
        
            
                
            
        

    


Flatmates’ Baby: A Diapered Student Romance




A Dark ABDL Regression Romance of Diapers, Discipline, and Feminine Humiliation



Introduction




When Taylor moved into the flat, he thought he was finally catching a break.

It wasn’t easy being a broke college student in the city—scrambling for grants, rationing instant noodles, and crashing on the floors of friends who were already sick of sharing their microwaves. He’d spent weeks dragging himself through dingy rooms and shady listings, until one popped up that seemed too good to be true:


“Room Available – All Female Flatshare – Quiet, Mature House – Rent Negotiable.”





It wasn’t just affordable. It was

 

perfect


 
.




When he met the girls—Ava, Ruby, and Zoey—they were all smiles. A little too warm. A little too coordinated. But they seemed nice, and desperate enough to find a roommate that they barely glanced at his beat-up suitcase and worn sneakers.

“You seem sweet,” Ava had said, giving him a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “Polite. We value that here.”

He should have known.

The rules came quickly.

At first, they were harmless.

Curfews. Shared chores. Cleaning rotations.

Then came the restrictions.

No bathroom use after midnight.

No touching the laundry machine without permission.

Ask before using the shared kitchen.




And don’t wake the girls up—

 

ever


 
.




Taylor chalked it up to boundaries. He could manage boundaries. He needed the place too badly to push back.

But on the third night, after a few beers and a deep sleep, he woke up to cold sheets and soaked boxers. He panicked. Changed. Tossed the linens in the corner. Scrubbed the mattress the best he could.

He thought he got away with it.

He was wrong.





The next morning, they were waiting in the kitchen. Calm. Smiling. The soaked sheets neatly folded on the counter.

Ava held them in one hand, and a folded diaper in the other.

“Sweetheart,” she said. “We can’t have this kind of mess in the house.”

Taylor froze.

“I-it was an accident—”

“Exactly,” Ruby cut in, voice too sweet. “So we’re going to help you.”

Before he could stammer out another excuse, Zoey patted the kitchen chair and gestured for him to sit.

“We’ll get you changed and padded up, and then we won’t have to worry about any more accidents, okay?”

He laughed, thought it was a joke.

It wasn’t.

That first diaper wasn’t the end.

It was the beginning.









Flatmates’ Baby: A Diapered Student Romance


 
is the story of a slow, deliberate, humiliating descent into forced regression—one padded step at a time.




Taylor begins as just another student looking for housing and ends as something entirely different: a diapered, babbling, obedient little doll, owned and controlled by the three women who claimed him as their own.

Every chapter strips away another layer.

First his underwear.

Then his privacy.

Then his control.

His name fades.

His voice disappears.

His diapers get thicker. His rules, stricter.

Until the only things left are a bib, a pacifier, and the permission to wet himself.




The girls don’t just regress him—they

 

train


 
him. Break him. Remold him into something soft, dependent, and adorably helpless. A little babygirl, who learns to mess herself on command, who blushes when her diapers are checked in public, and who cries when left alone for too long.




But Taylor’s fall isn’t just about humiliation.

It’s about ownership.

About transformation.




About being completely and lovingly

 

claimed


 
.




Because in this house, boys don’t stay boys.

They become babygirls.

And once you’re in diapers…

You never come out again.





Chapter 1 – The Only Room Left







Taylor wasn’t proud of it, but he’d already gone through five options on campus—and this was his last shot. His bank account was bleeding out, the semester had already started, and if he didn’t find a room

 

today


 
, he’d be couch-surfing until Christmas.







So when the door to the little brick student house creaked open and three beautiful girls stood in the entryway smiling like they’d been

 

waiting


 
for him, he felt both lucky and completely out of place.




“You must be Taylor,” said the redhead with a silver nose ring and a mischievous smile. “We were wondering if you’d chicken out.”

The blonde next to her—barefoot, tall, and effortlessly hot—smirked. “He looks like he might still.”

The third girl, soft-eyed with glasses and oversized sleeves that swallowed her hands, gave him a sweet, curious once-over. “Come in. You look cold.”

He stepped over the threshold, not sure whether he’d been invited or claimed.




The redhead introduced herself as

 

Ava


 
, the dominant energy in the room. The blonde was

 

Ruby


 
, with sarcastic wit dripping from every sentence. And the gentle girl with shy eyes was

 

Zoey


 
.




The house was older, a little worn, but cozy. It smelled faintly of lavender and something warm baking. The living room was stacked with fluffy pillows and blankets. And for a place with three girls living in it, there was no trace of male presence—no mess, no grungy furniture, no testosterone. He was stepping into sacred ground.

“Rules first,” Ava said, tossing him a folded sheet of paper like a contract. “We like structure in this house. We’ve had… bad roommates before.”

Taylor read through the list, trying not to react.





●

 
       

 
Quiet hours after 10pm.












●

 
       

 
No unannounced guests.












●

 
       

 
Chores rotated weekly.












●

 
       

 
Bathroom shared, ask before hogging it.












●

 
       

 
No toxic masculinity.








He snorted at that last one.

Ruby leaned in, eyes narrowing. “Something funny, little boy?”

He flinched. “No, no. I just—never seen that written out before.”

Ava smirked. “Get used to it. We don’t put up with much male bullshit here. We’re letting you in because you seemed polite. Sweet. Respectful.”

He nodded quickly. “I am. Promise.”

“Good,” Zoey said softly. “We really do need rent split four ways. You’re saving us too.”

Ava clapped her hands. “Great! So you’re moved in, no takebacks. Your room’s the smallest, but it’s furnished. We just cleaned it out. Come on—we’ll show you.”




The room was barely more than a walk-in closet with a twin bed and a short dresser, but Taylor didn’t care. It was warm. Safe. And he could

 

afford


 
it.




“Bathroom’s across the hall,” Ruby said. “But ask before you use it at night, okay? One of us is usually already in there.”

“Got it.”

“And no laundry without checking first,” Zoey added. “We use special detergents. Don’t want you ruining anything.”

That night, he unpacked quietly while the girls giggled and chatted in the kitchen. Every now and then he caught a snatch of conversation that made him blush.

“…he’s cute, though. Like puppy cute…”

“…bet he’s never lived with girls before…”

“…I give it three days before we see him in just boxers…”

Taylor laid down on the bed and tried not to overthink. He was finally safe. Finally set.

He slept hard. And sometime deep into the night, he had a dream.

