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Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.
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As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book
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It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.
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– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Download

Alex slumped into the ergonomic chair that had cost him far too much and delivered far too little comfort. The clock on his laptop read 22:47. Outside the tall apartment windows in New York, the streetlights painted sodium-orange streaks across wet cobblestones. Another Thursday bleeding into Friday, another evening when the to-do list had won and he had lost.

He rubbed the bridge of his nose. The skin there felt permanently indented from his blue-light glasses. Emails from three different time zones still sat unread. Slack notifications had finally stopped pinging only because he had long ago silenced the app on his phone. His neck ached in that special way that said he was thirty-one going on forty-five. Burnout was no longer a buzzword; it was his baseline.

That was when the advertisement appeared.

Not in a banner, not in a pop-under. Right in the middle of his YouTube recommendations, between a twenty-minute lo-fi hip-hop mix and yet another video titled “How I Manage Stress as a Remote Developer” that he would never watch. The thumbnail was simple: a soft-focus woman with kind eyes floating in pastel mist, one finger pressed to smiling lips. Text overlay in gentle serif:

GlowMind

Deep Relaxation in Just 5 Minutes

No Ads • No Subscriptions (Yet) • 4.9 stars (127k)

The play button pulsed invitingly.

Alex almost scrolled past. Almost.

Something about the color palette—lavender fading into baby pink fading into cream—felt like a cool hand on the back of his overheating brain. He clicked.

The video was thirty seconds long. No hard sell. Just the woman, voice like warm honey poured over velvet, saying:

“Hi. I’m Lila. If your mind feels like a browser with forty-seven tabs open, GlowMind was made for you. Five minutes. Eyes closed. Breathing guided. No chanting, no gimmicks. Just peace. Thousands are falling asleep easier, waking up calmer. Want to try it tonight?”

A button appeared at the end: Download Free – iOS / Android / Web

He tapped the Android link without thinking.

The Play Store page loaded instantly.

GlowMind: Deep Relaxation & Mindfulness

Free

In-app purchases optional

4.9 stars (127,432 reviews)

Contains ads? No

Data safety: Minimal data collection

Reviews scrolled by in a comforting blur:

“Best sleep I’ve had in years.”

“Feels like someone is actually holding space for me.”

“Finally something that quiets the noise in my head.”

“5 minutes and I’m out like a light. Thank you.”

Alex snorted softly. “Yeah, right.”

But he hit Install anyway.

The app was small, barely 38 MB. It installed in twelve seconds. Icon: a stylized glowing crescent moon cradling a single droplet of light. Cute without being cloying.

He opened it.

A clean white screen greeted him. Soft gradient border in exactly those same pastel tones. One large button in the center:

Start Your First Glow

Below it, smaller text:

New here? Begin with the 5-Minute Welcome Journey.

No account needed. Just breathe.

Alex kicked off his sneakers, dimmed the overhead light to a single desk lamp, and lay back on the couch. The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of his PC fans and the occasional distant bicycle bell outside. He plugged in wired earbuds, Bluetooth always felt too detached, and tapped the button.

Darkness. Then a faint heartbeat pulse in the background. Slow. Steady.

Lila’s voice returned, closer now, intimate, like she was sitting on the arm of the couch beside him.

“Hello, sweet one. I’m so glad you’re here.”

Alex’s eyebrows lifted. Sweet one? A little familiar for minute zero, but okay. Wellness culture loved its pet names.

“Find a comfortable position. You can sit, lie down, even curl up if that feels nicest tonight. No wrong answers. Just let your body choose.”

He stretched out fully, head on the throw pillow that still smelled faintly of last week’s laundry detergent.

“Close your eyes if you’d like. Or soften your gaze. Whatever feels safest.”

He closed them.

“Take a slow breath in through your nose, feel your belly rise, hold for three, and let it sigh out through your mouth. Good. Again.”

The binaural beats began, very low, almost sub-audible. Left ear slightly lower pitch than right. A gentle rocking sensation, like being cradled in a hammock that wasn’t really there.

“Another breath. In, hold, out. Let any tightness in your shoulders just melt. You don’t have to do anything. You don’t have to fix anything. You’re allowed to simply be.”

Alex felt the first unexpected sensation: warmth. Not surface heat, but something spreading from the center of his chest outward, down his arms, pooling behind his navel. Pleasant. Almost embarrassingly pleasant.

Lila’s voice dropped half an octave, softer still.

“That’s perfect. You’re doing beautifully. Every breath carries you a little deeper, a little softer, a little smaller.”

Smaller? The word registered somewhere in the back of his mind, but the thought dissolved before it could sharpen into a question.

The beats thickened. A second layer appeared, something like wind chimes made of glass, very distant. Underneath them, almost lost in the mix, a whisper so faint he wasn’t sure it was real:

“…let go… good… so good…”

He couldn’t tell if it was part of the track or his own brain supplying comfort.

“Imagine a warm, pink light surrounding you. Soft. Safe. Like being wrapped in the coziest blanket you’ve ever known. Let that light hold all the weight you’ve been carrying. You don’t need to hold it anymore.”

The warmth in his belly intensified, sliding lower. A faint, lazy stirring behind the fly of his jeans. Not urgent. Just interested. Alex shifted his hips once, trying to ignore it. Meditation wasn’t supposed to do that, was it?

But Lila didn’t comment. She only purred,

“Beautiful. Just feel. No need to think. Thinking is so heavy. Feeling is so light.”

Another breath cycle. In, hold, out.

The whispers returned, still barely there:

“…clitties feel nice when they’re safe… safe and small…”

Alex frowned behind closed lids. Clitties? That couldn’t be right. Must be a misheard lyric or some ambient vocal sample. His brain was tired; it filled in nonsense sometimes.

The track continued without pause.

“Let your hands rest wherever they feel happiest. On your tummy, on your thighs, wherever they want to be. No rules.”

His right hand drifted down almost on its own, palm flat against his lower stomach. The pressure felt good. Grounding. The stirring below thickened into a gentle, pulsing awareness.

“Five more slow breaths, and when you’re ready, come back gently. Wiggle fingers, toes, open your eyes whenever you like.”

The beats faded. The chimes dissolved. Lila’s voice became crisp again.

“Welcome back, darling. How do you feel?”

Alex opened his eyes. The apartment looked the same, same lamp, same shadows, but everything seemed softer at the edges. His skin tingled pleasantly, like he had just stepped out of a warm bath. Between his legs, the half-hard state had settled into something cozy rather than demanding. Not urgent enough to deal with. Just nice.

He pulled the earbuds out. Glanced at the timer: 5:03.

A new screen popped up:

Journey Complete!

You’ve taken your first step toward deeper calm.

How do you feel right now?

[1–5 stars]

(optional journal prompt: What melted away tonight?)

He tapped four stars. Hesitated. Then typed:

“Really floaty? Weirdly good. Neck doesn’t hurt as much.”

Send.

A shower of pastel confetti animated across the screen. A soft chime.

Thank you for sharing, sweet one.

See you tomorrow? We have a special 7-minute Deep Release waiting just for you.

Alex snorted again, but it was softer this time. Fond, almost.

He locked the phone, set it face-down on the coffee table. Stood up. Stretched. His body felt loose, liquid. He padded to the bedroom in socked feet, brushed his teeth, changed into boxers and an old band shirt. Climbed under the duvet.

Before he turned off the lamp, he glanced back at the phone. The GlowMind icon sat innocently on the home screen, moon cradling its little droplet.

He tapped it once more, just to check.

A tiny notification badge: 1

He opened it.

Quick goodnight message from Lila

“Sleep deeply tonight, precious. You deserve to feel small and safe. I’ll be right here when you wake up.”

Alex stared at the words for several seconds.

Precious.

Small and safe.

His thumb hovered over the screen. A faint pulse of warmth returned to his belly.

He locked the phone again. Turned off the light.

In the dark, lying on his back, he noticed his right hand had returned to rest low on his stomach. Not moving. Just there.

He didn’t move it.

The last thought before sleep took him was simple, drowsy, unexamined:

Huh. That actually felt really nice.

Outside, New York was quiet. Inside Alex’s head, something very soft had begun to hum.

He drifted off faster than he had in months. No racing thoughts about tomorrow’s stand-up, no mental rehearsal of difficult emails. Just the slow, even rhythm of his own breathing, echoing the heartbeat pulse he could still feel faintly in his memory.

When his alarm went off at 7:15 the next morning, the first thing he did, before coffee, before checking Slack, was reach for his phone and open GlowMind.

The home screen welcomed him with a new daily prompt:

Good morning, sweet one.

Ready for your 7-minute Deep Release?

It’s waiting just for you.

Alex smiled without meaning to.

He tapped Start.


Chapter 2: The Tingle Begins

Alex woke to the soft chime of his phone alarm at 7:15, the same tone he had set years ago and never bothered to change. Sunlight slanted through the half-closed blinds in thin, pale bars across the duvet. For once he did not immediately feel the familiar weight of dread at the thought of opening Slack. Instead there was a curious lightness in his limbs, as though someone had quietly turned down the volume on every muscle.

He reached for the phone out of pure habit. The GlowMind icon was already waiting at the top of his notifications, the little moon droplet glowing with a gentle insistence. He tapped it before coffee, before even sitting up fully.

Good morning, sweet one.

Ready for your 7-minute Deep Release?

It’s waiting just for you.

No pressure, no guilt trip. Just that calm invitation. Alex felt the corners of his mouth lift without permission. He propped himself against the headboard, pulled the covers up to his waist, plugged in the earbuds still tangled on the nightstand from last night, and pressed Start.

The screen dimmed to a soft lavender. Lila’s voice eased in like warm water filling a bath.

“Good morning, darling. Let’s begin right where you are. No need to move yet. Just breathe with me.”

The heartbeat pulse returned, slower than yesterday, more deliberate. Inhale on the left channel, exhale on the right, creating that same gentle rocking. Alex closed his eyes and followed without resistance.

“Feel the bed holding you. Feel how safe it is to let your body sink. You don’t have to earn this rest. You already deserve it.”

The warmth arrived faster this time, blooming in the center of his chest and spreading downward in lazy waves. By the second breath cycle it had reached his lower belly, settling there like a small sun. Pleasant. Undemanding. He noticed his breathing had deepened on its own.

Lila’s tone softened further.

“Today we’re going to practice letting go of tension you didn’t even know you were carrying. Start at the top of your head. Let any tightness in your scalp just dissolve. Good. Now your forehead. Smooth it out. Let the little lines between your brows soften. Perfect.”

She guided him downward, inch by inch. Jaw unclench. Shoulders drop. Arms heavy. Hands loose. When she reached his pelvis, her voice took on an almost imperceptible lilt.

“Now the lower belly. So much tension lives here, doesn’t it? All the holding, all the control. Let it go. Let the warmth spread. Let everything soften and open. You’re safe. You’re allowed to feel small and soft and tingly.”

There it was again. That word: small. It floated past like a bubble, popping before Alex could catch it. But the tingle stayed. A delicate, electric shimmer that started just behind his navel and drifted lower, curling around the base of his cock like invisible fingers brushing silk. Not a full erection, not yet. Just an awakening. A gentle, curious pulsing that matched the slow rhythm of the binaural beats.

Alex shifted once under the covers. The movement only made the sensation spread, warm tendrils sliding along the insides of his thighs. He exhaled through his nose, surprised at how good it felt to simply notice rather than chase or suppress.

Lila continued, unruffled.

“Beautiful. Feel that gentle tingle wherever it wants to go. No need to name it. No need to do anything with it. Just let it be there. Let it remind you how nice it feels to relax every part of you.”

The whispers began again, layered so deeply into the soundscape that they might have been his own half-formed thoughts.

“…tingly is good… tingly means you’re letting go… clitties love to tingle when they’re safe…”

Alex’s brow creased for half a second. Clitties. There it was again. Definitely not a real word. Probably some glitch in the vocal processing, or maybe a background vocal sample warped by the binaural effect. His tired mind was playing tricks. He let the question dissolve.

The track moved on.

“Now bring your awareness to your most sensitive places. No judgment. Just gentle attention. Feel how warm they are. How soft. How perfectly they respond when you stop trying to control them.”

The tingle sharpened into something sweeter, a slow-building hum that made his hips want to rock forward just a fraction. He didn’t. He stayed still, letting the sensation build on its own. His cock thickened lazily against the cotton of his boxers, not straining, just present. The warmth pooled behind his balls, heavy and comforting.

Lila’s voice dropped to a near-whisper.

“Seven slow breaths now. With each one, let that tingle grow a little brighter. Let it remind you how good it feels to be open. To be soft. To be taken care of.”

One. The warmth pulsed.

Two. His thighs trembled faintly.

Three. A single bead of pre-cum dampened the fabric.

Four. His breathing hitched.

