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The Phone Call

The sun hadn’t yet burned off the mist curling through the hollows of the Cage estate. Morning light drifted like gauze across the frost-laced hedges, catching on the gilded iron gate that marked the entrance to the Ashmere property, built with old railroad money.

Set deep in the rolling countryside of the Northeastern United States—an hour outside Lenox, Massachusetts—the house was a sprawling mansion of imported stone and decadent gardens. It had turrets with hand-cut slate roofs, a greenhouse with misted glass panes, and a winding gravel drive that had never known tire tracks from anything less than a Bentley.

The gardens were terraced, the hedgerows sculpted. There was a brook with a stone bridge carved in the likeness of Roman aqueducts. Even the geese flew over it as if instructed not to drop anything out of place.

Diamanta Cage was already awake. Her robe was pressed Egyptian cotton. Her slippers were Angora. Her breakfast tray—carried silently into the sunroom by Mrs. Whitby—held sliced persimmon, black tea, and a single almond croissant warmed to exactly body temperature. She read her news on a tablet in one hand, sipping tea with the other.

She had not inherited her wealth. She had built it.

From nothing.

At twenty-six, she founded Cage Enterprises, a debt acquisition firm that specialized in buying uncollectable accounts for pennies, then squeezing their owners until they paid. By thirty-five, she had acquired three competitors.

She was in the middle of composing a handwritten note to her state senator when her phone rang.

She let it ring once. Twice. Then lifted the receiver.

“Mother?” The voice was soft, female, and familiar.

“Lyra,” she said, setting the pen down. “Good morning, darling.”

They talked for five minutes about the weather. About the frost in the orchard. About the staff’s annual holiday bonus. About the pair of antique chairs Lyra and her new boyfriend had found in a Rhode Island auction house.

“How are you doing?” Lyra asked finally, more gently. “Without Father around?”

Diamanta’s voice didn’t change. “Efficiently.”

A pause. Then:

“Mother, there’s something I need to ask you. It’s... a bit unusual.”

Diamanta said nothing, only leaned back in her chair and traced the edge of her teacup with one long, polished nail.

“I wasn’t sure if I should bring it up at all. But I kept thinking... if there’s anyone who wouldn’t be surprised... it’s you. You have told me more than once that you have seen everything under the sun.”

Diamanta allowed the corner of her mouth to twitch upward.

Lyra continued. “Please don’t judge him. He’s a good man. He’s cute, and sweet, and he adores me."

Still, Diamanta said nothing.

“It’s just that… Nico told me something. Something personal. He said that he wants to wear diapers. Like, all the time. He said that he's always felt this way but has never admitted it to a partner before.”

Diamanta closed her eyes, and when she opened them, the smile had bloomed into full form.

She exhaled once, softly. Almost a laugh.

“Darling,” she said smoothly. “I think you and your cute boyfriend should come stay with me at Ashmere for a while.”


The Staff Briefing

The Winter Garden was not a garden in the usual sense. It was a chamber of glass and marble, walled with misted panes and topped with an arched ceiling imported from an abbey. Plants slept in orderly rows. The air smelled of polished wood and bergamot. It was used, when used at all, for briefings and formal photographs.

At precisely 10:59, every employee of the estate was already seated.

There were twelve of them in total. All women

At 11:00, Diamanta entered.

She wore dark gray silk. No jewelry. Her heels tapped once, then fell silent as she stopped in the center of the room.

She looked over her household—some young, some old, all loyal.

Mrs. Whitby sat nearest the head of the long glass table, posture perfect.

Next to her: Miss Flora, the unsmiling garden supervisor.

Beside her: Rosie and Elsie, the twenty-something twins with identical cream blouses and opposite expressions—one beaming, one shy.

The rest of the staff filled out the circle:

Nora – the chef, thick-waisted and sharp-eyed, hands always dusted with flour.

Imani – head of laundry, wiry, quiet, with sleeves always rolled to the elbow.

Genevieve – personal dresser and wardrobe archivist, draped in lavender like a ghost.

Agnes and Thea – cleaning team, both in their fifties, always found whispering in corners.

Callie – groundskeeping apprentice, fresh out of a conservation program, now the youngest in the house.

Renata – the estate administrator, always with a clipboard, always three steps ahead of everyone.

Diamanta took her place at the end of the table and folded her hands.

“My daughter and her boyfriend will be arriving this week,” she said, without preamble. “They will be staying with us for an indefinite period.”

A few brows lifted. But no one interrupted.

“She will be staying in the guest suites, but he will not be accompanying her. He will be living in the nursery wing.”

Only Callie reacted, a slight tilt of the head. The rest were trained.

“Some of you recall the systems we put in place when my husband’s health declined. The crib. The feeding chair. The restraints. Those items remain in excellent condition.”

She drew a slow breath.

“The young man—Nico—is not ill. But he has expressed a desire for a return to babyhood. To be cared for, swaddled, and stripped of responsibility.”

She let that sink in. No judgment. No elaboration.

“Some of you will be directly involved in his care.”

She gestured gently.

“Mrs. Whitby will oversee structure—bedtimes, discipline, tracking regression.

Miss Flora, you will handle garden walks and activities.

Rosie and Elsie, you are the comforters. Feedings, changings, emotional softening.”

She then turned her gaze to the rest.

“The rest of you—your duties will not change. Nora, the kitchen continues as always. But be prepared for modified meal trays on a scheduled basis.”

“Yes, madam,” Nora said without hesitation.

“Laundry, cleaning, linens, accounting—it all continues uninterrupted. You are not expected to manage the baby. But you will treat him accordingly should you encounter him.”

Imani raised a brow. “Accordingly, madam?”

Diamanta smiled faintly. “As you would any child of the house. With care. With boundaries. And without indulging.”

There was a quiet murmur of understanding.

She stepped away from the table.

“I have always believed,” she said, letting her voice deepen, “that men are only useful in brief moments. The rest of the time, they’re better off comforted and contained. And every woman in this room has been hand selected by me because you share similar beliefs.”

She walked slowly behind the chairs, letting her presence fill the room.

“My husband resisted. So I waited. I picked his clothes out every day, dictated his schedule, selected his meals… until his body gave me permission to do what his pride never would. To treat him like a baby.”

She stopped near the window, watching mist cling to the garden glass.

“Now, we have permission from the start. And I expect you to treat this as the privilege it is.”

She turned.

“He fills his diaper, you praise him.

He fusses, you feed him.

He disobeys, you discipline him.”

She gave them all a confident stare.

“You are dismissed.”


Arrival

The sky was the color of pewter. Low clouds pressed like damp wool across the Berkshire trees, muffling every sound. A cold drizzle fell, soft but steady, turning the gravel drive into a muted hiss beneath the tires of the arriving car.

From inside the estate, the grounds seemed to narrow under the fog. The orchard disappeared. The distant hills collapsed inward. It was a day that made everything feel smaller. Closer. Contained.

By Diamanta’s command, the front steps had been polished that morning. The staff wore slate-gray uniforms with pale lapels. They stood in a precise line, six to the left, six to the right, hands folded, eyes straight ahead. Not quite a military reception. But not far from it.

At the stroke of 4:00 p.m., the black car pulled into the roundabout. Its headlights caught the mist and threw streaks of white across the old stone.

The doors opened.

Lyra stepped out first.

She looked like she had stepped off the cover of a lifestyle magazine—tall, elegant, her coat belted tightly at the waist, black leather gloves folded in one hand. Her lips were painted a subtle garnet. Her heels clicked once against the steps before she looked up at the house and smiled.

She looked, in every way, like she belonged here.

Nico followed behind her. He carried two small suitcases and wore a dark wool coat over slim charcoal slacks. His glasses were clean, his shoes shined, his hair deliberately tousled in that effortless, handsome-professor kind of way. He looked clever. Like someone who could charm a room at a dinner party or disappear into the corner of a bookshop. But there was a restlessness in the way his fingers drummed against the suitcase handles. A jitter beneath the calm.

He wasn’t sure what he had walked into.

Diamanta descended the stairs like a queen on an invisible throne. Her presence was understated, but total. She wore deep navy silk with black onyx buttons and a silver brooch shaped like a pinecone—symbol of wisdom, renewal, and control.

“Darling,” she said, embracing Lyra.

Their hug was warm, long. Familiar. Lyra pressed her face against her mother’s shoulder and smiled.

Then Diamanta turned to Nico.

She didn’t hug him. She reached out, took his hand, and held it firmly in both of hers.

“You must be the baby,” she said gently.

Nico blinked.

Then blushed.

“Uh—I'm Nico.”

She smiled. “You’ll forgive me. We’ve had some very direct conversations in this house.”

She gestured toward the doors.

“Come. The staff will bring your things to your rooms. I’ve had a small spread prepared in the parlor.”

They followed her in.

