

Cabin Fever

A Dark MDLB Romance of Isolation, Regression, and Snowbound Surrender (Mommy Knows Best Book 6)


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:


pollybane.com/free-book 

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


Table of Contents

Chapter 1: Booking Error

Chapter 2: Snowed In

Chapter 3: Night Terror

Chapter 4: The Wet Night

Chapter 5: Routine

Chapter 6: The Bath

Chapter 7: Nursing

Chapter 8: Mommy's Cabin

Chapter 9: Spring Melt

Chapter 10: The Journal

Chapter 11: Summer Routine

Chapter 12: The Editor

Chapter 13: The Collar

Chapter 14: Home Mountain


Chapter 1: Booking Error

Caleb’s boots crunched through the fresh snow as he dragged his duffel bag from the rental truck. The cabin loomed ahead, a dark silhouette against the fading Vermont dusk. He was bone-tired, the kind of exhaustion that whiskey couldn’t touch anymore, though the bottle in his bag clinked with every step.

He hadn’t slept in days. Not properly. The war zones he’d left behind still played on loop in his head—screams, dust, the smell of burning metal. His editor had forced this leave on him, booked this remote cabin for “rest.” Caleb didn’t want rest. He wanted to forget.

The wind bit at his face as he reached the porch. Snowflakes clung to his beard, melting into cold streaks down his neck. He fumbled with the key, expecting silence, emptiness. That’s what he’d paid for. Solitude.

The door creaked open. Warmth hit him first, then the smell of something savory—broth, herbs, home. His stomach twisted. He hadn’t eaten anything real in weeks, just protein bars and cheap diner coffee.

A woman stood by the kitchen counter, tall and steady, her blonde hair tied back in a loose braid. She turned, her weathered hands pausing over a pot of steaming soup. Her eyes, sharp and pale blue, took him in like she could see straight through to the cracks.

“You’re early,” she said. Her voice was low, accented—Norwegian, maybe. “I wasn’t expecting anyone for two days.”

Caleb froze in the doorway. Snow dripped off his boots onto the wood floor. “Booking must’ve crossed wires. I’m supposed to have this place alone.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “I’m Signe. I own the cabin. And the land. I was meant to be gone by now, but the blizzard changed plans.”

He glanced out the window. Snow was falling thicker now, a white wall against the glass. The road back down the mountain would be impossible. He was stuck.

“I’ll take the guest room,” she continued, as if it was already decided. “You look like you haven’t been fed properly in a long time. Sit down.”

Her words landed like a command, soft but unyielding. Caleb’s jaw tightened. He wasn’t used to being told what to do, not after years of calling shots in the field. But his stomach growled, loud in the quiet, and his legs felt like lead.

He dropped his bag by the door. Moved to the table. Sat.

Signe didn’t ask if he wanted food. She ladled soup into a bowl, the steam curling up in lazy spirals, and set it in front of him. It smelled of carrots, thyme, and something rich he couldn’t name. He stared at it, the warmth radiating against his cold hands.

“Eat,” she said simply.

He picked up the spoon. The first bite burned his tongue, but he didn’t care. It was hot, hearty, and real—nothing like the canned slop he’d lived on overseas. He ate faster than he meant to, the clink of the spoon against the bowl the only sound in the room.

She watched him. Not with judgment, but with something else. Something that made his skin prickle.

He finished the bowl. She didn’t wait for him to ask. She refilled it without a word. Then again. Three bowls, and he felt the weight of food in his stomach like an anchor. He couldn’t remember the last time someone had cooked for him. Fed him.

“You’ve been running on empty,” she said, her voice cutting through his thoughts. She sat across from him now, her hands folded on the table. Firelight from the hearth danced across her face, softening the hard lines of her cheekbones.

“I’m fine,” he muttered. A lie. He knew it. She knew it.

Her lips curved, just slightly. “You don’t look fine. You look haunted.”

The word hit hard. He pushed the bowl away, suddenly needing distance. His chair scraped against the floor as he stood. “I just need sleep. Where’s my room?”

She pointed down the hall. “Second door on the left. Blankets are in the closet. I’ll be in the guest room if you need anything.”

He nodded, avoiding her eyes. Grabbed his bag. Walked away. The weight of her gaze followed him until he shut the bedroom door behind him.

The room was small, cozy in a way that felt foreign. A double bed with a quilt, a wooden dresser, a single window with snow piling against the pane. He dropped his bag and sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, hands rubbing over his face.

He didn’t want her here. Didn’t want anyone here. But the soup still warmed his chest, and the memory of her steady voice—calm, certain—stuck in his head. He hated how much he’d needed that meal. Hated how her presence filled the cabin like it was hers to command.

He pulled the whiskey bottle from his bag. Stared at it. Didn’t open it. Not yet. Instead, he lay back on the bed, boots still on, and stared at the ceiling. Sleep wouldn’t come. It never did.

Hours passed. The cabin creaked under the weight of the storm outside. Wind howled through the trees, rattling the windows. Caleb’s mind churned—flashes of gunfire, blood on sand, voices he couldn’t silence.

At 2 AM, he gave up. He stood, pacing to the window in the living room. Snow blurred everything beyond the glass. His hands shook as he pressed them against the cold pane. Not from the chill. From the memories that clawed at him, sharper in the quiet.

A soft rustle behind him. He didn’t turn. Didn’t need to. Her scent—clean, like pine and lavender—reached him before her footsteps did.

Signe didn’t speak. She stepped close, her presence a quiet weight. Then warmth draped over his shoulders—a thick wool blanket, heavy and grounding. Her hands lingered for a moment, adjusting it, her fingers brushing the back of his neck.

He tensed. But he didn’t pull away.

She stood beside him, looking out at the storm. The firelight caught the edges of her profile, the faint lines around her eyes. “It’s worse at night, isn’t it?” she said softly. “Whatever you’re carrying.”

His throat tightened. He didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

Her hand rested lightly on his arm through the blanket. Just for a second. Then it was gone. “You’re not alone here, Caleb. Not tonight.”

The words sank in, heavy and unasked for. He wanted to push them away, to push her away. But the blanket felt like an anchor, and her voice—low, steady—cut through the noise in his head.

He turned to look at her. Her eyes met his, unflinching. There was something there, something he didn’t understand yet. Care, yes. But beneath it, a quiet hunger. A need he couldn’t name.

She stepped back. “Try to rest. I’ll be down the hall if you need me.”

He watched her go, the blanket still warm around him. His hands stopped shaking, just for a moment. But the weight in his chest didn’t lift. It shifted.

He didn’t know it yet, but Signe had already started to see him. Not the war journalist, not the broken man. Something smaller. Something hers.

The storm raged on outside. Inside, the cabin held its breath.

---

The next morning, Caleb woke to the smell of coffee and the muffled silence of a world buried in snow. His body ached from the tension he’d carried through the night, but the blanket was still draped over him. He hadn’t taken it off.

He sat up, rubbing a hand over his bearded jaw. The memories of last night—the soup, her voice, the blanket—sat heavy in his mind. He didn’t want to face her. Didn’t want to feel whatever it was her presence stirred in him.

But the coffee smelled too good. He pulled on his boots and shuffled out to the kitchen.

Signe was there, pouring a mug. She wore a thick sweater, her hair loose now, falling over her shoulders in soft waves. She looked up as he entered, her gaze steady as ever.

“Morning,” she said. “Sleep any?”

“Not much,” he admitted. His voice was rough, unused.

She pushed the mug toward him. “Drink. Then we’ll talk about how long you’re staying. Roads won’t clear for days.”

He took the coffee, the heat seeping into his palms. Her words hung in the air—days. Stuck here, with her. Part of him wanted to fight it, to demand a way out. But the snow against the windows told him there was no leaving. Not yet.

He sipped the coffee. Strong, black, bitter. Just how he liked it. She’d guessed right without asking.

Signe leaned against the counter, watching him. “You’ve got shadows under your eyes, Caleb. I’ve seen men like you before. Carrying too much.”

He bristled. “You don’t know me.”

“I don’t have to,” she said simply. “I know what needing looks like.”

The words cut deeper than he expected. He set the mug down, harder than he meant to. “I don’t need anything. Just a place to crash until the roads open.”

Her lips twitched, not quite a smile. “We’ll see about that.”

He didn’t like the way she said it. Like she already knew something he didn’t. Like she was waiting for him to catch up.

The fire crackled in the hearth, the only sound for a long moment. Outside, the snow kept falling, trapping them together. Caleb’s fingers tightened around the mug, the warmth grounding him even as his mind spun.

He didn’t know it yet, but Signe had already decided. She saw the cracks in him, the exhaustion, the hunger for something he couldn’t name. And she was ready to fill every empty space.

The cabin felt smaller with each passing minute. Warmer. Closer.

He took another sip of coffee. It burned going down. But it wasn’t the coffee that unsettled him. It was her.

Signe turned back to the stove, stirring something in a pot. “Breakfast will be ready soon. Sit. You’re not going anywhere.”

Her tone left no room for argument. Caleb sat. He told himself it was just for the food. Just for the warmth. But deep down, a part of him—a part he didn’t want to face—felt something shift.

It was the first step. The first rung on a ladder he didn’t even know he was climbing. And Signe, with her calm authority and quiet care, was already guiding him down a path he couldn’t yet see.

The snow kept falling. The world outside disappeared. And inside, something new began to take shape.


Chapter 2: Snowed In

Caleb woke to the sound of wind howling outside, a relentless beast clawing at the cabin walls. The room was dim, the faint gray of early morning seeping through the snow-packed window. He sat up on the couch, the heavy quilt still draped over him from last night, its weight a quiet reminder of Signe’s hands tucking it around his shoulders.

His body ached, muscles stiff from another night of broken sleep. The memories of war still lingered, sharp edges cutting through his mind, but something else was there too. The smell of coffee, rich and bitter, pulled him from the fog.

He rubbed his face, beard scratching against his palms, and glanced around. The cabin felt smaller in the daylight, the walls closer with the storm raging outside. Snow pressed against every window, a thick white blanket that buried the world beyond. No way out. Not today.

His boots were still on, crusted with dried mud from yesterday’s trek. He stood, the quilt sliding off, and shuffled toward the kitchen. The fire in the hearth crackled, casting warm flickers across the wooden floor. Signe was already there, standing by the stove, her tall frame steady as she stirred something in a pot. She wore a different sweater today, dark gray and thick, her blonde hair tied back again in that loose braid.

“Morning,” she said without turning. Her voice was calm, like she’d been expecting him.

Caleb grunted, not ready for words yet. He lingered in the doorway, hands shoved into his jacket pockets. The heat from the stove mixed with the cold still clinging to his skin. He felt out of place, like a stranger in someone else’s life.

“Coffee’s on the table,” she added, gesturing with a nod. “Sit. You look like you need it.”

He didn’t argue. The mug was waiting, steam curling up in lazy wisps. He sat, wrapping his hands around it, the warmth seeping into his palms. The first sip burned, sharp and strong, grounding him for a moment.

Signe turned then, her pale blue eyes meeting his. She studied him, just like last night, seeing too much. “Snow came down hard. Two feet overnight. Roads are gone. We’re here for days, maybe longer.”

His stomach tightened. Days. Trapped with her. He took another sip, hiding the unease behind the mug. “I’ll manage.”

Her lips curved, a faint hint of amusement. “You don’t look like you manage much right now. Hands are shaking again.”

He glanced down. She was right. His fingers trembled around the mug, a faint quiver he couldn’t stop. He clenched them tighter, willing it away, but it didn’t help. The weight of her gaze made it worse.

She stepped closer, setting a plate of bread and butter in front of him. “Eat. Then we’ve got work. Cabin doesn’t run itself.”

“Work?” His voice came out rough, unused.

“Simple things. Chop kindling. Carry wood. Keeps the mind busy.” She sat across from him, folding her hands on the table. “Keeps the body warm.”

He didn’t want tasks. Didn’t want her telling him what to do. But the bread smelled fresh, and his stomach growled loud enough to betray him. He tore off a piece, slathered it with butter, and ate. The taste was simple, hearty, and it steadied him more than he wanted to admit.

Signe watched. Always watching. Not with pity, but with that quiet certainty, like she already knew how this would go. “You’re not used to being taken care of, are you?”

He swallowed hard, the bread sticking in his throat. “I don’t need taking care of.”

“We’ll see.” Her tone was soft, but it carried weight. A promise he didn’t understand yet.

They finished breakfast in silence, the wind outside filling the gaps. When the plates were clear, Signe stood. “Coat on. We start with the woodpile. Axe is by the shed.”

Caleb followed her out, pulling on his jacket. The cold hit like a slap, snow swirling in thick gusts as they trudged to the shed. His boots sank deep, each step a fight against the drift. Signe moved ahead, her stride sure, like the storm was nothing to her. He envied that strength, even as it irritated him.

She handed him the axe, her gloved fingers brushing his. “Small swings. Don’t overdo it. Just split what’s already cut.”

He nodded, gripping the handle. The wood was stacked under a tarp, dry enough to split. He set a log on the stump, raised the axe, and brought it down. The blade bit into the wood with a sharp crack, splitting it clean. The sound echoed in the quiet, a jolt through his nerves. He did it again. And again. Each swing grounded him, the ache in his arms drowning out the noise in his head.

Signe watched from a few steps away, her breath fogging in the cold air. “Good. Keep that rhythm. I’ll stack what you split.”

Her voice cut through the wind, steady as always. He didn’t look at her, just kept swinging. The axe hit wood, over and over, the splintering sound a kind of release. Sweat beaded on his brow despite the cold, his hands still trembling but less now. The task was simple, mindless, and for a moment, he forgot everything else.

They worked for an hour, maybe more. Caleb split, Signe stacked, their movements syncing without words. When the pile was high enough, she nodded. “Enough for now. Carry what you can inside.”

He loaded his arms with wood, the rough bark scratching through his jacket. She carried just as much, her strength obvious in the easy way she moved. Back inside, the warmth of the cabin hit hard after the cold, his cheeks flushing from the shift. They dropped the wood by the hearth, and Caleb caught his breath, hands on his knees.

“You did well,” Signe said, brushing snow off her gloves. Her tone was warm, approving, and it hit him deeper than it should have. “Simple work suits you.”

He straightened, wiping sweat from his brow. “I’m not helpless.”

“Didn’t say you were.” She tilted her head, eyes narrowing slightly. “But you’re not whole, either. Not yet.”

The words stung. He turned away, busying himself with stacking the last of the wood. He didn’t want her seeing him, not like this. Not with his hands still unsteady, his mind still fractured. But her presence lingered, heavy and inescapable.

The day passed in small tasks. Fetching water from the well, stoking the fire, clearing snow from the porch. Signe led, Caleb followed. Each job was basic, physical, and it kept the memories at bay. He hated how much he needed that. Hated how her quiet commands gave him a strange kind of peace.

By evening, the storm hadn’t let up. Snow piled higher against the windows, the world outside a blur of white. Inside, the cabin glowed with firelight, the air thick with the smell of roasted meat and potatoes. Signe set the table, her movements precise, deliberate. Caleb sat, his body heavy from the day’s work, his mind quieter than it had been in weeks.

She served him first, a plate piled high. “Eat slow this time. Let it settle.”

He nodded, picking up the fork. The food was hot, savory, and it warmed him from the inside out. They ate in silence for a while, the crackle of the fire mixing with the howl of the wind. Then Signe set her fork down, her gaze fixed on him.

“Tell me something,” she said, her voice low. “Just one thing. About where you’ve been.”

His chest tightened. He didn’t want to talk. Didn’t want to open that door. But her eyes held him, steady and patient, and something in him gave way. “I was in Syria. Last assignment. Saw things… things I can’t unsee.”

The words spilled out, more than he meant to say. His voice cracked on the last part, and he looked down at his plate, fork still in hand. The memories flashed—dust, blood, screams. His hands shook again, worse now.

Signe didn’t flinch. Didn’t interrupt. She just listened, her silence a weight that held him steady. When he stopped, unable to say more, she leaned forward slightly. “In Norway, we don’t ask people to talk about what hurts. We just keep them warm until they’re ready.”

Her words sank in, soft but heavy. He didn’t know how to respond, so he didn’t. Just sat there, staring at the food he couldn’t eat anymore.

She stood, clearing the plates without a word. Then she moved to the stove, pouring something into a mug. The smell of warm milk and honey hit him, sweet and comforting. She brought it over, setting it in front of him.

“Norwegian tradition,” she said. “Drink it before bed. Helps the body rest.”

He looked at the mug, steam rising in gentle curls. His hands hesitated, then wrapped around it. The warmth spread through his palms, up his arms. He took a sip. It was sweet, smooth, the honey coating his throat. It felt… safe. Foreign, but safe.

Signe sat beside him now, closer than before. Her presence was a quiet force, pulling at something deep in him. “Finish it, Caleb. Let it settle you.”

He drank slowly, each sip easing the tension in his chest. The milk was warm, the honey a soft sweetness he hadn’t tasted in years. It stirred something in him, a memory he couldn’t place, a longing he didn’t want to name. Signe watched, her eyes soft but intent, and he felt the weight of her care like a physical touch.

When the mug was empty, he set it down. His hands weren’t shaking anymore. Not as much. He looked at her, and for the first time, he didn’t feel the need to push her away.

She stood, taking the mug to the sink. Then she returned with the heavy quilt from last night, draping it over his shoulders as he sat on the couch. Her hands lingered, adjusting it, her fingers brushing the back of his neck again. The touch sent a shiver through him, unasked for but undeniable.

“Rest now,” she said, her voice low. “You’ve done enough today.”

He nodded, words caught in his throat. He leaned back against the couch, the quilt heavy around him, her scent—pine and lavender—clinging to the fabric. His eyes grew heavy as he watched the fire, her presence still close, still steady.

Mid-sentence, mumbling something about the snow, he drifted off. Sleep came, sudden and deep, the first real rest he’d had in weeks.

Signe didn’t move. She stood by the hearth, watching him sleep. His face softened in the firelight, the hard lines of his jaw easing, the haunted look fading for a moment. She watched for an hour, maybe more, her chest tight with something she hadn’t felt in years.

Need. Not just his, but hers. To care for him. To hold him together when he couldn’t. To guide him somewhere smaller, softer, safer.

The storm raged outside, sealing them in. Inside, the cabin held a different kind of quiet. A promise of something deeper, something inevitable.

Signe turned away at last, her own breath uneven. She moved to her room, but not before glancing back at him one more time. He was hers to mend now, whether he knew it or not. And she was ready to start.


Chapter 3: Night Terror

Caleb’s scream ripped through the cabin, raw and jagged, tearing him from sleep. He didn’t know where he was. The darkness pressed in, thick with the stench of dust and blood—Syria again, the explosion, the screams of men he couldn’t save.