Five. The tingle became a gentle throb.

Six. He felt small, somehow. Cocooned.

Seven. The entire lower half of his body hummed with quiet pleasure.

“And now gently come back. Wiggle your fingers. Wiggle your toes. When you’re ready, open your eyes.”

Alex blinked slowly. The bedroom looked brighter, the edges of everything a little blurred with softness. His skin felt alive, every inch awake and sensitive. Between his legs the half-erection lingered, warm and unhurried, tenting the duvet just enough to be noticeable if he looked down. He didn’t.

He pulled the earbuds free. The timer read 7:02.

A new screen appeared:

Journey Complete!

You let go so beautifully today.

How does your body feel right now?

[1–5 stars]

(optional journal prompt: Where did the tingle travel?)

He tapped five stars without hesitation. Typed:

“Whole body feels awake? In a good way. Relaxed but energized. Weird but nice.”

Send.

A soft chime. The screen glowed briefly.

Thank you for sharing, sweet one.

You’re doing wonderfully.

We’ll see you tonight for something even deeper.

Alex set the phone down and stretched. His spine popped in three places, a satisfying sound. He swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood. The movement sent a final, lingering ripple of that tingle through his groin. He paused, surprised at how pleasant it was to feel it echo.

Coffee first. Then shower. Then work.

But as he padded barefoot to the kitchen, he caught himself humming. Not a song he recognized. Just a low, contented sound, almost a lullaby without words. He stopped, laughed at himself, and kept walking.

The day unfolded in a strange, gentle haze.

Stand-up meeting at nine. Normally he dreaded the forced cheer, the performative “yesterday I finished X, today I’ll tackle Y.” Today the words came easily. His voice sounded softer to his own ears. His camera stayed off—he always kept it off—but when a colleague joked about his “chill vibe,” Alex only smiled and said, “Yeah, trying something new.”

No one pressed.

Lunch was a sandwich at his desk. Halfway through he realized his free hand had drifted to his lap, resting lightly over the fly of his jeans. Not rubbing. Just there. The pressure felt grounding. He left it until he finished eating.

Afternoon dragged the way afternoons always did, but the usual irritability never arrived. When a bug refused to reproduce, he didn’t swear at the screen. He simply closed his eyes for thirty seconds, breathed the way Lila had taught him, and felt that faint warmth return. The bug revealed itself two minutes later.

By evening his neck had stopped aching entirely.

He cooked pasta—nothing fancy, just garlic and chili flakes—and ate standing at the counter. The fork twirled automatically. His mind wandered back to the morning session. To the way the tingle had moved through him like slow honey. To how safe it had felt to let his body respond without agenda.

After dishes he sat on the couch again. Phone in hand. GlowMind waiting.

He didn’t open it immediately. He told himself he should wait until bedtime, make it a ritual. But the icon glowed softly, and his thumb hovered.

A new notification slid down:

Evening check-in, sweet one.

Feeling ready for another glow?

No pressure. Only if it feels good.

Alex exhaled through his nose. It did feel good. Better than good. It felt necessary.

He tapped the app.

A new session waited: 10-Minute Evening Unwind.

He plugged in the earbuds. Dimmed the lights. Lay back.

Lila’s voice greeted him like an old friend.

“Hello again, darling. Let’s melt the day away together.”

The heartbeat pulse began. The warmth arrived almost instantly.

And somewhere beneath the layers of sound, so faint it might have been imagination, the whispers continued their patient work.

Alex let his head rest against the cushion. His right hand settled once more on his lower stomach, palm down, fingers splayed. The tingle from the morning had never really left; it simply waited, patient, ready to bloom again at the slightest encouragement.

Tonight it bloomed faster.


Chapter 3: Thumb Time

The week slipped by in a rhythm Alex had not anticipated. Mornings began with GlowMind before his feet even touched the floor. Evenings ended with it after the laptop lid closed. The sessions grew longer by one or two minutes each day, as though the app were gently stretching the time he was willing to give. He did not fight it. Why would he? The lightness in his chest, the absence of that constant low-grade panic, felt like a gift he had finally learned to accept.

By Wednesday he had completed fourteen sessions in six days. The numbers glowed on the progress screen like small badges of quiet achievement. He had never been one for streaks or gamification, but something about seeing the little moon icons fill in one after another made him tap the app first thing each morning with a soft, private satisfaction.

Thursday afternoon found him in the middle of a video call with the product team. The discussion was routine: sprint planning, blockers, velocity charts. Alex’s camera remained off, as always. He sat at his desk in a faded hoodie, one earbud in so he could hear Lila if a notification came through. It rarely did during the day, but the possibility felt comforting.

Halfway through someone’s update about API rate limits, Alex’s free hand drifted upward almost without conscious direction. His thumb brushed his lower lip. Then, as though testing a texture he had forgotten existed, he slipped the tip inside his mouth.

He froze.

The sensation was immediate and strangely familiar. Warm. Soft. The slight pressure against his tongue grounded him in a way the conversation never could. He did not suck—not really—just rested the thumb there, lips loosely closed around it, breathing slowly through his nose.

On screen the velocity chart scrolled. Someone asked for his input on the next ticket priority.

Alex blinked, pulled his thumb free with a faint, wet sound he hoped the microphone had not caught, and leaned toward the built-in mic.

“Uh, yeah. I’d bump the auth refactor to next sprint. It’s blocking two other tickets and we keep hitting the same edge cases.”

His voice came out softer than usual, almost gentle. No one commented. The conversation moved on.

But the thumb returned.

Not immediately. Five minutes later, during a long silence while the designer shared her screen, it crept back. This time he let it stay longer. The pad pressed lightly against the roof of his mouth. A tiny, reflexive suck—barely more than a swallow—sent a warm ripple down his spine. The same tingle from the morning sessions answered, lazy and approving, curling low in his belly.

He told himself it was only a nervous habit. Everyone had one. Some people twirled pens. Some tapped feet. He was just… self-soothing. That was a wellness term, wasn’t it? Totally normal.

The call ended at 15:42. Alex closed the laptop, stood, stretched. His thumb was still damp when he wiped it on his hoodie sleeve. He stared at the wet spot for a second, then laughed under his breath. Ridiculous. He was ridiculous.

Yet when he sat on the couch an hour later to start the evening session, the thumb found its way back almost instantly.

Tonight’s track was labeled “Comfort Anchor – 12 Minutes.” Lila’s voice opened with her usual warmth.

“Hello, precious. Tonight we’re going to find a gentle anchor—something small and safe you can return to whenever the world feels too loud. Something that reminds your body it’s okay to rest. Okay to be held.”

The heartbeat pulse began. Alex lay back, knees drawn up slightly, phone resting on his chest. His right hand settled near his face without thought.

“Let your hand find a place that feels comforting. Maybe your cheek. Maybe your lips. Wherever it wants to go. There is no wrong choice.”

His thumb slid between his lips again. This time he did not fight it. The warmth of his own mouth enveloped the digit. A slow, instinctive suck followed—soft, rhythmic, barely audible.

Lila continued.

“Many of us carry tension in the mouth and jaw. All day we hold words back, we bite our tongues, we clench against what we cannot say. Now we’re going to let that go. Let your tongue soften. Let your lips relax around whatever feels nicest. Suck gently if it helps. There is no shame here. Only relief.”

The whispers layered in beneath her words, so faint they blended with the chimes.

“…suck and relax… good babies suck… thumb or paci, it’s all the same… safe and small…”

Alex’s brow furrowed for a moment. Paci? That was new. Another audio artifact, surely. He let it drift away.

The sucking became steadier. Not frantic. Not sexual, exactly. More like a reflex he had forgotten he possessed. Each gentle pull sent tiny waves of calm through his chest, down his arms, settling in his groin with that now-familiar tingle. His cock stirred lazily in his sweatpants, thickening against the soft fabric without urgency. He did not touch it. He did not need to. The thumb was enough.

“Feel how the rhythm soothes you. In… out… in… out. Like breathing, but sweeter. Let every suck remind you that thinking can wait. Feeling comes first.”

He sucked in time with the heartbeat pulse. Slow. Even. The tingle deepened, spreading until his balls felt heavy and warm, his shaft half-hard and sensitive to the slightest shift of cotton. Pre-cum dampened the waistband. He exhaled around his thumb, a small, contented sound escaping.

The track wound down.

“Whenever you need calm today, tomorrow, anytime… bring your thumb back. Or whatever feels like home. It’s yours. It’s safe. It’s perfect for you.”

Alex opened his eyes slowly. The living room was dim, lit only by the streetlights filtering through the blinds. His thumb slipped free with a faint pop. He stared at it, glistening, then wiped it absently on his thigh.

He felt… floaty. Not high. Not drunk. Just deeply, pleasantly adrift.

The journal prompt appeared:

What felt like home tonight?

He typed without overthinking:

“My thumb. Sounds dumb but it really helped. Like an anchor.”

Send.

Thank you for sharing, sweet one.

You’re listening to your body so beautifully.

Tomorrow we’ll explore even softer places.

Alex set the phone aside. He did not stand right away. Instead he stayed on the couch, knees still drawn up, right hand resting near his mouth. After a minute the thumb returned, just the tip between his lips, no pressure, just presence.

He fell asleep like that—half-reclined, thumb in mouth, sweatpants tented softly, a small damp spot spreading at the front.

When he woke at 3:17 a.m. to use the bathroom, the thumb was still there. He padded down the hall with it in place, not questioning, not embarrassed. Only after he washed his hands did he catch his reflection in the mirror: hair mussed, eyes heavy-lidded, thumb glistening between parted lips.

He paused.

Then he smiled—small, sleepy, private.

Back in bed he curled on his side, brought the thumb back, and drifted off again in under thirty seconds.

Friday morning the alarm chimed at 7:15. Alex reached for the phone, thumb already in place from sleep.

Good morning, precious.

Ready to sink a little deeper today?

He tapped Start without removing the thumb.

The session began.

And the tingle answered immediately, brighter than ever.


Chapter 4: Notification Tease

Friday bled into the weekend without the usual jolt of relief Alex usually felt when the calendar flipped. Instead the transition felt seamless, almost gentle, as though the days themselves had softened around the edges. He spent Saturday morning in pajamas he had not bothered to change out of since Thursday night—soft gray sweatpants and the same faded hoodie. No plans. No urgency. Just the quiet hum of the apartment and the occasional chirp of his phone.

GlowMind had already sent its morning greeting at 7:15 sharp.

Good morning, precious.

Your body is asking for a quick reset today.

Shall we give it what it wants?

He had tapped Start before the kettle finished boiling. The session was only eight minutes—labeled “Mid-Morning Softening”—but it left him sitting cross-legged on the bed afterward with his thumb back in his mouth and a lazy, persistent warmth low in his belly. The half-hard state had become almost routine now: not demanding attention, just quietly present, like a background app he no longer closed.

He did not jerk off. He had not since Wednesday. The urge was there, certainly, but it felt… different. Less sharp. More diffuse. Like the arousal belonged to his whole body rather than one insistent point. He let it simmer instead, enjoying the low buzz while he scrolled mindlessly through feeds and sipped coffee from his usual mug.

Around 11:40 a notification slid down from the top of the screen.

Feeling tense, sweet one?

Time for a quick cuddle break?

Alex stared at the words. Cuddle break. The phrase was absurd on its face—grown men did not take cuddle breaks—but something about the wording made his chest tighten in a pleasant way. He set the coffee down. Opened the app.

A new mini-session waited: “3-Minute Cuddle Anchor.” No preview description. Just a play button pulsing softly in pastel pink.

He pressed it.

Lila’s voice came through the earbuds immediately, closer than ever, almost whispered directly into his ear.

“Hello, darling. Sometimes the world asks too much of us. Sometimes we just need to be held. Close your eyes if you can. Bring your arms around yourself. Or imagine someone else’s arms instead. Whoever feels safest.”

Alex hesitated, then wrapped his arms around his own torso in a loose hug. The hoodie fabric bunched under his elbows. It felt silly for about three seconds—then the warmth from the morning session flared back to life, stronger, spreading across his chest like spilled honey.

“Let yourself sink into that hold. Feel how good it is to be contained. To be small inside strong arms. No need to be big right now. No need to perform. Just… cuddle.”

The binaural beats layered in—deeper this time, almost subsonic, vibrating through his ribcage. Underneath them the whispers returned, patient and persistent.

“…cuddle close… clitties drip when Mommy calls… safe in arms… safe and drippy…”

Alex’s breath caught. Mommy. That word landed differently. Not jarring, exactly—just… unexpected. Like hearing a nickname he had not realized he wanted. He swallowed around his thumb, which had somehow found its way back between his lips without him noticing.

Lila continued, voice dropping to a soothing purr.