He was standing in front of a urinal that wouldn’t flush. No matter how much he pushed the handle, nothing would go down. Then his pants felt warm. Wet. Embarrassment bloomed in his chest and his dream twisted, turning cold and sticky—

He woke with a start.

His sheets were damp.

So were his boxers.

“…shit,” he whispered.




His heart pounded. The girls would kill him. Or worse—

 

laugh


 
. He jumped up, stripping his bed as quietly as he could, wadding the sheets into a ball. He opened the door—




And nearly collided with Ava.

She stood in the hallway with a cup of tea, wearing a robe and no shame.

“What’s that?” she asked, eyes darting to the balled-up sheets.

“Uh—nothing. Just, uh, thought I’d do laundry—early morning…?”

She sniffed. “It’s 3 a.m.”

Zoey stepped out behind her, rubbing her eyes. She blinked at the pile in his hands, then covered her mouth.

“Did you… have an accident?”

Taylor’s face burned. “No! I—well—I don’t know, maybe. I was just—”

Ruby appeared too, in a baggy shirt and thigh-high socks, one eyebrow raised.

“Damn. That didn’t take long.”

“What?” Taylor said, voice cracking.




Ava took the sheets from him gently. “Accidents happen, baby boy. But in this house? We

 

handle


 
them.”




She gave a little nod, and Zoey disappeared, returning a moment later with something soft and white in her hands.

“Since this happened once,” Ava said calmly, “we’re going to make sure it doesn’t happen again.”




Taylor’s stomach dropped when he saw the

 

diaper


 
.




Thick. Crinkly. Pastel blue.

“No. No way,” he stammered.

Ruby crossed her arms. “You ruined the sheets. That’s laundry, detergent, bleach. And trust me, Taylor—we’re not cleaning up your piss every night.”

“But it was one time!”

Zoey gave him a gentle smile. “That’s what they all say.”

Ava patted the bed. “Lie down. Let’s do this the easy way.”

He froze.

“I—I’ll just sleep on a towel,” he said, backing away.

Ruby stepped forward. “You’ll do as you’re told, or you’re out. You want to couch surf again? Didn’t think so.”

Ava’s tone stayed soft, but deadly certain. “Lie. Down.”

Taylor’s legs moved before his brain did. The mattress creaked under him.

The diaper unfolded with a loud rustle. He covered his face in shame.

“Good boy,” Zoey whispered.

Ava powdered him like he was a helpless child. Ruby pulled the thick plastic up between his legs and taped it tight. Taylor couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think.




He was in a

 

diaper


 
.




And worst of all… something about it made his heart race in a way he didn’t expect.

“See?” Ruby said, patting the front of it. “That wasn’t so bad.”

“Night-night, baby,” Ava said, turning off the light.

As they left, Taylor curled into the sheets, face hot, pulse pounding.

He didn’t know it yet, but this was only the beginning.






Chapter 2 – Wet Mornings and First Punishments










Taylor woke with his mouth dry and a strange heat in his cheeks. The soft morning light filtered in through the curtain, casting pale shadows across his tiny room.










And then he felt it.










Warm. Heavy. Wet.










No.










His heart skipped. He sat up fast—too fast—and the thick bulk between his thighs crinkled in protest. He peeled back the blanket. The diaper, wrapped snug and humiliating around his waist, had turned a pale, swollen yellow.










He’d wet.











In a diaper.











He couldn’t even remember doing it.










A knock at the door made him flinch.










“Good morning, baby,” Ava called in a sickeningly sweet tone. “Are you decent?”










“No!” he shouted automatically, scrambling to cover himself.










The door opened anyway.










Ava strolled in holding a steaming mug. Behind her, Zoey peeked shyly, holding a folded towel and something that looked suspiciously like… baby wipes.










“I said no!”










Ava rolled her eyes and closed the door behind them. “You said it. But you also agreed to our house rules, remember?”










“I didn’t agree to

 

this


 
.”










She ignored him. “Zoey, go ahead.”










Taylor backed up on the bed as the girl approached, kneeling beside him with the calm, practiced hands of someone who’d done this before. She lifted the blanket.










“Oh, baby,” she said softly. “You

 

soaked


 
it.”










Taylor wanted to disappear.










“I didn’t mean to…”










Ava sipped her coffee and perched on the edge of his desk. “That’s why you wear diapers now, sweetheart. Because you

 

don’t


 
mean to.”










Zoey untaped one side with a gentle rip, then the other. Taylor turned his face to the wall, burning with shame. The cold air hit his soaked skin and he cringed.










“I can do it myself,” he muttered.










“No,” Ava said, flatly. “You don’t get to. Not anymore. House rule #8—if you’re in diapers, you get changed

 

like


 
a baby.”










Zoey wiped him slowly, gently. Her touch was weirdly careful, almost intimate—but it was clinical, too. She wasn’t blushing. She wasn’t flustered. She was

 

used


 
to this.










That terrified him more than anything.










Once he was cleaned, she slid a towel under him and folded a fresh diaper open. It was even thicker than the last one. Soft pink, with faint cartoon bears printed across the front.










“I’m not wearing that,” he said.










“You are,” Ava said. “Unless you’d rather sleep outside.”










“But it’s daytime—”










“And you wet in your sleep,” she snapped. “So until you go

 

three nights dry


 
, you’re in full-time protection. That’s the rule. Don’t like it? Move out.”










He shut up.










Zoey taped it snug, smiling softly. “All done, babygirl.”










That word—

 

babygirl


 
—made his skin crawl.










Ava clapped her hands. “Good. Now we’ll get you some breakfast.”















The Kitchen of Shame











Taylor waddled. He didn’t mean to, but the thickness between his legs made it impossible to walk normally. He followed them into the kitchen, flinching at every crinkle and shift.










Ruby was already there, sipping juice and scrolling her phone.










“Well, look who’s up,” she said, grinning. “And soaked, I bet?”










Ava nodded. “Flooded.”










Ruby got up and poured a glass of juice. “Drink up, baby. It helps with control.”










Taylor narrowed his eyes. “I don’t want juice.”










Ava shrugged. “Then you’re grounded.”










“Grounded from

 

what


 
?”










“From asking for potty breaks. No juice, no permission.”










He blinked. “Permission? To pee?”










Ruby smiled like she’d been

 

waiting


 
for that. “You’re in diapers now, Taylor. You don’t ask to use the toilet. You

 

earn


 
the right.”










“Jesus Christ.”










“Language,” Zoey said sweetly, sliding a bib over his head before he could protest.










