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Chapter 1 — The Accident

Jess had always hated being late.

Even now, with her left leg throbbing inside a fresh fiberglass cast that ran from mid-thigh to toes, with her right wrist immobilized in a rigid cast that made her dominant hand useless, with a dull hammer pounding behind her eyes from the concussion, she still felt the familiar spike of irritation when the hospital discharge nurse glanced at the clock.

“Four minutes past four,” the nurse said cheerfully, as though it were a personal victory. “You’re officially free.”

Jess forced a tight smile. “Great. Can we go?”

She hated how small her voice sounded. Hated the way the pain meds made everything soft around the edges, like the world had been dipped in warm honey. Most of all she hated that she couldn’t just stand up, grab her crutches, and walk out under her own power.

Lena was already there, waiting in the hallway with the wheelchair the hospital insisted on. Jess’s girlfriend looked unfairly calm—dark hair pulled into a loose bun, olive skin glowing under the fluorescent lights, wearing the charcoal sweater Jess had bought her last Christmas. The one that hugged her shoulders just right. Lena’s hazel eyes flicked over Jess with quiet assessment, then softened into something warmer.

“Hey, tough girl,” Lena said, voice low and steady. “Ready to get out of here?”

Jess exhaled through her nose. “More than ready.”

Lena didn’t argue. She simply stepped behind the chair, hands settling on the grips with practiced ease, and began wheeling Jess toward the exit. The hospital corridors smelled of antiseptic and old coffee. Every bump in the linoleum sent a fresh jolt up Jess’s broken leg. She clenched her good hand into a fist on her lap and tried not to whimper.

Outside, the late-afternoon February air hit like a slap—cold enough to make her eyes water. Lena had already pulled the car around to the curb. Their silver hatchback looked ridiculously small next to the ambulances. Lena opened the passenger door, then crouched in front of the wheelchair.

“Arms around my neck,” she said.

“I can manage—”

“Jess.” Lena’s tone wasn’t sharp, just final. “Arms.”

Jess swallowed. She hated this part—the helplessness. But the leg cast was too heavy, the crutches too awkward with only one usable hand, and the thought of trying to hop even three steps made nausea roll in her stomach. So she leaned forward, wrapped her good arm around Lena’s shoulders, and let Lena slide one arm under her knees and the other behind her back.

The lift was effortless.

Lena was only three inches taller, but she carried Jess like she weighed nothing. Jess’s cheek pressed against the soft wool of Lena’s sweater. She could smell her—citrus shampoo, faint vanilla from the lotion she used after showers, and something warmer underneath, something that was just Lena. Jess closed her eyes for a second, letting herself sink into it.

“You’re shaking,” Lena murmured against her hair.

“Cold,” Jess lied.

Lena didn’t call her on it. She simply eased Jess into the passenger seat, careful of the leg cast, buckling the seatbelt with gentle fingers. When the strap pressed across Jess’s chest, Lena’s knuckles brushed the underside of her breast—accidental, probably. Jess’s breath hitched anyway. Lena paused for half a heartbeat, then finished buckling her in.

The drive home was quiet.

Jess stared out the window at the grey Haarlem streets sliding past—bicycles chained to railings, brick facades, the occasional burst of neon from a café. Her head throbbed in time with the engine. Every red light felt like an eternity.

“You took two weeks off?” Jess asked finally.

“Already done,” Lena replied, eyes on the road. “Spoke to my manager yesterday. They’re fine with it.”

Jess turned her head too fast; pain lanced through her temple. “You didn’t have to—”

“I wanted to.” Lena reached over and rested her hand on Jess’s good thigh—just above the cast, fingers warm through the thin hospital-issue sweatpants. “You’re not doing this alone.”

Jess opened her mouth to argue, then closed it again. The truth was she had no counter-argument. Not when she couldn’t even open a goddamn water bottle without help.

They pulled into the underground garage beneath their apartment building. Lena parked, came around to Jess’s side, and repeated the lift. This time Jess didn’t protest. She simply looped her arm around Lena’s neck again and let herself be carried through the dim garage, up the elevator, down the carpeted hallway. The familiar smell of their floor—old wood polish and someone’s perpetual curry—should have been comforting. Instead it felt distant, like it belonged to someone else’s life.

At their door, Lena shifted Jess’s weight to one arm long enough to unlock it. The door swung open.

Warm air washed over them, carrying the faint scent of laundry detergent and… something else. Something clean and powdery. Sweet.

Jess frowned. “Did you clean?”

Lena smiled—a small, private curve of her lips. “Something like that.”

She carried Jess over the threshold, kicked the door shut behind them, and turned toward the living room instead of the bedroom. Jess expected the couch, maybe a pile of pillows arranged like a makeshift recovery nest. Instead Lena kept walking, past the kitchen, past the hall bathroom, toward the spare room they’d always called “the office.”

The door was already open.

Lena stepped inside.

The first thing Jess noticed was the light—soft, golden, coming from a lamp she didn’t recognize on the dresser. The second thing was the smell: stronger now, unmistakable. Baby powder. Clean, talc-y, faintly sweet. It coated the back of her throat.

The third thing was the bed—no, not a bed anymore. The old futon was gone. In its place stood something much larger: an oversized changing pad spread across the top of the dresser, thick and cushioned, covered in a pale lavender wipe-clean vinyl. Beside it, neatly stacked, were packages—white plastic bags with pastel logos Jess couldn’t quite make out in the low light. A plastic bin sat on the floor, lid closed. A laundry hamper overflowed with soft-looking towels and what appeared to be… onesies?

Jess’s brain stalled.

“Lena,” she said slowly. “What… is this?”

Lena didn’t answer right away. She carried Jess to the center of the room and lowered her carefully onto the changing pad. The surface gave under her weight, soft and slightly crinkly. Jess’s broken leg was propped on a pillow that had been placed there in advance. Her casted wrist rested against her stomach.

Only then did Lena meet her eyes.

“I’ve been getting things ready,” she said quietly. “Since the call from the hospital.”

Jess blinked. “For… recovery?”

Lena reached out and brushed a strand of dark blonde hair off Jess’s forehead. Her fingers lingered, tracing the line of Jess’s cheekbone, then down to cup her jaw.

“For you,” Lena corrected gently. “For taking care of you. Completely.”

Jess’s mouth went dry. She tried to sit up; the casts and the pain stopped her cold. She could only stare up at Lena, heart suddenly loud in her ears.

“I’m fine,” Jess said. The words came out thinner than she intended. “I just need a few days on the couch. Some takeout. I’ll manage.”

Lena’s thumb stroked slowly along Jess’s lower lip—once, twice. The touch was so light it almost tickled, yet it sent heat curling low in Jess’s belly.

“You can’t shower,” Lena said matter-of-factly. “You can’t cook one-handed. You can’t dress yourself. And you definitely can’t get on and off the toilet without risking another fall.” She leaned closer, voice dropping to a near-whisper. “You’re not managing anything right now, sweetheart. Not alone.”

Jess swallowed hard. “So what—you’re going to… babysit me?”

Lena’s smile returned, slow and knowing. “Something like that.”

She straightened, crossed to the dresser, and opened one of the packages. The plastic tore with a soft ripping sound. When Lena turned back, she held something white and thick. It unfolded in her hands—an adult diaper, the kind with tapes and elastic leg gathers. The plastic backing crinkled as she shook it out.

Jess’s stomach dropped.

“No,” she said automatically. “Absolutely not.”

Lena didn’t flinch. She simply set the diaper on the edge of the changing pad and reached for the waistband of Jess’s sweatpants.

“You’re already leaking a little,” Lena said, calm as if discussing the weather. “The nurse mentioned it when they catheterized you. Your body’s still in shock. It happens.”

Heat flooded Jess’s face—embarrassment so sharp it hurt. “That was one time. I’m not—”

“You’re not in control right now,” Lena finished for her. “And that’s okay.” She tugged the sweatpants down Jess’s good leg first, careful around the cast. “Let me take care of it.”

Jess tried to twist away; the movement sent pain spiking through her leg and wrist. She gasped, tears pricking her eyes.

“Shhh,” Lena soothed. She pressed a hand to Jess’s chest, right over her racing heart. “Breathe. I’ve got you.”

The sweatpants came off. Then the hospital-issue underwear—damp at the crotch from the earlier accident and the long ride home. Cool air hit Jess’s exposed skin. She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Look at me,” Lena said softly.

Jess didn’t want to. But she did.

Lena’s gaze was steady, warm, almost reverent. There was no mockery there. No pity. Just… certainty.

“I’m going to lift your hips,” Lena said. “Just a little. Okay?”

Jess couldn’t speak. She gave a tiny nod.

Lena slid one arm under the small of Jess’s back. With the other hand she positioned the diaper beneath her—cool padding against heated skin. She lowered Jess gently, then pulled the front up between her thighs. The tapes ripped open with sharp, deliberate sounds. Lena fastened them snugly, one side, then the other, smoothing the edges with her palms.

When she was finished, she leaned down and pressed a slow, lingering kiss to Jess’s forehead.

“There,” she whispered. “All taken care of.”

