red slash stayed in my head, louder than the warmer’s tick. Dread was not a mood. It was a countdown in my teeth.

The afternoon crawled. She had me fold laundry in the taped bulk, then kneel while she checked the tapes, then stand with my hands on the wall while she pressed the front of the pad to feel for heat. Each check was short. Clinical. I jumped under her palm every time it settled there. She ignored it.

“You are leaking again,” she said once. “Tiny. Not enough for a change. Hold the rest.”

“I cannot.”

“You can. Or you flood and I mark it. Choose.”

I held. The ache made my eyes water. When I finally hissed and let a trickle go, she only nodded and wrote nothing extra. The red was already there. She did not need to stack it.

Evening. She cooked. Ordinary food. The smell of garlic and butter should have been comfort. It was not. She clipped the pacifier to my shirt collar before I sat, ring hanging against my chest, teat near my mouth like a dare. My cock was stiff in the pad the whole time. Furious. Humiliated. Hard enough that the bulk stood proud when she glanced down.

“Eat,” she said.

I ate. Chewed. Swallowed. The clip tugged when I bent to the plate. Every clink of cutlery sounded too loud. She spoke about nothing filthy at first: the sea wind, a patient who would not stretch, the way the off-season emptied the front. Then she looked at the pacifier and at my face.

“You look like a man who thinks he still runs his own mouth.”

I flushed. “I hate this.”

“I know. Hate it and stay hard for it. That is the point.” She took a sip of water. “Tell me what you are.”

I stared at my plate. The silence held until it hurt. She did not fill it. She made me fill it.

“I am your boy on the ledger,” I said. “I eat when you say. I sleep when you say. I piss when you say.”

“And tonight?”

“Tonight I go to bed at eight because I inked red at noon.”

“Good. Finish your plate.”

After the plates she took the clip off my collar and set it on the counter like a tool put away. My mouth was empty without the threat of it. She nodded toward the bedroom.

“On the bed. On your back. Diaper stays on until I say.”

I went. The pad forced my knees apart when I lay down. She stood between my thighs, blouse still neat, and looked at me the way she looked at a joint that would not track true.

“You refused the bottle. You sat through dinner with a teat on your collar. Now you take what I put in you.” She reached into the drawer of the changing chest and brought out a thick, flesh-toned cock on straps. She stepped into the harness without hurry, buckled it, slicked the shaft with oil until it shone. The scent of oil cut through the food smell and the piss-sweet plastic. “This goes in your ass. You do not come until I say you may. You beg for it like the dirty thing you are. Clear?”

“Clear.”

She peeled the tapes at the sides just enough to shove the front down and free my cock and balls. The pad stayed under me, cold where it was wet. She pushed my knees higher. Oiled her hand. One finger pressed my hole and slid in. I groaned. She added a second, scissored, then pulled out and set the blunt head of the strap against me.

“Ask for it.”

“Put it in me.”

“Filthier.”

“Fuck my asshole with that cock. Stretch me. Use me.”

She pushed. The burn lit up my spine. Thick. Steady. She did not stop until her hips met my cheeks and I was full enough to shake. My own prick slapped my belly, leaking. She planted her hands on my thighs and started to thrust. Deep. Mean. The wet sound of oil and my hole filled the room. The pad crinkled under every shove.

“Say what you are while I fuck you.”

“I am a slut,” I gasped. “I am your hole. I am a bitch who needs his ass filled.”

“Louder.”

“I am Mommy’s dirty boy. My asshole is for her cock. I take it. I take all of it.”

She fucked harder. The head dragged over that swollen place inside me until my vision went white at the edges. Pleasure stacked ugly and bright. My cock jerked, untouched, ready.

“I need to come,” I said. Voice breaking. “I need…”

“No.”

She slowed. Almost stopped. Held deep. My hole fluttered around the shaft. A sound came out of me that was not a word.

“Beg properly,” she said. “Permission speech. Filthy. Or I pull out and leave you empty.”

“Let me come with your cock in my ass. Let me shoot on my own belly like a used toy. I will say thank you. I will drink the bottle I refused. I will go to bed at eight without a fight. Just let me come. Mommy, fuck, let me.”

She waited one more breath. Then she drove in hard and wrapped her oiled hand around my cock at the same time.

“Come.”

I broke. Cum striped my stomach in thick ropes while she pounded me through it, strap wet and loud in my hole. My thoughts shattered into short crude scraps. Full. Used. Hers. Red. Eight o’clock. Bottle. The orgasm dragged until I was sobbing and twitching and trying to rock back onto her anyway. She fucked me through the aftershocks, then eased out slow. My hole clenched on nothing and leaked oil onto the pad.

She cleaned the strap. Cleaned me. Retaped the diaper over me, spent and sticky. The scent in the room was sex and milk and rubber and my own mess.

“Evening feed,” she said. “Breast. Then change three.”

She took me to the nursing seat by the window. Curtain open. Seafront darkening. I latched before I decided to. Milk flooded my tongue, richer than the bottle I had refused, and shame made it taste better. She logged the feed green beside the red noon slash. Two colours on one page. The ledger had teeth. They were in my bedtime and in the ache in my ass.

Change three at the chest. Warm cloth. Fresh tapes. Tick. She sent me to rinse my mouth and come back.

Change four came later, after she had me kneel and recite the next day’s report time while she checked the tapes again. By then the clock on the wall said past eight. My new bedtime. I was still upright. Still asking.

“I want the bottle,” I said. Nine had crept close. My voice was small. “The noon one. Two hundred forty. I will drink it. I was wrong.”

She looked at me for a long moment. No temper. Only exactness.

“You will drink it tomorrow at noon, on time, without sulking. Tonight you are past eight. Into bed.”

“Mommy…”

“Bed. Pacifier stays on the counter where you can see it. Red days have memories.”

She walked me to the mattress. Tucked the sheet over the taped bulk. Kissed my forehead once, brief, as if I were any other exhausted body she had put to rest. The warmer ticked in the corner. Milk and oil lived on my tongue. My hole throbbed. Eighteen days left on a page that could bleed red again whenever I forgot who held the pen.

A knock at the front door. Firm. Three raps. Not the wind.

She turned her head toward the hall, composed, finished with me for the night.

“Stay,” she said. “Do not get up. Whoever that is, they can wait on the step while I decide if day three gets another line.”


Chapter 3: Minutes And Millilitres

Iheard her footsteps go down the hall, then the latch turn. The sheet stuck to the thick plastic over my hips. My hole throbbed from her strap. I stayed put because she had told me to.

A woman’s voice carried from the step. Older. Local. Something about a parcel left at the wrong door and a note under the mat. Célestine answered in the same calm tone she used on me, short and exact. No panic. No invite inside. The door shut. The latch clicked. Her steps came back.

She stood in the bedroom doorway and looked at the ledger on the shelf above the warmer.

“Neighbour,” she said. “Wrong delivery. Day three keeps its one red slash. No second line.”

Relief hit me stupid and soft. I almost thanked her.

“Eyes shut,” she said. “Sheet stays. You are done for the night.”

I shut them. The pacifier clip sat on the counter where she had left it, a small dark weight behind my lids. Red days had memories. I slept around the ache.

Morning came without kindness. I was on the changing bench on my back when the day properly started, knees bent, heels on the pad edge, the used bulk peeled down and the cool air on my skin. Day five. Célestine’s hands worked the tapes with the steady pressure of someone who had done this a hundred times on patients and now did it on me because I let her. The plastic stuck to my thighs. The pad dragged dense and quilted when I shifted. My cock lay heavy on my belly, half hard from the handling alone.

The phone on the changing chest lit and buzzed. Face up. Brendan’s name filled the screen. Club president. Fifty-one, old teammate, the man who called me like I was late to warm-up.

Célestine did not stop. Her fingers stayed on the wet tab of the fresh tape, pinching it ready.

“Answer it,” she said. “Knees up. Speak like a coach.”

I reached. The plastic crinkled loud when I moved. I thumbed the call through with my knees in the air and her hand resting on the tape at my hip like a claim.

“Brendan,” I said. My voice came out flatter than I wanted.

“Rafe. You sound like you’re on your back in a gym.” He laughed. “Listen. Pre-season fitness testing. Today. Club. I need you there to run the stations with Idris. Full battery, no excuses. Can you do it?”

Her thumb stroked once along the tape edge. My cock jumped. I swallowed.

“Yeah. Today. I’ll be there.”

“Good. Don’t flake. The board likes seeing your face on the grass.”

“I won’t flake.”

“See you then.”

The call died. I set the phone back on the chest. The warmer ticked beside it. Célestine’s hand had not left the tape. The fresh pad’s weight sat ready under my ass, thick and solid, a package waiting to be closed.

“Club day,” I said. I stared at the ceiling because looking at her made bargaining harder. “Today. Fitness testing. I need the noon feed waived when I’m at the club.”

Silence. She let it hang until my throat went tight and I had to fill it.

“I can’t walk off the pitch with a bottle in my bag,” I said. “Not with Idris there. Not with the lads. Waive it on club days. I’ll take the morning and the evening. Just not noon.”

She smoothed the tape flat against my hip, then peeled it back up as if the seal had never counted. The adhesive tugged my skin. My prick thickened without permission.

“No,” she said.

“Mommy…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed clean, in my gut and in the sore rim of my asshole.

She reached for the insulated flask on the shelf, weighed it in one palm, then set it on my bare stomach. Cold metal load. Heavy. Real. The kind of weight that stayed in a kit bag and meant something.

“Rehab protocol,” she said, as if she were reading from a chart. “You may go. The two hundred forty millilitres goes with you in this flask. You are changed in my clinic room before you drive out. You drink it at noon. You text me the time you finish. If the text is late, the day goes red.”

“That’s not a waiver.”

“Correct. It is a carry.”

I pushed up on my elbows. The flask rolled against my cock. “Two hundred forty is a lot to choke down in a car park.”

“Then drink it in eight minutes instead of twelve.” Her fingers wrapped my cock, dry and firm, and stroked once from base to tip until clear slick beaded at the slit. “Or stay home and take the bottle at the table like yesterday’s coward.”

Heat punched through me. I hated how fast my hips tried to fuck her fist.

“Ten minutes,” I said. Bargaining. The only engine I had left. “Give me ten minutes from first swallow to empty. And one fifty millilitres if I’m on the pitch between drills.”

She laughed once, quiet and mean. Her grip tightened under the head and stopped. My cock pulsed in her fist, fat and stupid.

