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Before You Begin…

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

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

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1 — The Ad

Morgan Harper stared at the glowing screen of her laptop until the blue light burned spots into her vision. The clock in the bottom right corner read 2:47 a.m. Again. She had been staring at the same slide deck for three hours, rearranging bullet points that no longer made sense, trying to convince herself that the client would care about font kerning at this point. They wouldn't. No one would. But the presentation was due at nine, and if she didn't send it by eight, the account director would passive-aggressively copy the entire C-suite on the follow-up email.

She rubbed her eyes with the heels of her palms. Her hands smelled like cold coffee and the metallic tang of keyboard sweat. The apartment was silent except for the low hum of the refrigerator and the occasional distant siren slicing through the Haarlem night. She lived on the fourth floor of a renovated canal-house conversion—high ceilings, exposed brick, floor-to-ceiling windows that let in too much light and not enough quiet. It had seemed like a good idea when she signed the lease two years ago. Prestige. View. Walking distance to the train that took her to the shiny glass tower in Amsterdam Zuid where she spent most of her waking hours pretending she had everything under control.

Now the apartment felt like a cage lined with expensive mid-century furniture she never used. The couch still had the plastic delivery covering on one cushion because she hadn't gotten around to removing it. The kitchen island held a graveyard of takeout containers and half-dead succulents. Her bed was a permanent nest of tangled sheets and discarded work clothes. She hadn't changed the pillowcases in six weeks.

Morgan closed the laptop with more force than necessary. The sound echoed too loudly in the empty space. She stood, swayed slightly, and caught herself on the back of the chair. Her legs felt like they belonged to someone else—wooden, distant. She shuffled to the kitchen, opened the fridge, stared at the expired oat milk and the single yogurt she had bought with good intentions three months ago, then closed it again. No point. She wasn't hungry. She was never hungry anymore. Just... hollow.

She poured the last of the cold brew into a mug that already had yesterday's coffee ring inside it and carried it to the living-room window. The canal below reflected the streetlights in oily smears. A bike rattled past, its rider hunched against the February wind. Morgan pressed her forehead to the cool glass. The chill seeped into her skin, grounding her for a moment.

She was thirty-two. Vice President of Client Strategy at Vantage Creative. Six-figure salary. Team of twelve. Corner office with a view she never had time to look at. And she couldn't remember the last time she had slept more than four consecutive hours.

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table—therapist appointment reminder. Dr. Elise van der Meer. Tomorrow at 11 a.m. Morgan had been seeing her for eight months, ever since the panic attacks started creeping into board meetings. At first they were small: racing heart during a pitch, clammy hands, the sudden certainty that everyone could see she was faking it. Then they grew teeth. Full-body tremors. Inability to breathe. Once she had locked herself in the bathroom stall on the 14th floor and cried until her mascara ran in black rivers down her cheeks.

Dr. van der Meer was kind but firm. Dutch pragmatism wrapped in gentle phrasing. Last session she had said, very plainly, "Morgan, your body is in constant fight-or-flight. You cannot outrun cortisol forever. You need external structure. Someone to take the small decisions off your plate so your nervous system can down-regulate."

Morgan had laughed—a dry, tired sound. "You mean a wife?"

"I mean help," Dr. van der Meer corrected. "Live-in help. Housekeeper. Personal assistant. Someone reliable who can manage the household logistics. Cooking, cleaning, scheduling. You delegate at work. Delegate at home."

Morgan had nodded, mostly to end the conversation. But the idea had stuck. Like a burr in her sock. Every time she tripped over dirty laundry or ate another sad desk salad, it poked her again.

Tonight, at 3:12 a.m., the burr won.

She opened her laptop again, navigated to a local expat-and-professional services board she sometimes used for freelancers. The cursor blinked in the title field.

Wanted: Live-in Housekeeper / Personal Assistant

She typed slowly, deleting and rephrasing three times before settling on something honest but professional.

Busy marketing executive (early 30s, female) seeking full-time, live-in housekeeper/personal assistant to manage household and daily logistics. Responsibilities include: cleaning, meal preparation, laundry, grocery shopping, basic scheduling support. Private bedroom and bathroom provided in spacious central Haarlem apartment. Competitive salary, full board. Ideal candidate is organized, discreet, reliable, non-smoking. Start ASAP. Please send résumé and short cover letter explaining why you're a good fit. References required.

She attached a photo of the guest room—clean, minimalist, queen bed, big window overlooking the canal. It looked inviting. She almost believed it herself.

She hit post before she could overthink it, then immediately regretted the impulsivity. What if weirdos applied? What if no one did? What if someone did and she hated them?

Morgan drained the last of the coffee, set an alarm for 7:30 even though she knew she wouldn't sleep, and crawled into bed still wearing yesterday's blouse. She closed her eyes. The room spun gently. Thoughts chased each other like startled birds: quarterly projections, the slide she still hadn't fixed, the way her hands wouldn't stop shaking when she tried to type, Dr. van der Meer's calm voice saying delegate.

She didn't remember falling asleep. She only remembered waking to the alarm screaming at her, sunlight stabbing through the blinds she had forgotten to close.

The next three days passed in a blur of meetings, emails, and caffeine. Applications started trickling in Wednesday afternoon. By Friday she had twelve.

Most were standard: recent immigrants looking for stable work, students wanting part-time that somehow became full-time, a few older women with decades of cleaning experience. Morgan skimmed them during lunch breaks, between calls, while standing in line for another oat-milk latte.

Then she opened the one from Claire Voss.

Subject: Application – Live-in Housekeeper / Personal Assistant

The attached résumé was two pages, clean serif font, perfectly formatted. Claire Voss, 34. No photo—professional choice. Last position: Household Manager for a family in Utrecht, 2018–2024. Before that: Behavioral Wellness Coach, private practice, Amsterdam, 2014–2018. Certifications in stress management, nutrition basics, therapeutic caregiving. A line that read simply: Specialized in lifestyle redesign for high-achieving professionals experiencing burnout.

Morgan blinked. Behavioral wellness? Therapeutic caregiving? It sounded... clinical. Almost medical. She scrolled down.

Cover letter:

Dear Ms. Harper,

I came across your posting and felt immediately drawn to your situation. I recognize the toll chronic stress takes on driven individuals—I've spent years helping people reclaim balance when their lives have become unmanageable. My approach is calm, structured, and deeply attentive. I create environments where rest becomes possible again, not optional.

I'm comfortable with full-time live-in arrangements and have excellent references (available upon request). I can start as early as this Sunday if that suits your timeline. I'd welcome the chance to discuss how I can best support you.

Warm regards,

Claire Voss

Morgan read it twice. Something about the tone—quiet confidence, no desperation—made her pause. The other applicants had exclamation points and emojis. Claire had ellipses and restraint.

She googled the name. A few LinkedIn hits, sparse social media, an old website for the wellness coaching that hadn't been updated since 2019. No red flags. No obvious weirdness.

Morgan's finger hovered over the reply button.

She was so tired.

She typed:

Hi Claire,

Thank you for your application and thoughtful note. I'd like to set up a video call to discuss further. Are you available tomorrow (Saturday) afternoon?

Best,

Morgan

The reply came within eleven minutes.

Of course. 2 p.m. works perfectly. Looking forward to it.

They spoke for twenty-three minutes. Claire's camera was on; Morgan's was off—she cited bad lighting. Claire appeared calm, centered. Dark hair pulled into a neat bun, soft green sweater, background a plain wall with one framed print of a forest path. Her voice was low, soothing without being syrupy.

They talked logistics: salary (generous), hours (flexible but live-in), boundaries (Claire would have her own space and evenings free unless otherwise agreed). Morgan asked about experience with high-stress clients. Claire answered without hesitation.

"I've worked with executives, creatives, even a few performers. People who carry a lot. I help them put things down."

Morgan laughed tiredly. "I need to put everything down."

"Then that's where we start," Claire said simply.

Morgan offered the position on the spot. Claire accepted without negotiating.

They agreed she would move in Sunday afternoon.

Morgan spent Saturday in a daze of cleaning she hadn't done in months—mostly shoving things into closets so the place looked semi-respectable. She changed the sheets in the guest room, stocked the fridge with basics, left a note on the counter: Welcome. Make yourself at home. I'll be in meetings most of the day—feel free to settle in.

Sunday arrived gray and damp. Morgan sat through a two-hour strategy session from her home office, barely hearing the discussion. Her eyes kept drifting to the clock. At 3:15 the intercom buzzed.

She opened the door.

Claire stood there in a charcoal coat, rolling suitcase at her side, and—unexpectedly—four large cardboard boxes stacked on a collapsible hand truck. Her hair was down now, falling just past her shoulders in soft waves. She smiled, small and warm.

"Hi, Morgan."

"Hi." Morgan stepped aside. "Let me help with—wow, that's a lot of stuff."

Claire laughed quietly. "I like to be prepared."

They carried everything inside. Claire moved efficiently, no wasted motion. Morgan hovered, unsure what to do with her hands.

"The guest room is down the hall, first door on the right. Bathroom's attached."

"Thank you." Claire paused at the doorway, glanced around. "It's lovely. Very peaceful."

Morgan shrugged. "I don't spend much time here."

"You will," Claire said, matter-of-fact. Not a promise. An observation.

She began unpacking while Morgan retreated to answer emails. An hour later Claire appeared in the office doorway holding a steaming mug.

"Chamomile with a touch of honey. Thought you might need to wind down."

Morgan took it automatically. The warmth seeped into her palms. "Thanks. You didn't have to."

"I wanted to." Claire tilted her head. "You've had a long week. Let me handle dinner tonight. You rest."

Morgan opened her mouth to protest, then closed it. Rest sounded... impossible. But also necessary.

"Okay."

Claire smiled again—that same small, knowing curve—and disappeared.

Morgan sipped the tea. It was perfect temperature, not too sweet. She set the mug down, stared at her inbox, and for the first time in months felt something loosen in her chest. Not gone. Just... quieter.

Later, when she wandered into the kitchen around seven, the apartment smelled like roasted vegetables and garlic. Claire had set the table for one—placemat, napkin, glass of water. A bowl of soup waited, steam curling up.

"Eat," Claire said gently. "Then bed. I'll clean up."

Morgan sat. The soup was carrot-ginger, smooth, comforting. She ate slowly, surprised by how hungry she actually was. Claire moved quietly around her, wiping counters, putting things away.

When Morgan finished, Claire took the bowl without asking. "Good girl," she murmured, almost under her breath.

Morgan blinked. Had she heard that right? But Claire was already turning toward the sink, humming softly.

Morgan stood. "I'm... going to bed. Thank you. For everything."

Claire looked over her shoulder. "Sleep well, Morgan. I'll see you in the morning."

Morgan walked to her bedroom. She passed the stack of boxes still in the hallway. One had shifted slightly during the move; the label faced outward now.