Jess lay there, heart hammering, skin flushed from scalp to toes. The diaper felt foreign—thick between her legs, crinkling with every shallow breath. Humiliating. And yet…

Lena’s fingers trailed down Jess’s cheek, along her throat, over the swell of her breast through the thin hospital gown. She paused there, thumb circling once, teasing the nipple beneath the fabric until it peaked.

Jess’s breath shuddered out of her.

Lena smiled again—that same private, knowing smile.

“Welcome home, baby,” she said.

And somewhere beneath the pain, the embarrassment, the lingering fog of medication, Jess felt something else stir.

Something warm.

Something that had been waiting.

The apartment smelled like baby powder.

And Jess—helpless, diapered, held—couldn’t decide whether she wanted to scream or sink deeper into the changing pad and never get up.


Chapter 2 — Lena's Plan

Jess woke to the soft click of a door latch and the faint rustle of fabric.

Her eyelids felt glued shut. The pain meds had pulled her under hard—deeper than sleep, more like sinking into warm black water. Now the world returned in fragments: the low hum of the radiator, the powdery scent that seemed to have settled permanently in her sinuses, the strange, bulky pressure between her legs.

She shifted.

The diaper crinkled loudly.

Memory slammed back.

Jess’s eyes flew open.

She was still on the changing pad atop the dresser in the spare room. Someone—Lena—had covered her with a thin cotton blanket patterned with tiny pastel stars. Her hospital gown was gone. In its place she wore an oversized onesie, pale mint green, the kind with snap closures running from crotch to neck. The fabric was impossibly soft, fleece-lined, and clearly made for someone much larger than a baby. The snaps pressed cool metal against the small of her back. Her casted leg had been carefully maneuvered through one of the leg holes; the other leg was bare from mid-thigh down, the cast propped on the same pillow as before.

Jess tried to sit up. The wrist cast made it awkward; the leg cast made it impossible. She managed to prop herself on one elbow before the room tilted.

“Easy,” Lena’s voice came from the doorway.

Jess turned her head too fast. Fresh pain bloomed behind her right eye.

Lena stood there holding a plastic bottle of water with a silicone nipple screwed onto the top. She wore soft grey lounge pants and a fitted black tank top that showed the gentle curve of her collarbones. Her hair was down now, dark waves framing her face. She looked rested. Calm. In control.

Jess hated how much that both soothed and terrified her.

“What the hell is this?” Jess rasped, gesturing weakly at the onesie with her good hand. Her voice cracked on the last word.

Lena crossed the room in three quiet steps and set the bottle on the dresser beside Jess’s hip.

“You were shivering,” she said simply. “The hospital gown was paper-thin and you’d sweated through it. This is warmer. And easier.”

“Easier,” Jess echoed. The word tasted bitter. “You undressed me. While I was out.”

“I changed you,” Lena corrected gently. “There’s a difference.”

Jess’s face burned. She could feel the heat crawling down her neck, across her chest. The memory of Lena’s hands on her skin—efficient, careful, intimate—made something twist low in her belly. She hated it. She hated that she noticed.

“I don’t need—this.” She tugged at the onesie’s collar with clumsy fingers. “I can wear normal clothes. Sweatpants. A t-shirt. Something that doesn’t make me look like—”

“Like what?” Lena tilted her head, patient.

Jess’s throat closed. She couldn’t say it.

Lena reached out and brushed the backs of her fingers along Jess’s cheek—light, reassuring.

“You have two casts,” she said. “One leg, one arm. You can’t balance on crutches without both hands free. You can’t pull pants up over the cast without help. You can’t button or zip anything. And even if you could…” She paused, letting the silence stretch. “You can’t wipe yourself properly right now. Not with one hand taped like that.”

Jess flinched.

Lena’s voice stayed soft, matter-of-fact.

“So I’m going to take care of everything,” she finished. “Showering. Dressing. Feeding. Changing. All of it.”

Jess stared at her. “For two weeks?”

“For as long as you need,” Lena said. “But yes. Starting now.”

Jess laughed once—a short, brittle sound. “You’re serious.”

“Very.”

Jess tried to swing her good leg over the edge of the dresser. The movement pulled painfully at her hip; the diaper shifted and crinkled again, louder this time. She froze.

Lena stepped closer, resting one hand on Jess’s bare knee.

“You’re already wet again,” she observed quietly. Not accusing. Just stating a fact.

Jess wanted to disappear. “It’s the meds. It’s not—”

“I know.” Lena’s thumb traced a slow circle on Jess’s skin. “That’s why we’re doing this. So you don’t have to think about it. So you don’t have to fight your body every time it reminds you you’re hurt.”

Jess closed her eyes. Tears stung behind her lids.

“I’m not a baby,” she whispered.

Lena leaned in until their foreheads almost touched.

“No,” she agreed. “You’re my girl. And right now my girl needs help. That’s all this is.”

Jess opened her eyes. Lena was so close she could count the faint freckles across the bridge of her nose.

“Let me show you,” Lena murmured.

Before Jess could protest, Lena’s hands moved to the snaps at her crotch. Four quick pops—metal against metal—and the onesie parted. Cool air kissed Jess’s skin. The diaper was noticeably heavier now, sagging between her thighs.

Jess’s breath caught.

Lena didn’t hesitate. She lifted Jess’s hips with the same easy strength she’d used to carry her from the car, slid the used diaper free, and set it aside in the plastic-lined bin. Jess caught a glimpse of the wet patch—darker, spreading—and looked away, mortified.

Lena worked quickly but without hurry. A fresh wipe—cool, lightly scented—glided over Jess’s most sensitive skin. Then another. Then powder—soft, talc clouds drifting up, settling like snow. The smell enveloped her completely now. Lena smoothed it in with careful strokes, fingertips lingering just long enough to make Jess’s thighs tremble.

Then the new diaper.

Thicker than the first one. White with little yellow ducks printed along the waistband. Lena positioned it beneath her, pulled the front up snugly, and taped it closed—left, right, then a third tape across the middle for extra security. She checked the leg gathers with gentle tugs, making sure nothing pinched.

“There,” Lena said, voice warm with satisfaction. “All dry.”

Jess couldn’t speak. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Humiliation burned through her, sharp and bright, but beneath it—god help her—something else pulsed. Heat. Need. The way Lena’s hands had moved over her, so sure, so tender, had lit nerves Jess hadn’t known were there.

Lena refastened the onesie snaps—pop, pop, pop, pop—then lifted Jess again, cradling her against her chest.

“You’re shaking,” Lena whispered into her hair.

Jess buried her face in Lena’s neck. She didn’t trust herself to speak.

Lena carried her out of the spare room and into the living room. The couch had been rearranged: extra pillows, a soft throw blanket, the remote already on the armrest. Lena settled sideways, arranging Jess across her lap so the casted leg rested along the cushions and Jess’s head tucked under her chin.

She reached for the bottle.

“Drink,” she said.

Jess stared at the nipple. “I’m not—”

“You’re dehydrated. The nurse said so. And you can’t hold a regular glass without spilling.” Lena pressed the nipple gently against Jess’s lips. “Open.”

Jess’s mouth parted almost against her will.

Warm water—filtered, faintly sweet—flowed over her tongue. She swallowed once, twice. The sucking motion was automatic. Instinctive.

Lena’s free hand stroked slow circles on Jess’s back.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

The words landed like a spark on dry grass.

Jess’s eyes fluttered closed. She drank deeper. The bottle gurgled softly. Lena’s heartbeat thudded steady beneath her ear.

When the bottle was empty, Lena set it aside and wiped a stray drop from Jess’s lower lip with her thumb.

Jess opened her eyes.

The room looked different from this angle—smaller, softer. The late-afternoon light slanted through the blinds in golden bars. Everything felt quieter. Safer.

Lena’s fingers carded gently through Jess’s hair.

“I ordered more supplies,” she said conversationally. “Onesies came yesterday. The diapers and wipes last week. The changing pad the week before that.”

Jess went still.

“You… planned this,” she whispered.

Lena didn’t flinch. “I prepared,” she corrected. “In case something happened. In case you needed me to take over for a while.” She tilted Jess’s chin up so their eyes met. “I’ve wanted to take care of you like this for a long time. The accident just… gave me permission.”

Jess’s breath shuddered.

“You could have asked,” she said.

“I could have,” Lena agreed. “But you would have said no. You always say no when you’re scared of wanting something.”

Jess felt tears slip free—hot, silent.

Lena caught them with her thumbs.

“I’m not going anywhere,” she promised. “And neither are you. Not until you’re healed. And maybe…” She let the sentence hang. “Maybe not even then.”

Jess didn’t answer.

She couldn’t.

Instead she turned her face into Lena’s chest and let the tears come—quiet, exhausted, strangely cleansing.

Lena held her tighter.

The apartment smelled like baby powder and warm skin and something deeper, something unspoken.

And Jess—diapered, dressed in pastel fleece, cradled like something precious—felt the first tiny crack in the wall she’d spent years building around herself.

She didn’t know yet how wide that crack would grow.

But she knew she wasn’t going to try to close it.

Not tonight.


