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Arrival in Bergen

Tim adjusted his backpack straps as he stepped off the train, his breath curling in the cool, crisp air. Bergen was everything he expected—grey stone buildings stacked against the mountainside, the scent of the sea drifting in from the harbor, and a slow, steady drizzle misting the cobblestone streets. Norway’s second-largest city was beautiful, no doubt, but at the moment, all he could think about was how exhausted he felt.

The past two weeks in Oslo had been… fine. His distant cousin, Odd, had been a great host—a little too great, if Tim was being honest.

From the moment Tim arrived at Odd’s house, there had been zero alone time. Odd had two very energetic kids, and his wife was always finding ways to include Tim in family activities. Breakfasts were loud, outings were long, and every spare moment was filled with something to do. Odd himself was well-meaning but had a way of treating Tim like a Norwegian exchange student rather than a visiting relative.

"You need to learn how we do things here, cousin!"

That was Odd’s favorite phrase, usually said while handing Tim a shovel, a axe, or a pick. Tim had spent more time doing outdoor chores and being dragged to landmarks than actually resting. He was glad to see Oslo—really, he was—but now, after two weeks of near-constant movement, he just wanted silence.

And more than that, he wanted privacy.

The last time he’d worn a diaper had been back in the States, weeks before he left. The kids were always around, the house was small, and he didn’t dare risk being caught. Every night, he’d lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, thinking about it, craving it, but there had been nothing he could do.

Now, standing in Bergen’s train station, the reality hit him: he was finally free.

At least for the next two weeks.

Tim spotted Sunniva immediately.

She was hard to miss—tall, broad-shouldered, and towering over nearly everyone else on the platform. She wore a thick Norwegian wool sweater, jeans, and a weatherproof jacket, her blonde waves bouncing in the wind. Even from a distance, she had a presence. She stood with the effortless confidence of someone who had nothing to prove, arms crossed as she scanned the arriving passengers.

And then her sharp blue eyes landed on Tim.

A grin broke across her face, and before he could react, she was striding toward him.

"There you are, Amerikansk gutt!" she called, her voice booming over the noise of the station. "Thought maybe you’d gotten lost and ended up in Sweden!"

Tim barely had time to set his bag down before she pulled him into a hug—a strong, crushing one that lifted him an inch off the ground.

"Hey, Sunniva," he wheezed, laughing despite himself.

She plopped him back onto his feet, then stepped back to get a good look at him.

"You look exhausted, cousin." She tilted her head, amused. "Let me guess—Odd worked you good?"

Tim huffed. "You have no idea."

"Oh, I have some idea," she said knowingly. "Poor Odd. He tries so hard to be a good host. Never learned that sometimes, people just want to do nothing."

Tim blinked. She got it.

"Yeah!" He nodded, suddenly more animated. "I mean, I appreciate everything, but I had no time to myself. None. If I wasn’t sightseeing, I was helping fix something, or entertaining his kids, or—"

Sunniva threw an arm around his shoulders, cutting him off.

"Well, don’t worry, Tim. You’re with me now." She gave his head a playful shake. "No itinerary, no little cousins crawling all over you. Just food, relaxation, and fresh air."

Tim relaxed for the first time in days.

The rain had picked up by the time they reached Sunniva’s car—a sturdy, slightly beat-up Volvo with ski gear piled in the back.

"Throw your bag in," she said, unlocking the trunk. "We’ll get you settled at my place before dinner."

Tim did as she said, sliding into the passenger seat.

"So, you work during the day?" he asked as they pulled onto the road.

"Yeah," she said casually. "Most days, at least. So you’ll have plenty of time to yourself. No chores, no schedules, just you and whatever you want to do."

Tim nodded, staring out the window as the city streets blurred into rolling green hills.

That sounded… perfect.

Sunniva’s house was modern but unmistakably Norwegian. Tim noticed the differences immediately.

The entryway had heated floors, and Sunniva kicked off her shoes immediately—he remembered Odd doing the same. Norwegians never wore shoes inside.

The living room was minimalist but cozy—lots of light wood, clean lines, and warm blankets draped over chairs.

Tim found all of it oddly charming—small things that reminded him he was definitely not in America anymore.

"Make yourself at home," Sunniva said, kicking off her shoes. "There’s a guest room upstairs. It’s all yours."

Tim climbed the stairs, suitcase in hand. The guest room was perfect—cozy but not cluttered, with a big bed and soft lighting.

He let out a long breath, closing the door behind him.

Finally. A place to breathe.

For now, he just let himself enjoy the feeling of privacy.

Tim came downstairs a little later, drawn by the smell of something delicious. Sunniva was at the stove, flipping something in a pan, her sleeves rolled up to reveal toned forearms.

He took a moment to really look at her.

She was beautiful, in a strong, natural, confident way.

Even in her casual clothes, there was something about her presence that just pulled people in.

Tim shook the thought away. She was his cousin. It wasn’t like that.

But still… he could admire her, right?

"Dinner in ten," she said without turning around. "And no, you’re not helping. Just sit there and enjoy the perks of staying with me."

Tim smiled to himself.

Yeah.

This was going to be different.


Dinner and Tempting Thoughts

Dinner was even better than it smelled. Sunniva had made pan-fried salmon with boiled potatoes and a creamy dill sauce, served with thin, crisp flatbrød on the side. It was simple but delicious, the kind of meal that made Tim realize how much he had been living off convenience food back home.

Sunniva poured herself a glass of wine and stretched back in her chair, watching him eat with amusement.

"You must have been starving," she teased, nodding at his plate.

Tim swallowed a bite and smirked. "Well, let’s just say Odd’s wife wasn’t exactly a five-star chef."

"Poor guy," she laughed. "Well, don’t worry. I’ll make sure you don’t starve while you’re here."

Tim smiled, enjoying the warmth of their conversation. Sunniva was so easy to talk to, nothing like the distant relatives who only made awkward small talk. She felt familiar, comfortable.

Then, just as he was getting relaxed, she tilted her head and threw him off balance completely.

"So, tell me, do you have a girlfriend back home?"

Tim nearly choked on his drink.

"What's that?"

Sunniva grinned. "You heard me."

Tim cleared his throat, trying to sound casual. "No, uh… no girlfriend."

She blinked in surprise. "Really? No girlfriend? A cute, sweet guy like you?"

Tim felt his face heat up. "It… just hasn’t worked out."

Which was true. But also not the whole truth.

The real reason had nothing to do with his looks, his personality, or even his financial outlook. He knew he was a decent catch—he wasn’t model material, but he was kind, smart, stable. Women had liked him before. But every time he tried dating, it always fell apart the moment things got serious.

Because deep down, he knew he could never truly be himself with them.

How could he explain that?

That part of him—the part that wanted to be cared for in a way no girlfriend would ever understand—made relationships impossible.

So, instead of saying any of that, he just gave a small, shy shrug. "It just hasn’t worked out."

Sunniva raised an eyebrow, unconvinced.

"That makes no sense," she said, waving a fork in his direction. "You’re adorable. You’re kind. You just finished your masters degree, right?"

"Yeah."

"See?" She leaned back, sipping her wine. "Women love that. You should have women lining up for you."

Tim chuckled awkwardly. "Well, they’re not."

"Their loss," Sunniva said with a shrug. Then she grinned. "Don’t worry. Maybe I’ll find you a nice Norwegian girl while you’re here."

Tim laughed along with her, but inside, he knew.

That wasn’t going to happen.

Not for him.

After dinner, Tim retreated to his room, taking in the space now that he had time to really look around.

The Norwegian touches stood out right away.

The walls were lined with bookshelves, filled with Norwegian literature and ski trophies. Sunniva had clearly decorated with pride but not clutter.

The light switches were smaller and sleeker, nothing like the bulky ones back home.

The window had no heavy curtains, just thin, minimalist shades to let the natural light in.

It was cozy, warm, and unmistakably Scandinavian.

Tim changed into a T-shirt and boxers, sliding under the blankets. But as soon as he lay down, the familiar craving returned.

He squeezed a pillow between his legs, imagining for just a moment that it was something else.

That it was a diaper.

That Sunniva had put it on him.

The thought made his whole body go warm.

He closed his eyes, letting himself sink into the fantasy. Her voice, her hands, her casual confidence.

"No big deal, sweetheart. Just relax."

Tim shuddered, burying his face in the pillow.

God. He wanted it so badly.

But tomorrow… tomorrow, he’d finally do something about it.

Tim woke up to the smell of coffee and the sound of Sunniva calling up the stairs.

"Breakfast is ready, sleepyhead!"

He blinked groggily, momentarily disoriented.

Then, it hit him.

Today.

Today, he would go into town.

Today, he would buy diapers.

His stomach fluttered at the thought, anticipation buzzing through his limbs.

"Tim! You coming or what?" Sunniva’s voice had a teasing edge to it.

Tim shook off his thoughts and pulled himself out of bed. One step at a time. Breakfast first.

The kitchen smelled like fresh coffee and toasted bread as Tim stepped inside. Sunniva was already seated, sipping from a steaming mug, her hair still tousled from sleep.

The table was set with a spread of distinctly Norwegian foods—nothing like the sugar-laden cereal and eggs he was used to back home.

Slices of brown cheese... brunøst, which had a caramel-like smell.

Crusty bread... grovbrød, along with butter, jam, and liver pâté.

Hard-boiled eggs sliced onto open-faced sandwiches.

Pickled herring in a small dish.

A bowl of yogurt with honey and muesli.

Tim hesitated, eying the pickled fish warily.

Sunniva smirked. “What? Not a fan of a real breakfast?”

"It’s... different," he admitted, grabbing some bread and butter instead.

"You mean better," she said, taking another sip of coffee. "Americans and their sugary breakfasts. No wonder you’re all half-asleep by noon.”

Tim chuckled as he took a bite, but his mind was already elsewhere.

His thoughts drifted to the town, the medical supply store, the package he was going to buy.

"So," Sunniva started, spreading jam onto her toast. "Tell me about your time with Odd. What did you guys do?"

Tim blinked, realizing he hadn't been listening.

"Huh?"

She gave him a mock-suspicious look. "You okay? You look like you’re plotting something.”

Tim’s stomach twisted. “What? No, just—uh, yeah. Odd. Oslo. It was good.”

"Good?" She raised an eyebrow. "That’s it? Come on, give me details.”

Tim hesitated, trying to force his brain back into the conversation.

"Uh... yeah, we saw a bunch of places. The Opera House, Akershus Fortress. Y'know, all the big tourist spots."

"And?"

"And... we went to Vigeland Park. That was probably my favorite part."

Sunniva raised her eyebrows, pleasantly surprised. "Oh yeah? The statues didn’t freak you out?"

"No, not at all. It was… kind of incredible. I’ve never seen anything like it."

He meant it, too. Vigeland Sculpture Park had been mesmerizing—massive stone and bronze figures, some holding babies, others caught in moments of raw, almost exaggerated emotion. There was something about the way they looked—powerful but vulnerable, strange but beautiful. It had stuck with him in a way nothing else in Oslo had.

