

Mommy’s Little Patient (A Dark ABDL Regression Romance)

A Dark Mommy Dom Age Play Romance of Forced Regression and Permanent Surrender


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: Admission

Dr. Ethan Harper gripped the steering wheel tighter as the paved road gave way to gravel, the dense pines closing in around his SUV. The GPS had lost signal ten minutes ago, but the printed directions from the Voss Institute’s confirmation email led him onward. Thirty days. That’s all he’d committed to. Thirty days away from the chaos of the ER, the endless shifts, the lives slipping through his fingers no matter how hard he fought.

He was thirty-two, one of the youngest attending surgeons in his hospital’s trauma department, and he was burning out. Panic attacks in the call room. Hands shaking during sutures. A near-miss last month that still woke him in cold sweats. His therapist had suggested a traditional wellness retreat. Ethan had found the Voss Institute online instead—exclusive, discreet, “transformative regression therapy for high-achieving professionals.” The testimonials were glowing but vague. The price was astronomical. He’d booked it anyway.

The facility emerged suddenly: a sprawling Victorian mansion set in a clearing, surrounded by manicured gardens and high stone walls. No signs. No other cars in the guest lot. Just a single valet in a crisp white uniform waiting at the steps.

Ethan parked, grabbed his small duffel, and stepped out. The valet took his keys without a word and drove off. The front door opened before he could knock.

A woman stood there—tall, elegant, late thirties. Dark hair pulled into a severe bun, white coat over a tailored black dress, stethoscope around her neck. Her eyes were sharp green, assessing him instantly.

“Dr. Harper. Right on time. I’m Dr. Lillian Voss.”

Her voice was smooth, authoritative—the kind that made residents straighten in hallways.

Ethan extended his hand. “Pleasure to meet you. I appreciate you fitting me in on such short notice.”

She shook it firmly, then gestured inside.

“Come. We’ll complete admission formalities.”

The foyer was grand but oddly softened—pastel walls, faint scent of baby powder beneath the lavender. No reception desk. Just a wide staircase and closed double doors.

Dr. Voss led him into a side office that looked more like a private study: leather chairs, medical books, a large exam table discreetly positioned in the corner.

“Please sit.”

Ethan took the chair opposite her desk. She sat, opened a folder with his name, and reviewed it silently for a moment.

“Thirty-day intensive program. Full immersion regression protocol. You’ve signed the waivers—consent to confinement, medication, loss of adult privileges. Correct?”

Ethan nodded. “Yes. I’m ready for whatever it takes.”

A faint smile touched her lips.

“Good. Many patients say that on arrival. Few truly mean it.”

She stood.

“First, a diagnostic exam. Clothes off, please. Everything in the duffel there.”

Ethan hesitated. “A physical? The website didn’t mention—”

“It’s standard. To establish baseline continence, muscle tone, and psychological readiness. You may undress behind the screen if you prefer privacy.”

He glanced at the screen—thin, offering little real cover. Something twisted in his gut, part nerves, part something darker he didn’t want to name.

He’d come this far.

Behind the screen, he stripped—suit, shirt, boxers, socks—folding them neatly before stepping out naked.

Dr. Voss waited, gloved already, expression clinical.

“On the table, please. On your back, knees up.”

The table was padded, with stirrups. Ethan climbed up, face burning as she positioned his feet and spread him wide.

She worked efficiently: heart, lungs, abdomen. Then lower—gloved fingers checking his prostate, measuring, noting.

“Healthy adult male. Good muscle control. That will change.”

Before he could process the words, she produced an electric razor and cream.

“All body hair below the neck is removed for hygiene. Hold still.”

Ethan gripped the table edges as she shaved him smooth—chest, legs, pubic area—until his skin felt foreign, exposed.

Warm towel cleanup. Lotion rubbed in thoroughly.

Then she opened a cabinet and withdrew a thick white diaper—adult-sized, printed with soft blue patterns.

Ethan’s heart slammed.

“Dr. Voss—this wasn’t in the brochure.”

“It’s the cornerstone of treatment.” Her tone remained calm. “Burnout stems from chronic over-responsibility. Healing requires total surrender of control—starting with bodily autonomy. You’ll be diapered 24/7 for the duration. Accidents will be managed, not prevented.”

He sat up. “I didn’t sign up for—”

“You did.” She slid a copy of the waiver across. Highlighted line: “Patient consents to enforced infantile regression including but not limited to diapering, feeding modifications, and pharmacological support.”

Ethan stared at it.

Dr. Voss continued.