Chapter 3 — The First Full Day

Sunlight slipped through the half-closed blinds in thin, pale stripes across the living-room floor. Jess woke slowly, awareness returning in layers: the soft fleece of the onesie against her skin, the heavy padded bulk between her legs, the dull throb in her leg cast that had settled into a low, constant ache overnight. Her mouth tasted faintly of the bottle she’d nursed herself to sleep with—warm milk Lena had warmed on the stove, sweetened with a drop of honey.

She blinked up at the ceiling.

Lena was already there.

She sat cross-legged on the rug beside the couch, scrolling on her phone with one hand while the other rested lightly on Jess’s good ankle, thumb tracing idle circles over the bare skin above the cast. She wore the same soft grey lounge pants from last night, but now a loose white tank top instead of the black one. No bra. The morning light made the fabric almost translucent where it draped across her breasts.

Jess’s throat clicked when she swallowed.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Lena said without looking up. Her voice was warm, lazy, like she’d been awake for hours and had nowhere urgent to be.

Jess tried to sit up. The casted wrist made it clumsy; she managed to prop herself against the armrest before the room gave a lazy spin.

Lena set her phone aside instantly.

“None of that.” She rose in one fluid motion, knelt on the couch cushion beside Jess, and slid an arm behind her shoulders. “Lean on me.”

Jess did. Lena’s body was warm, solid, smelling faintly of coffee and the same vanilla lotion. She eased Jess upright until her back rested against a stack of pillows Lena had clearly arranged while Jess slept.

“There we go.” Lena brushed a kiss against Jess’s temple—quick, casual, but it lingered in the skin like heat. “How’s the head?”

“Better,” Jess lied. It still felt like someone had parked a truck behind her eyes, but the pain was muffled now, distant.

Lena studied her for a second, then nodded as though she believed it. “Good. First things first.”

She reached for the changing pad she’d laid out on the coffee table overnight—thick, waterproof, pale blue. Without asking, she scooped Jess under the arms and hips and lifted her across the short distance, settling her onto the pad with the same careful strength she’d used yesterday.

Jess’s heart kicked up.

“I can—”

“You can’t,” Lena said gently, already popping the crotch snaps of the onesie. Four quick sounds. The front flap fell open. “Not yet.”

The diaper was soaked—noticeably heavier, sagging, the tapes straining. Jess hadn’t even registered needing to go during the night. The realization hit like cold water.

Lena didn’t comment. She simply untaped the sides—slow, deliberate—peeled the wet padding away, and dropped it into the lidded bin beside the table. Cool wipes followed: front to back, thorough, clinical in motion but impossibly tender in touch. Lena’s fingers never rushed. When she reached for the powder, she shook a generous cloud over Jess’s skin, then rubbed it in with slow, circling strokes—over the mound, along the creases of her thighs, between her legs until every inch felt silky, protected.

Jess’s breath hitched when Lena’s thumb brushed higher than necessary, grazing the sensitive hood of her clit. Once. Twice. Not enough to tease, just enough to remind.

Lena’s eyes flicked up. Dark. Knowing.

Jess looked away, cheeks burning.

Fresh diaper. Thicker again—white with tiny pink hearts this time. Lena pulled it snug, taped it securely, checked the leg cuffs with gentle tugs. Then the onesie was snapped closed once more.

“All clean,” Lena murmured, pressing a soft kiss to the inside of Jess’s good knee. “My good girl.”

The words landed low in Jess’s belly, warm and heavy.

Lena lifted her again—this time carrying her to the armchair near the window. She settled Jess sideways across her lap, casted leg carefully extended along the ottoman, head tucked under Lena’s chin. A soft throw blanket was draped over them both.

Breakfast appeared on the side table: a bowl of warm oatmeal with cinnamon and sliced banana, a fresh bottle of milk.

Lena picked up the spoon first.

“Open,” she said.

Jess hesitated.

Lena waited. Patient. Unmoving.

After a long beat, Jess parted her lips.

The first spoonful was perfect—not too hot, not too sweet. Lena fed her slowly, wiping the corner of Jess’s mouth with her thumb between bites. No hurry. No impatience. Just quiet focus.

When the bowl was half empty, Lena set the spoon aside and reached for the bottle.

“Finish this too,” she said, pressing the nipple to Jess’s lips.

Jess took it without protest this time. The milk was warm, comforting. She sucked steadily while Lena’s free hand rubbed slow circles on her back—over the onesie, down her spine, up again. The motion was hypnotic.

Jess felt her eyelids grow heavy.

Lena noticed.

“Nap soon,” she promised. “But first, let’s get you comfortable.”

She carried Jess to the couch again, this time arranging her so she was half-reclined, pillows supporting the casted leg, another behind her head. The TV remote was already in Lena’s hand.

“What do you want to watch?”

Jess opened her mouth to say something normal—news, a documentary, anything adult. What came out was smaller.

“Doesn’t matter.”

Lena smiled. “Good answer.”

She chose a nature documentary—gentle music, slow pans over forests and oceans, a soothing British voice narrating. Nothing jarring. Nothing that required focus.

Jess sank into the cushions.

Lena stretched out beside her, pulling Jess’s head onto her chest. One arm wrapped around her shoulders; the other hand found its way under the blanket to rest on Jess’s padded hip, fingers tracing the edge of the diaper through the onesie. Not pressing. Just… there.

Time blurred.

Jess drifted.

At some point Lena checked her again—slipped two fingers inside the leg cuff of the onesie, felt the diaper, murmured “Still dry” against Jess’s hair. Jess didn’t flinch this time. She just let it happen.

Lunch was the same routine: carried to the armchair, fed spoonful by spoonful (mashed sweet potato and chicken today, soft enough to swallow easily), then another bottle. Lena hummed softly while Jess drank—some old lullaby Jess vaguely recognized from childhood.

Afterward Lena carried her to the bedroom—their bedroom, not the spare room—and laid her on the bed for a proper nap. She raised the head of the adjustable frame they’d bought years ago for movie nights, tucked the blanket around Jess’s shoulders, and placed a small stuffed rabbit against her side.

“Hold this if you want,” Lena said. “It’s okay.”

Jess’s good hand curled around the plush automatically.

Lena kissed her forehead.

“Sleep, baby. I’ll be right here.”

Jess closed her eyes.

She didn’t dream.

When she woke again the light had shifted—late afternoon, golden and thick. Lena was sitting on the edge of the bed reading something on her tablet. She looked up the moment Jess stirred.

“Hey there.”

Jess blinked slowly. Her mouth felt cottony. Between her legs the diaper was warm and full—she hadn’t even noticed it happening.

Lena set the tablet down.

“Let’s get you changed before dinner.”

Back to the living-room changing station. Same gentle routine: snaps open, tapes peeled, wet padding removed, wipes, powder, fresh diaper (blue with little white clouds this time). Lena lingered longer with the powder today—massaging it in with slow, deliberate strokes until Jess’s thighs trembled and her breath came shallow.

Lena noticed.

She leaned down, pressed her lips to the shell of Jess’s ear.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Letting me take care of everything. No fighting. No decisions.”

Jess whimpered—soft, involuntary.

Lena kissed the corner of her mouth.

“Dinner soon. Then bath. Then crib—I mean, bed.”

Jess’s eyes fluttered open at the slip.

Lena smiled, small and secret.

“Old habits,” she murmured. “We’ll see.”

Dinner was pureed vegetable soup—warm, smooth, spoon-fed again. Another bottle afterward. Jess drank it lying across Lena’s lap on the couch, one hand clutching the stuffed rabbit, the other resting on Lena’s thigh.

The TV played something mindless—cooking show reruns, soft laughter from the hosts.

Lena controlled the remote. She controlled the lights—dimmed them slowly as the sun set. She controlled the temperature—nudged the thermostat up when Jess shivered. She controlled the schedule.

And Jess—diapered, fed, held, soothed—felt the last threads of resistance fraying.

Not gone.

Not yet.

But thinner.

Weaker.

Lena rubbed slow circles on her back and whispered against her hair:

“You don’t have to make any decisions right now, baby. I’ve got them all.”

The pet name landed differently tonight.

Softer.

Deeper.

Jess closed her eyes and let it settle inside her chest like warm honey.

She didn’t correct it.


Chapter 4 — Resistance

Three days in.

The routine had hardened around Jess like wet clay drying in the sun—smooth, unyielding, already taking her shape.

Wake. Check. Change. Dress. Feed. Nap. Change. Feed. Bath. Bottle. Bed.

Each piece logical on its own. Each piece kind. Each piece sliding another layer of control from Jess’s hands into Lena’s without a single raised voice or harsh word.

But on the morning of day four, something cracked.

Jess woke before Lena came in.

The nursery—no, the spare room, she still insisted on calling it that in her head—had been dimmed overnight with blackout curtains Lena must have hung while she slept. Only a thin stripe of grey winter light leaked around the edges. The stuffed rabbit was tucked under her good arm; she didn’t remember reaching for it. The diaper was heavy again, warm and sagging against her inner thighs. She hadn’t felt herself let go this time either.

She stared at the ceiling and felt the first real flicker of panic since the hospital.