Sunniva smiled, popping a grape into her mouth. "Most people think it’s just a bunch of naked people doing weird things, but Vigeland was really trying to capture the human experience—all the emotions, all the relationships, from birth to death."

Tim nodded. That’s what had made it so interesting. It wasn’t just art—it was emotion, carved in stone.

"Glad you liked it," Sunniva said. "Most tourists don’t get it."

Tim felt genuinely pleased at that.

But as soon as Sunniva took another sip of coffee, his thoughts drifted right back to his plan.

Sunniva finished her coffee and stretched, utterly at ease while Tim tried to suppress his nervous energy.

"Well, I’m off to work soon," she said, standing and stacking her plate. "So, you’ve got the day to yourself. What’s the plan?"

Tim froze for a split second.

"Uh... nothing, really. Just gonna relax."

Sunniva grinned. "Smart man. No chores, no schedule. Just enjoy yourself."

Tim nodded, forcing himself to stay casual.

But inside, his thoughts were racing.

Because as soon as she left—

He was going into town.

And this time, he wasn't coming back empty-handed.


Into Town

Tim sat on Sunniva’s couch, a book open in his lap, eyes flicking back and forth over the same sentence for the fifth time.

He wasn’t reading.

His ears were trained on Sunniva moving around the house, getting ready for work. She was casual about it, sipping coffee, tossing on a raincoat, stuffing things into her bag like she wasn’t about to unknowingly grant Tim the freedom he’d been craving for weeks.

"I’ll be back later this afternoon," she said, pulling on her boots. "Probably around five. Try not to get lost or fall into the fjord while I’m gone."

Tim glanced up, forcing a smile. "I’ll try my best."

Sunniva smirked, opening the door and letting the cold Bergen air rush in. "See you later, Amerikansk gutt."

And then she was gone.

The moment the door clicked shut, Tim exhaled and snapped the book shut.

It was time.

Tim grabbed his backpack, unzipping it and making space. He pulled out his clothes, stuffing them into the closet.

Lighter load, more room.

He slung it over his shoulders, checking his reflection in the hallway mirror.

His REI rain jacket was zipped up, the water-resistant fabric crinkling as he moved.

His hiking boots were already broken in from his time in Oslo.

His passport pouch was tucked under his shirt, a habit drilled into him from every travel guide warning about pickpockets in Europe.

He looked like exactly what he was—an American backpacker, trekking through Norway, blending in but never fully belonging.

That was fine.

He didn’t need to belong.

He just needed to find a place that sold what he was looking for.

Sunniva’s house was on the outskirts of Bergen, nestled against a hillside where the land rolled down toward the city.

The walk was long but the distance didn’t bother him. He actually liked it.

It gave him time to think.

The first stretch of road was quiet, lined with red and yellow wooden houses with steep roofs, built to withstand the heavy Bergen rain. Some had grass-covered rooftops, a strange but beautiful sight.

Further down, the houses stacked closer together, and the streets turned to cobblestones, slick from the drizzle.

As he neared the city, the streets filled with a mix of locals and tourists.

An older couple in thick coats, speaking in Norwegian.

A group of backpackers like him, laughing loudly in English.

A woman riding her bike effortlessly over the cobblestones, a bag of groceries swinging from the handlebars.

The town itself felt old, its buildings leaning slightly, their brick and wooden facades painted in soft, muted colors. But despite its age, Bergen was alive.

Tim wandered past Bryggen, the historic wharf, where tourists snapped pictures of the colorful wooden buildings lined along the water.

He kept his eyes scanning for a medical supply store, but nothing stood out.

Without a smartphone to guide him—this was before you could just Google things on the go—he had to do it the old-fashioned way.

He walked.

He looked.

And after nearly forty-five minutes, frustration was setting in.

He knew what he needed existed. He just had to find it.

Eventually, he spotted a woman in her 30s, dressed in a thick wool coat, standing outside a café.

She looked approachable. Friendly.

Tim hesitated, then adjusted his backpack and walked over.

"Unnskyld," he said, clearing his throat. "Uh… kan du hjelpe meg?"

The woman turned, eyes brightening at his accent. "Ja, selvfølgelig!"

Tim swallowed. Time to commit.

"Eh… hvor kan jeg kjøpe… voksenbleier?"

The woman’s face lit up with surprise. Her mouth twitched like she was fighting a smile.

"Voksenbleier?" she repeated, amusement in her tone.

Tim felt his ears burn.

"Ja," he muttered.

The woman bit her lip, clearly trying to hold back a laugh, but she was kind enough not to make a big deal out of it.

"Du kan finne dem på apoteket," she said. "Gå rett frem, og du vil se et skilt."

Tim nodded quickly, mumbling his thanks before ducking away.

His heart pounded.

God, that had been humiliating.

But at least now, he knew where to go.

Tim spotted the sign a few blocks ahead—Apotek 1, the green cross marking it clearly as a pharmacy.

His body heated all over.

This was it.

He swallowed hard, forcing himself forward.

Each step felt heavier.

He could still turn around.

He could just forget about it, go back to Sunniva’s, pretend this never happened.

If he didn’t do this now, when would he?

Tim stepped inside.

The air was warm, the smell of medicine and lotion filling his nose.

His palms were sweating.

His face burned.

But he was here.

And he was going to go through with it.


The Purchase

The bell above the door chimed softly as Tim stepped into the pharmacy.

It was smaller than he expected, more like a boutique than the massive drugstores back home. The air smelled like medicated lotion and fresh herbal remedies, and the lighting was soft and natural rather than the harsh fluorescents he was used to.

Shelves were stocked neatly and minimally, carrying a mix of prescription medications, supplements, and homeopathic remedies. There were a few racks of hygiene products, but nothing was where he expected it to be.

Tim took a cautious step forward, scanning the store.

A single customer, an older man with a newspaper tucked under his arm, was browsing near the counter.

Tim exhaled, grateful that the store wasn’t crowded. But as he wandered past the aisles, he realized he had no idea where to look.

This wasn’t like American pharmacies, where the adult incontinence products were stacked in an easy-to-find section.

His heart pounded as he turned a corner, still not finding what he needed.

A voice broke through his thoughts.

"Trenger du hjelp?"

Tim froze.

He turned toward the voice and nearly forgot how to breathe.

The woman standing before him was beautiful—mid-40s, effortlessly elegant, with sharp Nordic features and piercing blue eyes. She wore a simple white pharmacy uniform, her blonde hair pulled into a loose bun.

There was something about her presence—calm, confident, knowing.

"You look a little lost," she said, switching to English with a smile. "Can I help you find something?"

Tim couldn’t answer right away.

His tongue felt thick. His brain screamed at him to just say no and leave.

But this was why he had come here.

He swallowed, forcing himself to speak.

"Uh… yeah. I’m looking for…" He hesitated, then exhaled. "Diapers."

Her expression remained perfectly neutral. "For your child?"

Tim's face burned. He glanced at the floor, then back up at her.

"No," he said, voice barely above a whisper. "For me."

For a second, she just studied him.

Then she gave a small, understanding nod, as if this was the most normal thing in the world.

"Ah. I see. Come with me."

Tim followed her to a low shelf near the back, where she knelt gracefully and plucked a package from the rack.

"These should work for you," she said, handing them over.

Tim hesitated.

"Are you sure these are my size?"

The woman arched an eyebrow.

Then, before he could react, she opened the package.

Tim’s stomach dropped.

"Wait, you don’t have to—"

Too late.

With quick, practiced movements, she pulled out one of the diapers, fluffed it open, and held it up to his waist.

"Let's see," she murmured, tilting her head. "Yes, this should fit you well."

Tim nearly died on the spot.

His entire body felt like it was on fire.

The diaper was right there, inches from his stomach, spread out as if she was about to tape it onto him.

He couldn’t breathe.

He should be horrified. He should snatch it away, mumble an excuse, and bolt out of the store.

But instead, all he could think was—

This is the closest I’ve ever been to someone putting one on me.

His heart pounded so hard it hurt.

She didn’t seem to notice.

Or if she did, she was kind enough not to let on.

"Yes," she said again, folding it back up and slipping it into the bag. "This should be perfect for you."

Tim nodded weakly. "Yeah. Okay. I’ll take them."

Tim shoved cash onto the counter, barely waiting for his change before stuffing the package into his backpack.

The woman smiled politely, acting as though nothing unusual had happened.

"Ha en fin dag," she said warmly.

Tim muttered a quick "Takk," before turning and practically sprinting out the door.

His mind was spinning.

He had done it.

He had actually done it.

And that woman had just—held an open diaper up to him.

His stomach flipped as he walked briskly down the street, his backpack now holding exactly what he had been waiting for all these weeks.

This was happening.

He was finally going to wear one.

He could barely contain his excitement.

So lost in his thoughts, he didn’t notice the figure watching him from the back of the store.

Behind the counter, in the storage area where she had been organizing supplies, Sunniva watched.

She hadn’t been able to hear everything, but she had seen enough.

Tim, standing nervously in the aisle.

The beautiful pharmacy employee holding a diaper up to his waist.

His blushing, frozen reaction.

The way he had practically fled the store, flustered but exhilarated.

And the irony of it all hit her like a freight train.

Of all the places in Bergen…

Of all the pharmacies he could have walked into…

He had unknowingly chosen the one place where she worked.

Sunniva exhaled sharply, shaking her head.

"Well, well, little cousin," she murmured under her breath, watching him disappear down the street.

Maybe, if he had asked where she worked, he would have picked somewhere else.

Maybe, he wouldn’t have walked straight into her world.

But he had.

And now, she understood.

Not in a judgmental way. Not in a mocking way.

Just—understood.

And with that, she turned back to her work.

Because now, she had a plan.





A Secret Indulgence

The walk home was a blur.

Tim barely noticed the cobblestone streets, the damp Bergen air, the distant sound of seagulls near the harbor. His mind was fixated on what was in his backpack—the thick, crinkly package tucked amoungst his belongings, pressing against his back like a thrilling secret.

Every step brought him closer to finally wearing one again.

By the time he reached Sunniva’s house, his heart was racing.

He slipped inside, locking the door behind him. The house was empty. Sunniva wouldn’t be back for hours.

He had time.

Tim rushed to his room, yanking open his backpack and pulling out the package. His fingers trembled slightly as he tore the plastic open.

There it was.

Soft. Thick. White.

He didn’t waste a second.

In record time, he kicked off his clothes, laid back on the bed, and taped himself in.

The feeling was instant relief.

The soft, secure embrace around his waist. The crinkle as he shifted. The way it made everything else disappear.

A deep, shaky breath escaped his lips.

This was what he had needed.

And then, almost without thinking, his mind wandered back to the pharmacy.

To her.

The way she had held one up to his waist. The confidence. The calm. The complete lack of hesitation.

God.

What if she had been the one to put this on him?

The thought hit him like a wave, warm and electric.

The way she had handled the diaper, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

What if she had simply smiled, told him to lie back, and done it for him?

The idea made his whole body tingle.

And in that warmth, that perfect imagined moment—

He drifted off.