Nursery Supplies – Fragile

Morgan frowned. Nursery? Like... baby nursery? She blinked hard. Maybe it was a typo. Or storage. Or Claire had a side gig doing interior design. Or...

She was too tired to chase the thought.

She brushed her teeth, changed into an old t-shirt and shorts, crawled under the covers. The sheets smelled faintly of lavender—had Claire changed them again?

She closed her eyes.

For the first time in months, sleep came fast and deep, pulling her under like warm water.

In the hallway, Claire quietly moved the labeled box into the guest room and closed the door.


Chapter 2 — The First Week

Morgan woke Monday morning to the soft clink of dishes and the faint scent of toast and coffee drifting under her bedroom door. For a split second she thought she was still dreaming—someone else in her kitchen, moving with purpose, making breakfast like it was normal. Then memory clicked back into place: Claire. The new live-in. The one who had arrived with too many boxes and called her a good girl under her breath.

She sat up slowly. Her head felt clearer than it had in months. No pounding behind her eyes, no immediate wave of dread about the day ahead. She glanced at her phone: 7:12 a.m. She had slept almost nine hours. Straight through. No 3 a.m. jolts awake, no racing thoughts about tomorrow’s deliverables. Just… sleep.

She pulled on yesterday’s leggings and an old hoodie, padded barefoot into the hallway. The guest-room door was closed. One of Claire’s boxes still sat against the wall, the “Nursery Supplies” label now turned inward, out of sight. Morgan let the question drift away again. Too early for mysteries.

In the kitchen, Claire stood at the stove in soft gray joggers and a cream long-sleeve tee, hair in a loose braid. She didn’t turn when Morgan entered; she simply said, “Morning, sweetheart. Sleep well?”

Morgan froze mid-step. Sweetheart. The word landed soft but deliberate, like a hand on the small of her back. She opened her mouth to correct it—maybe—but nothing came out. Instead she mumbled, “Yeah. Really well. Thanks.”

Claire turned, holding a small white plate with two pieces of sourdough toast, buttered, each topped with a perfect half-moon of avocado and a sprinkle of chili flakes. “Sit,” she said, nodding toward the island. “You’ve got that nine o’clock with the Belgium team. Plenty of time, but let’s get some food in you first.”

Morgan sat. The stool felt oddly tall, like she had to reach a little. Claire set the plate in front of her, then slid over a tall glass of water with lemon slices floating inside. No coffee. Morgan opened her mouth to ask where it was, then noticed the small porcelain cup beside the plate: herbal tea, steaming, pale gold.

“Chamomile-lavender blend,” Claire said before Morgan could speak. “Gentle on the adrenals. You’ll still feel alert, just without the crash later.”

Morgan stared at the cup. She wanted to argue—coffee was non-negotiable, her lifeblood—but the memory of last night’s deep sleep stopped her. She picked it up. It smelled like a garden after rain. She sipped. Warmth spread through her chest.

Claire moved around the kitchen like she had lived there for years. She wiped a nonexistent spot on the counter, rinsed a knife, tucked a dish towel into its ring. Every motion calm, contained. Morgan ate in silence, surprised by how hungry she was. The avocado was perfectly ripe; the toast had just the right crunch. She finished everything without thinking.

“Good,” Claire said quietly, taking the plate. “Now go get ready. I laid something out for you on the dresser.”

Morgan blinked. “You… what?”

Claire smiled, small and patient. “Your charcoal blazer was wrinkled. I steamed it. And the navy trousers were creased from sitting all day Friday. I pressed them. There’s a fresh white shirt too—cotton, not synthetic. Synthetics trap heat and raise cortisol.”

Morgan opened her mouth, closed it. She felt something flutter in her stomach—not anger, not quite embarrassment. Something softer. She stood. “Okay. Thanks.”

In her bedroom the outfit waited on the bed like it had been arranged by a stylist: trousers folded neatly, blazer draped over the footboard, shirt buttoned and hanging from a padded hanger she didn’t remember owning. A pair of low black loafers sat beneath, socks tucked inside. Even her underwear and bra were there, folded precisely.

She dressed quickly, telling herself it was efficient. Practical. She didn’t have to think. That was the point, wasn’t it? Delegate.

When she emerged, Claire was waiting by the front door with Morgan’s leather tote already packed—laptop, charger, notebook, water bottle, even the lip balm she always forgot. “Your train’s at 8:17,” Claire said. “You’ll make it with time to spare. I’ll have dinner ready at six.”

Morgan took the bag. Their fingers brushed. Claire’s hand was warm, steady. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” Claire said simply. “Go. You’ve got this.”

Morgan left.

The day was long but strangely bearable. Meetings flowed. She spoke clearly. Her hands didn’t shake once. By 5:30 she was on the train back to Haarlem, head against the window, watching the gray winter landscape slide past. She felt… quiet. Not empty. Quiet.

She walked in at 6:02. The apartment smelled like rosemary and garlic. Claire had set the dining table—real plates, cloth napkins, candles lit even though it wasn’t dark yet. A shallow bowl of roasted chicken thighs, fingerling potatoes, wilted greens. Morgan’s stomach growled audibly.

Claire appeared from the hallway in a soft navy sweater, sleeves pushed up. “Right on time. Sit.”

Morgan sat. Claire served her first, then herself, then sat across the small table. She didn’t speak much during the meal—just gentle prompts: “Try the potatoes while they’re hot,” “More greens?” Morgan ate everything. When her plate was clean, Claire nodded once, pleased.

After dinner Claire cleared the table while Morgan lingered, unsure what to do with her hands. Claire glanced over. “Bath or shower?”

“Shower, I think.”

Claire shook her head gently. “Bath tonight. You’ve been sitting all day. Your lower back is tight—I could see it when you walked in. A soak will help.”

Morgan started to protest, then stopped. A bath actually sounded… nice. She hadn’t taken one in years.

Claire disappeared down the hall. Minutes later the sound of running water echoed from the main bathroom. Morgan followed.

The tub was already half full, steam rising, a faint scent of eucalyptus and something sweeter—maybe honey. A folded towel waited on the closed toilet lid, a fresh robe draped over the hook. Claire stood by the tub, testing the water with her wrist.

“Perfect,” she said. “In you go. I’ll be in the kitchen if you need anything.”

She left the door open.

Morgan undressed slowly, feeling oddly watched even though Claire was gone. She slid into the water. It was exactly the right temperature—hot enough to pink her skin, not so hot it hurt. Bubbles foamed softly around her shoulders. She closed her eyes. The tightness in her neck began to loosen almost immediately.

She stayed until the water cooled, then climbed out, wrapped herself in the robe. It was thick, plush, oversized. She padded into the living room barefoot.

Claire was there, folding laundry on the coffee table—Morgan’s laundry, apparently. Socks paired, t-shirts smoothed flat. She looked up. “Feel better?”

“Yeah,” Morgan said, surprised at how small her voice sounded. “A lot.”

Claire smiled. “Good. Almost bedtime.”

Morgan laughed—a short, startled sound. “It’s… eight-thirty.”

“Exactly.” Claire stood, carrying the stack of folded clothes toward Morgan’s bedroom. “You’ve been running on empty for months. Your body needs a reset. Consistent sleep is the foundation. Nine-thirty lights out, every night.”

Morgan followed her. “I have emails—”

“They’ll wait.” Claire set the clothes on the dresser, then pulled back the covers on Morgan’s bed. Fresh sheets. Lavender again. “Drink this first.”

She handed Morgan a plain white mug. Warm milk inside, a faint dusting of cinnamon on top.

Morgan stared at it. “I haven’t had warm milk since I was—”

“Since you were little?” Claire finished gently. “It’s okay to need comforting things again. Drink.”

Morgan drank. The milk was sweet, silky, comforting in a way that made her throat tight. She finished it in slow sips while Claire straightened the pillows, fluffed the duvet.

When the mug was empty, Claire took it. “Into bed.”

Morgan climbed in. The sheets were cool against her legs. Claire pulled the covers up to her chest, then higher, tucking them around her shoulders with careful, practiced movements.

Morgan’s heart gave an odd little thud.

Claire leaned down, brushed a strand of damp hair off Morgan’s forehead. “Goodnight, sweetheart.”

The word again. Softer this time. Morgan swallowed. “Goodnight.”

Claire turned off the bedside lamp. The room went dark except for the faint glow of the canal lights through the blinds. She paused in the doorway.

“There’s a baby monitor on your nightstand,” she said casually. “Just in case you need anything in the night. I’ll hear you.”

Morgan’s eyes widened in the dark. She hadn’t noticed it before—a small white device, dome-shaped, innocent-looking. “I… don’t think I’ll need—”

“You might,” Claire said. “Sleep now.”

She closed the door softly.

Morgan lay there, staring at the ceiling. Her body felt heavy, liquid, already drifting. She should have been angry about the monitor. About the milk. About the tucked-in covers and the pet names. Instead she felt… held. Like someone had finally noticed how tired she was and decided to do something about it.

She closed her eyes.

Across the hall, in the guest room, Claire sat on the edge of her bed and opened her laptop. The screen lit her face blue. She clicked into the baby-monitor app. The tiny camera—hidden in the smoke detector above Morgan’s bed—showed a grainy infrared image: Morgan curled on her side, breathing already slow and even, one hand tucked under her cheek.

Claire watched for a long minute.

Then she closed the laptop, stood, and moved quietly to the stack of boxes still waiting in the corner. She opened the one labeled “Nursery Supplies – Fragile” and lifted out a soft, pale-blue blanket, folded it neatly, and set it on the chair by the window.

Not yet.

But soon.

She turned off the light and went to bed.

In the master bedroom, Morgan dreamed for the first time in months. Not nightmares. Not stress dreams about missed deadlines. Just soft colors, warm arms, the distant sound of someone humming.

She didn’t wake once.


Chapter 3 — Small Changes

The second week began the way the first had ended: with warm milk, tucked-in covers, and the soft click of the bedroom door closing at exactly 9:30 p.m. Morgan no longer questioned the routine. She anticipated it. The moment the clock on her phone hit 9:25, something in her body relaxed in advance, already leaning toward the mug Claire would bring, already softening under the weight of the duvet being drawn up to her chin.

Claire never announced bedtime. She simply appeared—mug in hand, voice low and calm—and Morgan followed. It felt less like obedience and more like gravity.

Monday morning Claire was already in the kitchen when Morgan shuffled in, rubbing sleep from her eyes. The outfit was waiting again, this time on the back of one of the island stools: charcoal wide-leg trousers replaced by soft black leggings, the crisp white button-down swapped for an oversized cream sweater that fell past her hips, thick ribbed cuffs, and a pair of gray slip-on sneakers instead of the loafers.

Morgan stared at the pile. “This… isn’t what I usually wear to the office.”

Claire didn’t look up from the oatmeal she was stirring. “Restrictive clothing raises cortisol. Waistbands, structured shoulders, heels—they all signal your body to stay on alert. You’re carrying enough tension already. Soft fabrics help you down-regulate.”