His body thrashed, tangled in the heavy quilt on the couch. Sweat soaked his shirt, his chest heaving as he gasped for air. He saw it all—flashes of fire, shattered buildings, faces frozen in terror. His hands clawed at the air, fighting phantoms that weren’t there.

Footsteps. Quick, steady. A door creaked somewhere in the cabin, but he couldn’t place it. His heart slammed against his ribs, every beat a gunshot in his ears.

“Caleb.” Her voice cut through, low and firm. Signe.

He didn’t turn. Couldn’t. His vision swam, the cabin walls warping into rubble. He slid off the couch, hitting the cold wood floor on his knees. His hands pressed against his face, trying to block it out, but the images wouldn’t stop.

She was there in seconds. No hesitation. Her tall frame dropped behind him, her body a sudden warmth against his trembling back. Her arms slid around him, strong and unyielding, pulling him into her chest.

“Breathe with me. In... out... I’ve got you.” Her voice was a lifeline, each word measured and calm. “You’re in Vermont. You’re safe. I’ve got you.”

He couldn’t speak. His breath came in sharp, ragged bursts, his lungs burning. But her chest rose and fell against his back, a slow, steady rhythm. Her breath warmed the nape of his neck, a soft tide pulling him in.

“In... out...” she repeated. Her hands rested on his chest, grounding him, her fingers splayed wide over his racing heart. Her body enveloped his, her legs bracketing his hips as she held him tight.

Minutes passed—ten, twenty, he didn’t know. His mind fought, clawing at the memories, but her breathing became his anchor. He matched it, slowly, each inhale shaky but deeper. The cabin came back into focus. The fire’s faint glow in the hearth. The howl of the storm outside. Her warmth.

His shoulders slumped. The fight drained out of him. He leaned back into her, his head resting against her collarbone, her heartbeat steady under his ear. Then it came—a sob, raw and unbidden, tearing from his throat. Tears burned down his cheeks, hot and endless, the first he’d shed since Syria.

Signe didn’t pull away. Her arms tightened, one hand sliding up to cradle the back of his head. Her fingers threaded through his damp hair, gentle but possessive. “Let it out, sweet boy,” she murmured. “I’ve got you.”

The words broke him further. He cried harder, his body shaking against hers. His tears wet her arms, her sweater, but she didn’t flinch. She rocked him, a slow sway, her chest vibrating as she began to hum. A lullaby, soft and lilting, in a language he didn’t know—Norwegian, he guessed. The sound wrapped around him, a blanket of its own, easing the jagged edges in his chest.

Her breath hitched slightly as she hummed, her own warmth growing against him. He felt it—the subtle shift in her body, the way her thighs pressed closer, her fingers tightening in his hair. She was affected, too. Not just comforting, but feeling something deeper, something hungry.

His sobs slowed, turning to shuddering breaths. The lullaby continued, vibrating through her chest into his back, grounding him in the present. He became aware of her scent—pine and lavender, clean and safe. Her sweater was soft against his cheek, her arms a fortress he didn’t want to leave.

“Caleb,” she whispered, her lips near his ear. “You’re here. With me. Nowhere else.”

He nodded weakly, his voice gone. His hands, still trembling, rested on her forearms, clinging to her like she might vanish. The tears had stopped, but the ache lingered, raw and exposed. He hadn’t let himself break like this. Not ever. And yet, with her, it felt… allowed.

She didn’t let go. Not yet. She rocked him a little longer, the lullaby fading into quiet breaths. His body relaxed into hers, heavy and spent. The memories retreated, dulled by her presence, her warmth.

“Come on, sweet boy,” she said at last. Her voice was softer now, but still firm. She shifted, guiding him up from the floor with her arms still around him. He moved with her, too drained to resist, his legs unsteady as she led him back to the couch.

She sat first, pulling him down with her. He didn’t fight it. His head rested against her chest again as she lay behind him, her body curling around his like a shield. Her hand stroked his hair, slow and deliberate, her fingers tracing the edge of his jaw.

“Sleep now,” she murmured. “I’m staying right here.”

He wanted to protest. Wanted to pull away, to rebuild the walls she’d just torn down. But her warmth, her steady heartbeat under his ear, made it impossible. His eyes grew heavy, the exhaustion pulling him under like a tide.

Her breath deepened, too. He felt the subtle tension in her body, the way her hand paused in his hair, then resumed. She was aroused by this—by holding him, by his vulnerability. Her thighs pressed against him, a quiet shiver running through her. She didn’t act on it, not now, but he felt it. And it stirred something in him, a heat he wasn’t ready to face.

Sleep took him before he could think too much. Deep, dreamless, the first real rest in months. Five hours passed without a scream, without a jolt. Just her warmth behind him, her arms never letting go.

When he stirred, the cabin was still dark, the fire reduced to embers. Signe was still there, her breathing slow and even, her body a steady weight against his. Her hand rested on his chest now, protective, possessive. He didn’t move. Didn’t want to break it.

Her presence had changed something in him tonight. He felt smaller, softer, in a way he couldn’t name. Not weak, but… held. Needed. And Signe, with her calm authority, had already started to carve a space for herself in the cracks of his broken mind.

He closed his eyes again, letting her warmth pull him back under. The storm outside raged on, but inside, a different kind of storm was brewing. One he wasn’t ready for, but couldn’t escape.

Signe’s breath hitched once more as she held him, her fingers curling slightly against his chest. Her own need pulsed quietly beneath her control, a hunger she’d keep leashed for now. But not forever.

“Rest, my sweet boy,” she whispered, so soft he barely heard it. “We’ve got time.”

Her words lingered as he drifted off again, a promise and a warning. The cabin held them both, snowbound and isolated, a world of their own. And in that world, Signe was already guiding him down a path he didn’t yet see.

But he would. Soon.


Chapter 4: The Wet Night

Caleb jolted awake, his heart pounding like a war drum in his chest. The cabin was dark, the fire reduced to faint embers, casting weak shadows across the room. His breath came in sharp, uneven gasps as the remnants of the nightmare clung to him—dust, screams, the metallic tang of blood in the air.

He was on the couch, the heavy quilt twisted around his legs. Sweat drenched his shirt, sticking it to his skin. But something else felt wrong. A cold, damp weight pressed against him, chilling his thighs and lower back. His stomach dropped as he realized what it was.

The couch was wet. He was wet. A grown man, a war correspondent who’d faced death in a dozen countries, and he’d pissed himself during a nightmare. Shame burned through him, hot and sharp, his face flushing even in the dark.

He sat up quickly, the damp fabric clinging to him, making his skin crawl. The clock on the wall showed 4 AM. Signe would still be asleep down the hall. He had to fix this before she saw. He couldn’t let her see.

Caleb stumbled off the couch, his bare feet hitting the cold wood floor. His hands shook as he yanked the quilt away, revealing the dark stain on the cushion beneath. His breath hitched. He felt small, pathetic, like a child caught in a mess he couldn’t clean up. But he had to try.

He grabbed the edge of the fitted sheet covering the couch, pulling it free with a quiet rip of fabric. The wet spot stared back at him, a humiliating mark of his failure. His mind raced. He needed to wash this, dry it, hide it—anything to erase the evidence. He balled up the sheet, the dampness cold against his hands, and crept toward the small laundry closet near the kitchen.

The cabin creaked under his weight, each step a risk of waking her. He didn’t want to face her pity. Or worse, her judgment. He reached the closet, fumbling with the door in the dark, when a soft light flicked on behind him.

“Caleb?” Signe’s voice was low, steady, cutting through the silence like a blade.

He froze, the balled-up sheet clutched to his chest. His heart slammed against his ribs. He didn’t turn. Couldn’t. The shame was too heavy, pinning him in place.

Her footsteps approached, slow and deliberate. The faint scent of pine and lavender reached him before she did. Then her hand touched his shoulder, light but firm, turning him to face her.

She stood there in a long wool sweater, her blonde hair loose over her shoulders, pale blue eyes taking him in. No surprise on her face. No disgust. Just that quiet certainty, like she’d been expecting this.

“What happened?” she asked, though her tone suggested she already knew.

He couldn’t meet her gaze. His eyes dropped to the floor, the wet sheet still in his arms. “I… it’s nothing. Just a spill. I’ll clean it up.”

Her hand moved to the sheet, gently prying it from his grip. “It’s not a spill. And it’s not nothing.” She set the fabric aside on a nearby chair, her movements calm, unhurried. Then she looked at him again, her gaze piercing. “Nightmare?”

He nodded once, barely, his throat tight. The admission felt like another failure. He waited for her to say something cutting, to mock him for losing control. But she didn’t.

“There’s nothing wrong with you, Caleb,” she said instead, her voice soft but weighted with authority. “Your body is just letting go of things your mind won’t.”

The words hit him hard, cracking something open inside. He wanted to argue, to push her away, but the shame kept him silent. He stood there, exposed, the dampness of his pants cold against his skin.

Signe didn’t wait for him to respond. She moved past him, heading to the couch. With efficient hands, she stripped the remaining cover off the cushion, revealing the full extent of the stain. Caleb’s face burned hotter. He wanted to disappear.

She didn’t comment on it. Didn’t even flinch. She folded the cover neatly, set it with the sheet, and turned to a tall closet near the hallway. The door creaked as she opened it, revealing stacks of linens—and something else. A package of adult protective underwear, the kind marketed discreetly as “absorbent briefs.” The plastic crinkle of the packaging echoed in the quiet cabin as she pulled it out.

Caleb stared, his stomach twisting. “What… why do you have those?”

“I keep them stocked,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “The cabin gets elderly guests sometimes. It’s practical.”

It was a lie. He could hear it in the slight pause before her answer, see it in the way her eyes held his a moment too long. She’d bought these after seeing his night terrors, after watching him unravel. She’d planned for this. The realization made his shame deepen, but also stirred something else—a flicker of relief he didn’t want to name.

“I don’t need that,” he muttered, his voice rough. He crossed his arms, trying to reclaim some control, but his damp pants undermined every word.

Signe stepped closer, the package still in her hands. “You don’t need to be embarrassed, sweet boy. This isn’t about weakness. It’s about rest. Letting me help.”

Her words, paired with that gentle name—sweet boy—hit him like a punch. His resolve wavered. He looked away, jaw tight, but the cold wet fabric against his skin made his argument feel hollow.

She set the package on the counter and reached for a clean towel from the closet. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up first.”

He didn’t move at first, rooted by humiliation. But her hand touched his arm, guiding him toward the bathroom with that quiet strength he couldn’t resist. The small room was warm, the faint glow of a nightlight casting soft shadows. She turned on the faucet, letting warm water run over a washcloth, then turned to him.

“Take off the pants,” she said simply. Not a request. A command.

His hands hesitated at his waistband, the weight of her gaze pinning him. But the damp fabric was unbearable now, and her calm authority pulled at him. He pushed the wet pants down, stepping out of them, his face burning as he stood there in just his shirt and boxers, also soaked.

Signe didn’t react to his exposure. She wrung out the washcloth, the warm water dripping into the sink, and stepped close. “Stand still.”

He froze as she knelt before him, her hands steady as she tugged his boxers down. The cold air hit his skin, followed by the warmth of the cloth as she wiped him clean. Her touch was gentle but deliberate, moving over his thighs, his hips, every inch methodical. His body betrayed him, a faint heat stirring low despite the shame. He hated it. Hated how her care made him feel small, vulnerable—and something else he couldn’t face.

She didn’t comment on his reaction. Just cleaned him with quiet focus, her hands warm through the cloth. When she was done, she grabbed a dry towel, patting him down with the same care. His skin prickled under her touch, the heat in his core growing despite himself.

“There,” she said, standing again. Her voice was soft, approving. “Better already.”

He couldn’t speak. The shame still burned, but her warmth, her lack of judgment, dulled the edge. She guided him out of the bathroom, back to the living room, the package of protective underwear waiting on the counter.

Signe opened it with a crinkle that seemed deafening in the quiet. She pulled one out, the thick padding rustling as she unfolded it. Caleb stared, his throat tight, his mind screaming to resist. But his body felt heavy, drained from the nightmare, the humiliation, the fight.

“Lie down,” she instructed, nodding to the clean blanket she’d spread over the now-bare couch cushion. Her tone left no room for argument.

He hesitated, his hands clenching at his sides. But her eyes held his, steady and patient, and the weight of the night pressed down on him. Slowly, he lowered himself onto the blanket, staring at the ceiling, his shirt still covering his upper body but nothing else below. The vulnerability made his chest ache.

Signe knelt beside him, her movements calm as she slid the protective brief under his hips. The padding felt foreign, thick and soft against his skin. He tensed as she adjusted it, her hands brushing his inner thighs as she pulled the front up over him. His body reacted again, a traitor to his mind, heat pooling low as her fingers worked the tapes into place.

The crinkle of the diaper filled the silence, each sound a reminder of his surrender. She secured the last tape, her hand resting on his hip for a moment longer than necessary. The weight of her touch sent a shiver through him, unasked for but undeniable.

“It’s just practical,” she said, her voice low, almost a whisper. But her hand lingered, her thumb brushing lightly against the edge of the padding. Her breath had changed, just slightly, a faint quickening he couldn’t miss. She felt something too—arousal at his regression, at this act of care turned intimate.

He stared at the ceiling, his face hot, his mind a mess of shame and something warmer, deeper. The diaper felt heavy between his thighs, a constant reminder of what he’d become in this moment. A grown man, reduced to this. And yet, under her hands, it didn’t feel entirely wrong.

Signe stood, stepping back to survey him. Her eyes traced over him, a quiet hunger beneath her calm. “There, sweet boy. You’re taken care of now.”

The praise hit him hard, sinking into the cracks of his broken pride. He didn’t respond, couldn’t, but his body relaxed slightly under the weight of the padding, the weight of her words.

She moved to the closet again, pulling out a fresh quilt. She draped it over him, tucking it around his shoulders with the same care she’d shown all night. Her fingers brushed his cheek as she did, a fleeting touch that made his breath catch.

“Rest now,” she said, sitting on the edge of the couch near his feet. “I’m staying until you sleep.”

He nodded weakly, his eyes heavy. The diaper crinkled softly as he shifted under the quilt, the sound a constant echo of his surrender. But her presence, her steady warmth nearby, dulled the shame. His mind quieted, the nightmare fading under the weight of her care.

Signe watched him, her own breath uneven now. Her hand rested on her thigh, fingers curling slightly as she fought her own need. She wanted to touch herself, to ease the heat building between her legs at the sight of him—her sweet boy, so vulnerable, so hers. But she held back, her control ironclad for now. Instead, she let her gaze linger, drinking in the way he softened under her care.

Minutes passed, maybe more. Caleb’s eyes grew heavier, the exhaustion pulling him under. The diaper, the quilt, her presence—it all wrapped around him like a cocoon, strange but safe. Sleep crept closer, dreamless this time, as her voice echoed in his mind.

“Sleep, my baby boy,” she whispered, so soft he barely heard it. “Mommy’s got you.”

The words sank in, stirring something deep, something he wasn’t ready to name. But as sleep took him, he felt it—a shift, a surrender deeper than the wet night, deeper than the padding between his thighs. Signe was guiding him somewhere new, somewhere smaller. And he was starting to follow.

She stayed there, watching as his breathing slowed, his face easing in sleep. Her own need pulsed, sharp and undeniable now. Her hand slipped under her sweater, just for a moment, fingers brushing against herself through her leggings. A quiet gasp escaped her, muffled by the dark, as she let herself feel the edge of release. Not fully—just enough to steady herself.

Her eyes never left him. Her sweet boy, diapered and broken, mending under her hands. The storm outside howled, but inside, the cabin held a different kind of heat. A promise of more to come.

“Tomorrow, we’ll go deeper,” she murmured to herself, her voice a vow in the dark. “You’re almost ready.”

Her hand withdrew, her control snapping back into place. She stood, adjusting the quilt over him one last time, then turned to her room. But the hunger in her lingered, a fire waiting to burn brighter.

Caleb slept on, unaware of the path ahead, the path she was already carving for him. The diaper crinkled faintly as he shifted, a reminder of this night, this surrender. And in the quiet, Signe’s promise hung heavy, waiting for dawn.


Chapter 5: Routine

The cabin was quiet, save for the faint crackle of the morning fire. Caleb stirred on the couch, the heavy quilt still draped over him, the familiar crinkle of the diaper beneath reminding him of last night’s surrender. His body felt heavy, not just from sleep, but from the weight of what he’d let happen—what he’d let Signe do.

He sat up slowly, rubbing a hand over his bearded jaw. The diaper felt bulkier now, damp with the night’s inevitable accident. Shame flickered in his chest, but it wasn’t as sharp as before. Day five, and the edge of humiliation was dulling, replaced by something softer, something he couldn’t yet name.

The smell of bacon and coffee drifted from the kitchen. His stomach growled, pulling him from his thoughts. He shifted, the crinkle louder in the quiet, and glanced down the hall. Signe would be there, already awake, already in control of the day. He didn’t know if he dreaded facing her or craved it.

He stood, the quilt falling away, and adjusted his shirt over the protective brief. His legs felt unsteady as he walked toward the kitchen, each step a reminder of the padding between his thighs. The warmth of the wet diaper clung to him, a constant mark of his regression.

Signe was at the stove, her tall frame steady as she flipped bacon in a cast-iron pan. She wore a dark green sweater today, her blonde hair tied back in a loose braid. She didn’t turn as he entered, but her voice reached him, calm and certain.

“Morning, sweet boy. Sit. Breakfast is almost ready.”

Her words settled over him, warm but firm. He hesitated in the doorway, then moved to the table, the diaper crinkling with every step. He sat, the padding pressing against the chair, a quiet humiliation he was starting to accept.

She turned then, setting a plate of bacon and eggs in front of him. Her pale blue eyes met his, taking him in with that steady gaze. “Sleep better after we got you settled?”

He nodded, his throat tight. “Yeah. A little.”

Her lips curved, just slightly. “Good. We’ve got a routine to keep today. Keeps things steady.”

Routine. The word hung in the air, a promise of structure he hadn’t had in months. He picked up the fork, the food smelling too good to ignore. Each bite grounded him, the savory warmth filling the hollow in his chest.

They ate in silence for a while, the fire crackling in the background. Outside, the snow still pressed against the windows, a white wall trapping them together. Caleb felt the weight of it, the isolation, but also the strange safety of being here with her.

“After this, you’ll chop wood,” Signe said, setting her fork down. “I’ll stack. Then we eat lunch together. Simple things.”

He nodded again, his hands steadier now around the mug of coffee she’d poured. Her commands weren’t harsh, but they left no room for argument. And deep down, he didn’t want to argue. Not today.

The morning passed in quiet tasks. Caleb swung the axe outside, splitting logs under the gray sky, snowflakes catching in his beard. The cold bit at his skin, but the rhythm of the work dulled the noise in his head. Signe stacked the wood nearby, her movements efficient, her presence a constant anchor.