“Are you serious?” he growled.










Ruby leaned in. “Don’t talk back unless you want to add ‘spankings’ to the chart.”










“Chart?”










Ava opened a cabinet. Taped to the inside was a glittery pink

 

punishment chart


 
. His name was already written on it in looping script, under the column: “Taylor (Babygirl)”










Three checkmarks were already there:










●

 
       

 
Nighttime accident



 









●

 
       

 
Talked back



 









●

 
       

 
Refused juice



 









“Three strikes,” Ava said. “That means punishment before lunch.”










“I’m not doing anything you—”










Ruby shoved the juice into his hands. “Drink it. Now.”










He drank. He didn’t know why. Maybe because they had him cornered. Maybe because part of him didn’t want to find out what the punishment was.










But it was only beginning.















The First Punishment











After breakfast, they led him to the living room and told him to sit. Ruby plugged in a hair straightener while Ava pulled something from behind the couch.










It was a box full of hair ties, clips, bows…










“No,” Taylor said. “No no no—”










Ruby snapped her fingers. “You want spanking instead?”










He froze.










“Didn’t think so.”










Zoey gently patted the seat. “Sit, babygirl.”










And just like that, they

 

styled


 
him.










Ruby brushed his hair until it was soft and smooth, then split it into two messy

 

pigtails


 
. Ava added pink bows. Zoey dabbed something fruity on his cheeks. They dressed him in a soft oversized shirt that barely covered his diaper.










And then they took

 

pictures


 
.










“You look adorable,” Zoey cooed.










He buried his face in his hands.










“This is your life now,” Ava whispered in his ear. “You earn your way out. Or you get deeper in.”















Later That Night…











They gave him a warm bottle before bed. Watched him drink it. Smiled when he finished.










And when the lights went out and the house fell quiet, Taylor lay in bed, squirming in his diaper, the faint scent of powder clinging to his skin.










He didn’t know if it was the bottle, or the juice, or the embarrassment—but his body felt different.










Heavy. Warm.










When he finally drifted off, he was already wet again.










And this time… they’d be expecting it.









Chapter 3 – Juice Games and Accidents on Command










Taylor woke soaked again.










By now, he didn’t even bother checking. The squish between his thighs as he sat up was answer enough. The thick pink diaper clung to him, heavier than the night before, almost sagging. The scent of powder mixed with something warmer, muskier.










He wanted to tear it off. Throw it away. Pretend this never happened.










But he knew they’d be waiting.














The door creaked open right on cue.










Zoey peeked in, smiling softly. “Morning, sleepy baby. Let's check your diaper, okay?”










He groaned. “I can do it—”










“Nope,” she chirped. “You know the rule. Arms up.”










Like clockwork.










By now, he obeyed. Not because he liked it—but because every protest earned him another mark on that glittery pink punishment chart.










Zoey’s hands were gentle, practiced. She tugged down his blanket, lifted his shirt, and unfastened the tapes with a sharp crinkle.










“Oh wow,” she murmured. “Somebody really needed his diapers last night.”










Taylor burned with shame.










He braced for the others—and sure enough, Ruby and Ava entered a few moments later, chatting over coffee like this was the most casual thing in the world.










“Morning, stinker,” Ruby said, ruffling his hair as he lay there half-naked in a piss-soaked diaper. “Soaked again, huh?”










“He’s regressing faster than we expected,” Ava said, kneeling beside Zoey. “Good girl, Tay.”










“I’m not a girl,” he muttered.










Ruby raised an eyebrow and stepped aside. Ava reached into a drawer and pulled out something new. A small, flesh-toned silicone pacifier on a ribbon clip.










“Don’t like being called babygirl?” she asked.










“No.”










“Then wear this today. You’ll only take it out when you’re spoken to.”










He opened his mouth to argue—and she popped the pacifier in without waiting.










It sealed his protest with a humiliating little suckle.















Breakfast and Dosing











They sat him at the kitchen table like a toddler, legs forced apart by the fresh padding, bib snug around his neck, pacifier clipped and dangling against his chest.










Breakfast was scrambled eggs, toast, and juice. Always the juice.










“Drink all of it,” Ava said, sliding the sippy cup over.










He did. Because refusing it last time had earned him a punishment that still made his cheeks burn: thirty minutes in the corner, diaper fully exposed, with Ruby smacking his bottom every time he dropped the pacifier.










So he drank. And he drank again at lunch. And again at dinner.










They said it was orange juice.










But it tasted… strange. Slightly bitter beneath the sweetness.















By Midweek…











Taylor had wet himself

 

four times


 
during the day. Not even just at night anymore—now, in the middle of the afternoon, while watching Netflix, or brushing his teeth, or reading a textbook, he’d feel it hit: a rush of warmth, soaking his padding without warning.










The worst part? The girls didn’t seem surprised at all.










In fact… they seemed

 

pleased


 
.










Ava checked his diaper every few hours like it was normal. Ruby would slip a hand under his waistband in front of the others, then giggle and whisper, “Still dry—but not for long.” Zoey gave him extra juice whenever he was behaving.










On Thursday night, after his third accident in one day, Ava knelt beside him and whispered, “It’s good that you’re learning to let go. Babies don’t hold it, remember? They don’t need to think. They just

 

release


 
.”










He wanted to scream.










Instead, he just sat there, cheeks flushed, sucking his damn pacifier like a mindless baby.















The Chart & the “Accident Goal”











That weekend, they added a new rule. A new column to the chart.











Daily Wetting Goal: 5 times.






Bonus: 1 messy incident.











Taylor stared at it in disbelief.










“You

 

can’t


 
expect me to…” He trailed off as Ava stepped forward.










She reached into a drawer and pulled out a silver butt plug.










“I can,” she said. “But you

 

can’t


 
expect us to keep cleaning up after you for free.”










He froze.










“Earn your keep, baby,” Ruby added. “If you mess, you get cleaned. If you don’t… you get punished.”










Zoey stepped forward, placing a

 

jar


 
on the table—filled with white powder. She didn’t say what it was. But Taylor

 

knew


 
.










“We’ll start small,” she whispered.















The First Real Accident











It happened on Sunday.










They’d been dosing him with that special “juice” all weekend, adding small spoons of powder to his applesauce, his soup, his milk. And Taylor had felt it building—an uncomfortable pressure in his gut that no squirming could fix.










He held it in for hours, pacing, legs clenched, too scared to lose control.










He asked—

 

begged


 
—for the bathroom.