Tim woke up slowly, the room dim with afternoon light. The clock ticked softly from the wall. The house was still silent.

And reality came crashing back.

What am I doing?

Tim sat up, his face hot with embarrassment.

He had come all the way to Norway, spent money and energy sneaking into town, just for this?

What was wrong with him?

He rubbed his face, suddenly ashamed.

This wasn’t normal.

He should be out sightseeing, meeting people, enjoying his time here like a regular person. Instead, he was hiding in his room, wrapped in a diaper, acting like a child.

With a sigh, he peeled it off, folded it up, and shoved it into his backpack beneath his clothes.

Sunniva would be home soon.

She couldn’t find out.

Tim was in the living room when he heard the front door open.

"I’m home!" Sunniva’s voice rang out, casual as ever.

Tim stood, ready to greet her.

Then he heard something unexpected.

Another voice.

A woman’s voice.

"You weren’t kidding, Sunniva. You really live out here in the middle of nowhere!"

Tim froze. Sunniva had brought someone home with her.

His mind spun.

Sunniva had joked about finding him a girlfriend earlier. Was this… was she actually introducing him to someone?

He swallowed, suddenly feeling very self-conscious about the way he looked—his hair messy from his nap, his shirt wrinkled.

Then Sunniva and her guest stepped into the living room.

Tim’s stomach dropped.

It wasn’t just any woman.

It was her.

The pharmacy employee.

The woman who had sold him the diapers.

The woman who had held one up to his waist.

She smiled at him like they were old friends.

Tim’s blood ran cold.

And just like that—he knew he was in for quite a night.


A Glass of Wine and A Game of Power

The kitchen smelled of roasted vegetables and seared meat, the scent filling the warm air as Sunniva moved effortlessly between the stove and the counter. She had opened a bottle of deep red wine, filling glasses as she and Kirsten chatted, their voices light and relaxed.

Tim sat at the small dining table, nursing his own glass. He wasn’t much of a drinker, but when Sunniva had poured it without asking and slid the glass in front of him, he hadn’t refused.

It helped.

Or at least, he told himself it did.

Because all throughout dinner, the tension was thick beneath the surface—an unspoken undercurrent that made his stomach twist.

He was almost certain they knew.

He just couldn’t figure out why they weren’t saying anything.

"So, Tim," Kirsten said suddenly, resting her chin in her palm as she smirked across the table. "Sunniva tells me you don’t have a girlfriend back home."

Tim’s grip tightened around his wine glass.

He forced a casual shrug. "Uh, yeah. No girlfriend."

Kirsten clicked her tongue. "That’s crazy to me. You’re cute. You’re nice. You have that—" she gestured at him vaguely, "adorable American awkwardness that women love."

Sunniva snorted into her drink.

Tim’s ears burned.

"I—uh, thanks? I guess?"

"So why is that?" Kirsten continued, eyes glinting with something playful but probing. "Why is a sweet little thing like you still single?"

Tim felt his whole body tense.

The real answer wasn’t something he could say.

How was he supposed to explain that every attempt at romance failed because, deep down, he knew he couldn’t be what a woman wanted? That the relationships never worked because what he really craved was something different, something no girlfriend would ever understand?

So instead, he did what he always did.

He lied.

"It just… hasn’t worked out," he muttered, taking a sip of wine to avoid their eyes.

Sunniva leaned forward, resting her elbow on the table, swirling the wine in her glass.

"You travel a lot, don’t you?" she asked.

Tim hesitated. "Uh… yeah?"

"What do you keep in your backpack when you travel?" she mused.

Tim’s heart skipped a beat.

They knew.

The backpack was sitting in his room, zipped up and hiding what he had bought earlier.

"Just… normal stuff," he said quickly. "You know, clothes, my water bottle, a book..."

"Mmm." Sunniva tilted her head, watching him closely.

"Nothing special?" Kirsten added, smirking behind the rim of her wine glass.

Tim felt a bead of sweat at the base of his neck.

"Nope."

Kirsten giggled, resting her chin in her palm.

"You’re getting awfully red, Tim," she teased. "Are we making you nervous?"

Tim swallowed hard.

"No. I’m fine."

"Oh, I know," Sunniva said, eyes gleaming. "I think he’s just blushing because he thinks you are cute, Kirsten. He must want an older woman to take care of him."

Tim nearly choked on his drink.

"What?!"

"Oh, come on, she’s gorgeous," Sunniva grinned, nudging Kirsten.

Kirsten raised an eyebrow, leaning toward him slightly. "I mean, you have to admit, Tim… I’m not bad for an old lady, am I?"

Tim’s face felt like it was on fire.

He was trapped. There was no way out without making it worse.

Finally, he gave in.

"You’re… you’re very pretty," he admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

Sunniva cackled and clapped him on the back.

"See? Look at that. We got him to say it."

Kirsten winked at him before taking another sip of wine.

Tim wanted to crawl under the table and die.

Sunniva sighed happily, leaning back in her chair. "You know, I was thinking about the last time I saw you."

Tim glanced up, grateful for the change in subject.

"When I visited you in the States," she continued. "God, how old were we? I must have been, what, fifteen? And you were…?"

"Twelve," Tim muttered, shifting uncomfortably.

"Twelve," she repeated, nodding. "Yeah. You were such a scrawny little thing back then. You still are, honestly."

Tim huffed. "Thanks."

"Oh, don’t pout," she teased. "I just mean it was so easy to pin you down when we wrestled."

Tim’s stomach twisted.

He remembered.

He remembered Sunniva grabbing him, flipping him over effortlessly, laughing as she held him down like it was nothing.

She had loved overpowering him.

"I used to get you every time," she said fondly. "Do you remember?"

"Uh—yeah," he muttered.

"Oh my God," Kirsten laughed. "I need to see this. You have to show me."

Tim’s eyes widened.

"No, that’s okay—"

"Come on!" Sunniva set down her wine glass and stood, reaching for his hand. "Let’s show her how we used to wrestle."

"Sunniva, no—"

But she was already pulling him up.

He tried to resist, but she was so much stronger.

"Come on, little cousin," she teased, nudging him onto the living room floor. "Let’s see if you’ve gotten any stronger."

Tim barely had time to react before she was on him.

In seconds, she had him pinned.

Her knees on his biceps, her weight pressing him down, his arms completely trapped.

It was just like before.

"Wow," Kirsten mused, grinning as she watched. "You really did manhandle him, huh?"

"Every time," Sunniva smirked.

Tim squirmed uselessly.

"Alright, you win, just—just let me up."

"Not yet," Sunniva said smoothly.

Tim stilled.

And then—out of the corner of his eye—

He saw Kirsten move.

Saw her walk toward the entryway where they had left their shoes.

Saw her bend down and pick something up.

A bag.

A brand-new bag of diapers.

His blood turned to ice.

She walked back toward them, slowly, deliberately, watching him the whole time.

She tore the bag open.

Reached inside.

And pulled one out.

Tim couldn’t breathe.

Kirsten smiled, holding it up.

"Now," Sunniva murmured, leaning down so her breath tickled his ear. "Let’s have some fun."

And Tim knew—

He was completely trapped.


No More Hiding

Tim’s fight-or-flight kicked in instantly.

The moment he saw Kirsten holding the diaper, walking toward him, his body reacted on pure instinct.

He thrashed.

Bucked his hips, trying to twist out from under Sunniva’s grip. His face was hot, red, burning as he struggled, panic racing through him like a wildfire.

"No—no, no, no—"

Sunniva didn’t let him go.

She was too strong.

With one swift movement, she grabbed both of his wrists, locking them in her hands, and shifted her weight—her hips pressing down heavily against his chest, keeping him completely pinned.

She leaned in close, her lips inches from his face, her breath warm against his cheek.

And suddenly, she wasn’t teasing anymore.

Her voice was calm, steady, serious.

"It’s okay, Tim."

His breath hitched.

"I know what you got in town today."

His whole body went stiff.

"And I have a feeling," she continued softly, "I know why you have a hard time finding a girlfriend."

Tim’s face burned even hotter.

He squeezed his eyes shut, his whole body trembling beneath her.

This was too much.

Too much.

Too real.

Too exposed.

He couldn’t handle it.

His throat tightened, and the only thing he could get out was a single, small, desperate word.

"Please."

He didn’t even know what he was asking for.

For them to stop?

For them to keep going?

Sunniva’s grip on his wrists tightened slightly.

She leaned in, her voice softer now, gentler.

"It’s okay."

His breath shuddered.

"There’s nothing to be embarrassed about."

Tim squeezed his eyes even tighter.

"Kirsten’s going to put a diaper on you now."

His stomach plummeted.

"I want you to lift your hips."

Tim did the opposite.

He pressed his hips down.

Tried to keep himself glued to the floor, as if maybe—maybe—this would all just go away.

Kirsten clicked her tongue, amused.

"Well, that’s not very helpful."

And then—

Her fingers darted into his armpit.

Tim yelped.

His body reacted before his brain could process it.

He buckled up violently, trying to escape the ticklish sensation.

And in that moment, Kirsten peeled off his pants and underwear before sliding a diaper under him.

Tim gasped, realizing too late what had happened.

Sunniva pressed her full weight back down on him, trapping him again.

He wasn’t getting out of this.

"There we go," Kirsten mused, smoothing out the padding beneath him.

Tim could barely breathe.

His heart was pounding, his face red-hot, his whole body trembling.

And then—

Kirsten folded the diaper up over him.

Her fingers worked fast, skilled, taping it securely around his waist, snug and firm.

Tim’s stomach twisted.

He couldn’t even begin to process what was happening.

And then—

Kirsten let out a little laugh, eyes flicking over him, her expression wickedly amused.

"Oh yeah," she mused. "I think we found out what you really want from a girlfriend by the looks of your little guy down here."

Tim’s breath hitched sharply.

He closed his eyes in embarrassment.

Didn’t dare acknowledge how he felt beneath her hands.

Sunniva chuckled softly above him.

"Told you," she murmured.

Tim squeezed his eyes shut again, feeling completely wrecked.

Then—

The weight on his chest shifted.

Not leaving.

Just… adjusting.

Kirsten moved too, pressing closer, until suddenly—

He wasn’t pinned anymore.

Not like before.

Now—

He was wrapped up.

Surrounded.

Held.

Kirsten and Sunniva had shifted their bodies against his, pressing him between them, fully encasing him in warmth.

Kirsten curled against one side of him, her arm draped over his chest, her leg locking around one of his.

Sunniva did the same on the other side, their weight pressing down gently, keeping him snug and completely helpless.

Tim whimpered softly, overwhelmed beyond words.

"There we go," Sunniva murmured against his ear.

Kirsten sighed happily. "Mmm. So much better, isn’t it?"

Tim couldn’t answer.

He couldn’t do anything.

He tried—tried to move, to lift his leg, to shift his arm—

But they countered every movement.

Squeezed him tighter.

Pressed him back down.

Kirsten’s fingers traced softly over his wrist.

Sunniva nuzzled into his hair.

"It’s okay," Kirsten whispered.

"There’s nothing to be ashamed of," Sunniva added softly.