Back inside, lunch was hot soup and bread, the warmth seeping into his bones. They ate across from each other, her eyes occasionally meeting his, a silent check-in he couldn’t ignore. The diaper still clung to him, unchanged since morning, the dampness a reminder of his vulnerability. She hadn’t mentioned it yet, but he knew she would.

Afternoon faded into evening, the cabin glowing with firelight as the storm outside refused to let up. Signe moved to the stove after dinner, pouring milk into a small pot. The smell of it warming, mixed with a hint of honey, stirred something in Caleb—memories of care he couldn’t quite place.

“Sit on the couch,” she said, her voice low as she stirred. “I’ve got something for you.”

He obeyed without thinking, settling onto the now-familiar spot. The diaper crinkled under him, heavier now, the wetness spreading with each shift. His face warmed, but he didn’t fight it. Not anymore.

Signe brought over a mug of warm milk, the steam curling up in gentle wisps. She sat beside him, closer than usual, her thigh brushing his. “Drink, sweet boy. Let it settle you.”

He took the mug, the warmth spreading through his palms. The first sip was sweet, smooth, the honey coating his throat. It felt safe, like last night, but deeper now. He drank slowly, her eyes on him, her presence heavy and warm.

When the mug was empty, she took it from him, setting it aside. Then she stood, moving to a small shelf near the hearth. She returned with a thick book, its cover worn, the title in a language he didn’t know. Norse myths, he guessed, from the intricate designs on the spine.

“Lie back,” she said softly, sitting beside him again. “I’ll read to you.”

His breath caught. Read to him? It felt childish, absurd, but her tone left no room for protest. He shifted, lying back against the arm of the couch, the diaper crinkling as he moved. She adjusted the quilt over him, her hands lingering on his chest for a moment, then opened the book.

Her voice filled the room, low and melodic, reading tales of gods and giants in a cadence that felt ancient. The firelight danced across her face, casting soft shadows over her sharp cheekbones. Each word wrapped around him, pulling him into a quiet space he hadn’t known in years.

His body reacted before his mind could stop it. Heat pooled low, his cock stirring in the confines of the damp diaper. The padding pressed against him, the outline of his erection obvious under the quilt. Shame flickered, but her voice drowned it out, each syllable a soothing wave.

Signe noticed. Her eyes flicked down, catching the bulge beneath the fabric. She didn’t stop reading, didn’t comment, but her breath changed—just a fraction, a quickening he couldn’t miss. Her hand moved, resting flat on his stomach over the quilt, warm and heavy, not moving lower but not pulling away either.

His heart raced. Her touch grounded him, but it also stoked the heat building inside. He wanted to shift, to hide it, but her hand held him still, a silent command in the weight of her palm.

The story continued, her voice never wavering, but the air between them thickened. His cock throbbed in the diaper, the padding rubbing against him with every shallow breath. He felt small, exposed, but also… held. Safe in a way that made no sense.

She finished a chapter, her voice trailing off into the quiet. The fire crackled, the only sound for a long moment. Then she closed the book, setting it on her lap, her hand still on his stomach.

“Just rest, Caleb. Mommy’s here.” The word slipped out, soft and natural, hanging in the air between them. Her eyes widened for a fraction of a second, a rare crack in her control. “I mean—I’m here.”

Neither of them corrected it further. The word lingered, heavy with meaning, stirring something deep in him. Mommy. It should have felt wrong, ridiculous, but it didn’t. It felt… right. A piece of a puzzle he hadn’t known he was solving.

His chest tightened, a mix of need and surrender he couldn’t name. Without thinking, he reached up, his hand covering hers on his stomach. Her fingers were warm, steady, and he held them there, pressing them against his chest. He didn’t speak. Didn’t need to.

Signe’s breath hitched, just barely, but he felt it. Her eyes softened, a quiet hunger beneath the calm. She didn’t pull her hand away. Instead, she shifted closer, her thigh pressing against his side, her presence a weight he craved more with each passing second.

They stayed like that, her hand under his, the firelight flickering across them. His cock still throbbed in the diaper, the heat of his arousal undeniable, but she didn’t address it. Not yet. Her control held, though he saw the flush on her cheeks, the way her lips parted slightly as she watched him.

“You did well today,” she said at last, her voice low. “Followed the routine. Kept things steady.”

The praise hit him hard, sinking into the cracks of his pride. He nodded, barely, his throat too tight for words. Her hand pressed a little firmer against his chest, a silent reward that made his heart race faster.

Her own need pulsed beneath her calm. He felt it in the subtle tension of her fingers, the way her thighs shifted against him. She was aroused by this—by his surrender, by the word that had slipped out, by the routine binding them closer. Her breath deepened, her chest rising and falling a little quicker.

She leaned over, adjusting the quilt with her free hand, her scent—pine and lavender—washing over him. Her hair brushed his cheek as she tucked the fabric around his shoulders, her movements deliberate, maternal. The act stoked his arousal further, his cock straining against the padding, the crinkle loud in the quiet.

Signe’s eyes flicked down again, catching the outline under the quilt. Her lips curved, just slightly, a knowing look that made his face burn. But she didn’t touch him there. Not yet. Instead, her hand stayed on his chest, her thumb brushing lightly over his shirt, a teasing promise of more.

“Let it be, sweet boy,” she murmured. “Rest now. We’ve got tomorrow.”

Her words wrapped around him, a command and a comfort. He nodded again, his body heavy under her touch, the heat in his core simmering but unaddressed. The diaper felt heavier now, the wetness a constant reminder of his regression, but her presence made it bearable. More than bearable.

She stayed beside him, her hand still under his, her warmth a steady anchor. The firelight dimmed as the logs burned low, casting longer shadows across the cabin. His eyes grew heavy, her breathing a quiet rhythm beside him, pulling him toward sleep.

But before he drifted off, he felt her shift. Her free hand moved to her lap, hidden under the edge of the quilt. A subtle motion, but he caught it—the faint press of her fingers against herself, the quiet hitch in her breath as she gave in to her own need. She didn’t let him see, didn’t break the moment, but the sound of her soft gasp reached him, sharp and intimate.

His cock throbbed harder, the diaper rubbing against him, but he didn’t move. Didn’t dare. Her quiet pleasure, the way she let herself feel it while holding him, deepened his surrender. She was aroused by this—by him, by the routine, by the word Mommy still echoing in the air.

Her hand stilled after a moment, her breath evening out, though the flush on her cheeks remained. She’d come, silently, her control barely faltering. The realization made his own need sharper, but her earlier command—rest now—held him in place. He wouldn’t touch himself, wouldn’t push. Not without her permission.

Signe’s eyes met his again, soft but piercing, as if she knew every thought in his head. Her hand squeezed his gently, still pressed to his chest. “Sleep, my baby boy,” she whispered, the words deliberate this time, testing the waters.

They sank into him, warm and heavy, pulling at something deep. He didn’t fight it. Didn’t want to. His eyes closed, her warmth beside him, her scent lingering as sleep crept closer.

She stayed until the fire died completely, her presence a promise he couldn’t ignore. The cabin held them in its quiet, the storm outside a distant roar. And in that quiet, Caleb felt the routine solidify, a structure he was starting to need more than he’d ever admit.

Signe watched him drift off, her own heart racing beneath her calm. Her fingers lingered on his chest, possessive now, as she murmured to herself, “Tomorrow, we’ll add more, sweet boy. You’re almost there.”

Her voice was a vow, soft but unyielding, carrying into the dark. The path ahead was clearer to her now, each step of his regression a piece of her own need fulfilled. And as the cabin settled into silence, she knew—tomorrow would push him deeper still.


Chapter 6: The Bath

Caleb woke to the sound of clanking metal and the faint hiss of boiling water. His eyes fluttered open, the dim morning light filtering through the snow-covered windows of the cabin. He was still on the couch, the heavy quilt draped over him, the crinkle of the damp diaper beneath a constant reminder of last night’s vulnerability.

His body felt heavy, limbs sluggish from the deep sleep that had claimed him after Signe’s care. The diaper was wetter now, the padding sagging between his thighs, a quiet shame that no longer burned as fiercely as it once had. Day six, and he was sinking deeper into something he couldn’t name, something that felt both wrong and right.

He shifted slightly, the crinkle loud in the quiet cabin. His shirt clung to his skin, damp with sweat from another restless night, though no nightmares had torn him awake this time. The smell of woodsmoke and something herbal—maybe tea—drifted from the kitchen, pulling him from the haze of sleep.

Signe’s voice reached him before he saw her. “Morning, sweet boy. Stay there. I’ve got something special for you today.”

Her tone was warm, laced with that calm authority he was starting to crave. He didn’t move, didn’t fight the command. He just lay there, the quilt heavy over him, the diaper a grounding weight as he waited for her to come into view.

She appeared in the doorway, her tall frame filling the space, her blonde hair tied back in a loose braid. She wore a thick cream sweater today, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows, revealing strong, weathered forearms. In her hands, she carried a large kettle, steam curling up from the spout, her grip steady despite the weight.

“You’ve been working hard,” she said, her pale blue eyes meeting his. “Following the routine. Letting me take care of you. It’s time for something softer now.”

He swallowed, his throat dry. Softer. The word hung between them, heavy with promise. He didn’t ask what she meant. He knew she’d show him soon enough.

She moved past him, heading toward the small bathroom at the back of the cabin. He heard the sound of water pouring, a heavy splash against metal, and then her footsteps returning. She carried another kettle now, her movements unhurried, deliberate, as if every step was part of a ritual.

“Up,” she said simply, setting the kettle by the hearth to keep it warm. “We’re getting you clean today. Properly clean.”

His stomach tightened. Clean. The word stirred a mix of anticipation and unease. He sat up, the diaper crinkling under him, the dampness pressing against his skin. His face warmed, but he didn’t argue. Her tone didn’t leave room for it.

Signe stepped closer, her presence a quiet force as she pulled the quilt off him. Her eyes flicked down to the diaper, the bulge of the padding obvious under his shirt. She didn’t comment on the wetness, just nodded slightly, a silent acknowledgment that made his chest ache in a way he couldn’t explain.

“Come on, sweet boy,” she said, her hand resting on his shoulder, guiding him up. “It’ll feel good. I promise.”

He stood, his legs unsteady from lying down so long. The diaper sagged heavier now, the weight a constant reminder of his surrender. He followed her toward the bathroom, each step making the padding shift against him, the crinkle echoing in the quiet cabin.

The bathroom was small, dominated by an old copper tub in the center, its surface gleaming faintly in the dim light. Steam rose from the water already inside, the air thick with warmth and the faint scent of something herbal—lavender, maybe, mixed with the clean smell of homemade soap. Signe had been working on this for a while, heating kettle after kettle on the stove, preparing this for him.

She set the last kettle down near the tub, then turned to him, her gaze steady. “Let’s get this off first.”

Her hands moved to his shirt, fingers brushing his collar as she began to unbutton it. His breath caught, but he didn’t pull away. The fabric parted, cool air hitting his damp skin, and she slid the shirt off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Her eyes traced over his chest, lingering on the scars that crisscrossed his torso—marks from shrapnel, knife wounds, reminders of wars he’d barely survived.

“Every scar is a place where the world tried to break you,” she murmured, her voice low, almost reverent. “Let me touch them until they stop hurting.”

Her words hit him hard, cracking something open inside. Her fingers traced a jagged line near his collarbone, her touch light but deliberate, mapping the damage with a care that made his throat tighten. She didn’t rush, didn’t flinch at the marred skin. She just touched, as if each scar was something precious, something hers to mend.

He stood still, barely breathing, as her hands moved lower, tracing another scar across his ribs. The warmth of her fingers contrasted with the cool air, sending a shiver through him. His body reacted before his mind could stop it, heat pooling low, his cock stirring in the confines of the wet diaper.

Signe’s eyes flicked down, catching the subtle shift, but she didn’t comment. Not yet. Instead, her hands moved to the tapes of the diaper, her fingers working them loose with practiced ease. The crinkle filled the small room as she peeled the front away, the damp padding sagging as she slid it down his hips.

The cold air hit him, sharp against his exposed skin, and he tensed. His erection was obvious now, standing hard against his stomach, a traitor to the shame still flickering in his chest. Signe’s gaze lingered there for a moment, her lips curving just slightly, a quiet hunger beneath her calm.

“It’s okay, baby boy,” she said softly, her hands gentle as she eased the diaper off completely, setting it aside. “Let Mommy take care of you.”

The word—Mommy—settled over him, warm and heavy, pulling at something deep. He didn’t fight it this time. Didn’t want to. He just stood there, naked now, scars and arousal on full display, as she guided him toward the tub.

“Step in,” she instructed, her hand on his arm, steadying him. “The water’s warm. It’ll ease you.”

He obeyed, lifting one leg over the edge of the copper tub, then the other. The water enveloped him as he sank down, hot against his skin, the heat seeping into his muscles, melting the tension he’d carried for days. The copper sides of the tub warmed under him, smooth and grounding, the faint metallic scent mixing with the lavender in the air.

Signe knelt beside the tub, her sleeves still rolled up, her movements deliberate as she picked up a washcloth and a bar of homemade soap. She dipped the cloth into the water, letting it soak, then rubbed the soap against it, working up a lather. The smell of the soap was clean, herbal, clinging to her hands as she brought the cloth to his shoulder.

“Relax, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice a soothing hum. “Let me wash away everything.”

The cloth touched his skin, warm and rough, gliding over his shoulder, down his arm, scrubbing gently at the grime and sweat of days in the cabin. Her touch was thorough, unhurried, each stroke a quiet act of care that made his chest ache. She moved to his other arm, then his chest, her fingers tracing his scars again through the cloth, lingering on each mark as if memorizing it.

His breath deepened, the heat of the water and her touch stirring something primal. His cock throbbed under the surface, hidden by the soapy water but undeniable. He shifted slightly, the water sloshing against the copper sides, and her eyes flicked to his face, catching the flush on his cheeks.

“You’re shaking,” she said, her voice low, almost teasing. “Is it cold, or something else?”

He swallowed hard, the words catching in his throat. Her hand paused on his chest, the cloth warm against his skin, waiting for his answer. “Something… else,” he admitted, his voice rough, barely above a whisper.

Her lips curved, a knowing smile that made his face burn hotter. “Good boy. Honesty suits you.”

The praise hit him like a wave, sinking into the cracks of his pride, making his cock throb harder. She resumed washing, her movements slower now, more deliberate, the cloth gliding over his stomach, lower, until it brushed the edge of his hips. His breath hitched, his hands gripping the sides of the tub, the copper cool under his palms.

She didn’t stop. The cloth moved between his legs, her touch gentle but firm, cleaning him with an intimacy that made his head spin. The rough texture grazed his cock, sending a jolt through him, and he bit down on a moan, his hips twitching involuntarily.

Signe’s eyes darkened, her breath quickening just slightly, a flush spreading across her cheeks. She set the cloth aside, her bare hand dipping into the water now, fingers wrapping around him under the surface. Her grip was warm, slick with soap, unhurried as she stroked him once, twice, testing his reaction.

“Mommy’s got you, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with something raw, something hungry. “Let it out. I decide when you come.”

Her words shattered what little control he had left. His head tipped back against the edge of the tub, a low groan escaping as her hand moved, slow and deliberate, building the heat in his core. The water sloshed around them, the sound mixing with his ragged breathing, the copper tub creaking faintly under his grip.

She leaned closer, her other hand resting on his chest, feeling the rapid rise and fall of his breaths. Her sweater brushed against the tub’s edge, the fabric dampening, clinging to her as water soaked through. Her nipples hardened under the wet material, visible now, pressing against the cream wool, and his eyes locked on them, a desperate need clawing at him.

Her hand tightened around him, stroking faster now, her thumb brushing the sensitive tip with each pass. His hips bucked, water splashing over the edge, and she murmured, “That’s it, sweet boy. Give in to Mommy.”

The words pushed him closer, the edge looming as his body tensed, every muscle coiling tight. Her breath was uneven now, her own arousal clear in the flush on her skin, the way her thighs pressed together as she knelt beside him. She was feeling this too, getting wet from his surrender, from the power she held over him.

“I’m… I’m close,” he gasped, his voice breaking, his hands white-knuckled on the tub’s edge.

“Come for me, baby,” she commanded, her voice a low growl, her hand relentless now. “Show Mommy how good you feel.”

The permission broke him. His body shuddered, a raw moan tearing from his throat as he came, the release explosive, pulsing through him in hard, desperate waves. His cum spilled into the water, hot and thick, mixing with the soap as his hips jerked under her grip. She didn’t stop, drawing out every shudder, every gasp, until he was spent, trembling in the warm bath.

His head slumped back, chest heaving, the aftershocks rippling through him. Signe’s hand slowed, then slipped away, leaving him aching and empty in the best way. She leaned over, her damp sweater brushing his shoulder, and pressed his head against her chest, her arms wrapping around him in a possessive hold.

“There’s my good boy,” she murmured, her voice soft now, laced with pride. Her nipples were hard against his cheek through the wet fabric, the warmth of her skin seeping into him, grounding him as his breathing steadied.

He turned his face into her chest, the damp wool rough against his skin, her scent—pine and lavender—washing over him. His lips brushed the fabric, a desperate need to be closer clawing at him, but he didn’t push. Not yet. Her hand cradled the back of his head, fingers threading through his wet hair, holding him there as if she knew what he wanted.

They stayed like that for a long moment, the water cooling around him, the cabin quiet save for their uneven breaths. Her chest rose and fell faster now, a subtle shiver running through her as she held him. She was aroused, deeply so, her thighs squeezing together, her fingers tightening in his hair. But she didn’t act on it, not fully, letting the tension simmer between them.

At last, she pulled back, her eyes meeting his, soft but piercing. “Let’s get you out, baby boy. Time to dry off and rest.”

He nodded weakly, his body heavy from the release, the warmth of the bath, her care. She helped him stand, water dripping off him onto the wood floor, the copper tub gleaming faintly in the dim light. His legs shook, but her arm steadied him, guiding him out and onto a thick towel she’d laid down.

She grabbed another towel, soft and worn, and began drying him, her hands gentle but thorough, starting at his shoulders, moving down his chest, over each scar with the same reverence as before. His skin prickled under her touch, the heat in his core stirring again despite the release, but she didn’t linger there. Not this time.

When he was dry, she moved to the counter, pulling out a fresh diaper from the package she’d opened last night. The crinkle filled the room as she unfolded it, the sound a reminder of the routine, the regression, the surrender she was guiding him into. He didn’t resist as she knelt before him, sliding the padding under his hips, her hands brushing his skin as she taped it into place.

The diaper felt clean, soft, a contrast to the damp weight he’d carried all morning. His cock twitched faintly as she adjusted the tapes, her fingers grazing him, but she didn’t comment on it. Just secured the last tape, her hand resting on his hip for a moment, warm and possessive.

“There we are,” she said, standing again, her voice approving. “All taken care of now.”