Ava shook her head. “Only babies who prove they’re big enough can use the potty. And sweetie… you’re very clearly not.”










By evening, his belly cramped, his legs trembled—and then, as he reached for the door to the hallway, it happened.










Loud.










Sudden.










Humiliating.










He froze as the mess exploded into his diaper. Thick. Heavy. Hot. It filled the seat, spreading under him, and the

 

sound


 
of it was unmistakable.










Ruby walked in as he stood there, horrified.










Her smile grew. “Well well… babygirl made her first real messy.”










Taylor couldn’t speak. He couldn’t

 

move


 
.










Ava followed, eyes lighting up. “Time to change the baby, girls.”










Zoey reached for gloves.















That Night











He lay in his crib—yes, they’d replaced his bed now—with a pacifier in his mouth, double diapers between his legs, and a fresh dose of “sleep juice” in his belly.










The new rule was clear:










●

 
       

 
Five wettings a day.



 









●

 
       

 
One messy per week.



 









●

 
       

 
No bathroom without permission.



 









●

 
       

 
Diaper checks every hour.



 









They didn’t even

 

ask


 
him to agree anymore.










Taylor didn’t feel like a student in a shared house anymore.










He felt like their pet.










Their plaything.










Their babygirl.










And deep down, past the shame, past the humiliation, past the faint pulse of arousal and defeat—he wondered:










How much deeper could this go?









Chapter 4 – Outside the Nursery










It started with a skirt.










Zoey laid it across his lap that morning while he sat in the kitchen, diaper crinkling beneath him, legs spread just wide enough to keep the bulk from pressing too hard. The girls had been talking in hushed tones all week—whispering, giggling, plotting.










Now the plan was clear.










“Put it on,” she said softly, like it was the most natural thing in the world.










Taylor blinked. “That’s not—” he looked closer. “That’s not even a skirt. That’s a

 

miniskirt


 
.”










Zoey nodded. “Pink, pleated, and short enough that you’ll need to waddle just to keep the diaper from peeking out.”










“I’m not wearing that outside.”










Ruby stepped into the kitchen with a big smile and tossed a folded hoodie onto the counter. “You are if you want breakfast.”










“I’m not hungry.”










“Good,” Ava said from the doorway, leaning against the frame, arms crossed. “Then you won’t mind skipping lunch, either. And dinner. And bedtime bottle.”










Taylor clenched his jaw.










They always won. Not because he wanted them to—but because they’d taken everything else. He had no money. No family nearby. No other housing options. He couldn’t even use the bathroom without permission.










And part of him… part of him hated how he

 

almost


 
craved the structure.










So he obeyed. He stood up, the thick padding between his legs shifting with a low

 

crunch


 
, and stepped into the skirt. Zoey zipped it up, then helped him into the hoodie.










Ruby tied his hair into neat pigtails.










Ava clipped the pacifier onto his hoodie string. “No talking unless one of us speaks to you first. If you leak, tell us. If you mess… well, we’ll know.”










“Where are we going?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.










“To the store,” Zoey said, as if it were nothing. “You’re going to help us pick out new juice for your ‘little’ tummy.”















The Walk of Shame











Every step outside was torture.










The sun was out. Birds chirped. Normal people—students, parents, kids—walked down the sidewalk, utterly unaware of the humiliated diapered boy in a skirt waddling toward the grocery store.










Or maybe not

 

completely


 
unaware.










Two girls walking past did a double take, staring at him with wide, amused eyes.










“Aw,” one giggled, “cute outfit.”










He turned red, gripping the hem of his hoodie with white knuckles.










“Smile, babygirl,” Ava whispered in his ear. “Or we’ll stop for a photo shoot.”










He forced one. Humiliating. Weak.










His diaper was dry—for now—but the juice doses were hitting faster lately, and the growing pressure in his bladder made every step feel dangerous. He couldn’t trust himself anymore.










They reached the store. Ava pushed a cart, Ruby grabbed a basket, and Zoey took Taylor’s hand like a babysitter.










The worst part?










No one stopped them. No one questioned it.










Just smiles. A few strange looks. But not a single person saw

 

him


 
—a diapered college boy being walked like a toddler.










They only saw what the girls wanted them to see:










A babygirl.















Juice Shopping











They walked him down the baby aisle first.










Zoey held up bottles, comparing nipples. Ava picked out new pacifiers. Ruby tossed a package of

 

training pants


 
into the cart—not for Taylor, she said, but for a “future guest.”










Then came the formula section.










Taylor stood still, legs pressed together, trying not to let the slow leak into his diaper become obvious.










Ruby nudged him. “Are you wet, sweetheart?”










He shook his head. “No.”










Ava reached down and slipped her fingers between his legs right there in the aisle.










“Liar,” she said, grinning. “Just a little dribble… but you’re on your way.”










Taylor wanted to die.










And then he felt it.










A second surge. Uncontrollable. His muscles tensed but the juice had done its job—he couldn't stop it. Warmth spread across his crotch, swelling the padding until it squished audibly with every shift.










Zoey giggled. “Aww… our baby couldn’t wait till we got home.”










Ava patted his head. “That’s what diapers are for.”










They didn’t change him immediately.










They made him finish the trip, waddling through the store with a soaked, sagging diaper beneath his skirt. It bounced slightly with each step, heavier, warmer, clinging to his thighs. He heard it.

 

Felt


 
it. He knew anyone who looked close enough would see the outline.










No one said a word.















Back at the House











The moment the front door closed, Taylor dropped to his knees.










“Please,” he whispered. “Please change me.”










Ava crouched down, cupping his chin. “Say it right.”










He looked up at her, humiliated beyond words. “P-please change my diaper, Mommy.”










“Good girl.”










They changed him right there in the hallway, just inside the door. Ruby laid a mat down. Zoey got the wipes. Ava untaped him like she was unwrapping a present.










It was loud. Public. Humiliating.










“Such a soggy princess,” Zoey whispered.










They wiped him clean, powdered him up, and taped a new diaper on—this one even thicker. Ava whispered something about “party prep,” but he was too out of it to ask.















The Party Announcement











That night, they gathered in the living room while Taylor sat diapered on the floor, legs spread wide, pacifier in his mouth.










Ava stood with a clipboard.










“So,” she said cheerfully, “next weekend is our annual Halloween house party.”










Ruby grinned. “Costumes required.”










Zoey added, “And you already have yours, babygirl.”










Taylor looked up, wide-eyed.