This wasn’t recovery.

This was erasure.

She needed her phone. Needed to check email, see if anyone from work had followed up, remind them she was still alive, still competent. Needed to hear her own voice say something adult.

The phone was gone.

She remembered Lena taking it the first night—“You need rest, not notifications”—and it hadn’t reappeared since.

Jess pushed herself up on her good elbow. The casted leg dragged like an anchor; the wrist cast made her arm feel like it belonged to someone else. She managed to swing both legs over the side of the changing table—now her default “bed” at night because the crib hadn’t been mentioned again—and her bare feet touched cold hardwood.

Pain lanced up her broken leg the moment she tried to put weight on it.

She hissed, froze, then gritted her teeth.

One hop. Two. She could make it to the living room. The crutches were there, propped against the couch. If she could reach them—

The door opened.

Lena stood in the frame, already holding the warm bottle and a fresh onesie folded over her arm. Pale lavender today, with little embroidered daisies on the chest.

She took one look at Jess—half-standing, swaying, face pale—and her expression shifted from soft morning calm to something firmer.

“Jess.”

“Don’t.” Jess’s voice came out sharper than she meant. “I need to pee. Properly. On the toilet. Like an adult.”

Lena set the bottle and onesie on the dresser.

“You can’t balance like that. You’ll fall.”

“I’ll manage.”

“You won’t.”

Jess took another awkward hop toward the door. The cast thudded against the floor. Pain flared white-hot behind her eyes.

Lena moved faster than Jess expected—three long strides, hands gentle but immovable. One arm hooked under Jess’s good armpit, the other supported her casted leg from beneath the knee. She lifted, turned, and carried her straight back to the changing table without a word.

Jess struggled—weakly, uselessly—good hand pushing at Lena’s shoulder.

“Stop it,” she snapped. “I’m not doing this again. Not today.”

Lena laid her down anyway. The changing pad crinkled under her back.

“You’re soaked,” Lena said quietly, already popping the snaps. “And you’re shaking from pain. You’re not going anywhere near the bathroom like this.”

The diaper came off. Wet. Heavy. Jess couldn’t look.

“I want my phone,” she said instead. “I need to call work. Tell them I’m—”

“You need to rest.” Lena wiped her clean with slow, thorough strokes. “You need to heal. You need to stop fighting your body every five minutes.”

“I’m not a child.”

Lena paused, powder puff in hand. She looked down at Jess—really looked.

“No,” she agreed. “You’re a very stubborn, very tired woman who’s been running on adrenaline and coffee for years. And right now your body is telling you it can’t anymore.” She dusted powder across Jess’s skin, rubbed it in with gentle circles. “So I’m telling it for you: rest.”

Jess’s throat burned.

“I hate this.”

“I know.”

Lena taped the fresh diaper closed—snug, secure, crinkling softly. She reached for the lavender onesie.

Jess turned her head away. Tears slipped sideways into her hair.

“I want to stand up. Walk. Use the bathroom. Wear real clothes. Answer my own fucking emails.”

Lena dressed her anyway—lifting hips, threading arms, snapping closures with quiet precision.

When she was finished, she sat on the edge of the changing table and pulled Jess into her lap—careful of the casts, careful of everything. Jess’s casted leg draped across Lena’s thighs; her head ended up tucked under Lena’s chin.

Lena wrapped both arms around her.

Tight.

Unmoving.

Jess fought at first—small jerks, half-hearted pushes with her good hand. Lena didn’t let go. Didn’t speak. Just held.

Minutes passed.

Jess’s breathing hitched. Then shuddered.

Then broke.

She cried—ugly, wrenching sobs that came from somewhere deep and old. Not anger. Not exactly shame. Relief so sharp it hurt. The kind of relief that only arrives when you finally stop running.

Lena rocked her slowly.

Back and forth.

One hand stroking her hair.

The other rubbing wide, soothing circles between her shoulder blades.

“There’s my good girl,” Lena whispered against her temple.

Jess didn’t correct her.

She couldn’t.

The tears kept coming—hot, messy, soaking the shoulder of Lena’s tank top. Lena didn’t flinch. She just kept rocking, kept murmuring soft nonsense words—I’ve got you, baby, let it out, you’re safe, I’m right here.

When the sobs finally tapered to hiccups, Lena reached for the bottle on the dresser.

Jess didn’t resist when the nipple pressed against her lips.

She opened.

Warm milk flowed. She sucked slowly, eyes closed, one hand fisted in Lena’s shirt.

Lena kept rocking.

After the bottle was empty, Lena wiped Jess’s face with a soft cloth—cheeks, eyes, nose—then kissed each damp eyelid.

“Better?”

Jess gave the smallest nod.

Lena carried her to the living room, settled them both on the couch under the blanket. The TV stayed off. No documentary today. Just quiet.

Lena held Jess against her chest and rubbed her back in the same slow rhythm.

“You don’t have to fight me,” she said after a long silence. “You don’t have to fight yourself. Not right now.”

Jess swallowed.

“I’m scared,” she whispered.

“Of what?”

“Of liking it.”

Lena’s arms tightened.

“Then like it,” she said simply. “Just for now. Just until the casts come off. No one has to know. No decisions. No shame. Just let me take care of my girl.”

Jess closed her eyes.

The apartment smelled like baby powder, warm milk, and Lena’s skin.

She felt the last knot of resistance in her chest loosen—not break, not yet, but loosen.

She turned her face into Lena’s neck and breathed her in.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Lena kissed the top of her head.

“Good girl.”

And for the first time in three days, Jess didn’t flinch at the words.

She let them settle.

Deep.

Warm.

Real.


Chapter 5 — Settling In

One week.

Seven days since the hospital discharge, and the sharp edges of resistance had worn smooth—not vanished, but softened enough that Jess no longer braced herself every time Lena reached for the snaps at her crotch or lifted the bottle to her lips.

She still noticed. Still felt the flush crawl up her neck when the diaper tapes ripped open, still felt the strange, electric hum when Lena’s fingers lingered with the powder. But the protest no longer rose automatically to her tongue. The words stayed behind her teeth, quiet, waiting.

The morning routine had become ritual.

Lena entered the spare room at exactly 7:45—Jess had started tracking the clock on the wall even though she no longer asked for the time. The blackout curtains parted with a soft metallic hiss. Pale winter light spilled across the changing table where Jess lay, already awake, thumb resting against her lower lip. She hadn’t realized she was sucking it until Lena’s eyes flicked down and a small, pleased smile curved her mouth.

“Morning, little one.”

Jess didn’t pull her hand away this time. She just watched Lena move through the familiar steps.

Diaper check first—two fingers slipped inside the leg cuff, gentle press, soft hum of assessment.

“Very wet,” Lena noted, almost approving. “You slept straight through again. Good girl.”

The praise landed warm and heavy in Jess’s chest. She exhaled slowly through her nose and let Lena unfasten the onesie.

Today’s diaper was pale pink with tiny white rabbits hopping along the waistband. Lena peeled it away, wiped her clean with languid strokes—front to back, then between her folds, then higher, circling until Jess’s hips gave the smallest, involuntary twitch.

Lena noticed. Of course she did.

She took her time with the powder—more than necessary, dusting it across Jess’s mound, rubbing it in with the pads of her fingers until the skin felt silky, hypersensitive. When her thumb brushed the hood of Jess’s clit—deliberate this time—Jess’s breath caught audibly.

Lena paused.

“Sensitive this morning?”

Jess bit her lip. Nodded once.

Lena smiled—slow, secret—and continued. Fresh diaper. Snug. Taped. Onesie snapped. Pale yellow today, footed, with a row of ruffled lace along the legs. Lena lifted Jess easily, carried her to the living room, settled her in the armchair with the leg cast propped.

Breakfast followed: warm rice cereal mixed with mashed banana, spoon-fed in slow, patient bites. Between spoonfuls Lena wiped Jess’s chin, kissed the corner of her mouth, murmured “Such a good eater.”

After the bowl came the bottle—milk again, warmed just right. Jess took it without prompting, cradling it against her chest with her good arm while Lena’s hand rested on the back of her padded bottom, rubbing gentle circles through the onesie.

Jess closed her eyes and sucked steadily.

The rest of the morning passed in soft fragments.

Lena carried her to the couch for “playtime”—which meant Lena reading aloud from a picture book she’d ordered online (something about friendly forest animals, pastel illustrations, simple words). Jess listened, head in Lena’s lap, good hand clutching the stuffed rabbit that had somehow become permanent.

At one point Lena paused mid-sentence, looked down, and noticed Jess’s thumb back in her mouth.

She didn’t comment. Just reached over to the side table, picked up a new object—a large, pale-blue pacifier with a silicone nipple—and held it near Jess’s lips.

Jess froze.

Lena waited.

After three heartbeats Jess slowly withdrew her thumb. Her lips parted.

Lena slipped the pacifier in. Jess closed around it instinctively. The nipple was soft, slightly yielding. She sucked once—tentative—then deeper.

Lena stroked her hair.

“There we go.”

The pacifier stayed in for the rest of the morning.