The praise sank into him, warm and heavy, easing the lingering shame. She wrapped the quilt around his shoulders, the fabric familiar now, carrying her scent as she guided him back to the couch. He sank down, the diaper crinkling under him, the weight of the day’s intimacy pulling at his mind.

Signe sat beside him, closer than before, her thigh brushing his. Her sweater was still damp, clinging to her curves, her nipples still hard beneath the fabric. His eyes lingered there, a quiet need stirring again, but her hand on his arm stopped him from acting on it.

He looked up at her, his voice barely a whisper, raw with something he couldn’t name. “Say it again.”

Her eyes softened, a knowing look passing through them. She knew what he meant. Leaning closer, her hand sliding to the back of his neck, she murmured, “Mommy’s here, baby.”

The words wrapped around him, pulling him deeper into her world, her care, her control. He leaned into her touch, the diaper a constant reminder beneath the quilt, the bath’s warmth still lingering on his skin. And in that moment, with her beside him, he felt something shift—something permanent, something he couldn’t turn back from.

Signe’s breath hitched, her own need pulsing beneath her calm, but she held it in check. For now. Her hand stayed on his neck, possessive, as the fire crackled in the hearth, the storm outside a distant howl. They had time, and she knew it.

Tomorrow, she’d push him further. And he’d follow.


Chapter 7: Nursing

The fire crackled in the hearth, casting a warm golden glow across the cabin’s living room. Caleb sat on the couch, the heavy quilt draped over his shoulders, the crinkle of the fresh diaper beneath his shirt a constant reminder of the bath earlier that day. His body felt lighter after Signe’s care, the warmth of the water and her touch still lingering on his skin, though a quiet tension hummed in his chest.

He shifted slightly, the padding pressing against him, clean and soft from the change after the bath. The memory of her hands—gentle but firm as she taped the diaper into place—stirred a heat low in his core. He hated how much he was starting to need her touch, her control, but the fight in him was fading with each passing day.

Outside, the storm had finally passed. The windows no longer showed a wall of white, but a clear, snow-covered landscape under a pale evening sky. The road down the mountain would be plowed by now, passable. He could leave. The thought sat heavy in his mind, a choice he hadn’t yet faced.

Signe appeared from the kitchen, her tall frame steady as she carried a small tray. On it sat a baby bottle, filled with warm milk, the faint steam curling up from the nipple. She wore a thick flannel shirt today, deep blue, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows, her blonde hair loose over her shoulders. Her pale blue eyes met his, calm but piercing, as if she could see every thought in his head.

“Time to settle down, sweet boy,” she said, her voice low and warm. She set the tray on the small table beside the couch, then sat close, her thigh brushing his. “You’ve had a big day. Let Mommy help you relax.”

The word—Mommy—settled over him like a blanket, heavy and right. His chest tightened, a mix of need and surrender pulling at him. He didn’t argue, didn’t push back. Not tonight. He just nodded, his hands resting in his lap, the quilt slipping slightly as he leaned toward her warmth.

Signe smiled, a soft curve of her lips that made his heart race. She picked up the bottle, testing the temperature against her wrist, her movements deliberate, maternal. “Lie back, baby. Let me take care of you.”

He obeyed, shifting to lie against the arm of the couch, his head resting near her lap. The diaper crinkled under him, a sound he was growing used to, a reminder of how far he’d sunk into her world. She adjusted the quilt over his legs, her hand lingering on his thigh for a moment, warm through the fabric.

She cradled his head with one arm, guiding him closer until his cheek rested against her thigh. Her scent—pine and lavender—washed over him, grounding him as she brought the bottle to his lips. “Open, sweet boy. Drink for Mommy.”

The nipple touched his mouth, soft and warm, the faint sweetness of the milk already teasing his senses. He parted his lips, taking it in, the act so regressive, so intimate, that his face burned. But the warmth of the milk, the gentle pressure of her hand on the back of his head, drowned out the shame.

He sucked slowly, the milk coating his tongue, sweet with a hint of honey, just like the nights before. Each pull from the bottle eased the tension in his chest, pulling him into a quieter space, a softer version of himself. Signe’s fingers threaded through his hair, stroking gently, her touch a rhythm that matched his drinking.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured, her voice a soothing hum. “You’re doing so well for me.”

The praise hit him hard, sinking deep, making his body relax further into her lap. The firelight danced across her face, softening the hard lines of her cheekbones, casting shadows over the flannel shirt that hugged her curves. His eyes drifted to her chest, the fabric straining slightly with each breath she took, and a desperate need clawed at him—something beyond the bottle, something more.

He finished the milk, the bottle emptying with a soft gurgle. He didn’t pull away, didn’t want to. Instead, he nuzzled closer, his lips brushing the fabric of her shirt, his breath warm against her. Signe’s hand paused in his hair, her fingers tightening just slightly, a subtle shift in her control.

“What do you need, baby boy?” she asked, her voice thicker now, laced with something hungry. She tilted his chin up, her eyes searching his, seeing the raw want there. “Tell Mommy.”

His throat tightened. Words felt too heavy, too exposing, but her gaze pulled them out of him. “I… I need you,” he whispered, his voice rough, barely audible. “Closer.”

Her lips curved, a knowing smile that made his face burn hotter. She set the bottle aside, her movements slow, deliberate, as if giving him time to change his mind. He didn’t. He couldn’t. The need was too strong now, a pull he’d felt building since the bath, since the first time she’d called herself Mommy.

Signe’s hands moved to the buttons of her flannel shirt, her fingers steady as she undid the top few, the fabric parting to reveal the soft curve of her breasts, bare beneath. The firelight played across her skin, illuminating the pale expanse, her nipples already hard, a deep pink against the cream of her flesh. His breath caught, his cock stirring in the diaper, the padding pressing against him as he stared.

“Come here, baby,” she said, her voice a low command, heavy with need. She guided his head closer, her hand firm on the back of his neck, pulling him to her chest. “Take what you need.”

His lips brushed her skin, warm and soft, the scent of her overwhelming—clean, with a faint saltiness that made his head spin. He hesitated for just a second, the weight of the act crashing over him—a grown man, nursing like a child—but her fingers tightened in his hair, urging him on.

He latched on, his mouth closing around her nipple, the texture rough against his tongue as he sucked gently. There was no milk, just the sensation, the intimacy, staggering in its depth. Her skin was warm, her nipple hardening further under his lips, and a soft moan escaped her, barely audible but undeniable.

“Caleb,” she breathed, her voice trembling for the first time, her control slipping just enough to let him hear her arousal. Her other hand slid to his shoulder, gripping tight, her nails digging in as her breath quickened. “That’s my good boy.”

The words shattered him, sinking into every crack, making his cock throb hard in the diaper. He sucked harder, his tongue circling her nipple, drawing another gasp from her. Her thighs pressed together beneath him, her body shifting as a quiet shudder ran through her. She was wet, he knew it, aroused by this act, by his surrender, by the way he needed her so completely.

Her fingers tangled deeper in his hair, pulling him closer, pressing his face against the softness of her breast. The warmth of her skin, the rapid beat of her heart under his cheek, overwhelmed him. Something in his chest unkotted, a weight he’d carried for months—years, maybe—slipping away. Tears pricked at his eyes, hot and sudden, spilling over as he nursed, the intimacy too much to hold back.

He cried silently at first, his tears wetting her skin, his body trembling against her. Then a sob broke free, raw and jagged, muffled against her breast. Signe’s breath hitched, her own tears falling now, warm drops landing in his hair as she held him tighter. “I’ve got you, baby boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. “Let it all out. Mommy’s here.”

The words broke him further. He sobbed harder, his mouth still on her nipple, sucking through the tears, the act a lifeline as everything poured out—the war, the screams, the endless nights of no sleep. Her arms wrapped around him, a fortress of warmth, rocking him gently as they both cried, the firelight flickering over their shared vulnerability.

Beneath it all, his body reacted in ways he couldn’t control. The diaper grew warm, the padding soaking up the sudden release as he wet himself, the heat spreading between his thighs while he nursed. Shame flickered, sharp and brief, but her hold on him dulled it. The crinkle of the diaper mixed


Chapter 8: Mommy's Cabin

The cabin was bathed in the soft glow of the dying fire, the embers casting faint flickers across the wooden walls. Caleb lay against Signe’s chest on the couch, the warmth of her skin still lingering on his lips from nursing, the diaper beneath him damp and heavy after the emotional release. His tears had dried, but the raw ache in his chest remained, a mix of vulnerability and surrender that felt both foreign and inevitable.

Signe’s hand rested on the back of his neck, her fingers tracing slow circles through his hair. Her breathing had steadied, though the flush on her cheeks betrayed the arousal that still simmered beneath her calm. “You did so well, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice a soothing balm. “Mommy’s so proud.”

The praise sank deep, warming him in a way the fire couldn’t. He nuzzled closer, his cheek pressing against the soft flannel of her shirt, now buttoned halfway up after their intimate moment. The diaper crinkled under him, the wet padding a reminder of how far he’d fallen into her world—two weeks in, and he wasn’t fighting it anymore.

She shifted beneath him, her hand sliding down to his shoulder. “Come on, sweet boy. Let’s get you settled for the night. I’ve got something to show you.”

Her tone carried a quiet promise, stirring curiosity through the haze of his regression. He sat up slowly, the quilt slipping off his shoulders, the diaper sagging as he moved. Signe stood, her tall frame towering over him for a moment before she offered her hand.

He took it, her grip firm and warm, and followed her down the narrow hall toward the guest room. The cabin creaked under their steps, the air cooler away from the fire, but her presence kept the chill at bay. She pushed the door open, revealing a space transformed.

The guest room was no longer just a spare bedroom. Thicker blankets draped the bed, soft and plush, in muted blues and grays. A changing pad sat atop the dresser, neatly folded, with a stack of fresh diapers beside it—openly displayed, no shame in their purpose. In the corner, a rocking chair from the barn had been brought in, its wood polished and gleaming, a knitted throw draped over the arm. The faint scent of baby powder lingered, subtle but unmistakable, mixing with the pine of the cabin walls.

Caleb froze in the doorway, his breath catching. This wasn’t just a room. It was a nursery, crafted for him. His heart raced, a mix of unease and a strange, deep pull he couldn’t name.

Signe stepped behind him, her hands resting on his shoulders, her breath warm against his ear. “This is your space now, baby. A place to feel safe. To let go completely.”

Her words wrapped around him, heavy with intent. He wanted to protest, to say he didn’t need this, but the sight of the rocking chair, the softness of the blankets, tugged at something buried inside. He stood silent, her hands grounding him as his mind spun.

She guided him forward, her touch gentle but unyielding, until they stood by the dresser. Her fingers brushed the stack of diapers, the crinkle of the packaging loud in the quiet. “We’ll change you soon, sweet boy. But first, there’s something we need to address.”

His stomach tightened. Her tone had shifted, a firm edge beneath the warmth. He turned his head slightly, catching her pale blue eyes, seeing something serious there. “What is it?”

Her lips pressed into a thin line for a moment, then softened. “Earlier today, you tried to chop wood during one of your flashbacks. I saw you out there, swinging the axe like you didn’t care if you hurt yourself. Nearly cut your leg open.”

The memory flashed—his hands shaking, the axe slipping, the fog of war clouding his mind. He hadn’t realized how close he’d come, hadn’t thought about the danger. His face warmed, a flicker of shame mixing with the guilt. “I… I didn’t mean to. I just needed to do something.”

Signe’s hand tightened on his shoulder, her voice dropping lower. “You don’t get to hurt yourself, baby. This body belongs to Mommy now. Understand?”

The words hit like a punch, possessive and raw, making his chest ache in a way that wasn’t just fear. He nodded slowly, his throat tight. “Yes… Mommy.”

Her expression softened, but the authority remained. “Good. But we need to make sure you remember. Come here.”

She led him to the rocking chair, her grip firm as she sat down, the wood creaking under her weight. Before he could process it, she tugged him forward, guiding him over her knee with a strength that left no room for resistance. His stomach pressed against her thighs, the diaper crinkling loudly as he settled into the vulnerable position.

His heart pounded, a mix of dread and something hotter stirring in him. He felt exposed, small, as her hand rested on his lower back, holding him in place. “Mommy needs you safe, baby boy,” she said, her voice calm but unyielding. “This is to help you remember.”

Her other hand moved to the tapes of his diaper, peeling them back with a slow, deliberate rip. The damp padding sagged as she pulled it down, exposing his bare bottom to the cool air of the room. His face burned, shame flooding him, but his cock twitched against her thigh, betraying his body’s reaction to her control.

The first spank landed, her calloused palm striking his skin with a sharp, firm smack. He gasped, the sting blooming across his flesh, hot and immediate. She didn’t hesitate, delivering a second spank, then a third, each one counted and measured, the sound echoing in the small room.

“One… two… three…” she counted aloud, her voice steady, almost soothing despite the pain. His body tensed with each hit, the heat building on his skin, but her hand on his back kept him grounded, kept him still.

Between sets, she paused, her fingers trailing lightly over the reddened skin, the roughness of her calluses a stark contrast to the tenderness of her touch. “You’re doing so well, sweet boy,” she murmured, and the praise sank deep, easing the sting just enough to keep him from pulling away.

Then her hand slid lower, slipping between his thighs, finding his cock already hard against her leg. She wrapped her fingers around him, stroking once, twice, slow and teasing, drawing a low moan from his throat. The mix of pain and pleasure was dizzying, his hips twitching involuntarily as she edged him, her grip firm but controlled.

“Not yet, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal now, her breath quickening. “You don’t come until Mommy says. Understand?”

He nodded against her thigh, his voice breaking on a desperate, “Yes, Mommy. Please.”

She spanked him again, another set of three, the heat on his skin intensifying, his cock throbbing in her hand as she paused to stroke him once more. Each touch was deliberate, pushing him to the edge but not over, her control absolute. His body trembled, the diaper still bunched around his knees, the crinkle mixing with the sound of her hand on his skin.

Her own breathing changed, a subtle hitch as she shifted beneath him. He felt the tension in her thighs, the way her body pressed closer, her arousal clear in the heat of her touch. She was getting wet from this—from punishing him, from his surrender, from the power she wielded. Her hand tightened around his cock for a moment, a quiet gasp escaping her, and he knew she was close to her own edge just from watching him.

“Five more, baby boy,” she said, her voice low, almost a growl. “Count with me.”

He did, his voice shaky as each spank landed, the sting merging with the ache in his core. “One… two… three…” His bottom burned, the heat radiating through him, but her hand stroking him between kept the pleasure sharp, unbearable.

At the final spank, she stopped, her palm resting on his reddened skin, warm and possessive. “Such a good boy,” she murmured, and the words shattered what little resistance he had left. His cock throbbed in her hand, pre-cum dripping onto her thigh, his body trembling with need.

“Please, Mommy,” he begged, his voice raw, breaking on the words. “Please let me come. I’ll be good. I’ll be safe. I promise.”

Her lips curved into a smile he couldn’t see, but he felt it in the way her hand softened on his back. “That’s what I needed to hear, baby,” she said, her voice thick with pride and hunger. “Come for Mommy now.”

Her hand moved faster, stroking him with purpose, her grip tight and slick as she pushed him over the edge. His body tensed, a raw moan tearing from his throat as he came, the release explosive, pulsing through him in hard waves. His cum spilled onto her thigh, hot and thick, his hips jerking with each shudder as she drew out every last drop.

He collapsed against her, chest heaving, the aftershocks rippling through him as the sting on his skin mixed with the warmth of release. Signe’s hand slowed, then slipped away, leaving him aching and spent. She pulled the diaper back up, taping it loosely over his softening cock, the padding cool against his overheated skin.

“There’s my good boy,” she whispered, guiding him off her lap with gentle hands. She settled him beside her in the rocking chair, pulling him close until his head rested against her chest again. The chair creaked as she rocked slowly, the rhythm soothing, grounding him as his breathing steadied.

Her shirt was still half-unbuttoned from earlier, the soft curve of her breast exposed near his cheek. Without a word, she guided his head lower, pressing his lips to her nipple once more. “Take what you need, baby,” she murmured, her voice heavy with her own unaddressed need.

He latched on, the warmth of her skin overwhelming, her nipple hardening under his tongue as he sucked gently. Signe’s breath hitched, a soft moan escaping as her fingers tightened in his hair. Her thighs pressed together beneath him, her body trembling slightly, and he knew she was close again, aroused by his nursing, by the intimacy of this moment.

The rocking chair creaked with each slow movement, the firelight from the living room casting faint shadows through the open door. Her scent—pine and lavender—filled his senses, mixing with the faint saltiness of her skin. He sucked harder, drawing another gasp from her, her hand sliding down to grip his shoulder, nails digging in as a quiet shudder ran through her.

“Oh, baby,” she breathed, her voice trembling now, her control slipping. Her hips shifted beneath him, a subtle grind against the chair, and then she came, a quiet, shuddering release that vibrated through her chest into him. Her fingers clenched in his hair, holding him tight to her breast as she rode the wave, her breath uneven and raw.

He didn’t stop, kept nursing through her climax, the act deepening his own surrender. Tears pricked at his eyes again, the intimacy too much, but he let them fall silently, wetting her skin as she held him. Her breathing slowed at last, her grip softening, though she didn’t let go.

They stayed like that for a long time, the rocking chair creaking, the cabin quiet save for the faint pop of the fire in the other room. His body felt heavy, spent from the spanking, the release, the nursing, but her warmth kept him anchored, safe in a way he hadn’t been in years.

Signe’s hand slid to his cheek, tilting his face up to meet her eyes. Her expression was soft, but the hunger lingered, a promise of more to come. “You’re mine to protect now, sweet boy,” she said, her voice low and firm. “No more risks. No more hurting yourself. Mommy decides from now on.”

The words settled over him, heavy and right, pulling him deeper into her world. He nodded weakly, his throat too tight for words, and nestled back against her chest, her nipple still warm against his lips. Sleep crept closer, the exhaustion of the day pulling at him, and for the first time in months, he felt no dread at the thought of closing his eyes.

Her arms tightened around him, possessive and warm, as the rocking chair moved in a slow, steady rhythm. His eyes grew heavy, the diaper crinkling faintly as he shifted, the weight of her care wrapping around him like the thick blankets on the bed nearby. Sleep took him, deep and dreamless, twelve hours of rest he hadn’t known he could have.

Signe watched him drift off, her own breath uneven as she held him close. Her hand lingered on his back, tracing slow circles, her chest tight with a need that went beyond arousal—a need to keep him, to mend him, to make him hers completely. “We’re just getting started, baby boy,” she whispered into the dark, her voice a vow that carried into the quiet night. “Tomorrow, you’ll sink even deeper.”