Tim’s chest ached.

His throat tightened.

And before he even realized it—

A tear slipped down his cheek.

Kirsten felt it.

She shifted, pressing closer, tilting his chin slightly to look at him.

"Aww," she cooed. "Look at you."

Tim turned his face, humiliated.

But they didn’t mock him.

Didn’t tease.

Instead—

They just held him.

Wrapped warmly, completely around him, their legs tangled with his, their arms securing him tight.

"You’re so cute, Tim," Sunniva murmured against his temple.

"Such a great catch," Kirsten sighed.

Tim let out a shaky breath, his body still tense, overwhelmed, confused.

This had happened so fast.

His brain couldn’t process it.

But his body—

His body had already surrendered.

And as Sunniva and Kirsten pressed in tighter, warmer, safer—

Tim realized something he had never felt before.

Something he hadn’t even known he was looking for.

He felt safe.

Completely.

Utterly.

Safe.


No More Fear

Tim’s body was still tense—his breath shaky, his muscles tight beneath the weight of Sunniva and Kirsten.

They were wrapped around him completely, their hips pinning his down, their legs tangled with his, their hands gripping his wrists, keeping him exactly where they wanted him.

But they weren’t hurting him.

They weren’t mocking him.

They were soothing him.

Soft voices, soft touches, warm breath against his skin.

Sunniva’s fingers ran through his hair, gentle and slow, as Kirsten hummed softly, the sound low and calming, like a lullaby.

"Tim," Sunniva murmured, her voice close to his ear. "It’s okay."

Kirsten pressed closer, her nose brushing his temple.

"This is nothing to be ashamed of," she whispered.

Tim exhaled shakily, his fingers twitching where they were pinned above his head.

He still wanted to run.

Still wanted to curl in on himself and disappear.

But the longer they held him—

The longer they whispered to him, soothed him, kept him still—

The less he wanted to fight.

"There are girls you can be honest with about this," Sunniva murmured, her breath warm against his ear.

"You’re not weird," Kirsten added, nuzzling against his hair.

"You’re totally normal."

Tim’s chest ached.

His breath hitched.

"It’s okay to want to wear diapers," Sunniva continued, her voice so soft, so steady.

"It’s okay to want to be taken care of by a mommy," Kirsten whispered.

Tim’s stomach flipped.

His throat felt tight.

Tears threatened to rise again.

"It’s okay, sweetheart," Sunniva soothed, squeezing his wrist just a little tighter.

"You’re safe with us."

Kirsten sighed against him, warm and slow.

"Just relax."

And for the first time in his life—

Tim did.

His body melted, his breath steadied, his muscles released.

He stopped fighting.

Stopped fidgeting.

Stopped hiding.

He just let go.

Sunniva felt the shift immediately.

She smiled, pressing a soft kiss against his forehead.

"That’s better," she murmured.

Tim let out a shaky sigh, his body completely limp beneath them.

Kirsten ran her fingers down his arm, tracing small circles against his skin.

"See?" she whispered. "That wasn’t so bad, was it?"

Tim didn’t have the words to respond.

Because no, it wasn’t bad.

It was…

Perfect.

Sunniva tilted her head, considering something.

"You know," she mused, "I really want you to be able to take advantage of your time here staying with me."

Tim blinked up at her, his mind still hazy from how relaxed he felt.

"It would actually mean a lot to me," she continued, "if you just wore a diaper the whole time while you’re here."

Tim’s stomach fluttered.

Kirsten grinned, pressing a soft kiss to his cheek.

"Oh, I love that idea," she murmured. "In fact…"

"I bought you an extra bag," Kirsten said lightly, nodding towards the open package on the floor.

Tim swallowed hard.

"They’re my present to you," she continued, her voice warm, sincere. "And I really hope you take Sunniva up on her offer."

She reached down, patting his diaper playfully.

"I think you look absolutely adorable in them."

Tim’s face burned—but for the first time, he didn’t feel the deep pit of shame in his stomach.

He felt…

Something else.

Something lighter.

Something better.

Kirsten stretched, sighing happily.

"Mmm. Speaking of that," she said lazily, "I think I’ve had a little too much to drink tonight."

Tim’s breath caught.

She smirked down at him, nudging his nose with hers.

"Would you mind if I snuggled with you in your bed tonight?"

Tim’s stomach flipped.

Sunniva let out a mock-offended scoff.

"Kirsten, don’t be taking advantage of my little cousin, now."

Kirsten grinned, pressing one last kiss to Tim’s forehead before pulling back.

"Don’t worry," she said sweetly, giving his diaper another soft pat.

"It’s staying on all night."

Tim felt his whole body flush.

And for once—

He didn’t mind.
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Bound to Stay

Tim lay on the floor, still wrapped between Sunniva and Kirsten, his breathing slow and uneven.

His body was no longer fighting.

Not physically, at least.

But his mind was still racing.

How had this happened?

One minute, he had been nervously avoiding eye contact at dinner.

The next, he had been pinned down, diapered, and completely smothered in warmth and reassurance.

Now, as he lay there, cradled between them, his thoughts swirled—embarrassment, confusion, something deeper, something he couldn’t quite name.

And then Kirsten’s voice cut through the haze.

"You know, Sunniva," she mused, squeezing Tim’s wrist a little tighter. "I’ve been thinking."

Sunniva hummed. "Oh?"

Kirsten grinned, tilting her head down to Tim’s ear.

"We want his diaper to stay on all night, right?"

Tim’s stomach flipped.

"That's right," Sunniva agreed, nuzzling closer.

"Well," Kirsten continued, her voice low, teasing, playful—but also deadly serious.

"I brought a special outfit to make sure that happens."

Tim’s breath caught.

A thrill of unease shot through his chest.

"Sunniva, be a dear and hold him down, would you?" Kirsten murmured sweetly. "I need to grab something by the door."

Tim’s eyes widened.

"Wait—"

But Sunniva’s grip tightened.

Before he could even think about resisting, she shifted her weight and pressed her full weight down onto him again.

"Relax," she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. "Just stay right here, little cousin."

Tim swallowed hard.

He watched helplessly as Kirsten stood up, stretched, and walked toward the entryway.

His heart pounded.

Then—

She bent down, picked up something white and heavy—

And turned back toward him, holding it up with a wicked smile.

Tim’s stomach dropped.

A straitjacket.

Tim’s body was still trembling, his breath uneven as he lay trapped between Sunniva and Kirsten.

He couldn’t move.

Not with Sunniva’s hips pressing him down, not with Kirsten hovering over him, her hands gripping the thick, heavy straitjacket she had retrieved from the entryway.

His stomach tightened.

"You’re sleeping in this tonight," Kirsten had said so casually, as if she hadn’t just turned his world upside down.

Tim’s throat went dry.

"I—" he started, but Sunniva shushed him gently, her fingers stroking through his hair.

"It’s just to help you relax," she murmured.

"So you don’t get tempted to take your diaper off," Kirsten added, her voice teasing but firm.

Tim’s face burned.

They weren’t giving him a choice.

"Arms up," Kirsten instructed, stepping closer.

Tim hesitated.

Sunniva’s grip tightened slightly around his wrists.

"Tim," she said softly.

And that was all it took.

With a deep, shuddering breath, Tim slowly lifted his arms.

Kirsten smiled approvingly.

"Good boy."

She took his wrists gently but firmly, guiding his arms into the thick canvas sleeves.

The fabric was heavy, rough against his skin. His arms slid in smoothly, the sleeves long and deep, swallowing them completely.

As soon as his hands disappeared inside, he felt it—

The first wave of helplessness.

A strange, tingling sense of restriction that sent a shiver down his spine.

"Almost there," Kirsten murmured.

Sunniva shuffled back slightly, her weight of her hips still pressing down over his padded waist as Kirsten adjusted the sleeves, making sure his arms were positioned just right.

"Okay," Kirsten mused, patting his chest. "Let’s roll him over."

Tim’s stomach flipped.

"Wait, what—?"

But Sunniva was already moving. She lifted her bottom up so it wasn't pinning him down anymore.

With one strong shift, she and Kirsten flipped him onto his stomach.

Then Sunniva lowered her full weight onto his diapered waist firmly pinning him face down against the floor.

His breath hitched sharply.

"There we go," Kirsten said, her voice soothing, methodical as she began tightening the buckles behind him.

Tim felt it instantly.

The gradual loss of control.

With each leather strap pulled snug, the jacket became part of him, swallowing his arms, wrapping tightly around his torso.

He swallowed hard.

This was different than being pinned down.

This was real restraint.

"Don't worry," Sunniva cooed, her fingers tracing over his shoulders reassuringly. "Just let Kirsten work, sweetheart."

Tim squeezed his eyes shut.

The last strap at the back cinched tight, locking everything into place.

And that’s when it truly hit him.

He wasn’t getting out of this.

Not without their help.

His breath shuddered.

They were in complete control now. Tim swallowed, barely able to breathe.

He felt so small beneath them.

So… contained.

"Hold on," Sunniva murmured, shifting her weight.

Tim gasped softly as she moved forward, straddling his stomach instead of his hips.

She was heavier here, her weight pressing firmly against his abdomen, her thighs framing his restricted arms.

Tim’s breath was shaky.

Kirsten reached to secure the last strap.

Tim’s stomach clenched.

It was wide. Thick. Designed to go between his legs, securing the jacket even further.

Kirsten lifted it slowly, adjusting it as she moved into position.

Kirsten took her time, sliding the strap between his legs, pulling it snugly against his diaper.

"Mmm," she hummed, giving it an experimental tug.

Tim flushed.

His whole body burned as the strap tightened, pressing the thick padding even closer against him.

And then—

Click.

The final buckle locked into place.

Tim’s body went still.

This was it.

He was completely restrained.

Bound.

Secured.

There was nothing he could do now.

Kirsten ran a hand down his back, feeling the tension in his muscles.

"There," she murmured. "All snug and secure."

Tim could barely breathe.

This wasn’t like being pinned down.

This was something else entirely.

He couldn’t move his arms at all.

Couldn’t even push against the fabric.

Couldn’t stop what was happening to him.

"Come on, little one," Kirsten cooed, grasping him under the arms and helping him up.

Tim stumbled, unsteady.

Kirsten held him firmly, guiding him through the house with practiced ease.

His diaper crinkled loudly with every step.

His breath shuddered.

This wasn’t real.

It couldn’t be real.

But then—they reached his bedroom.

Sunniva leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, watching with an amused smirk.

"Have fun, you two," she teased.

Tim flushed deeply.

Kirsten chuckled, nudging him toward the bed.

"Oh, don’t worry," she purred.

She gave his diaper a firm, playful pat.

"This is staying on all night."

Tim shuddered, his whole body flushing.

Sunniva closed the door.

And Tim knew—

Tonight was going to change everything.


A Lesson in Control

The bedroom was dark, the only light coming from the faint glow of the moon through the curtains. Tim lay on his back, completely restrained, the straitjacket holding him snugly in place.

Kirsten moved beside him, humming softly, her presence warm and steady.