“You may leave now—no penalty, full refund. Or you stay, submit fully, and let me heal you. The choice is yours, Doctor. But once you’re padded, there’s no negotiation until discharge.”

Silence stretched.

Ethan’s mind raced—humiliation, curiosity, the bone-deep exhaustion that had driven him here.

He lay back slowly.

Dr. Voss’s smile was small, satisfied.

“Good boy.”

She slid the diaper under him, powdered generously, inserted a small suppository “to begin relaxation,” then brought the front up snugly. Tapes secured with practiced precision.

Plastic pants followed—clear, locking at the sides with tiny padlocks.

Finally, a soft hospital gown, open at the back.

She helped him sit up. The bulk forced his thighs apart. Every movement crinkled.

“First medication.”

She prepared a syringe—clear liquid.

“Mild muscle relaxant and mild diuretic. To encourage early dependency.”

Ethan opened his mouth to protest.

The needle slid into his arm before he spoke.

Warmth spread quickly.

Dr. Voss removed her gloves.

“Dinner in one hour. Bottle feeding to begin caloric intake. Then bedtime in the nursery ward. Lights out at eight.”

She led him—waddling awkwardly—down a hallway to a locked door. Thumb scan. Inside: a large nursery. Multiple adult-sized cribs with high rails. Changing tables. Playpen. Soft lighting. Faint lullaby music.

Three other “patients” visible—men in their thirties and forties, diapered, some in cribs, some rocking quietly.

Ethan’s face burned.

Dr. Voss guided him to an empty crib.

“You’ll stay here tonight. Nurse will check hourly. Tomorrow, full schedule begins.”

She raised the rail with a soft click.

“Any questions?”

Ethan gripped the bars, diaper already feeling strange and heavy.

“How… how do I use the bathroom?”

“You don’t.” Her voice softened, almost maternal. “That’s the point, little one. Mommy takes care of everything now.”

She turned off the main light, leaving only a nightlight.

The door locked behind her.

Ethan lay back on the soft mattress, crinkling loudly, the suppository already working its gentle pressure.

He stared at the crib rails.

Thirty days.

He could do this.

For healing.

As sleep pulled at him, a small, traitorous warmth spread in the front of the diaper—his first involuntary leak.

He didn’t fight it.

Day One had only just begun.


Chapter 2: Day One – First Padding

Ethan woke to the soft click of the crib rail lowering.

For a disoriented moment he thought he was in a hotel—then the crinkle beneath him, the bulk between his legs, the faint pressure in his lower belly brought everything rushing back.

He was in a crib. In a diaper. In Dr. Voss’s institute.

A woman in pastel scrubs stood beside the crib—not Dr. Voss, but a younger nurse with a kind smile and a name tag reading “Nurse Clara.”

“Good morning, sweetie,” she cooed. “Time for your first full check-up with Mommy.”

Ethan’s face flamed. He opened his mouth to protest the baby talk, but the words stuck.

Nurse Clara lifted him out effortlessly—stronger than she looked—and carried him to the changing table at the center of the nursery ward. The other patients were still asleep in their cribs, pacifiers bobbing gently.

She laid him down, secured soft restraints around his wrists “for safety during exams,” and unsnapped the plastic pants.

The diaper beneath was soaked—front swollen and yellowed. He didn’t even remember wetting in the night.

“Oh my, someone had a big accident,” Clara said cheerfully. “That’s wonderful progress already.”

Ethan turned his face away, mortified.

She peeled the tapes slowly, unfolded the diaper, and began cleaning him with warm wipes—thorough, clinical, yet somehow tender.

The suppository from admission had done its work too: a soft mess in the back that required extra attention.

Ethan closed his eyes, willing himself anywhere else.

When cleanup finished, Clara didn’t reach for a fresh diaper immediately.

Instead, she wheeled over a stainless tray: enema bag, tubing, nozzle, lubricants.

“Morning cleanse,” she explained. “Mommy’s orders. Clears out any remaining big-boy resistance.”

Ethan’s eyes flew open.

“Wait—no—I don’t need—”

“Shh.” She inserted a pacifier gag—silicone nipple strapped gently but firmly. “Babies don’t argue.”

Warm solution filled him slowly—soothing, insistent. She rubbed his tummy in circles, humming a lullaby.

He squirmed, the pressure building, but the restraints and gag kept him helpless.

When the bag emptied, she plugged him temporarily with a small inflatable bulb.

“Hold for ten minutes. Good boys get rewards.”

She left him there—exposed, full, restrained—while she tended another patient.