Ava held up a frilly pink onesie. Complete with mittens. Booties. And a matching bonnet.










“You’ll be the centerpiece,” she said. “We’ll introduce you. Feed you. Maybe even let you show everyone your special talent.”










He didn’t have to ask.










He

 

knew


 
what she meant.










His belly tightened. Not from fear—but from that same sick heat that had started burning deeper and deeper every time they treated him like this.










They owned him now.










And next weekend… everyone else would know it too.









Chapter 5 – Prepping the Diaper Doll










The days leading up to the party blurred into a hazy routine of control, padding, and humiliation.










Taylor barely remembered what it felt like to wear underwear. Every morning began with a

 

diaper check


 
, followed by a strict feeding schedule, juice laced with whatever powder the girls had decided to dose him with that day, and increasingly humiliating outfit changes.










His world had shrunk.










Bathroom? Gone.




Privacy? Gone.




Choice? Gone.










And now, with the party only days away, the girls were preparing him for something worse than anything they'd done yet.















The Party Rules











Ava sat him down on the couch—well,

 

placed


 
him there, really, as he was strapped into a pink onesie with thick mittens on his hands—and went over the “Party Protocol.”










Zoey sat beside her, gently braiding his hair into pigtails while Ruby flipped through a party supply catalog, making notes.










“Okay, babygirl,” Ava began. “Here’s what’s going to happen.”










Taylor squirmed, his double-stuffed diaper making it impossible to sit comfortably. “I don’t want—”










“Shhh,” Zoey cooed, slipping a pacifier into his mouth. “Let Mommy talk.”










Ava smiled. “Good girl. Now. You’ll be in your onesie the entire night. No pants. No cover. Everyone’s going to see your diaper. That’s step one.”










Taylor whimpered behind the pacifier.










“Step two,” she continued, “you’ll be fed every thirty minutes. Bottles, baby snacks, prune juice… maybe some

 

special formula


 
Zoey’s working on.”










Zoey giggled. “It’s a mix of fiber, laxative, and electrolyte solution. It’ll keep your tummy nice and

 

active


 
, sweetheart.”










He blushed so hard he thought he might pass out.










“Step three,” Ruby chimed in, “you’re not allowed to leave the party until you’ve had a

 

real


 
accident.”










“W-what?” he gasped behind the paci.










Ava nodded. “You heard us. No mess, no end. Once you’ve had your big diaper moment, we’ll clean you up and send you to bed. Until then? You stay in the center of the room like the little display doll you are.”










Taylor’s legs trembled. His stomach already felt queasy from the constant juice. The idea of

 

losing control


 
in front of strangers made his insides twist.










But that was the point.










They weren’t just humiliating him anymore.










They were

 

breaking


 
him.















Enema Training











That night, they brought him into the bathroom—diapered, gagged, wrists mitt-bound—and bent him gently over the tub.










Ruby held a pink enema bulb like it was a sacred tool.










“You’ve had too much control lately,” she said, filling it with warm, soapy water. “Time to train your tummy.”










He shook his head, eyes wide, struggling against the grip.










Ava stepped in and cupped his cheek. “This isn’t punishment, sweetheart. This is love. We’re making sure you’re ready.”










Zoey pulled down the back of his diaper and spread his cheeks.










Taylor moaned, helpless, as the nozzle slid in and the warm liquid rushed inside. It burned. It bloated. It

 

filled


 
him.










Three rounds. Slow and steady. No release until they said so.










Then they taped him back up, thick and tight, and sat him in the playpen in the corner of the living room.










“Hold it, babygirl,” Ruby whispered in his ear. “Hold it until we say otherwise.”










He did.










For an hour.










Then two.










By the time they let him release, he was crying, begging, squirming in desperation.










And when they finally let go?










They

 

watched


 
.















The Costume Fitting











Two days before the party, they dressed him in his full outfit for the first time.










The pink onesie hugged his body like a second skin. A huge pacifier was strapped between his lips. Frilly socks on his feet. His diaper was so thick it made walking nearly impossible.










And worst of all… his name was stitched across his chest in glittering letters:

 

Babygirl


 
.










Ruby took pictures from every angle. Ava practiced feeding him bottles while he sat in the stroller. Zoey applied light makeup and styled his hair with pink clips and ribbons.










“You’re going to be the talk of the night,” Zoey whispered, tracing a finger along his cheek. “They’ll all love you. Or laugh at you. Or both.”










He couldn’t even speak.










The plug they’d given him that morning was still inside him, throbbing with each step, keeping him clenched and desperate.










And as the girls packed the guest list, printed party flyers, and ordered a three-tiered “baby cake,” Taylor felt the walls of his reality cave in.















The Night Before











The evening before the party, they tucked him into his crib early.










He was double diapered. Plugged. Restrained at the wrists with soft pink cuffs. His bottle was filled with prune-heavy formula, and he had to finish all of it before he could lie back.










They didn’t say a word about the party.










Just soft cooing, strokes of his hair, and whispered things like:










“You’re going to do so good tomorrow, baby.”










“You’ve been such a brave girl.”










“Everyone’s going to see what a little mess you are.”










And as he drifted off, stomach already cramping, a warm dribble leaking into his padding, Taylor knew:










Tomorrow… he would lose everything.










Even the illusion of dignity.









Chapter 6 – The Party










Taylor woke up with his stomach in knots.










It was the morning of the party. His crib smelled faintly of powder and soaked padding, and his diaper was already swollen and warm beneath him. He didn’t even remember wetting—again. It just

 

happened now


 
.










He blinked sleepily as Zoey tiptoed in. She was already dressed in a tight black tank top and lacy panties under a sheer robe. Her makeup was perfect.










“Morning, little one,” she whispered, brushing hair from his eyes. “It’s your big day.”










A chill went through him. Not just fear. Something deeper. Something darker.










He whimpered.










“Shhh,” she cooed, slipping a pacifier between his lips. “We’ll take care of everything. You just need to be a good girl for us. Can you do that?”










He didn’t answer.










So she nodded like he had.















The Final Diaper











They stripped him naked in the living room. By now, he barely flinched—just stood there, arms limp, while Ruby snapped pictures of his pale body, Ava knelt to wipe his soaked crotch clean, and Zoey powdered every inch of him with care.










Then came the thickest diaper yet.










Triple layered.










Crinkly, baby pink, with printed unicorns and hearts across the front.










They slipped in a suppository. He didn’t even fight it.