He could feel every inch of his restraint—his arms pinned tight against his chest, the thick strap between his legs holding his diaper snugly in place.

His body squirmed instinctively, testing.

The canvas was unyielding.

Every slight movement reminded him of his helplessness.

And Kirsten was watching.

"Mmm," she mused, resting a hand on his belly as he fidgeted. "That’s my favorite part."

Tim blinked up at her. "What?"

Kirsten grinned. "Watching someone realize they’re really, truly stuck."

Tim flushed.

Kirsten shifted, rolling onto her side and spooning him from behind.

Her arms draped over him, her fingers tracing the outline of his bound limbs.

"I love straitjackets," she murmured.

Tim swallowed.

She nuzzled closer, her breath warm against his ear.

"You’ve never worn one before, have you?"

Tim hesitated. "No."

"Mmm."

Her hand wandered lower, pressing gently against the front of his diaper.

"And what do you think so far?" she teased.

Tim’s face burned.

"I—" He swallowed. "It’s… different."

Kirsten chuckled. "You can say you like it, you know."

Tim flushed deeper.

Kirsten moved again, this time shifting on top of him, straddling his restrained frame.

She sighed contentedly, settling her weight against him, pinning him down even further.

"See, sweetheart," she murmured, rocking her hips slightly against his stomach. "This is what bondage is really about."

Tim’s breath hitched.

"It’s about trust."

Her fingers ran through his hair, slow and soothing.

"One person giving up control to another."

Tim shuddered.

Kirsten’s voice was soft but firm, patient yet commanding.

"You might not realize it yet, but what you’re into? It’s just another kind of bondage."

Tim swallowed hard.

"Bondage isn’t just about ropes or straitjackets," she continued. "It’s about restriction. It’s about trust. It’s about giving up control to someone who knows exactly what to do with it."

She shifted again, spreading his legs apart with her own, pressing her weight between them, forcing them to stay open.

Tim let out a shaky breath.

"And you," she murmured, brushing a thumb over his cheek. "You’ve probably always wanted to give up control… just in a different way."

Tim felt lightheaded.

Kirsten’s fingers trailed down the front of his straitjacket, lingering just over the thick strap securing his diaper.

"Giving up control over where you go to the bathroom, when your diaper is changed," she continued, watching him closely.

"That’s a very personal form of bondage, Tim."

Tim squirmed, but she held him firm.

"It’s taking something away from you. Something most people wouldn’t even think about. Just like I love taking away movement… you love giving up something just as intimate."

Tim’s breath hitched.

"That’s not weird," Kirsten murmured, stroking the side of his face gently. "It’s not something to be ashamed of."

Tim felt his whole body tingle.

No one had ever put it like that before.

No one had ever framed it as something normal.

He had spent his whole life thinking this was something wrong, something broken inside of him.

But Kirsten was looking at him with complete certainty.

Like this was just another kind of preference.

Like it was just another form of play.

"Do you understand?" she whispered.

Tim nodded weakly.

Kirsten smiled.

"Good boy."

Kirsten leaned back slightly, sighing.

"You know, I was supposed to leave tomorrow," she mused.

Tim blinked up at her, confused. "Leave?"

She nodded. "I was supposed to go visit my parents for a couple weeks."

She smirked. "But… I’ve been thinking."

She pressed down against his bound body, pinning him with her hips again.

"It wouldn’t be the first time I canceled on them."

Tim’s stomach fluttered.

"I think I’d rather stay here."

Tim’s breath caught.

"I think I’d rather stay here and take care of you."

Tim’s face burned.

Kirsten tilted her head.

"Would you like that?"

Tim hesitated for only a second.

Then, he nodded.

Kirsten smirked, satisfied.

"That’s what I thought."

Kirsten sighed dramatically, stretching above him.

"But," she continued, "if I’m staying, we need some rules."

Tim’s stomach twisted in anticipation.

"First rule," she murmured, leaning down until her nose almost brushed his. "If I stay, I’m fully in charge."

Tim’s throat went dry.

He nodded slowly.

"Second rule," Kirsten continued, smirking. "No sex."

Tim flushed even deeper, but he nodded again.

Kirsten patted his cheek playfully.

"Good boy."

She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead.

"Looks like we’re going to have a lot of fun, baby."

Tim swallowed hard, his whole body warm and light.

This was really happening.

For the next two weeks—

He was hers.


Learning to Let Go

The room was silent, save for the faint sound of breathing and the soft rustle of fabric as Kirsten shifted beside him.

Tim lay still, his body wrapped tightly in the straitjacket, his limbs completely immobile.

Kirsten didn’t speak.

She didn’t rush.

She simply took her time exploring him.

Her fingers trailed over his chest, brushing along the thick canvas straps holding his arms securely in place.

She pressed closer, nuzzling against his neck, inhaling the warmth of his skin.

Tim squirmed instinctively, testing the jacket again.

His arms were locked firmly, his hands buried uselessly inside the thick sleeves.

His legs were free, though, and he kicked lightly, flexing his muscles, seeking some kind of movement.

Kirsten grinned, feeling him struggle beneath her.

"Mmm," she purred, her hands smoothing down his sides.

Tim gasped, his heart pounding as she continued to wrap herself around him.

"I have to admit," she murmured, pressing her lips against his ear. "This is the first time I’ve been with someone twenty years younger than me."

Tim whimpered softly.

Kirsten chuckled, gripping his waist a little tighter.

"I like it," she mused. "I like you."

She shifted again, rolling fully on top of him, straddling his restrained form.

Tim gasped, his body flushing hot.

She felt everything—his warmth, his nervous energy, the way he squirmed beneath her.

"Timothy," she sighed, dragging her fingers along the fabric of the straitjacket. "I like appreciating you."

She pressed her weight more firmly against him, rocking slightly, feeling his body respond.

"You have such a cute little body," she whispered.

Tim let out a muffled whine.

Kirsten smiled against his skin.

"I love how helpless you are right now."

Tim tried to move, to push back against her weight, but it was no use.

She had him completely trapped.

Every time he kicked or flexed his legs, she shifted her position, pressing him back down.

She wrapped her legs around one of his, holding it in place, pinning him effortlessly.

"Shush," she whispered, stroking his hair.

Tim felt himself relax—just a little.

She rolled him onto his side, spooning him again, but this time, she shifted his legs apart with her own, forcing him to stay open.

"I love moving people when they can’t move themselves," she murmured.

Tim shuddered.

"I love feeling every little squirm, every little struggle," she sighed, her hands pressing against his stomach, keeping him still.

And slowly—

Very slowly—

Tim stopped resisting.

His movements slowed.

His breathing evened out.

Until, eventually, they both drifted off.

Tim woke up with an ache in his bladder.

His mind was hazy, his body heavy, but as soon as his eyes fluttered open, the sensation hit him full force.

He had to pee.

Badly.

He shifted instinctively, trying to adjust his position—

But then reality set in.

He was still in the straitjacket.

Still helpless.

Still completely wrapped up in Kirsten’s arms.

His breath quickened.

He tried to wiggle, to reposition himself, but it was no use.

Kirsten had him locked in place, spooning him tightly from behind.

His movements stirred her.

She let out a soft, sleepy sigh, pressing closer.

Then—

She felt it.

She felt the way his body was tensed, how he was shifting, the subtle urgency in his movements.

Her eyes fluttered open.

And immediately, she knew.

"Baby," she whispered, her voice still groggy.

Tim froze.

"Do you need to pee?"

Tim’s face burned.

He hesitated—

Then slowly nodded.

Kirsten’s smile was sleepy but full of amusement.

"Awww."

She pressed a kiss to his shoulder.

"Come here, sweetheart," she murmured, sitting up.

She moved him carefully, guiding his body exactly where she wanted it.

Tim was on his knees now, his chest pressed against the wall, Kirsten spooning him from behind.

Her legs were inside of his, spreading his knees apart.

Her hands rested on his waist, holding him steady.

"Shhh," she whispered, her lips near his ear.

Tim whimpered softly.

"It’s okay, baby," she murmured.

Her hand moved down, resting over the front of his diaper.

"Just let go."

Tim tensed.

Kirsten hummed softly, rocking them both slightly.

"Shhh, sweet boy."

Tim closed his eyes, his breath shaky.

The position helped—his knees spread, his body relaxed.

And then, finally—

It happened.

Kirsten felt it instantly.

The warmth spreading, the subtle shift beneath her hand.

"Mmm," she mused, giving his diaper a soft, playful pat.

"That’s another new one for me."

Tim let out a shuddering breath.

"I’ve done a lot of different things with bondage," Kirsten murmured, smiling against his neck.

"But having you as my little baby might be one of the best experiences I’ve ever had."

Tim whimpered softly.

"I’m really looking forward to the next two weeks."

Kirsten gently pulled him down onto the bed, playfully forceful now, feeling their trust had deepened.

Tim let out a soft sound of surprise, but he didn’t resist.

Kirsten nuzzled against him, wrapping him back in her embrace.

"You can trust me, Tim."

She stroked his hair.

"I know you won’t have much control over yourself, but that’s okay."

"I’ve done bondage for a long time, and I know the right way to do this is for the person in charge to take complete care of the person they’re dominating."

She smiled, pressing another soft kiss against his cheek.

"And I’m going to do that for you."

Tim let out a long, shuddering breath.

And this time—

When they both drifted off—

Tim wasn’t scared anymore.


Breakfast and Boundaries

Tim stirred before his eyes even opened, his body instinctively flexing against the restraints—only to be reminded immediately that he couldn’t move.

The straitjacket was still snug around him.

His diaper was still thick between his legs.

And Kirsten was still there, wrapped around him.

For a fleeting moment, his half-asleep mind questioned if last night had been real.

Then, from the kitchen, he heard the familiar soft clinking of dishes and Sunniva moving around.

Oh, it was real.

Tim swallowed hard, his face already burning.

This was his life now.

And—somehow—he wasn’t panicking.

Kirsten stirred next, stretching against him, letting out a soft, satisfied sigh.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

It was almost awkward, the weight of everything that had happened lingering in the space between them.

Then, Kirsten took control—like always.

She rolled onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow, looking down at him with a slow, lazy smirk.

"You’re still here," she murmured, brushing his hair back. "That wasn’t a dream."

Tim let out a hum, nodding slightly.

Kirsten grinned.

"Good," she whispered, leaning in to kiss his forehead. "Because I had way too much fun last night for it to be a dream."

Tim felt his face flush.

Kirsten stretched again, arching her back.

"Alright, baby," she hummed, rolling off the bed. "Let’s get that diaper changed."

Tim’s stomach twisted in anticipation.

Kirsten disappeared for a moment, leaving him bound on the bed, his mind racing.

Then she returned—a bag of diapers in one hand, baby powder and wipes in the other.

Tim swallowed hard, watching her set everything down.

She moved with complete confidence, as if she had done this a hundred times before.

"Let’s get you into position," she murmured, placing her hands on his hips.

Tim squirmed, instinctively trying to resist, but Kirsten was firm.

She rolled him onto his back, spreading his legs wide, adjusting him exactly how she wanted him.