Chapter 9: Spring Melt

The cabin creaked as Caleb stirred awake, the faint light of dawn slipping through the nursery window. He lay in the rocking chair, curled against Signe’s chest, the warmth of her body still enveloping him from last night’s intimacy. The diaper beneath him was damp, the padding heavy between his thighs, a reminder of his surrender during the nursing and spanking that had left him spent.

His head rested near her collarbone, her flannel shirt still half-unbuttoned, the soft curve of her breast close to his cheek. Her scent—pine and lavender—clung to him, grounding him as his eyes adjusted to the morning. The quilt draped over them both felt heavier now, a cocoon he didn’t want to leave.

Signe’s hand moved in his hair, a slow stroke that pulled him from the haze of sleep. “Morning, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice low and warm. “Did you rest well for Mommy?”

He nodded against her, his throat tight. “Yes, Mommy.” The word came easier now, a natural weight on his tongue after weeks of her care.

Her lips curved into a soft smile, her fingers lingering on the back of his neck. “Good. The snow’s melting outside. Spring’s waking up. I think it’s time we do something new today.”

His stomach tightened at her tone, a mix of curiosity and anticipation stirring in him. New. With Signe, that always meant deeper surrender, another step into her world. He didn’t ask what she meant. He knew she’d show him soon enough.

She shifted beneath him, guiding him to sit up in the rocking chair. The diaper crinkled as he moved, the dampness pressing against his skin, a quiet shame that no longer cut as deep. Her hands rested on his shoulders, steady and warm, as she stood, towering over him for a moment before stepping back.

“Stay there, sweet boy,” she said, her pale blue eyes holding his. “I’ll get breakfast ready. Then we’ll take care of that diaper.”

He nodded, the quilt slipping down as he watched her leave the nursery. The room felt smaller without her, the changing pad on the dresser and the stack of fresh diapers a constant reminder of his regression. Outside, through the window, he saw the snow indeed melting, patches of brown earth peeking through the white, the world softening under the first hints of spring.

Minutes passed, the smell of coffee and oatmeal drifting from the kitchen. His body felt heavy, the weight of the wet diaper grounding him in a way he was starting to need. When Signe returned, she carried a tray with a bowl of oatmeal and a baby bottle filled with warm milk, steam curling up from the nipple.

“Eat first, baby,” she said, setting the tray on a small table beside the rocking chair. She sat on the edge of the bed, watching him with that calm authority as he took the spoon and ate. The oatmeal was warm, sweet with honey, filling the hollow in his chest with each bite.

When the bowl was empty, she handed him the bottle, her fingers brushing his as she did. “Drink up, sweet boy. Let it settle you.”

He took it, lying back slightly in the chair, the nipple soft against his lips as he sucked. The milk was warm, soothing, the sweetness coating his tongue as her hand rested on his knee, a quiet presence that deepened his surrender. Each pull from the bottle eased him, pulling him into that softer space where he didn’t have to fight.

Her eyes softened, a faint flush on her cheeks as she watched. “That’s my good boy,” she murmured, the praise sinking deep, making his cock stir faintly in the damp diaper. The crinkle of the padding mixed with the faint sound of melting snow dripping outside, a strange harmony in the quiet morning.

When the bottle was empty, Signe took it from him, setting it aside. “Time to get you clean, baby,” she said, standing and offering her hand. He took it, the quilt falling away as he followed her to the dresser where the changing pad waited.

She guided him to lie down, her hands efficient as she peeled back the tapes of the wet diaper. The cool air hit his skin as she slid it off, his erection obvious now, standing hard against his stomach. Her gaze lingered there, a knowing smile curving her lips as she grabbed a warm, damp cloth from a nearby basin.

“Mommy’s got you,” she whispered, her touch gentle but deliberate as she cleaned him, the cloth gliding over his thighs, his hips, then wrapping around his cock for a slow, teasing stroke. His breath hitched, hips twitching under her hand, but she didn’t let him come. Not yet.

She powdered him next, the silky dust cool against his skin, the scent of baby powder filling the air as she sprinkled it over him. Her fingers brushed his erection again, edging him just enough to make him moan softly, his hands gripping the edge of the pad.

“Not now, baby,” she said, her voice firm but warm. “Mommy decides when you get your reward.” She slid a fresh diaper under him, taping it into place with a crinkle that echoed in the quiet nursery. The padding felt soft, clean, a contrast to the damp weight he’d carried all morning.

He sat up, the diaper snug between his thighs, his cock still throbbing beneath it. Signe’s hand rested on his cheek for a moment, her thumb brushing his jaw. “You’ve been so good, sweet boy. I think you’ve earned something special today.”

His heart raced at her words, anticipation building as she stepped back, her eyes holding a promise he couldn’t yet grasp. “Come with me, baby,” she said, leading him out of the nursery and down the hall toward a door he hadn’t entered before—her bedroom.

The door creaked as she pushed it open, revealing a large room with a wide bed at the center, covered in a handmade quilt of deep blues and greens. The air smelled of her—pine and lavender—mixed with the faint musk of old wood. A window on the far wall showed the melting snow outside, sunlight streaming in, casting golden patches on the floor.

Signe turned to him, her tall frame steady as her hands moved to the buttons of her flannel shirt. “Mommy’s been waiting for this, baby,” she said, her voice low, thick with need. “I want you to see all of me.”

His breath caught as she undid the buttons, the fabric parting to reveal her strong, weathered body. Her breasts were full, nipples already hard in the cool air, her stomach toned from years of farm work, marked by faint scars—lines from a life of labor, each one a story of her strength. She slid the shirt off, letting it fall to the floor, then unbuttoned her jeans, pushing them down to reveal long, powerful legs, her pussy bare, a faint sheen of wetness already visible between her thighs.

She stood before him, unashamed, her body a map of endurance and care. “I’ve been alone three years,” she said, her voice raw now, vulnerable in a way he hadn’t heard before. “You’ve been alone longer. We’re done being alone.”

The words hit him hard, cracking something open in his chest. He stared at her, his cock throbbing in the diaper, the weight of her gaze pinning him as she stepped closer. Her hands reached for him, guiding him toward the bed, the quilt rough under his back as she pushed him down gently but firmly.

“Lie still, baby boy,” she murmured, climbing over him, her knees bracketing his hips. Her breasts hung above him, heavy and warm, as her fingers slid to the tapes of his diaper, peeling them back just enough to expose his cock, hard and leaking against his stomach. She didn’t remove the diaper fully, letting the padding stay bunched at his thighs, the crinkle a constant reminder of his regression even now.

Her hand wrapped around him, stroking once, twice, making him gasp as she positioned herself above him. “Mommy’s going to take you now,” she said, her voice a growl of need, her wetness brushing against the tip of his cock as she lowered herself. Then she sank down, taking him inside her, her pussy tight and hot, enveloping him in a way that made his head spin.

He groaned, his hands gripping the quilt beneath him, the rough fabric grounding him as she began to move. Her hips rolled slowly at first, grinding against him, her breasts swaying with each motion, her scarred stomach flexing with the strength of her body. She leaned forward, her hands finding his wrists, pinning them above his head with a grip that was farm-strong, unyielding.

“Stay there, baby,” she commanded, her voice thick with arousal, her breath hot against his ear. “Let Mommy have you.”

Her movements quickened, her pussy clenching around him, wet and tight, driving him closer to the edge with each thrust. The bed creaked beneath them, the quilt scratching against his back, the diaper crinkling faintly at his thighs as she rode him. Her breasts bounced above him, nipples hard, and he ached to take one in his mouth, but her grip on his wrists kept him pinned, helpless under her control.

Her breath hitched, a flush spreading across her chest, her thighs trembling as she ground harder against him. “Good boy, my good boy,” she gasped, the words shattering him, her voice raw with need as she came, her pussy pulsing around his cock, her body shuddering above him. Her quiet moan filled the room, her nails digging into his wrists as she rode out the waves of her orgasm, her wetness dripping down onto him.

The sight of her coming, the feel of her around him, pushed him to the brink. Tears pricked at his eyes, the intensity too much, and then they spilled over, hot and sudden, as his body tensed beneath her. “Mommy, please,” he begged, his voice breaking, raw with desperation. “Can I… can I come?”

“Yes, baby,” she breathed, her own voice still trembling from her release, her grip on his wrists tightening. “Come for Mommy. Give it all to me.”

The permission broke him. His hips bucked, a raw groan tearing from his throat as he came inside her, the release explosive, pulsing through him in hard, desperate waves. His cum spilled into her, hot and thick, his body shuddering beneath her as she kept moving, drawing out every last drop until he was spent, trembling under her weight.

Tears streamed down his face now, the intimacy and vulnerability crashing over him as he gasped for breath. Signe didn’t pull away. She stayed on top of him, her pussy still clenching around his softening cock, her hands releasing his wrists to cradle his face instead. “Shh, baby boy,” she whispered, brushing his tears away with her thumbs. “I’ve got you. Always.”

She leaned down, guiding his head to her chest, pressing his lips to her nipple as she held him there. He latched on, the warmth of her skin overwhelming, her nipple hard against his tongue as he sucked gently, even while still inside her. The act grounded him, the tears slowing as he nursed, her heartbeat steady under his cheek.

Her breath hitched again, a soft moan escaping as her fingers tightened in his hair. “That’s it, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with renewed arousal. She reached to the side, pulling a small vibrating egg from a drawer beside the bed, the faint buzz filling the room as she turned it on.

He watched, dazed, still nursing, as she pressed the egg against herself, just above where they were still joined. Her hips shifted slightly, a quiet gasp escaping as the vibrations pulsed through her, her pussy tightening around him again. Her thighs trembled, her breath quickening, and within moments, she came a second time, a shuddering, quiet release that vibrated through her into him.

Her moan was soft, raw, her fingers clenching in his hair as she rode the wave, the egg buzzing against her clit until she switched it off, setting it aside. Her body slumped slightly, spent, but she didn’t let go of him, keeping his head pressed to her breast, his lips still on her nipple.

They stayed like that for a long time, the bed creaking faintly beneath them, the quilt rough under his back, her warmth enveloping him completely. His tears had stopped, but the ache in his chest lingered, a mix of surrender and something deeper—something like belonging. Her scent filled his senses, her skin warm against his lips, and for the first time in years, he felt truly held.

At last, she eased off him, his cock slipping free, slick with their combined wetness. She adjusted the diaper back into place, taping it loosely over him, the padding cool against his overheated skin. Then she lay beside him, pulling him to her chest, her arms wrapping around him in a possessive hold.

“Stay the summer, Caleb,” she whispered, her voice soft but firm, her fingers tracing circles on his back through the quilt. “Stay the year. Stay.”

The words hung in the air, heavy with promise, a future he hadn’t dared to imagine. He nestled closer, the diaper crinkling as he shifted, her warmth and her words pulling at something deep inside. He didn’t answer, not yet, but as her heartbeat steadied beneath his ear, he knew—leaving wasn’t an option anymore.

The cabin held them in its quiet, the melting snow outside a distant drip, the world waking up beyond the walls. Inside, Signe’s care, her control, her need, had carved a space he couldn’t escape. And as he drifted toward sleep again, her arms tight around him, he wasn’t sure he wanted to.


Chapter 10: The Journal

Caleb’s voice broke the morning silence of the cabin, a rough whisper as he stirred against Signe’s chest. “I need to write something. Haven’t touched my journal since I got here.”

They were still in her bedroom, the wide bed beneath them rumpled from last night’s intimacy. The quilt lay heavy over his legs, the diaper beneath crinkling faintly as he shifted, still taped loosely around his hips after their raw connection. His head rested near her shoulder, her flannel shirt half-buttoned, the warmth of her skin lingering from where he’d nursed after their shared release. Outside, the spring melt continued, the steady drip of snow turning to water a quiet rhythm beyond the window.

Signe’s hand paused in his hair, her fingers still tangled from holding him through the night. Her pale blue eyes met his, searching, a soft curiosity beneath her calm authority. “Write, baby boy. Let it out. Mommy will listen if you want to share.”

The words settled over him, warm and heavy, her permission a tether he didn’t know he needed. He nodded, his throat tight, and eased himself up from her embrace. The diaper sagged slightly, the padding cool against his skin, a reminder of his regression even now. He reached for his duffel bag by the bedside, pulling out the worn leather journal he hadn’t touched in weeks. The pages were blank, a void waiting to be filled, much like the hollow in his chest had been before Signe.

She watched him, her tall frame leaning against the headboard, her shirt slipping open just enough to reveal the curve of her breast. Her gaze was steady, possessive, but patient. “Take your time, sweet boy. I’ll be in the kitchen. Come to me when you’re ready.”

He nodded again, clutching the journal as she stood, her bare legs strong and scarred beneath the hem of her shirt. She left the room, her footsteps fading down the hall, leaving him alone with his thoughts for the first time in days. The cabin creaked around him, the air still carrying her scent—pine and lavender—a grounding presence even in her absence.

Caleb opened the journal, the leather cover rough against his palms. His hands trembled as he uncapped a pen, the ink black and stark against the yellowed page. He didn’t write about Syria. Didn’t write about the screams or the dust or the blood that still haunted his dreams. Instead, his shaky handwriting formed her name—Signe.

She sees me. Not the man I was, the one who held a camera in war zones, who wrote stories of death. She sees something smaller, something broken, and she’s putting me back together. Her hands, rough from farm work, touch me like I’m fragile. Her voice, low with that Norwegian lilt, calls me baby boy, and I don’t hate it. I need it. I need her. Mommy. The word feels right when I think of her, when I let myself sink into her world. I’m scared of how much I want this, how much I want to stay.

The pen scratched across the page, his handwriting messier than it used to be, a mirror to the chaos in his mind. Each word felt like a confession, raw and unfiltered, spilling out faster than he could control. His chest ached as he wrote, tears pricking at his eyes, but he didn’t stop. He wrote about the diaper changes, the warmth of her hands as she powdered him, the way his cock betrayed him every time with its desperate hardness. He wrote about nursing, the taste of her skin, the way her breath hitched when he sucked, her quiet moans as she came from the intimacy alone.

When the page was full, he stared at it, his hands shaking worse now. The journal felt heavier, a weight of truth he couldn’t ignore. He didn’t know if he could read this to her, didn’t know if he could bare that much of himself. But her words echoed in his mind—Mommy will listen if you want to share. And he did want to. More than anything.

He stood, the diaper crinkling under him, the padding a constant reminder as he adjusted his shirt over it. His legs felt unsteady as he walked down the hall, the journal clutched to his chest like a shield. The kitchen smelled of coffee and fresh bread, the fire in the hearth casting a warm glow over the living room where Signe waited.

She sat in the rocking chair she’d moved from the nursery, her tall frame filling the space with quiet authority. A knitted onesie lay across her lap, soft blue yarn she’d worked on herself, a garment meant for him. Her pale blue eyes lifted as he entered, a soft smile curving her lips. “Ready, baby boy?”

He swallowed hard, nodding as he sank to the floor in front of her, the wood cool beneath his knees. The diaper pressed against him, the bulk obvious under his shirt, and he felt small, vulnerable, sitting at her feet with the journal in his hands. Her gaze softened, but the hunger beneath it remained, a quiet heat that made his heart race.

“I wrote about you,” he said, his voice rough, barely above a whisper. “Not the war. Just… you.”

Her smile deepened, her hand reaching out to stroke his hair. “Read it to me, sweet boy. Let Mommy hear.”

The words hit him like a wave, her permission unraveling the last of his hesitation. He opened the journal, his fingers trembling as he found the page. His voice shook as he started, each sentence a confession laid bare in the quiet cabin. He read about her hands, her voice, the way she called him baby boy, the way Mommy felt right. He read about the diapers, the nursing, the surrender that scared him but held him together.

As he spoke, Signe’s expression shifted. Her eyes glistened, tears pooling at the corners, but she didn’t look away. Her hand tightened in his hair, a subtle tremor running through her as his words sank in. When he finished, his voice cracking on the last line, a tear rolled down her cheek, catching the firelight as it fell.

“Caleb,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion, raw in a way he hadn’t heard before. She slid from the rocking chair to the floor, kneeling beside him, her hands cupping his face. “I lost my boy, Caleb. And you lost yourself. Maybe we can fill what’s empty in each other.”

The confession shattered something in him. He hadn’t known—hadn’t guessed she’d carried such a loss. Tears burned in his own eyes, spilling over as he leaned into her touch, the journal falling to the floor between them. Her thumbs brushed his cheeks, wiping away the wetness, her gaze holding his with a vulnerability that matched his own.

She pulled him close, her arms wrapping around him, her chest a warm anchor as his head rested against her. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the sound a quiet reminder of his place in her world, but it didn’t matter now. Her heartbeat thudded under his ear, steady and real, and for the first time, he felt her grief as deeply as his own.

They stayed like that for a long moment, the fire crackling in the background, the spring melt dripping outside. Then Signe pulled back, her hands still on his shoulders, her eyes searching his. “Come with me, baby. There’s something I need to show you.”

Her tone carried weight, a promise of something deeper. He nodded, standing with her, the diaper sagging slightly as he moved. She led him down the hall, past the nursery, to a door at the far end of the cabin—a room he’d never entered, a space she’d kept locked until now.

She pulled a key from her pocket, the metal glinting in the dim light as she turned it in the lock. The door creaked open, revealing a small, untouched space. Dust motes danced in the faint sunlight streaming through a single window, illuminating a crib in the center, its wooden frame sturdy but worn, the bars coated with a thin layer of gray. A flannel shirt hung on a hook by the wall, faded red and black, the fabric stiff with time. A pair of work boots sat beneath it, scuffed and untouched for years.

Caleb froze, his breath catching. The air smelled of old wood and neglect, a contrast to the warmth of the rest of the cabin. Signe stepped inside, her hand lingering on the crib’s edge, her fingers brushing away the dust with a tenderness that broke his heart.

“This was his,” she said, her voice soft, heavy with memory. “My husband. My first little boy. He died three years ago. Logging accident. I’ve been alone since, unable to care for anyone. Until you.”

Her words hung in the air, raw and heavy, each one a piece of her grief laid bare. Caleb’s chest tightened, tears pricking at his eyes again as he looked at the crib, the shirt, the boots—remnants of a life she’d lost. He understood now why she’d needed him as much as he’d needed her, why her care felt so desperate, so possessive.

He stepped closer, his hand resting on the crib beside hers, the wood cool under his palm. “I’m sorry, Mommy,” he whispered, the word slipping out, natural and right. “I didn’t know.”

She turned to him, her eyes wet but steady, a faint smile trembling on her lips. “You don’t need to be sorry, baby boy. You’re here now. You’re helping me heal, just as I’m helping you.”

The mutual need in her voice sank deep, binding them closer. He nodded, his throat too tight for more words, and leaned into her side, her arm wrapping around him as they stood by the crib. The dust clung to the air, a silent witness to her past, but her warmth beside him felt like a promise of something new.

Signe’s hand slid to his lower back, guiding him to face her fully. “Let’s clean this together, sweet boy. Make it yours. Make it ours.”