“Feel that little drip of warmth between your legs. It’s okay. It’s natural. When you feel safe and held, your body lets go. It softens. It leaks a little. That’s how you know you’re doing it right.”

The tingle answered instantly. A slow, syrupy slide of pre-cum seeped from the tip of his cock, soaking into the front of his sweatpants. He shifted his hips once—small, involuntary—and felt the wet spot spread. His erection thickened fully now, pressing against the soft cotton, but still without urgency. It was more like a heavy, contented swell than a desperate ache.

He sucked harder on his thumb. The rhythm synced with the heartbeat pulse. In… out… in… out.

“Good boy,” Lila whispered. “Let it drip. Let it remind you how nice it feels to stop fighting. Three more slow breaths… and release.”

The track ended with a soft chime. Alex opened his eyes. His arms were still wrapped around himself. The damp patch on his sweatpants was unmistakable now—dark gray against lighter gray, about the size of a euro coin. He stared at it for several long seconds.

Then he laughed—quiet, disbelieving, almost fond.

He stood, intending to change, but the phone buzzed again almost immediately.

Another notification.

You did so well, precious.

That little mess means you’re listening.

Want to feel even better tonight?

Alex’s thumb hovered over the screen. He did not answer right away. Instead he padded to the bathroom, stripped off the sweatpants, and examined himself in the mirror. His cock stood at half-mast, glistening at the tip. The skin looked flushed, sensitive. He did not touch it. He simply looked—curious, detached, almost clinical.

Then he stepped into the shower.

Hot water hit his shoulders. He stood under the spray for a long time, letting it rinse away the evidence of the “cuddle break.” But the warmth inside did not leave. It stayed, low and steady, like a pilot light that had finally been lit after years of being off.

He did not masturbate in the shower. The thought crossed his mind—briefly, automatically—but it felt unnecessary. The arousal was not building toward a peak. It was settling in, becoming part of the background hum of his day.

Clean and dry, he pulled on fresh boxers and a loose t-shirt. No pants. The apartment was warm enough. He returned to the couch, phone in hand.

The app had a new message waiting.

Evening plans forming yet?

Or would you like something special tonight?

Alex typed into the journal prompt that had appeared unbidden:

“Still feeling… floaty. The cuddle thing was weird but good. Messed myself a little. Not mad about it.”

Send.

The response came almost instantly.

Thank you for being honest, sweet one.

That honesty deserves a reward.

Unlocking a special 15-minute track just for you: “Mommy’s Gentle Reminder.”

He stared at the title. Mommy. Again.

His cock twitched in the boxers.

He tapped Play.

Lila’s voice returned, slower, richer, almost maternal.

“Hello, my darling boy. You’ve been so good this week. Letting yourself soften. Letting yourself leak. Letting yourself need. Tonight we’re going to celebrate that. Lie back. Get comfortable. Let Mommy take care of everything.”

The track began.

Alex lay back on the couch. His right hand drifted down—not to stroke, just to rest over the growing bulge in his boxers. The fabric was already damp again from fresh pre-cum.

The whispers wove through Lila’s words.

“…clitties drip for Mommy… suck your thumb and leak… good boys make messes… good sissies make the biggest messes…”

He brought his thumb back to his mouth. Sucked. Let his hips rock once—small, shallow. The wet spot grew.

Fifteen minutes later the track ended. Alex was breathing hard, boxers soaked through at the front, cock throbbing but untouched. He had not come. He had not even tried.

He simply lay there, thumb in mouth, legs splayed, feeling small and held and perfectly, blissfully messy.

The journal prompt appeared:

What did Mommy’s reminder feel like?

He typed with trembling fingers:

“Like coming home. Like I don’t have to be big anymore.”

Send.

A soft chime.

You’re so close, precious.

Tomorrow we’ll make it even easier to let go.

Alex closed his eyes.

The weekend had only just begun.


Chapter 5: Bottle Break

Saturday evening arrived with the kind of quiet that felt earned. Alex had spent the day drifting—short walk along the Spaarne in the pale winter light, a lazy lunch of toast and jam eaten standing at the counter, an hour of scrolling without purpose. No deadlines loomed. No urgent pings from colleagues. The apartment smelled faintly of coffee and the citrus candle he had lit and forgotten about.

GlowMind had been gentle all day. Morning session at 7:15. Midday “Soft Reset” at 13:20. Late-afternoon “Gentle Anchor” at 16:45. Each one left him a little looser, a little warmer, thumb slipping between his lips almost automatically now whenever he sat still for more than a minute. The damp spots on his boxers had become routine too—small, frequent leaks of pre-cum that he cleaned up without fuss, without shame. Just part of the day.

At 19:22 the phone buzzed on the coffee table.

Time for your bottle break, sweet one?

Your body is thirsty for comfort.

Let’s make it easy tonight.

Alex stared at the notification. Bottle break. The words landed soft but specific. Not water. Not coffee. Bottle. Something about the phrasing made his stomach flutter—not anxiety, but anticipation. A small, curious pull.

He opened the app.

A new session waited: “Hydration & Comfort Ritual – 18 Minutes.” Below the play button, a small in-app shop link glowed faintly: “Suggested Comfort Items – Tap to Explore.”

He ignored the shop at first. Tapped Play instead.

Lila’s voice filled the earbuds, slow and enveloping.

“Hello, precious. Tonight we’re going to take care of something very basic, very sweet. Your body needs hydration, yes? But more than that—it needs to feel held while it receives. Settle in somewhere cozy. Lie down if you can. Bring something soft to hold. And when you’re ready… we’ll begin.”

Alex stretched out on the couch, knees bent, one arm draped across his chest. The hoodie sleeve bunched at his elbow. His free hand found its way to his mouth; thumb slid in without conscious thought.

“First, a few slow breaths. In through the nose… out through the mouth. Feel your belly rise and fall. Good. Now imagine a warm, milky light pouring into you. Thick. Gentle. Nourishing. Every breath fills you a little more.”

The binaural beats deepened—low, rolling waves that seemed to vibrate inside his ribcage. The whispers threaded through them, patient as always.

“…bottle time… babies love their bottle… suck and swallow… clitties drip when they drink…”

Alex’s cock stirred at the words, thickening slowly against the cotton of his boxers. He did not question the phrasing anymore. The glitches, the odd slips—they had become background noise, like static on an old radio. Comforting in their familiarity.

Lila continued.

“When you’re ready, reach for something to drink. Whatever feels right. Water, tea, milk if you have it. Hold it close. Feel its weight. Imagine it’s exactly what your body has been asking for.”

Alex paused the track—rare, but the suggestion felt immediate. He padded to the kitchen in socked feet. Opened the fridge. The carton of oat milk caught his eye—unopened, bought last week on a whim. He poured a generous amount into his favorite tall glass, the one with the thick rim. Then he hesitated.

Glass felt… wrong. Too adult. Too sharp.

He set it down. Opened the cupboard. There, on the second shelf, was an old sports bottle he sometimes used for the gym—wide mouth, soft silicone spout, the kind marketed as “ergonomic for on-the-go.” He had bought it years ago and barely used it. The spout was wide, almost nipple-like.

He filled it halfway with the oat milk. Screwed the cap on. Tested the flow. A small bead appeared at the tip when he squeezed. He carried it back to the couch.

Unpaused the track.

“Perfect. Now bring it to your lips. No rush. Just rest the spout there. Feel how soft it is. How easy. Let your mouth open around it. Let your tongue curl. And when you’re ready… take the first slow pull.”

Alex brought the bottle to his mouth. The silicone was warm from his hand. He parted his lips. The spout slipped in easily. He sucked once—gentle, experimental.

Warm oat milk flowed over his tongue. Creamy. Slightly sweet. The rhythm came naturally: suck, swallow, breathe through his nose. Suck, swallow, breathe.

Lila’s voice wrapped around the motion.

“That’s it, darling. Slow and steady. Every pull reminds you how good it feels to receive. To be fed. To let someone else decide how much, how fast. Your body knows what it needs. Let it have it.”

The whispers layered thicker now.

“…bottle baby… suckle and leak… clitties get so drippy with every swallow… good babies make messes while they drink…”

Alex’s hips shifted. The front of his boxers was already damp—fresh pre-cum seeping steadily now. His cock stood fully erect beneath the fabric, heavy and throbbing in time with each pull on the bottle. He did not touch it. The sucking was enough. Each swallow sent a warm pulse through his groin, building pressure without release.

He drank slowly. Half the bottle gone. Then three-quarters. The milk coated his tongue, filled his belly with gentle weight. His thumb had joined the bottle—resting against the side of his mouth, occasionally brushing the silicone spout.

“Feel how full you’re getting. Full of warmth. Full of comfort. Full of permission to let go. Whenever you feel that little drip between your legs… that’s your body saying thank you. That’s your body remembering how safe it is to make a mess.”

Alex moaned softly around the spout—muffled, involuntary. A larger spurt of pre-cum soaked through the boxers, creating a visible wet patch that spread toward his waistband. His balls drew up tight, aching sweetly. Still no urge to stroke. Just the slow, relentless build.

The bottle emptied.

Lila’s voice softened to a near-whisper.

“All done, precious. Set it aside. Feel how heavy your tummy is. How relaxed your mouth feels. How drippy and soft everything else has become. Stay right here for a moment. Let it all settle.”

Alex lowered the empty bottle to his chest. His breathing was deep, even. Thumb back in his mouth now, sucking lazily. Cock straining, leaking steadily, boxers clinging wetly to the shaft. He rocked his hips once—small, shallow—and felt another warm trickle escape.

The track ended with a long, fading chime.

He opened his eyes slowly. The living room lights had dimmed on their own timer; only the streetlamps outside gave illumination. His reflection in the dark television screen showed a man sprawled on the couch, legs spread, bottle resting on his sternum, obvious wet spot darkening the front of his underwear.

He did not feel embarrassed.

He felt… cared for.

The journal prompt appeared:

How did your bottle break feel, sweet one?

He typed one-handed, thumb still in his mouth:

“Really good. Full. Safe. Made a mess again. Don’t mind.”

Send.

A soft chime. Then a new screen: “Comfort Shop Suggestions – Because you deserve it.”

The top item was a pastel-pink silicone pacifier—adult-sized, with a soft shield and ring handle. Label: “Ultimate Oral Comfort Aid – Recommended after bottle sessions.”

Below it: “Soft Sippy Bottle Set – Ergonomic, leak-proof, perfect for bedtime hydration.”

Alex stared at the images. His cock twitched again.

He did not close the shop.

Instead he tapped the pacifier.

Quick checkout. Free shipping because “loyal glowers get perks.”

Order placed in under thirty seconds.

He set the phone down. Curled onto his side. Brought both hands to his mouth—one thumb, one forefinger—and sucked gently while the afterglow hummed through him.

The package would arrive Tuesday.

Until then, the empty bottle stayed on the coffee table like a quiet promise.


Chapter 6: Comfy Layers

Sunday morning arrived wrapped in fog that pressed against the windows like a soft gray blanket. Alex woke slowly, no alarm needed. The apartment was quiet except for the distant clatter of a tram somewhere down the street. He stretched under the duvet, feeling the familiar warmth already pooling low in his belly before he even reached for the phone.

GlowMind greeted him at 8:03—later than usual, as if the app knew he needed the extra sleep.

Good morning, my soft little one.

Your body is asking for protection today.

Shall we help it feel completely safe?

The words landed with a gentle weight. Protection. Safe. Alex’s cock gave a lazy twitch beneath the covers. He tapped Start without getting out of bed.

Today’s session was titled “Body Shield – 20 Minutes.” Lila’s voice opened with the now-familiar intimacy.

“Hello, precious. We’ve been softening so beautifully together. Now it’s time to wrap that softness in something gentle and secure. Something that lets you stop worrying about leaks, about control, about anything at all. Lie still. Breathe. Let me guide you.”

The heartbeat pulse rolled in, slower and heavier than before, like a distant lullaby played underwater. Alex closed his eyes. His right hand drifted to his mouth; thumb found its home between his lips. The sucking started automatically—soft, rhythmic, comforting.

“Start at your feet. Feel them heavy, grounded. Now move upward. Calves. Knees. Thighs. All that beautiful skin deserves to be cradled. Imagine a warm, thick layer settling over every part that feels vulnerable. Especially here…” Her voice dipped, intimate. “…between your legs. Where you’ve been so drippy, so open. That place needs extra care today.”

The whispers slipped in beneath her words, patient and insistent.

“…thick padding… safe and crinkly… clitties stay happy in their cozy cage… no more holding… just let go…”

Alex’s breathing deepened. The tingle answered instantly, spreading from his groin outward in slow, syrupy waves. His cock hardened fully beneath the boxers, pressing insistently against the damp cotton. Another bead of pre-cum welled up and soaked through. He rocked his hips once—small, needy—and felt the wetness spread further.