“Two hundred forty,” she said. “Always. Club days do not shrink the column. The volume column runs the same on today’s page. You refused noon on day three. You owe the debt on time. Millilitres do not negotiate. Minutes might.”

“Twelve minutes,” I tried. “I text when the flask is empty. Not when I start.”

Her hand pumped me slow. The pad under my ass whispered when my hips twitched. Adhesive on skin. Quilted plastic against my ass. The cool curve of the flask at my hip bone where it had slid. Weight on my belly. Weight in her fist. Weight of the club sitting in the room.

“You text the start time and the empty time,” she said. “Both. Or I keep you here and Brendan can explain to the club why their coach vanished.”

“That’s blackmail.”

“That is the deal.” She thumbed the wet slit and smeared precum down the shaft. “Say the numbers back.”

“Two hundred forty in the flask. Clinic change before I drive. Text start and empty. Twelve minutes.”

“Ten,” she said, and twisted her wrist on the upstroke until my thighs shook. “You asked for ten first. Now you get ten. Greedy boys get the shorter leash.”

“Fuck. Ten. Fine. Ten minutes.”

“And if you wet before a scheduled change, or if you hold past what I allow, that is a red day. You already know the cost. Bedtime moves. The clip comes out. Say you understand.”

“I understand.” My voice cracked. “Red if I piss early or hold too long.”

She stroked faster. Skin on slick skin, filthy. My balls drew up. The edge rose hard and bright. I was going to shoot on my own stomach like a cheap toy and she knew it.

“Ask for the club days,” she said. “Properly. Filthy. While you bargain.”

“Let me go to the club with your flask in my bag,” I gasped. “Let me drink your two hundred forty between drills like a baby who can’t last. I’ll text you. I’ll take the clinic tapes. Just let me come while we finish this. Mommy, I’m right there, I’m…”

She ripped her hand off at the crest.

The orgasm broke anyway, ruined and wrong. Cum spilled out in weak pulses, dripping down the side of my cock onto the pad instead of striping my belly in hard ropes. No fist. No rhythm. Just waste leaking out while she watched. My hips jerked at empty air. Frustration burned hotter than the release. Short scraps punched through my head. Denied. Dripping. Hers. Deal. Flask.

I made a broken sound. “You pulled off.”

“I did.” She wiped her hand on a cloth with neat disgust. “You still came. Messy. Incomplete. That is what bargaining looks like on my bench. The deal stands. Nothing is the other offer.”

I stared at the wasted streaks on the pad. My cock twitched, half hard, cheated. Shame and heat sat in the same place in my chest.

“I take the deal,” I said.

“I know.”

She cleaned me with a warm cloth. The fabric dragged over sensitive skin until I hissed. Fresh plastic went under me, thick and heavy. She powdered, positioned, taped each corner with firm pulls that made the whole package cinch snug against my cock and balls. The bulk rose between my legs, unmistakable. Crinkle on every breath. She checked the seals with two fingers, then patted the front once like a signature.

On the kitchen counter, the pacifier clip waited where day three had left it. She did not touch it. She did not need to. It sat at the edge of my thoughts while she taped me dry.

She took the flask to the warmer, filled it from the measured bottle, sealed the lid, and set it upright on the chest. Two hundred forty millilitres of weight I would have to carry into my other life. She opened the ledger on day five’s page, ruled the volume column in clean ink, and wrote the noon line as a carry. The red slash from day three sat on the page before it. She did not explain the book. She never did.

“Trousers,” she said. “Over the bulk. Loose ones. You leave when I say.”

Late morning arrived with the flask cold in her clinic-room cupboard. I drove to her building with my kit bag empty of bottles and my head full of numbers. Tamsin was not at the desk. The corridor smelled of disinfectant and old carpet. Célestine unlocked the clinic room and pointed at the treatment table.

“Up. Knees bent. We do this here before you drive.”

I dropped my trousers. The taped bulk showed, loud even under cotton. She stripped the morning set, wiped me, and put a clean one on with the same exact hands, clinic-bright and unhurried. The table paper stuck to the plastic. Every pull of tape sounded too big for a professional room. My cock filled again from the handling. She ignored it except to tuck it down flat before she sealed the front.

“Ask before you leave,” she said.

“May I go to the club with your flask?”

“You may.” She set the insulated flask in my kit bag and zipped it until the weight settled against my shoes. “Noon. Ten minutes. Both texts. If Idris asks what you are drinking, you say protein. You do not say Mommy. You do not say ledger. You drink, you text, you return to work.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Good boy.” Dry praise. No soft edge. “Go.”

The pitch smelled of cut grass and rubber cones. Idris was already on the touchline with a clipboard, twenty-six and sharp-eyed, bouncing on his toes the way assistant coaches do when they want your job one day and still like you. Brendan’s testing plan sat on the first page. Stations. Timing gates. Shuttles.

“You good?” Idris called when I dumped my bag by the dugout.

“Fine. Run the first group through the cones. I’ll catch the second.”

We worked. Whistles. Numbers. My thighs burned in a clean way that had nothing to do with her bench. The bulk between my legs stayed a secret under coaching shorts a size up. Every stride reminded me. Texture of taped plastic against skin. Weight of the flask in the bag I had not opened yet.

Noon crept in. My mouth went dry around the debt.

“Idris. Take this set. I need five.”

He frowned, then shrugged. “Don’t be long. Brendan wants the times logged clean.”

I walked off the touchline with the kit bag. Gravel under my shoes. The car park edge. Fence between me and the road. I unzipped, took out the flask. The full weight settled in my palm like a verdict. Cold through the insulation. Two hundred forty millilitres owed from the day I had sulked.

I thumbed a text to Célestine with the start time. Sent it. Unscrewed the lid. The first swallow was thick and warm from the morning fill, sitting heavy on my tongue. Shame made me twitch in the taped bulk. I drank in measured pulls, eyes on the pitch where Idris watched from the touchline with his clipboard down, curious and too far to see the label. Ten minutes. The clock on my phone ran down and I finished as the last second bit. Empty. I texted the empty time. Sent.

The flask was lighter now and somehow worse. I screwed the lid on, buried it under a towel, and walked back.

Idris lifted his chin. “Protein?”

“Yeah.”

“You look like you got caught.”

“Run the next shuttle,” I said.

He did. I blew the whistle. I wrote times. I stood on the grass with her volume in my gut and her tapes under my shorts and understood the shape of the trap I had bargained myself into.

Club days would run on her millilitres or they would not run at all. The flask had crossed the line between her house and my pitch. The two rooms were the same room now. I could lose the coaching job if the bulk ever showed, if the text ever failed, if I ever chose pride again at noon. Sixteen days could have been a number on a page. I had asked for a waiver and taken a carry, and I would drink on her clock in front of my own club for as long as she held the pen, because needing her had started to weigh more than looking free.


Chapter 4: Initialled By Odile

Headlights swung across the front room at four. I had pitch dust on my calves and an empty flask in my kit bag when Célestine said it without looking up from the book.

“That’ll be Odile.”

I stood in the hall with coaching shorts stretched over the taped bulk and the taste of the noon carry thick in my throat. Fourteen days left on her ledger. Day seven’s page already open under her pen. I had counted on the house staying empty until evening. Idris’s look from the touchline sat under my ribs, the way he had said protein like he did not believe me. Now a suitcase handle knocked once against the step.

Célestine rose, calm as a clinic clock, and opened the door.

Odile filled the frame, forty-six and neat in a nurse’s cardigan, dark hair clipped back, a magazine under one arm. Her eyes went down me once and back. The bulk under my shorts did not hide. Her mouth tipped.

“Rafe,” she said. “You’re bigger than Célestine’s notes.”

“He’s home early,” Célestine said. “Club day. Flask protocol held.”

My voice went sharp before I could stop it.

“You could have told me she was coming. I had the afternoon. I earned the afternoon.”

Silence sat in the hall between us. Célestine turned the ledger, inked a clean red slash beside the volume column on day seven, and set the pen down like a verdict.

“Two,” she said. “Kitchen. Now.”

Odile stepped in, toed her suitcase aside, and followed without hurry. I went because the alternative was worse. At the table Célestine poured tea for her sister and water for me. She did not offer a chair until I sat.

“Cost of that mouth in front of family,” Célestine said. “You will be changed in the front room. On the mat. Odile sits in the nursing chair and watches. You do not cover yourself. You do not argue. Bed moves to eight.”

Odile turned a page of her magazine. “I can see the sea from that chair. Lovely.”

My face burned. “In front of her.”

“Yes,” Célestine said. “Say what you did wrong.”

“I snapped at you.”

“Louder.”

“I snapped at you in front of Odile.”

“And what do you get for it.”

“Changed on the mat. Watched.” My cock twitched against the plastic. “Please don’t.”

“Please don’t is not a safe word you have earned today,” Célestine said. “Stand up.”

Through the kitchen doorway the pacifier clip sat on the counter by the kettle where day three had left it, metal winking. Célestine ignored it. She laid a folded changing mat on the floorboards in full view of the window chair. From a drawer she took the small remote, two slim toys in their clean sleeves, and the tub of rash cream. The remote’s rubber skin squeaked once under her thumb. A red light blinked awake and held.

“On your back,” she said. “Shorts off. Leave the diaper for me.”

Odile settled into the nursing chair by the glass, magazine open, ankles crossed. Afternoon light put her in silhouette. I stripped the coaching shorts with shaking hands and lowered myself. The taped bulk crinkled loud enough to fill the room. My cock shoved a thick line into the padding. There was nowhere to look that helped.

Célestine knelt. She peeled the tapes one by one. Warm air hit wet skin I had been holding since the clinic. The diaper opened. My cock sprang up, flushed and obvious. Odile’s eyes flicked over the page edge and back to print.

“Rash cream on the left crease,” Odile said. “He’s pink there.”

“I see it,” Célestine said. She scooped cream and rubbed it in with two fingers, slow, clinical, while my hips tried to chase. “Stay still, Rafe. Show my sister how hard you get when you are punished.”

“Fuck,” I whispered. “She’s right there.”

“She can hear you. Use full sentences.”

“I’m hard in front of your sister.” My voice cracked. “I hate how hard I am.”

“Good.” Célestine rolled the soiled diaper aside and wiped me with firm strokes. The wipe dragged over my balls and the head of my cock until I hissed. She sleeved the first toy, a slim plug, and pressed it to my asshole. “Breathe.”