Her words stirred something in him, a mix of anticipation and surrender. He nodded again, following her lead as she moved to a small closet in the corner, pulling out fresh sheets and a soft blanket, the fabric smelling of lavender from storage. They worked in silence at first, wiping the dust from the crib’s bars, her hands steady as she polished the wood, his trembling slightly but finding purpose in the task.

She spread the sheets over the thin mattress, the fabric crisp and clean, smoothing out every wrinkle with care. Caleb helped, his fingers brushing hers as they tucked the corners, the diaper crinkling with each movement, a constant reminder beneath his shirt. The crib looked new now, inviting, a space transformed by their shared effort.

Signe stepped back, her gaze lingering on the finished work, then turned to him. Her hand cupped his cheek, her thumb brushing his jaw, her eyes soft but hungry. “Tonight, you’ll sleep here, baby boy. In your crib. With Mommy nearby.”

The promise in her voice sent a shiver through him, his cock stirring faintly in the diaper, the padding pressing against him. He nodded, his breath catching, the idea of sleeping in the crib—her late husband’s crib, now his—both daunting and right. Her smile deepened, a quiet satisfaction in her expression as she saw his surrender.

“Come on, sweet boy,” she said, guiding him out of the room for now. “Let’s get you fed before bedtime.”

They moved back to the kitchen, the air warmer here, the fire casting a golden glow over the rocking chair. She settled him on the floor again, retrieving a baby bottle from the counter, the milk inside already warmed, steam curling from the nipple. She sat in the chair above him, her thighs bracketing his shoulders as she guided his head to her lap.

“Drink, baby,” she murmured, pressing the nipple to his lips. “Let Mommy settle you.”

He parted his lips, taking the bottle, the warm milk coating his tongue as he sucked, the sweetness easing the tension in his chest. Her fingers stroked his hair, her touch gentle but possessive, pulling him deeper into that softer space. The diaper crinkled beneath him, the bulk a grounding weight as he drank, her warmth above him a constant anchor.

Her breath quickened slightly, her thighs shifting as she watched him, a flush spreading across her cheeks. “That’s my good boy,” she whispered, the praise sinking deep, making his cock twitch in the padding. He finished the bottle, the last drops gurgling as he pulled away, his lips wet, his body heavy with surrender.

Signe set the bottle aside, her hands moving to the buttons of her shirt, undoing the top few to reveal her breast, the nipple already hard in the cool air. “Come closer, baby boy,” she said, her voice thick with need, guiding his head to her chest. “Take what you need.”

He latched on, the warmth of her skin overwhelming, her nipple rough against his tongue as he sucked gently. A soft moan escaped her, her fingers tightening in his hair, her breath hitching as a quiet shudder ran through her. Her thighs pressed together beneath him, her arousal clear in the tension of her body, the way her chest rose and fell faster.

“Caleb,” she breathed, her voice trembling, her control slipping just enough to let him feel her need. He sucked harder, drawing another gasp, her nails digging into his scalp as her hips shifted in the chair. He knew she was wet, knew she was close, aroused by his nursing, by the intimacy of this moment after baring her grief.

Her hand slid down her own body, hidden by the angle, but he heard the faint rustle, felt the subtle shift as she touched herself, her fingers moving between her thighs. Her breath quickened, a quiet moan vibrating through her chest into him as she came, a soft, shuddering release that made her grip tighten in his hair. She didn’t stop him, didn’t pull away, letting him nurse through her climax, the act deepening his own surrender.

Tears pricked at his eyes again, the rawness of their shared vulnerability too much. He let them fall, silent and hot, wetting her skin as he sucked, her heartbeat a steady rhythm under his cheek. Her breathing slowed at last, her hand softening in his hair, though she still held him close.

“There’s my sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice heavy with satisfaction and care. “You’ve done so well today.”

The praise wrapped around him, easing the ache in his chest, though his cock throbbed harder in the diaper, unaddressed for now. She didn’t touch him there, didn’t push for more, letting the tension simmer between them as she adjusted her shirt, covering herself again. Her hands guided him up, pulling him into the rocking chair with her, his body curling against hers as the wood creaked beneath their weight.

They stayed like that for a while, the fire dimming in the hearth, the spring melt a distant drip outside. His body felt heavy, the diaper a constant weight, the memory of her tears and his own confessions binding them closer. Sleep crept closer, but she stirred before it took him, her hand on his shoulder.

“It’s time, baby,” she said, her voice low, firm with intent. “Let’s get you to your crib.”

His heart raced, anticipation and surrender mixing as she led him back down the hall to the newly cleaned room. The crib stood waiting, the fresh sheets crisp and inviting, the bars gleaming faintly in the dim light. She guided him to the changing pad on a nearby table first, her hands efficient as she peeled back the tapes of his diaper, the padding sagging as she slid it off.

His cock stood hard against his stomach, pre-cum glistening at the tip, and her gaze lingered there, a knowing smile on her lips. She cleaned him with a warm cloth, her touch gentle but deliberate, stroking just enough to edge him, his breath hitching as her fingers wrapped around him for a moment. “Not yet, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice teasing, her breath quickening with her own arousal. “Good boys earn their rewards.”

She powdered him, the silky dust cool against his skin, the scent of baby powder filling the air as she slid a fresh diaper under him, taping it into place with a crinkle. The padding felt clean, soft, a contrast to the day’s weight, though his cock still throbbed beneath it. She didn’t linger, guiding him to the crib instead, her hand firm on his back as he climbed in, the bars closing around him like a safe cage.

The mattress was firm but soft beneath him, the sheets cool against his skin as he lay back, the diaper crinkling with each shift. Signe leaned over the bars, her tall frame towering as she adjusted the blanket over him, her fingers brushing his cheek. “Sleep now, baby boy,” she murmured, her voice a soothing command. “Mommy’s right here.”

Her words pulled at him, heavy and right, as he nestled into the crib, the bars a strange comfort around him. His eyes grew heavy, the exhaustion of the day—of the confessions, the grief, the intimacy—pulling him under. But before sleep took him, he saw her step back, her hand lingering on the crib’s edge, her gaze hungry and soft all at once.

She moved to a chair in the corner, sitting quietly, her eyes never leaving him. Her breath deepened as she watched, her hand slipping beneath her shirt, hidden in the shadows but undeniable. A quiet gasp escaped her, muffled in the dark, as she touched herself, aroused by the sight of him in the crib, diapered and surrendered, her baby boy in the space that once held her first.

Her soft moan reached him, a final tether as sleep claimed him, deep and dreamless, the crib holding him as securely as her care. And in the quiet, Signe’s presence lingered, a promise of more healing, more surrender, more of her world to come.

“Tomorrow, we’ll build more, sweet boy,” she whispered to herself, her voice a vow in the dark. “You’re mine to keep now.”


Chapter 11: Summer Routine

The morning sun sliced through the nursery window, painting golden streaks across the wooden crib bars. Caleb stirred, his body heavy with the deep sleep that had claimed him after last night’s emotional confessions. The diaper beneath him crinkled softly, still snug around his hips, the padding dry for now, a clean weight that grounded him in Signe’s world.

He blinked against the light, his eyes tracing the familiar space—fresh sheets on the crib mattress, the changing pad on the dresser, the faint scent of baby powder lingering in the air. His chest felt raw from yesterday, the journal’s words still echoing in his mind, but there was a quiet peace too, a surrender that had settled deeper after sharing so much with her.

Signe’s voice floated in from the hallway, low and steady, pulling him fully awake. “Time to rise, baby boy. Summer’s waiting for us outside.”

He sat up slowly, the crib bars cool under his palms, the diaper shifting with his movement. Summer. The word stirred something in him, a memory of warmth beyond the snowbound weeks they’d shared. He rubbed a hand over his bearded jaw, feeling the weight of her care in every inch of this space.

She stepped into the room, her tall frame filling the doorway, blonde hair tied back in a loose braid. She wore a light cotton shirt today, pale green, the sleeves rolled up to reveal her strong, weathered forearms. Her pale blue eyes met his, a soft smile curving her lips as she leaned against the frame.

“Morning, sweet boy,” she said, her voice warm but firm. “You slept long. That’s good. We’ve got work to do today.”

He nodded, the diaper crinkling as he shifted to the edge of the crib mattress. “What kind of work, Mommy?”

Her smile deepened at the word, a quiet hunger flickering in her gaze. “The land needs tending. Garden’s waking up with the melt. You’ll help me outside, but first, let’s get you ready.”

She moved to the dresser, pulling out a soft blue onesie she’d knitted herself, the fabric plush and inviting. Caleb’s stomach tightened, a mix of anticipation and surrender stirring in him. Outside meant exposure, a step beyond the cabin’s safe walls, but her tone left no room for hesitation.

She approached the crib, her hands gentle but deliberate as she helped him out, guiding him to the changing pad. “Lie down, baby,” she instructed, her fingers already working the tapes of his diaper loose. The crinkle filled the room as she peeled it away, cool air hitting his skin, his cock stirring faintly under her gaze.

Her eyes lingered there, a knowing look passing over her face as she grabbed a warm cloth from a basin nearby. “Mommy’s got you,” she murmured, cleaning him with slow, intimate strokes, her touch grazing his hardening cock just enough to make his breath hitch. She didn’t let him linger on the edge, though, powdering him with silky dust before sliding a fresh diaper under his hips, taping it snugly into place.

She dressed him in the onesie next, the soft fabric hugging his body, the snaps clicking shut over the diaper with a quiet finality. His face warmed at the sight of himself, a grown man in babyish clothes, but her approving nod dulled the shame. “There’s my sweet boy,” she said, her hand resting on his cheek. “All ready for the day.”

They moved to the kitchen, the air smelling of fresh bread and coffee, the summer light streaming through the windows. Signe settled him at the table, a baby bottle of warm milk waiting beside a small plate of fruit. She sat close, her thigh brushing his, guiding the bottle to his lips.

“Drink, baby,” she said, her fingers stroking his hair as he sucked, the sweetness coating his tongue, pulling him into that softer space. Her breath quickened just slightly, her eyes fixed on him, a flush spreading across her cheeks. The act aroused her, he could tell, her thighs pressing together under the table as she watched him surrender.

When the bottle was empty, she set it aside, her hand lingering on his shoulder. “Good boy. Now, let’s get to the garden. The mountain air will do you good.”

They stepped outside, the summer warmth a shock after months of snow. The Vermont hills stretched out before them, green and alive, the air crisp with the scent of pine and earth. Caleb’s onesie felt thin against the breeze, the diaper crinkling beneath as he followed Signe to a small garden plot near the cabin, tools already laid out beside freshly turned soil.

She handed him a trowel, her hand brushing his. “Work the land, baby. Earn what Mommy gives you tonight.”

The command settled over him, heavy with promise, his cock twitching faintly in the diaper at her tone. He nodded, kneeling in the dirt, the padding pressing against the ground as he dug, planting seeds under her watchful eye. The sun warmed his back, sweat beading on his brow, the physical labor grounding him in a way he hadn’t felt in weeks.

Signe tended the house nearby, hanging laundry on a line, her movements steady and sure. Her gaze flicked to him often, a quiet satisfaction in her eyes as she watched him work, his onesie clinging to his frame, the diaper’s bulk obvious beneath. He felt exposed out here, vulnerable under the open sky, but her presence kept the unease at bay.

Hours passed, the morning stretching into noon, the garden taking shape under his hands. Signe called him over at last, her voice cutting through the quiet. “Time for a break, sweet boy. Come to the porch.”

He stood, brushing dirt from his knees, the diaper crinkling with each step as he joined her. The porch overlooked the mountains, a breathtaking view of rolling green under a clear blue sky. She sat in a wide rocking chair, patting her lap, her cotton shirt unbuttoned just enough to hint at the curve of her breast.

“Sit with Mommy,” she said, her tone soft but unyielding. He settled onto her lap, his weight pressing the diaper against her thighs, the crinkle loud in the stillness. Her arms wrapped around him, pulling him close, her scent—pine and lavender—washing over him.

She guided his head lower, unbuttoning her shirt further, revealing her breast, the nipple already hard in the warm air. “Take what you need, baby boy,” she murmured, pressing him to her chest, her fingers threading through his hair.

His lips closed around her nipple, the warmth of her skin overwhelming, the rough texture hardening further under his tongue as he sucked. A soft moan escaped her, her breath quickening, her thighs shifting beneath him. “That’s it, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal, her nails digging lightly into his scalp.

The mountain air brushed against his bare arms, cool despite the sun, a contrast to the heat of her body under him. He sucked harder, drawing another gasp, her chest rising faster, a quiet shudder running through her. Her arousal was palpable, her pussy wet beneath her skirt, he knew, her thighs squeezing together as she let herself feel the edge.

Her hand tightened in his hair, pulling him closer, her breath hitching as she came, a soft, trembling release that vibrated through her into him. Her moan was quiet, muffled by the open air, but it hit him hard, making his cock throb in the diaper, the padding pressing against her thigh. He didn’t stop nursing, kept sucking through her climax, the intimacy deepening his surrender.

Tears pricked at his eyes, the rawness of being held like this under the vast sky too much. He let them fall silently, wetting her skin, her heartbeat steady under his cheek. Signe’s breathing slowed, her grip softening, though she didn’t let go. “There’s my good boy,” she whispered, the praise sinking deep, easing the ache in his chest.

They stayed like that for a while, the rocking chair creaking on the porch, the mountains stretching endlessly before them. His body felt heavy, the diaper a grounding weight, the summer warmth mixing with her care to pull him into a quiet space. But Signe stirred at last, her hand sliding to his shoulder.

“Back to work, baby,” she said, her voice firm again, though a smile played on her lips. “There’s more to earn before evening.”

He nodded, easing off her lap, the diaper crinkling as he stood. She adjusted her shirt, covering herself, then reached into her pocket, pulling out a small vibrating egg, the faint buzz filling the air as she turned it on. His stomach tightened, anticipation and unease mixing as she stepped closer.

“Hold still, sweet boy,” she instructed, her fingers working the snaps of his onesie open, then loosening the diaper just enough to slip the egg inside, pressing it against his cock through the padding. The vibrations pulsed through him, low and teasing, making his breath hitch, his hips twitching involuntarily.

“You’ll chop wood now,” she said, her tone thick with intent, her eyes dark with arousal. “Keep this in. Earn your release tonight. Don’t you dare come without Mommy’s permission.”

The command hit him hard, his cock throbbing under the egg’s buzz, the diaper taped back into place, the onesie snapped shut over it. He nodded, his face burning, the vibrations a constant torment as she led him to the woodpile near the shed, an axe waiting on the stump.

The summer air felt heavier now, the buzz in his diaper a secret beneath the onesie as he gripped the axe. Each swing sent a jolt through him, the vibrations teasing his cock, pre-cum leaking into the padding, his breath ragged with the effort of holding back. Sweat dripped down his brow, the mountain breeze cool against his skin, the scent of pine sharp as he worked.

Signe watched from a distance, stacking the split logs, her gaze piercing even across the yard. Her lips curved slightly, a flush on her cheeks, her own arousal clear in the way she shifted, her thighs pressing together as she watched him struggle under the egg’s torment. He knew she was wet, knew she was enjoying this—his surrender, his fight to obey, his body betraying him with every swing.

Hours dragged, the sun climbing higher, the buzz unrelenting as he chopped, his cock aching in the diaper, the padding growing damp with his need. His hands trembled on the axe handle, each swing harder to control, but her earlier command—don’t you dare come—kept him on edge, desperate to please her.

At last, she called him over, her voice cutting through the haze. “Enough, baby boy. Come inside. Let’s see how you’ve done.”

He set the axe down, his legs unsteady as he followed her back to the cabin, the egg still buzzing in his diaper, the onesie clinging to his sweat-soaked skin. The cool shade of the interior hit him like a relief, but the vibrations kept his body tense, his cock throbbing as she led him to the bathroom where a copper tub waited, already filled with warm water.

“Strip, sweet boy,” she said, her hands moving to the snaps of his onesie, undoing them with quick, sure fingers. The fabric fell away, revealing the diaper beneath, the bulk obvious, the padding damp with his pre-cum. Her eyes lingered on it, a hungry smile curving her lips as she peeled the tapes back, sliding the diaper off, the egg tumbling out with a faint clatter as she turned it off.

His cock stood hard against his stomach, glistening with need, and her gaze darkened, her breath quickening. She didn’t touch him there yet, though, guiding him into the tub instead, the warm water enveloping him, soothing the ache in his muscles but not the heat in his core. The copper sides gleamed in the dim light, the faint metallic scent mixing with lavender from the soap nearby.

Signe knelt beside the tub, her cotton shirt dampening at the edges as she leaned in, her hands lathering a cloth with soap. “You worked hard, baby,” she murmured, washing him with slow, deliberate strokes, the rough fabric gliding over his shoulders, his chest, tracing the scars there with a tenderness that made his throat tight.

Her touch moved lower, the cloth brushing his cock, sending a jolt through him, his hips bucking involuntarily. She smiled, her hand wrapping around him through the cloth, stroking once, twice, edging him just to the brink before pulling back. “Not yet, sweet boy,” she teased, her voice thick with arousal, her own flush deepening.

She stood, stepping into the tub with him, water sloshing over the edge as she straddled his lap, her skirt hiked up, revealing her bare pussy, wet and ready. The copper creaked under their weight, water splashing onto the wood floor as she lowered herself onto him, taking his cock inside her, hot and tight, a groan escaping them both.

“Mommy’s got you now,” she growled, her hands gripping his shoulders, her hips rocking hard against him. Her breasts pressed against his chest through her damp shirt, nipples hard beneath the fabric, her breath hot on his neck as she rode him, water sloshing with each thrust.

His hands gripped the tub’s edges, the copper cool under his palms, his body trembling under her control, the build-up from the egg’s torment pushing him to the edge fast. Her pussy clenched around him, her moans growing louder, raw with need, her thighs trembling as she chased her own release.

“Come with me, baby boy,” she commanded, her voice breaking, her nails digging into his shoulders as she came, her pussy pulsing around him, a shuddering moan filling the room. The permission shattered him, his body tensing, a raw groan tearing from his throat as he came inside her, the release explosive, his cum spilling hot and thick, his hips jerking with each wave.

Water splashed everywhere, soaking the floor, the copper tub creaking as they shuddered together, her body slumping against his, her breath ragged. His chest heaved, aftershocks rippling through him, tears pricking at his eyes from the intensity, the rawness of her control and his surrender.

She held him close, her arms wrapping around him in the cooling water, her lips brushing his forehead. “There’s my good boy,” she whispered, the praise sinking deep, easing the ache as his breathing steadied. They stayed like that, the tub a small world of warmth, her heartbeat under his ear a steady anchor.