Lunch was pureed carrot and apple, spoon-fed again. Jess accepted each bite with quiet focus, eyes half-lidded. Afterward another bottle—apple juice this time, cooler, sweeter. She drank it lying across Lena’s lap on the couch, legs dangling, cast resting on the ottoman.

Lena’s hand slipped under the onesie flap, checked the diaper—barely damp—and left her fingers there, resting warmly against the padding.

Jess didn’t tense.

She just sighed around the nipple.

Afternoon brought the bath.

Lena carried Jess to the bathroom, where the tub was already filled—warm, shallow, bubbles floating on the surface from the baby wash Lena had started using. She undressed Jess slowly—unsnapping the onesie, peeling it down her arms and legs, untaping the diaper with careful fingers.

Naked except for the casts, Jess felt suddenly small.

Lena lifted her into the water.

The heat enveloped her instantly. Lena knelt beside the tub, sleeves rolled up, and began washing her with a soft cloth—neck, shoulders, arms, chest. She lingered over Jess’s breasts, circling the nipples until they peaked, then moved lower.

Between her legs the cloth moved in slow, thorough strokes.

Jess’s head tipped back against the rolled towel Lena had placed there. Her good hand gripped the tub edge.

Lena’s voice was low, intimate.

“Relax, baby. Let me.”

Jess did.

When the bath was finished Lena lifted her out, wrapped her in an oversized hooded towel patterned with ducks, carried her back to the changing table. Fresh diaper—thicker nighttime one this time, with extra absorbency. A fresh onesie—soft pink, short-sleeved, snap crotch. Then the pacifier again, slipped between her lips without asking.

Jess accepted it.

Evening arrived gently.

Dinner on the couch: mashed potatoes and gravy, pureed chicken, spoon-fed while Lena held Jess sideways in her lap. Another bottle afterward—warm chamomile milk tonight, soothing. Jess drank it slowly, eyes drifting closed.

After the bottle Lena carried her to the spare room.

She laid Jess on the changing table, raised the padded sides that had appeared sometime in the last few days—temporary crib rails, Lena had explained casually—and tucked the blanket around her.

The pacifier stayed in.

The stuffed rabbit was placed in the crook of Jess’s good arm.

Lena leaned down, kissed her forehead, then each closed eyelid.

“Sleep tight, my sweet girl.”

Jess murmured something incoherent around the pacifier.

Lena dimmed the lamp to a soft glow and left the door cracked.

In the dark, Jess lay still.

She felt the diaper’s bulk between her thighs, the fleece of the onesie against her skin, the gentle pressure of the pacifier against her tongue.

She sucked once—slow, rhythmic.

Her free hand drifted down, rested on the front of the diaper, palm flat against the padding.

She didn’t press.

Just held.

And for the first time since the accident, the thought that rose wasn’t shame, wasn’t panic.

It was simple.

Safe.

Wanted.

She drifted toward sleep with the pacifier still in her mouth, thumb brushing the edge of the rabbit’s ear, and the faint scent of baby powder wrapping around her like arms.

Somewhere in the apartment Lena hummed a lullaby—soft, almost inaudible.

Jess smiled around the nipple.

She didn’t yank her hand away when she caught herself sucking her thumb later that night.

She just let it stay.


Chapter 6 — The Nursery Reveal

Jess had started to lose track of individual days.

They blurred together now—soft mornings of bottles and changes, lazy afternoons of being held on the couch with the pacifier between her lips, evenings of warm baths and slow rocking until her eyelids grew too heavy to fight. The casts still itched under the fiberglass, but the pain had dulled to background noise. More importantly, the constant inner voice that used to scream this isn’t you, fight back, get up had quieted to a murmur. Sometimes it didn’t speak at all.

She slept longer stretches. Deeper. The pacifier had become automatic at night; Lena slipped it in after the last bottle and Jess accepted it without opening her eyes. The stuffed rabbit—now named Bunny by some sleepy, unthinking part of her brain—lived permanently in the crook of her good arm.

On the morning of what she vaguely calculated as day eleven, Lena entered the spare room carrying nothing.

No bottle. No fresh onesie draped over her arm. No changing supplies in hand.

Just Lena—barefoot, hair loose, wearing soft charcoal sleep shorts and a cropped white tank that showed a thin strip of olive skin above the waistband. She looked… excited. A small, private smile played at the corners of her mouth.

Jess blinked up from the changing table, pacifier still between her lips, thumb resting against Bunny’s ear. She’d wet again in the night—noticeably—so the diaper sagged heavily between her thighs. She didn’t feel embarrassed anymore. Just full. Needy in a way she hadn’t named yet.

“Morning, sweet girl,” Lena said, voice low and warm. She leaned down, kissed Jess’s forehead, then gently removed the pacifier with a soft pop. “I have a surprise for you today.”

Jess’s stomach gave a curious little flip.

“Surprise?” Her voice was small, still thick with sleep.

Lena nodded. “But first things first. Let’s get you changed and dressed.”

The routine unfolded as always, but slower today—almost ceremonial.

Lena unsnapped the pale-blue footed onesie Jess had slept in. Peeled it down her arms and over the leg cast with careful tugs. Untaped the soaked diaper—slowly, letting Jess feel every rip of the tapes, every slide of wet padding away from her skin. Wipes came next—cool, thorough, lingering. Powder followed in generous clouds; Lena massaged it in with both hands, palms gliding over Jess’s mound, between her thighs, along the crease where leg met body until Jess’s hips lifted off the pad in a tiny, helpless arch.

Lena’s eyes darkened.

“So responsive already,” she murmured, thumb circling once—deliberate—over the swollen nub at the top of Jess’s slit. Jess whimpered around nothing; the pacifier was still resting on the dresser.

Lena smiled, taped a fresh overnight diaper in place—extra thick, crinkly, pale lavender with little silver stars—and reached for something new.

A short-sleeved onesie Jess hadn’t seen before. Soft white cotton, almost sheer in the morning light, with tiny embroidered roses along the neckline and ruffled cuffs at the legs. No feet this time—just bare toes on her good foot. Lena dressed her slowly, snapping each closure with quiet focus.

When she was finished, she lifted Jess into her arms—cradled close, casted leg supported—and carried her out of the room.

Not to the living room.

Down the short hallway, past the bathroom, toward the closed door of what had once been their shared office.

Lena paused outside it.

“Close your eyes,” she whispered against Jess’s hair.

Jess obeyed without thinking.

She felt the door open—cooler air, a faint new scent: clean linen, wood polish, something faintly sweet like fresh cotton and talc. Lena stepped inside. The floor changed under her bare feet—thicker carpet, plush.

Lena carried her a few more steps, then stopped.

“Open.”

Jess opened her eyes.

And stopped breathing.

The room had been transformed.

Gone was the old futon, the filing cabinet, the desk cluttered with cables and half-read books.

In their place:

An adult-sized crib dominated the far wall—white wooden slats, high rails already raised on one side, a thick mattress covered in a pale-pink fitted sheet printed with tiny floating clouds. A mobile of pastel stars and moons turned slowly above it, catching the soft light from a dimmable floor lamp. A changing table—larger than the dresser one, padded top, shelves underneath stocked with neatly folded diapers in every color, stacks of wipes, jars of cream, bottles of baby oil and powder. A rocking chair sat in the corner beside a small bookshelf filled with board books and plush animals. A soft rug patterned with alphabet blocks covered most of the floor. The walls had been repainted a gentle dove grey; one accent wall held a large canvas print of a sleepy moon and stars.

Everything smelled clean. Safe. Powdered.

Jess stared.

Her heart hammered so hard she felt it in her throat.

Lena carried her closer to the crib, turned so Jess could see every detail.

“I ordered most of it weeks before the accident,” Lena said quietly. “Some pieces arrived early. The crib took the longest—custom size. I had it delivered and set up while you were napping last week.”

Jess’s mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.

“You… planned this,” she whispered.

Lena nodded. “I’ve wanted to talk to you about it for months. About this part of us. About how sometimes you look at me like you’re tired of carrying everything. Like you want to put it all down.” She shifted Jess higher in her arms, pressed a slow kiss to her temple. “The accident just… gave me the opening. I didn’t want to wait anymore.”

Jess trembled.

She should have been angry. Should have demanded to be put down, to have her phone, to call someone—anyone—to come get her out of this pastel prison.

Instead her good hand fisted in Lena’s tank top.

Tears welled.

Not from fear.

From something deeper. Something that had been waiting under layers of work emails and deadlines and I’m fine, I’ve got this.

Lena carried her to the crib.

Lowered the side rail with one hand—smooth, quiet mechanism.

Eased Jess onto the mattress.

The padding gave under her like a cloud. The sheet was cool and soft against her bare legs. The diaper crinkled as she settled.

Lena raised the rail again—click, secure.

She leaned over the side, forearms resting on the top rail, looking down at Jess with an expression so tender it hurt.

“Try it for one night,” she said. “Just one. If you hate it, we’ll take it all apart tomorrow. I promise.”

Jess stared up at the slowly turning mobile.

The stars blurred through tears.

She reached up with her good hand—awkward, casted wrist clumsy—and touched the nearest moon. It spun gently.