It went in on the next exhale, slick and relentless, seating deep. My thighs jumped. The remote blinked in her palm. She thumbed a button. The plug woke with a low buzz that went straight into my gut.

“Oh Christ.”

“Hands flat on the mat,” Célestine said. “Ask for the second toy.”

“Please put the other one on me.”

“Where.”

“On my cock. Please, Mommy.”

She rolled the vibrating sleeve down my shaft and switched it on. The dual buzz arched my back off the mat. Odile turned another page. Paper whispered. Célestine watched my face and turned both motors up a notch with a soft rubber click.

“Tell Odile what you are.”

I looked at the chair because Célestine’s hand on my jaw made me. “I’m her big baby. I wear diapers. I drink on her clock. I just got a second red mark for mouthing off.”

“And.”

“And I’m going to come on this mat while you read.”

Odile’s mouth curved without lifting her eyes. “Don’t stain the boards, Célestine. You’re houseproud.”

Célestine’s thumb found the remote again. The buzz climbed. My cock jerked inside the sleeve. The plug worked my ass in mean little pulses. Shame and heat locked together until I could not tell them apart.

“Beg properly,” Célestine said.

“Please let me come. Please, Mommy, I’ve been hard since she walked in, please fuck, please…”

“Come.”

I broke. Cum pumped into the vibrating sleeve, thick spurts slapping wet against the plastic. My asshole clenched on the plug. Short crude scraps tore through my head. Coming. In front of her. Can’t stop. Célestine held the sleeve on me through it until I whimpered and tried to twist away.

She eased both toys down but did not remove them. The remote’s light kept blinking, patient as a heartbeat.

“One more,” she said. “On my count. You do not come until I say. If you spoil it, I add a third red and we start again tomorrow with the clip in your mouth for dinner.”

“I can’t.”

“You will.” She turned the motors up. Fresh heat stacked too fast on the raw nerves. My cock filled again, filthy and unwilling. Odile crossed her legs the other way and kept reading.

Célestine’s voice stayed even. “Count with me aloud. Ten.”

“Ten.”

“Nine.”

“Nine. Fuck, it’s too much.”

“Eight. Look at Odile’s shoes while you say it.”

I stared at the sensible flats by the chair leg. “Eight.”

“Seven. Tell me what your diaper is for.”

“For piss and cum and keeping me hers. Seven.”

“Six.”

“Six.” My balls drew tight. The plug stretched me wide.

“Five. Ask her to keep reading.”

“Please keep reading,” I gasped at Odile. “Please don’t stop. Four. God. Three…”

Célestine killed both motors at two.

Denial dropped through me. I sobbed once, hips lifting into empty air. Precome wet my belly. She let me hang there, unfinished and shaking, while Odile’s pages kept turning in soft regular flaps.

“Please,” I said. “Please, I’ll say anything. Put it back on. Make me finish. I’m your boy, I’m your fucking baby, just…”

Célestine switched them on full and said, “Now.”

The second climax tore out of me meaner than the first, cock jerking, ass gripping the plug, vision narrowing to the remote’s red blink and the wet slap of my own mess. Fragments only. Yes. Hurts. Good. Don’t look. Looking. Célestine worked me through every pulse until I was spent and twitching, then shut the toys off for good.

She drew them out carefully. I lay open on the mat, cock soft and shiny, hole fluttering. She wiped me again, powdered, and shook out a fresh thick diaper. The crinkle filled the quiet. She lifted my hips, slid it under, and pulled the front up.

“Hold still. Unfinished change means unfinished lesson.”

Her palm rested over my cock through the diaper while she set the tapes, firm pressure that pushed every spent throb back through me. Snug at the waist. Snug at both thighs. The bulk rose between my legs again, heavy and public.

Célestine stood, fetched the ledger from the table, and laid it open on the mat beside my hip. Day seven showed the volume column, the noon carry line, and the fresh red slash.

“Odile,” she said. “Foot of the page, if you would.”

Odile rose, magazine closed on one finger, and took the pen. She bent, wrote her initials in a tight nurse’s hand at the bottom of the entry, and added the time without being asked.

“Countersigned,” Odile said. “He’s very pink. Use more cream tonight.”

“I will.” Célestine looked down at me. “Shorts on. You stay in that diaper until eight. Tomorrow you text the club flask on the ten-minute mark again. Fail it and we do this with the door open.”

I pulled the coaching shorts up over the new bulk. The ledger stayed open on the mat where I could see Odile’s initials drying. The remote lay beside it, rubber skin smeared, red light blinking toward the next noon and the next text I would have to send from behind a dugout like a man who had lost the argument with his own need.

“Thank you for coming early,” Célestine told her sister.

Odile glanced at my taped shape under the shorts and smiled with her eyes only. “Anytime. He takes instruction better than half the ward.”

I could not find a clean place to put my hands. The flask in my bag was empty. The page was marked. The light on the remote kept time for a day that had decided what I was.


Chapter 5: The Sentence He Said

Igot the summons as a single buzz against my thigh while the second string stretched. Her text said only: now, ten minutes, send both. I left Idris with the cones and walked the long way around the dugout wall, kit bag bumping my hip, the insulated flask cold through the nylon.

Rain needled sideways off the empty seafront and rattled the corrugated roof. I crouched on the plank bench, unscrewed the lid, and took the first swallow. Warm milk. Thick. Sweet in a way that made my throat want to close. I drank on the clock and watched the seconds climb on my phone.

Idris’s shadow filled the dugout mouth before I finished. Twenty-six years old and walking like he owned the pitch. He folded his arms and watched the flask tip.

“Protein again?” he said. “You look caught every time you sneak that thing.”

I kept drinking. Milk ran the corner of my mouth. I wiped it with the back of my hand and thumbed the start text, then the empty text the second the last of the two hundred forty hit my stomach.

“It’s what she told me to carry,” I said. “Leave it.”

“She?” He waited. I did not give him a name. He snorted, shook his head, and went back to the cones. My face burned. The flask went back in the bag. The protocol held. Green for noon, if she wanted it that way.

I drove home in rain that never quite turned to proper weather. I had held it through the afternoon session. The bulk between my legs had gone warm and heavy by the time I parked. By the gate I stopped fighting. Heat spread through the diaper in a long soft rush. The crinkle went dull and thick. Shame landed right behind it, clean as a slap. I walked into the house smelling of piss and club mud and milk.

She was at the table with the ledger. Odile stood beside her in her nurse’s coat, forty-six and tidy, pen uncapped. They both looked at the dark patch riding under my shorts.

“Change one for the evening,” Mommy said. “On the mat. Then Odile signs the green.”

I stripped the shorts. Lay down. She peeled the tapes. The soaked diaper came away from my skin with a wet sound that made my ears ring. She wiped me, checked the crease of my ass, powdered, and taped a fresh thick one on with the same calm she used on swollen knees. My hole remembered yesterday’s plug. It fluttered while she pressed the front panel flat.

Odile bent and wrote her initials at the foot of day eight. “Quiet house tonight,” she said. “I’m due back on the ward.” She closed her magazine, kissed Mommy on the cheek, and left. The front door shut. The rain kept working the glass.

“Bed at half nine,” Mommy said. “You earned your own clock back by texting on time. Keep earning.”

I slept in the bulk like a man who had run out of arguments.

The summons at five was her hand on my shoulder and her voice in the dark. “Chair. Now.”

I got up half blind. The hallway boards were cold. She led me to the nursing chair by the window and sat, already bare to the waist. She pulled my head down. Her nipple filled my mouth before my eyes finished opening. Latch set. Milk hit my tongue, warm and steady. I sucked because there was nothing else to do with my mouth.

Rain drove flat across the water. Grey light. No one on the promenade yet. The curtain stayed open. It always stayed open. I floated on the pull and the swallow. A long way into it, my jaw ached from work already done.

“You’ve been on me an hour,” she said. “You fed in your sleep. Good boy. Stay.”

I made a sound against her breast. Milk leaked from the corner of my lips and ran down my chin. She thumbed it back into my mouth. Outside, the sea slapped the wall in a dull repeating thud. Inside, the only sounds were my swallowing and the soft creak of the chair when she shifted.

She left the curtain wide. Public grey morning. Anyone walking the front would see a grown man latched to her, taped thick between the legs, shorts nowhere. My cock stirred inside the diaper and lifted the front panel. She noticed. She always noticed.

“Look at the glass,” she said. “If someone stops, you keep sucking. You do not cover. That is the display. That is what you are for this morning.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Say it properly.”

“I’m on show,” I said against her skin. “I’m her big baby at the window. Anyone can see me feed.”

“Filthy and accurate.” She stroked my hair once, then pinched my earlobe. “The clip is still on the counter from day three. You keep looking at it. Good. Remember what it costs.”

I looked. The pacifier clip sat by the kettle, plastic and metal, unused since she put it there. Twelve days left on her book, and that clip waiting for a mouth.

“Tomorrow’s club day,” she said, voice flat. “You text the flask on the ten-minute mark again. Fail it and the change happens with the door open. Fail it worse and I ink a third red and the clip comes to dinner. Soft choice. Clear choice. Which one are you taking?”

“The text,” I said. “I’ll send both. Door stays shut.”

“We will see.”

She shifted me on her lap so my taped arse sat heavier across her thighs. One hand slid under the back waist tape and found my hole. Two fingers pressed in slow, dry at first, then slick with cream she must have put on her hand before she woke me. I groaned around her nipple. Milk flooded. I choked and kept latching.

“Public,” she reminded me. “Rain. Glass. You stay put. Untested means I am not rushing you. It does not mean you get to hide.”

Her fingers worked my ass in a steady grind. My cock strained inside the diaper and left a dark spot of precome that joined the morning damp. The crinkle under me sounded loud as paper crumpled in a quiet church. Shame and heat braided so tight I could not tell them apart.

“Talk,” she said. “I want words while you suck.”

I pulled off just enough to speak, spit-shine on my lips. “Your fingers are in my asshole. I’m hard in this fucking nappy. I’m drinking you where the street can see.”

“Again. Meaner.”

“I’m a grown coach with his hole open on Mommy’s lap. I’m her toy. I’m her bitch for milk.” I latched again because she tugged my hair that way. Fragments kicked in under the suck. Glass. Rain. Fingers. Need. Old man gone.

She fucked my ass with those two fingers in long strokes and rubbed my perineum with her knuckle until my thighs shook. No edge game. No counting. Just a slow climb she owned completely. My cock jerked inside the bulk and I started to lose the clean shape of thought.