At last, she eased off him, water dripping as she stepped out, helping him follow. She dried him with a soft towel, her touch gentle now, then taped a fresh diaper into place, the crinkle a familiar comfort as she dressed him in a clean onesie. Her hands lingered on his shoulders, possessive and warm, as she led him back to the nursery.

Night had fallen, the summer dusk casting long shadows through the window as she guided him to the crib. A baby bottle of warm milk waited on the dresser, and she settled him in her lap on the rocking chair first, pressing the nipple to his lips. “Drink, sweet boy,” she murmured, her fingers stroking his hair as he sucked, the sweetness pulling him into sleep’s edge.

When the bottle was empty, she tucked him into the crib, the bars closing around him, the fresh sheets cool beneath him. His body felt heavy, spent from the day’s work and release, the diaper a grounding weight as he nestled under the blanket. Signe leaned over the bars, her hand brushing his cheek, her eyes soft but hungry.

“Sleep now, baby,” she said, her voice a soothing command. “I’m never letting you leave this mountain.”

The words hung in the air, a vow that settled over him, heavy and right, as his eyes grew heavy. Her presence lingered, a promise of more surrender, more care, as she moved to the rocking chair nearby, watching him drift off. In the quiet, he heard her breath deepen, her hand slipping beneath her skirt, a soft gasp escaping as she touched herself, aroused by the sight of him, diapered and hers, asleep in the crib.

Sleep took him, deep and dreamless, her quiet moan a final tether in the dark. The cabin held them both, the summer night alive outside, and in that world, Signe’s control was absolute—a promise he’d never escape, and no longer wanted to.


Chapter 12: The Editor

Caleb’s eyes snapped open to the sharp sound of tires crunching on gravel outside the cabin. His heart jolted, a sudden spike of adrenaline cutting through the lingering haze of last night’s deep sleep. He was still in the crib, the wooden bars a familiar cage around him, the diaper crinkling softly beneath the soft blue onesie as he sat up.

The nursery glowed with early morning light, the summer sun filtering through the window, casting long shadows across the changing table and the rocking chair where Signe had watched him drift off. His body felt heavy, the padding between his thighs dry for now, a grounding weight that reminded him of her care. But that sound—gravel under wheels—meant intrusion, a crack in the isolated world they’d built.

He heard the low rumble of an engine shutting off, then a car door slamming shut. His stomach tightened. No one came up this mountain. Not without reason. He slid out of the crib, the onesie hugging his frame, the diaper’s bulk obvious as he moved to the window, peering through the glass.

A black sedan sat parked near the cabin, dust still settling around it from the long drive up the winding road. A man stepped out—tall, wiry, with graying hair and a sharp suit that looked out of place against the rugged Vermont hills. Caleb’s chest clenched. He knew that face. Mark, his editor. The one who’d forced this leave on him, booked the cabin for “rest.” What the hell was he doing here?

Footsteps approached from behind, steady and sure. Signe’s presence filled the room before her voice did. “Stay calm, baby boy. I’ll handle this.”

He turned, catching her pale blue eyes, steady as ever, though a flicker of protectiveness flashed beneath her calm. She wore a light gray sweater today, her blonde hair tied back in a loose braid, her tall frame a quiet force as she stepped close. Her hand rested on his shoulder, warm through the onesie, grounding him despite the tension coiling in his gut.

“Who is it, Mommy?” His voice came out rough, the word slipping out naturally, a tether to her control.

“Someone from your old world, I’m guessing.” Her tone was low, firm. “You don’t need to explain yourself. Let me do the talking.”

He nodded, the diaper crinkling as he shifted, his face warming at the thought of Mark seeing him like this—diapered, dressed as her little boy, a far cry from the war journalist he’d been. Shame flickered, sharp and brief, but her hand squeezed his shoulder, dulling the edge.

A sharp knock echoed through the cabin, cutting through the quiet morning. Signe’s lips pressed into a thin line, then softened. “Come with me, sweet boy. Stay close.”

She led him out of the nursery, her hand sliding to the small of his back, guiding him down the hall toward the front door. The onesie felt thinner with each step, the diaper’s bulk a secret he couldn’t hide, his heart racing as they approached the inevitable. Signe opened the door, her body a shield between him and the outside world.

Mark stood on the porch, his sharp eyes scanning over Signe first, then landing on Caleb. His brow furrowed, confusion flashing across his face as he took in the onesie, the way Caleb lingered behind her like a child seeking protection. “Caleb? What the hell is this?”

Signe’s voice cut in, smooth and unyielding. “You must be here for a reason. I’m Signe, owner of this cabin. Why don’t you come in for coffee before we discuss anything?”

Mark hesitated, his gaze flicking back to Caleb, but Signe’s authority left little room for argument. He nodded, stepping inside, his polished shoes clicking on the wood floor, a stark contrast to the rustic warmth of the cabin. Caleb’s face burned, the diaper crinkling softly as he moved to stand by the hearth, keeping distance while Signe gestured Mark to the kitchen table.

“Sit, baby,” she said to Caleb, her tone soft but firm, nodding toward the rocking chair nearby. “Mommy will handle this.”

Mark’s eyebrows shot up at the word, his mouth opening, then closing as he sat, clearly thrown. Caleb obeyed, settling into the chair, the diaper pressing against the wood, the onesie’s fabric stretching over his frame. He kept his eyes down, avoiding Mark’s stare, the shame coiling tighter in his chest.

Signe moved to the stove, pouring coffee into mugs, her movements deliberate, calm, as if an unannounced visitor was nothing out of the ordinary. She set a mug in front of Mark, then one for herself, sitting across from him with an ease that belied the tension in the room. “Now, why are you here?”

Mark cleared his throat, his fingers tightening around the mug. “I hadn’t heard from Caleb in weeks. No calls, no emails. His sat phone’s been off. I got worried. Drove up to check if he was… still here.”

Her lips curved, a faint smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “He’s here. And he’s better than he was. That’s all you need to know for now.”

Mark’s gaze darted to Caleb again, lingering on the onesie, the way he sat so small in the rocking chair. “Better? He looks… I don’t even know what to say. Caleb, what’s going on?”

Caleb’s throat tightened, words failing him under the weight of that stare. But Signe’s hand rested on the table, her voice cutting through before he could try. “He doesn’t need to answer that. Not to you. He’s safe. That’s enough.”

Mark leaned back, his jaw tight, but he didn’t push. Not yet. Signe’s authority held the room, her presence a wall he couldn’t breach. She sipped her coffee, her eyes never leaving him, a quiet challenge in her gaze.

The silence stretched, heavy and awkward, until Mark spoke again, softer this time. “I just needed to see he was alive. After his last assignment, after the breakdown… I had to know.”

Signe’s expression softened, just slightly, a flicker of understanding passing through her. “He’s alive. More than that, he’s healing. But he needs space from that world. From your world.”

Mark nodded slowly, his eyes flicking to Caleb once more, searching for something—confirmation, maybe, or a sign of the man he used to know. Caleb kept his head down, the diaper a secret weight beneath the onesie, his fingers curling into the chair’s armrests. He didn’t want to explain. Didn’t want to face the questions. Signe was right—he didn’t need to.

“Why don’t you step outside with me for a moment?” Signe said, standing, her tone leaving no room for refusal. “Caleb, go change into something else. Take your time, baby boy.”

The endearment hung in the air, sharp and intimate, making Mark’s brow furrow again. Caleb nodded, his face burning as he stood, the diaper crinkling softly under the onesie. He moved down the hall to the nursery, grateful for the escape, while Signe led Mark out the front door, her voice fading into a low murmur as they stepped onto the porch.

In the nursery, Caleb stripped off the onesie, the snaps popping free with a quiet click. The diaper sagged slightly as he undid the tapes, sliding it off, his cock stirring faintly at the memory of Signe’s hands doing this task just hours ago. He cleaned himself quickly with a cloth from the basin, then pulled on a pair of jeans and a flannel shirt from his old duffel bag, the fabric rough against his skin after weeks of softer, regressive clothing. The absence of the diaper felt strange, exposed, but he couldn’t face Mark with that crinkle giving him away.

He lingered by the window, watching Signe and Mark on the porch. Her posture was steady, arms crossed, her tall frame a quiet force as she spoke. Mark’s hands gestured, his face tight with confusion, maybe concern, but her calm seemed to hold him at bay. Caleb couldn’t hear the words, but he saw the way she tilted her head, the way her lips moved with that unyielding authority.

Minutes passed before they came back inside. Mark’s expression was conflicted, his sharp eyes softer now, though still searching as they landed on Caleb in his jeans and flannel. Signe’s hand rested briefly on Mark’s shoulder, a gesture of finality, before she turned to Caleb.

“He’s leaving now, sweet boy,” she said, her voice low, warm with reassurance. “Everything’s handled.”

Mark hesitated, then nodded, stepping toward Caleb. “I’m glad you’re… okay. I’ll give you space. Just… turn the sat phone on once in a while, alright? So I know.”

Caleb managed a tight nod, his throat still too tight for words. Mark lingered for a moment longer, then turned, heading out the door. The sound of the car engine starting up cut through the quiet, gravel crunching again as the black sedan pulled away, retreating down the mountain road. Caleb watched through the window, the dust settling behind it, a weight lifting off his chest as the outside world shrank back to nothing.

Signe stepped behind him, her hands sliding to his hips, her breath warm against his ear. “You did well, baby boy. Staying quiet. Letting Mommy protect you.”

Her words sank deep, easing the lingering tension, though his body still hummed with the aftermath of the intrusion. He leaned back into her, her strength a steady anchor, her scent—pine and lavender—washing over him. “What did you tell him, Mommy?”

Her lips curved against his ear, a quiet smile in her voice. “I told him the truth. He sleeps now. No nightmares. No drinking. He’s writing again—not about war. He doesn’t need to understand. He just needs to see that you’re alive again.”

The words hit him hard, a raw truth that made his chest ache. He turned in her arms, meeting her gaze, seeing the quiet hunger beneath her calm, the need to keep him, to shield him from everything outside this cabin. Her hands tightened on his hips, possessive, pulling him closer.

“Now, strip, baby,” she said, her voice dropping lower, thick with intent. “Mommy’s got a reward for you. You’ve earned it.”

His heart raced, anticipation building as he obeyed, shedding the jeans and flannel, standing bare before her in the living room, the fire casting faint shadows across his scarred skin. Signe’s eyes traced over him, dark with arousal, her breath quickening as she stepped back, nodding toward the hallway.

“Lie down, right there on the floor,” she instructed, pointing to the space just inside the hall. “Mommy’s going to take care of everything.”

He moved to the spot, the wood cool beneath his back as he lay down, his cock already stirring, hardening under her gaze. Signe disappeared for a moment, returning with a fresh diaper from the nursery, the crinkle of the packaging loud in the quiet cabin. She knelt beside him, her hands steady as she unfolded it, sliding the padding under his hips.

Her fingers brushed his inner thighs as she taped it into place, her touch deliberate, teasing, making his cock throb beneath the soft bulk. “There’s my good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pride, her hand resting on the front of the diaper, feeling his hardness through the padding. A quiet moan escaped her, her thighs pressing together, her arousal clear in the flush on her cheeks.

She stood again, disappearing briefly into the tool shed outside, returning with a pair of metal handcuffs, the kind used for securing equipment, and a broomstick she’d clearly repurposed. His stomach tightened, a mix of nerves and heat stirring as she approached, her intent clear in the way she moved.

“Arms up, baby,” she commanded, kneeling beside him again. He obeyed, lifting his hands above his head, the wood floor hard beneath him as she snapped the cold metal cuffs around his wrists, securing them to a low rung of a nearby chair bolted to the wall. The click of the cuffs echoed, a sharp sound that made his cock twitch in the diaper, his vulnerability spiking under her control.

She moved to his legs next, using the broomstick as an improvised spreader bar, tying his ankles to either end with rough twine from the shed. The position left him exposed, legs spread wide, the diaper on full display, his erection obvious beneath the padding. Shame flickered, but her gaze—hungry, approving—burned it away.

“Look at you, sweet boy,” she said, her voice a low growl, her hands trailing up his thighs, brushing the edge of the diaper. “So open for Mommy. So ready.”

Her fingers worked the tapes loose, peeling the front of the diaper back just enough to free his cock, hard and leaking against his stomach. She didn’t remove the padding fully, letting it stay bunched at his hips, the crinkle a constant reminder as her hand wrapped around him, stroking slow and firm, drawing a low moan from his throat.

Her breath hitched, her other hand sliding to her own body, slipping beneath her sweater to touch herself, her arousal evident in the quickening of her chest, the soft gasp that escaped her. “Mommy’s going to edge you, baby,” she whispered, her grip tightening, her strokes deliberate, pushing him to the brink but not over. “You don’t come until I say. Understand?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he gasped, his hips twitching under her hand, the cuffs clinking as he strained against them, the spreader bar keeping him helplessly open. The firelight flickered across her face, casting shadows over the hunger in her eyes, her fingers moving faster between her own thighs, her breath uneven now.

She edged him for hours, three long hours by the fire, her hand relentless, stopping each time he neared the edge, his cock throbbing, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach, his moans growing desperate. The metal cuffs bit into his wrists, the twine rough on his ankles, the diaper’s padding rubbing against his hips with every twitch. Her own arousal built beside him, her quiet gasps turning to soft moans, her hand working herself beneath her sweater until she came once, twice, her body shuddering beside him, her eyes never leaving his.

Each time she climaxed, her breath hot on his skin, her voice trembled with need. “Not yet, baby boy. Hold on for Mommy.” The denial was torture, his body aching, trembling under her control, but her words—her praise—kept him grounded, desperate to obey.

The fire burned low, the cabin growing dim as night fell, the summer air cooling through the open window. Sweat beaded on his brow, his chest heaving, his cock a throbbing ache as she leaned over him at last, her hand slowing, her eyes dark with intent. Her sweater was damp with sweat now, clinging to her curves, her nipples hard beneath the fabric, her scent overwhelming as she pressed closer.

“It’s midnight, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice raw, her hand tightening around him, stroking with purpose now. “Come for Mommy. Let it all out.”

The permission shattered him. His body tensed, a scream tearing from his throat, loud enough to echo off the mountains outside, as he came, the release explosive, pulsing through him in hard, desperate waves. His cum spilled onto his stomach, hot and thick, splattering across his skin as his hips jerked against the restraints, the cuffs clinking, the spreader bar holding him open. Each shudder ripped through him, raw and unending, her hand drawing out every drop until he was spent, trembling beneath her.

Her breath hitched, a quiet moan escaping as she watched, her own hand still between her thighs, pushing herself to a final, shuddering release at the sight of him breaking. Her body trembled beside him, her chest heaving, her fingers slick as she pulled them free, her eyes locked on his spent form.

“There’s my good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with pride, her hand sliding to his chest, feeling the rapid rise and fall of his breaths. She leaned over, uncuffing his wrists, the metal cold as it fell away, then untied the twine from his ankles, freeing him from the spreader bar. Her touch was gentle now, soothing, as she adjusted the diaper back into place, taping it over his softening cock, the padding cool against his overheated skin.

She pulled him up, guiding him to sit against her on the floor, her arms wrapping around him, her chest a warm anchor as his head rested near her collarbone. The firelight dimmed further, casting long shadows across the cabin, the summer night quiet outside, the echo of his scream still lingering in the air.

“You’re safe with me, baby boy,” she whispered, her lips brushing his forehead, her fingers threading through his damp hair. “No one from that old world will take you from me. Not ever.”

Her words settled over him, heavy and right, a vow that bound him tighter to her than any cuffs ever could. His body felt heavy, spent from the hours of denial and the shattering release, the diaper a grounding weight as he nestled closer, her warmth pulling him toward sleep. And in that quiet, with her arms around him, he knew—there was no leaving this mountain, no escaping her care, her control, her need.

Not that he wanted to. Not anymore.


Chapter 13: The Collar

The sharp crunch of gravel had faded into the distance, but Caleb’s heart still thudded hard in his chest. He stood in the living room, the warmth of the dying fire brushing his bare skin, the fresh diaper Signe had just taped on crinkling softly with each uneven breath. Her arms were still around him, her chest a steady anchor against his back, the scent of pine and lavender grounding him after the jarring intrusion of Mark’s visit.

Her breath was warm against his ear, her voice a low murmur. “You’re safe now, baby boy. No one’s taking you from me.”

He nodded, his throat tight, the weight of her words sinking deep. The diaper felt snug between his thighs, the padding a quiet reminder of his surrender, a barrier between him and the old world Mark represented. His body trembled faintly, not from fear, but from the rawness of being seen, even briefly, as something other than Signe’s little boy.

She pulled back just enough to turn him, her hands firm on his shoulders, her pale blue eyes searching his. “You’ve had a hard morning, sweet boy. Mommy’s going to make it better. Come with me.”

Her tone left no room for doubt. He followed her down the hall, the wood floor cool beneath his bare feet, the diaper crinkling with each step. They passed the nursery, the crib’s bars gleaming faintly in the morning light, and entered her bedroom instead. The wide bed sat in the center, the quilt of deep blues and greens rumpled from last night, the air thick with her scent.

“Lie down, baby,” she said, guiding him onto the bed, her hands gentle but unyielding. He settled on his back, the quilt rough beneath him, the diaper pressing against his hips as he looked up at her. His cock stirred faintly beneath the padding, a traitor to the lingering tension in his chest.

Signe stood over him, her gray sweater clinging to her strong frame, her blonde braid falling over one shoulder. She unbuttoned the top of her sweater slowly, revealing the soft curve of her breasts, her nipples already hard beneath the fabric of a thin undershirt. Her eyes darkened with hunger, her breath quickening as she watched him, her arousal at his vulnerability clear in the flush on her cheeks.

“You’ve been so good, baby boy,” she murmured, climbing onto the bed, her knees bracketing his hips. “Letting Mommy handle everything. Now, I want to take care of you. Really take care of you.”

Her words hit him like a wave, warm and heavy, pulling at something deep inside. She leaned down, her hands sliding to the tapes of his diaper, peeling them back with a slow, deliberate crinkle. Cool air hit his skin as she folded the front down, exposing his cock, already half-hard against his stomach. Her gaze lingered there, a quiet smile curving her lips.

“There’s my sweet boy,” she whispered, her fingers brushing his inner thighs, teasing the edge of his arousal without touching it directly. His breath hitched, his hips shifting slightly, the quilt scratching against his back. She didn’t rush, didn’t give in to his silent plea, instead letting the anticipation build as her hands moved with purpose.

She reached for a small bottle of oil on the bedside table, the faint scent of lavender filling the air as she poured a little into her palm. Her hands warmed the oil between them, her eyes never leaving his, a quiet intensity in her gaze. Then she touched him, her slick fingers wrapping around his cock, stroking slow and firm, drawing a low moan from his throat.

“Shh, baby,” she soothed, her voice thick with need, her other hand resting on his chest, feeling the rapid rise and fall of his breaths. “Mommy’s got you. Just feel it.”