"Mmm, perfect," she mused.

Tim let out a small, embarrassed whimper.

"Oh, don’t get all shy on me now," Kirsten teased, kneeling between his legs.

"I love how cute your cheeks get when you blush."

Tim turned even redder.

"But," she continued, loosening the strap between his legs, "I want you to remember something."

The thick canvas strap came undone, and Kirsten pushed the fabric of the straitjacket up slightly, giving herself more space to work.

"As much as I love seeing you embarrassed," she murmured, leaning closer, "you don’t have to be. Not with me."

Tim held his breath.

"I hope, by the end of these two weeks, you finally understand that."

Kirsten took her time.

She cleaned him thoroughly, her movements slow, methodical, teasing—but never crossing the line.

Tim was excited, obviously, but Kirsten only smirked.

"Oh, but no sex, remember?" she purred.

Tim whimpered, his whole body burning.

Kirsten chuckled, finishing her cleaning, then reaching for the powder.

"Plenty of this," she murmured, dusting him generously.

The scent of sweet baby powder filled the room.

"Mmm, I’m gonna have to apologize to Sunniva," she mused. "The whole place is going to smell like this now."

Tim let out a muffled whine.

Kirsten grinned, pulling the fresh diaper up between his legs.

She taped it on snugly, smoothing her hands over the front, then reached for the thick strap between his legs once again.

She pulled it tight.

Too tight.

Tim let out a gasp, his body jerking slightly in surprise.

Kirsten smiled wickedly.

"Gotta make sure it stays in place," she teased.

Tim squirmed, his breathing uneven.

And then—he looked at her.

Really looked at her.

Even first thing in the morning, with her hair slightly messy, her face free of makeup—

She was stunning.

And he realized—she hadn’t even been trying to look beautiful last night.

She just was.

It wasn’t just her looks.

It was her confidence.

Her presence.

Her absolute certainty in herself.

Tim had never met a woman like her.

And he knew—he never would again.

Kirsten grabbed onto the straitjacket, pulling him up easily.

"Come on, baby," she cooed.

Tim stumbled slightly, still adjusting to how little control he had.

Kirsten gripped him firmly, guiding him through the house, using his restraints to steer him however she pleased.

Then—they reached the kitchen.

Tim froze.

Sunniva was setting the table, already cheerful, moving around with ease.

His stomach twisted.

She was going to see him like this.

"Wait!" he whined, trying to pull back.

Kirsten rolled her eyes, tugging him forward.

"Oh, come on," she murmured. "She helped put you in this. You really think she’s going to be shocked?"

Tim flushed.

Kirsten smirked, dragging him toward the table and sitting him down firmly in a chair.

Sunniva turned around—and immediately grinned.

"Well, well, look at you two," she teased. "Looks like you had fun last night."

Tim burned with embarrassment.

"And," Sunniva said with a dramatic sigh, "I see you still have your cute outfit on."

Kirsten grinned, running her fingers down his back.

"He looks even cuter in the morning," she mused.

Tim turned bright red.

Kirsten plopped into a chair beside him, stretching.

"Alright," she announced, grinning down at Tim. "Are you ready for mommy to feed you?"

Sunniva rolled her eyes.

"Get a room, you two."

Kirsten smirked.

"Hey, I’m your elder," she quipped. "Don’t talk to me like that."

Sunniva snorted.

Kirsten reached behind her, grabbing something from the breakfast spread.

Tim’s stomach dropped.

It was the sardines.

Kirsten turned back to him, her smile devilish.

"Time for my little baby to have a traditional Norwegian breakfast."
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Breakfast Negotiations

Tim sat at the table in nothing but his diaper and the straitjacket, still warm from sleep and heavy-limbed from how deeply he’d sunk into the previous night. The straps were snug, and he could feel the way they had molded to his body overnight—firm, unrelenting, and oddly comforting. He was upright now, but he wasn’t going anywhere.

He didn't want to admit it, but it was nice to be handled.

Kirsten slid a plate in front of him. It smelled… healthy.

And terrifying.

A boiled egg, halved and topped with mustard. Sardines in oil, gleaming and fishy. A thick slice of brown goat cheese. And something purple and sludgy that looked like it had been pickled at the bottom of a glacier.

Tim leaned back instinctively, grimacing.

Kirsten didn’t blink. She grabbed a fork, scooped up a bit of herring, and presented it to his mouth with a calm smile.

"Open up."

Tim clamped his mouth shut, shaking his head.

Sunniva smirked. "He’s not much of a morning person."

Kirsten tilted her head, letting her free hand reach out and grab his chin.

"That's okay," she murmured, her fingers firm and steady. "I can help with that."

Tim squirmed, turning his head away—but Kirsten just followed him, straddling his lap without warning and pinning him in place with the weight of her hips. His arms, folded inside the jacket, couldn’t resist.

She gently turned his face back toward her.

"This is good for you," she said sweetly. "I promise."

And before he could protest, the sardines were in his mouth.

Tim made a strangled noise and immediately tried to pull back—but there was nowhere to go. He gagged, squirmed, then swallowed with an exaggerated grimace.

"Yuck," he whined, his whole face twisting.

Kirsten chuckled and reached for another bite.

Sunniva watched with mild amusement. "You’re really going to feed him like that the whole time?"

"Of course," Kirsten said casually, slipping another forkful toward his mouth. "He’s cuter when he struggles."

Tim gagged again.

"Don’t be dramatic," Kirsten said, brushing a smear of mustard from his lip. "This is what growing boys eat in Norway."

"Sunniva dear, I have a question for you." Kirsten said,

Sunniva didn’t look up. She was busy buttering a slice of dense grovbrød.

"How would you feel about…  me staying here? Like, staying staying. While your at work. Watching the house. Watching him."

Sunniva finally looked up, smiling slightly. "Go on."

"I'm proposing that I stick around for the next couple of weeks," Kirsten said, popping a bit of cheese into Tim’s mouth while he whimpered. "I’ll cook dinner every night. I’ll handle groceries. I’ll even pick up the place while you're gone. You won’t have to do a thing."

"You’re bribing me with domesticity?"

"I’m bribing you with not having to lift a finger," Kirsten grinned. "And full fridge privileges."

Sunniva laughed. "I told you this was going to happen. When we stopped at your apartment yesterday for the straitjacket? I said you’d end up wanting to stay."

Kirsten gave an innocent shrug. "You didn’t tell me Tim was going to be so cute. That’s on you."

Tim made a pitiful groan.

Sunniva rolled her eyes. "Alright. You can stay. Just don’t burn the place down. And don’t break him."

"I won’t," Kirsten said sweetly, feeding Tim a chunk of hard cheese. "He’s too fun."

"I take it your parents are out of the picture?"

"I’m going to tell them I’m sick."

Sunniva groaned. "You're such a brat."

"You love me anyway."

"Unfortunately."

Tim whimpered again as another bite of pickled beetroot passed his lips. Kirsten gave him a little pat on the side of his cheek.

"You’re doing great, sweetie."

Sunniva leaned back in her chair, watching the two of them with a lazy sort of satisfaction.

"Alright. I’ve got to get going."

She stood, stretching, and walked over to ruffle Tim’s hair affectionately.

"You’ve got quite the babysitter, little cousin."

Tim tried to respond, but Kirsten used the opportunity to slip another forkful into his mouth.

Sunniva grabbed her jacket and keys, heading for the door. "You two have fun. And Kirsten?"

"Yes?"

"I love you."

"Love you too."

Sunniva smirked, opening the door.

"Good luck, Tim," she called with a wink. "You’re going to experience a lot."

The door shut.

The house fell quiet.

And Tim looked up at Kirsten, his mouth still full of something sour and aggressively healthy.

Kirsten smiled down at him.

"Ready for a lesson, sweetheart?"


The Game She Likes

The living room had settled into a hush after Sunniva left, thick with early sunlight and the sound of Tim’s own nervous breathing. The breakfast ordeal had passed — mostly — and now he sat on the rug in front of the couch, still padded and strapped in the same straitjacket that had become oddly familiar.

Kirsten circled him slowly.

Her bare feet made no sound against the hardwood, but her eyes said everything. She was sizing him up. Not like prey, not like a joke — like something she’d been waiting to unwrap.

"You did good at breakfast," she said finally. "Even if you gagged like a baby."

Tim flushed.

She knelt beside him, then leaned in so her lips brushed close to his ear.

He tensed, uncertain.

"I want to show you something," she continued, her voice low but calm. "This is what I like."

She stepped behind him, hooked her fingers around the collar of the straitjacket, and gently pulled him backward until he was lying on the floor. She climbed over him and sat on his hips, straddling him easily.

"I like control," she said. "I like when someone can’t move, and I can. Especially when they want to resist."

Tim squirmed under her, already warm with embarrassment and anticipation.

She moved his body like it belonged to her — gently at first, shifting his legs open, adjusting the angle of his hips, pushing one knee outward and then the other. She leaned over and kissed the inside of his thigh, a warm press of lips that made him gasp.

She chuckled.

"Sensitive?"

He gave a breathless nod.

"That’s part of the fun."

Her hands traveled — pinching his soft skin, tracing the diaper’s edge, brushing up his ribs through the jacket’s thick canvas. When he tried to wiggle away, she simply leaned in harder, pinning him with her body weight.

One hand came to rest on his cheek. She held his face in place, thumb near his mouth, and studied him like a subject.

"You want to squirm," she said. "But I control your body now."

The next several minutes passed in a blur of movement and stillness, of tiny struggles. When he tried to buck his hips, she pushed them down. When he rolled his head side to side, she cradled it still. When his legs started to clench, she pried them open again.

She was methodical.

Exploratory.

Playful.

"I like the way you try to resist," she said. "Makes it feel earned."

She worked her way down his body again, slow and deliberate. Her hands settled on his thighs, fingers spreading slightly as she explored the soft, bare skin there. It was one of the few places he still had agency — he could kick, close his legs, squirm away. But only if she let him.

“You’re still free here,” she murmured, lightly dragging her nails along the inside of one thigh. “But only because I let you be.”

She leaned down, close enough that her breath tickled the sensitive skin where the elastic of his diaper met the soft swell of his upper leg. The diaper’s gathered edge bit in slightly — not enough to hurt, but enough to mark the line. That boundary fascinated her.

The seam where control met exposed vulnerability — was where she lingered. Her fingers ran over it again and again, memorizing the texture: the wrinkle of elastic, the heat of his skin, the faint tremble beneath her touch.

She pressed her lips to the join. First gently. Then with more weight. Then again, trailing small kisses from the outside edge in, until she reached the crease where thigh met groin.

Tim let out a choked sound — not quite a moan, not quite a protest.

She switched to the other leg. Gave it the same attention. She rubbed slow circles with her thumb, then kissed him again where the frills curved tightly against his flesh.

“I like this spot,” she said quietly. “It’s honest.”

Eventually, the resistance left his limbs. His breath came faster, cheeks glowing red. Sweat beaded at his temples, and the room seemed heavier now — the air saturated with submission and power, like fog rolling in through invisible cracks.