Morgan opened her mouth, closed it. The logic sounded… reasonable. Scientific, even. She’d read articles about compression garments and nervous-system arousal. She picked up the sweater. It was cashmere-blend, impossibly soft. She pressed it to her cheek without thinking.

“Try it,” Claire said gently. “If it feels wrong, we’ll go back to the blazer tomorrow.”

Morgan dressed in her bedroom. The leggings hugged without pinching. The sweater draped like a blanket with sleeves. The sneakers were cushioned, silent. When she emerged, Claire nodded once—small, approving—and handed her a travel mug of the same herbal tea.

“No coffee again?”

“Not today. We’re weaning. Your adrenals need the break.”

Morgan took the mug. She didn’t argue.

The day passed in a strange, muted ease. She sat through a two-hour client briefing without once clenching her jaw. Her shoulders stayed down. When a junior account exec spilled coffee across the conference table, Morgan didn’t snap. She just said, “It’s fine. Grab a towel,” and kept talking. Her team exchanged glances. One of them mouthed you okay? She nodded. She was.

She came home at 6:05. Claire had dinner waiting—creamy tomato soup with grilled cheese cut into triangles, a small bowl of sliced apples on the side. Morgan ate without speaking much. Claire watched her, quiet, attentive.

After the plates were cleared, Claire collected Morgan’s phone from where it lay face-down on the island.

“Eight o’clock,” Claire said. “Screen time winds the nervous system back up. I’ll charge it in the kitchen. You can have it back in the morning.”

Morgan’s fingers twitched toward it instinctively. “I usually check emails before—”

“I know.” Claire’s voice stayed even. “And that’s why you wake up at three a.m. with your heart racing. One night without it won’t collapse your career. Try.”

Morgan exhaled. “Okay.”

Claire slipped the phone into a drawer and closed it with a soft click. Then she turned, cupped Morgan’s elbow lightly, and guided her toward the couch. “Come. Blanket time.”

There was already a thick knit throw waiting, pale gray, impossibly soft. Claire draped it over Morgan’s shoulders, tucked it around her like a cape, then sat beside her and pulled her in until Morgan’s head rested against Claire’s collarbone. Morgan stiffened for half a second—too close, too intimate—then let herself sink. Claire’s heartbeat was slow, steady, audible through the sweater. Morgan closed her eyes.

They stayed like that for twenty minutes. No television. No talking. Just breathing. Claire’s fingers moved in slow circles at the base of Morgan’s skull, gentle pressure that unraveled knots she hadn’t known were there.

When the clock hit 9:15, Claire murmured, “Warm milk?”

Morgan nodded against her shoulder.

In the kitchen Claire heated the milk, added the cinnamon, brought it back. Morgan drank it slowly, cradled in Claire’s arm like a child being fed. When the mug was empty Claire took it, set it aside, then stood and offered her hand.

“Bedtime.”

Morgan took it.

The bath came next—eucalyptus again, bubbles, the same oversized robe waiting. Claire didn’t stay this time, but she left the door open and called softly from the hallway, “Call if you need me.”

Morgan soaked until her fingers pruned, then climbed into bed. Claire appeared with fresh sheets—flannel this time, soft as clouds—and tucked her in with the same careful precision. The baby monitor glowed faintly on the nightstand. Morgan no longer minded it.

“Goodnight, sweetheart,” Claire whispered, brushing Morgan’s hair back from her forehead.

Morgan mumbled something sleepy in reply. The light clicked off. Sleep came like a tide.

Tuesday followed the same pattern. Leggings again—this time charcoal gray—another oversized sweater, slip-ons. Herbal tea. Phone collected at eight. Blanket on the couch. Warm milk. Tucked in at 9:30.

By Wednesday the office noticed.

“You look… different,” her assistant said during their morning sync. “Good different. Like you actually slept.”

“I did,” Morgan said, surprised at how true it felt.

Thursday brought the first real test.

A client in Brussels had escalated a minor deliverable into a full-blown crisis. The email chain was thirty messages long, half of them in all caps. Morgan spent the morning putting out fires via video call, her voice calm but her hands shaking under the desk. By 4 p.m. she was raw—jaw tight, stomach knotted, the familiar metallic taste of panic in her mouth.

She walked in at 5:58, coat still on, bag still slung over her shoulder.

Claire met her in the entryway.

Without a word she took the bag, hung the coat, guided Morgan to the couch. The blanket was already there, waiting. Claire wrapped it around her, sat, pulled Morgan sideways into her lap like she weighed nothing. Morgan’s knees curled up. Her face pressed into Claire’s neck. She started to shake.

Claire didn’t shush her. She simply held—arms firm, one hand stroking slow lines down Morgan’s spine, the other cradling the back of her head.

“Breathe with me,” Claire murmured. “In for four… hold… out for six.”

Morgan tried. The first few breaths were ragged. Then they synced. In. Hold. Out. The trembling eased, not gone but quieter.

Claire kept rocking her, tiny movements, barely perceptible. Minutes passed. Maybe ten. Maybe twenty. Morgan lost track.

When the shaking stopped, Claire reached for the side table. A fresh mug of warm milk waited—someone must have prepared it earlier, kept hot. Claire held it to Morgan’s lips.

“Small sips.”

Morgan drank. The sweetness grounded her. When the mug was half empty Claire set it down, wiped a stray drop from Morgan’s chin with her thumb.

“Better?”

Morgan nodded, eyes heavy.

Claire lifted her—effortless, like she’d done it a hundred times—and carried her to the bedroom. Morgan’s arms looped loosely around Claire’s neck without thinking. Claire laid her on the bed, removed her socks, pulled the covers up, tucked them tight.

The onesie wasn’t there yet. That would come later.

For now it was just flannel sheets, the soft weight of the blanket, Claire’s hand on her forehead.

“Sleep, honey,” Claire whispered. “I’ve got you.”

Morgan’s eyes closed before Claire even reached the door.

She woke once in the night—2:47 a.m., old habit—but the monitor light was green, and she heard Claire’s soft footsteps in the hall before she could even sit up. Claire appeared in the doorway, silhouette soft against the hallway glow.

“Bad dream?”

Morgan shook her head. “Just… woke up.”

Claire crossed the room, sat on the edge of the mattress. “Come here.”

Morgan shifted closer without hesitation. Claire gathered her in, tucked Morgan’s head under her chin, rubbed slow circles on her back.

“Back to sleep,” Claire murmured.

Morgan did.

Friday morning Claire laid out the softest outfit yet: pale-pink leggings, an enormous pale-blue hoodie with kangaroo pocket, fuzzy slipper-socks. Morgan didn’t comment. She just put it on.

At breakfast Claire set a bowl of oatmeal in front of her—steel-cut, topped with sliced banana, a drizzle of almond butter, a sprinkle of cinnamon.

“Eat slowly,” Claire said. “Chew.”

Morgan did.

Claire stood behind her, hands resting lightly on Morgan’s shoulders, thumbs pressing gentle arcs into the tight muscles there. Morgan leaned back into the touch without thinking.

When the bowl was empty Claire kissed the top of her head—brief, casual, like it happened every day.

“Good girl,” she said quietly.

Morgan felt the words settle somewhere deep in her chest, warm and heavy and right.

That night, after the bath, after the milk, after the tucking-in, Claire lingered in the doorway a moment longer.

“You’re doing so well,” she said. “I’m proud of you.”

Morgan, already half-asleep, smiled into her pillow.

Across the hall, Claire opened her laptop and pulled up the baby-monitor feed. Morgan was curled on her side, thumb near her mouth, breathing deep and even.

Claire watched for a long minute.

Then she opened the next box.

Inside, folded neatly: a pale-lavender footed onesie, size large, soft cotton with a long two-way zipper up the back.

She lifted it out, smoothed the fabric, and set it on the chair beside the window.

Not yet.

But almost.


Chapter 4 — The Pajamas

Morgan woke on Saturday morning to the soft chime of her phone alarm—set by Claire the night before to 7:45, not the usual 6:30 she had used for years. The room was still dim, curtains drawn against the pale February light. She stretched, arms above her head, and realized two things at once: she had slept until almost eight again, and her body felt… loose. Not sore. Not wired. Just soft and warm and rested.

She sat up slowly. The flannel sheets slid against her legs like a gentle hand. On the nightstand sat the baby monitor, its green light steady. She stared at it for a moment, then looked away. It no longer felt intrusive. It felt like company.

She padded into the hallway barefoot. The apartment smelled of cinnamon and something buttery—pancakes, maybe. Claire was at the stove when Morgan appeared in the kitchen doorway, wearing the same oversized pale-blue hoodie and fuzzy slipper-socks from yesterday. Claire glanced over her shoulder and smiled, small and warm.

“Morning, honey. Sleep well?”

Morgan nodded, still half-dazed. “Yeah. Really well.”

Claire turned back to the pan, flipped a pancake with practiced ease. “Good. Breakfast in ten. Go sit—I laid something out for tonight.”

Morgan’s brow furrowed. “Tonight?”

Claire didn’t elaborate. She just nodded toward the living room. “You’ll see.”

On the couch, folded neatly across one arm, was a garment Morgan had never seen before.

It was a onesie. Not lingerie, not a novelty costume. A proper, adult-sized footed onesie in pale lavender cotton jersey. Long sleeves, enclosed feet with non-slip dots on the soles, and—most noticeably—a long two-way zipper running from the high collar all the way down the back, ending just above the tailbone. The fabric looked impossibly soft, slightly stretchy, the kind of material that would feel like being wrapped in a cloud. A tiny embroidered star sat over the left chest.

Morgan stared at it.

She touched the sleeve. It gave under her fingers like warm butter.

Claire appeared behind her holding two plates, each with a short stack of pancakes drizzled with maple syrup, a few slices of banana, a dollop of Greek yogurt. She set them on the coffee table.

“Sit,” she said gently.

Morgan sat. The hoodie rode up slightly as she crossed her legs. Claire sat beside her, handed her a plate and a small fork.

“Eat first. Then we’ll talk about it.”

Morgan cut into the pancake. It was fluffy, warm, perfectly sweet. She ate slowly, aware of Claire watching—not critically, just attentively. When both plates were clean Claire took them away, returned with two fresh mugs of chamomile tea, and settled back on the couch.

She patted the space beside her. Morgan shifted closer without thinking.

Claire lifted the onesie from the armrest and laid it across both their laps.

“This is for sleeping,” she said. “It’s designed to regulate body temperature—cotton breathes, the feet keep you from getting cold at night, the long zipper makes it easy to get in and out. No bunching, no twisting in the sheets. You’ve been sleeping better, but you still move a lot. This will help you stay settled.”

Morgan ran her thumb along the zipper track. It was smooth, heavy-gauge. “It’s… really soft.”