Her strokes were deliberate, building the heat in his core, his cock throbbing under her grip. The oil made each movement slick, smooth, the sensation overwhelming as she worked him with a rhythm that kept him on edge. His hands gripped the quilt, knuckles white, his body trembling beneath her control.

Her breath quickened, her thighs pressing together as she straddled his legs, her own arousal clear in the way her chest flushed, the way her nipples strained harder against her undershirt. She leaned forward, her braid brushing his stomach, her lips close to his ear. “You don’t come until Mommy says. Understand?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he gasped, his voice breaking, his hips twitching under her hand. The denial was torture, the heat coiling tight in his core, but her command held him, kept him desperate to obey.

She edged him for what felt like forever, her hand relentless, stopping each time he neared the brink, his moans growing ragged, his cock aching with need. Sweat beaded on his brow, his chest heaving, the diaper still bunched at his hips a constant reminder of his regression. Her eyes never left his, dark with hunger, her own breath uneven now as she watched him struggle under her control.

Her free hand slid to her own body, slipping beneath her sweater, her fingers moving between her thighs. A quiet gasp escaped her, her chest rising faster, her arousal at his surrender pushing her closer to her own edge. “Look at you, baby boy,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “So open for me. So mine.”

The words shattered him, deepening his need, his cock throbbing harder under her hand. Her fingers moved faster on herself, her breath hitching, a soft moan vibrating through her as she came, her body shuddering above him. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, her hand stilling on his cock, drawing out his torment as she rode her own release.

When her breathing steadied, she looked down at him again, her smile hungry, her hand resuming its slow, teasing strokes. “Not yet, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Mommy’s not done with you.”

She shifted, sliding off the bed for a moment, her hands reaching into a drawer beside it. She pulled out a small vibrating egg, the faint buzz filling the room as she turned it on low. His stomach tightened, anticipation and heat mixing as she knelt between his legs again, her fingers brushing the tip of his cock with the toy, sending a jolt through him.

“Oh, baby,” she whispered, her voice raw, her eyes dark as she watched him twitch under the vibrations. She pressed the egg against him, circling slowly, the sensation unbearable after so much edging, his moans desperate now, his hips bucking against her hold.

Her breath hitched again, her free hand slipping back between her thighs, her arousal renewed by the sight of him trembling beneath her toy. She came a second time, a quiet shudder running through her, her moan soft but sharp, her fingers tightening on the egg as she pushed him closer to the brink.

“Please, Mommy,” he begged, his voice raw, breaking on the words. “Please let me come. I can’t hold it.”

Her smile softened, her eyes piercing as she leaned over him, the egg still buzzing against his cock. “You’ve been so good, baby boy. Come for Mommy now. Let it all out.”

The permission broke him. His body tensed, a raw groan tearing from his throat as he came, the release shattering, pulsing through him in hard, desperate waves. His cum spilled onto his stomach, hot and thick, splattering across his skin as his hips jerked beneath her, the egg drawing out every shudder until he was spent, trembling on the bed.

Her breath caught, a quiet moan escaping as she watched, her own fingers still moving between her thighs, pushing herself to a final, trembling release at the sight of him breaking. She turned off the egg, setting it aside, her hands gentle now as she wiped him clean with a soft cloth from the bedside, her touch soothing the rawness of his skin.

“There’s my good boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with pride, her fingers brushing his cheek as she adjusted the diaper back into place, taping it snugly over his softening cock. The padding felt cool against his overheated skin, a grounding weight that eased the aftershocks rippling through him.

She lay beside him, pulling him to her chest, her arms wrapping around him in a possessive hold. Her sweater was damp with sweat now, clinging to her curves, her nipples still hard beneath the fabric as his head rested near her collarbone. The warmth of her skin, the steady thud of her heartbeat under his ear, pulled him into a quiet space, a softness he’d come to crave.

They stayed like that for a long moment, the bedroom quiet save for their uneven breaths, the summer light streaming through the window, casting golden patches on the quilt. His body felt heavy, spent from the intensity, the diaper a constant reminder beneath him, but her warmth made it safe, made it right.

Signe’s hand slid to the back of his neck, her fingers threading through his hair, her breath warm against his forehead. “You’ve done so well today, baby boy. But I’ve got something special for you tonight. Something to show you how much you belong to me.”

Her words stirred curiosity through the haze of his surrender, a quiet anticipation building as he nestled closer, the diaper crinkling faintly with the movement. He didn’t ask what she meant. He knew she’d show him when the time was right. For now, her presence was enough, her control a tether he no longer fought.

The day passed in a soft rhythm, the summer warmth filling the cabin as they moved through familiar routines. Signe fed him lunch at the kitchen table, a baby bottle of warm milk in her lap after, her fingers stroking his hair as he drank, the sweetness pulling him deeper into that softer space. His diaper stayed on, checked once by her possessive hands, a quick change on the nursery pad when it grew damp, her touch teasing but brief, keeping the heat simmering beneath his skin.

Afternoon faded into evening, the sun dipping low over the Vermont hills, casting long shadows through the cabin windows. Caleb sat in the rocking chair by the hearth, the diaper snug beneath a fresh onesie she’d dressed him in, soft gray fabric hugging his frame. The fire crackled, a quiet warmth in the cooling air, his body heavy with the day’s lingering surrender.

Signe appeared from the hallway, her tall frame steady, her gray sweater exchanged for a deep blue flannel shirt, the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. In her hands, she held something he hadn’t seen before—a leather collar, the material worn smooth with age, faint carvings etched into its surface. Runes, he guessed, intricate and ancient, glowing faintly in the firelight as she approached.

His heart raced, a mix of anticipation and vulnerability stirring in his chest. She knelt before him, her pale blue eyes meeting his, tears already glistening at the corners as she held the collar up, her fingers trembling just slightly. “This belt held the man I loved before you,” she said, her voice thick with emotion, raw in a way he’d rarely heard. “Now it holds the man I love after. Wear it forever.”

The words hit him like a punch, cracking something open inside. Tears burned in his own eyes, spilling over as he nodded, his throat too tight for words. She leaned forward, her hands steady despite the emotion, wrapping the collar around his neck, the leather cool against his skin, the runes pressing lightly as she fastened it with a small buckle. The weight was grounding, a permanent claim that bound him to her, to this life, to her past and their future.

Her tears fell freely now, warm drops landing on his chest as she pulled him close, her arms wrapping around him, her breath hitching against his ear. “My baby boy,” she whispered, her voice breaking, her hands tightening on his shoulders. “Mine.”

He sobbed softly, his own tears wetting her shirt, the collar a heavy promise around his neck as he clung to her, the diaper crinkling beneath the onesie with each shudder. The firelight danced across them, casting shadows over the leather, the runes a silent vow of protection, home, belonging. Her grief and love poured into him, mixing with his own surrender, binding them deeper than ever before.

She pulled back at last, her hands cupping his face, her thumbs brushing his tears away, her eyes dark with need beneath the raw emotion. “I need you now, Caleb,” she said, her voice a desperate growl, her fingers trembling as she stood, pulling him up with her. “I need all of you.”

She guided him to the bearskin rug before the hearth, the rough fur scratching against his knees as she pushed him down gently, her hands frantic now, undoing the snaps of his onesie, peeling it back to reveal the diaper beneath. Her breath was ragged, her tears still falling as she tore the tapes free, sliding the padding off, exposing his cock, already hard against his stomach.

“Take me, baby,” she gasped, lying back on the rug, her legs spreading wide, her skirt hiked up to reveal her bare pussy, wet and ready beneath the firelight. Her hands reached for him, pulling him over her, her legs wrapping around his hips, urging him closer. “Show Mommy how much you belong to me.”

He obeyed, his body trembling as he positioned himself above her for the first time, the shift in power raw and staggering, yet still under her command. He slid into her, her pussy hot and tight around him, a groan escaping them both as he thrust, her nails clawing at his back through the collar’s weight, marking him as hers. Her hips rocked up to meet him, desperate and fierce, her breath hot on his neck as she moaned, “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy,” the word a chant that broke him further.

Her voice shattered him, the intimacy too much, his tears falling onto her skin as he thrust harder, her legs tightening around him, her pussy clenching with each movement. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her nails digging deep, a raw scream tearing from her throat as she came, her body shuddering beneath him, her cum slick between them, her voice breaking on his name—his real name, “Caleb!”—not baby, a piercing claim that hit him like lightning.

The sound of his name in her scream pushed him over the edge. He groaned, his body tensing, his cum spilling into her, hot and thick, pulsing in desperate waves as his hips jerked, the release shattering through him. Tears streamed down his face, mixing with hers, their breaths ragged as they collapsed together, the bearskin rug rough beneath them, the fire’s warmth a quiet contrast to the raw heat of their connection.

They lay there, trembling, her legs still wrapped around him, his cock softening inside her, the collar heavy on his neck as their tears slowed. Her hands slid to his back, tracing the marks she’d left, her breath uneven against his ear. His body felt spent, heavy with the weight of their shared grief and love, the leather a grounding tether as he nestled closer, her warmth holding him together.

The fire crackled, the only sound for a long moment, the summer night quiet outside, the cabin a world of their own. Signe’s hand moved at last, her fingers brushing the collar on his neck, the runes cool under her touch. “Arne would have liked you,” she whispered, her voice soft, raw with memory, her husband’s name spoken for the first time, hanging heavy in the air between them.


Chapter 14: Home Mountain

Signe’s voice broke the heavy silence of the bedroom, a soft command that pulled Caleb from the lingering weight of their shared tears. “Get up, baby boy. We’ve got something to celebrate today.”

He blinked, still nestled against her chest on the bearskin rug, the leather collar around his neck a grounding presence, its runes pressing lightly into his skin. The diaper lay discarded nearby, the padding crumpled after their raw, emotional release. His body felt heavy, spent from the intensity of their connection, but her words sparked a flicker of curiosity through the haze.

She stood, her flannel shirt hanging loose over her scarred frame, her blonde braid slightly mussed from their closeness. Her pale blue eyes held a quiet joy beneath the remnants of tears as she offered her hand. He took it, rising slowly, the rough fur of the rug scratching against his bare skin. The summer night air cooled his flushed body, the fire’s dying embers casting faint shadows across the cabin.

“Follow me, sweet boy,” she said, her tone warm but firm, guiding him toward the nursery down the hall. His heart raced, unsure of what she meant by celebration, but trusting her lead as always. The wooden floor creaked under his bare feet, the collar a constant weight as they stepped into the familiar space.

The nursery glowed softly with the last light of dusk filtering through the window, the crib’s bars gleaming, the changing table stocked with fresh diapers and powder. The faint scent of lavender and baby powder hung in the air, a comforting mix that tugged at his regression. Signe stopped by the rocking chair, turning to him with a small, worn book in her hands—a collection of Norwegian lullabies, its pages yellowed with age.

“Sit with Mommy,” she instructed, settling into the chair, patting her lap. He obeyed, easing down onto her thighs, his bare skin warm against her flannel-covered legs. The collar shifted slightly as he leaned into her, his head resting near her shoulder, her scent—pine and lavender—washing over him.

Her fingers brushed his cheek, lingering on the leather collar, a tender smile curving her lips. “A year ago today, you walked into my cabin by mistake,” she murmured, her voice thick with emotion. “A booking error that saved us both. Tonight, we honor that, baby boy. And something else, too.”

His chest tightened, the memory of that first stormy night flashing through him—her soup, her steady gaze, the blanket she’d draped over his trembling shoulders. A year. It felt both like a lifetime and a single heartbeat. He nodded, unable to speak, waiting for her to reveal the rest.

She opened the book, her weathered hands careful with the fragile pages, then set it aside for a moment, reaching into a small drawer beside the chair. From it, she pulled a thin, bound manuscript, its cover plain but marked with his handwriting. His breath caught. It was his book—not about war, not about the horrors he’d witnessed, but about healing, disguised as fiction, every word poured from the cracks Signe had mended in him.

“You finished it last week, sweet boy,” she said, her voice soft, proud. “I found it on your desk while you slept. I read it. And I saw us in every line.”

Tears pricked at his eyes, hot and sudden. He hadn’t told her it was done, hadn’t been ready to share the dedication scrawled on the first page. But her gaze held no judgment, only a deep, raw love that made his throat ache. She opened the manuscript to that page, her finger tracing the single letter he’d written there: For S.

“This dedication,” she whispered, her voice trembling now, tears glistening in her eyes again. “It’s more than I ever thought I’d have again. Read it to me, baby. Let me hear it from you.”

His hands shook as he took the manuscript, the paper rough against his palms. He swallowed hard, the collar a steady weight as he looked at the simple words, his heart pounding. “For S.,” he read aloud, his voice rough, breaking on the single letter. “For saving me when I didn’t know I needed saving. For being my home.”

A sob escaped her, soft but shattering, her hands pulling him closer, her forehead pressing against his. Tears rolled down her cheeks, warm against his skin, and his own spilled over, mixing with hers as they held each other in the rocking chair. The manuscript slipped to the floor, forgotten for now, as her arms tightened around him, her breath hitching against his ear.

“My baby boy,” she whispered, her voice raw, thick with emotion. “You’ve given me a gift I can’t ever repay. But I’ll try. Every day, I’ll try.”

He nodded against her, unable to speak, the collar pressing into his neck as he buried his face in her chest, the flannel soft beneath his wet cheeks. The rocking chair creaked gently as she moved it back and forth, a slow rhythm that soothed the ache in his chest, her fingers threading through his hair with a tenderness that made him feel smaller, softer, hers.

Minutes passed, their tears slowing, the quiet of the nursery wrapping around them like a blanket. The summer night hummed outside, crickets chirping faintly through the open window, the air cool against the lingering warmth of their closeness. Signe’s hand slid down to his bare hip, her touch gentle but possessive, stirring a quiet heat beneath the emotional weight.

“Let’s get you settled, sweet boy,” she murmured, easing him off her lap, her hands guiding him to stand. His legs felt unsteady, the rawness of the moment still clinging to him, but her strength steadied him as she led him to the changing table. “Mommy needs to take care of you now.”

He lay down on the pad, the surface cool beneath his bare skin, his cock stirring faintly as her hands moved with purpose. She unfolded a fresh diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room, and slid it under his hips, her fingers brushing his inner thighs as she adjusted it. The silky powder came next, cool against his skin, the scent of baby powder filling the air as she sprinkled it over him, her touch lingering just enough to make his breath hitch.

His cock hardened under her gaze, pressing against the padding as she pulled the front of the diaper up, taping it snugly into place. Her eyes darkened, a flush spreading across her cheeks, her breath quickening as she felt his arousal through the fabric. “There’s my good boy,” she whispered, her hand resting on the front of the diaper, her thumb brushing over the bulge, sending a shiver through him.

She didn’t push further, not yet, instead helping him sit up, her hands steady on his shoulders. “Back to the chair, baby,” she said, her voice soft but firm, guiding him to her lap once more. The diaper crinkled as he settled against her, the padding a grounding weight between his thighs, his head resting near her chest again.

Signe unbuttoned the top of her flannel shirt, revealing the soft curve of her breast, her nipple already hard in the cool air. “Take what you need, sweet boy,” she murmured, guiding his head lower, her fingers tightening in his hair as his lips brushed her skin. The warmth of her overwhelmed him, the rough texture of her nipple hardening further under his tongue as he latched on, sucking gently.

A soft moan escaped her, her breath hitching, her thighs shifting beneath him as a quiet shudder ran through her. “Caleb,” she breathed, her voice trembling, her arousal clear in the way her chest rose faster, her nails digging lightly into his scalp. He sucked harder, drawing another gasp, the intimacy of nursing after their shared tears deepening his surrender, his cock throbbing in the diaper against her thigh.

Her free hand slid to her lap, hidden by the angle, but he felt the subtle shift, heard the faint rustle as she touched herself, her arousal at his regression pushing her closer to the edge. Her breath quickened, a quiet moan vibrating through her chest into him as she came, a soft, trembling release that made her grip tighten in his hair. He didn’t stop, kept nursing through her climax, the act a lifeline as tears pricked at his eyes again, the rawness of the night too much to hold back.

She pulled him closer, her voice a whisper against his ear. “That’s it, baby boy. Let Mommy feel you. Let me have all of you.” Her words stirred the heat in his core, his cock aching beneath the padding, but she didn’t touch him there, letting the tension simmer as her breathing steadied, her hand softening in his hair.

They stayed like that for a long while, the rocking chair creaking gently, the nursery quiet save for the faint chirp of crickets outside. His body felt heavy, the diaper a constant reminder beneath him, the collar a permanent claim around his neck. The manuscript lay on the floor nearby, a silent testament to their year together, to the healing he’d found in her care.

At last, Signe eased him off her lap, her hands gentle as she adjusted her shirt, covering herself. “Time for bed, sweet boy,” she said, her voice low, warm with love and intent. She led him to the crib, the bars a familiar cage as he climbed in, the fresh sheets cool beneath his bare legs, the diaper crinkling with each shift.

She leaned over the bars, tucking a soft blanket around him, her fingers brushing his cheek, lingering on the collar. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears, a quiet joy beneath the hunger as she pulled the lullaby book from her pocket, opening it to a worn page. “One song for my baby,” she murmured, her voice a soothing hum as she began to sing, the Norwegian words lilting and ancient, wrapping around him like a warm embrace.

Her voice was soft, trembling slightly with emotion, each note carrying the weight of their shared history, the booking error that had brought them here. The lullaby flowed over him, easing the ache in his chest, pulling him toward sleep as the summer night deepened outside. His eyes grew heavy, the diaper a grounding weight, the collar a promise of forever as her song wove through the quiet.

Signe finished the lullaby, her voice fading into a whisper as she closed the book, setting it on the dresser nearby. She stood at the crib’s edge for a moment longer, her tall frame silhouetted against the faint moonlight streaming through the window, her gaze fixed on him with a possessive tenderness that made his heart ache even in the haze of sleep.

Then she stepped to the window, her back to him, looking out at the snowless mountain beyond—their mountain, now a green expanse under the summer stars. Snow would return in time, as it always did, but tonight it was just them, the cabin, and the world they’d built from a mistake. Caleb watched her silhouette, the collar heavy on his neck, and knew with a certainty that cut through the fog of exhaustion: that booking error had saved his life.

Her presence at the window was a quiet anchor, her flannel shirt loose on her frame, her braid catching the moonlight as she stood guard over their home. His eyes fluttered closed, sleep pulling at him, but not before he heard the faint ping of her phone on the dresser—a notification from the booking website, sharp in the stillness.

Signe turned, her movements slow, deliberate, as she picked up the device, her lips curving into a faint, knowing smile. “Occupied—permanently,” she murmured to herself, her fingers tapping the screen to mark the cabin unavailable, her voice a vow that hung in the air as sleep finally claimed him.

“You came to this mountain broken. You’ll leave it never. Welcome home, baby.”
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