She adjusted her position on his chest, straddling higher now, and ran her fingers through his hair with surprising tenderness.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured. “So obedient.”

Then, without warning, she brought her hand around to his face, cupped his jaw, and slowly slipped two fingers past his lips.

His eyes widened.

She slid a third finger in, pressing gently but insistently on his tongue.

Tim made a soft, startled sound deep in his throat.

“Shhh,” she whispered. “Just breathe through it.”

His jaw quivered as she pushed just a bit deeper, testing his gag reflex. When he choked slightly, she stopped — not pulling away, but holding her fingers steady as she watched him struggle to adjust.

"Still okay?"

He blinked rapidly, but nodded as best he could.

“Good boy.”

Her thumb rested along his cheek as she kept her fingers in his mouth, filling it with her presence — not cruelly, not to hurt, but to own the space. To remind him who was in charge.

“See? Even your mouth listens to me.”

When she finally pulled her fingers free, saliva trailed after them. She wiped it on his chest without a second thought and smiled.

“Such a mess already.”

Kirsten leaned down, kissed his temple.

"You’re sweating. You’re flushed. You’re perfect."

He swallowed, dazed.

She knelt beside him again, brushing damp hair from his forehead.

"This is what I like, Tim. The push and pull. The resistance. The surrender."

He didn’t answer.

He just breathed.


Origin Stories

The living room was still. The only sound came from the occasional rustle of fabric as Kirsten shifted her weight, arranging the pillows she had pulled off the couch into a kind of soft nest on the floor. Tim lay between her legs now, his head resting gently against her belly, cradled in the crook of her thighs. The straitjacket was still snug around him, the bulk of the diaper pressing up against him when he moved, but the energy had drained from both of them. The storm of activity was over. They were cooling down.

Kirsten stroked his hair with slow, even movements, letting the rhythm settle them both. Her fingers combed through it like she was calming a child after a tantrum, or a patient who'd just come out of surgery. She said nothing at first. The moment didn’t ask for words right away.

Then, softly, like she was reading him a bedtime story:

"You know," she said, "I think my desire for control came from my little brother. He was really sick when we were young. My parents were overwhelmed, so I ended up taking care of him a lot. Not just making him soup or keeping him company. I had to bathe him. Change him, when he couldn’t get to the bathroom. Hold him down gently when the nurses came with the IVs."

Tim didn’t say anything, but she could feel him listening, his breath quiet and even against her leg.

"I hated seeing him hurt," she went on. "But a part of me... I liked that he needed me. That I could do something when no one else could. That I knew how to make him feel safe. And when he flinched, when he fought back against what had to happen, like the blood draws or the sponge baths—well, that just made me calmer. More focused. I’d pin him gently, and I’d keep my voice low. I’d say, 'I’ve got you. I’m not letting go until it’s done.'"

She traced a slow circle behind Tim’s ear with her thumb.

"I think that’s when it started for me. Control. Care. That line between them where they blend into the same thing."

There was a long silence. Then Tim’s voice, low and tentative.

He was quiet for a while. Kirsten didn’t rush him. Finally, in a low voice, he said, “I think I was around seven. Maybe eight. My parents had to go on some trip—I don’t remember if it was a cruise or a work thing—but they couldn’t bring me. So they left me with a woman I’d never met before. She was a friend of my mom’s, I guess. I was going to stay with her for a whole week.”

Kirsten kept stroking his hair, her touch making it easier for him to keep going.

“She lived kind of out in the countryside, and when I got there, I remember right away I saw all these baby things around the house—like bouncers, diaper bags, bibs, those foam play mats. I didn’t know what to think. It turned out she used to run a daycare, and she still watched a couple of younger kids during the day.”

He shifted uncomfortably in her lap. “I was already nervous, but then that first night she pulled out a diaper and said something like, ‘Let’s play it safe. You’re sleeping in one of these, just in case.’ I told her I didn’t need it, but she was firm about it—said accidents happen, and she didn’t want to clean the mattress. So I wore it. I was so embarrassed.”

He looked away for a moment, but Kirsten’s hand on his shoulder helped steady him.

“The next morning she asked if I wanted to keep wearing one. I said no, but I think I wanted to say yes for some odd reason. She kind of smiled and said, ‘Well, I’ll keep them out, just in case.’ That day I ended up back in one by the afternoon. I think she suggested it because we were going to be in the car for a while.”

Kirsten could hear the shame and excitement mixed in his voice, even now.

“And after that, it just sort of became the routine. She talked to me like I was younger than I was, kept offering to help me change, brought me snacks while I sat on the floor watching cartoons. And I didn’t stop her. I let it happen.”

He sighed. “Part of me loved it. I felt… safe. And small. And another part of me was completely mortified. I knew I was too old for it. I would have died if anyone from school had known.”

He swallowed.

“After that, I would think about diapers occasionally. But then puberty hit, and suddenly that memory started to feel... different. Powerful. Like it had been waiting for me to grow into it.”

Kirsten nodded, her expression unreadable, but her hands still soft, still stroking.

“Humiliation and comfort,” she said. “That’s a potent combination.”

“Yeah,” Tim whispered.

After a moment, she shifted slightly and looked down at him. “Tim, can I explain something to you? Something I’ve learned about all this?”

He nodded.

"Most people’s fantasies come from a place of contradiction. Especially taboo. Things they were told were wrong, or dangerous, or disgusting—but that they couldn’t stop thinking about. That tension gets planted early, sometimes so early you don’t even remember it happening. And when it hits just right, it blooms later into something that feels secret and electric and deeply personal.”

She smiled. “That doesn’t mean it’s bad. It means it’s powerful. That’s all.”

“Like me and diapers,” he said.

“Exactly,” she said. “But it’s not just you. I’ve seen it over and over.”

She shifted her weight again, propping herself on one elbow.

“Some people are obsessed with feet, right? Not because they think feet are pretty—though maybe they do—but because feet are low. Private. Dirty, even. They’re usually hidden. And when we’re kids, we’re often told not to touch feet. So it gets lodged in the brain as something you’re not supposed to want, which makes it hotter later.”

Tim’s eyes widened a little, following her every word.

“Or feminization,” she went on. “Say a boy grows up in a strict household, or a religious one, where he’s told that being girly is shameful. But then one Halloween, maybe he dresses up like a girl as a joke. And the moment he sees himself in a little skirt and pigtails, something clicks. It’s taboo, but it’s also freeing. So the seed is planted: ‘This is wrong… but it makes me feel more like myself than anything else ever has.’”

She paused, letting that hang for a moment.

“Or cuckolding,” she added, her voice thoughtful. “That’s huge in conservative communities. Especially devout ones where marriage is supposed to be sacred. But if you grew up believing sex was sinful, even in a marriage—especially if your parents were cold or distant—you might start to eroticize the idea of watching your partner cheat. Because it breaks all the rules. It throws gasoline on the fire of taboo.”

Tim nodded slowly.

“So it’s normal?” he asked. “That I… like what I like?”

“It’s human,” she said. “And the more we understand it, the more power we have to make it a source of joy instead of shame.”

He turned his head slightly, rubbing his cheek against her leg like a sleepy cat.

“I like hearing you talk like that,” he murmured.

Kirsten smiled.

They stayed like that for a while, bodies intertwined in silence. The daylight outside was beginning to fade, casting soft shadows across the walls.

Then, quietly, with the barest hint of embarrassment in his voice, Tim said:

“…I think I need to poop.”


I Never Lose

Kirsten stretched like a cat, toes flexing against the rug, then looked at him sideways. “So,” she said, conversationally, “do you like pooping in your diapers?”

He blinked. “That’s… a direct question.”

“I’m a direct woman.”

Tim glanced toward the window like it might offer him a way out. “I don’t really… do it. I mean, I’ve tried. A few times. I like the idea of it, but in practice, not so much.”

Kirsten tilted her head, curious. “Why not?”

He scratched at a seam in the carpet. “I guess… it’s messy. I don’t like the cleanup. It’s kind of a pain."

“But you have done it.”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “There’s this weird thing about it—it’s embarrassing, but in a way that sort of… makes you feel safe? I don’t know. Like, when you’ve pooped, you know you did something humiliating, and you can’t ignore it. It’s all-encompassing. It’s uncomfortable, but warm too. Weirdly soothing and disgusting.”

Kirsten nodded thoughtfully.

“Yeah. And the fact that someone else might know. That’s part of it too. It’s not something you can hide.”

“Well, you know me,” she said, stretching her arms up and letting them fall around her knees. “I like control. I like restricting movement. So how about this—let’s make a game out of it.”

He looked up, cautious but curious.

Kirsten stood and walked slowly toward the bathroom door. “The rules are simple. The bathroom is right there. All you have to do is get any part of your body inside it—even a fingertip. If you do, I’ll take off the straitjacket and diaper, and you can go poop like a big boy.”

He smiled nervously. “And… the catch?”

She returned and crouched so they were eye to eye. “The catch is I’m going to stop you.”

“You mean—”

“I’ll block you. Tackle you. Pin you. Smother you. I’ll use every inch of your body against you. If you poop before making it inside, I win.”

He grinned. “You’re on.”

His first attempt was cautious. He wriggled, inching forward, testing her reflexes. She intercepted easily, draping over his hips like a weighted blanket. But then—he surprised her.

He pushed. Not just squirmed—pushed. His legs locked, his core twisted, and he dragged her a full foot toward the hallway before she could reestablish control.

Kirsten’s eyebrows shot up, delighted. “Well, well,” she said, breath quickening. “You’ve been holding out on me.”

He didn’t respond—just kept driving forward, straining every muscle, the straitjacket creaking with the force. She had to work, digging in her heels, wrapping a leg around his to halt the momentum.

Their bodies tangled, rocking against the floor. She rolled him, but he rolled back. She straddled his waist, but he bucked, flipping her off. It was messy. Clumsy. Raw.

“Now this,” she panted, “is fun.”

Tim’s chest rose and fell fast. “You’re strong,” he gritted.

“So are you,” she grinned, lunging forward again. “But I’m stronger.”

She wrapped her arms around his torso and squeezed, forcing the air from his lungs in a gasp. He thrashed again, almost getting to his knees—but she dropped her full weight over him, bringing them crashing to the floor in a heap.

It took everything she had to hold him down.

Finally, breathless, he stopped resisting.

Kirsten hovered over him, panting too, hair falling loose. She pressed her lips to his ear. “You gave me a real fight.”

He was still beneath her. Trembling. Maybe from effort. Maybe from something else.

“I don’t think…” he whispered, “I don’t think I’m gonna win this game.”

Kirsten smiled, glowing with pride and power. “Hell yeah,” she whispered. “Because I never lose.”

She stayed on top of him, her breath slowing, cheek against his shoulder blade. One hand crept over his diapered hip, holding him close. His stomach rumbled loudly beneath her.

“Tick, tick, tick,” she murmured, and gently bit his ear.
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The Surrender

Tim was breathing hard.

His body trembled under the weight of everything that had happened—the pushing, the crawling, the failed charge toward the bathroom, the desperate resistance.