“It is.” Claire’s voice stayed quiet, matter-of-fact. “Try it tonight. If you hate it, we’ll never mention it again. But I think you’ll like how it feels.”

Morgan looked up. Claire’s eyes were steady, patient. No pressure. Just certainty.

“Okay,” Morgan heard herself say.

Claire smiled—small, pleased—and leaned in to press a quick kiss to Morgan’s temple. “Good girl.”

The rest of Saturday passed in a gentle blur. Claire kept Morgan home—no errands, no work emails, no train into the city. They watched a nature documentary on the couch, Morgan tucked under the big gray throw, Claire’s arm around her shoulders. At one point Morgan’s eyes drifted shut; she woke twenty minutes later with her head in Claire’s lap, Claire’s fingers carding slowly through her hair.

Dinner was early—creamy risotto with peas and parmesan, eaten at the dining table with cloth napkins and candles again. Afterward Claire guided Morgan to the bathroom.

“Bath first,” she said. “Then we’ll get you changed.”

The tub was already filling when Morgan stepped in. Lavender Epsom salts, a few drops of eucalyptus oil, bubbles that smelled faintly of honey. Claire helped her out of the hoodie and leggings, folding them neatly on the counter. Morgan didn’t protest the assistance. It felt… natural now.

She soaked for twenty minutes. Claire sat on the closed toilet lid, scrolling quietly through her phone, occasionally glancing up to check on her. When the water cooled Claire stood, held out the oversized robe, and wrapped Morgan in it like she was fragile porcelain.

Back in the bedroom Claire had already turned down the bed. The lavender onesie waited on the duvet, sleeves and legs neatly extended, zipper open down the back.

Morgan hesitated in the doorway.

Claire stepped behind her, hands resting lightly on Morgan’s shoulders. “Arms up.”

Morgan lifted her arms. The robe slipped off. Cool air touched her skin for only a second before Claire guided her arms into the onesie sleeves. The fabric was as soft as it had looked—cool at first, then warming quickly to her body temperature. Claire pulled it down over Morgan’s chest, smoothed it over her hips, then knelt to guide her feet into the enclosed footies.

Morgan stood still, letting Claire work. The sensation was strange and overwhelming: being dressed, being handled, being cared for so completely. She felt small. Not diminished—small in the way a held thing is small. Safe. Contained.

Claire stood again, reached behind Morgan, and began to zip.

The zipper made a soft, steady sound as it traveled upward—slow, deliberate. Claire took her time, pausing every few inches to smooth the fabric flat against Morgan’s back. When the zipper reached the collar Claire tugged it gently closed, then snapped the tiny tab at the top.

Morgan felt the garment settle around her like a second skin. Snug but not tight. Warm. Secure. The feet hugged her toes. The long torso prevented any riding up. She couldn’t reach the zipper herself—not even close. She was… closed in.

Claire stepped around to face her, studied her for a long moment.

“How does it feel?”

Morgan swallowed. Her voice came out small. “Safe.”

Claire’s expression softened. “That’s exactly what it’s supposed to feel like.”

She guided Morgan to the bed. Morgan climbed in, the cotton sliding against the flannel sheets with a whisper. Claire pulled the covers up, tucked them around her shoulders, then higher, cocooning her completely. Morgan’s arms were pinned gently against her sides by the weight of the blankets. She couldn’t move much. She didn’t want to.

Claire sat on the edge of the mattress, reached for the nightstand. A fresh mug of warm milk waited—cinnamon-dusted, still steaming.

“Drink, sweetheart.”

Morgan lifted her head. Claire held the mug to her lips, tilting it slowly. Morgan drank in small sips, eyes never leaving Claire’s face. When the mug was empty Claire set it aside, wiped the corner of Morgan’s mouth with her thumb.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

Morgan felt the praise settle deep in her chest, warm and heavy.

Claire leaned down, brushed her lips against Morgan’s forehead—lingering this time. “Sleep now. I’ll be right across the hall if you need me.”

She clicked off the lamp.

The room went dark except for the faint canal glow through the blinds.

Morgan lay there, wrapped in lavender cotton, zipped and tucked and held. Her breathing slowed. The onesie seemed to breathe with her—soft, warm, constant pressure that reminded her body it didn’t have to brace anymore. She didn’t fight it.

She slept.

Ten hours passed without a single wake-up.

Sunday morning she woke slowly, sunlight filtering through the half-open curtains. She tried to stretch, but the onesie and blankets held her snug. She couldn’t reach the zipper. A tiny flicker of panic—trapped—dissolved almost instantly into something calmer. Held.

She stayed still, listening.

Footsteps in the hallway. The door opened quietly.

Claire stepped inside, already dressed in soft gray joggers and a cream sweater. She smiled when she saw Morgan awake.

“Morning, baby.”

The word landed differently this time. Not sweetheart. Not honey. Baby.

Morgan’s breath caught.

Claire crossed the room, sat on the edge of the bed, and rested a hand on Morgan’s blanketed hip. “Did you sleep well?”

Morgan nodded. Her voice was thick with sleep. “Ten hours. I think.”

Claire’s smile deepened. “That’s what I like to hear.”

She reached behind Morgan’s neck, found the zipper tab, and slowly drew it down. The sound was intimate in the quiet room. Inch by inch the onesie opened. Cool air touched Morgan’s back. Claire helped her sit up, guided her arms out of the sleeves, then eased the fabric down over her hips and off her legs.

Morgan sat there in just her underwear, skin pink from warmth, feeling strangely exposed and strangely safe at the same time.

Claire folded the onesie neatly, set it aside. “Let’s get you dressed for the day.”

She didn’t ask. She simply opened the dresser drawer where Morgan’s clothes lived and selected another soft outfit—pale-gray leggings, a long cream tunic, fuzzy socks. She helped Morgan step into them, smoothed the tunic over her hips, tugged the socks up.

Morgan stood still through it all, letting Claire move her like a doll.

When she was dressed Claire cupped her face with both hands. “You look perfect.”

Morgan felt herself blush.

Claire kissed her forehead again—slow, lingering. “Breakfast. Then we’ll talk about making this a habit.”

They ate oatmeal at the island—Claire spooning bites for Morgan when her hands shook slightly from nerves or exhaustion or something else she couldn’t name. Morgan opened her mouth each time without protest.

After breakfast Claire led her back to the bedroom. The lavender onesie was already laid out on the bed again.

“Tonight,” Claire said simply. “Every night. Until you tell me you don’t want it anymore.”

Morgan looked at the onesie. Then at Claire.

She didn’t say no.

That night, when Claire brought the warm milk and zipped her in again, Morgan reached for the zipper tab herself first—testing, curious. She couldn’t reach it. Not even close.

Claire noticed. She smiled, gentle and knowing.

“That’s the point, sweetheart.”

She zipped Morgan up slowly, snapped the tab, tucked her in tight.

Morgan curled onto her side, knees drawn up, the onesie hugging every curve. Claire sat beside her for a long time, stroking her hair, humming something soft and wordless.

When Claire finally stood to leave, Morgan made a small sound—barely a whimper.

Claire paused. Turned back.

Morgan looked up at her in the dim light.

“Stay?” she whispered.

Claire’s expression softened to something almost tender.

She slipped off her shoes, climbed onto the bed fully clothed, gathered Morgan into her arms. Morgan pressed her face into Claire’s chest, breathing in the clean scent of her sweater, the steady thump of her heartbeat.

Claire kissed the top of her head.

“Sleep, baby. I’ve got you.”

Morgan closed her eyes.

The onesie held her.

Claire held her.

For the first time in years, Morgan didn’t dream of deadlines or failure or falling.

She dreamed of being carried.


Chapter 5 — The Accident

The lavender onesie became non-negotiable after that first Saturday. Every night at 9:15 Claire appeared with the mug of warm milk, waited while Morgan finished it in slow sips, then guided her to the bedroom. The routine was the same: bath first (sometimes with bubbles, sometimes just salts), robe, then the soft cotton garment zipped up the back with that long, deliberate sound. Morgan stopped reaching for the zipper herself after the second night. She knew she couldn’t undo it. She knew Claire would.

She stopped wanting to.

By mid-week the onesie felt like part of her skin. She began anticipating the moment Claire knelt to guide her feet into the footies, the way the fabric settled over her hips, the gentle tug as the zipper closed her in. Each snap of the tab at the collar was a small punctuation mark: done. safe. held.

She slept deeper than she ever had. Ten hours became eleven. Sometimes twelve. She woke slowly, limbs heavy with good heaviness, the onesie still warm from her body heat. Claire was always there within minutes—door opening softly, footsteps quiet on the carpet, hand resting on the blanket over Morgan’s hip.

“Morning, baby,” Claire would say, voice low and fond.

Morgan would mumble something sleepy in reply, already turning toward the sound of Claire’s voice.

The days blurred into softness. Work still happened—video calls from the home office, emails answered in the pale-gray leggings and oversized tunics Claire chose—but the edges were gone. Morgan no longer clenched her jaw during difficult conversations. She no longer felt the metallic taste of panic at 3 p.m. Her hands stayed steady on the keyboard. Her team started commenting in the group chat: You seem… lighter lately. Everything okay? She typed back Yes. Really good, actually. And meant it.

Friday evening she came out of a fourteen-hour stretch of back-to-back meetings feeling hollowed out but not frantic. Exhausted, yes. But the kind of exhaustion that begged for surrender rather than fight. She walked into the apartment at 7:42, coat half-unbuttoned, bag slipping from her shoulder.

Claire was waiting in the entryway.

She took the bag without a word, hung the coat, cupped Morgan’s face with both hands, and studied her for a long moment.

“Rough one?”

Morgan nodded. Her eyes felt hot.

Claire didn’t ask for details. She simply guided Morgan to the couch, sat, pulled her sideways into her lap like she weighed nothing. The big gray throw was already there. Claire wrapped it around them both, tucked Morgan’s head under her chin, and began the slow rocking that had become their language for I’ve got you.

Morgan let herself go limp. The day leaked out of her in quiet tremors. Claire held tighter.

After ten minutes Claire murmured, “Bath, then milk, then bed. You need rest more than food tonight.”

Morgan didn’t argue.

The bath was extra hot, extra bubbly. Claire helped her out of the day’s clothes, folded them away, guided her into the water. Morgan sank until only her head rested on the rolled towel Claire had placed at the edge. She closed her eyes. The heat seeped into her bones.

Claire sat on the floor beside the tub, one arm draped over the rim, fingers occasionally trailing through the bubbles or brushing Morgan’s damp hair back from her forehead. Neither of them spoke. The only sounds were the soft pop of bubbles and Morgan’s slowing breaths.

When the water cooled Claire lifted Morgan out—effortless, arms strong—and wrapped her in the plush robe. She led her to the bedroom. The lavender onesie waited on the turned-down bed.

Claire dressed her slowly. Arms into sleeves. Feet into footies. Zipper drawn up with the same careful patience. Snap.