“You may come in it,” she said. “One. When I say. Ask for it like the slut you are.”

“Let me come in my diaper,” I gasped, then shoved my mouth back on her. “Use my hole. Make me mess it. I’m yours.”

“Now.”

The orgasm rolled through me instead of breaking me. Long. Low. My cock pulsed and pulsed into the diaper, heat spreading in a sticky flood against my belly and balls. I kept sucking through it, milk and cum and rain sound all mixed. My ass clenched on her fingers. Tears got into the latch. I did not know I was crying until salt hit the milk.

She worked me through the last twitches and left her fingers in me while I softened. Outside, a cyclist went past in a yellow jacket and did not turn his head. The window held. The display held. I stayed put, untested and ruined anyway.

She eased her hand free, wiped it on my thigh, and let me rest against her other breast. Quiet for a few minutes. The rain softened to a hiss. My mouth stayed open on her even when the flow slowed.

Grief arrived then, thick as the milk. The man who used to drive home from surgery and manage alone. The captain. The coach who never asked. He was far off, someone I had buried without a service.

“I need this,” I said. My voice cracked on it. “I need this. I have needed somewhere to put it for years. I just never had a place. I never had you.”

She went still. Her hand settled on the back of my neck.

“Say the middle again.”

“I needed somewhere to put it for years.”

“And now?”

“Now it’s yours. I’m yours. I can’t go back to managing. I don’t want to.”

She kissed the top of my head once. Mean tenderness. Trap shaped like care. Then she eased me off her nipple, set me on my knees on the rug, and stood. She fetched the ledger down off the shelf and brought it to the window light. Pen uncapped.

She wrote. Not a tick. Not a slash. A full line of words across the day-nine page under the volume column, her handwriting small and exact. Need stopped being a private heat and became ink.

She turned the book so I could see, and she read it back in the same calm voice she used for dosages.

“Rafe stated he needs this and has needed somewhere to put it for years. Recorded at the window feed, morning after green flask day.”

Hearing my name in her mouth made my spent cock twitch once inside the mess I had made. I nodded because speech had gone thin.

“Tonight you hold,” she said. “No more emptying into the diaper before I check you. Odile comes back at seven. She countersigns this sentence. If you have soaked through before she arrives, she initials a hold failure instead, and tomorrow’s door stays open whether your texts are perfect or not.”

I stared at the fresh line. Rain tapped the glass. The pacifier clip on the counter caught the grey light and would not let my eyes go.

She closed the book on her thumb and looked down at me on my knees, chin shiny, diaper heavy with my own cum and the earlier piss I had never got clear of.

“We are only just beginning,” she said. “And Odile will want to see that you can keep a sentence dry.”


Chapter 6: Folded Behind The Ledger

Isat on the half landing at half six with the ledger under my arm and her stolen pen warm in my fist, mouthing the line I meant to write before Odile’s seven o’clock check.

“Held dry for the sentence. Ask her to let me keep it.” That was the clean version. The filthier one sat behind my teeth. “I stayed empty so Mommy’s sister can see what a good hole I am.” My bladder shoved at the tapes. The bulk between my legs sat thick and loud whenever I shifted on the stair. Plastic crinkled. The scent of old piss and dried cum rose off me in a warm animal cloud. I had not emptied since she set the hold. Pride kept me clenched. Need kept me hard anyway.

She was downstairs with the kettle. The click of it, then the soft scrape of a mug. I whispered the clean line again and hated how much I wanted ink that belonged to me.

“Rafe.” Her voice came up the stairwell, calm as always. “Come down. Stand by the door. Do not sit.”

I stood. The bulk sagged. A drop of pressure slipped and I caught it with a hard pull of muscle. My face went hot. I carried the book down like a man bringing evidence to his own trial and set it on the hall table because I was not supposed to have taken it yet. The pen went into my fist behind my back.

“Hands where I can see them,” she said.

I opened my palm. The pen lay there. She looked at it once. She did not take it. She did not ask.

“You borrowed that,” she said. “We will talk about stealing after Odile weighs you. Feet apart. Chin up.”

I set my feet. The front of the diaper strained. My cock had thickened inside the damp cotton and the ridge of it showed like a rude fist. She put two fingers to the tapes at my hip and pressed, testing weight the way she tested a joint.

“Full,” she said. “Still holding. Good boy. Meaner than you look.”

“I’m trying,” I said. “Mommy, I’m trying so fucking hard.”

“Trying is not the metric. Dry is.” She stepped back. “When she knocks, you open. You do not speak first. You let her hand do the talking.”

The knock came at seven sharp. I opened. Odile stood on the step in her nurse’s coat, forty-six and tired from the ward, rain in her hair. She smelled of antiseptic and cold air. Her eyes went straight to the bulk at my crotch.

“Evening,” Odile said. “Still the game, then.”

“Still the game,” I said, because it was a chosen thing between grown people and my throat needed the words said out loud. “Come in.”

She stepped past me. Mommy handed her the open page without ceremony. Odile read the confession line once. Then she put her palm flat against the front of my diaper and pressed up, hard enough to shove my trapped cock against my belly. Plastic complained. Warmth shifted. I locked my jaw and held.

“Heavy,” Odile said. “Not soaked through. Tapes dry at the edges. He’s kept it.”

My knees nearly went. Pride flared stupid and bright. The captain in me wanted a medal. The boy in me wanted her thumb on my lip.

Odile took the pen from my open hand as if she had always owned it. She initialled under the confession in a tight green mark. Then Mommy’s finger tapped the margin.

“Write the cost anyway,” Mommy said. “Tomorrow the door stays open for his change. He has a club day. Idris already watches the flask like it owes him money. I want the house to match the risk.”

Odile glanced at her. “That’s not a hold failure.”

“It is a forward instruction,” Mommy said. “Ink it.”

Odile wrote in the margin: open door for change, club day. The pacifier clip on the counter by the kettle sat there like a third red waiting to happen. My throat closed.

“If your texts slip tomorrow,” Mommy said to me, quiet enough that Odile could still hear, “that clip goes in at dinner. You already know the shape of that shame.”

“I won’t slip,” I said. “I’ll drink it on time. I’ll text both ends. Idris can stare all he wants.”

“Idris can suspect protein shakes until the season starts,” Odile said, dry. “Men at clubs see what they need to see.” She capped the pen, set it on the ledger, and kissed her sister’s cheek. “I’m due back. Don’t break him before breakfast.”

“I break what I can mend,” Mommy said.

Odile left. The latch clicked. The house went quiet in that thin way houses do after a witness walks out. Rain ticked the glass. My bladder burned. The green initials looked small and permanent.

“Upstairs,” she said. “Shelf. You wanted the pen. Show me what you thought you earned.”

I climbed with the ledger from the hall table under my arm. She did not follow at once. I heard water run in the kitchen. Interrupted ordinary life, that was all it was, a man crossing a room to a shelf like any other chore. My hands shook anyway.

I lifted it onto the shelf above the warmer.

The back cover flexed. A folded letter slid out and landed on the changing chest with a soft paper sound that weighed more than the book. Cream stock. Official crease. I stared at it the way you stare at a cut you have not felt yet.

I opened it.

Registration board letterhead. Complaint lodged thirty-five days before the night she opened the cloth-backed book. Allegation: a practitioner formed a relationship with a patient during treatment. Hearing set for ten in the morning on day twenty-one. Three panel names in a clean row. Hart. Mowbray. Pell. My name in the body of the text. Her name. Clinic address. The paper gave off dry ink and old envelope glue, and it stuck in my nose.

Ten days left. The twenty-one-day ledger and her hearing shared the same hard stop.

I turned pages with a thumb that did not feel like mine. Every initialled time. Every exact volume under the column she ruled in clean ink. Discharge signature on page one. Blank countersign lines waiting at the foot of every sheet like mouths. Odile’s marks. Green days. Two red slashes in the whole book. My confession written out in her small hand.

Scoring had been the story I told myself. This was evidence. Contemporaneous. Built for strangers to read aloud in a room I would not be invited into. She had known since before day one. The woman who never lost her temper was the woman who knew every word could be entered later.

Pride collapsed in a single ugly drop. I was not the one with something to lose. Her registration. Her clinic. Her name on this street. My file had done it. The big coach who thought he was the risk was the weapon.

Footsteps on the stairs. She came into the bedroom and stopped. Her gaze caught the letter in my hand. For the first time since she discharged me, fear showed on her face, thin and controlled. It lasted one breath. Then she shut it away.

She crossed the room, took the pen from the chest without asking what I had seen, and set the open ledger on the rug beside her feet. Pages still breathed that letter smell up into the warm air.

“On your knees,” she said. “Mouth open. You belong in this room now.”

I dropped. The bulk between my thighs hit my heels. My cock jumped against the soaked inner lining and found no room. She unbuttoned her trousers, pushed knickers aside, and the scent of her cunt hit me under the paper smell, salt and skin and heat. She fisted my hair.

“You found the board letter,” she said. “You will not make a speech about it. You will put that proud mouth to work and you will keep your hips still while I use you.”

“Mommy,” I said. My voice scraped. “They can take you. Ten days. I did this. My fucking file…”

“Quiet.” She pulled my face in. “Lick. Slow. You do not come. You do not rut the diaper. You service.”

I licked. Her clit stood swollen under my tongue. She tasted sharp. I dragged the flat of my tongue through her folds and her thighs bracketed my ears. The ledger lay open by my knee. A blank countersign line rested cool against my bare skin where the page curled. Letter scent and cunt scent mixed in my nose.

“That’s it,” she said, mean and soft. “Big coach on the floor with piss held in his diaper and his tongue out like a dog. Tell me what you are while you eat.”

“I’m your bitch,” I said against her. “I’m a grown man with a taped ass and a mouth built for Mommy’s cunt. I’m the hole that got you reported.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I’m a slut in plastic,” I gasped, then shoved my tongue into her. “I leak for you. I drink your milk. I hide a bottle from Idris like a thief. Nobody at the club knows I’m wearing this under my kit and if they did I’d still crawl back here.”

She rolled her hips onto my face. “Good. Deeper. Suck.”

I sucked her clit the way she had taught me to take a nipple, hard pulls, jaw working. Spit ran down my chin. She held my skull and fucked my mouth in short mean strokes. My cock throbbed inside the heavy diaper, trapped, dripping, nowhere to go. Bladder pressure stacked on top of the ache until thought broke into scraps.