Kirsten was beside him, kneeling, calm and steady. She wasn’t trying to hold him down anymore. She didn’t need to.

“You’re really close now, aren’t you?” she said softly.

Tim just nodded, his face red and his breathing shallow.

“You’re not going to make it to the bathroom,” she added, with no tease in her voice—just quiet certainty. “And that’s okay.”

He squeezed his eyes shut.

“Let me help,” she said.

She gently guided him onto his knees and helped ease his upper body forward. She folded a blanket over the edge of the couch and let him lean against it, so he could rest his arms and head while his bottom was up, his diaper thick and round behind him.

“This is better,” she murmured. “Your body’s built to go like this. It’s easier this way.”

Tim let out a shaky breath. His stomach was tight. Everything in him said don’t, but everything else—his body, the hours of play, the position, the way she wasn’t judging him—was pushing him forward.

“I don’t know if I can do it,” he said quietly.

“You can,” she said. “It’s just hard because it goes against what you’ve always been told. Your brain’s trying to protect you, but you’re safe now. You’re not in trouble. You’re not going to get laughed at or yelled at. You’re just going to let your body do what it needs to do.”

She rested a hand gently on his lower back.

Tim bore down.

He gasped.

The mess filled his diaper in one long, slow wave. It was warm, thick, and unmissable. The padding sagged behind him, pressing against his skin. His whole body shivered as the last of it pushed out.

He had done it.

He had actually done it.

And now he was still. Embarrassed. Humiliated. But also… emptied, in more ways than one.

Kirsten didn’t speak for a few seconds. She didn’t move her hand either. Just kept it there—steady and warm.

“That was a big deal,” she said quietly.

“I feel gross,” he muttered.

She nodded. “I know. That’s normal. You just did something your brain has been trained your whole life not to do. And now you’re feeling the shock of it.”

Tim didn’t look up.

“You didn’t mess up,” she said. “You didn’t fail. You let go. That’s not weakness. That’s trust. That’s letting someone else see something you’ve always hidden.”

He let out a shaky breath. “I can’t believe I did it.”

“Here’s something I want you to remember,” Kirsten said. “When you were little, your mom's friend made you wear diapers, even when you didn’t want to. But over time, that became something your brain tied to being safe. Or cared for. Or maybe just not in trouble.”

Tim stayed quiet, but he was listening.

“And now, part of you still feels that. The diaper’s embarrassing, sure. Messing it even more so. But at the same time, it’s comforting. Because your body knows: you’re not alone this time. I’m here. I’m not mad. And you’re not in danger.”

Tim’s breathing slowed. His head sagged a little further into the blanket.

She reached down and gave the back of his diaper a soft, steady press—not to humiliate, but to remind him: this is real.

“Now stay just like that,” she said. “Let your body remember that it’s okay to be seen.”

And for the first time, Tim didn’t feel like hiding.


Full Contact

Tim stayed kneeling for a long time, his chest resting on the couch, his arms still wrapped inside the straitjacket. The mess in his diaper had started to settle and spread under its own weight. He hadn’t moved much—just breathed slowly, his cheeks still warm from what had happened.

Kirsten was behind him, sitting cross-legged on the rug.

She didn’t say anything at first.

Eventually, she shifted forward, her knees brushing the backs of his thighs. Her hands came up gently, resting over the back of his diaper. She didn’t press—just let them settle there.

“You’re probably wondering what comes next,” she said softly.

Tim didn’t answer, but he nodded just slightly.

“I’m not going to change you yet,” she said. “Not because I want to make it worse. But because there’s something here I want you to understand. Something about this moment.”

He stayed still.

“Do you feel how warm it still is?” she asked, her hand moving slowly across the back of his diaper, smoothing the padding in soft circles.

Tim let out a breath. “Yeah.”

“That warmth—that’s a big part of why this feels... intense. But not awful,” she said. “Because warm things usually mean comfort. Your body knows that. It’s learned that from the start.”

She shifted closer, one hand still over the back of his diaper, the other resting lightly on his shoulder.

“When we’re babies, warmth means Mom’s here. Or Dad. It means the bath is ready. It means you’re not alone. So even though your brain knows what you just did is supposed to be embarrassing, the heat tricks it into thinking… maybe this is okay.”

She gave the diaper a soft, even press—not rough, not teasing.

“And on top of that, you didn’t just wear the diaper. You used it. That’s something a lot of people who like this stuff dream about, but don’t actually do. Because it’s scary. It crosses a line.”

Tim’s face turned red. “It felt… real.”

“That’s because it is,” she said gently. “You can’t ignore it. It’s not just a fantasy now. It’s part of your body. Part of you.”

She leaned forward a little and pressed her cheek against his shoulder.

“I’m still here,” she said. “You did the embarrassing thing. And I didn’t go anywhere. That’s the piece that most people miss. The thing that makes it safe.”

Her hand returned to the back of the diaper, pressing gently again—spreading the warmth a little further.

“It’s like your brain is saying, ‘I messed up. I lost control.’ But your body is saying, ‘Someone’s here. I’m okay.’ That mix… that’s what makes it powerful.”

Tim shifted slightly. “It’s not just the diaper,” he said.

She smiled. “No. It’s the whole picture. The control. The trust. The way you let me guide you through something you’ve always been afraid of.”

She stroked his hair gently, then let her fingers trace the edge of the diaper around his thigh, not intrusively—just enough to let him feel it. To know it.

“You didn’t fail,” she said. “You let go. And I stayed. That’s what your brain needed to learn.”

He nodded slowly.

“And now,” she said, sitting back on her heels, “you’re going to stay in that diaper a little while longer. Not because you’re being punished. But because I want you to feel what it’s like to just… be with it. Not fix it. Not clean it up right away. Just sit with what happened, and know that you’re okay.”

Tim took a long, deep breath.

His body was messy. His emotions were raw.

But he wasn’t afraid anymore.

And Kirsten didn’t rush. She let him settle there—held by her presence, and by the softness of something he once thought would destroy him.


The Two Weeks That Changed Everything

The days that followed weren’t anything Tim could’ve predicted.

Kirsten left for just a few hours the morning after it all began. She said she needed to “grab a few more things.” When she returned, her arms were full—bags slung over each shoulder, a large duffel thumping against her hip. She looked proud. Relaxed. Like she was setting up camp for something long and important.

Inside the bags were tools. Toys, really—but only if you understood the kind of games she liked to play.

There were padded leather cuffs and polished metal ones. A red rubber mouth gag, shaped like a ball. Spools of soft rope, coiled neatly like stories waiting to be written. She laid them all out on the floor, careful and deliberate, letting Tim see everything without rushing to use them.

“This isn’t about punishment,” she said. “It’s about structure. About letting your body say what your words haven’t figured out yet.”

Tim didn’t fully understand at the time. But he listened. And he followed.

Each day after that, their rhythm deepened. She kept him diapered—sometimes snug and dry, sometimes not. She’d handcuff him before showers, guiding him into the warm spray, washing him slowly while he stood there with no way to help, no way to resist. She cleaned him like he was precious. Like the act itself was part of something sacred.

Sometimes she tied him up just to talk to him. To see what he'd say when he couldn’t fidget or pace or use his arms to protect himself.

Other times, it was just quiet. She’d read. He’d lie in her lap, arms wrapped tight in soft canvas or behind his back in cuffs, mouth gagged or not. She never pushed him too far. She just showed him where the edge was—and waited to see if he’d step closer.

And he did.

Not all at once. Not loudly.

But he started to trust the silence. To let himself feel what he was feeling, without apologizing for it.

There were moments he laughed. Moments he cried.

By the second week, he wasn’t afraid anymore. He was still shy, still quiet, still learning. But the shame had stopped roaring in his ears. It had become something smaller. Something he could look at. Something she’d helped him name.

He grew attached to her.

Of course he did.

Not just because of what they did—but because of how she made him feel while doing it. Seen. Challenged. Safe.

But even the best chapters end.

When it was time for him to leave, she didn’t make a speech. She just hugged him. Long. Real. Her chin rested on his shoulder, and she gave him a little squeeze before she let go.

“You’re going to be fine,” she said.

And he was.

They stayed in touch—emails, sometimes long, sometimes just a line or two. Every so often she’d send a picture of a new toy she thought he’d like.

He never forgot her.

How could he?

She had changed everything.

Not just the way he played.

But the way he understood himself.


Five Years Later

The bedroom was small and quiet, lit by the soft glow of a nightlight shaped like a jellyfish. A soft pink rug covered the floor. Stickers adorned the dresser—stars, hearts, tiny unicorns. On the bed, in a neat pile near the pillow, sat a collection of shark plushies.

She lay on her back in the middle of the bed, legs still slightly parted, her arms resting shyly by her sides. A freshly snug pull-up hugged her hips—lilac, with ruffled edges and little printed butterflies on the front. The hem of her dress barely reached her waist. It was a pale pastel pink, made of frilly cotton, puffed at the sleeves and fitted tightly at the chest. Something between a baby doll dress and a costume—childish, theatrical, and deeply personal.

Her hair was in pigtails, tied with little ribbons. Her face, while soft and feminine, still carried the vulnerable sheen of someone who had never done anything like this before.

Tim sat between her knees, resting back on his heels. His hands were folded in his lap now—his job was done.

He looked calm. Put-together. His beard was neatly trimmed, his posture relaxed. He wasn’t smiling exactly, but he radiated something warmer: certainty.

He patted the front of the pull-up once—gently.

“There,” he said. “All snug.”

She nodded, a little breathless.

They stayed like that for a moment.

Then he leaned forward a little, his voice calm.

“Tell me something Alexis. When did you realize you like pull ups?”

She hesitated, eyes flicking toward the ceiling, then back to him.

“I’ve never really told anyone,” she said.

“That’s okay.”

She exhaled slowly. “I don’t know exactly when it started. I just remember growing up and feeling… not quite right. In my skin, I mean.”

Tim nodded, gently.

“And for some reason, all I wanted—like, desperately—was to dress like a baby girl. Not even just a girl. A baby girl. With the pigtails and the ruffles and the bibs and everything. It made no sense at the time.”

“It makes sense now?” he asked.

“I mean, yeah. Sort of.” She laughed a little. “It just… felt good. Safer, I guess. Like I didn’t have to be anything else.”

She looked down at herself, hands brushing over her dress.

“I like pretending. Acting like a baby. Coloring. Having someone feed me gross mushy stuff. Talking like a toddler. Being silly. Helpless.”

“Sounds like you know yourself pretty well,” Tim said.

Her cheeks flushed. “It still feels weird to say out loud.”

“Yeah,” he said. “It does the first time.”

She looked at him again. Her voice was quieter now.

“Do you think that’s normal?”

Tim smiled.

“I think there’s a really good reason for it,” he said. “In fact… I might even be able to explain why it makes so much sense.”

Her eyes lit up with something halfway between curiosity and hope.

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” Tim said. He gently rested a hand over hers. “But not all at once.”

She nodded.

“Okay.”

Tim looked around the room. His eyes landed briefly on the pile of plush sharks, then returned to her.

“We’ve got time.”

And he meant it.
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