The parlor smelled like cedar and saffron. A low fire crackled in the hearth. Tea had been laid out with honey biscuits, sliced apples, and a pitcher of cream. Diamanta poured for everyone herself.

They sat in a triangular arrangement—Diamanta in the wingback by the fire, Lyra and Nico side-by-side, their knees nearly touching.

Nico looked pale.

Lyra reached over and took his hand. He gripped hers back, tightly.

Diamanta folded her hands in her lap.

“I wanted to speak with you,” she said, “before we begin.”

Nico opened his mouth, then closed it.

Diamanta smiled.

“First of all, I want you to know—I support you. What you’ve asked for is not strange. It’s not wrong. It’s not embarrassing.”

He swallowed.

“I believe,” she went on, “that all men are babies. You simply had the self-awareness to admit it.”

Lyra let out a soft, nervous laugh. Nico gave a shaky smile.

Diamanta leaned back.

“In fact, if I had my way, every man would be in diapers. It would make the world a more manageable place.”

That broke the tension. Nico chuckled, more genuinely this time.

Diamanta allowed it. Then she let the air settle again.

“You’ve come here with a purpose. And I’ve invited you because I’m equipped—more than most—to help.”

Nico nodded slowly.

She continued.

“However, I must be clear. This house has rules. It has routines. And it has structure.”

She let that word hang.

“Once you enter the nursery wing, you are no longer a guest. You are a baby. And you will be treated as such.”

Nico’s smile faded slightly.

Diamanta’s tone did not sharpen. It didn’t need to.

“You will not dress yourself. You will not decide when you eat, when you speak, or when you use your diaper. That will all be handled by Lyra, myself, or by the staff I assign.”

She took a sip of her tea.

“You asked for diapers. I understand. But once you’re in one, you will be treated accordingly. No half-measures. No indulgence of ego.”

She looked directly at him.

“Do you understand?”

He hesitated. Then nodded.

She tilted her head.

“Say it.”

He swallowed. His voice was quiet.

“I understand.”

“Good boy.”

The room was still. The fire popped.

Diamanta sat back with perfect calm.

“Your room has been prepared,” she said. “You’ll be moved in after dinner. Until then, you’re welcome to enjoy the house. But I suggest you stay close to Lyra. The staff have already been instructed on your status.”

Nico looked like he wanted to ask a question. Then thought better of it.

Diamanta smiled faintly.

“I’ll leave you to get settled. Dinner is at six. And your new life begins at seven.”

She rose, left her teacup on the tray, and swept from the room like a curtain closing.


Dinner

The dining room at Ashmere was cathedral-like in scale, but candlelit in tone. The ceilings rose in vaults of old wood, the walls lined with portraits and gilt-framed hunting prints, but the table itself—long enough to seat twenty—was set for just three.

The storm had deepened outside. Rain whispered steadily against the leaded-glass windows. Thunder rolled softly in the distance, like furniture being dragged through the clouds.

Dinner was served by candlelight. Two footmen brought in trays—both women, of course—placing silver-domed plates in front of each guest.

Lyra was seated to the right of her mother. Nico, to the left.

They sat in silence as the covers were removed.

Coq au vin, buttered baby carrots, garlic pommes purée. Water was poured into crystal glasses.

Diamanta did not greet Nico. Did not ask how he was adjusting. Did not even glance his way.

Instead, she turned to Lyra and said warmly, “Darling, how are your orchids doing? The ones I sent last Christmas.”

“Oh—they bloomed beautifully in the spring,” Lyra said, voice steady but eyes occasionally darting toward Nico. “I’ve never seen colors like that. But then, of course, the summer heat…”

“Too dry?” Diamanta asked.

“We tried moving them, but yes. They lost petals in a matter of days.”

Diamanta clicked her tongue softly. “Mmm. Yes. Like men. Give them too much warmth, they collapse.”

Lyra blinked. Then smiled.

Nico shifted slightly in his chair. His napkin was still folded across his lap, untouched.

Diamanta reached for her fork.

“I must say,” she continued, “it’s a relief to finally get some use out of the nursery wing again. So much of it was wasted after your father passed. But I kept it ready. Just in case.”

Lyra set her glass down. “You didn’t throw anything out?”

“Of course not. I had everything custom-made. Do you know what it costs to have a high chair designed for a six-foot-tall man? One that still locks? Still straps? Still stays firmly in place when baby struggles?”

Nico cleared his throat nervously.

Neither woman looked at him.

“I still have the crib, naturally,” Diamanta went on. “The side rails come up with a latch system—very smooth. The mattress is memory foam. Waterproof, of course. Your father never complained.”

“Dad slept in it?” Lyra asked carefully.

Diamanta leaned back, smiling.

“Toward the end, yes. But I tried long before that. He always found an excuse not to. But when the illness came, he had no choice. And, I must say, he was calmer once he surrendered to it.”

Nico glanced between them, unsure if he was supposed to talk.

Diamanta didn’t stop.

“I still have several pairs of the mittens. Quilted, satin-lined, buckled at the wrist. No fingers, of course. And the booties—they’re padded so nicely I think he could’ve walked across hot stone and not felt a thing.”

Lyra smiled in disbelief. “You bought all those things?”

“Oh, darling. You have no idea.”

She leaned forward, voice lowering in delighted confidence.

“I have pacifiers. Some just for sucking, some with rubber gags inside. I even have one that straps around the head—like a little muzzle. I have numbing ointments to coat the nipples so baby can't speak properly.”

She looked giddy now. Actually giddy.

“I have bottles that hold 32 ounces. I have a leg spreader bar, with loops for ankle restraints. I have a diaper-changing platform that can support up to 300 pounds. I have straight jackets, onesies, bibs, bonnets, teething rings. I have diuretics, laxatives, muscle relaxants, catheters.”

She ticked them off like cherished possessions.

“I have crawling cuffs, I have toys that lock, I have time-out furniture. I have a rocking horse with straps.”

She spoke with the energy of a schoolgirl showing off a collection.

Lyra looked stunned. And a little amazed.

Nico opened his mouth.

“I don't know if I want all those things.”

Both women paused.

Then Diamanta glanced at him. Once.

“I didn’t ask you to speak, sweetheart.”

Nico froze.

Silence returned.

Diamanta reached for her wine.

“I even have a voice monitor system, like a baby cam—but designed to record voice tone and stress level. It lights up if the baby gets too fussy.”

“That’s… incredible,” Lyra said, stunned.

Diamanta beamed.

“I never got to try all of it. Your father—well, you know. He had his pride. But I do believe this time will be different.”

Lyra hesitated. “I always knew you thought men were babies—I mean, you said it all the time growing up. But I didn’t know you actually tried to... treat Dad like one. I thought it was all just talk.”

Diamanta paused only a moment.

“I started with his wardrobe. His routines. Took away decisions. Softly, over time. He resisted, of course. But the less he had to worry about, the calmer he became. I never pushed too hard. Not until the illness gave me permission.”

She took a sip of tea.

“And even then—he never admitted he liked it. But he stopped fighting it. That was enough.”

Lyra sat back, absorbing this. A faint flicker of recognition in her eyes. It all made more sense now. Her mother’s favorite sayings. Her father’s oddly simple routines. The quiet, unspoken power in the house.

And now—here it was again. But this time, a willing participant. With no shame. No hiding.

Diamanta turned her gaze back to Nico.

“And now,” she said with a devilish smile, “we get to do it properly.”


The Nursery Wing

Dinner ended like a ritual.

No words. Just movement.

Diamanta stood first. Renata moved immediately to her side, flipping open her leather-bound schedule book with practiced grace. Together, they glided from the dining room like queens inspecting a gallery.

Lyra took Nico’s arm. He followed, not entirely sure where they were going—only that the room had already decided.

Behind him came the others.

Mrs. Whitby. Miss Flora. Rosie. Elsie.

He could feel them. Four women, closing in behind like a current.

He was surrounded.

They entered a long corridor. The flooring was dark, expensive hardwood—lacquered to a mirror-sheen, whispering under polished soles.

For a few seconds, the only sound was the tapping of heels.

Six women in total—Renata, Diamanta, Lyra, and the four behind him. All in heels.

It was like being escorted to judgment.

Then Diamanta spoke.

She didn’t turn.

“Nico,” she said calmly. “When did you first know you wanted to wear diapers?”

Nico hesitated.

He glanced sideways at Lyra, his expression almost pleading—she really expects me to answer this?

Lyra gave his arm an encouraging squeeze. And then—gently, smoothly—she placed her hand on the small of his back and guided him forward.

He obeyed.

“I… I think I’ve always kind of known, For as long as I can remember.” he said. 

They turned down another corridor—this one lined with oil paintings.

Women stared down from the walls in elaborate dresses and armor and mourning veils. The kind of women who ran estates. Started empires. Buried husbands.

Diamanta’s tone remained steady.

“Did you ever sneak them? Once you were out of them?”

He blinked—hard.

His head jerked back, eyes wide. He looked behind him to see if the others were still there.