Morgan stood there, zipped and contained, swaying slightly from fatigue.

Claire guided her to the bed, helped her climb in, pulled the covers high. The warm milk came next—cinnamon, just the right temperature. Morgan drank lying down, head cradled in Claire’s arm. When the mug was empty Claire set it aside, wiped Morgan’s mouth, kissed her forehead.

“Sleep, sweetheart. Deep and long.”

Morgan’s eyes were already closing.

She didn’t remember falling asleep.

She woke sometime in the small hours—disoriented, bladder full, body heavy. The clock on the nightstand glowed 3:18 a.m. She tried to sit up. The onesie and blankets pinned her gently. She squirmed, reached back for the zipper she couldn’t reach. Panic flickered—brief, sharp—then dulled under the weight of exhaustion.

She needed the bathroom. She really needed it.

She tried to call out. Her voice came out small, cracked from disuse. “Claire…?”

The baby monitor light blinked green. A soft sound from the hallway—footsteps, door opening.

Claire appeared in pajamas—soft gray cotton, hair loose. She crossed the room without turning on the light.

“Shh. I’m here.”

Morgan’s lip trembled. “I… I have to pee. I can’t—”

Claire sat on the edge of the bed, hand resting on Morgan’s blanketed stomach. “It’s okay. You’re okay.”

Morgan shook her head, eyes filling. “I can’t get out. The zipper—”

Claire’s thumb brushed a tear from Morgan’s cheek. “I know, baby. That’s why I’m here.”

She pulled back the covers just enough to slide her hand under Morgan’s back, found the zipper tab, drew it down halfway. Cool air touched Morgan’s spine. Claire helped her sit, eased her arms out of the sleeves, then guided the onesie down to her waist.

Morgan stood on shaky legs. Claire steadied her with both hands on her hips.

“Come on.”

They shuffled to the bathroom together. Claire flicked on the soft night light, lowered Morgan’s underwear, helped her sit. Morgan’s face burned with humiliation. She couldn’t look at Claire.

But Claire stayed—calm, unhurried—until Morgan finished. Then she wiped her gently with a warm washcloth from the sink, pulled the underwear back up, and without a word began zipping the onesie closed again.

Morgan started to cry. Quiet, hiccuping sobs.

Claire finished the zipper, snapped the tab, then gathered Morgan against her chest. “Shh. Shh. It’s all right.”

“I’m sorry,” Morgan whispered into Claire’s shoulder. “I’m so tired. I didn’t mean—”

“I know.” Claire rocked her gently, right there on the bathroom floor. “Your body is so exhausted it’s forgetting how to signal properly. That’s what happens when you’ve been running on empty this long. It’s not your fault.”

Morgan cried harder.

Claire lifted her—arms under knees and back—and carried her back to bed. She tucked her in tight, then climbed in beside her, pulling Morgan close until her face was pressed to Claire’s chest.

“Sleep now,” Claire murmured. “I’m staying.”

Morgan clung. Sleep took her again almost instantly.

When morning came Claire was still there, propped against the headboard, reading something on her phone. Morgan stirred, blinked up at her.

Claire set the phone aside, smiled softly. “Morning, baby.”

Morgan’s eyes filled again. “Last night… I—”

Claire pressed a finger to her lips. “We’re going to make sure that doesn’t happen again. Not because you did anything wrong. Because your body needs more help right now.”

Morgan swallowed. “What kind of help?”

Claire reached into the nightstand drawer—the one she had quietly stocked the first week—and pulled out a package. Thick, white, crinkly. A nighttime diaper. Adult size. Discreet packaging, but unmistakable.

Morgan froze.

Claire held her gaze. “Just for nights. Just in case. It will let you sleep without worrying. Without waking up scared. Without accidents that make you feel small in the wrong way.”

Morgan’s breath hitched. “I… I don’t know.”

Claire set the package down, cupped Morgan’s face. “You don’t have to decide right now. But last night was hard for you. I don’t want you to feel that again. Let me take care of it. Let me take care of you.”

Morgan looked at the package. Then at Claire.

She didn’t say yes.

She didn’t say no.

She just nodded—once, small—and let Claire ease her onto her back.

Claire moved with quiet efficiency. She unzipped the onesie halfway, slid it down to Morgan’s knees, removed the underwear. She unfolded the diaper, slid it under Morgan’s hips, powdered gently—cool, soothing—then taped it snug. The padding was thick between her legs, crinkling softly when she shifted.

Claire pulled the onesie back up, zipped it closed, snapped the tab.

Morgan stared at the ceiling. The bulk felt foreign. Heavy. But also… secure. No edges. No risk.

Claire pulled the covers up, tucked them tight, then lay beside her again.

“How does it feel?”

Morgan swallowed. “Thick.”

Claire smiled. “It is. And it’s safe. You can relax now.”

Morgan turned onto her side, curled toward Claire. The diaper crinkled with the movement—loud in the quiet room. She winced.

Claire pulled her close. “That sound means you’re protected. That’s all.”

Morgan buried her face in Claire’s neck. “I feel… little.”

Claire kissed the top of her head. “You are little right now. And that’s okay. That’s why I’m here.”

They stayed like that until Morgan’s breathing evened out again.

When she woke properly an hour later, Claire was already up. Breakfast waited on a tray beside the bed: oatmeal with banana, a bottle of warm milk instead of a mug.

Claire sat on the edge of the mattress, lifted Morgan into a sitting position against the pillows.

“Small bites,” she said, spooning oatmeal.

Morgan opened her mouth. Ate. Drank from the bottle when Claire held it—slow, rhythmic sucks that made her eyelids droop.

After breakfast Claire helped her out of bed. The diaper was still dry. Morgan felt a strange mix of relief and something deeper—surrender, maybe.

Claire changed her anyway—fresh one, more powder, clean onesie. Pale blue this time. She zipped it slowly, kissed Morgan’s forehead.

“Today is for resting,” Claire said. “No work. No calls. Just us.”

Morgan nodded.

She spent the day on the couch in the blue onesie and diaper, wrapped in the gray throw, head in Claire’s lap while Claire read aloud from a book of gentle poetry. Every so often Claire would check—sliding a hand under the onesie waistband, feeling the padding.

“Still dry,” she’d murmur. “Good girl.”

Morgan felt herself flush each time. But she didn’t pull away.

That night Claire brought another bottle, another diaper change—routine now, almost soothing—then zipped her into the lavender onesie again.

Morgan curled into Claire’s arms under the covers.

The padding crinkled softly as she shifted.

She didn’t fight it.

She let it hold her.

And when Claire whispered, “Sleep, baby. I’ve got everything,” Morgan believed her.

For the first time in years, she fell asleep without a single worry about tomorrow.

The monitor glowed green in the dark.

Claire watched the feed from her room for a long time.

Then she smiled—small, satisfied—and turned off her light.


Chapter 6 — Daytime

The nighttime diapers became routine so quietly that Morgan almost didn’t register the shift. The first few nights after the accident, Claire changed her every morning—whether the padding was wet or not. She would lower the crib-like side rail of the bed (Morgan had started thinking of it that way, even though it was just a normal bedframe), check the tapes with gentle fingers, then carry Morgan to the changing table Claire had quietly assembled in the corner of the guest room while Morgan was at a rare in-office day.

The changing table had appeared without fanfare: pale wood, padded top, shelves stocked with neatly stacked diapers, a large tub of wipes, a bottle of baby powder that smelled faintly of vanilla and calm. Claire never called it a changing table. She just said, “Let’s get you fresh,” and Morgan followed.

Claire would unzip the onesie, peel back the tapes, wipe her clean with warm wipes—not cold washcloths, never cold—powder her with slow, soothing strokes, then slide a fresh diaper underneath. The new one always felt thicker at first, bulkier between her thighs, but within minutes it settled into place like it belonged there. Claire would tape it snug, pull the onesie back up, zip it closed, and kiss Morgan’s forehead.

“Good baby,” she’d murmur, and Morgan would feel the words sink deep, warm and heavy and right.

By the end of the first week Morgan stopped waking up to use the bathroom at all. Why bother? Claire would be there at dawn anyway, lowering the rail, checking her, changing her whether she needed it or not. The routine was comforting. Predictable. Safe.

Then the daytime accidents started.

The first one happened on a Tuesday. Morgan was in her home office—still in the pale-gray leggings and cream tunic Claire had chosen—typing notes during a video call with the Brussels team. She felt a sudden warm rush between her legs. No warning. No urge. Just… wet. The leggings darkened in a small patch at the crotch. She froze mid-sentence.

On screen, the client was still talking about KPIs.

Morgan didn’t move. Didn’t breathe. The warmth spread slowly, soaking into the fabric, cooling against her skin. She finished her sentence somehow—voice steady, face blank—then muted herself, turned off her camera for “technical difficulties,” and sat there shaking.

Claire appeared in the doorway thirty seconds later. She didn’t knock. She never knocked anymore.

She crossed the room, knelt in front of the desk chair, and rested both hands on Morgan’s knees.

“Accident?”

Morgan nodded, tears already spilling.

Claire didn’t flinch. Didn’t sigh. She simply stood, offered her hand.

“Come on, sweetheart. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Morgan let herself be led to the guest room. Claire unzipped the tunic from the back (it had a hidden zipper now—Claire’s addition), peeled the wet leggings down, wiped her with warm wipes, powdered her, then taped on a fresh diaper. This one was slimmer than the nighttime ones—discreet enough to wear under clothes—but still thick enough that Morgan felt it when she walked.

Claire chose soft black leggings again—stretchy, high-waisted, forgiving—and a longer tunic that fell to mid-thigh. When Morgan looked in the mirror, nothing showed. No bulge. No outline. Just… normal.

Claire cupped her face. “See? Nothing to worry about. You’re taken care of.”

Morgan nodded. The padding crinkled faintly when she shifted. She should have hated it. Instead she felt a strange calm settle over her—like the last frayed wire in her nervous system had finally been clipped.

The second accident came two days later. She was on the couch in the living room, wrapped in the gray throw, half-watching a nature documentary Claire had put on. Claire was in the kitchen making lunch. Morgan felt the warmth again—sudden, unstoppable. This time she didn’t freeze. She just let it happen. The diaper absorbed everything. No wet spot on the couch. No panic. Just a soft, spreading warmth that faded quickly into nothing.

Claire appeared a minute later with a tray: grilled cheese cut into triangles, tomato soup, a bottle of warm milk.

She set the tray on the coffee table, then knelt in front of Morgan and slipped a hand under the throw, under the tunic, pressing gently against the front of the diaper.

“Wet,” she said matter-of-factly. Not accusing. Just observing.

Morgan nodded.

Claire smiled—small, approving. “Good girl for letting it happen. That’s what the padding is for.”