Lena waited.

Jess’s voice came out small. Broken.

“I don’t hate it.”

Lena exhaled—like she’d been holding her breath for weeks.

She reached through the bars, cupped Jess’s cheek.

“Then stay,” she whispered. “Let me keep you here. Safe. Small. Mine.”

Jess closed her eyes.

A tear slipped free.

She nodded.

Lena leaned down farther, kissed her—slow, deep, possessive. Tongue tracing the seam of Jess’s lips until they parted. When she pulled back, Jess was breathing hard.

Lena slipped the pacifier between her lips.

Jess closed around it. Sucked once—instinctive, soothing.

Lena stroked her hair.

“Nap time soon,” she murmured. “But first… let’s get you settled.”

She tucked Bunny into Jess’s arm.

Pulled a lightweight blanket—pale lavender, embroidered with stars—up to her chest.

Lowered the overhead light to a soft glow.

And stood there, watching, until Jess’s eyelids fluttered closed.

The last thing Jess heard before sleep took her was Lena’s quiet whisper:

“My baby girl.”

And for the first time, lying in the crib with the rails up, diaper thick between her thighs, pacifier in her mouth, Jess didn’t want to argue.

She just let the words wrap around her.

Warm.

Safe.

Real.


Chapter 7 — Letting Go

Jess woke in the crib for the first time feeling something she hadn’t in years: rested.

No buzzing phone. No mental list of deadlines scrolling behind her eyes. No jolt of adrenaline the moment consciousness returned. Just soft pink sheets, the gentle creak of the mobile turning overhead, the faint weight of Bunny tucked against her chest, and the familiar, comforting bulk of a very wet diaper between her thighs.

She didn’t tense. Didn’t immediately calculate how to hide it.

She simply lay there, sucking slowly on the pacifier that had stayed in all night, and let the sensation settle.

Full. Warm. Held.

The rail was still up. She could have reached over with her good hand and tried to lower it—Lena had shown her the release latch—but she didn’t. Instead she rolled onto her side (careful of the cast), curled her knees toward her chest as much as the thick padding allowed, and closed her eyes again.

A few minutes later the door opened quietly.

Lena stepped in wearing soft charcoal sleep shorts and a loose white tank, hair mussed from sleep, eyes bright the moment they landed on Jess.

“Good morning, baby girl.”

Jess didn’t answer with words. She just reached through the bars with her good hand, fingers wiggling.

Lena smiled—wide, unguarded—and lowered the rail with one smooth motion.

She lifted Jess out of the crib like she weighed nothing, cradled her close, and carried her straight to the changing table. Jess’s head rested on Lena’s shoulder; she kept the pacifier in, sucking lazily.

“Very full,” Lena observed as she laid Jess down, already popping the snaps of last night’s white onesie. “You must have slept so deeply.”

Jess hummed around the nipple—agreement, contentment, something in between.

Lena worked slowly today. No rush. She untaped the diaper with deliberate care, peeled it away, let Jess feel the cool air on her damp skin for a long moment before the wipes came. Each stroke was unhurried—front to back, then between her folds, then higher, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves until Jess’s hips lifted in tiny, needy pulses.

Lena paused, thumb resting there, pressing just enough.

“You’re already so wet here too,” she whispered. “Not just the diaper.”

Jess whimpered, eyes fluttering closed.

Lena leaned down, kissed the inside of Jess’s good thigh—soft, lingering—then continued. Powder dusted in generous clouds; Lena rubbed it in with both palms, massaging until every inch of Jess’s most intimate skin felt silky, tingling. Fresh diaper—extra-thick morning one, pale mint with tiny smiling suns. Taped snug. Onesie replaced with something new: a short, babydoll-style dress in butter-yellow cotton, snap crotch, puffed sleeves, a row of white lace along the hem that barely reached mid-thigh.

Lena lifted Jess again, carried her to the rocking chair in the corner of the nursery.

She settled them both—Jess straddling her lap facing her, casted leg carefully extended along the armrest, padded bottom resting warmly against Lena’s thighs. Lena reached for the bottle already prepared on the side table: warm oatmeal milk, faintly sweet.

“Breakfast in Mommy’s lap,” Lena murmured, pressing the nipple to Jess’s lips.

Jess opened without hesitation. She drank slowly, eyes locked on Lena’s, one hand clutching the front of Lena’s tank top. The rocking chair moved in gentle arcs; Lena’s free hand rubbed slow circles on Jess’s back, then lower, cupping the padded curve of her bottom through the thin dress.

When the bottle was empty Lena set it aside, wiped Jess’s mouth with her thumb, then kissed her—deep, slow, tongue sliding in to taste the lingering sweetness.

Jess melted into it. Her good hand slid up to cradle Lena’s neck; she kissed back with a soft, needy sound.

Lena broke away just enough to whisper against her lips:

“Such a good girl this morning. Want to play?”

Jess nodded, pacifier already back between her teeth.

Lena carried her to the plush alphabet rug in the center of the room and lowered her to the floor—gently, so the cast didn’t jar. She placed Bunny beside her, then sat cross-legged a few feet away and held out a soft stacking ring toy in bright primary colors.

Jess stared at it for a second.

Then—without thinking—she rolled onto her tummy, casted leg awkwardly extended to the side, and began to crawl.

The diaper crinkled loudly with each movement. The dress rode up, exposing ruffled leg bands and the thick white padding underneath. She didn’t care.

She reached the rings, grabbed one, and looked back at Lena with wide, expectant eyes.

Lena’s smile was radiant.

“That’s my clever girl.”

They played like that for nearly an hour—Jess crawling in small circles, stacking and knocking over rings, babbling nonsense syllables around the pacifier just to hear Lena laugh. Lena praised every tiny movement: “Look at you go,” “So strong,” “Mommy’s so proud.”

At one point Jess paused, knees under her, bottom in the air, and felt a sudden, unmistakable warmth spread inside the diaper. Not an accident. Deliberate. She pushed—slowly, consciously—and felt the padding grow warm and heavy against her skin.

She didn’t tell Lena.

She just kept playing, cheeks flushed, heart racing with something like triumph.

When Lena finally scooped her up again for a check, her fingers slipped inside the leg cuff and froze.

“Ohhh,” she breathed, voice thick with approval. “You let go all by yourself, didn’t you?”

Jess buried her face in Lena’s neck, nodding against her skin.

Lena carried her to the changing table, laid her down, and took her time—peeling the tapes slowly, inhaling the warm, intimate scent, wiping her with reverent strokes.

“Good girl,” Lena whispered again and again as she powdered, creamed, taped a fresh diaper in place. “You’re learning to just… let go.”

Something inside Jess’s chest cracked wide open.

Not broke—unlocked.

She reached up, pulled the pacifier out long enough to speak in a small, trembling voice:

“More.”

Lena’s eyes darkened with understanding.

She lifted Jess, carried her back to the rocking chair, and settled her in her lap again—this time facing away, back to Lena’s chest, legs splayed over Lena’s thighs.

Lena’s hand slipped under the dress, cupped the front of the diaper, and pressed.

Slow circles.

Firm.

Jess’s head fell back against Lena’s shoulder. She whimpered around the pacifier, hips rocking forward into the pressure.

Lena kissed the side of her neck.

“Let it all go, baby,” she murmured. “Mommy’s got you. Every little thing.”

Jess did.

She rocked, she whimpered, she sucked hard on the pacifier until her whole body shuddered—once, twice—and warmth bloomed inside the fresh diaper in small, helpless pulses.

Lena held her through it, rocking gently, whispering praise into her hair.

When the aftershocks faded, Lena kissed her temple.

“My perfect girl.”

Jess turned her face into Lena’s neck and stayed there—small, safe, surrendered.

The rest of the day passed in the same soft haze.

Crawling on the rug because she could—because the cast let her move low and slow and safe. Being fed pureed peaches in the rocking chair, bottle after bottle, each one nursed while Lena’s hand rested possessively on her padded bottom. Bath time in the nursery now—portable tub brought in, warm water, baby wash, Lena’s hands everywhere.

By evening Jess was back in the crib—clean diaper, fresh sleeper (pale blue with white stars), pacifier in, Bunny in her arms, rail up.

Lena stood at the side, stroking her hair through the bars.

“You did so well today,” she whispered. “Letting go. Being mine.”

Jess looked up at her—eyes heavy, peaceful.

She reached through the bars, found Lena’s hand, and squeezed.

Lena leaned down, kissed her forehead.

“Sleep, little one. Tomorrow we go even deeper.”

Jess closed her eyes.

The mobile turned slowly above her.

The diaper hugged her warmly.

And for the first time in her adult life, Jess fell asleep without a single thought of tomorrow’s to-do list.

Only the quiet, certain knowledge that tomorrow would come—and Lena would be there.

Holding her.

Changing her.

Loving her.

Exactly like this.


Chapter 8 — The Outside World

The nursery had become the center of Jess’s universe.