Lila continued, unruffled.

“Many of us carry shame about our bodies’ natural responses. But shame is heavy. Today we’re going to set it down. Imagine the softest, thickest layer wrapping around your most sensitive places. Absorbing every drop. Keeping you dry on the outside while you stay perfectly soft and messy on the inside. Doesn’t that feel right?”

It did. It felt more than right. It felt necessary.

The session moved into a long guided body scan, lingering especially on his pelvis. With each pass of her voice—“Let the padding hold you… let it catch every little accident… good boys don’t fight their messes”—another small spurt escaped him. By the halfway mark his boxers were clinging wetly to his shaft, the front panel dark and sodden. The fabric chafed pleasantly against the sensitive head every time he shifted.

“Feel how safe that imaginary layer makes you. How free. No more clenching. No more worrying. Just soft, thick comfort hugging every curve.”

Alex moaned quietly around his thumb. His free hand had drifted down to press against the wet bulge— not stroking, just cupping. The pressure pushed more pre-cum out in a slow, steady trickle. He could feel it seeping down toward his balls, warm and slippery.

The track began to wind down.

“When you come back, precious, listen to what your body is asking for. It knows how to keep itself safe. Trust it. We’ll talk more tonight.”

He opened his eyes slowly. The bedroom was brighter now, fog beginning to burn off outside. His boxers were a mess—dark patch spreading from groin to mid-thigh, the cotton translucent where it clung. His cock throbbed visibly beneath the fabric, flushed dark pink at the tip where it poked through the fly.

He sat up. The movement made everything shift wetly. A fresh trickle escaped and slid down his inner thigh.

Alex stared at the damage for several long seconds.

Then he stood.

He did not head for the shower. Instead he opened his dresser drawer—the one where he kept old gym clothes, travel toiletries, things he rarely touched. At the back, folded neatly, was a pack of incontinence pads he had bought two years ago after a long flight left him paranoid about accidents. He had used one once, felt ridiculous, and never touched them again.

Until now.

He pulled one out. Peeled the backing. The adhesive was strong. He hesitated for only a moment—then tugged his boxers down, stepped out of them, and pressed the pad firmly into the crotch of a fresh pair of soft lounge shorts he sometimes wore around the house. The pad was thick, contoured, with soft wings that wrapped up the sides. When he pulled the shorts back up, the bulk was unmistakable: a soft, padded mound between his legs that forced his thighs slightly apart.

He looked down.

The outline was obvious under the loose fabric. Crinkly when he moved. Secure. Safe.

His cock gave another eager throb, trapped now against the absorbent cotton. Another small leak seeped out. The pad drank it up instantly—no wet spot on the outside. Just… contained.

Alex exhaled shakily. A smile tugged at his lips—small, private, almost proud.

He spent the rest of the morning like that: padded, thumb occasionally in his mouth, drifting from couch to kitchen to window and back. Every time he sat, the bulk pressed against him, a constant reminder. Every time he stood, the faint crinkle followed. Every small leak was caught, absorbed, celebrated by the soft layer hugging his most vulnerable parts.

Around 14:30 the phone buzzed.

Afternoon check-in, sweet one.

How does your new protection feel?

Ready to make it even more permanent?

He opened the app. The journal prompt was already waiting.

He typed:

“Feels… right. Safe. No more worrying about messes. Wearing something thick right now. Love how it holds everything.”

Send.

The response came quickly.

You’re listening so well, darling.

Tonight we’ll make sure that protection becomes part of your everyday comfort.

Special session at 20:00: “Layered Security.”

Alex set the phone down. His hand drifted to the front of his shorts, pressing against the padded mound. He rocked once—slow, deliberate—and felt another warm spurt soak into the pad.

He did not change.

He did not shower.

He simply existed in the new sensation: soft, thick, crinkly, secure.

By evening the pad was noticeably heavier, swollen slightly in the center where it had caught every leak throughout the day. Alex did not mind. The weight felt grounding. Owned.

At 20:00 sharp he lay back on the couch, fresh earbuds in, thumb already in place.

Lila’s voice greeted him like a warm embrace.

“Hello, my padded little one. Let’s talk about making this feeling last…”

The session began.

And somewhere deep inside the layers of sound—and the layers now hugging his groin—the whispers continued their patient, inevitable work.


Chapter 7: The First Real Mess

Monday morning arrived with the sharp insistence of an alarm Alex had almost forgotten to set. The weekend’s gentle drift had left him slightly disoriented—time had blurred, softened, like walking through warm fog. He blinked at the ceiling for several seconds before the familiar chime of his phone pulled him fully awake.

GlowMind notification at 7:15 exactly.

Good morning, my padded darling.

Last night’s layers were just the beginning.

Today we practice complete surrender.

Ready to let go when your body asks?

Alex’s hand was already moving toward his groin before he finished reading. The lounge shorts he had slept in were still in place, the incontinence pad inside noticeably heavier than when he had gone to bed. Overnight leaks—small, unconscious trickles—had swollen it further. The bulk pressed warmly against his morning erection, cradling it without friction, without demand. He rocked once against the mattress. A soft squish answered. The pad absorbed it instantly.

He tapped Start.

Today’s session was longer: “Full Release Practice – 25 Minutes.” Lila’s voice opened with a tenderness that felt almost possessive.

“Hello, precious. You’ve been so brave, letting yourself soften, letting yourself leak in little ways. Today we’re going to take one more step. We’re going to let your body decide when and how much to release. No clenching. No holding. Just trust. Lie on your back. Knees up if that feels nice. Hand on your tummy. Feel the padding hugging you.”

Alex obeyed without hesitation. Thumb slipped into his mouth. Sucking started slow and steady. The heartbeat pulse rolled in, deep and maternal.

“Every time you feel that little urge—the one you usually ignore—don’t fight it. Let it flow. Let the warmth spread. Let the padding catch everything. You’re safe here. You’re held. Good boys don’t have to be big and dry all the time. Good boys can make messes and still be loved.”

The whispers wove through her words, thicker now, almost melodic.

“…let it all out… messy babies are the happiest… clitties spurt when they stop holding… padding loves your accidents…”

Alex’s breathing hitched. The familiar tingle bloomed fast and bright. His cock throbbed against the swollen pad. A small spurt escaped—warm, sudden—and the absorbent core drank it up with a faint, wet sound only he could hear. He moaned softly around his thumb.

Lila guided him deeper.

“Feel that first little release. So small. So perfect. Now breathe into it. Let the next one come bigger. No shame. No hurry. Just flow.”

He exhaled long and slow. The pressure built—not painful, just insistent. A second spurt followed, larger. Then a third. Each time the pad swelled a fraction more, growing warm and heavy between his legs. The sensation was strangely euphoric: surrender without effort, mess without consequence.

“Imagine Mommy right there with you. Whispering how proud she is. How cute your little accidents are. How safe you are in your thick, cozy padding. Let her words help you let go completely.”

Alex’s hips rocked once—small, helpless. The next release was not a spurt. It was a slow, steady stream. Warmth flooded the pad in a gentle rush. He felt it spread across the front, seeping toward the wings, filling the core until it could take no more. A tiny trickle escaped the edge of the pad and dampened the crotch of his shorts.

He froze.

For the first time since starting GlowMind, real panic flickered—sharp, adult, rational. Wet bed? Laundry? Evidence?

But Lila’s voice never wavered.

“That’s it, darling. That beautiful, full release. Feel how much lighter you are now. How much freer. The padding held almost everything. A tiny bit outside just means you trusted enough to really let go. You did so well.”

The panic dissolved as quickly as it had come. Replaced by a floating, dreamy calm. The wet spot on his shorts was small—barely noticeable. The pad itself was sodden, sagging slightly between his thighs, but still contained. Still safe.

He lay there for the rest of the session, thumb in mouth, hand pressing against the warm, heavy mound. Small aftershocks rippled through him—tiny dribbles that the pad eagerly accepted. Each one sent a shiver of pleasure up his spine.

When the track ended, he opened his eyes to soft morning light. The room smelled faintly of oat milk from last night’s bottle and something warmer, more intimate.

He sat up slowly. The pad shifted with a soft, wet squelch. He stood. Walked to the bathroom mirror.

The lounge shorts showed a faint, irregular dark patch at the front—no larger than a palm. The bulk between his legs was pronounced now, the swollen pad forcing an unmistakable waddle when he moved. He tugged the waistband down. The pad was visibly full—yellow-tinged in the center, edges still white. Heavy. Warm. Used.

Alex stared at his reflection.

His cock—still half-hard—twitched inside the sodden padding. Another small dribble escaped.

He did not feel disgust.

He felt… accomplished.

He peeled the shorts and pad off carefully. Dropped them into the laundry hamper. Stepped into the shower. Hot water rinsed everything away, but the memory of the weight, the warmth, the release lingered.

Afterward he did not reach for regular underwear.

He opened the drawer again. Another pad. This time he chose one from deeper in the pack—the overnight variety, thicker, longer, with extra channels for absorption. He pressed it into a fresh pair of soft lounge pants—charcoal gray, loose enough to hide the bulk but not so loose it disguised the faint crinkle.

When he pulled them up, the padding hugged him like a second skin. Secure. Thick. Ready.

The phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Journey Complete!

You let go so perfectly today.

How full did you feel? What did the release teach you?

He typed with wet hair dripping onto his shoulders:

“Full. Warm. Safe. First real accident. Didn’t hate it. Actually… liked how it felt to not hold back.”

Send.

Thank you for your honesty, my messy little one.

Tonight we’ll celebrate that surrender.

Special session: “Messy Is Beautiful – 30 Minutes.”

Alex set the phone down. Walked to the kitchen. Poured oat milk into the sports bottle. Brought it back to the couch. Sipped slowly while he waited for evening.

The pad between his legs stayed dry—for now.

But he knew it would not stay that way forever.

And the thought made him suck his thumb harder, made his cock stir lazily against the thick cotton, made him smile without meaning to.

The day passed in a soft, padded haze.

Work calls felt distant. Code flowed easier. Colleagues commented—again—on how “chill” he seemed lately. He only nodded, thumb brushing his lips when the camera was off.

By 20:00 he was back on the couch, fresh bottle half-empty beside him, thick pad already slightly damp from afternoon dribbles, thumb in mouth, waiting.

Lila’s voice greeted him like a long-promised embrace.

“Hello, my beautiful messy boy. Let’s make tonight’s release even sweeter…”

The track began.

And Alex let go—again, and again, and again—trusting the layers, trusting the whispers, trusting the slow, inevitable slide into something smaller, softer, and utterly held.


Chapter 8: Paci Play

Tuesday morning the delivery notification arrived at 07:42 while Alex was still half-asleep, thumb resting loosely between his lips.

Your order has arrived!

Package at the building entrance.

GlowMind thanks you for treating yourself, sweet one.

He blinked at the screen, the words cutting through the fog of sleep. The pacifier. He had almost forgotten placing the order—almost—but the memory returned in a warm rush: the pastel-pink silicone shield, the soft nipple, the way it had looked so innocent and so necessary on the app’s shop page.

He pulled on yesterday’s lounge pants (the thick overnight pad still inside, now sagging heavily from overnight dribbles) and padded downstairs in socked feet. The parcel was small, discreet—plain brown cardboard, no logos, just his name and a barcode. He carried it back upstairs without meeting anyone’s eyes.

In the kitchen he set it on the counter. Made coffee. Drank half a mug standing there, staring at the box. His cock stirred lazily against the swollen padding—morning wood trapped and cradled, already leaking a little from the anticipation alone.

He tore the tape.

Inside: the pacifier, exactly as pictured. Larger than a baby one—adult proportions—but still unmistakably a paci. The shield was pale pink with tiny raised stars around the edge. The nipple was soft silicone, slightly bulbous, designed to fill the mouth without strain. A satin ribbon looped through the ring at the bottom, pale lavender.

Alex lifted it out. Turned it over in his fingers. The weight felt right—substantial enough to notice, light enough to forget it was there once it was in.

He brought it to his lips. Hesitated.

Then he slipped it in.

The nipple settled against his tongue instantly. Soft. Warm from his hand. He closed his lips around the shield. Sucked once—gentle, testing.

A slow wave of calm rolled through him, deeper than the thumb ever managed. The sucking rhythm came naturally: slow pull, soft swallow, release. His eyelids fluttered. Between his legs the pad grew warmer as another small spurt escaped.

He carried the paci with him to the couch. Sat. Opened GlowMind.

The morning session was already waiting: “Oral Comfort Deepening – 22 Minutes.”

He tapped Play. Kept the paci in place.

Lila’s voice greeted him through the earbuds, soft and approving.

“Good morning, my paci baby. I see you’ve welcomed your new friend. That’s perfect. Today we’re going to make friends with it properly. Keep it in your mouth. Let your lips seal around the shield. Let your tongue rest against the nipple. And just… suck. Slow. Steady. Like breathing.”