Ava murmured in his ear, “No plugs tonight. You’re going to

 

ruin


 
this diaper for us.”










Ruby followed up. “The whole house is going to watch, baby. You’ll make your mess in front of everyone.”










He bit down on the pacifier.










He wanted to scream, but part of him knew… it was already too late. He belonged to them.










And they were about to show the world.















Costume Complete











The outfit was horrifyingly perfect.










A tight, frilly pink onesie that barely snapped over his bloated diaper. White thigh-high stockings with bows. Little pink ballet flats. A bib around his neck that read “STINKY GIRL.” Pigtails. Light blush. Shiny lip gloss.










His diaper stuck out past the hem of the onesie, swollen and obvious. Every movement made it crinkle and bounce. Every breath felt like it echoed.










They strapped him into the stroller for his entrance.










“You’re the centerpiece,” Ruby said. “You’re not a guest—you’re the attraction.”















Guests Arrive











By 9pm, the house was packed.










Music pulsed through the walls. Bodies danced and bumped. The kitchen was full of jungle juice and laughing students, most of them drunk by the time they noticed the

 

stroller


 
parked at the center of the room.










“Is that… is that a baby costume?”










“Wait, is that a

 

guy


 
?”










“Oh my god, he’s actually diapered…”










The laughter started slowly. Then it spread like wildfire.










Ava stood beside him, holding a bottle filled with milky-white formula.










“This is our babygirl,” she announced, voice proud, eyes sparkling. “She lives with us. She’s special.”










Taylor’s cheeks burned as she popped the bottle into his mouth. He drank. Because she told him to. Because he couldn’t do anything else.










Phones came out. Photos. Videos.










Someone crouched beside him. “Hey, baby, what’s your name?”










Zoey whispered from behind, “Answer her, sweetheart.”










“…babygirl,” he mumbled.










The girl

 

howled


 
laughing. “What the

 

fuck


 
! This is amazing.”










More people came. They asked him questions. Teased him. One boy poked his diaper and gasped at the squish.










“Did she

 

wet


 
herself?”










“Did she just squirm?”










“Wait, is that a

 

real


 
diaper?”










Ava grinned. “Oh, it’s very real. And she’s not done yet.”















The Mess











It happened just after midnight.










Taylor had been forced to waddle a slow circle through the crowd, being shown off like a prize. Every step made the pressure in his belly worse. Every sip of juice and bottle of formula made the cramps deeper.










He could feel it coming.










Hot. Urgent. Unstoppable.










He clenched.










He begged with his eyes.










Zoey leaned in, whispering, “Don’t fight it. Be good. Let it go.”










And then—he did.










The mess exploded into his diaper. Loud. Warm. Humid. It bubbled and spread, instantly noticeable. His body trembled with the relief, the shame, the surrender.










He froze mid-step.










People stopped dancing.










Then the scent hit.










“Oh my

 

god


 
—did she just—?!”










“No way—did she just

 

shit


 
herself?!”










Ava clapped her hands like a proud mommy. “That’s our girl!”










Phones came out again. Cameras flashing.










Ruby yanked his skirt higher, showing off the swollen, brown-tinged diaper beneath the onesie. “Let’s check her, everyone!”










Taylor moaned, tears streaming down his cheeks, legs shaking. The mess shifted with each breath. He had never felt so

 

helpless


 
in his life.










And something inside him cracked.










Because in that moment—he stopped fighting.















Claimed











They laid him down in the middle of the living room. On a plastic mat. Surrounded by guests, laughing and pointing, cheering and filming.










Zoey wiped his face with a bib while Ava undid the snaps.










Ruby peeled back the diaper, revealing the full, awful truth to the room.










“You did it,” Ava said, brushing her fingers along his soaked thigh. “You finally did it.”










“We’re so proud of you, babygirl,” Zoey whispered. “Now the whole world knows.”










Taylor didn’t move.










Didn’t speak.










He just laid there, legs spread, messy and broken, heart pounding in his ears.










Owned.










Completely.









Chapter 7 – A Walk Through Campus










Taylor stood in the hallway of the house, shaking.










His diaper was thick. Triple-layered again. Ava had chosen his outfit—white thigh-high socks, a soft pastel hoodie that didn’t cover the hem of his onesie, and a short pleated skirt that barely disguised the heavy padding underneath. Every step he took made it crinkle. Every move reminded him that his bladder was

 

not his own anymore


 
.










Ruby checked the waistband of his diaper one last time, slipping a few fingers in with zero shame. “Still dry. Good. Let’s see how long that lasts, babygirl.”










“P-please,” Taylor whispered, glancing toward the front door. “Don’t make me go like this…”










Zoey walked up beside him, smiling as she looped the pacifier ribbon around his neck. “We’re not

 

making


 
you do anything. You’re our babygirl now. This is just who you are.”










Ava zipped up his hoodie and kissed the top of his head. “You're going to be so brave today. We're proud of you.”










He trembled. “What if someone sees?”










Ruby grinned. “That’s the point.”















Arrival











Campus was always busy on Monday mornings. The quad buzzed with students headed to class, loitering with coffee, chatting, studying in little huddles under trees.










Taylor walked between the girls, his thick diaper pushing his legs apart, his skirt bouncing with each step, barely hiding the bulk. Ava held his hand. Ruby carried his diaper bag—open, very visible, with pastel prints and a stuffed bunny clipped to the strap. Zoey walked ahead, scouting the path.










And people

 

looked


 
.










They looked at his pigtails.










His too-thick walk.










His oddly childish clothes.










Some whispered. Others smirked. A few pointed and giggled before looking away. One guy walked past, did a double take, and muttered “Holy shit.”










Taylor kept his head down, face burning, heart pounding.















The Bathroom Denial











Halfway to the library, it hit him.










Pressure. Sudden and cruel. The diuretics from breakfast were kicking in, and his bladder clenched hard. He whimpered, pulling on Ava’s sleeve.










“M-mommy… I need to go. Please. Let me use the—”










She turned, her face a mix of stern and loving. “Where are your potty privileges, sweetheart?”










“I—please—I’m not ready to do this

 

here


 
—”










“Then you’ll hold it. Or not.”










Ruby stopped walking and crouched down in front of him, resting her hands on his padded thighs.










“Baby, listen to me. You’re going to wet your diaper. Right here, outside. And you’re going to

 

smile


 
. Or we’ll take you to the coffee shop patio, sit you in Mommy’s lap, and feed you until you

 

mess


 
it in front of a full crowd. Your choice.”