Letter. Panel. Ten days. Tongue. Can’t come. Can’t stop.

“You want to spend,” she said. “I can feel you shaking. Ask.”

“Please let me come,” I said, muffled. “Please, Mommy, my cock’s so fucking hard in this thing, I need…”

She yanked my head back by the hair. Air hit my wet chin. “No.”

She pushed me back in. I groaned into her and kept licking because refusal made me hungrier. She used my mouth like a sink. When my hips stuttered forward she put her heel on my thigh and pinned me.

“Still,” she said. “You move when I say. You finish when I say. Tonight you finish empty.”

“I can’t,” I whispered. “I’m right there.”

“You can.” She ground down. “Be useful.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and flicked. Her breath changed. She came on my tongue with a low sound, cunt pulsing, wetness flooding my chin and lips. I swallowed what I could. Drool and her cum stringing down my neck. My own orgasm crowded behind my teeth and my shoulders locked under her hands.

She pulled off. She reached down, found me through the crinkling front, and rubbed tight circles with two fingers. Pressure. Heat. The edge rushed up so fast my vision narrowed.

“Now,” I begged. “Fuck, please, I’ll say anything, I’m your toy, I’m your baby boy, just let me pump…”

She took her hand away.

The denial gutted me. I jerked once inside the mess and spat nothing useful, a dry spasm that left me open-mouthed and unfinished. Chin shiny. Balls tight. Pulse hammering behind soaked tapes.

“Look at you,” she said. She wiped her cunt on my lower lip like a stamp. “Ruined and still holding piss because I told you to. Hart, Mowbray, and Pell can read every feed and every change. They do not get this face. This face stays mine.”

“I’m scared,” I said. Honest. Ugly. “I’m scared they’ll take you and I’ll have nowhere to put the need.”

She crouched and set the folded board letter back inside the back cover with neat fingers. Her mouth tightened once and let go.

“Then you keep the record clean,” she said. “You drink the noon feed on time tomorrow. You text the start and the empty. You take your change with the door open so the house learns what you are. You do not invent heroics. You kneel when I point.”

“And the line I wanted to write?”

“Day twelve,” she said. “One countersigned sentence at the foot, if you earn it. Tonight you close the book and you stand up with that ache in your jaw and that pulse in your tapes, and you carry both into tomorrow.”

I looked down. The page had left its cool line across my thigh. My jaw throbbed from her use. My cock stayed fat and denied inside the heavy crinkle, every heartbeat trapped and pointless. Letter smell clung to my fingers.

I closed the ledger on the folded board letter. The weight of it settled in my hands differently now. Not a game book. A file that could end her.

I stood into the open-door morning waiting on the other side of sleep, ten days from a room with three strangers, and the unfinished throb between my legs would not let go.


Chapter 7: Countersigned At Three

Icarried the ledger down the stairs at two in the morning because neither of us had closed our eyes. The kitchen light hummed. Two mugs sat on the table, tea gone cold, rims greasy where our thumbs had rubbed. The registration-board letter lay between them, smoothed flat under the edge of a spoon, paper catching the bulb like a pale wet skin.

I set the book down hard enough to make the spoon jump.

“Burn it,” I said. “We stop the twenty-one days. I walk into Hart, Mowbray, and Pell myself and I tell them I forced this. You keep your licence. I take the hit.”

She did not raise her voice. She never did. She sat with her elbows on the wood, forty-two years of calm packed into a woman in a thin nightshirt, and looked at the letter like it was a bruise she already knew the shape of.

“Sit, Rafe.”

I sat. The thick diaper between my legs crinkled and sagged, heavy with held piss and the dry spend she had denied me hours ago. My jaw ached. Her cunt had left my chin tacky. Protective fury sat under my ribs like a second heartbeat. Nine days left until ten o’clock on day twenty-one. The countdown ticked in my teeth.

“Point one,” she said. “A record that runs clean through day twenty-one looks like care. A record that stops on day twelve looks like panic. Panic reads as guilt. They will not hear your speech. They will see a file that ends when you got scared.”

“Then we finish early and I confess clean.”

“Point two. You confess and they still ask why the feeds, why the changes, why my sister’s initials sit on day seven next to your shame. You do not get to invent a better story than the one already written.”

I put my palm flat on the letter. The paper was warm from the spoon and the light. Grain of cheap print. Official ink. My name and hers on the same line like a marriage gone wrong.

“So we keep going because stopping looks worse,” I said. “That is your whole defence.”

“That is the board’s reading habit,” she said. “I did not invent it. I am using it.”

Silence stretched. She let me fill it. The fridge clicked. My bladder throbbed against the tapes. I wanted to smash the mugs. I wanted to put my mouth on her again until she shook. I wanted her safe more than I wanted my pride.

“Tell me about day seven,” I said. “Odile did not just arrive early, did she.”

Her mouth tilted. One small, mean almost-smile.

“No. I asked her to come. I needed a registered nurse to witness the change and countersign the entry. Your temper gave me the red mark. Her initials gave the page weight. Hart will trust a nurse’s hand more than mine alone.”

Blood climbed my throat. Shame and heat, same wire.

“You used her.”

“I used every adult tool I had,” she said. “Including you. Including the game we chose, boy and Mommy, grown man in plastic who begs for milk. Do not pretend you did not pick your side of it.”

I swallowed. The cold mug under my fingers was useful, solid, something I could break if I squeezed.

“Then make me a signatory,” I said. “Full rights. I write every line with you. If this book can end you, I want my name on the blade.”

“No.”

The word landed flat.

“I keep the ledger,” she went on. “Only I write the feeds and the changes. You do not get the book. You get what you asked for on day twelve, and today is day twelve, so listen carefully.”

I leaned in. The diaper pulled at my hips. My prick twitched useless inside the wet heat of the plastic, fat from denial, unfinished.

“One sentence a day,” she said. “In your hand. At the foot of the page. I countersign. That is your line. That is all. You can protect me with it or you can ruin me with it. Choose your words like a man who knows three strangers will read them at ten in the morning on day twenty-one.”

“Give me the pen.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The key line sat between us like a collar. My face burned. Fury and want tangled until I could not tell them apart.

“Please,” I said. “Let me write. Let me put one true line under your entries so the board sees I stayed. Please, Mommy, I need the ink more than I need to come. Let your slut have the foot of the page.”

She watched me for a long breath. Then she nodded once.

“Ritual first.”

She drew the clinic daybook toward her and opened day twelve. The ruled page smelled of paper and old clinic soap. She set the capped pen beside my right hand. She did not hand it over yet. She stood, came around the table, and put both palms on my shoulders until I straightened.

“Hands on the chair rail,” she said. “Do not move them.”

I gripped the wood. She crouched in front of me. Her nightshirt rode up her thighs. She smelled like sleep and cunt and the milk she would give me later whether the letter liked it or not. Her fingers found the side tapes. She pressed, tested, peeled a corner a finger-width and sealed it again. Warm pads of her thumbs tracked the crinkle line across my belly. She cupped the heavy crotch from underneath, weighing the piss load, then squeezed once along the trapped ridge of my prick until my hips jerked and a sound tore out of me.

“Still hard,” she said, dry. “Still leaking denial into your own mess. Look at this texture. Swollen plastic. Warm slurry. You walked downstairs like a coach and sat down like my baby boy with a full bag.”

“Fuck,” I whispered. “Your hands.”

“My hands decide if you get ink.” She worked the front panel with slow circles, fabric rasping over the head of my prick, friction mean and exact. Edge rose fast. My fists locked on the rail. “You will not spend at this table. You will sit in it. You will write first.”

“I can’t think when you do that.”

“Then think with your palm.”

She stopped. The withdrawal hurt. My prick kicked once against the wet pad and got nothing. She took my right wrist, turned my hand over, and inspected the skin like she inspected tape. She rubbed her thumb across my life line, pressed the meat of the base, checked for tremor.

“Steady,” she said. “Ink shakes read as fear. Fear reads as guilt. Warm your palm on the mug.”

I wrapped my hand around the cold china. The contrast made my nerves shout. She waited until the chill left my fingers, then set the pen in my grip.

“One sentence,” she said. “True. Short. No heroics.”

The clock on the cooker said three. Kitchen light on my knuckles. Letter under the spoon. Her breath near my ear. I put the nib to the foot of day twelve and wrote, slow, each letter a weight:

I stayed through day twelve because stopping the record would look like guilt, and I will finish the twenty-one days with her.

She read it upside down. Then she took the pen, signed her name tight against mine, and dated the countersign with the same unhurried hand she used on clinic notes.

“There,” she said. “You are on the page. Ruin me carefully, Rafe, or keep me alive with the next eight lines.”

The book closed with a soft thump. She put it under her arm. She hooked two fingers in my waist tape and tugged.

“Front room. Now.”

I followed her. Each step made the soaked bulk shift and squelch. Shame fused to heat until my mouth watered. In the front room she sat in the nursing chair by the window. Curtain still undrawn. Seafront dark beyond the glass. She pulled her nightshirt down one shoulder and freed her breast. Nipple already beaded.

“The feed does not move for a letter,” she said. “It does not move for a board. Kneel. Latch. Hands on my thighs.”

I knelt between her knees. The rug bit my shins. I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked. Milk hit warm and thick, coating my tongue, filling the ache in my jaw with something useful. She held my skull. She let me drink until my throat worked in long pulls. Below, her bare foot found the front of my diaper and pressed, heel grinding my trapped prick into the wet heat.

“Filthy boy,” she murmured. “Mouth full of Mommy. Balls stuck in your own piss. You wrote a sentence that three people will read and now you nurse like the need never left.”

I moaned around her nipple. Milk leaked from the corner of my mouth. Her heel rubbed harder. Edge stacked again, meaner for the denial at the table.

She pulled me off her breast with a wet pop.

“Say what you are while I finish you.”

“I’m your whore in plastic,” I said, voice raw. “I’m the coach who leaks for milk. I’m the hole that begs. Please make me come. Use your hand and force it out of me. I’ll take it in the mess. I’ll thank you.”

“Good.”

She shoved her hand down the front of the tapes without undoing them. Fingers found my prick slick with old spend and fresh precome. She gripped and stroked short and brutal, thumb working the head, no kindness in the rhythm. Her other hand pushed two fingers into my mouth beside the taste of milk.

“Suck,” she said. “And spend when I tell you.”

I sucked her fingers. I fucked her fist with tiny helpless thrusts inside the crinkling shell. Heat built until thought broke.