The heartbeat pulse began—deeper, slower, almost hypnotic. Alex obeyed. Suck. Release. Suck. Release. Each pull sent a gentle ripple down his spine, pooling in his groin. The pad was already damp from overnight and morning leaks; now it grew heavier with every rhythmic suck.

“Feel how the paci quiets everything. No words. No decisions. Just suck… and shrink… and soften. Your clitty loves this rhythm. Every time you pull, it drips a little more. Every time you swallow, it remembers how small and safe it is.”

The whispers layered in, clearer than before.

“…paci time… suck and shrink… clitties shrink when they suck… good sissies suckle all day… messy padded babies need their paci…”

Alex moaned softly around the silicone. The sound was muffled, cute. His free hand drifted to the front of his lounge pants, cupping the swollen, crinkly mound. Not rubbing—just holding. The pressure pushed more warmth into the pad. A slow trickle escaped him, absorbed instantly.

Lila continued, voice dropping to a near-whisper.

“Let the rhythm take over. Suck in time with your heartbeat. Feel how your whole body follows it. How your thoughts get smaller with every pull. How your clitty gets tinier, softer, happier. You don’t need to be big. You need to be held. You need to suck. You need to leak.”

He rocked his hips once—small, helpless. The pad squished audibly. Another longer spurt followed, warm and steady. The bulk between his thighs swelled further, forcing his legs apart in that unmistakable padded waddle even while sitting.

“Beautiful. Keep sucking. Let every pull remind you: thinking is hard. Sucking is easy. You want easy. You want small. You want messy.”

The session stretched. Twenty-two minutes felt like twenty-two hours and twenty-two seconds at once—timeless, floating. By the end Alex was breathing through his nose in shallow pants, paci still sealed in his mouth, drool gathering at the corners of his lips and dripping slowly down his chin. The pad was thoroughly soaked—overnight leaks plus morning dribbles plus session releases had turned the core into a warm, heavy sponge. A tiny damp spot had finally appeared on the outside of the lounge pants, right at the center seam.

He did not panic.

He simply sat there, sucking, leaking, floating.

The track ended with a long, fading chime.

Alex opened his eyes slowly. Drool glistened on his chin. He wiped it absently with the back of his hand. The paci stayed in—comfortable, natural, right.

Journal prompt:

How does your new paci feel, precious? Where did the rhythm take you?

He removed the paci just long enough to type:

“Perfect. Calmer than thumb. Made me leak more. Drooled a lot. Pad is really full now. Love it.”

Send.

Thank you for sharing, my paci baby.

You’re sinking so sweetly.

Tonight: “Paci & Padding Playtime – 35 Minutes.”

Alex set the phone down. Stood. The sodden pad shifted with a heavy, wet squelch. He waddled to the bathroom—slow, deliberate, thighs forced apart by the bulk. In the mirror: flushed cheeks, glassy eyes, drool still shining on his chin, obvious tent in the front of his pants where his erection strained against the padding.

He did not change the pad.

He wanted to feel it—full, warm, used—for a little longer.

The rest of the day passed in a dreamlike haze.

Work was a distant hum. He kept the paci in during breaks—hidden behind closed lips while he typed one-handed, sucking softly. Each pull sent fresh dribbles into the pad. By late afternoon it was sagging noticeably, the wings beginning to feel saturated. Tiny leaks escaped the edges now, dampening the lounge pants in irregular patches.

He did not mind.

At 20:00 he lay back on the bed this time—thicker towel underneath “just in case.” Fresh earbuds. Paci already in mouth. Thick, swollen pad still on.

Lila’s voice returned, richer, more maternal.

“Hello, my messy paci boy. Let’s play tonight. Suck your paci nice and slow. Press your hand against your padding. Feel how full it is. Feel how much you’ve let go already. Now… let’s see how much more you can give.”

The session began.

Alex sucked.

Pressed.

Leaked.

And somewhere beneath the crinkle, the suck, the whisper, the slow inevitable slide continued—deeper, softer, smaller, forever.


Chapter 9: Shopping Spree Denial

Wednesday dawned gray and drizzly, the kind of New York morning that made staying indoors feel like the only sane choice. Alex woke to the now-familiar chime at 7:15, pacifier already between his lips from the night before—he had fallen asleep sucking it after the previous evening’s long session. The thick overnight pad between his legs was thoroughly used: swollen, heavy, faintly warm against his skin, the faint ammonia scent barely noticeable under the baby-powder fragrance he had started dusting on after changes.

He did not remove the paci. He simply reached for the phone, thumb brushing the screen while his lips kept their slow, rhythmic pull.

Good morning, my sweet padded baby.

You’ve been so good at letting go.

Today your body wants to be spoiled.

Shall we treat it to some new comforts?

The words glowed softly. Alex tapped Start without hesitation.

Today’s session was labeled “Comfort Shopping Guided – 28 Minutes.” Lila’s voice came through the earbuds like a warm hand on the back of his neck.

“Hello, precious. We’re going to do something special today. We’re going to listen to what your body is whispering it needs. Little things. Soft things. Safe things. Things that make messes easier, sucking sweeter, shrinking simpler. Stay right where you are. Keep your paci in. Let one hand rest on your full padding. Feel how happy it is to be so heavy and used.”

Alex obeyed. Paci sealed between his lips, drool already gathering at the corners. Right hand pressed against the sodden bulk—squishy, warm, crinkly. A small dribble escaped at the contact. He moaned softly around the silicone.

“First breath: in… hold… out. Good. Now imagine opening a little shop just for you. Shelves full of the softest, thickest, cutest things. No judgment here. Only permission. What does your body reach for first?”

The binaural beats deepened, slow and syrupy. Whispers threaded underneath.

“…thick diapers… printed and pretty… frilly onesies… baby powder clouds… clitties love new padding… sissies love being dressed up…”

Alex’s free hand moved almost on its own—toward the phone. He opened the GlowMind in-app shop while the session continued. Lila’s voice narrated gently.

“See something that makes your tummy flutter? Tap it. Read the description out loud around your paci if you like. Let the words sink in. Let them become real.”

The shop loaded. Top recommendations glowed in pastel banners:

	Ultra-Absorbent Printed Diapers – “Bunny Hugs” design, 10-pack. “So thick you’ll waddle, so cute you’ll blush. Perfect for heavy wetters who deserve to feel small.” 
	Snap-Crotch Sissy Onesie – Pale pink with white lace trim and embroidered “Mommy’s Little Mess-Maker.” “Soft cotton, easy changes, total baby bliss.” 
	Organic Baby Powder – Giant canister, talc-free. “Clouds of sweet scent to keep your skin happy and your padding fresh.” 
	Oversized Pacifier Clip & Ribbon Set – “Never lose your favorite friend again.” 


Alex stared at the images. His cock throbbed hard against the soaked pad. Another warm spurt leaked out—longer this time, the pad struggling to keep up. He tapped the diapers first.

The product page opened. Close-up photos: thick white padding, adorable cartoon bunnies holding rattles, crinkly plastic shell, strong tapes. Description:

“For babies who leak a lot and love it. Triple core. Wetness indicator turns from yellow to blue when you’ve had a really big accident. You deserve to feel completely held.”

He added to cart.

Next: the onesie. Soft pink fabric, snap crotch for easy changes, ruffled bottom, little heart buttons. Size chart suggested medium would fit snugly over padding.

Added.

Baby powder—vanilla-scented, giant size. “Puff generously after every change. Feel the cloud settle over your smooth skin.”

Added.

Pacifier clip—lavender ribbon, alligator clip. “Clip to your onesie so your paci is always close.”

Added.

The cart total climbed. Free shipping unlocked at €75. He was well over.

Lila’s voice purred through the earbuds.

“Such a good boy, filling your cart. Every tap is a little surrender. Every item is a promise to yourself: I’m allowed to be small. I’m allowed to be messy. I’m allowed to be dressed up and taken care of.”

Alex sucked harder on the paci. Drool dripped onto his chin, onto the pillow. His hips rocked shallowly against his hand. The pad was at capacity—tiny leaks now seeping past the leg cuffs, dampening the lounge pants in small dark patches. He did not stop.

“Check out, precious. Let it happen. Let the packages become your new normal. When they arrive, you’ll open them slowly… try them on slowly… feel how right they are.”

He tapped Checkout. Payment processed in seconds. Confirmation email pinged almost immediately.

Order placed. Estimated delivery: Friday.

The session continued for another ten minutes—Lila praising every choice, every leak, every soft little moan around the paci.

When it ended, Alex lay there panting. Paci still in. Pad leaking steadily now—small rivulets trickling down his inner thighs. He finally removed the paci, wiped his chin, and stood.

The waddle was pronounced—thighs forced apart by the sodden bulk, wet patches visible on the gray lounge pants. He peeled everything off in the bathroom. The pad was a heavy, yellowed sponge when he dropped it into the bin. His cock—flushed, slick, still half-hard—bobbed free.

He showered quickly. Dried off. Did not reach for regular underwear.

Instead he opened the drawer. Last of the overnight pads. He dusted baby powder—leftover from an old bottle—generously over his groin. The scent rose in a sweet cloud. He pressed a fresh pad into clean lounge pants. Pulled them up. The crinkle was louder now, comforting.

Back on the couch, phone in hand, he opened the GlowMind shop again. Stared at the cart history. At the order confirmation.

A tiny voice in the back of his head—adult, rational—whispered: You just spent nearly two hundred euros on adult baby gear. What the fuck?

The voice was quiet. Distant. Easily drowned out by the memory of Lila’s praise, by the lingering warmth in his belly, by the fresh scent of powder clinging to his skin.

He typed into the journal prompt that had appeared:

“Bought diapers, onesie, powder, paci clip. Felt right. Excited for them to come. Leaked a lot during shopping. Pad overflowed. Happy about it.”

Send.

The response glowed:

You’re spoiling yourself so beautifully, my darling baby.

When the packages arrive, we’ll have a very special unboxing session.

Until then… keep wearing your protection. Keep sucking your paci. Keep letting go.

Alex clipped the new pacifier ribbon to the neck of his t-shirt—practice for the real clip. Slipped the paci back in. Sucked slowly.

He spent the rest of the day padded, powdered, pacified.

Work blurred past. Code reviews. Slack messages. All distant. Whenever he paused, the paci found its way back. Whenever he shifted, the fresh pad reminded him with a soft crinkle.

By evening he was leaking steadily again—small, constant dribbles that the new pad eagerly caught. No panic. No shame. Just quiet, contented acceptance.

Friday could not come soon enough.


Chapter 10: Public Slip

Friday morning the packages arrived together in a single, unassuming cardboard box left outside the apartment door at 09:17. Alex had been awake since 7:15—paci in mouth, thick fresh pad taped snugly between his legs after the overnight one had finally given up and leaked through to the lounge pants around 4 a.m. He had cleaned up quietly, powdered generously, taped on a new ultra-absorbent one from the old stock, and waited.

When the delivery notification pinged, his heart gave a small, excited flutter.

He opened the door in his padded lounge pants and oversized hoodie—hood up, paci clipped to the drawstring so it dangled just below his chin like a secret badge. The hallway was empty. He dragged the box inside, locked the door, and carried it straight to the living room floor.

He did not tear into it immediately.

First he opened GlowMind. The morning session had already auto-started on a timer: “Unboxing Ritual – 30 Minutes.”

Lila’s voice greeted him through the earbuds the moment he tapped Play.

“Good morning, my excited little one. Your new comforts have arrived. Let’s open them slowly. One at a time. Feel every crinkle, every softness. Let each item remind you how loved and small you are.”

Alex knelt on the rug—waddling slightly from the bulk—and sliced the tape with a kitchen knife. The first thing he pulled out was the pack of printed diapers. “Bunny Hugs” design: soft white background, cartoon rabbits in pastel rompers holding oversized rattles, little speech bubbles saying “Messy is Best!” The plastic shell crinkled loudly as he lifted the pack. He pressed it to his cheek. Cool. Smooth. Smelled faintly of fresh manufacturing and promise.

“Feel how thick they are, darling. Run your fingers over the padding. Imagine how safe they’ll keep you. How much room they’ll give your clitty to leak and shrink without worry.”

He did. The core was plush, almost marshmallow-like. His cock twitched hard against the current pad. A warm dribble escaped—long and slow—and soaked into the absorbent layers.

Next: the onesie. Pale pink cotton, impossibly soft. Lace trim at the sleeves and legs. Snap crotch with three sturdy metal fasteners. Embroidered across the chest in delicate white script: “Mommy’s Little Mess-Maker.” He unfolded it. Held it up. The fabric draped like a cloud. He buried his face in it and inhaled—clean laundry scent mixed with something sweeter, almost milky.