They were. All four. Walking quietly. Watching.

He turned forward again quickly, blushing hot, heart thudding.

“Lots of times,” he admitted. “Whenever I could.”

“Mmm.” Her voice dipped slightly, amused. “Tell me about the first time.”

They entered an interior courtyard—sunken stone paths, a lemon tree in each corner, a central fountain shaped like a classical nymph pouring water from a jug.

Nico’s voice was soft.

“I stole a few diapers my little sister’s drawer. I tried to tape two of them together so they’d fit me.”

“And?”

“My mom found them. And she found me trying them on. She got… really angry. She said it was wrong. That I was too old. She made me promise never to do it again.”

Diamanta didn’t pause.

“She had it backwards.”

He looked up.

She continued, not looking at him.

“You weren’t too old, Nico. You were too honest for her to handle.”

They passed a small conservatory filled with glassy orchids. The air grew sweeter.

“You recognized something true. And instead of helping you, she punished it.”

Nico said nothing. But his blush deepened.

“You were right,” Diamanta said. “All men need diapers. You simply had the bravery to admit it first.”

They turned one final time.

Ahead stood a large, ornate door.

Elegant—cream enamel with carved details of lambs and birds in soft relief.

Diamanta reached for the brass handle and turned it with quiet ease.

Click.

Warm air drifted out—faintly lavender, faintly powdered.

Diamanta looked back at Nico for the first time since they’d left the dining room.

Her eyes sparkled.

“Welcome home, sweetheart.”

Chapter 2 – First Steps

The ornate door creaked open.

Warm, lavender-sweet air spilled out like a sigh.

There were two women ahead of Nico—Renata and Diamanta—walking in tandem with graceful authority. Their heels tapped lightly across polished hardwood, their pace unhurried, unbothered.

But Nico felt his own steps falter.

He was no longer simply following.

He was being guided.

Lyra walked with him, one arm around his waist, the other gently hooked through the crook of his elbow across her body. Her fingers gave soft squeezes as they walked, steadying him, coaxing him forward.

He appreciated it. Needed it.

Because his palms were starting to sweat.

Goosebumps rippled across his arms. A strange flutter had begun to build behind his ribs. Not panic, exactly—but the feeling you get just before a roller coaster drops. The feeling that something was happening you couldn't undo.

Behind him came the others.

Four women.

Their presence was unmistakable. Escorting. Ensuring. Making sure he walked through that door expeditiously.

And he almost didn’t.

Just for a second, he paused on the threshold. One foot still in the hallway, one foot forward.

He didn’t know why.

He just had a feeling—a tight, wordless pang deep in his belly—that once he crossed this line, he wouldn’t be walking back out again. Not in the same way.

Lyra leaned in. Her voice was soft. “It’s okay, baby. I’m right here.”

But his legs wouldn’t move.

And then—two hands. Gentle. On his back.

A little push.

Then another.

The twins.

Rosie on one side, Elsie on the other. Their arms now slid around his waist, not quite restraining—but not letting go either.

And just like that, he was inside.

The room was not what he expected.

The air was warm. Softly filtered. Like a private spa or a neonatal clinic.

The lighting came from above—frosted globes recessed into high ceilings, flickering ever so faintly, like clouds drifting over sun.

But the room itself…

It felt clinical.

To his left: a row of large, adult-sized prams. Some reclined completely flat. Others were upright with high backs, full harness systems, and polished chrome frames. One was rose gold. One was powder blue. One was navy, with silver stitched trim that caught the light like thread made from glass.

Next to them stood a wall-mounted rack of accessories—diaper bags, sun hats, mittens, and soft blankets, all folded and sorted by size.

The twins stayed close.

Rosie gave him a soft nudge forward, and Elsie gently took his arm.

“C’mon, cutie,” she said sweetly. “We’ve got more to see.”

From this room, a wide observation window looked out into the next chamber.

And that’s when Nico’s breath caught.

Because the room beyond the glass was enormous.

The playroom looked like something out of a royal daydream—sunlight pouring in from cathedral-high windows, filtered through drapes the color of warm milk. The walls were painted with murals of storybook forests, pastel castles, and dreamy moons smiling down over fields of toys.

Everything inside was scaled up.

Stuffed animals the size of love seats.

Jumbo foam blocks stacked like ancient ruins.

An indoor slide that curled like a ribbon into a padded pit of oversized plastic balls.

A bouncer built into the floor.

A rocking horse taller than he was.

Plush carpeting so thick it looked like a mattress.

And hanging above it all, suspended from the ceiling by glimmering silver wire: a mobile of stars, clouds, and rainbows slowly spinning in complete silence.

“Oh my God,” Nico muttered, barely audible. “This is… insane.”

He wasn’t even sure what he meant by it. That it was beautiful? Terrifying? Unbelievable?

He didn’t have words.

Lyra gasped softly. “Mom…”

She turned, blinking.

“When did you do all this?”

Diamanta was beaming now—actually beaming—hands clasped together in a girlish flutter.

“Isn’t it wonderful?” she said brightly. “I did most of it after you left for college. Once I didn’t have to worry about you stumbling across it, I had so much more freedom to build.”

She stepped forward, touching the frame of a navy pram with a featherlight tap.

“I wanted to finish it in time for your father’s illness, but… well, I suppose Nico gets the full version.”

Nico could hardly hear her.

The room, the warmth, the smells, the steady, confident hands of the twins on either side of him—he felt like he was in a trance. Like the air itself was thicker in here. Softer.

The twins nudged him again—this time into the playroom itself.

The door opened with a soft hiss.

And the room swallowed him whole.

It was warm.

Bright.

Endless.

He looked around, stunned—and saw more doors. Three of them.

One near the corner, marked discreetly with a moon symbol.

One on the far wall with a droplet motif.

And one tucked beside a mirrored alcove labelled staff.

Each one was a passage to something deeper. Something more permanent.

Then he caught sight of something in the far corner of the room—tucked behind a plush divider made to look like a cluster of alphabet blocks.

It was a feeding station. Deliberately separate from the rest of the play area.

There was a low cabinet, a refrigerator, and a countertop with baby bottles, bibs, and labeled formula tins.

And in the center of it, facing the room like a throne, stood a high chair.

Tall. Rounded. Glossy white.

The tray was locked in place with double-latches. The seat was contoured and fitted with a five-point harness—shoulder straps, waist straps, a padded center bar that forced the legs apart like a spreader.

He stared at it.

“…I like diapers,” he said softly, almost to himself. “But I’ve never really been into all this… restraint stuff.”

The twins didn’t answer.

They just looked at each other.

And giggled.


Getting Ready

The giggling didn’t stop.

Rosie and Elsie gripped him gently—one on each side. Not forceful. But firm. They kept him moving forward through the cavernous playroom like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Nico couldn’t remember the last time he’d been guided like this—escorted by women, not with malice, but with this eerie, casual certainty. He felt like a package being delivered.

Then, the two older women staff appeared.

They flanked the group seamlessly, as if summoned.

One moved ahead and opened the wide cream-colored door with a droplet motif carved into the surface—the bathroom.

The other walked in ahead of them without a word.

Behind Nico, he could hear Lyra and Diamanta talking now—almost too casually.

“I had that one custom-designed,” Diamanta was saying brightly, gesturing toward a contraption hanging on the wall. “It’s called the Crawling Companion. The velvet covering is Italian.”

Lyra tilted her head as she stepped closer. “Wait—is that… all one piece? It looks like velvet covered bars with some latches.”

“Oh Yes!,” Diamanta purred. “There are three bars in total. One connects the mittens, one connects the booties, and a third links them both together and extends beyond his hands and feet. Once he’s strapped in, he’s perfectly positioned—on hands and knees. He can’t stand, can’t roll, can’t even shift too far in either direction.”

Lyra gave a surprised laugh. “So it makes him crawl?”

“Exactly,” Diamanta beamed. “He’ll shuffle along like a little beetle. Arms forward, knees apart. It’s terribly limiting—but very safe. He won’t be able to stand up no matter how hard he tries.”

Lyra leaned in slightly, inspecting the velvet-padded joints. “And this part? The chain?”

“Oh, that connects the arm bar to a collar,” Diamanta said, as though discussing embroidery. “Keeps his shoulders tilted forward. He’ll look so sweet, just trying to keep up.”

Lyra shook her head, half in awe. “You really thought of everything.”

Diamanta gave a delighted little sigh. “Of course I did. When a man agrees to be your baby, darling, the least you can do is give him the proper tools to succeed.”

Nico didn’t know how to process that.

The open door yawned ahead of him.

Rosie and Elsie guided him through without asking.

The bathroom was massive. And quiet.

Sterile tile walls, soft cream floor mats, a long row of cabinets, and overhead lighting that gave everything a gently glowing tone.

And no toilet.

That was the first thing Nico noticed.