Mornings began with Lena lowering the crib rail, lifting her out, carrying her to the changing table for the slow, intimate ritual of removal, wiping, powdering, creaming, diapering. Afternoons were spent on the alphabet rug—crawling in lazy circles, stacking soft blocks, babbling around the pacifier while Lena sat cross-legged nearby, reading picture books or simply watching with that quiet, possessive smile. Evenings ended in the rocking chair: bottle after bottle, gentle rocking, Lena’s hand resting warmly on the front of Jess’s diaper until small, helpless releases soaked the padding and earned soft praise whispered into her hair.

The casts still anchored her to this small, safe world. The broken leg kept her from standing unaided; the fractured wrist kept her from doing almost anything alone. And Jess—somewhere in the last ten days—had stopped minding.

Until the phone rang.

It wasn’t Jess’s phone. Hers was still hidden somewhere, silenced, forgotten. It was Lena’s—resting on the nursery shelf beside the baby monitor. The ringtone was the default trill, sharp and alien in the soft pastel hush of the room.

Jess froze mid-crawl.

She was on the rug in a short pink babydoll dress, fresh diaper crinkling with every movement, pacifier bobbing between her lips, Bunny clutched in her good hand. The call display lit up across the room:

Clara – Jess’s Sister

Lena looked up from the rocking chair where she’d been folding a stack of sleepers.

Jess’s eyes went wide. Panic—real, adult panic—sliced through the warm fog she’d been living in.

She spat the pacifier out. It bounced across the rug.

“I have to—I have to answer that,” she whispered, voice small and cracked. “She’ll worry. She’ll call the police or—or come over—”

Lena stood slowly.

“Shhh.” She crossed to Jess in three quiet steps, knelt, and cupped her face with both hands. “Breathe, baby.”

Jess was already shaking. “I can’t—she can’t hear me like this. I’m—I’m in a diaper, Lena. I’m sucking a paci. I’m in a crib at night. If she hears—”

“She won’t hear any of that,” Lena said calmly. “We’ll handle it.”

She lifted Jess easily, carried her to the rocking chair, settled her sideways across her lap. The diaper pressed warmly against Lena’s thigh. Jess’s casted leg dangled; her good hand clutched Lena’s shirt.

Lena reached for her phone.

“I’ll hold it,” she said. “You talk. Normal voice. Short answers. I’ve got you.”

Jess stared at the screen. The call was on its fourth ring.

She nodded—tiny, terrified.

Lena answered on speaker, kept the volume low, held the phone near Jess’s mouth but angled so her own breathing wouldn’t carry.

“Hey, Clara,” Jess managed. Her voice came out higher than usual, thinner. She cleared her throat. “Hi.”

“Jess! Oh my god, finally.” Clara’s voice burst through—bright, worried, familiar. “I’ve been texting you for days. Mom said you got out of the hospital but then nothing. Are you okay? How’s the leg?”

Jess swallowed. Lena’s free hand rubbed slow circles on her back—steady, grounding.

“I’m… okay,” Jess said. “Just tired. The meds make me sleep a lot.”

“Yeah, I bet. Broken leg and wrist? That’s brutal. Do you need anything? Groceries? I can come by tomorrow—”

“No,” Jess said too quickly. Lena’s hand paused, then resumed rubbing. “No, Lena’s got everything under control. Really. I’m just… resting.”

A pause on the other end.

“You sound different,” Clara said, softer now. “Smaller. Are you sure you’re alright?”

Jess’s eyes filled. She pressed her face into Lena’s neck for a second, breathing her in—vanilla, warmth, safety.

“I’m fine,” she whispered. “Promise. Just… healing. Tell Mom I’m okay. I’ll call when I’m up to it.”

Another pause.

“Okay,” Clara said finally. “But text me, yeah? Even just a thumbs-up emoji. I worry.”

“I will,” Jess lied.

“Love you, sis.”

“Love you too.”

Lena ended the call with a gentle thumb press.

Silence settled over the nursery.

Jess broke.

She curled into Lena’s chest and sobbed—quiet at first, then louder, wrenching sounds that shook her whole body. The diaper crinkled with every shudder. Tears soaked Lena’s tank top.

Lena held her tighter. Rocked her slowly. One hand stroking her hair, the other cupping the back of her padded bottom.

“Let it out,” Lena murmured. “I’ve got you.”

It took long minutes for the sobs to taper.

When they did, Jess stayed pressed against Lena’s chest, breathing hard.

“I’m scared,” she whispered.

“Of what, baby?”

“Of… going back.” The words came out muffled against Lena’s skin. “Of being big again. Of pretending this didn’t happen. Of losing—” She choked. “Of losing this.”

Lena was quiet for a long moment.

Then she lifted Jess’s chin with two fingers, made her meet her eyes.

“Do you want to stop?” Lena asked directly. Voice calm. No pressure. Just truth.

Jess stared at her.

The nursery was silent except for the soft turning of the mobile and Jess’s uneven breaths.

Long silence.

“No,” Jess said finally. Barely audible.

Lena’s thumb brushed away a tear.

“Do you want to keep going,” Lena asked, slower, “even after the casts come off?”

Jess’s eyes filled again.

Longer silence.

She swallowed.

“Yes.”

Lena exhaled—like relief, like victory, like love.

She leaned down and kissed Jess—slow, deep, claiming. Tongue sliding in, tasting salt and surrender. When she pulled back, her forehead rested against Jess’s.

“Then we keep going,” she whispered. “As long as you want. As deep as you want. This doesn’t have to end when the casts do.”

Jess nodded—small, certain.

Lena reached for the pacifier on the rug, dusted it off, and slipped it back between Jess’s lips.

Jess closed around it. Sucked once—deep, soothing.

Lena rocked her for a long time after that.

No words.

Just the chair creaking softly, Lena’s heartbeat under Jess’s ear, the crinkle of the diaper every time Jess shifted.

Eventually Lena carried her to the changing table.

She unsnapped the babydoll dress, peeled away the wet diaper—Jess had let go during the crying without even noticing—and cleaned her with the same reverent slowness as always. Powder. Cream. Fresh diaper—thick, white, with little golden teddy bears. A clean sleeper—pale lavender, footed, zipper front.

Back into the crib.

Rail up.

Bunny tucked in.

Blanket pulled to her chest.

Lena stood at the side, stroking Jess’s hair through the bars.

“You were so brave,” she whispered. “Talking to the big world like that. And then coming right back to me.”

Jess looked up at her—eyes heavy, peaceful again.

Lena leaned down, kissed her forehead.

“Sleep now, my baby girl. Tomorrow we go deeper still.”

Jess closed her eyes.

The mobile turned.

The pacifier stayed.

And somewhere beneath the fear and the tears, a quiet certainty took root:

She didn’t want to go back.

Not ever.


Chapter 9 — Deeper

The casts came off on a grey Tuesday morning in late February.

The orthopedic clinic smelled of rubbing alcohol and old magazines. The doctor—a kind-eyed woman in her fifties—chatted pleasantly while she wielded the oscillating saw. The vibration tickled more than it hurt. First the wrist: the rigid plaster split open like an eggshell, revealing pale, slightly atrophied skin underneath. Then the leg: mid-thigh to toes, the long cast cracked apart, peeled away in sections. Jess stared at her freed limbs as though they belonged to someone else. The skin was dry, faintly hairy again, marked with faint red pressure lines that would fade in days.

“Full weight-bearing as tolerated on the leg,” the doctor said, handing her a printout of physio exercises. “Wrist is stable—start gentle range-of-motion today. You’re cleared to drive in another week if you feel steady. Any questions?”

Jess shook her head mutely.

Lena thanked the doctor, helped Jess into the wheelchair (hospital policy, even though she could walk now), and pushed her out to the car.

The ride home was quiet.

Jess flexed her fingers—slowly, experimentally. She lifted her left leg an inch off the floor mat, set it down again. No pain. Just strange lightness. Freedom.

She should have felt triumphant.

Instead she felt… untethered.

At the apartment Lena parked in the garage, came around to the passenger side, and opened the door. She offered her hand.

Jess took it.

She stood.

Both feet flat on concrete. No cast dragging. No crutches. She took one step, then another. The leg held. A little weak, a little stiff, but it held.

Lena watched her with quiet intensity.

“Feels different, doesn’t it?”

Jess nodded. Her throat was tight.

They rode the elevator in silence. When the apartment door opened, the familiar scent hit her—baby powder, clean linen, faint vanilla from Lena’s lotion. It wrapped around her like arms.

Jess walked—slowly, carefully—down the hallway on her own power.

Past the living room.

Past the bathroom.

To the nursery door.

She stopped.

Lena came up behind her, rested both hands lightly on Jess’s hips.

“You can go anywhere now,” Lena said softly. “Kitchen. Bedroom. Outside, if you want. You can dress yourself. Feed yourself. Use the toilet like before.”

Jess stared at the closed door.

Her good hand—her free hand—reached out and touched the knob.

She didn’t turn it.

Instead she turned around, looked up at Lena, and whispered:

“I don’t want to.”

Lena’s breath caught.

Jess took Lena’s hand. Led her into the nursery.

She walked straight to the changing table—now her default spot for everything—and climbed up onto it without being asked. She lay back, legs parted slightly, hands resting at her sides.