Hand. Milk. Letter. Nine days. Her fist. Can’t hold. Please.

“Now,” she said.

The orgasm hit forced and ugly. I came hard into the soaked diaper, thick pulses trapped against plastic, cock jerking in her fist while I groaned around her fingers. Cum mixed with piss warmth until the whole front ran hotter, heavier, obscene. My thighs shook. Spit ran down her knuckles. She kept stroking through it until I whimpered and tried to twist away.

“Stay,” she said. “You finish on my terms. You stay full of it.”

I stayed. Aftershocks rolled. She pulled her hand free, wiped my own cum across my lower lip, and pushed my mouth back onto her nipple.

“Drink the rest. Then sleep in that load. You earned the line. You did not earn a clean change.”

I latched again. Milk and salt and the taste of my own spend on my lip. Her hand stroked my hair once, almost soft, and that cut deeper than the mean talk. When the breast ran dry she tucked herself away and stood.

“Listen for tomorrow,” she said. “Club day. The door stays ajar for your change so the house can hear the tapes. Noon feed in the flask. You text the start time and the empty time. Ten minutes. Fail and the pacifier clip comes off the kettle counter and into your mouth at dinner. Pass and you keep your green page and you write tomorrow’s foot line after I countersign.”

“And Idris,” I said. “He already thinks the protein drink looks wrong.”

“Then drink it like a man with nothing to hide and a bag under his kit,” she said. “You do not invent heroics. You do the protocol. You come home. You kneel when I point. You write one sentence that keeps me breathing.”

I nodded against her thigh. The diaper clung cold now at the edges and hot at the crotch where I had pumped myself empty for her. My palm remembered the pen. Day twelve sat in the book with my handwriting at the foot and her name locked against it. Nine days remained. The letter waited flat on the kitchen table beneath a spoon, and the fear in my chest had somewhere honest to go at last: into ink, into plastic, into the next line she would let me beg for.


Chapter 8: Forty Standing Adults

Iwalked into the function room on day eighteen with my thick diaper already taped from the morning open-door change and the noon flask still full in her bag, carried for the club clock. Three days left until Hart, Mowbray, and Pell. The letter still sat under the kitchen spoon at home. I had not touched it.

Forty place settings shone under the strip lights. White cloth. Cheap wine glasses. The honours plaque on the far wall finally spelled my name right. RAFE SULLIVAN. Ten years of captaincy cast in brass. Célestine’s handbag stood by my assigned foot, upright, the insulated flask nested inside it like a secret that knew how to sit still.

I sat. The banquet chair pressed the plastic of the diaper into my ass. The vinyl under me answered with a soft, wet squeak every time I shifted. That squeak became the whole room for a second. Nobody else heard it the way I did. My cock twitched inside the tape and I made myself look at the plaque instead.

Célestine sat two seats away in a plain dark dress, club physiotherapist on the guest list, calm enough to pass for ordinary staff. Brendan stood at the head table with his glass up. Fifty-one and still loud. Old teammate. Club president. He smiled like he owned the air.

“To the man who dragged this club through a decade,” Brendan called. “Rafe. Stand up, you bastard.”

Chairs scraped. The room stood. Applause hit the walls. I rose. The diaper crinkled hard under my trousers. My face stayed flat. Célestine did not stand. She watched my mouth.

At the agreed minute she reached across the gap, took my wine glass from my hand, and set the flask in its place. Warm plastic. The screw cap already loose. Two hundred forty millilitres of her milk, timed for this exact noise.

“Drink,” she said, quiet enough for me alone. “Smile while you do it. They are clapping for the captain. I am feeding the baby.”

I lifted the flask. The first swallow was thick and sweet and unmistakably her. My throat worked. The applause kept coming. Someone whistled. I drank again. Milk ran warm into my stomach while forty grown people, the youngest of them twenty-four and the eldest past sixty, praised the man who used to hit rucks until his shoulder gave out. My cock thickened in the diaper. Shame burned up my neck. I kept drinking.

“Good boy,” Célestine murmured without looking at me. “Keep going. Do not spill on the cloth. You look almost respectable.”

I finished the first long pull and set the flask down half full. My hand shook once. The vinyl chair squeaked when I sat. Brendan kept talking. He named old matches. He named scars. Then his voice changed.

“And of course,” Brendan said, easy, proud, “the paperwork is nearly done. We did what we had to do for the club. Clean house. You all know how these things go.”

His hand settled on Célestine’s forearm. Light. Familiar. Like he had a right to touch the woman who taped my cock into plastic that morning. She did not pull away. She only tilted her glass and smiled the small clinic smile.

I understood then. Cold and whole. My own club had lodged the complaint. On Brendan’s advice. He was the reason the letter under the spoon at home existed. Thirty-five days before day one. Three members waiting at ten o’clock on day twenty-one. And he stood there toasting me while his hand rested on her arm like she was staff he had already used.

I did not knock the table over. I did not move. My jaw locked. Under the cloth the soaked padding held my cock in a thick, wet grip. I picked the flask back up because she had already given it to me and worship, tonight, meant finishing what Mommy poured.

I drank. Milk. Her. The plaque shone with my name while I swallowed like a baby at a banquet. Brendan’s laugh carried. Célestine’s eyes flicked to my throat once, checking the swallow, then away.

Between courses the noise dropped. Servers moved plates. I leaned the smallest amount toward her.

“Mommy,” I said, low. “Please. The rest of the flask. I need it. I need your milk in front of them. Let me finish it.”

She cut a piece of chicken and chewed. She made me wait. The diaper squeaked when my thigh jumped. My balls ached. I could smell myself under the wool: piss-warm plastic, and the faint salt of the morning load she had left on me before I showered and redressed for this.

“Ask properly,” she said, still not looking at me. “Use the words. Quiet.”

“Please let your big baby boy finish his bottle at the dinner table,” I whispered. “Please. I am hard in my diaper and I want your milk more than I want to hit him. Please, Mommy.”

She set her fork down. She turned the flask toward me with two fingers.

“Then finish it,” she said. “Slow. You do not get to choke on rage. You get to drink. You belong to the ledger and to my tit, not to your pride.”

I drank the second half. Every swallow went down filthy. The table talked about sponsorship and next season. I emptied her flask under my name in brass. When the plastic ran dry I set it back in her handbag. My mouth tasted like her. My cock throbbed against wet plastic. I wanted to rut the chair and I sat like a coach.

Brendan leaned in again, warm as ever.

“Célestine’s been a saint through the rehab,” he told the man on his other side. “Kept the files tidy. Helped us see what needed seeing.”

Célestine’s voice stayed mild. “I keep accurate notes. That is the job.”

Accurate notes. The cloth-backed book on the nursery shelf at home. My foot lines. Célestine’s countersigns. Green pages. Two red marks already spent. Nineteen greens waiting at the close if I did not break. Three days left.

Under the table her shoe nudged my ankle.

“Breathe,” she said. “You will not make a scene. You will sit in that wet diaper and you will thank me later with your mouth. Say yes.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

“Louder than that. Soft, but clear.”

“Yes, Mommy. I will sit in my wet diaper. I will thank you with my mouth.”

“What are you right now?”

I swallowed. One catechism. I gave it to her.

“Your boy. Your diapered boy. The coach who drinks from a flask while his club toasts him.”

“Mm.” She almost smiled. “And who put the complaint in motion, Rafe?”

I looked at Brendan’s hand, still near her wrist. “He did. Brendan. My own club. On his advice.”

“Good. Keep that. Do not spend it at this table. You spend it in ink when I tell you.”

My throat hurt. “I want to call him a cunt.”

“I know,” she said. “Wanting is free. Acting costs green. You have three days. You do not buy a red mark for a man who already wrote you into a hearing.”

She reached into the handbag. Not for the flask. For the pacifier clip. She brought it up between us as if she were checking a compact. In one neat move she opened my jacket an inch, clipped the pacifier inside the inner pocket, and smoothed the cloth flat. Only she could see it. The rubber teat pressed my shirt over my heart. The chain was short. If she pulled the jacket open later, the whole room would know what I was.

“That stays there,” she said. “Fail a protocol before day twenty-one and it comes out of the pocket and into your mouth where everyone can watch. Pass, and it stays our private insult. Understand?”

“I understand.”

“Say the filthy part.”

“If I fail, Mommy puts the dummy in my mouth at dinner and lets them see her big baby.”

“Yes.” Her knee pressed mine once. “Now eat something. You look pale. Pale reads as guilt. Chew.”

I chewed. The food tasted like nothing. The padding had cooled at the edges and stayed hot where my cock leaked. Every shift of the banquet chair gave me that vinyl squeak. I used it. I let the sound remind me I was taped and owned while Brendan told a story about a final that I had won for him.

Idris was late. The doors at the back opened during the dessert plates. He came in fast, jacket on, hair damp from the rain. Twenty-six and trying not to look like he was carrying anything important. In his hand was a sealed clinic envelope, stiff and white, the kind that does not bend for pockets.

He scanned the room. Found Célestine. Found me. His mouth tightened.

Brendan waved him in. “Idris. Sit. We saved you a chair. Fitness reports can wait until Monday.”

Idris did not sit. He came down the side of the tables and stopped behind Célestine’s shoulder. He held the envelope out like it burned.

“This came to the clinic desk after close,” he said, quiet, meant for her. “Tamsin forwarded it to me when she could not reach you. It is marked for the registration panel. Day twenty-one. Ten o’clock. Sealed.”

Célestine took it. She did not flinch. She read the front of it once and did not open the flap. Her face stayed clinic-calm. Her breathing caught for half a beat, and the fear had a shape again.

“Thank you, Idris,” she said. “Sit. Eat. You drove through rain for a courier job. That was kind.”

Idris looked at me. “Rafe. You all right? You look like you swallowed glass.”

“Fine,” I said. “Long season.”

He hesitated. His eyes dropped, once, toward my lap, toward the way I sat too careful on the chair. He had watched me drink protein from a flask against a clock. He was not stupid. He sat two places down and said nothing else.

Célestine laid the sealed envelope on the cloth beside her napkin, then moved it into the handbag beside the empty flask. Everything now ran on whether her name survived. Mine too. The panel. Three days.

Under the table her fingers found my wrist and turned it, checking my pulse like I was back on her bench.

“You kept the morning change,” she said, private. “Door ajar. Tapes loud enough for the house. You took the flask from my hand on the minute exactly as I told you. You drank what I gave you while they clapped. You did not swing at Brendan. That is a green day so far.”