He stared at her, wide-eyed, trembling.










And then it happened.










His body gave up.










The warmth surged into his diaper, flooding it. He felt it expand, swell, wrap him in soaked humiliation.










Zoey clapped quietly. “Good girl.”










Taylor whimpered. He could

 

feel


 
the sag. Knew it was obvious now. He was standing in the middle of campus, in a wet diaper, surrounded by people who might figure it out any second.















Library Hallway











The girls took him into the back hallway of the campus library, where it was quiet and dim.










Ruby knelt and checked his diaper again, nodding approvingly. “Soaked. Nice and full. You’re leaking soon.”










“W-we should go back—”










“No,” Ava said. “Not yet. You haven’t

 

learned


 
anything until you’re caught.”










That word made his stomach turn.










Caught.










And then—Zoey pointed.










“Her,” she whispered. “She’s in your psych class, right?”










Taylor followed her gaze. His classmate. Julia. Curvy, beautiful, always kind. She was walking toward them, not having seen them yet.










“No. Please,” he begged. “Not her. Please—”










Ava cupped his face. “If you run, you’re grounded. If you cry, we call her over. If you behave, we might let you hide behind Zoey.”










He froze in place, diaper warm and sagging, shame choking his throat.










Julia passed within feet of them.










She looked at him once. Paused.










Smiled.










Then kept walking.















The Shift











Back at the house, they changed him without a word. He lay still, cheeks flushed, the scent of his wet diaper clinging to his skin.










And afterward… something was different.










The girls didn’t tease. They didn’t mock.










They praised.










“You were perfect,” Zoey whispered, stroking his hair. “So brave.”










“Such a good girl,” Ava murmured as she rubbed lotion into his thighs.










Ruby kissed his forehead and smiled. “I think it’s time.”










Taylor blinked up at them. “Time for what?”










“To make it official,” Ava said. “You’re not Taylor anymore. That name’s not yours. It hasn’t been for a long time.”










Zoey pulled out a collar—soft pink, velvet, with a tiny silver heart tag.










It read:

 

BABYGIRL


 
.










Ruby buckled it around his neck. “Welcome to your new life.”










And this time, when they called him babygirl…










He didn’t flinch.









Chapter 8 – Diapers in Class










The sun had barely risen when Ava entered the nursery. Taylor was already awake, curled up in his crib, his pacifier bobbing rhythmically between his lips. His diaper was soaked—again—and the scent of overnight wetness lingered in the warm air of the room.










Ava opened the crib rail with a soft

 

click


 
and looked down at him, her voice smooth and confident. “Morning, sweetheart. Time to wake up for school.”










Taylor blinked, groggy, the weight of the day already pressing down on him.










School.










He hadn’t been back to class since the party. Not like this. Not fully owned, collared, and

 

diaper-dependent


 
. But today wasn’t negotiable. Ava, Ruby, and Zoey had made that painfully clear.















The Morning Routine











Zoey was waiting in the bathroom with a changing mat, a bowl of warm water, wipes, and a bottle of baby lotion. Taylor shuffled in behind Ava, the thick squish of his overnight diaper announcing every step. She stripped him slowly, lovingly, while Ruby leaned in the doorway, arms crossed and grinning.










"Still no dry nights," Ruby teased. "Tsk tsk. You’ll never earn your panties back at this rate."










Taylor didn’t reply. He just laid down, legs parted, while Zoey cleaned him thoroughly, wiping between his thighs and under his balls with slow, maternal precision. Every moment was humiliating—yet disturbingly routine.










They dressed him in

 

layers


 
this morning: first a thick daytime diaper with pastel animal prints, then a booster pad, then a pair of baby-pink plastic pants. Next came the outfit: white thigh-high socks with frills, a pleated blush-pink skirt, and a hoodie that barely reached his hips. On the front, in cursive embroidery, it read:

 

“Babygirl.”











His collar was buckled tight with the little silver tag chiming softly.










Ruby slid a pacifier clip onto the neck string. “Just in case you forget who you are.”















The Walk to Campus











They walked him to school like a toddler—Ava on one side holding his hand, Zoey on the other with his diaper bag, Ruby trailing behind with a knowing smirk. It was early enough that the sidewalks weren’t packed, but people still passed by. Cyclists. Joggers. Students yawning with coffee.










And every single one of them noticed.










Some stared. Some double-taked. One girl did a full body turn and whispered to her friend behind her hand.










Taylor kept his eyes locked on the pavement, heart thudding with each humiliating step. His diaper crinkled with every shift of his hips, and the bulk pushed his legs apart just enough to turn every stride into a forced waddle.










By the time they reached campus, he was already sweating.










“You’re doing amazing,” Zoey whispered, patting his padded bottom through the skirt. “Just a little longer.”















Class Begins











Psych 102. Large lecture hall. Tiered seats. Sixty students.










Taylor shuffled to the back row, the safest place to hide. Or so he thought.










Julia was already there.










She turned and smiled. “Hey, you! Long time no see.”










He hesitated, panic flaring. “H-hi…”










She patted the seat next to her. “Come on. Sit with me.”










He did. Slowly. Carefully. The moment he sat, the squish of his diaper against the plastic seat made him flinch. Julia noticed. Her head tilted, curious.










Then she leaned in close and whispered, “You smell like baby powder again.”










His face turned red.










She grinned. “It’s kinda cute.”















Losing Control











The first thirty minutes of class passed in a blur. Taylor tried to focus on the lecture, on the slides about cognitive conditioning, but his mind was elsewhere. On the warm, persistent pressure growing in his bladder. On the way his thighs stuck to the plastic seat. On Julia’s occasional glances.










And then… it happened.










A sudden, sharp cramp. A cold sweat broke across his forehead.










He clutched his thighs together.










Zoey’s breakfast formula.










Ruby’s bedtime warning.










“You’ll be in class when you go. Everyone will know. And you won’t get to hide.”










He raised a trembling hand and texted Ruby under the desk:













please can i use the bathroom pls pls im begging















She replied instantly:













no. you know the rules. babies use their diapers. unless you want a spanking right there in front of everyone?















He dropped the phone.










His body tensed.










And then gave up.










The warmth exploded between his legs. He wet himself in a slow, uncontrollable rush that bloomed across the padding and grew heavier and warmer by the second. He couldn’t stop it. Couldn’t even slow it down.










He just sat there, cheeks blazing, diaper swelling under him, while sixty students listened to a lecture on behavioral patterns.