There was a bathing tub—deep and massive, with gentle railings. And beside that: a stand-up wash station, like a shower but bigger, with molded footrests and arm supports padded in pale mint foam.

Restraint straps hung loosely from the sides.

Everything was oversized. Everything was adjustable.

He turned slightly, his breath catching.

Mrs. Whitby stepped forward. She was elegant in a gray blouse with her sleeves rolled precisely to the elbow. Sharp-eyed but calm.

“All right, sweetheart,” she said, her voice warm but firm. “Time to get you ready for your diaper.”

He blinked.

“We need to get you all cleaned up, okay?” she continued. “So we’re going to take off those big boy clothes and give you a nice wash. You’ll feel much better.”

Rosie gave his arm a squeeze. Elsie was already undoing the top button of his shirt.

He panicked.

“Wait—uh—no, I—”

He looked around, as if expecting a way out.

And then—Diamanta’s voice.

Clear. Commanding.

“Don’t be ashamed, Nico.”

He froze.

“Babies don’t need modesty. They need care.”

Mrs. Whitby nodded gently. “Exactly right, madam.”

He stood there, stiff and red-faced, as hands began to undress him.

Four women. Quick. Efficient. Calm.

Rosie and Elsie slid off his sweater. Unbuckled his belt. Down came the slacks. Off came the shoes. Socks. Undershirt.

It was happening so fast—he couldn’t even keep up with what had come off and when.

He instinctively moved to cover himself.

One of the older women—Miss Flora—picked up his clothes and walked briskly to a small staff door at the back of the bathroom. She passed through it without a word.

His clothes were gone.

Gone.

Rosie and Elsie took his arms again.

“Let’s get you into the shower, baby,” Rosie said softly.

“You’ll feel so much better after,” Elsie added, her voice sing-song.

They led him to the shower unit.

Mrs. Whitby met them there, adjusting the straps and fixtures with quiet precision.

“There we go,” she murmured. “Feet on the pads… arms right here.”

Restraints fastened around his wrists and ankles.

He was surrounded.

And now—he was going to be shaved.


Pacified

The restraints were snug now.

Nico stood in the molded shower unit, arms fastened, feet on padded rests. The water was already running—warm, gentle, cascading from overhead like a rain machine in a spa.

Rosie and Elsie moved around him with practiced ease, adjusting knobs, checking spray angles, placing soft cloths and shaving tools within reach. Their energy was calm, efficient. Not a hint of awkwardness.

This wasn’t new to them.

Before they joined him inside the shower area, the twins turned toward a small linen cabinet along the far wall. They each retrieved something and quickly changed—stepping out of their uniforms and into modest white bathing suits stored in labeled drawers. The transition was smooth, casual.

“Is all this really… necessary?” Nico asked, voice tight.

He wasn’t sure who he was asking.

But it didn’t matter.

Because Diamanta’s voice floated across the room like the voice of God.

“I think now is a good time for your pacifier, sweetheart.”

He blinked.

Her tone was unbothered. Certain.

“You’re experiencing a lot of sensory overload,” she went on. “The pacifier will help you calm down. Trust me—it makes things much easier.”

“Open up,” came a voice behind him.

He startled.

Focused on the twins, he hadn’t even realized someone was back there. His head turned awkwardly over one shoulder.

“Who the—”

Before he could finish, the soft rubber teat of a pacifier was gently—but firmly—slipped into his mouth. The straps wrapped around his head and fastened tight with practiced fingers.

He blinked, confused, as Miss Whitby tightened the buckle behind his head.

“There we go,” she said soothingly, patting his shoulder. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

He didn’t answer.

He couldn’t.

The shaving began slowly.

Rosie started with a cloth—lathering gentle soap across his chest and arms. Elsie worked from below, washing his legs and feet with circular motions, careful and slow.

Then came the shaving cream. The soft gliding of razors.

They moved up and down, side to side, smoothing his skin in long, practiced strokes. His calves, thighs, belly, arms—even the fine hairs behind his knees.

He felt their fingers constantly. They hummed while they worked.

It took time. And it was thorough.

He closed his eyes.

And for a while, he let go.

From the far side of the bathroom, Diamanta and Lyra watched calmly.

Diamanta smiled. “Do you want to come with me to the nursery?” she asked. “We can pick out his clothes together.”

Lyra gave a soft nod. “Sure. Let’s go see what we’ve got.”

The two women turned and crossed to the next door. It was painted the same soft cream as the others—marked with a moon.

They opened it and disappeared through, voices drifting softly behind them.

A moment later, Miss Whitby followed. She gave the girls a nod and passed through the same door, to ready the crib and supplies.

The twins finished their work slowly, rinsing Nico clean with long, slow sweeps of the handheld sprayer.

Then they shut off the water.

He stood there dripping, arms still strapped to the molded supports, pacifier bobbing gently with each breath.

Rosie and Elsie grabbed towels from the nearby shelf and began drying him. The same gentle hands. The same quiet humming.

Once he was fully dry, Rosie opened a small jar from the shelf above the sink.

“Baby oil time,” she said softly. “Gotta keep that skin nice and soft.”

They worked it in gently, in slow, sweeping motions—legs, chest, arms, every inch of him.

The oil was warm. Slightly sweet.

Everywhere they touched, his skin tingled.

He smelled like something innocent. Like something taken care of.

He didn’t speak.

He couldn’t.

He just sucked slowly on the pacifier and watched it happen.


The First Diaper

Rosie and Elsie finished rubbing the baby oil into Nico’s skin, then stepped away with a final pat to his shoulders.

“Stay right here, sweetie,” Rosie said with a smile. “We’re gonna dry off too.”

The twins pulled towels from the cabinet and began drying themselves. Their white bathing suits clung damply to their frames, and they chatted softly as they changed back into their crisp, matching uniforms—pressing stray hairs back into place, slipping shoes back on.

The room smelled of powder and soap. The pacifier in Nico’s mouth bobbed gently as he breathed, still restrained in the upright shower unit, glistening under the warm lights.

The staff door creaked open.

Miss Flora returned.

She moved without ceremony, gathering the girls’ damp swimwear, the used towels, and every last soiled cloth or shaving tool. In one smooth motion, she bundled them into a wide laundry bin and swept through the staff door again, closing it silently behind her.

Rosie stepped up first, unbuckling Nico’s left wrist and ankle. Elsie followed suit on the right. Then both moved to his sides, slipping their arms around his waist with practiced ease, each of them taking an elbow with their outside hand.

The moment he was freed, he was being led again.

Guided.

Naked.

Warm and baby-slick and feeling far too exposed.

His legs moved without thinking. He was too dazed to resist. The pacifier muffled his breathing as they led him toward the nursery door—still slightly ajar.

As they reached the threshold, it opened fully from the other side.

Miss Whitby stood in the glow of the nursery. Her expression calm. Welcoming. Like she had always known he would be here.

The room was stunning.

Tall ceilings. Crown molding. Sunlight spilled through wide windows draped with soft cream blackout curtains—currently tied back to reveal a view of a stone path winding down to a lily-ringed pond. A white bench sat beneath a willow tree, untouched.

The nursery smelled of lavender and talc, soft cotton and sunshine.

There were stuffed animals arranged in quilted hammocks. Two rocking chairs sat beneath the windows, with plush cushions and crocheted throws.

But what caught Nico’s eye next was overwhelming:

Clothing. Everywhere.

Neatly arranged. Beautifully displayed.

Open armoires held rows of footie pajamas in soft blues, pinks, buttery yellows, and lavender. Some had stars. Some had clouds. Some had stitched animals—bunnies, giraffes, ducks.

A long dresser displayed folded stacks of onesies, bibs, mittens, and bonnets. Each drawer was labeled in elegant script: Naptime, Feeding, Playwear.

And on the wall: a long open shelving unit filled with diapers.

Hundreds of them.

Soft plastic, pastel prints, folded thick and high. They had images of Lions. Bears. Building blocks. Ducks in sailor hats. There were baskets with powder, wipes, rash cream, even pacifier clips arranged like jewelry.

Nico felt like he had stepped into a boutique for babies.

Except… it was all for him.

Then he saw the crib.

Large. Ornate. Ivory-painted wood with intricate latticework. The drop rail was already lowered, the mattress dressed in a quilted spread with a moon-and-stars motif.

And beside it—

The changing table.

Wide. Padded. Beautifully built. Fitted with leather-trimmed restraints at the ankles, wrists, and chest. Nico was guided to it like someone approaching the gallows.

Rosie and Elsie helped him up with grace.

He lay back, skin flushed, pacifier shifting softly in his mouth. The surface cradled him slightly, giving under his weight just enough to feel enveloping.

The twins secured his wrists and chest before moving to the foot of the table and securing his ankles.

Then without a word, they reached down and unlatched something on either side—hidden clasps, just out of his sight.

The bottom of the table split open—the panels separating gently, parting his legs wide like a gynecologist’s chair.