“I am still hard,” I said. “My diaper is a mess. I want to fuck my own fist and I cannot.”

“I know.” Her thumb pressed the inside of my wrist. “When we leave, you will kneel in the car park dark and tell me what you understood tonight. Then you will thank me for the milk. Then you will ask if you have earned a change or if you sleep in tonight’s wet. I have not decided.”

“Please decide soft.”

“No.” She released my wrist. “I decide exact. Soft is how boys get red marks.”

Brendan clinked a spoon to a glass for the last toast. Chairs scraped again. I rose with them. The pacifier bumped my chest inside the jacket. The diaper crinkled. The chair behind my knees gave one last vinyl squeak as I stood, a private filthy sound under the public noise.

“To Rafe,” Brendan called. “And to clean records.”

Glasses lifted. I lifted the empty wine glass Célestine had taken from me earlier. My mouth still tasted of her milk. Across two seats she watched me over the rim of her own glass, calm, exact, forty-two and unhurried, Mommy in a physiotherapist’s dress with a sealed hearing envelope in her bag and my dummy clipped where only she could reach it.

I drank nothing. I only held the glass and let the room praise me while my cock sat trapped in piss-warm plastic and the truth about Brendan lay cold and finished in my head.

When the applause died I leaned toward her one more time.

“Mommy.”

“Yes.”

“When we get home I want to write the foot line. I want it to say I know who filed it. I want your countersign on that.”

She considered me. The strip lights caught the brass of the plaque behind her head. My name. Her silence.

“You may draft it in the car,” she said. “You may not write it until I read it aloud and decide it keeps us breathing. And Rafe.”

“Yes.”

“You will ask permission before you touch your cock tonight. You will ask with the diaper on. You will use the words baby and cunt and please in the same sentence. Fail that and the clip leaves the pocket.”

“I will ask,” I said. “Please. I am your baby and I need your cunt in my mouth before I sleep and I am begging already.”

“Better.” She closed the handbag. The zip ran loud and final. “Smile for the photograph. Then we leave. Three days. You do not invent heroics. You do the protocol. You come home. You kneel when I point.”

The club camera flashed. Forty adults grinned. I smiled like a captain. Under the smile the tapes held me, thick and wet, and Célestine’s handbag held the flask, the envelope, and the rest of my life for the next seventy-two hours.

Idris watched us from his chair. Brendan laughed at something on his phone. The plaque kept spelling my name right. I sat back down for the last five minutes because she had not stood yet, and the vinyl squeaked under my taped ass like a confession nobody else in the room was trained to hear.


Chapter 9: The Missing Tick

Istood when she stood. The vinyl let go of my taped ass with a wet suck. Forty adults filed toward the coat rack. Brendan laughed at his phone. Idris watched the door. Célestine pointed at the carpet by the function-room exit, one finger, and I dropped to my knees before the thought finished. My trousers pulled tight over the soaked diaper. The pacifier clip dug into my chest inside the jacket.

“Good,” she said. “Outside.”

The car park smelled of oil and cold chips. Gravel bit my knees when she pointed again beside the passenger door. The streetlight put a hard white bar across her dress. She set the handbag on the bonnet. The zip stayed shut.

“Confess,” she said.

“I know Brendan filed it,” I said. “I know the club lodged the complaint on his advice. I sat there and smiled while he laughed. I am your baby and I am hard in a piss diaper and I am ashamed.”

“Ask.”

“Please may I touch my cock. I am your baby and I need your cunt and I am begging with the diaper on.”

She looked down at me for a long breath. “No. Hands on your thighs. You stay wet. You stay taped. You draft the foot line in the car. You do not invent heroics.”

“Yes, Mommy.”

She opened the passenger door. I climbed in. The seat was cold through the thick plastic. The crinkle was loud in the quiet. She drove. I wrote on the back of a napkin with the pen from her bag, one sentence, then held it out.

“Read it,” she said.

“I know Brendan filed the complaint. I stay on the ledger to day twenty-one.”

“That keeps us breathing,” she said. “You do not write it in ink until I say. Put the napkin in the glove box.”

I did. The flask knocked once against the envelope inside her bag when she turned onto the seafront road. I kept my hands on my knees. My cock throbbed against warm piss and tape. I did not touch it.

At the house she unlocked the door and pointed at the mat. I knelt. She locked us in. She set the handbag on the kitchen table and did not open the sealed panel envelope. She left it flat and stiff under the flask.

“The hold starts now,” she said. “Protocol holds. You do not open that. I do not open that. You stay in what you wore to dinner until I cut the tapes myself.”

“How long?”

“Until I decide the hold has done its work. Front room. Chair.”

I walked with my legs apart. The diaper sagged and crinkled. In the front room she sat me in the nursing chair by the open curtain and left the light off. Streetlight striped my lap. She checked the tapes with two fingers, found them sound, and left me there soaked while she washed her face. I listened to the water. I did not put a hand on my cock. When she came back she only said, “Sleep sitting. If you leak past the tapes you wake me with the words I gave you.”

I slept in fits. The plastic stayed warm and then cold and then warm again. Before dawn she changed nothing. She pressed the front of the padding, weighed it in her palm, and nodded.

Day nineteen passed in the hold she had named. Three feeds. Four checks through the tapes. No new ink beyond the green ticks she put without letting me see the page. She kept the envelope sealed. She kept me taped. When I asked again for my cock she said, “Not yet,” and made me say thank you for the denial. I said it. My voice cracked on the please.

On the morning of day twenty she cut the old tapes at last. The air hit my skin. She washed me, powdered me, taped a fresh thick diaper on, and walked me to the ledger shelf. The ledger came down. She opened day twenty’s page. The tick boxes sat blank. She held the pen and marked nothing.

“Not tonight,” she said. “Not by me.”

“Mommy.”

“You heard me, Rafe. Sit.”

She moved the nursing chair an inch toward the window. The curtain was already wide. The seafront was grey and open. She sat, then pulled me across her lap ass-out, chest to her thighs, diapered hips up. The fresh plastic crinkled under her palm. She peeled the tapes at the back only, opened the seat, and left my cock trapped forward in the wet-warm pouch she had just made me fill for the first check of the day.

“You do not come,” she said. “Not by my hand. Not by yours. Not into the diaper. We climb. We stop. That is the whole of day twenty.”

“How long?”

“Until you understand the last rule. Say you want it.”

“I want it. I want the denial. I want your hands and I want to fail at finishing.”

She spit on her fingers and pushed two into my ass. Slow. Exact. My forehead hit her knee. My cock jumped against the plastic and found no exit. She fucked me with her hand until my thighs shook, then stopped dead with her knuckles against me and waited for my breathing to break.

“Words,” she said.

“Please. Fuck. Your fingers. My hole. Do not stop.”

“I already stopped.” She pulled out. She wiped her hand on the open diaper edge. “Mouth.”

I slid to the floor between her knees. She lifted her dress. No underwear. Her cunt was wet. I put my mouth on her and licked the way she had trained me, flat and steady. She held my hair and used my face without hurry. When her thighs tightened she pushed me off.

“Not yet for me either,” she said. “Bottle.”

She took the bottle from the warmer on the changing chest. Two hundred forty millilitres. Noon feed early because she said so. She thumbed the lid and set the teat at my lips.

“Drink. Timed. You text nothing today. You stay in this house. You swallow and you thank me.”

I drank. Milk. Warm. Hers, straight from the warmer. It filled my mouth while my cock leaked into the diaper and my ass clenched on nothing. I finished the bottle and gasped.

“Thank you, Mommy.”

“Breast.”

She opened her dress and put me to her nipple. I latched. The curtain stayed open. A cyclist went past on the seafront and did not look up. I sucked. She stroked the back of my neck like I was simple. When I reached for my cock she caught my wrist.

“Ask.”

“Please may I touch my cock. I am your baby and I need your cunt and I am begging with the diaper on.”

“No. Back on the lap. Ass out.”

She taped the seat shut again first, hard and neat, then peeled only what she needed. Fingers again. Then the blunt press of her thumb. Then nothing. My cock strained. Precome wet the liner. She closed me up and stood me at the window sill. She sat behind me, reached around, and rubbed the thick padded front in slow circles. The crinkle filled the room. Every time my hips stuttered she took her hand away.

“Tell me what you are doing,” she said.

“I am not coming. I am holding. I am your boy in a diaper and my cock hurts.”

“Again.”

“My cock hurts. My ass is empty. I need to fuck something and you will not let me.”

“Good.”

Hours went like that. Hands. Mouth. The empty bottle set on the sill where I had to look at it. Her breast when my sounds got thin. Then the taped hole again, opened and used and shut. She edged herself on my tongue twice and pushed me off both times with her wet on my chin. She edged me until my knees gave and then sat me on the floor with my back to the chair and her heel light on the front of the padding, pressing me down without rhythm.

“Please,” I said. It came out broken. “Please. Fuck. Cunt. Baby. Please. I will do the morning. I will say it. Just let me spend. Please Mommy please I can’t…”

“You can.” Her voice stayed level. “You will. Listen.”

I listened. My cock pulsed under her heel. My mouth was open on nothing.

“The last entry of the book cannot be mine,” she said. “I will not ink day twenty. I will not ink the close of day twenty-one. Green on the last morning only if you ask for it out loud to somebody who is not me.”

I stared at the bottle on the sill. “Who.”

“That is your work. Brendan is breathing and laughing. The pacifier clip is still in your jacket. Hart, Mowbray, and Pell sit at ten o’clock tomorrow. Those are your morning choices. Not my pen.”

“You want me to ask Brendan.”

“I want you to choose. You may ask Brendan for the green. You may take the clip to the hearing and keep your mouth shut until Hart calls your name. You may walk into that room and tell Pell the ledger ends because you asked a man who is not your Mommy to witness the last tick. I will not write it for you. I will countersign what you earn.”

“If I fail.”

“Then the page stays blank and the envelope still goes. Blank reads as guilt. You know that.”

I put my face against her shin. The diaper crinkled when I shifted. My cock was a stupid blunt ache. “I hate him.”

“I know.”

“I still need the green.”

“I know.”

She took her heel away. She did not touch my cock. She lifted me back into the chair and sat beside me, then pulled my head to her chest and let me mouth her nipple without feeding. Outside, the light went. She reached to the arm of the chair and shut the ledger on the blank day-twenty page. The cloth cover closed with a soft clap.