She lifted Morgan onto her hip like she weighed nothing, carried her to the changing table. Fresh wipes, fresh powder, fresh diaper. This time Claire didn’t bother with leggings afterward. She zipped Morgan into a pale-pink footed onesie—the daytime version Claire had introduced quietly the week before, shorter zipper, snap crotch for easy changes—and carried her back to the couch.

Morgan sat in Claire’s lap to eat. Claire held the bottle while Morgan sucked slowly, eyes heavy. The onesie crinkled every time she shifted. She didn’t mind anymore.

The third accident happened during a video call the following Monday.

Morgan was at her desk, waist-up professional in a soft cream sweater, hair in a neat ponytail Claire had braided that morning. Below the desk: no pants. Just a thick diaper and fuzzy socks. Claire had removed the leggings after breakfast without asking. Morgan hadn’t protested.

Halfway through the call—discussing Q2 projections—she felt the familiar warmth. No clench. No fight. She wet without pausing her sentence. The diaper swelled slightly under her. She kept talking. The client nodded along on screen, oblivious.

When the call ended Morgan exhaled. Claire was already there, leaning in the doorway.

“All done?”

Morgan nodded.

Claire crossed the room, lifted Morgan from the chair, carried her to the changing table. Ten full minutes this time—slow wipes, generous powder, careful taping. Claire sang softly under her breath while she worked, some old lullaby Morgan didn’t recognize. Morgan lay still, staring at the ceiling mobile Claire had hung above the table—a gentle spinning of pastel stars and moons.

When the fresh diaper was on, Claire zipped Morgan into another onesie—this one mint-green with little white rabbits printed along the cuffs—and carried her to the living-room floor.

A soft blanket was already spread out. A few stuffed animals waited in a neat row. Claire set Morgan down gently.

“Playtime,” she said. “I’ll be right here.”

Morgan stared at the toys. Then at Claire.

Claire sat cross-legged beside her, handed her a plush bunny.

Morgan took it. Held it to her chest. The diaper crinkled loudly when she shifted onto her bottom. She didn’t flinch.

Claire reached over, checked the front of the onesie, pressed gently.

“Still dry. Good girl.”

Morgan felt herself relax completely.

That afternoon Claire didn’t offer underwear again. Not once.

After lunch—spoon-fed applesauce and yogurt—Claire carried Morgan back to the changing table, taped her into another daytime diaper, then dressed her in just a long t-shirt and the padding. No leggings. No pants. Just the crinkly bulk between her legs and the hem of the shirt brushing the tops of her thighs.

Morgan went back to her office like that for the last hour of work. She sat carefully, feeling the diaper compress under her weight. Every shift made a faint rustle. She muted herself during a quick status update, but no one asked why her camera stayed off.

When the workday ended Claire appeared with another bottle.

Morgan drank it lying across Claire’s lap on the couch, legs dangling, head cradled in the crook of Claire’s arm. Claire’s free hand rested on the front of the diaper, thumb rubbing slow circles over the padding.

“Such a good baby,” Claire whispered. “Letting go so easily now.”

Morgan closed her eyes. The sucking rhythm steadied her breathing. The padding held everything. She didn’t have to think. She didn’t have to hold. She just… existed.

That night Claire changed her again—slowly, lovingly—then zipped her into the lavender nighttime onesie with the extra-thick overnight diaper underneath. Morgan curled into Claire’s arms under the covers, face pressed to Claire’s chest, thumb slipping instinctively toward her mouth.

Claire caught her hand gently, brought it back down, replaced it with a pacifier from the nightstand drawer.

Morgan took it without hesitation. The silicone nipple settled between her lips. She sucked once, twice. Her eyes drifted closed.

Claire rocked her slowly.

“Who’s my perfect little girl?”

Morgan murmured around the pacifier, voice muffled and sleepy: “Me.”

Claire kissed her forehead.

“That’s right, baby. Sleep now. Mommy’s got you.”

The word mommy landed like the final piece of a puzzle Morgan hadn’t known she was solving.

She didn’t startle.

She didn’t question.

She just let it settle.

Deep.

Right.

Permanent.

Across the hall, Claire watched the monitor feed until Morgan’s breathing deepened into the slow, even rhythm of true sleep.

Then she opened her laptop and began researching cribs.

Full-size. Sturdy. Drop-side rail.

Soon.

Very soon.


Chapter 7 — The Nursery

Morgan returned from her last in-office day of the week on Friday afternoon feeling lighter than she had in years. The train ride from Amsterdam Zuid had been quiet; she sat by the window in her soft gray leggings and oversized cream hoodie, the faint crinkle of her daytime diaper a constant, soothing reminder beneath the fabric. No one had noticed. No one ever noticed anymore. Claire had chosen outfits that draped and flowed just right—long tunics, high-waisted bottoms, layers that concealed without effort.

She stepped off at Haarlem station at 4:47 p.m., walked the short distance home along the canal path. The February air was crisp but not biting; the late-afternoon sun slanted gold across the water. For the first time in forever, Morgan didn’t check her phone once on the walk. It was already in Claire’s keeping—collected at 8 p.m. the night before and not returned yet. She didn’t miss it.

When she reached the apartment building she buzzed herself in, climbed the stairs slowly. The door to her unit was unlocked—Claire must have heard her footsteps. She pushed it open.

The hallway smelled different. Not just the usual chamomile and lavender, but something warmer—fresh linens, baby powder, a hint of vanilla. Soft light spilled from the guest-room doorway at the end of the hall. The door was ajar.

Morgan set her bag down without thinking and walked toward it.

She stopped in the threshold.

The room had been transformed.

Gone was the minimalist guest setup: the queen bed, the plain white duvet, the single abstract print on the wall. In its place stood a full-sized crib—sturdy wooden frame in pale oak, high sides with widely spaced slats, a drop-side rail already lowered on one side. The mattress was thick, covered in a soft pink fitted sheet printed with tiny white stars. Above it hung a mobile of pastel moons and clouds, turning lazily in the warm air from the vent.

Against the opposite wall was a changing table—exactly like the one Claire had been using for weeks, but now fully stocked and permanent: shelves lined with neatly folded diapers (both daytime and overnight stacks), wipe warmers, bottles of powder and lotion, a basket of pacifiers in different colors and shapes. A rocking chair sat in the corner, upholstered in cream velvet, a soft throw blanket draped over the arm. The walls had been painted a gentle blush pink sometime in the last few days—Morgan hadn’t noticed the faint scent of fresh paint until now. A wide shelf ran along one wall, holding stuffed animals, stacking blocks, a few board books with rounded corners.

And above the crib, in large wooden block letters painted white and edged in gold, a name banner:

BABY MORGAN

Morgan stood frozen.

Her heart beat hard against her ribs—not panic, not exactly. Something bigger. Something that made her throat close and her eyes sting.

Claire stepped up behind her—quiet footsteps, familiar presence. She didn’t touch Morgan yet. She just stood close enough that Morgan could feel her warmth.

“You don’t have to say yes,” Claire said softly. “You can walk away right now. We can put everything back. No questions. No pressure.”

Morgan didn’t move.

She took one step forward. Then another.

She crossed the threshold.

The carpet was new too—thick, plush, pale gray. It muffled her socked footsteps. She reached the crib first. Her fingers curled around the top rail. Smooth wood. Solid. Safe.

She traced the letters of the banner with her eyes. BABY MORGAN. The words looked right there. Like they had always belonged.

She turned slowly. Her gaze landed on the shelf of pacifiers. One caught her eye—pale lavender, matching her favorite onesie, with a soft silicone nipple and a small silver heart on the shield.

She reached for it without thinking.

The pacifier felt cool in her palm. She turned it over, studying the gentle curve of the nipple, the way the shield was shaped to rest comfortably against her lips.

Claire watched in silence.

Morgan lifted it to her mouth.

She hesitated for half a second—last thread of adult resistance—then slipped it between her lips.

The silicone settled instantly. Soft. Familiar. Right.

She sucked once. Twice. The gentle rhythm steadied her breathing.

Claire stepped forward then.

She wrapped her arms around Morgan from behind, hands resting low on her stomach, just above the hidden waistband of the diaper. Morgan leaned back into her without hesitation.

“There she is,” Claire whispered against her ear. “There’s my baby.”

Morgan’s eyes filled. Tears spilled over, hot and silent. She didn’t sob. She just let them fall.

Claire turned her gently, lifted her chin with two fingers so their eyes met.

“You’re safe,” Claire said. “You’re loved. You’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

Morgan nodded around the pacifier. A small, muffled sound escaped—half whimper, half agreement.

Claire scooped her up—arms under knees and back, effortless—and carried her to the rocking chair. She sat, settled Morgan sideways in her lap, adjusted the throw blanket over them both.

Morgan curled in tight. Face pressed to Claire’s chest. Pacifier bobbing with each slow suck. The diaper crinkled softly beneath the leggings as she shifted closer.

Claire began to rock—slow, steady arcs. One hand stroked Morgan’s hair. The other rubbed gentle circles over her back.

The tears kept coming, but they weren’t painful. They were release. Years of tension, of holding everything together, of never letting herself fall apart—pouring out in quiet streams.

Claire didn’t speak for a long time. Just rocked. Just held.

When the crying finally slowed to hiccups, Claire reached into the side pocket of the rocking chair and pulled out a bottle—warm milk, already prepared, nipple covered until this moment.

She uncapped it, brought it to Morgan’s lips beside the pacifier.

“Trade me, baby.”

Morgan let the pacifier fall into Claire’s palm. She took the bottle instead. Claire guided it, tilting slowly. Morgan sucked in long, even pulls. The milk was sweet, comforting, familiar.

Claire kept rocking.

When the bottle was half empty, Morgan’s eyes began to droop. Claire switched her back to the pacifier, tucked the empty bottle away, and pulled the blanket higher.

“Nap time,” she murmured. “My sweet girl needs her rest.”

Morgan didn’t fight it.

Claire lifted her again—cradled close—and carried her to the crib.

She lowered Morgan onto the mattress. The pink sheet was cool against her back. Claire arranged a soft stuffed bunny beside her cheek, tucked the blanket around her shoulders, then raised the drop-side rail with a quiet click.

The mobile spun above.

Morgan stared up at it through heavy lashes.

Claire leaned over the rail, brushed a final tear from Morgan’s cheek.

“Sleep, Baby Morgan. Mommy’s right here.”

The word mommy wrapped around Morgan like the blanket.

She closed her eyes.

The pacifier bobbed once more.

She slept.

Deep.

Dreamless.

Safe.

Claire stood beside the crib for a long time, watching the slow rise and fall of Morgan’s chest.

Then she moved quietly to the changing table, opened the bottom drawer, and lifted out a pale-pink sleeper—footed, snap crotch, embroidered with tiny stars along the collar.

She folded it neatly on the shelf.

For when Baby Morgan woke up.

Across the apartment, in the living room, Claire’s phone buzzed once—work email forwarded from Morgan’s account. Claire glanced at it, silenced it, and returned to the nursery doorway.