He gasped behind the pacifier. He was fully open. Fully exposed.

Then Diamanta stepped forward.

She towered between his legs with confident elegance, hands folded, eyes gleaming.

“Girls,” she said gently, “let’s give him some mittens.”

She turned to Lyra. “Darling, would you pick out a pair?”

Rosie and Elsie led Lyra to the mitten drawer—a lacquered case near the dresser, filled with quilted restraint mittens in soft pastel shades. Some were cotton. Some were velvet-lined. All were buckle-fastened, with no finger openings.

Lyra hesitated, scanning the options, then smiled.

“These,” she said, choosing a pale green pair with tiny satin bows stitched at the wrist.

The twins nodded, each taking one.

They returned to the table—one on either side of Nico.

Each girl gently guided his hand into the open mitten, threading his fingers into individual puffy stitched slots soft and thick, every digit padded into its own place, locked in gentle stasis.

He could feel the give of the material—but there was no grip. No dexterity. Only shape.

Diamanta began her work.

She unfolded the diaper—massive, fluffy, printed with pastel lions and building blocks. She slid it under him and adjusted the wings with delicate precision.

Next came rash cream. Her hands cool, methodical. Smooth strokes. Unhurried.

Then powder. A warm puff across his hips and belly. The smell of innocence.

All the while—she stared at him.

Her expression powerful. Intimate. Excited.

“You look at me just like he did,” she whispered. “That look right as I taped him in his first diaper. The one that says, Am I ever getting my freedom back?”

She drew the front of the diaper up and over his belly.

On either side of him, the twins buckled the mittens in place.

One final seal.

Two soft clicks.

His hands vanished beneath quilted padding.

And he was encased.

Diamanta finished the four waistband tapes.

The diaper was on.

He was fully bound.

Fully theirs.

Diamanta placed her hand on the front of the diaper, pressing it down gently.

“Just perfect,” she whispered.

Lyra, still by the mittens drawer, watched in silent awe.

Her mother wasn’t just in control.

She was enjoying it.


The Book of Pam Jammers

The crib bars clicked into place with a finality that made his stomach flutter. Nico lay on his back, mittens brushing softly against his satin lined footed sleeper. He couldn’t quite move his fingers, couldn’t quite close his legs with the bulk of the fresh diaper between his thighs, and couldn’t quite speak past the soft, bulbous pacifier that filled his mouth.

He’d been powdered, wiped, and shaved—everywhere—then lotioned and dressed like a doll. They’d done it together, all of them. Diamanta had picked out the sleeper—mint green with little silvery sheep prancing up the arms and legs—and Lyra had smiled as she zipped it up the back, humming something he almost recognized. The twins had tugged the mittens into place. They hadn’t spoken, but they had giggled, soft and strange, like bubbles popping in a bath.

Now everyone was gone. Everyone except the twins.

They moved in tandem, wordless and dreamlike, like two dancers in a slow and secret ballet. One of them stepped to a tall bookshelf in the corner of the nursery and retrieved something that shimmered faintly in the low light—a large pink book, cradled carefully in her hands.

It was enormous. A tome. Its edges were frilled like lace, its cover soft and padded like a keepsake box. Glowing ever so faintly, the pale pink binding shimmered with tiny embossed roses and scalloped trim, almost like fondant frosting. The title gleamed in curly gold script: The Book of Pam Jammers.

The other twin moved to the wall and switched off the overhead lights, leaving only the soft amber glow of the nightlight, shaped like a little crescent moon.

Together, the twins settled beside the crib on velvet stools—and opened the book with slow, reverent care. They flipped past the first pages until they found a poem nestled somewhere in the middle. They nodded to each other.

And then, with eerie harmony, they began to read—taking turns with each stanza, their voices soft, sweet, and sing-songy, like bedtime wind chimes.

All Men Are Babies

Men are built with a yearning flame,

A restless want they cannot name.

It drives them fast, it drives them mad,

It makes them break what once they had.

They chase the wind, they pound their chest,

They long to prove they are the best.

But deep beneath that noisy chase,

They only seek a safer place.

They need a crib, they need a kiss,

A bottle filled with milk and bliss.

They long to cry, to wail and pout,

And have someone to sort it out.

A soother helps. A diaper too.

Their words are loud—but seldom true.

What they can’t say, they act instead,

Until they’re powdered, wiped, and fed.

Men should be seen, but seldom heard.

They misbehave with every word.

They should be wrapped in baby clothes,

With onesie snaps and mittened toes.

They’ll never say they want this life,

But struggle brings them peace from strife.

So hush them now, don’t let them speak—

Just rock them gently, cheek to cheek.

For when they’re soft, and small, and sweet,

They’re finally whole. They’re finally neat.

And in that stillness, warm and true—

They’ll know they always needed you.

As the last words settled into the crib’s hush, one twin carefully closed the book, while the other gently adjusted Nico’s blanket and pressed it beneath his chin.

Then, with perfect symmetry, they stood. One dimmed the nightlight just a touch. The other gave a single, satisfied nod.

And together, they walked out of the nursery, leaving the door cracked just enough for comfort.

The room fell silent.

The nightlight glowed.

And Nico, surrounded by satin, softness, and padding, finally gave in to sleep.


The Wolf in the Crib

The nursery was still.

The mobile above the crib turned in slow silence—wooden stars and moons circling in their soft, eternal rhythm. The star-shaped nightlight glowed faintly in the corner, casting its amber warmth across the floor and rails.

Nico stirred beneath the blanket.

His diaper was thick. Heavy. His mittens rested on top of the covers. The pacifier strapped to his head rose and fell with each breath.

He wasn’t fully awake.

But he wasn’t asleep anymore.

Something had shifted.

Then—the door opened.

Not loud. Not sneaky. But slow. Sure.

Footsteps entered the room, gliding across the rug.

He blinked toward the door, still groggy, expecting one of the twins, maybe Miss Whitby.

But it wasn’t them.

It was her.

Diamanta.

Except… different.

She wore something unlike anything she’d worn before. No silk. No heels. No pearl buttons.

She was dressed like a wolf.

A gray and silver costume—part elegant, part primal. A bodice lined with fur trim. A long cape. A hood with pointed wolf ears that framed her face. Her hands were wrapped in red gloves. Her movements were slow. Sharp. Almost slinking.

She wore a leather mask but her mouth was uncovered.

And she didn’t say a word.

She lowered the crib rail with a single motion. Then climbed in.

Nico froze.

She curled around him from behind, her limbs encasing his like a protective snare. Her legs twined gently over his thighs. One arm rested over his chest, the other snaked around his waist.

Then she began to sniff.

The top of his head. The curve of his shoulder. His neck.

She pressed her cheek to his and nuzzled in silence. Then—

She bit him.

Not hard. Not cruel. A soft, deliberate bite to the edge of his ear.

He gasped behind the pacifier. His body tensed.

She didn’t move.

Then she released it. Her breath washed over the skin she’d just claimed.

She slid her hand down to his belly, tracing the curve of the onesie. Her palm hovered—then settled softly over the front of his diaper.

And stayed.

He shifted.

Then again.

His hips began to move.

A small, instinctive rhythm—gentle pressure into her palm, then back. A slow grind, muted by the thickness of the diaper and the stillness of the crib.

She didn’t stop him.

She let it happen.

Let him press, and press again. Let him squirm gently beneath her touch.

No words.

Just breath. Fur. Weight.

And another bite—softer this time. To his neck.

Then suddenly, he exploded in his diaper with a whimper.

The fight. The rhythm. The wanting.

All of it faded.

And when his rhythm stopped. She pulled his limp frame closer. Cradled him into her arms.

And he sank into her.

Then—he twitched again.

No words.

She tucked his face into her chest, burying him like a pup under his mother’s body. Her warmth surrounded him. Her cheek pressed to his scalp. Her breath hummed a rhythm against his ear.

His body went limp.

And in the arms of a wolf, in the body of his captor, he fell asleep.


Breakfast in Ashmere

The breakfast salon at Ashmere was understated only in the way that old money could afford to be.

The floors were polished walnut, sealed with a satin luster that caught the morning sun in low, uninterrupted glints. Crown molding framed the ceiling in precise, symmetrical loops—painted ivory and gold leaf—while velvet aubergine damask drapes hung in elegant folds at the windows, pulled back with tasseled cords to reveal the dew-dappled garden beyond.

The table was small for this wing of the estate. It sat just four. The china was hand-painted porcelain, each plate rimmed with delicate florals and embossed gold filigree. The silverware was antique French, polished daily, and laid out in perfect order—fruit knife, butter knife, teaspoon, and delicate breakfast fork that gleamed like jewelry.

Everything gleamed.

The air smelled faintly of marmalade, lemon tea, and something warm—brioche or baked pear.