Noticed











Julia turned again. Her nose twitched. Her eyes widened.










“Oh my god,” she whispered. “You just… are you wetting yourself?”










Taylor didn’t answer.










She blinked. Then smiled. Slowly. “You really are their baby.”










Before he could respond, she reached under the table and

 

patted


 
the front of his skirt.











Squish.











“Yup,” she whispered. “That’s soaked.”















Back at the House











The girls didn’t ask if he had an accident. They knew.










They laid him down in the living room and changed him without comment. Zoey wiped slowly. Ava kissed his forehead. Ruby hummed while logging the time and location of the accident into a pink laminated

 

progress chart


 
titled:











BABYGIRL’S POTTY PERFORMANCE – WEEK 3











Julia sat nearby, sipping tea.










“He didn’t even try to hide it,” she said, amused. “He just sat there and soaked.”










Ava nodded. “Good girl.”










“Mess next time?” Julia asked.










Ruby smiled. “Definitely.”










Taylor whimpered. They all smiled.









Chapter 9 – No Longer Hiding










Taylor’s diaper rustled as he shifted in the highchair. His wrists were bound with soft padded cuffs, his ankles locked to the chair legs, and a plastic tray pressed against his stomach. The bottle in his mouth had been refilled twice already—Zoey’s special formula, thick with fiber, sugar, and something that made him feel

 

floaty


 
.










Outside, the sun had set, casting an amber glow across the living room. Inside, he was the centerpiece of his own nursery nightmare.










Ruby was spoon-feeding him mashed carrots, one slow humiliating bite at a time. Each time he tried to turn his head, she pinched his cheeks together.










“Open wide, babygirl,” she’d say sweetly. “Good girls finish every bite.”










Ava sat on the couch with a notepad, documenting feeding times, reactions, and every detail of Taylor’s digestion schedule like a devoted researcher.










And Julia—

 

Julia


 
—sat beside her with her legs crossed, sipping tea like she’d always belonged here.










“This highchair’s perfect,” she said, watching Taylor squirm. “It’s like he was made for it.”










“He was,” Zoey said from the kitchen, prepping another bottle. “We just helped him remember.”















More Than a Guest











Julia wasn’t just a visitor anymore.










She’d spent the last three evenings with them—watching, learning, touching. On Tuesday, she helped with his morning change. On Wednesday, she held his leash during his public walk. Today, she fed him his dinner while cooing praise every time he swallowed.










Taylor didn’t know how to process her. She wasn’t cruel like Ruby, or sweet like Zoey, or commanding like Ava.










She was curious. Observant. Dangerous in a different way.










“You’re adapting so well,” she whispered after the girls left him alone with her for a moment. She gently brushed a crumb from his lip. “You’re not even trying to hide anymore. That’s good. Real babies don’t lie to themselves.”










He flushed. Tried to speak through the pacifier. She just smiled and pressed a finger to his lips.










“Shhh. Just let go.”















Public Training, Phase Two











That night, the girls added a new layer to his training.










“No more classes without public exposure,” Ava said, writing it on the chalkboard wall. “From now on, every day includes at least one visible diaper check, one bottle feeding, and one humiliating outing.”










Taylor’s stomach dropped.










Ruby grinned. “Tomorrow, we’re going to the student café.”










Zoey held up his new outfit: a onesie with a locking crotch flap, a flouncy denim skirt, and a pacifier harness that clipped to his collar. “You’ll order your drink like everyone else. You’ll wait in line. And if you mess? You

 

mess.


 
”










Ava added, “No excuses. No exceptions. You’re our diapered little girl now, and it’s time everyone saw that.”















Later That Night











They dressed him for bed in triple-thick night diapers and fuzzy footed pajamas. The bulge between his legs was ridiculous—he could barely waddle. Ruby slipped a suppository inside him as Zoey held his hands, whispering that he was doing so well, that they were proud, that good babies didn’t ask for permission anymore.










He was tucked into his crib with mittens, collar, and his paci strapped tight.










Julia stayed by the crib while the others cleaned up.










“You’re not scared anymore,” she said softly, brushing his hair. “You’re just embarrassed. That’s progress.”










Taylor stared at the ceiling, heart thudding. He didn’t know what he was anymore.










She leaned in and kissed his forehead.










“Tomorrow, you’ll be brave again.”









Chapter 10 – The Café Incident










The morning air was sharp and cool as Taylor stepped onto campus. His pacifier bobbed gently from its clip. His skirt swayed with every thick-crinkled step. And his diaper… already wet.










He hadn’t even noticed when it happened.










Ava tugged gently on the leash. “Keep up, babygirl.”










Students passed in clusters. Some gave second glances. Others whispered. One girl actually gasped and pointed as they neared the café patio.










Zoey smiled. “Looks like your fanbase is growing.”










They sat him at a patio table in full view. Ruby went inside to order for him while Zoey unpacked his bottle and Ava spread out a small changing mat on the grass nearby—

 

just in case


 
, she said sweetly.










Taylor tugged at the hem of his skirt, trying to sit still. The soggy padding beneath him squelched slightly.










Then Julia arrived.










She leaned over, kissed his cheek, and whispered, “Ready?”










He nodded. He didn’t know why. He wasn’t ready. But he was past the point of no.










Ruby returned with a bottle of juice and a sugar cookie shaped like a bunny.










And then it happened.










Mid-bottle.










The cramps struck hard and fast—like thunder. His body tensed. His fingers dug into the table.










Ava’s voice drifted to him calmly. “Don’t clench. That’s not your job anymore. Just let it happen.”










His legs spread. His diaper bulged. Heat flooded the seat. Mess bloomed and squished between his thighs.










He filled it. Fully. Loudly. And didn’t even cry.










People noticed.










A few walked away.










One girl laughed out loud.










Julia stroked his arm. “There you go.”










Ruby whispered in his ear, “Everyone saw. Everyone knows. And you didn’t stop it.”















The Clean-Up Ceremony











Back home, they changed him in the backyard under the sun. Not in secret. Not with pity. Like a ritual.










Julia did the wiping this time. Slowly. Carefully. Lovingly.










Ruby filmed.










Ava read from a list of new rules.










Zoey sang.










By the time he was clean, powdered, and re-diapered, something had cracked in him.










Or maybe…

 

unraveled


 
.










He reached for his pacifier on his own.










Ava smiled. “That’s our girl.”










Ruby kissed his cheek. “Welcome home, baby.”










Julia laid him back and whispered, “We’re just getting started.”
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