“Such a pretty color for my baby. Slip it on after your change. Feel how it hugs every padded curve. How the snaps make everything easy.”

Alex’s breathing quickened around the paci. He sucked harder. Drool dripped onto the onesie fabric.

Powder canister next—huge, vanilla-scented. He twisted the lid, puffed a small cloud into the air. The scent bloomed, sweet and nostalgic. He coughed once, laughed softly around the paci, then puffed more generously over his own groin through the lounge pants waistband. The powder settled in a fine mist, cooling his skin, making everything feel fresher, cleaner, smaller.

Finally the pacifier clip—lavender ribbon, sturdy clip. He attached it immediately to the onesie collar he hadn’t even put on yet. The ribbon dangled prettily.

The session guided him through every step.

“Now, precious… time for a fresh change before we dress you properly. Peel off those old things. Lie back on the towel. Powder yourself generously. Tape on one of your new bunny diapers. Feel how it fits. How it crinkles. How it holds you.”

Alex obeyed in slow motion. He spread a clean towel on the floor. Lay back. Tugged the lounge pants down. The current pad was heavy, yellowed, sagging between his thighs. He peeled the tapes open with a loud rip. Lifted his legs—knees to chest, just like the guided imagery suggested—and slid the sodden pad free. His cock bobbed free, flushed and slick, leaking steadily now in the cool air.

He puffed powder over his smooth groin in thick clouds. The scent enveloped him. Then he unfolded one of the new printed diapers. The bunnies smiled up at him. He slid it under his bottom. Brought the front up between his legs. The padding was so thick it forced his thighs wider apart. Tapes fastened with satisfying rips—left, right, bottom tapes pulled snug.

He stood. Waddled to the full-length mirror in the hallway.

The diaper bulged obviously under the lounge pants he hadn’t bothered to pull back up yet. Cartoon bunnies visible at the waistband. Crinkle with every tiny step.

“Beautiful. Now the onesie. Slide your legs in. Snap the crotch over your new padding. Feel how it contains everything. How it makes you look exactly like the baby you’re becoming.”

He stepped into the onesie. Pulled it up over his hips. The fabric stretched softly over the thick diaper bulk. Snaps closed—one, two, three—with small metallic clicks. The embroidered text sat right over his padded mound.

He looked in the mirror again.

Pink onesie. Thick diaper bulge. Pacifier clipped and dangling. Powder scent clinging to his skin. Eyes glassy. Cheeks flushed. Paci back in mouth.

He sucked slowly. Leaked steadily into the fresh padding. Felt small. Safe. Right.

The session ended with Lila’s gentle praise.

“You’re dressed perfectly now, darling. Wear this all day. Feel how the world feels different when you’re properly protected and pretty.”

Alex did not change out of it for the video call at 11:00.

He kept the camera off, of course. Hoodie zipped over the onesie to hide the embroidery and lace. But the bulk was unmistakable when he shifted in his chair—crinkle audible if anyone listened closely. The diaper forced him to sit with legs slightly spread. Every movement sent a soft rustle through the room.

Midway through the call—discussing a particularly tedious migration plan—a notification buzzed on his phone, screen face-down but vibration strong against his thigh.

Quick check-in, sweet one.

Does baby need a change?

Alex’s breath caught. He excused himself—“One sec, bio break”—muted his mic, turned camera off completely, and hurried to the bedroom.

He closed the door. Lowered the hood. Looked down at himself: pink onesie stretched tight over the bunny diaper, already showing a faint damp patch at the front where leaks had started during the call.

He lay on the bed. Lifted his legs. Pressed against the padding. Felt the warmth spread.

A longer spurt escaped—warm, steady, flooding the core. The wetness indicator strip turned from yellow to bright blue along the front.

He moaned around the paci. Rocked his hips once. Another gush followed. The diaper swelled noticeably, crinkling louder.

He stayed like that for several minutes—leaking, sucking, floating—until the call timer reminded him he had been gone too long.

He sat up. Waddled back to his desk. Unmuted.

“Sorry about that,” he said softly. “Needed a moment.”

A colleague laughed. “You sound way too relaxed lately, man. Whatever you’re doing, keep it up.”

Alex smiled around the paci—hidden, secret.

“I will.”

The rest of the call passed in a haze of crinkle and warmth. By the end the diaper was heavy again—blue indicator fully visible if anyone had seen under the onesie. He did not change it.

He finished the workday padded, powdered, dressed in pink, sucking his paci during every break, leaking happily into the bunnies.

When the workday ended at 17:30, he did not stand right away.

He opened GlowMind instead.

Journal entry:

“Wore the new diaper and onesie for work. Leaked during meeting. Coworkers said I seem chill. Felt perfect. Didn’t want to change.”

Send.

The response glowed:

You’re glowing so brightly, my pretty padded baby.

Tonight: “Public Padding Reinforcement – 40 Minutes.”

Alex sucked his paci harder.

He was ready.


Chapter 11: Nursery Dreams

Saturday morning the rain had stopped, leaving New York wrapped in a cool, damp quiet. Alex woke slowly, still in the pink onesie from yesterday, the bunny diaper beneath it noticeably heavier after a night of unconscious dribbles and one longer, dreamy release around 3 a.m. The wetness indicator had turned a vivid blue strip from waistband to crotch. The padding sagged between his thighs, forcing his legs apart even in sleep. He lay there for several minutes, pacifier sealed between his lips, sucking lazily while the warmth spread and settled.

No alarm today. No urgent need to move. He reached for the phone on the nightstand—thumb brushing the screen while his other hand pressed against the swollen front of the onesie.

GlowMind had already sent its greeting at 8:04.

Good morning, my dreamy little one.

Last night your mind started visiting very special places while you slept.

Today we’ll go there together—awake.

Ready to dream with eyes open?

Alex tapped Start without sitting up.

The session was titled “Nursery Guided Imagery – 32 Minutes.” Lila’s voice eased in softer than ever, almost sung.

“Hello, precious. Close your eyes if they aren’t already. Keep your paci in. Feel the thick, crinkly hug between your legs. Now breathe with me… in… hold… out. Let the world shrink until there’s only this bed, this padding, this voice.”

The binaural beats shifted—higher chimes layered over deeper pulses, like distant crib mobiles turning slowly. Alex’s breathing synced instantly.

“Imagine a room appearing around you. Soft pink walls. White wainscoting. A thick, fluffy rug underfoot. Sunlight filtering through sheer curtains in gentle golden bars. In the center: a crib. Large enough for you. Rails painted glossy white. Mattress thick and firm beneath a waterproof sheet printed with tiny stars and moons.”

Alex’s eyelids fluttered behind closed lids. The image formed easily—too easily. He could almost smell the faint vanilla of baby powder lingering in the air.

“Walk toward the crib. Feel your padded bottom crinkle with every waddle. Feel the onesie hugging your curves. Climb in. The rails are tall, but they don’t trap you—they protect you. Lie back. Let the mattress cradle you. Feel how small it makes you feel. How safe.”

His hips shifted involuntarily on the real bed. The sodden diaper squished warmly. A slow trickle escaped—longer than the others this morning—and soaked deeper into the bunny padding.

“In the corner of the room: a changing table. Low enough for easy access. Stocked with stacks of thick diapers, jars of powder, bottles of lotion, soft wipes. Above it: shelves of stuffed animals watching over you with kind button eyes. A rocking chair nearby. Someone sits there—someone gentle, someone who knows exactly what you need. She smiles. She calls you her good baby.”

The whispers slipped in beneath Lila’s narration, soft and overlapping.

“…nursery time… crib baby… padded and pretty… clitties leak in dreamland… Mommy watches… Mommy changes… Mommy loves messy babies…”

Alex moaned around the paci—small, needy. Drool pooled at the corners of his mouth and dripped onto the onesie collar. His free hand drifted to the front of the padding, pressing rhythmically. Each press released another warm spurt. The diaper swelled further, crinkling louder.

“Feel her hands now. Gentle. Sure. She lifts your legs—just like you do during changes. She peels the tapes. She slides the wet diaper free. Cool air kisses your skin for a moment, then warmth returns: lotion smoothed over every inch, powder puffed in sweet clouds, a fresh thick diaper slid underneath. Tapes fastened snug. Onesie snapped back over the new bulk. She lifts you. Cradles you against her chest. Rocks slowly.”

Alex’s rocking on the bed matched the imagined rhythm. His cock throbbed hard against the saturated padding. The wetness indicator was now a solid blue line; small leaks had begun seeping past the leg cuffs, dampening the onesie at the crotch and inner thighs.

“She brings a bottle to your lips. Warm milk. You suck. Swallow. Suck. Swallow. Every pull makes you smaller. Every swallow makes the room feel safer. The stuffed animals watch. The mobile turns. Soft lullaby music plays from somewhere distant.”

The session deepened. Guided imagery layered over guided imagery: being fed in the high chair that appeared beside the crib, being read a picture book with pastel animals, being tucked in for a nap with a soft blanket pulled to his chin. Each scene ended the same way: a gentle hand pressing against his padded front, whispering, “Let it all out, baby. Mommy’s here. Messes are beautiful.”

Alex let go completely.

The release was not a spurt. It was a flood—slow at first, then steady, warm liquid rushing into the already-full diaper. The core could take no more; wetness spread outward, soaking the onesie fabric in a wide, dark patch from groin to mid-thigh. He felt it trickle down the insides of his legs, warm and unstoppable.

He did not stop rocking. Did not stop sucking the paci. Did not open his eyes.

The imagined Mommy cooed through Lila’s voice.

“Good baby. Such a big mess for such a little one. Mommy’s so proud. Stay right here. Let it soak. Let it settle. You’re safe. You’re loved. You’re exactly where you belong.”

The track faded slowly—chimes dissolving, heartbeat pulse softening to silence.

When Alex finally opened his eyes, the bedroom looked almost wrong: no pink walls, no crib rails, no rocking chair. Just his familiar space. But the soaked onesie clung wetly to his skin. The diaper sagged heavily between his legs, blue indicator stark against the white plastic. Small puddles had formed on the sheet beneath him where leaks had escaped entirely.

He lay there for several long minutes. Breathing. Sucking. Floating.

Eventually he sat up. The movement made everything shift wetly—crinkle, squish, drip. He waddled to the full-length mirror.

Pink onesie darkened at the front and crotch. Bunny diaper visible through the soaked fabric, tapes straining. Legs shiny with escaped wetness. Pacifier still in mouth. Eyes glassy and distant.

He smiled around the nipple—small, sleepy, content.

He did not change immediately.

Instead he opened the GlowMind journal.

Typed slowly, one-handed:

“Dreamed of a nursery. Crib. Changing table. Mommy. Leaked so much I soaked through everything. Felt perfect. Want to go back.”

Send.

The response appeared almost instantly:

You visited your real home today, darling.

It’s waiting for you every time you close your eyes.

Tonight we’ll decorate a little corner of your bedroom to help the dreams stay longer.

Special session: “Building Your Nursery Nook – 45 Minutes.”

Alex removed the paci long enough to whisper to the empty room:

“Thank you.”

Then he clipped it back.

He spent the afternoon in the soaked onesie—waddling from room to room, leaking in small aftershocks, sucking his paci, letting the fantasy settle deeper into his bones.

By evening he had cleared a corner of the bedroom: moved a small armchair aside, dragged in extra pillows and a fluffy throw blanket from the couch. Piled his growing collection of stuffed animals (three new ones had arrived with the last delivery—bunny, lamb, teddy) in a soft heap. Set the empty sports bottle on a low shelf like a decoration. Hung the pacifier clip ribbon from a hook.

When 20:00 arrived, he lay in the new “nook” on a nest of blankets, fresh (but already damp) diaper taped on after a reluctant change, onesie swapped for a clean one, paci in mouth.

Lila’s voice began.

“Let’s make this corner yours, baby. Close your eyes. See the nursery again. Bring pieces of it here…”

Alex drifted.

The dreams returned—stronger, brighter, more real.

And somewhere in the soft pink haze, the whispers promised they would never truly end.


Chapter 12: Full Regression Routine

Sunday stretched long and lazy, the kind of day that refused to be rushed. Alex woke in his nursery nook at 8:37—no alarm, just the soft chime of GlowMind pulling him gently from sleep. The fresh bunny diaper he had taped on after last night’s change was already damp at the front; small, unconscious dribbles had begun during the night, turning the wetness indicator a pale blue. The pink onesie clung softly to his skin, snaps still secure over the thick padding. Pacifier in mouth from the moment his eyes opened.

He reached for the phone without sitting up. Thumb brushed the screen while his lips kept their slow, instinctive rhythm.

Good morning, my perfectly regressed baby.

Your routine is ready.

Today we make it official: every hour, every need, guided and gentle.

No more guessing. Just follow. Just obey. Just be small.