Diamanta sat at the head of the table, poised as always. She wore a gray silk blouse with mother-of-pearl buttons, high collar, and soft shoulder pleats. Her trousers were tailored ivory. A silver bracelet encircled her left wrist—engraved with a pattern of olive branches and lambs. Her hair was swept up into a twist, pinned with an onyx comb.

Lyra sat beside her, dressed in a narrow cashmere sweater the color of rose quartz, a pleated cream skirt, and low-heeled shoes with velvet straps. Her lipstick was subdued garnet, her nails a pale ballet pink.

They looked like portraits seated across from one another—ageless and composed, two women of means sharing a morning ritual carved in centuries of moneyed routine.

One of the staff—Agnes, silent and precise—stepped forward to refill Diamanta’s tea, then disappeared as seamlessly as she came.

“Did you sleep well, darling?” Diamanta asked, lifting her teacup.

Lyra stirred a bit of honey into hers. “Surprisingly, yes. I thought I’d be more… unsettled.”

Diamanta smiled faintly. “It’s the linens. All imported. Egyptian cotton is excellent, but the weave matters more than the thread count. Everyone forgets that.”

Lyra smirked. “Of course you’d say that.”

Agnes returned, this time placing a dish of sliced fig, buttered brioche, and a small poached egg in front of each woman. Another staff member—Thea, broad-shouldered and expressionless—followed behind, topping off the water glasses with a crystal pitcher.

Diamanta waited until they’d stepped back out of earshot.

“I spoke with Vivienne Alders yesterday,” she said casually.

Lyra looked up. “From the riding club?”

“Indeed. She’s still in town. Married, of course. But bored.” Diamanta’s tone sparkled just faintly. “She mentioned you. Asked if you were going to stop by.”

Lyra laughed softly. “I haven’t seen her since… God, what, the charity gala?”

“She’s home all day today,” Diamanta said, slicing her fig with the side of her fork. “I told her you might come. She said she’d love to catch up. She still lives in the white house on Elmsworth. Her family added a greenhouse since you’ve been.”

Lyra hesitated, spoon hovering above her egg.

“Go,” Diamanta said gently. “You haven’t been back to town in far too long. You used to have such a life here. Friends. Boys. Secrets.”

Lyra raised an eyebrow. “You make it sound like I was a scandal.”

“Oh, you were,” Diamanta smiled. “Quietly. Like a lady. But still.”

She dabbed the corner of her mouth with a linen napkin.

“It’s good for you to go out. You don’t have to stay cooped up in the house all day. I’ll take care of our little guest.”

Lyra sipped her tea. “He’s not really a guest anymore, is he?”

“No,” Diamanta said, her voice low and pleased. “He’s more like a… treasure.”

There was a pause.

Outside, a bird trilled. Somewhere deeper in the estate, the soft chime of a bell signaled the beginning of another housekeeping rotation.

Lyra stared out the window.

“I might stop by,” she said finally. “I don’t know if Vivienne and I really click anymore.”

“Oh, you will,” Diamanta said, brushing a crumb from the tablecloth. “You always did. And besides, she's kept all the horses-maybe you'll get a ride in. You used to love that.”

Diamanta took a slow sip of her tea and thought, Good. Now it'll just be me and the baby.

Chapter Four – The Leash and the Cane

The double doors of the main entrance echoed shut behind Lyra.

Diamanta waited until the sound had faded entirely, her hands clasped neatly at her waist.

Then she turned.

And smiled.

She walked through the estate with a quiet swiftness that was rare for her. Not quite hurrying—but close. Her heels clicked softly against marble, her silk blouse fluttering with each turn down the familiar halls. The paintings watched her pass. The chandeliers above trembled in the faint draft she left behind.

She was excited.

Not visibly, of course. Not like a child on Christmas morning.

But close.

She reached the door to the nursery wing, pressed her palm to the brass latch, and slipped inside.

The air was warm and powdered.

In the playroom, the twins were just finishing their morning routine. Nico sat strapped into the high chair, bib damp, eyes dazed from the effort of two full bottles. Rosie stood beside him, gently dabbing his chin with a cloth. Elsie was re-strapping the pacifier into place.

As Diamanta entered, both girls turned and nodded in silent greeting.

“Oh good,” she said, her voice smooth and bright. “Just us today. My daughter’s off to see her little friends in town. Hopefully she doesn’t meet any cute boys.”

She winked at Nico.

He blinked, cheeks flushing behind the pacifier.

Rosie giggled.

“Oh, and Madam?” Elsie added sweetly. “When we changed his diaper this morning… we found something a little extra.”

Diamanta raised an eyebrow.

Elsie gave a coy smile. “Let’s just say… he really likes his diapers.”

Diamanta gave a small, knowing smirk. “Mmm. Of course he does.”

Nico squirmed in his seat.

The twins finished unstrapping him, releasing the five-point harness and limb restraints. He slid down into their arms, legs spread from the bulk between his thighs.

Just as they set him on all fours, the door behind them opened again.

Miss Whitby entered.

Her presence, as always, was immediate.

She carried a small wooden cane in one hand, and a bundle in the other: the Crawling Companion, velvet-covered and carefully arranged.

“Perfect,” Diamanta said. “Let’s begin.”

They moved together with clinical efficiency.

First, the ankle bar, spreading his legs just wide enough to prevent anything resembling a walk.

Then, the wrist bar, clipped to his mittens—immobilizing his hands in a permanent crawling stance.

The central connector bar followed—connecting to the leg and arm bars and jutting out several feet past both his hands and feet. Standing would be impossible.

Lastly, Miss Whitby fastened the soft baby-blue collar around his neck, then stepped back and nodded.

Diamanta approached with a silver leash.

She clipped it to the collar with a delicate click.

“There we go,” she said softly. “Let’s learn to crawl properly, my darling.”

And with that, she tugged.

Nico shuffled forward, the bars dragging lightly against the playroom rug.

Diamanta walked ahead of him, graceful and steady, leash held just taut enough to lead. Behind him, Miss Whitby followed, cane poised in one hand.

The first lap was slow. Awkward. He didn’t know where to place his knees. The bar pulled his limbs wide, forcing him to find a new rhythm. The diaper bulk rubbed between his legs with every inch.

Diamanta’s voice was light. “Come now, baby. Let’s keep those knees moving.”

He lagged.

Smack!!

Miss Whitby struck the back of his thigh—sharp and fast.

He yelped through the pacifier.

“There we go,” Diamanta cooed. “Good baby.”

They circled the room once. Twice.

She led him past the blocks. The rocking horse. The plush corner stacked with giant stuffed animals.

She made no mention of them.

He wouldn’t be playing this morning.

Only crawling.

When he slowed again, the cane struck once more.

He whimpered. The pacifier bounced in his mouth. His arms ached. His legs burned.

But Diamanta didn’t stop.

“Good boys only crawl,” she said cheerfully. “And soon you won't even think about walking, will you?”

He gave a muffled grunt of protest.

She giggled.

From where he crawled, his world was nothing but her legs—elegant, controlled, always a few paces ahead. He watched the sway of her calves, the sharp click of her heels, and understood in his bones that she was leading. She decided everything.

After the fourth lap, his body sagged between the bars. He could barely lift his arms. His face was flushed, his knees trembling.

Diamanta crouched beside him.

“You’ll only need to wear it for a few more weeks,” she said softly. “Just until I trust you to crawl on your own.”

He blinked.

Weeks?

His eyes widened.

He shook his head. Gave a muffled protest.

Diamanta smiled.

Wide. Knowing. Gleaming.

She leaned down, kissed the top of his head, and whispered:

“I love it when you fuss.” 


An Old Spark

The Alder estate was quieter than Lyra remembered.

The gravel drive curved like a ribbon through the hedgerows, past a whitewashed carriage house and an ornamental pond where lily pads floated in perfect symmetry. Everything looked carefully kept. Polished. This place was pristine.

She knocked only once before the door opened.

Vivian Alder stood barefoot in the threshold, wearing a silk robe tied at the waist.

The robe was navy with faint silver embroidery that shimmered when she moved. One side of the collar had slipped low, revealing the bare slope of her shoulder. Her hair was loosely pinned, strands falling in dark waves around her face. She looked rested. Composed.

And stunning.

“Lyra Cage,” she said, her voice low and amused. “Come in before I accuse you of being a ghost.”

The wine came quickly.

They didn’t bother with the couch. They sat cross-legged on floor pillows by the glass doors, an entire charcuterie board between them, full of sliced figs, rosemary crackers, and soft cheeses that smelled faintly of the garden.

Lyra was on her second glass before they really began catching up.

Vivian asked about the city, about Lyra’s apartment, her art, the museum where she used to work. Lyra dodged some questions, answered others too freely. They both laughed a little more than they needed to. It was easy. Easier than Lyra expected.

“And how’s your husband?” Lyra asked at one point.

“Loaded,” Vivian replied. “Utterly boring. But loaded.”

They clinked glasses at that.