“Sleep here,” she said. “Diaper on. Hands where I can see them. Tomorrow you get up and you ask. Not me.”

“What do I ask, exactly.”

“You ask for the last green. You ask a person who can put a mark beside yours. You use adult words first. Then you use the words that are ours if you need the shame to make you brave.”

“Brendan will ruin me.”

“Brendan already tried. You have one day left. You do the protocol. You do not invent heroics. You ask.”

I swallowed. My mouth tasted of her. “Will you come with me to the panel.”

“I will sit where I am told. You will kneel when I point, if I point. Until then you decide.”

She settled against me in the chair. Her weight was warm. Her breathing slowed. The ledger stayed shut under her hand on the arm. The sealed envelope waited downstairs on the kitchen table. The bottle on the sill was empty. My cock stayed hard and denied inside the taped bulk. The streetlight put the same white bar across my lap it had put across her dress in the car park.

The dark window gave nothing back. I thought of Brendan’s laugh. I thought of Hart and Mowbray and Pell at ten. I thought of the pacifier clip against my chest at the dinner and how she had not needed to put it in my mouth to own me. My ass clenched on the memory of her fingers. My cock leaked once more into the liner and got nothing back.

“Mommy,” I whispered.

She was half under. “Mm.”

“I will ask.”

Her hand tightened once on the ledger, then went loose. “Say it like you mean the morning.”

“In the morning I will ask someone who is not you for the last green. I will take the shame. I will keep us breathing.”

“Better,” she murmured. “Now be quiet. Hold your cock the way I taught you. Hold it by not touching it.”

I held it by not touching it. The diaper cradled me, thick and filthy and mine for one more night. Day twenty sat blank under her palm. Day twenty-one waited with its three names and its ten o’clock and the man who had put his hand on her arm like paperwork. I shut my eyes. I did not come. I stayed her big baby boy in the chair by the open curtain, denied and decided, and let her sleep on me while the seafront went black and the last day of the ledger came on whether Brendan liked it or not.


Chapter 10: Aloud To Strangers

Isat on a plastic chair in the ten-to-ten corridor. The floor polish was sharp enough to sting the back of my throat. Day twenty-one. Zero days left. The suit trousers pulled tight over the thick taped diaper. Hard since the night before, denied and useless, my cock leaked into the liner whenever I moved. Célestine stood beside me with her handbag open on her wrist. No ledger in it. Only her keys, a folded tissue, and the sealed clinic envelope from the dinner, still unopened.

Brendan sat at the far end of the row. Fifty-one years old, smiling like the room belonged to him. He nodded once at my crotch like he could see through the wool.

“Morning, coach,” he said.

“Brendan.”

Célestine did not look at him. She looked at the closed panel door and at the clock above it. Nine fifty-eight.

“You left it,” I said under my breath. “The book.”

“Above the bottle warmer,” she said. “Where it lives.”

“They will ask.”

“Then they ask.”

The door opened. A clerk called our names. We went in. Three faces behind a long table. Hart in the middle. Mowbray to the left. Pell to the right. Brendan took the complainant’s chair. Célestine sat where she was told and laid the sealed clinic envelope on the table in front of Hart, addressed to the panel for ten o’clock, still unopened. Hart slit it, read the clinic file note inside, and passed the page along to Mowbray and Pell without comment. I stood because nobody had told me to sit, and sitting in the diaper would have been a confession I had not yet chosen to give.

Hart opened a folder. “This panel is convened at ten o’clock regarding a complaint lodged against Ms Duval, age forty-two, concerning her clinical care of Mr Sullivan, age thirty-four. Ms Duval, we understand you kept a contemporaneous daybook through a twenty-one-day period. We request that record.”

Célestine’s voice stayed flat and exact. “I left the book above the bottle warmer in my house. I will not hand twenty-one days of him to strangers. You may have my clinic notes from discharge. You may have my professional registration. You may not have the ledger.”

Mowbray frowned. “That refusal can be read as obstruction.”

“It can,” Célestine said. “It is still a refusal.”

Pell looked at me. “Mr Sullivan. Do you wish to be heard.”

I stood in the suit, the crinkle loud with every breath. My mouth was dry. My cock throbbed once against the wet liner and I almost laughed from the shame of it.

“I do,” I said. “I am thirty-four. I was discharged from physio by Célestine and I asked her for what came after. Every day of the twenty-one I asked again. The feeds. The changes. The rules. The nursing. The diaper. I asked as an adult man playing an adult game I wanted, and I kept asking when it got filthy and when it got hard. If there is a complaint about care, the care is that she did not leave me alone with my own pride. I asked for all of it. I am asking you to hear that before you hear Brendan’s paperwork.”

Hart’s pen stopped. Brendan’s smile thinned.

“You were coached into that speech,” Brendan said.

“I was taught to tell the truth when I am scared,” I said. “Different thing.”

Silence sat on the table. Pell looked at Brendan. “Mr Brendan. In light of this statement, do you maintain the complaint.”

Brendan looked at Célestine. Then at my suit. Then at his own hands. He cleared his throat like a man swallowing a win he no longer wanted.

“I withdraw the complaint,” he said. “Effective now. No further action sought.”

Hart closed the folder. “Complaint withdrawn. Panel adjourns with no finding. You are free to go.”

We left the room. The corridor smelled of polish. Brendan did not follow us out. Célestine’s empty handbag bumped my hip once on the stairs. Neither of us spoke until the car. I drove with the diaper warm and thick between my legs, my cock denied and aching from the night she had made me hold it by not touching it.

Evening put the off-season sea black against the window. Curtain open. Nursing chair facing the dark. Célestine brought the ledger down from its shelf and set it on my taped lap. She opened it page by page under the streetlight bar.

“Seventeen green,” she said. “Two red. Day twenty blank where a countersign should sit. Day twenty-one waiting.”

I looked at the blank foot line. My throat closed.

“I did not get anyone to mark it,” I said. “I took the hearing instead.”

“I know.”

She stood between my knees. The diaper crinkled when she pressed her palm to the bulk. My cock jumped into her hand through plastic and diaper and I made a sound I hated.

“Still hard,” she said. “Still not allowed to touch. You slept denied. You sat in that corridor denied. You spoke to Hart denied. Now you look at me.”

I looked. Forty-two years old and calm as a closed door. She unbuttoned her dress. She freed one breast and then the other. She worked a hand into the diaper tapes, peeled the front down enough to free my cock and balls, and left the rest of the bulk taped around my hips like a filthy frame. Precome shone on the head. She spit once into her palm and stroked me only to aim me.

“Mommy,” I said. “Please. I need to come. I have needed it since last night.”

“You need what I put you in,” she said. “You do not get your hand. You get my cunt. Ask for it like a grown man who still wears a diaper.”

“Please put my cock in your cunt. Please fuck me while I am taped. Please let me nurse while you take it.”

“Better.”

She straddled the chair. She guided me up and sank down in one slow filthy slide until I was buried. Her cunt was hot and wet and mean with how ready she was. My head dropped to her breast because she pulled it there. I latched. Milk hit my tongue. She rode.

The unfinished pages of the ledger sat open against my thigh, paper whispering when her knee brushed it. Each bounce crinkled the diaper around my hips. It dragged me deep. Shame and heat fused until I could not tell which was which.

“Talk,” she said. “Do not hide in my tit.”

“Your cunt is owning my cock,” I said against her skin. “I am your big baby boy with a hard cock in Mommy’s cunt and a wet diaper still taped on me. I am going to come if you keep fucking me like this.”

“You are going to come when I say. Not before. Milk first. Then you finish for me.”

I sucked harder. She fucked down harder. The chair creaked. Outside, the black sea did nothing. Inside, my balls drew tight and my thoughts broke into scraps. Cock. Milk. Cunt. Tape. Her. Her. Her.

“Now,” she said. “Come in me.”

I came with a broken groan, pumping into her while she held my head to her breast and milk leaked from the corner of my mouth. The orgasm ripped through the day of denial and left me shaking. She did not lift off. She clenched and kept me inside, hard enough from how long she had edged me that the second rise started before the first died.

“Again,” she said. “You do not leave my body. You give me another. Beg for the second like you begged for the first.”

“Please. Fuck. Mommy, please make me come again in your cunt. I am still in you. I am still taped. Please use me until I finish a second time. Please.”

She rode the aftershocks into a second climb. Her hand found my balls through the open front of the diaper and squeezed in time with her hips. I sobbed once into her breast. The second orgasm hit meaner, dragged out of me while I was soft-edged from the first, and I flooded her again with nothing left to give and still giving.

She held me there until I stopped twitching. Then she lifted off slow, wiped me with the inner pad of the diaper, and retaped the front over my spent, wet mess. The bulk sat heavy and warm. She put the pen in my hand.

“Initial the last page,” she said. “Your mark. Then it is finished.”

I wrote my initials at the foot of day twenty-one where a stranger’s green should have been. My hand shook. She took the pen back, closed the cloth-backed book, and set the finished ledger in my taped lap to keep.

“Yours,” she said. “You carried it. You keep it.”

I looked at the closed cover. Then at her.

“I want another,” I said.

She went to the shelf without asking why and came back with a clean daybook, blank and stiff. She put it open on top of the finished one on my lap.

“Rule your own columns,” she said.

I drew four. Feeds. Changes. Green or red. Then a fourth she had never asked for. I wrote the header in block letters: WHAT SHE NEEDS.

Célestine read it. For the first time all day her mouth softened.

“The only term,” she said, “is no end date. This book closes the day you stop asking. Not before. Not for Brendan. Not for a panel. Not for pride. The day you stop asking, we stop. Until then you fill the fourth column when I tell you what I need, and you do it.”

“I will keep asking,” I said.

“Then we keep breathing.”

She sat beside me in the nursing chair, the curtain open on the black off-season sea. The finished ledger and the open new daybook rested together on my taped lap, thick diaper warm under the paper, my cock soft and owned inside the mess I was not allowed to clean yet. Her hand settled on the blank fourth column like a promise with teeth.

“Mommy,” I whispered.

“I am here.”

“Write the first thing you need.”

She took the pen. On the first line under WHAT SHE NEEDS she wrote, in her exact hand, that I stay her big baby boy past any hearing and any man who thought paperwork could take me, and that I ask again tomorrow at the breast with the curtain open.

I read it. I nodded. The new book stayed open on my taped lap as the last day of the old ledger ended and the next asking began. No deadline but the one I would have to choose. I did not choose it.


THE END
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