Waiting.

Lena stood in the doorway for a long second, eyes shining.

Then she moved.

She closed the door behind her. Locked it—soft click.

She stepped between Jess’s legs, hands gentle on her thighs.

“Tell me what you want, baby.”

Jess swallowed.

“I want… to stay like this.” Her voice trembled but didn’t waver. “I want the diapers. The bottles. The crib. The dresses. I want you to take care of me. Even though I can do it myself now. I don’t want to.”

Lena leaned over her, forearms braced on either side of Jess’s head.

“Then that’s what you get,” she said, voice thick. “Forever, if you want it.”

Jess nodded—small, certain.

Lena kissed her—deep, claiming, tongue sliding in until Jess moaned into her mouth.

When they broke apart, Lena straightened.

“First things first.”

She reached for the waistband of Jess’s loose hospital-issue sweatpants—the only “adult” clothing she’d worn today. She tugged them down slowly, along with the plain cotton underwear underneath. Jess lifted her hips to help. The pants pooled on the floor.

Jess lay bare from the waist down—smooth legs, no casts, no excuses.

Lena opened the top drawer of the changing table. Pulled out the thickest diaper they had: overnight, extra-absorbent, white with delicate gold scrolling along the tapes. She slid it under Jess’s hips, lifted her bottom with easy strength, pulled the front up snug between her thighs.

The padding felt different now—thicker, more deliberate, chosen.

Lena taped it closed—left, right, middle—then smoothed her palms over the front, pressing gently.

Jess’s breath hitched.

Lena reached for the baby oil next. She warmed a generous amount between her palms, then slid both hands under the diaper’s leg cuffs. Slow, slick strokes along Jess’s folds, circling her clit, dipping just inside until Jess arched and whimpered.

“You’re so wet already,” Lena murmured. “My big girl choosing to be my little one.”

Jess’s good hand—her free, capable hand—reached down and pressed Lena’s hand harder against her.

“Please.”

Lena smiled—dark, loving—and continued until Jess trembled on the edge, then pulled away just long enough to finish diapering her properly.

Next came the dress.

Not a onesie this time.

A proper baby dress—soft pink cotton, short puffed sleeves, a wide white sash tied in a bow at the back, full skirt that barely skimmed mid-thigh, snap crotch for easy changes. Lace at the hem. Tiny embroidered rosebuds across the bodice.

Lena dressed her slowly, reverently—sliding arms through sleeves, buttoning the back, tying the sash with a perfect bow.

When she was finished, she lifted Jess down from the table and carried her—because she could, because Jess let her—to the new high chair that had appeared in the corner sometime in the last week.

White wood, padded seat, tray that locked in place.

Lena settled Jess in, fastened the buckle between her legs (pressing briefly against the diaper front), clicked the tray into position.

Jess sat there—legs dangling, diaper crinkling against the vinyl cushion, dress skirt fanned out—and felt something settle inside her chest.

Peace.

Lena prepared lunch: pureed butternut squash and applesauce, warmed gently. She tied a large bib around Jess’s neck—white cotton with a pink teddy bear embroidered in the center.

She spoon-fed her slowly.

Each bite was accepted with quiet focus. Jess opened for the spoon, swallowed, waited for the next. When a drop fell on her chin, Lena wiped it away with her thumb, then kissed the spot.

After the bowl came the bottle—warm chamomile milk in the oversized nursery bottle.

Jess drank it in the high chair, eyes half-closed, one hand resting on the tray, the other clutching Bunny, who had been placed beside her.

When the bottle was empty, Lena unbuckled her, lifted her out, carried her to the crib.

She laid Jess down on the soft mattress, raised the rail, tucked the blanket around her.

Jess looked up at her—eyes clear, certain.

“I’m happy,” she whispered.

Lena leaned over the rail, stroked her cheek.

“I know, baby girl.”

She slipped the pacifier between Jess’s lips.

Jess closed around it. Sucked once—deep, rhythmic.

Lena dimmed the light.

Left the baby monitor on.

And stood in the doorway watching until Jess’s breathing evened into sleep.

The casts were gone.

The helplessness was gone.

And yet Jess had chosen—deliberately, freely—to stay exactly where she was.

Small.

Dependent.

Loved.

Deeper than ever.


Chapter 10 — Her New Life

Three months had passed since the casts came off.

The apartment in Haarlem looked almost the same from the outside—same brick façade, same bicycle chained to the railing downstairs, same soft glow from the living-room windows in the evenings. Inside, though, everything had shifted irreversibly into something quieter, softer, more deliberate.

Jess worked from home now. Part-time. Two hours a day, maximum.

Lena allowed it.

Every morning at 9:30 sharp, Jess was carried from the nursery to the kitchen table. She wore only a thick white diaper (extra-absorbent daytime style with cute pastel animal prints hidden under the tapes) and one of Lena’s oversized t-shirts—usually soft grey or pale blue, hanging loose to mid-thigh. No pants. No underwear. No adult bra. Just the diaper crinkling softly against the wooden chair cushion when Lena settled her down.

The laptop was already open, email client pulled up, a fresh bottle of water with a silicone nipple waiting beside the keyboard.

Lena kissed the top of Jess’s head.

“Two hours, baby girl. Then we close it.”

Jess nodded, pacifier already clipped to the collar of the t-shirt with a little plastic chain. She popped it in when the work began—sucking rhythmically while her good hand (both hands now, fully healed) moved across the keys. She answered emails in short, professional bursts. Reviewed documents. Sent a few Slack messages. Never more than necessary.

At 11:30 on the dot Lena appeared behind her, hands gentle on Jess’s shoulders.

“Time’s up.”

Jess saved whatever she was working on, closed the laptop without protest, and leaned back into Lena’s chest.

Lena lifted her easily—arms under thighs and back—and carried her straight back to the nursery.

The rest of the day belonged to structure. To care. To surrender.

Morning change after work: always on the changing table, rails up like a safety gate. Lena unsnapped the t-shirt hem if needed, peeled the tapes, wiped with warm cloth instead of cold wipes now (Jess had asked for warmer ones weeks ago), dusted powder generously, rubbed it in until Jess’s hips rolled in slow, needy circles. Sometimes Lena’s fingers lingered—sliding inside the fresh diaper’s leg gathers, circling, pressing—until Jess whimpered around the pacifier and soaked the new padding in small, helpless pulses. Lena always praised her then: “There’s my good girl, letting go so easily.”

Lunch in the high chair: pureed vegetables, fruit, sometimes soft oatmeal. Bib tied on. Spoon-fed slowly. Bottle afterward—warm milk or apple juice. Jess drank with her eyes half-closed, one hand clutching Bunny, the other resting on the tray.

Afternoon playtime on the alphabet rug: crawling because she loved how the diaper shifted and crinkled, how the babydoll dresses rode up to show ruffled leg bands. Stacking blocks. Flipping soft cloth books. Babbling nonsense syllables just to hear Lena laugh and call her “clever baby.”

Bath at 5:00—full tub now, bubbles, baby wash, Lena kneeling beside her, washing every inch with reverent hands. Sometimes she lifted Jess into her lap in the water, held her close, rocked her until Jess’s head lolled against her shoulder.

Dinner at 6:00—same high chair, same bib, pureed meals or soft finger foods Lena cut into tiny pieces. Another bottle. Sometimes a second if Jess fussed.

Bedtime routine began at 7:30.

Change into nighttime diaper—thickest one, with extra booster pad because Jess had started wetting more heavily at night, deliberately or not. Footed sleeper in pastel shades—lavender, mint, pale pink—with little embroidered stars or hearts. Zipper pulled up slowly. Pacifier slipped in. Bunny tucked under her arm.

Lena carried her to the crib, laid her down on the cloud-soft mattress, raised both rails with their quiet clicks.

She sat in the rocking chair beside the crib, one hand reaching through the bars to stroke Jess’s hair.

Sometimes she hummed—old lullabies in Dutch or English, low and steady.

Sometimes she read aloud from one of the board books on the shelf—simple stories about sleepy animals or gentle moons.

Jess listened, sucking softly on the pacifier, eyes growing heavier with every pass of Lena’s fingers through her hair.

Tonight the room was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the star-shaped nightlight plugged into the wall. The mobile turned lazily overhead.

Lena rocked slowly, hand still stroking.

“You were so good today,” she whispered. “My perfect little girl. Working so hard for those two hours, then coming right back to Mommy. Letting me take care of everything again.”

Jess made a small, contented sound around the pacifier.

Lena leaned closer, kissed her forehead through the bars.

“Three months ago, I woke up from an accident,” Jess thought, the words drifting through her mind like a half-remembered dream. “Tonight, I woke up for real.”

She closed her eyes.

The crib rail was cool against her cheek where she’d turned toward Lena’s hand.

The diaper hugged her warmly, already damp from the last small release during the rocking.

Bunny’s ear tickled her nose.

Lena kept humming—soft, endless.

Jess drifted.

No alarms set for morning meetings.

No emails waiting to ambush her at dawn.

No need to be big.

Just this.

Safe.

Small.

Loved.

Exactly where she belonged.
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