Outside, the sun had dipped behind the trees, turning the sky amber and mauve. The air smelled of mint and leather.

It was Vivian’s idea to go out to the stables.

“We have new horses,” she said, a little flushed from wine. “Two geldings and a little Andalusian mare that’s just divine.”

They walked barefoot across the grass, Vivian’s robe catching the breeze like a sail. Lyra followed, laughing, nearly tripping once when her heel caught in the soft earth.

The stable doors creaked open, revealing wide wooden stalls and the gentle shuffling of hooves. The horses looked up briefly, then returned to their slow, relaxed chewing.

Lyra reached a hand out to stroke one of them.

“She’s beautiful,” she murmured.

Vivian stood behind her, swaying slightly. “She bites.”

Lyra laughed—and lost her balance on a patch of straw.

She landed hard on one hip with a sharp oof.

“Careful!” Vivian said, trying to help—but her coordination wasn’t any better.

Her foot slipped.

She toppled forward.

And landed right on top of Lyra.

For a moment, they froze.

Their faces inches apart.

And then—Vivian’s hand moved.

Lightly. Slowly. Brushed back a strand of Lyra’s hair.

And they kissed.

Not tentative.

Not a test.

Deep. Hungry. Immediate.

It hit like memory.

Their hands found each other’s waists, their hips, their shoulders. Lyra pulled Vivian’s robe aside, tracing her fingers up her ribs. Vivian leaned harder into her, pressing them both into the hay. Their legs tangled. Mouths moved hungrily.

Straw clung to their hair.

Neither of them spoke.

The moment stretched—quiet and electric—until language became unnecessary.

And in the shadows of the Alder stables, beneath the watchful eyes of half-asleep horses,

they disappeared into each other.


You’re Going to Fill Your Diaper

He was still crawling.

Still leashed.

Still held in place by the soft velvet bars of the Crawling Companion, knees wide, mittens fixed, collar taut and clipped to Diamanta’s silver leash. Miss Whitby followed behind, cane in hand, tapping the backs of his thighs if he slowed.

There were only two positions he could shift between: the rigid stretch of all fours, or collapsing backward into something like a child’s pose, knees apart, rump low, head resting forward in quiet exhaustion. But even that relief never lasted long.

Each time he started to relax—

Smack.

A firm reminder from Miss Whitby. “No rest yet, baby.”

The floor of the playroom stretched around him in soft pastels. The giant stuffed animals watched in silence. The afternoon sun filtered through lace curtains.

Diamanta led him by the leash in lazy loops, humming.

“You’re doing beautifully,” she said brightly. “Just two more weeks in the harness, I think.”

He froze mid-crawl.

Two weeks?

He looked up—eyes wide, breath caught.

She stopped and turned. Her expression melted into a knowing, delighted smile. She stepped close and cupped his chin with one cool hand, tilting his face toward hers.

“Oh, I love it when you fuss.”

He whimpered softly behind the pacifier gag.

Diamanta knelt beside him, stroking her fingers down the leash.

“And of course, we’ll need to leave the gag in quite a while longer,” she said lightly. “We can’t have you distracting us with all your whining. Isn’t that right?”

He made a noise—half protest, half plea—but it only made her eyes twinkle.

“I’ve also been meaning to get the passcode to your phone,” she continued, standing upright again. “Just so we can respond to anything important. Maybe let your friends know how much fun you’re having. Maybe even send a few… photos.”

His whole body stiffened. He shouted something muffled and desperate.

And then—

A loud fart escaped from behind him.

The room froze for half a second.

Then Diamanta clapped her hands in pure glee.

“Oh my goodness! Somebody’s tummy is churning, isn’t it?”

He whimpered again, trying to back up—but the leash pulled him short. His eyes pleaded. His face flushed hot.

Diamanta calmly reached behind her and pulled forward a velvet-upholstered stool. She sat down just in front of him, poised and glowing, the leash looped loosely in her hand.

She leaned in slightly.

“So now we’re here,” she whispered. “The moment of truth.”

He shivered.

She brushed a hand across his cheek, soft and cool.

“You need to poop so bad, don’t you?” she cooed. “It’ll feel so good once you just let it out. All those little muscles can finally relax.”

His eyes filled with tears.

He tried to rock back into a rest position again.

Smack.

Miss Whitby tapped his thigh. “Crawling posture, baby.”

He whimpered.

“You’re trying so hard to be big,” she whispered. “But babies don’t hold it in. Babies go when they need to.”

He trembled.

A bead of sweat slipped down his temple.

His legs twitched.

Her hands rested lightly on either side of his face. She tilted her head, studying him like a painting.

“You need to poop so badly, don’t you?” she whispered. “You poor thing. Your belly must be so full from those bottles.”

He whimpered again, sweat beginning to bead near his hairline.

“But you’re holding it,” she went on, almost in awe. “That’s so brave. So proud. So foolish.”

He clenched everything. Every part of him tried to resist.

“You don’t want to fill your diaper in front of me, do you?” she whispered. “You want to be strong. You want to keep your pride.”

He shook his head—no, frantic.

She just smiled.

“But that’s not what good babies do.”

Seconds stretched into minutes.

His eyes fluttered, straining to hold focus.

His body trembled.

She never let go of his face.

“You’re sweating,” she whispered. “So much effort. Just for a little dignity.”

A second fart escaped him—shorter, wetter.

He groaned behind the gag.

“There it is,” she breathed. “It’s happening, isn’t it? Right now. Your body knows what to do, even if your mind still thinks it gets a vote.”

He blinked fast. Tears welled in his eyes.

And he held on.

For a while.

Beads of sweat began to gather at his temples. His mittens trembled. His knees wobbled. Tears began to blur his vision.

Diamanta watched him.

Smiling.

Waiting.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “So brave. But you’re mine now, sweetheart. And babies don’t get choices.”

He clenched harder.

His belly ached.

And then—

It happened.

He pooped.

The diaper ballooned in back. His body lurched forward involuntarily. A soft moan slipped past the gag.

And as soon as it started, it didn’t stop.

He wet himself at the same time—a full, helpless flood, soaking the inside of the diaper as it sagged between his legs.

Diamanta reached forward and placed her hand over the back of the diaper, fingers pressing gently, warmly.

She closed her eyes.

“I’ve missed this,” she murmured. “Oh, I’ve missed this.”

He knelt there, sobbing softly, shoulders trembling.

Miss Whitby gave a satisfied nod.

And Diamanta just sat.

Hand pressed gently to the swollen seat of his diaper.

Smiling.

Loving him.

Completely.


The Last Word

Nico had learned the rhythm of Ashmere.

By the fourth day, the crawling came automatically. Three times a day he was leashed, buckled into the velvet bars of the Crawling Companion, and led slowly around the playroom while Miss Whitby followed behind, cane in hand. Each thud of his padded knees on the rug, each lurching pull forward, had settled into his body like muscle memory.

He hadn’t spoken in all that time.

His gag—strapped snugly behind his head—was removed only to feed him. And even then, when he tried to speak, the twins had pinched or twisted until he stopped trying. There was no conversation. Just soft hums, the clink of buckles, and the steady sound of his diaper swishing beneath him.

Every day brought the same quiet ballet:

Crawling in the morning. A pram walk through the gardens in the evening. Outfit changes. Playroom laps. Feeding, burping, bathing.

Every night, without fail, the wolf returned.

She climbed into his crib and wrapped herself around him, biting gently at his neck or ear, nuzzling his scalp, whispering nothing. Her body warm. Her rhythm primal. She never said a word—but he began to expect her, to soften at the sound of the latch.

He was tired. Softened. Diminished.

But not unhappy.

Now, on the fourth morning, he was crawling again.

His leash tugged gently as Diamanta led him around the playroom. Miss Whitby tapped his thigh now and then to keep him going.

And then—

The door opened.

Lyra entered. Her coat was unbuttoned. Her boots carried dust from the orchard path.

“Oh,” Diamanta said, not stopping. “I thought you were going to visit Vivienne again.”

“She had to cancel,” Lyra replied. “Her husband came back early. Apparently he’s not so comfortable having another woman around.”

Diamanta chuckled. “Men never are.”

Lyra stepped closer.

“I wanted to check in here anyway.”

Diamanta finally stopped walking and turned to face her daughter.

Lyra’s expression was calm. Grounded.

“I want to talk to him,” she said.

Diamanta tilted her head.

“We’ve been through this,” she said. “Several times.”

“I know.”

“And I’ve explained—he doesn’t want to talk. That’s part of why he’s here.”

“No,” Lyra said. “That’s something you want. Not something he’s told you.”

Diamanta smiled faintly, then glanced down at Nico, still in a crawling position, eyes half-lidded.

“Look at him. He’s perfectly happy.”

“He’s silent,” Lyra said. “There’s a difference.”

Diamanta’s eyes narrowed.

“Darling, I’ve done nothing he didn’t invite. And he hasn’t tried to stop us.”