She leaned against the frame, arms crossed, eyes soft.

The mobile turned.

The bunny rested against Morgan’s cheek.

Everything was exactly as it should be.


Chapter 8 — Full-Time Baby

The leave-of-absence email went out on Monday morning.

Morgan sat at her desk in the pale-pink nursery—now officially her bedroom—wearing only a thick overnight diaper and the mint-green onesie with the rabbit cuffs. Claire had unzipped it just enough to feed her breakfast: a warm bottle first, then spoonfuls of mashed banana and oatmeal from a soft silicone bowl. Morgan had sucked the bottle while Claire held it, then opened her mouth obediently for each bite. No words. Just small, contented sounds around the nipple and the spoon.

Claire had typed the email for her.

Subject: Request for Medical Leave of Absence – Effective Immediately

Body: brief, professional, vague. “Due to an ongoing health concern requiring focused rest and management, I am taking an indefinite leave of absence starting today. I will remain available for limited consultation on critical matters via email only. Thank you for your understanding.”

Morgan had watched the cursor blink over the Send button, then reached out with one taped hand and pressed it herself. Claire kissed her temple immediately after.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Now Mommy takes care of everything.”

Morgan believed her.

The first full day without work felt like falling into warm water.

She woke in the crib at 7:15—Claire lowering the rail with a soft click, checking the heavy, soaked diaper between her legs without comment. Morgan didn’t blush anymore. She just lifted her hips when Claire slid the changing pad underneath, let her legs be parted, wiped clean with warm wipes, powdered generously, taped into a fresh daytime diaper—thicker than the slim ones now, because there was no need to hide anything.

Claire chose a pale-yellow footed onesie for the day—snap crotch, short sleeves, little duck appliqués on the chest. She carried Morgan to the high chair in the kitchen corner (installed over the weekend while Morgan napped). The tray clicked into place. A fresh bottle appeared first—warm milk with a touch of vanilla. Morgan drank slowly, eyes half-closed, while Claire spoon-fed her soft scrambled eggs mixed with cheese.

No phone. No laptop. No calendar alerts.

After breakfast Claire carried her to the living-room floor. The big play blanket was already spread out—pale blue with little clouds. A basket of toys waited: soft blocks, a plush elephant, a set of colorful stacking rings, the lavender pacifier clipped to the edge with a ribbon.

Claire set Morgan down gently.

“Play, baby. Mommy will be right here.”

Morgan crawled a few steps—instinct now, not decision—then sat on her padded bottom with a loud crinkle. She reached for the elephant first, hugged it to her chest, then picked up a block. Red. She turned it over in her hands, feeling the soft fabric edges. She stacked it on another block. Green. Then yellow.

Claire sat cross-legged nearby, folding laundry—tiny onesies, sleepers, bibs—while humming softly. Every so often she reached over to check Morgan’s diaper with a quick press of her palm.

“Still dry,” she’d murmur. “Such a good girl.”

Morgan would smile around the pacifier she had slipped into her mouth without thinking.

At noon Claire scooped her up again.

“Naptime.”

Back to the crib. Rail up. Mobile spinning. Bunny tucked against her cheek. Pacifier bobbing. Blanket pulled high. Claire leaned over the rail, kissed her forehead.

“Sleep tight, Baby Morgan.”

Morgan’s eyes closed before Claire even left the room.

She woke at 2:30 to Claire lowering the rail again. Another diaper check—wet this time, warm and heavy. Claire carried her to the changing table, changed her slowly, singing the same lullaby from the week before. Fresh powder. Fresh diaper. Fresh pale-blue romper with snap shoulders and ruffled legs.

Then bath time.

The tub was already filled—bubbles, baby wash that smelled like chamomile and honey. Claire undressed her, lifted her in, knelt beside the tub and washed her with a soft cloth: arms, tummy, back, between her legs with gentle care. Morgan leaned into every touch, eyes heavy, pacifier still in her mouth.

After the bath Claire wrapped her in a hooded towel with little bear ears, carried her back to the changing table, diapered her again, then zipped her into a fresh footed sleeper—white with pink hearts, long sleeves, enclosed feet.

Dinner came next—mashed sweet potato, pureed chicken, applesauce—all spoon-fed in the high chair while Morgan drank another bottle. She ate slowly, letting Claire wipe her chin with a soft bib each time a drop escaped.

After dinner: story time.

Claire carried her to the rocking chair, settled her in her lap, opened a board book about a little bunny who gets lost and finds her way home. She read in a low, soothing voice, turning pages slowly, pointing to the pictures. Morgan sucked her pacifier and stared at the illustrations, occasionally reaching out to touch the bunny’s fluffy tail on the page.

When the book ended Claire kissed her cheek.

“Bedtime, baby. Seven-thirty sharp.”

She carried Morgan to the crib, laid her down, tucked the blanket tight, raised the rail, turned on the mobile’s soft lullaby setting.

Morgan curled onto her side, thumb near her mouth, pacifier bobbing.

Claire lingered in the doorway for a long time, watching.

Morgan didn’t speak in full sentences anymore. She didn’t need to. A small whine meant hold me. A reaching hand meant up. A soft hum around the pacifier meant I’m happy. Claire understood every sound.

The stress that had lived in her body for years—constant cortisol, clenched jaw, racing thoughts—hadn’t faded gradually. It had simply vanished. Evaporated the moment she stopped making decisions. The moment she let Claire decide everything: what she wore, what she ate, when she slept, when she played, when she was changed.

She didn’t miss the alternative.

Not even a little.

The next morning Claire carried her to the changing table again. Wet diaper, as usual. Fresh one taped on. Today’s outfit: a lavender romper with a Peter Pan collar and tiny embroidered flowers.

Playtime on the blanket. Blocks stacked into a wobbly tower. Elephant hugged tight. Pacifier never far from her lips.

Lunch: bottle, then pureed carrots and yogurt spooned in while Morgan sat in Claire’s lap.

Nap at 1:00. Crib. Rail up. Sleep.

Afternoon bottle at 3:30—Morgan cradled like an infant, legs dangling, sucking slowly while Claire rubbed her back in slow circles.

Bath at 5:30. Bubbles. Gentle washing. Fresh diaper. Fresh sleeper—pale peach with little stars.

Dinner at 6:15. High chair. Spoon-fed. Bibbed. Bottle.

Story at 6:45. Rocking chair. Another bunny book.

Bed at 7:30. Crib. Rail up. Mobile. Pacifier. Bunny. Blanket.

Claire kissed her forehead through the slats.

“Sweet dreams, my perfect baby.”

Morgan reached through the bars, fingers curling around Claire’s.

Claire stayed until the sucking slowed, until the breathing deepened, until the tiny hand relaxed.

Then she turned off the overhead light, left only the soft glow of the night-light shaped like a crescent moon.

In the hallway she paused, listening to the faint crinkle of Morgan shifting in her sleep, the soft suck of the pacifier.

She smiled—small, satisfied, possessive.

Everything was perfect.

Morgan didn’t dream of quarterly reports or client escalations or unread emails.

She dreamed of soft arms, warm bottles, the gentle rock of the chair, the click of the crib rail locking into place.

She dreamed of being small.

Of being held.

Of never having to be big again.

And when she woke in the night—wet, whimpering softly—Claire was there within seconds, lowering the rail, lifting her out, changing her in the dim glow of the night-light, then climbing into the rocking chair to rock her back to sleep with a fresh bottle.

No words.

Just presence.

Just care.

Just Mommy.


Chapter 9 — The Confrontation

The doorbell rang at 2:14 p.m. on a Thursday—sharp, insistent, three quick presses like someone who knew exactly how long it took to walk from the buzzer to the door.

Morgan was on the living-room floor.

She wore a pale-lavender romper with ruffled hems and tiny embroidered daisies across the chest, snap crotch open for easy changes. Her hair was in two loose pigtails tied with white satin ribbons—Claire had done them that morning after the post-nap change. A thick daytime diaper crinkled softly every time she shifted her weight. The lavender pacifier bobbed between her lips as she concentrated on stacking her blocks into a tall, wobbly tower. Blue, yellow, red, blue again. She hummed a tuneless little song around the nipple, content in the way only someone who had forgotten how to be anything else could be.

Claire was in the kitchen, rinsing a bottle. She dried her hands on a dish towel, glanced at the monitor feed on her phone—Morgan safe, playing, dry—and walked to the door.

She opened it without hesitation.

Dana stood on the threshold.

Morgan’s best friend since university—sharp-eyed, sharp-tongued, perpetually in a hurry. Dark jeans, leather jacket, hair pulled into a messy knot. She looked like she hadn’t slept. Her eyes were red-rimmed, cheeks flushed.

“Where is she?” Dana demanded before Claire could speak.

Claire stepped aside calmly. “She’s in the living room.”

Dana pushed past her, boots loud on the hardwood. She stopped dead when she saw the scene.

Morgan looked up at the sound of footsteps. The tower of blocks wobbled. One blue block toppled. She caught it instinctively, clutching it to her chest like a shield. Her eyes widened behind the pacifier. She made a small, surprised sound—half squeak, half coo—and froze.

Dana’s face went through a rapid sequence: confusion, horror, fury.

“Morgan?”

Morgan blinked slowly. The pacifier bobbed once. She didn’t take it out.

Dana rounded on Claire, voice rising. “What the fuck have you done to her?”

Claire closed the front door with a soft click. She didn’t raise her voice. “I’ve given her what she needed.”

“Needed?” Dana laughed—a short, jagged sound. “You’ve got her in fucking diapers and pigtails, sucking a pacifier like some—some overgrown infant. This isn’t care. This is—” She gestured wildly at the room, at Morgan on the blanket, at the scattered toys. “This is abuse. Manipulation. You’ve brainwashed her.”

Claire remained where she was, arms loose at her sides, expression serene. “She chose this.”

“Bullshit.” Dana took a step toward Morgan. “Morgan. Look at me. It’s Dana. Your friend. Remember? We used to get drunk on cheap wine and bitch about our bosses until three in the morning. You were VP at Vantage. You had a life. You had ambition. What did she do to you?”

Morgan’s lower lip trembled around the pacifier. She looked from Dana to Claire, then back again. Her hands tightened on the block. The romper crinkled as she shifted onto her knees, instinctively scooting a few inches closer to Claire.

Claire knelt beside her without hurry, rested a hand on the small of Morgan’s back. “It’s okay, baby. Mommy’s here.”

Dana recoiled like she’d been slapped. “Mommy? Jesus Christ.”

Morgan whimpered softly. The pacifier fell from her mouth, dangling on its clip. She reached for it automatically, then stopped. Her eyes filled.

Dana crouched in front of her, voice dropping to something pleading. “Morgan. Please. Talk to me. Tell me you want this. Tell me she’s not keeping you here against your will. Tell me I can take you out of here right now and get you real help.”