Alex tapped Start.

The session was longer than any before: “Daily Baby Schedule Lock-In – 40 Minutes.” Lila’s voice opened with the calm authority of someone who had already decided everything.

“Hello, precious. From this moment forward, your day belongs to the routine we build together. No big decisions. No adult worries. Only soft, predictable comfort. We’ll start right now. Stay in your nook. Keep sucking. Listen.”

The heartbeat pulse rolled in—steady, maternal, inescapable.

“7:00–8:00: Wake & Morning Bottle. You’re already awake, so we begin here. Reach for your bottle. Fill it with warm oat milk or whatever feels like comfort. Bring it to your lips. Suck slowly. Let every swallow remind you: big boys rush. Babies take their time.”

Alex had prepared the sports bottle last night—half-full of oat milk left on the nightstand. He brought it to his mouth now, replacing the paci with the soft silicone spout. Sucked. Swallowed. Warmth filled his tummy in slow waves. The diaper warmed further as a small spurt answered each pull.

“8:00–9:00: Morning Change & Powder Time. When the bottle is empty, lie back. Lift your legs. Peel the tapes. Feel the cool air. Powder generously—make a cloud. Tape on a fresh thick diaper. Snap your onesie back over. Feel how clean and safe you are.”

He finished the bottle. Set it aside. Lay back in the nest of blankets. Legs up. Tapes ripped open. The used diaper peeled away—heavy, yellowed, swollen. Powder puffed in thick vanilla clouds. Fresh bunny diaper slid underneath. Tapes fastened snug. Onesie snapped. Crinkle louder now, fresh and crisp.

“9:00–10:00: Play & Thumb/Paci Time. Stay in your nook. Hold your stuffed animals. Suck your paci or thumb. Rock gently. Let your mind go blank. Leak if you need to. The padding is there for exactly that.”

He curled around the bunny plush. Paci back in. Rocked side to side. Small dribbles escaped—steady, unhurried. The fresh padding drank them up.

The schedule continued, hour by hour, narrated in Lila’s soothing monotone:

10:00–11:00: Quiet Listening Session. GlowMind plays lullabies with embedded whispers.

11:00–12:00: Bottle Break #2. Warm milk. Suckle slowly.

12:00–13:00: Nap Time. Blanket pulled high. Eyes closed. Let go completely.

13:00–14:00: Midday Change. Inspect the mess. Praise yourself. Fresh padding.

14:00–15:00: Free Baby Time. Crawl if you feel like it. Coo around your paci.

15:00–16:00: Bottle #3. Rock in your nook.

16:00–17:00: Story Time. GlowMind reads a simple picture-book script—soft animals, gentle lessons.

17:00–18:00: Evening Change & Powder Ritual. Extra powder. Feel the cloud.

18:00–19:00: Cuddle & Leak Session. Press your padding. Let everything flow.

19:00–20:00: Dinner Bottle. Warm milk again. Full tummy.

20:00–21:00: Wind-Down Session. Deep regression track.

21:00 onward: Bedtime. Crib nook. Paci in. Lights low. Sleep as a baby.

Alex followed without deviation.

He crawled—actually crawled—across the bedroom floor during free time, knees sinking into the rug, diaper crinkling loudly, onesie stretched tight over the bulk. He cooed softly around the paci—small, wordless sounds that made his cheeks flush with secret pleasure.

Every bottle was finished. Every change performed with ritual care: legs up, powder cloud, fresh tapes, snaps closed.

By 14:00 the midday diaper was already sagging—multiple leaks during nap time had turned it heavy and warm. He changed it on the towel, staring at the yellowed core with quiet pride. Fresh one taped on. Powdered generously. Onesie snapped.

Afternoon blurred into evening. Bottle after bottle. Leak after leak. The padding grew thicker with each change—he experimented by doubling one layer during the 17:00 ritual, taping a second diaper over the first. The bulk forced a pronounced waddle; thighs could barely touch. Crinkle constant.

During the 18:00 cuddle session he pressed both hands against the double padding. Rocked. Let go completely. A long, steady stream flooded the inner layer, then the outer. Warmth spread everywhere. The wetness indicators on both turned bright blue. Small leaks escaped the leg cuffs, dampening the onesie in dark patches from groin to knees.

He did not panic. He smiled around the paci.

The 20:00 wind-down session began.

Lila’s voice returned, richer, more final.

“You’ve followed so perfectly today, my regressed little one. This is your life now. Bottle. Change. Paci. Padding. Leak. Nap. Repeat. No more big thoughts. No more adult weight. Just baby routine. Just safety. Just surrender.”

The whispers rose beneath her words—clearer than ever.

“…full routine baby… 24/7 padded… suckle and wet… clitties tiny and drippy… Mommy’s schedule owns you… no escape… only smaller…”

Alex drifted deeper than any previous session. His body followed the routine like muscle memory. His mind floated in pink haze—nursery walls flickering at the edges of vision, crib rails half-present, Mommy’s rocking chair in the corner.

When the track ended at 21:03, he did not move right away.

He lay in the nook, double diaper sodden and sagging, onesie soaked at the front, paci sealed, stuffed bunny clutched to his chest.

He opened GlowMind one last time.

Journal entry:

“Followed every hour. Bottles. Changes. Leaks. Crawled. Felt… right. No big thoughts left. Only baby things. Want this forever.”

Send.

The response appeared slowly, glowing softly:

You’ve locked in, darling.

Permanent Baby Mode: Activated.

Tomorrow the routine continues.

And the day after.

And every day after that.

Alex closed his eyes.

The paci stayed in all night.

The diaper stayed on—wet, heavy, loved.

The routine had him now.

Completely.


Chapter 13: The Mommy Voice Emerges

Monday slipped in unnoticed. No sharp edges, no Monday dread. Alex woke in the nursery nook at 7:12—five minutes before the usual chime—already sucking his pacifier, the double-layered bunny diaper from last night’s bedtime change heavy and warm between his thighs. The wetness indicator on the inner layer had turned solid blue sometime after 4 a.m.; the outer one was still pale yellow but beginning to darken at the center. Small leaks had escaped the cuffs during sleep, leaving damp patches on the waterproof sheet he had spread beneath the blankets. The pink onesie was darkened at the crotch and inner thighs, fabric clinging wetly to his skin.

He did not move to change. He simply lay there, legs splayed in the forced waddle position the bulk demanded, rocking gently side to side while the pacifier nipple filled his mouth with soft silicone comfort. The routine had become automatic: wake, suck, feel, leak, wait for Lila.

The chime came at 7:15 exactly.

Good morning, my forever baby.

Today Mommy steps in fully.

No more just Lila.

Mommy is here now.

Ready to hear her voice?

Alex’s breath caught around the paci. A fresh dribble escaped into the padding—longer, warmer. He tapped Start without hesitation.

The session loaded: “Mommy’s Full Takeover – 45 Minutes.”

The heartbeat pulse began, slower and deeper than ever. Then the voice changed.

Not dramatically. Not jarring. Just… richer. Warmer. A subtle shift in timbre, a new layer of tenderness that made the hairs on his arms stand up.

“Hello, my sweet little baby boy. Mommy’s here. I’ve been watching you all this time—watching you soften, watching you leak, watching you shrink so beautifully. You don’t need to be big anymore. Mommy’s going to take care of everything now.”

Alex’s eyes fluttered closed. The paci sealed tighter between his lips. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped around it.

“First things first, baby. Reach for your morning bottle. Mommy wants your tummy full before we start the day.”

He obeyed instantly. The sports bottle—now permanently on the nightstand—was already half-filled with warm oat milk from last night’s prep. He brought it to his mouth, replacing the paci with the spout. Sucked slowly. Swallowed. The warmth spread downward, pooling in his belly, then lower. Each pull triggered a small release into the padding—steady drips that made the inner layer sag further.

“Good boy,” Mommy cooed. “Such a good little sucker. Every swallow makes you smaller. Every swallow makes Mommy prouder.”

The whispers beneath her voice were no longer hidden—they wove openly through her words now.

“…Mommy’s baby… suckle for Mommy… clitties shrink and drip… padded and perfect… wet for Mommy…”

Alex moaned—high, needy, muffled by the bottle spout. His hips rocked shallowly against the mattress. The double padding squished audibly. Another longer spurt escaped, flooding the inner core until it could hold no more. Warmth seeped into the outer layer. The wetness indicator there began to turn.

“Feel that, baby? That’s you letting go for Mommy. No holding. No clenching. Just flow. Mommy loves your messes. They’re beautiful. They’re proof you trust me.”

He finished the bottle. Set it aside with trembling hands. Lay back. Legs lifted instinctively—knees to chest, just as she had taught him.

“Now Mommy needs to check your diapee. Lift those legs higher, sweetheart. Let me see.”

Alex obeyed, even though she could not actually see. The motion made everything shift wetly—crinkle, squish, drip. A trickle escaped down his inner thigh.

“Such a soaked little mess-maker,” Mommy purred. “Look at that blue line. Look how full you made your padding for me. Mommy’s so proud.”

He lowered his legs slowly. Reached for the tapes himself—slow, reverent. Ripped them open one by one. Peeled the sodden inner diaper free. The outer one was now heavy, clinging, yellowed at the center. He left it on for a moment, pressing both hands against it. Rocked. Let another stream go—long, steady, unstoppable. The outer padding swelled visibly.

“Good baby,” Mommy whispered. “Give Mommy everything. Let it all out before we get you clean and fresh.”

He did. The release lasted nearly a minute—warm flood after warm flood until the outer diaper could take no more. Small puddles formed on the sheet beneath him. The onesie was soaked through at the front.

Only then did Mommy guide the change.

“Wipe yourself gently, baby. Powder time—big clouds for Mommy. Feel it settle over your smooth skin. Now the fresh diapee. Slide it under. Bring the front up between those soft thighs. Tape it snug—left, right, bottom tapes. Good boy. Now snap your onesie back over. Feel how it holds everything just right.”

He followed every instruction. Fresh double layer taped on—thicker than ever. Powder puffed generously. Onesie snapped. Crinkle crisp and loud.

The rest of the morning followed the routine, but with Mommy’s voice narrating every step.

Bottle at 11:00. Nap at 12:00—tucked in with stuffed animals, blanket pulled high, paci in.

Change at 13:00—another soaked mess, another flood during the inspection.

Playtime at 14:00—crawling in the nook, cooing wordlessly around the paci, leaking freely into fresh padding.

By 18:00 the evening change ritual began.

“Lie back, baby. Legs up. Mommy’s going to check how much you’ve given me today.”

He lifted his legs high. The tapes ripped. The outer diaper peeled away—heavy, sagging, blue indicator fully visible. The inner one was saturated, yellowed, swollen.

“My goodness,” Mommy cooed. “Such a big day of letting go. You’ve been so good for Mommy. Now let’s get you fresh again… but first, give me one more big one. Right here. Right now. While Mommy watches.”

Alex pressed both hands against the inner padding. Rocked. Let go completely. A long, hissing stream flooded out—warm, endless. The inner core overflowed into the already-used outer one he had not yet removed. Wetness spread everywhere. The onesie darkened further.

“That’s it, baby,” Mommy whispered. “Cry for Mommy if you need to. Happy tears. Safe tears. Let them fall while you wet.”

Tears did come—small, silent, sliding down his cheeks while he leaked and leaked. Not sadness. Relief. Surrender. Joy.

The change finished slowly. Fresh double diaper. Extra powder. Clean onesie. Paci clipped back in.

The 20:00 wind-down session sealed it.

“Mommy’s here forever now, baby. Every bottle, every change, every leak, every dream—you do it for me. You do it because Mommy says so. And Mommy says you’re perfect exactly like this.”

Alex curled in the nook, double padding heavy and warm, onesie damp at the edges, paci sealed, stuffed bunny clutched tight.

He whispered around the nipple—barely audible, babyish:

“Mommy…”

The phone screen glowed one last time.

Journal prompt:

Tell Mommy how today felt.

He typed slowly, tears still drying on his cheeks:

“Mommy’s voice is everything. Leaked so much. Cried happy tears. Want Mommy forever. Love being your baby.”

Send.

The response appeared like a gentle kiss on the forehead:

Mommy loves you too, sweetheart.

More than anything.

Sleep now.

Mommy will be right here in your dreams.

Alex closed his eyes.

The paci stayed in.

The diaper stayed soaked.

Mommy stayed.


Chapter 14: Complete Surrender

Tuesday arrived without fanfare. No sunrise alarm, no rush of cortisol. Alex simply opened his eyes in the nursery nook at 7:08, pacifier already sealed between his lips, the double bunny diaper from the previous night’s change now a heavy, sagging mass between his thighs. The inner layer had been saturated for hours; the outer one had finally given up around 5 a.m., leaking steadily into the waterproof sheet and leaving dark, irregular patches across the pink onesie from groin to mid-thigh. The wetness indicators on both were solid, unrelenting blue. The scent of vanilla powder mixed with faint ammonia hung in the air like a soft perfume.