“He can’t even ask to stop. You’ve gagged him since the moment we arrived.”

“Because he needs it,” Diamanta said sharply. “Do you know what happens when men are allowed to speak too freely? They unravel everything. Order, comfort, security—it all collapses the second they start trying to explain themselves.”

Lyra raised her chin. “And maybe he doesn’t want order. Maybe he wants to decide.”

Diamanta stared for a long moment.

Then turned to Miss Whitby.

“You may leave us.”

Miss Whitby hesitated, then bowed her head and exited the room.

Diamanta walked slowly to Nico’s side and knelt.

Diamanta bent down and unstrapped the gag.

It came off slowly. Wetly.

Nico let out a breath, blinking hard. His jaw shifted left, then right. His tongue slid over his lips, down the sides of his mouth, around and around like it didn’t know what to do with all the space. Drool ran down his chin in a long, trembling string.

He didn’t speak.

His eyes darted between the two women.

Lyra stepped forward and crouched in front of him.

“I’m heading back soon,” she said. “Back to the city. And I need to know what your plans are.”

He blinked at her.

“You haven’t been able to say anything for days. So I’m asking now.”

Still, he hesitated.

“It’s okay,” she said softly. “Just talk.”

He looked at Diamanta, who stood behind him like a monument—calm, waiting.

Then, quietly:

“I… want to stay.”

His voice cracked halfway through the sentence. It sounded foreign in his own mouth.

Lyra tilted her head. “You sure?”

He nodded.

“Yes.”

She stood.

“I figured,” she said. “But I had to check.”

Then she looked at him again. “You know she’s not going to let you go, right?”

He said nothing.

“She’s been planning something like this for years. You’re adorable, you like diapers, and you’ve already stopped talking. You’re perfect for her.”

He stared at the carpet.

“You might never get out of that thing again,” Lyra said. “Or anything like it.”

Nico looked up, then spoke so quietly it was barely a whisper.

“…That’s okay.”

Lyra crossed her arms.

“Then explain something to me,” she said. “Because every time I’ve walked in here, you’ve looked miserable. Whining. Crying. Struggling. You looked like you were begging for help.”

Nico flushed.

“I was pretending.”

“Pretending?”

He nodded.

“I like all of it,” he said, barely audible. “I like the crawling. The diapers. The feeding. All of it. But it’s… embarrassing.”

Lyra waited.

“It’s easier when she does it to me,” he whispered. “When I don’t have to ask.”

She knelt again, eye-level now. “So you whine and protest because it gives you cover?”

He nodded again.

“I’ve always hated wanting this. But when I act like I don’t, it feels better.”

Lyra let out a long exhale.

“Well,” she said, brushing her knees off. “It’s your funeral.”

Diamanta stepped forward, hands clasped at her waist.

“Are you satisfied, Lyra?”

Lyra looked up at her mother.

“…Yes. I am.”

“Good.”

Diamanta bent down, lifted the gag, and began re-fastening it with practiced ease.

“There we are,” she said sweetly. “Don’t worry, Nico. You won’t be speaking again for a very, very long time.”

The last strap cinched in place.

Then Diamanta stood.

She glanced toward Lyra with a playful gleam in her eye.

“Well, since you’re here,” she said, “would you care to assist with his crawling training?”

Lyra tilted her head, smirking just slightly. “Oh… I’d love to.”

Moments later, Nico was crawling again.

Diamanta led him with the leash, elegant and steady.

But now, Lyra followed behind.

She carried Miss Whitby’s cane in one hand, and each time he slowed—swat—a crisp smack to the back of his thighs.

He yelped behind the pacifier, muffled and desperate.

“Aww,” Lyra said sweetly. “That must mean you really like it.”





Just as She Asked

The nursery was quiet.

Outside, the orchard was painted in moonlight. Crickets chirped low and steady beneath the windows. Inside, the air was lavender-scented and dim—cool enough to need a blanket, but not cold enough to shiver.

Nico stood between the twins, mittens pressed to his sides, pacifier gag locked in place. He watched, breathing through his nose, as they selected something different from the wardrobe tonight.

No sleeper.

No romper.

A dress.

It was soft and simple—light cotton, pastel pink, with capped sleeves and a hem that barely reached the waistband of his diaper. The twins lifted his arms and pulled it over his head, smoothing the fabric down his back, then adjusting the neckline with delicate little tugs.

He blinked at them, confused.

They didn’t explain.

They never did.

The crib was already turned down.

Tonight, they didn’t guide him in the usual way—no coaxing him to sit, no gentle laying back.

Instead, they turned him around.

One twin lifted him by the waist. The other positioned his legs. They laid him down face-first, the mattress cool against his cheek, the nightlight glowing faintly above.

He squirmed a little.

A muffled sound slipped past his pacifier.

But they were already working—securing his limbs one by one, buckling each wrist and ankle to the reinforced corners of the crib. The straps were padded, tight, and completely inescapable. He could shift slightly, but not more than an inch in any direction.

Then came the bolster pillow.

It was firm and cylindrical, slid gently under his hips and adjusted until his bottom was lifted—high and still, like a presentation. The diaper crinkled around him, thick and soft and impossible to ignore.

The twins gave no commentary.

They just smoothed the back of his dress, straightened the hem, and tucked his hair neatly behind one ear.

Then they stepped back.

They looked him over.

One reached down and lifted the railing until it clicked. The other gave a pleased little nod.

And then they left.

The door clicked shut.

And Nico lay there—gagged, bound, bottom raised—his breath shallow, his thoughts racing.

He didn’t know what this new routine meant.

But whatever it was, he knew it wasn’t his choice.

Nico lay there for what felt like hours.

He shifted as much as he could. Tried to sleep. Drifted.

But he was still awake when the door creaked open again.

In came Diamanta, dressed in her wolf costume—furred hood drawn over her head, gray tail brushing her legs. But this time, she wore a large strap-on, silhouetted by the night light.

Nico stiffened. His eyes grew wide as he struggled pathetically against his restraints.

Behind the wolf came Lyra, barefoot, dressed in tight white lingerie and carrying a diaper bag.

The wolf didn’t speak.

She lowered the crib rail, climbed inside, and knelt between his spread legs.

Lyra handed the wolf the bag, pulled a chair to the front of the crib and sat, facing him, arms draped over the backrest.

“I leave tomorrow,” Lyra said. “And since you’ve chosen to stay…”

She leaned in slightly.

“…I thought I’d leave you with a little something.”

The wolf opened the bag.

She took out a slim silver knife, a large jar of Vaseline, and a clean diaper.

Nico cried behind the pacifier, struggling in his restraints.

The Wolf lifted the hem of his dress, picked up the knife, and sliced the seat of his diaper open with practiced precision.

He shouted muffled pleas as Lyra smiled at him.

The wolf spread cold and slick Vaseline over the tip of the strap on.

Then without warning slid it into the slit of Nico's diaper.

“From now on, by my request, this will happen every night.”

Lyra smiled and waited for that to land as she saw the terror in his eyes.

Nico squealed, body taut.

The wolf grabbed the back of Nico's dress with a firm, animalistic grip and slowly slid inside of him.

“And every morning, your diaper will be checked for anything sticky… anything extra.”

The wolf slowly withdrew then slid back in again.

Nico groaned loudly.

“And if the twins find something in there,” Lyra went on, “you’ll get a proper spanking.”

Another slow withdrawal.

Another smooth insertion.

“And your time in the Crawling Companion will be reset to two weeks. Full gag. No words. No standing.”

The wolf adjusted her hips twisting, angling. Then once again, bore deep into his raised bottom.

He sobbed.

“It’ll be like the day you first got here,” Lyra said. “All over again.”

The wolf slid in and out, until finally Nico’s body trembled.

He jerked slightly.

Then collapsed.

Not asleep.

Defeated.

Lyra stood.

She walked to the side of the crib, crouched beside him, and brushed the hair from his face.

“I really hope you didn’t leave anything in your diaper for the twins to find,” she whispered.

The wolf unclipped something on her harness and sat back on her ankles leaving the toy deep inside of Nico.

The wolf then unfolded the clean diaper, and taped it over the first one, backward. The tapes landed across his lower back—tight and final.

She crawled out of the crib with the knife, Vaseline and diaper bag. Then clicked the bars back into place.

Lyra walked to the door and turned back, one hand on the frame.

She smiled.

“I was your last chance to get out, by the way. Hope you enjoy your new life.”

She winked.

And left.

The wolf followed.

The door clicked shut.

And Nico, double diapered, gagged, restrained, and exhausted, listened to the silence settle over the nursery—

He was unable to escape the sticky mess in his diaper. The twins would find it in the morning and he would be punished accordingly. His bottom ached as it was spread wide from the thick dildo trapped inside him, thanks to the double diapers.

Nico drifted to sleep, and thought about the spanking he would receive in the morning as a small grin formed on his tired face.

The End
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