Morgan stared at her oldest friend. The woman who had held her hair back after her first panic attack in a club bathroom. The woman who had driven her to the hospital at 4 a.m. when the chest pains got too bad to ignore. The woman who had texted her every single morning for three years with the same stupid coffee meme just to make her laugh.

Something flickered in Morgan’s eyes—recognition, memory, a brief flash of the person she used to be.

Then it softened.

She reached up, took the pacifier from its clip, and slipped it back between her lips. She sucked once—slow, deliberate—then spoke around it, voice small but clear.

“I… chose this.”

Dana’s breath caught.

Morgan continued, words slow and careful, the first full sentences she had spoken in weeks.

“I was dying, Dana. Not metaphorically. Literally. My heart rate never went below ninety. I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t eat. I was shaking in meetings. I was going to break. Completely.”

She paused, sucked again. The pacifier clicked softly against her teeth.

“Claire saw it. She stopped it. She took everything away—the decisions, the pressure, the noise. And I let her. Because for the first time since I was twenty-two, I feel… safe. I feel held. I don’t wake up scared anymore. I don’t hate myself anymore.”

Dana’s eyes were wet. “This isn’t you.”

“It is now.” Morgan’s voice cracked slightly. “And I’m happier than I’ve ever been. I’m not trapped. I’m not drugged. I’m not being forced. I can leave anytime. I just… don’t want to.”

She looked up at Claire. Claire’s hand moved to the back of Morgan’s neck—gentle, steadying.

Morgan leaned into the touch.

“I’m exactly where I want to be.”

Dana stayed crouched there for a long moment, staring at the woman who used to match her stride for stride in heels and ambition, now sitting on a play blanket in a romper and pigtails, diaper crinkling every time she breathed.

Finally Dana stood. Her hands shook.

“I don’t know what to do with this,” she said quietly.

Claire spoke for the first time since Dana entered. “You don’t have to do anything. You can walk out that door and never come back. Or you can accept that Morgan is safe, loved, and choosing this life. Those are the only options.”

Dana looked at Morgan one last time.

Morgan met her gaze. No shame. No apology. Just quiet certainty.

Dana exhaled—a long, trembling breath.

“I love you,” she said. “But I can’t watch this.”

She turned. Walked to the door. Paused with her hand on the knob.

“If you ever want out—if you ever change your mind—you call me. Day or night. I don’t care what time it is.”

Morgan nodded once—small, solemn.

Dana opened the door.

Then closed it behind her.

The apartment fell silent except for the soft ticking of the wall clock and the faint crinkle of Morgan shifting on the blanket.

Claire knelt fully now, gathered Morgan into her arms. Morgan went willingly—face pressed to Claire’s shoulder, arms looping around her neck, legs curling up.

Claire rocked her gently, right there on the floor.

“You were so brave,” Claire whispered. “I’m so proud of you, baby.”

Morgan started to cry then—quiet, hiccuping sobs into Claire’s sweater. Not grief. Relief. The last tether to her old life had just been acknowledged, seen, and released.

Claire held her tighter.

When the crying slowed, Claire lifted Morgan’s chin with two fingers.

“Would you like your paci back?”

Morgan nodded.

Claire clipped the pacifier to the romper strap, then slipped it between Morgan’s lips. Morgan sucked immediately, eyes fluttering closed.

Claire carried her to the rocking chair, settled them both in, blanket tucked around them.

They stayed like that for a long time—rocking, breathing together, the world outside the apartment sealed away.

Eventually Claire kissed the top of Morgan’s head.

“Nap time soon, sweetheart. But first—”

She reached into the side pocket of the chair, pulled out a small gold star sticker.

“For being such a brave, honest girl today.”

She pressed the star to Morgan’s romper, right over her heart.

Morgan looked down at it, then up at Claire.

Her eyes were shining.

Claire smiled—soft, possessive, proud.

“Mommy’s perfect baby.”

Morgan curled tighter into her chest.

The pacifier bobbed.

The rocking chair creaked softly.

The door stayed closed.

The world stayed outside.

And inside, Morgan was exactly where she belonged.


Chapter 10 — Babysitter Knows Best

Three months later.

The apartment no longer looked like the sleek, high-ceilinged canal-house rental Morgan had signed for five years earlier. The living room still had the original exposed brick and tall windows, but the furniture had shifted: the mid-century sofa was pushed against the far wall to make room for the large, padded play mat that now occupied most of the floor. A low white bookshelf held board books, soft blocks, and a rotating selection of stuffed animals. The coffee table had been replaced by a pastel activity cube with spinning gears and textured panels. Above the doorway to the nursery hung a small wooden sign Claire had painted herself: Baby Morgan’s Room.

The nursery itself was complete. The full-size crib had a custom pink gingham bumper and a fitted sheet printed with tiny sleeping moons. The changing table was stocked like a small pharmacy—diapers in neat stacks (daytime slim, overnight extra-absorbent), wipe warmers humming softly, a row of pastel pacifiers on a dedicated shelf, bottles lined up beside a small warmer. The rocking chair had acquired a permanent throw blanket in cream cashmere, folded over the arm for quick cuddles. The walls were still blush pink, the name banner still read BABY MORGAN in cheerful block letters, and a new gold star chart had been mounted beside the crib.

The chart was simple: seven rows across, one for each day of the week. Columns labeled Breakfast, Nap, No Fuss, Words When Needed, Dry Until Change. Each completed task earned a shiny gold star sticker. Morgan had filled the entire row for the current week—seven perfect lines of glittering stars.

Her reward sat on the shelf above the changing table: a new stuffed bunny, larger than the others, white with long floppy ears and a satin ribbon around its neck. Morgan had named it Luna the moment Claire peeled off the tag. Luna slept in the crook of Morgan’s arm every night.

Morgan had returned to work—sort of.

Part-time. Remote. Two hours per day, maximum.

Claire set the timer on the little white kitchen clock every morning at 10 a.m. sharp. Morgan sat at the small desk in the nursery corner (repurposed from the old guest-room vanity), wearing whatever soft outfit Claire had chosen: usually a short romper or a long t-shirt over a fresh diaper. She answered emails, reviewed one or two slide decks, joined a single stand-up call from the waist up. Claire sat just out of frame, bottle or sippy cup ready, hand resting on Morgan’s knee under the desk.

When the timer chimed, work stopped. No exceptions.

Claire would lift Morgan from the chair, carry her to the changing table for a quick check and fresh diaper if needed, then settle her on the play mat with toys or a bottle. Work was over. Baby time resumed.

Today was Friday. The last workday of the week.

Morgan finished her two-hour block at 12:02 p.m. She closed the laptop herself—small act of agency that Claire always allowed—and turned in the chair.

Claire was already there, arms open.

“Done, baby?”

Morgan nodded around her pacifier. She lifted both arms.

Claire scooped her up, carried her to the changing table. The diaper was only slightly damp—Morgan had gotten very good at holding until the scheduled checks. Claire changed her anyway: warm wipes, generous powder, fresh tape. She chose the pale-peach footed sleeper for the afternoon—soft cotton, snap crotch, little white stars scattered across the chest.

After the change Claire carried Morgan to the kitchen.

Lunch was high-chair time: pureed butternut squash, soft pieces of banana, a bottle of warm milk with a slow-flow nipple. Morgan ate slowly, letting Claire spoon-feed her while rubbing her back in slow circles. When the bottle came Morgan leaned back in the chair, eyes half-closed, sucking rhythmically while Claire wiped her chin and cooed soft praise.

“Good girl. All gone.”

After lunch Claire carried her to the living-room floor.

Playtime.

Morgan crawled a few steps, then sat with a crinkle, reaching for Luna the bunny. She hugged it tight, rocked back and forth gently, humming around her pacifier. Claire sat nearby, folding a fresh stack of sleepers, watching with quiet contentment.

At 2:00 p.m. the timer chimed again—not for work, but for nap.

Claire lifted Morgan, carried her to the nursery, lowered the crib rail, settled her on the mattress with Luna tucked against her cheek. She raised the rail, turned on the mobile, dimmed the light.

“Sleep, sweetheart. Mommy will wake you for bath.”

Morgan curled onto her side, pacifier bobbing, eyes already drifting closed.

She slept two hours.

Claire woke her at 4:15 with a gentle hand on her tummy.

“Time for bubbles, baby.”

The bath was warm, fragrant with honey-and-chamomile baby wash. Claire knelt beside the tub, washing Morgan’s hair with slow, careful fingers, massaging her scalp until Morgan hummed happily around the pacifier. She washed every inch—arms, tummy, back, between her legs—with the same tender attention she had used every day for months.

When the water cooled Claire lifted Morgan out, wrapped her in the hooded bear-ear towel, carried her to the changing table.

Fresh diaper. Thick nighttime one—Friday night meant extra protection. Powder dusted generously. Tapes secured snug.

Then the sleeper: pale-lavender this time, matching the first onesie Claire had ever zipped her into. Long sleeves, enclosed feet, zipper up the back that Morgan still couldn’t reach. Claire zipped slowly, deliberately, pausing to smooth the fabric over Morgan’s shoulders, her hips, her padded bottom. Snap at the collar. Kiss to the forehead.

Morgan stood on the floor in her sleeper, swaying slightly, looking up at Claire with heavy, trusting eyes.

Claire lifted her again—always lifted, never let her walk when she could carry—and settled them both in the rocking chair.

Dinner would come later—soft foods, spoon-fed, bottle to finish.

But first: reward time.

Claire reached up to the star chart, peeled off the final gold star for Friday, pressed it carefully beside the others.

“Full row,” she murmured. “My clever, good baby earned every single one.”

Morgan’s eyes sparkled. She reached for Luna, hugged her tight.

Claire rocked slowly, one arm supporting Morgan’s back, the other rubbing gentle circles over the padded bottom of the sleeper.

“Who’s my good baby?” Claire whispered.

Morgan took the pacifier out just long enough to answer, voice small and sleepy:

“Me.”

Claire kissed her forehead—long, lingering.

“That’s right.”

She slipped the pacifier back in. Morgan sucked contentedly, curling tighter against Claire’s chest.

The rocker creaked softly.

The mobile in the crib turned lazily above the empty mattress, waiting.

Outside, the Haarlem canal reflected the last of the winter sunset—gold and rose and deepening blue.

Inside, time moved differently.

No deadlines.

No cortisol.

No decisions.

Just soft cotton, thick padding, warm arms, and the steady rhythm of rocking.

Claire looked down at the small, curled form in her lap.

Morgan’s eyes were closed now, lashes dark against pink cheeks, pacifier bobbing with each slow breath.

Claire kissed the top of her head one more time.

“Sleep soon, baby,” she whispered. “Mommy’s always going to know best.”

Morgan sighed—a tiny, happy sound—and nuzzled closer.

The world outside the apartment kept turning.

Inside, it had stopped exactly where it was meant to.

And neither of them ever wanted it to start again.


Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

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

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

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

Copyright 

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