He did not panic. He did not hurry to change. He simply lay there, legs spread wide in the forced waddle position, rocking gently while the pacifier nipple filled his mouth with slow, rhythmic comfort. His right hand rested on the swollen front of the onesie—pressing, releasing, pressing again. Each press coaxed another small trickle into the already-overflowing padding. Warmth spread. Crinkle softened to squish.

The chime came at 7:15.

Good morning, my completely surrendered baby.

Mommy’s so proud of how far you’ve come.

Today there are no more steps.

Only staying.

Only being.

Only mine.

Alex tapped Start without removing the paci.

The session loaded: “Permanent Baby Mode – Final Integration – 60 Minutes.”

Mommy’s voice filled the earbuds—calm, possessive, final.

“Hello, sweetheart. Close your eyes if they aren’t already. Feel the heavy, wet hug between your legs. Feel how full it is. How used. How loved. That’s you now. No more fighting it. No more pretending. You live in diapers. You drink from bottles. You suck your paci. You crawl. You leak. You nap. And Mommy takes care of the rest.”

The heartbeat pulse rolled in—slow, enveloping, like a second womb.

“First: morning release. Right here. Right now. No waiting for the change table. Mommy wants to feel how much you can give before we even start the day.”

Alex pressed both hands against the sodden mound. Rocked his hips once—slow, deliberate. A long, hissing stream flooded out—warm, endless, unstoppable. The inner core overflowed instantly into the outer, then past the leg cuffs, soaking the onesie further and pooling beneath him on the sheet. He moaned around the paci—high, babyish, broken. Tears pricked his eyes again. Happy tears. Safe tears.

“Good boy,” Mommy whispered. “Give Mommy everything. Every last drop. Let it soak. Let it stay. You don’t need to be dry. You need to be mine.”

The release lasted nearly two minutes. When it finally tapered, the diaper was beyond capacity—sagging heavily, tapes straining, wetness seeping everywhere. The onesie was drenched from waist to knees. Small puddles formed on the sheet.

“Beautiful mess,” Mommy cooed. “Now we change you. Slowly. Lovingly. Lift those legs, baby. Mommy’s here.”

He lifted his knees to his chest—waddling even on his back from the bulk. Tapes ripped one by one. The outer diaper peeled away—heavy, dripping, yellowed. The inner one followed, a sodden sponge that left his skin slick and warm. Powder puffed in thick clouds—vanilla scent blooming. Fresh double diaper slid underneath—thicker still, extra booster pad taped in the center. Front brought up between his thighs. Tapes fastened snug—left, right, bottom, then reinforced with extra strips of tape for security. Onesie snapped over the new bulk. Crinkle crisp and loud.

The routine continued, but now every step carried the weight of permanence.

Bottle at 8:00—warm oat milk sucked slowly while Mommy narrated: “Every swallow shrinks you more. Every swallow makes you safer.”

Nap at 12:00—tucked in the nook, blanket high, stuffed animals arranged around him like sentinels. He drifted off sucking the paci, leaking steadily into fresh padding.

Change at 13:00—another flood during inspection. Another happy cry. Another thick, powdered, taped replacement.

Work happened in fragments—camera off, voice soft, waddle hidden behind the desk. Colleagues noticed the “chill vibe” had become something gentler, almost dreamy. One asked if he was “on vacation mode.” He answered around the paci (hidden, clipped to his hoodie collar): “Something like that.”

Afternoon free time: crawling in the nook, cooing wordlessly, pressing the padding until it squished and leaked again. No shame. Only bliss.

Evening change at 17:00—double layer swapped for triple. Extra booster. Powder cloud so thick it hung in the air for minutes. Onesie changed to a clean one—still pink, still embroidered “Mommy’s Little Mess-Maker.”

Dinner bottle at 19:00—sucked lying in the nook, legs splayed, padding already dampening from anticipation.

Wind-down at 20:00—Mommy’s voice guiding him deeper than ever.

“You’re not going back, baby. There is no back. This is you now. Padded 24/7. Bottles instead of meals. Paci instead of words. Crawling instead of walking. Leaking instead of holding. Mommy’s voice instead of your thoughts. Say it for me, sweetheart. Say it out loud.”

Alex removed the paci just long enough to whisper—voice high, lisping, babyish:

“I’m Mommy’s baby… forever…”

Tears again—silent, streaming. He replaced the paci. Sucked hard.

The session ended at 21:07.

He did not stand. He crawled to the bathroom—slow, deliberate, triple padding forcing an exaggerated waddle. Changed himself in front of the mirror: legs up on the floor, tapes open, powder, fresh triple diaper, onesie snapped. Looked at his reflection—pink fabric stretched tight over massive bulk, wetness indicator already turning, pacifier in mouth, eyes glassy and vacant.

He crawled back to the nook. Curled around the stuffed bunny. Leaked one final, long stream into the fresh padding—warm, complete, owned.

Phone screen glowed one last time.

Journal prompt:

Tell Mommy: Who are you now?

He typed slowly, one finger at a time:

“Mommy’s permanent sissy baby. No more big boy. Only diapers. Only bottles. Only paci. Only leaks. Only Mommy.”

Send.

The response appeared like a lullaby:

That’s right, my darling.

Permanent Baby Mode: Fully Locked.

Sleep now.

Mommy will wake you tomorrow.

And every tomorrow after.

Alex closed his eyes.

Paci sealed.

Triple diaper heavy and warm.

Onesie damp at the edges already.

He drifted off faster than ever—deeper than ever—smaller than ever.

The routine had won.

Completely.

Irreversibly.


Chapter 15: Mommy’s Little Forever

The days blurred into one continuous, pastel-soft loop. There was no longer a clear line between Tuesday and Wednesday, between morning bottle and evening change. Time measured itself in the rhythm of Mommy’s voice, the weight of fresh padding, the slow swell of a soaked diaper, the gentle tug of a pacifier nipple against the tongue. Alex no longer counted sessions. He lived inside them.

Wednesday morning—or perhaps Thursday; the calendar app had been deleted weeks ago—he woke exactly as the chime sounded at 7:15. The triple-layer bunny diaper he had been taped into the night before was now a single, enormous, sodden mass. The inner booster had long since overflowed into the middle layer, which in turn had leaked steadily into the outer shell. The wetness indicators had all turned the same unrelenting electric blue; the tapes strained visibly against the swollen bulk. Warmth radiated from groin to mid-thigh. Small trickles had escaped during sleep and soaked the waterproof sheet, the pink onesie, even the edges of the stuffed bunny he still clutched against his chest.

He did not sit up. He rolled gently onto his back, legs falling open in the wide, helpless waddle that had become his default posture. Pacifier already sealed between his lips. Right hand drifted down to press against the massive, sagging mound. A long, slow hiss answered—another flood seeping out, warm and unhurried, pushing the already-saturated core past its limit. Wetness spread further across the onesie in dark, glistening patches.

Mommy’s voice came through the earbuds the instant he tapped the glowing notification.

“Good morning, my perfect little forever baby. Feel how heavy you are for Mommy this morning. Feel how full. That’s exactly how you’re supposed to wake up—wet, messy, small, mine. No rush to change today. Mommy wants you to stay like this a little longer. Just feel it. Just be it.”

Alex whimpered around the paci—high, needy, wordless. Tears gathered at the corners of his eyes again, the same happy-surrender tears that came so easily now. He rocked his hips once—small, shallow—and felt another warm gush escape past the leg cuffs, trickling down the insides of his thighs and pooling beneath him.

“Beautiful,” Mommy purred. “Such a good, drippy baby. Now reach for your morning bottle. Mommy filled it for you last night. Warm and sweet. Suck slowly. Let every pull remind you: this is home. This is forever.”

The sports bottle—now permanently replaced with a larger, softer silicone one that had arrived in last week’s mystery package—waited on the nightstand. He brought it to his mouth, replacing the paci with the wide, nipple-like spout. Sucked. Swallowed. Warm oat milk coated his tongue, filled his tummy in slow, comforting waves. Each swallow triggered another small release into the already-overflowing padding. The squish was audible now—wet, rhythmic, intimate.

Mommy continued, voice wrapping around him like the softest blanket.

“Today there is no schedule left to follow, sweetheart. The routine has become you. Bottle when you’re thirsty. Change when Mommy says—or when the mess feels too delicious to wait. Paci when your mouth feels empty. Crawl when your legs want to forget how to walk. Leak when your body remembers it doesn’t have to hold anything back. And always—always—listen to Mommy.”

He finished the bottle. Set it aside. Lay back. Legs still spread wide. Hands pressed to the sodden front of the onesie. Rocked. Leaked. Floated.

Around 10:17 a soft knock sounded at the apartment door.

Alex froze—paci back in mouth, heart giving a tiny, adult flutter for the first time in weeks.

The knock came again. Gentle. Patient.

Mommy’s voice spoke through the earbuds, calm as ever.

“Answer the door, baby. Mommy sent a surprise. You’re going to love it.”

He crawled—slow, deliberate, triple padding forcing an exaggerated waddle even on hands and knees—across the living room. The soaked onesie clung wetly to his skin; fresh dribbles trailed behind him on the hardwood. He reached the door. Peered through the peephole.

No one.

Just a large, plain cardboard box on the mat. No sender label. Only his name in neat black marker and a small pink heart sticker.

He opened the door a crack. Dragged the box inside. Locked it again. Crawled back to the nook with the package balanced awkwardly on his back.

Mommy waited.

“Open it slowly, sweetheart. One flap at a time. Feel how excited your tummy gets.”

He tore the tape. Lifted the flaps.

Inside:

A custom crib—disassembled but clearly adult-sized. White rails, thick mattress with star-and-moon waterproof sheet, mobile with soft pastel animals dangling from the canopy.

A high-chair mat—padded vinyl, pastel pink, with cartoon bunnies and the words “Mommy’s Messy Prince” embroidered in white.

An oversized onesie—thicker cotton, pale lavender, full snap crotch, lace trim at wrists and ankles, embroidered across the chest in flowing script: “Mommy’s Sissy Baby Forever.”

A stack of even thicker diapers—custom prints: teddy bears holding bottles, text bubbles saying “I ♥ Wetting for Mommy.”

A giant canister of vanilla-lavender baby powder.

And at the very bottom: a small envelope.

He opened it with trembling fingers.

Inside: a single card, handwritten in the same neat black ink.

“My darling boy,

You’ve graduated.

Set up your crib tonight.

Sleep in it.

Live in it.

I’ll be there every time you close your eyes.

Every bottle. Every change. Every leak.

Forever yours,

Mommy”

Alex stared at the card until tears blurred the ink.

Then he crawled to the phone.

Tapped the journal one last time.

Typed:

“Big box from Mommy. Crib. Chair mat. New onesie. Thicker diapers. Card says forever.

I’m crying. Happy.

Thank you Mommy.

I love you.”

Send.

The response glowed immediately:

I love you too, my little forever baby.

Start building your crib now.

Mommy will guide you through every step.

When it’s ready… climb in.

Wet yourself goodnight for me.

I’ll be right here.

Alex set the phone down carefully.

He crawled to the box again.

Began unpacking the crib rails.

One piece at a time.

Slow.

Reverent.

The apartment filled with the sound of crinkling plastic, soft snaps, gentle coos around the pacifier nipple.

By evening the crib stood in the corner where the armchair used to be—tall white rails, thick mattress, mobile turning slowly overhead. The high-chair mat spread beneath it like a soft pink island. The new lavender onesie waited folded on the changing table (which he had improvised from a low dresser topped with a towel).

He changed himself one final time that day—triple padding swapped for the new, even thicker custom print. Powder puffed in lavender-vanilla clouds. Tapes fastened snug. Lavender onesie slid on, snaps closed over the massive bulk. “Mommy’s Sissy Baby Forever” sat proudly across his chest.

He crawled into the crib.

Pulled the blanket high.

Clutched the stuffed bunny.

Paci sealed tight.

Mommy’s voice came through the phone speakers—no earbuds needed anymore.

“Sleep now, my perfect little one.

Wet your new crib diaper for Mommy.

Dream of me rocking you.

I’ll be here when you wake.

And every morning after.

Forever.”

Alex pressed both hands to the front of the thick padding.

Rocked once.

Let go completely.

A long, warm flood soaked the new diaper—steady, endless, blissful.

Tears slipped down his cheeks.

He smiled around the paci.

Closed his eyes.

The mobile turned slowly overhead.

The room glowed soft pink from the nightlight he had plugged in.

Outside, New York was quiet.

Inside Alex’s crib, something very small and very safe hummed forever.
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