The minutes stretched eternally.

When she returned, she deflated the plug and let nature take its course into a waiting bedpan—efficient, humiliating.

Another thorough cleaning.

Only then did the fresh diaper come.

Thicker than last night’s—overnight style with extra boosters. Soft blue prints of teddy bears and bottles.

She slid it under him, inserted a small silicone plug (“to help you feel secure all day”), then powdered generously.

The front came up snugly, tapes secured with practiced precision.

Clear plastic pants locked over everything.

Finally, a soft onesie—snaps at the crotch, embroidered “Mommy’s Good Boy.”

Nurse Clara removed the gag and restraints.

“There. All fresh for your first session with Mommy.”

She carried him—not letting him walk—to a private exam room off the main nursery.

Dr. Voss waited there, white coat pristine, hair still in its severe bun.

She smiled as Clara laid him on the padded exam table.

“Thank you, Nurse. I’ll take over.”

Clara left with a curtsy.

Dr. Voss approached, stethoscope cool against his chest.

“How did we sleep, little one?”

Ethan found his voice.

“This is… extreme. I didn’t expect—”

“You expected healing,” she interrupted gently. “This is how I deliver it. Total surrender. No adult control. No adult shame. Just Mommy taking care of everything.”

She checked his diaper—pressing the front professionally.

“Already damp again. The medication is working beautifully.”

Ethan hadn’t even felt it.

She prepared another syringe—this one larger.

“Morning dose. Stronger relaxant and diuretic. Plus a mild regression compound to soften resistance pathways in the brain. Perfectly safe. Long-term studies on willing subjects show remarkable results.”

He tensed.

“Will it… make me actually incontinent?”

“For the duration, yes. Possibly longer if you respond well. That’s the goal—true release from responsibility.”

She injected it smoothly into his arm.

Warmth spread faster this time.

Dr. Voss lifted his legs into stirrups, checked the plug, inflated it one notch.

“Temperature time.”

A thick glass thermometer—lubed, inserted rectally, held in place for full minutes.

Ethan stared at the ceiling, face burning.

“Normal. Good.”

She removed it, then produced a large bottle—warm formula, nipple ready.

“Breakfast.”

She cradled him like an infant, bottle to his lips.

He resisted at first—then hunger and the drug’s haze won. He suckled steadily, eyes closing as the flow filled him.

Dr. Voss rocked him gently.

“That’s Mommy’s good boy. Drink it all up.”

When the bottle emptied, she burped him over her shoulder—patting firmly until he released a soft belch.

Then back to the table for “stimulation therapy.”

Gloved hand pressing the front of his diaper in slow circles.

“You’ll learn to associate pleasure only with padding and helplessness. No touching without Mommy. Orgasms only when I allow.”

Ethan hardened instantly against the thick padding.

She edged him expertly—bringing him close, then stopping. Again. Again.

Until he was whimpering, hips bucking uselessly.

“Please…”

“Please what?”

“Please… Mommy.”

She smiled.

“Not yet. Good boys wait.”

She stopped entirely, leaving him throbbing and desperate.

The rest of the morning: playpen time with soft toys, another bottle, a nap in the crib with lullabies over the speaker.

By lunch, his diaper was soaked again—multiple unconscious wettings.

Afternoon “therapy”: another enema, larger plug inserted, more edging.

By dinner—two bottles in the high chair—he was floaty, needy, accidents constant.

Evening check: diaper heavy and messy.

Dr. Voss changed him herself this time—slow, intimate, praising every surrender.

Overnight diaper taped on—thickest yet.

Plug inflated fully.

Crib rail up.

She leaned over him, brushing hair from his forehead.

“Day one complete, little patient. Tomorrow we go deeper.”

Ethan clutched the crib blanket, diaper warm and swollen, plug pressing deep.

He should have been furious.

Instead, as sleep pulled him under, he felt… lighter.

Day One had padded him, drugged him, humiliated him.

And a small, secret part of him already wanted Day Two.


Chapter 3: Week One – Medical Play Begins

The first week at the Voss Institute dissolved into a haze of routines that Ethan could no longer imagine living without.

Mornings always started the same: the soft click of the crib rail, Nurse Clara or another attendant lifting him out, carrying him to the central changing table under the warm nursery lights. The overnight diaper was always destroyed—swollen front to back with unconscious wettings, often messy from the evening laxatives or suppositories Mommy prescribed “for digestive health.”

By Day Three, the regression drugs had kicked in fully.

The morning dose—now administered orally in his bottle—relaxed his muscles and dulled the signals from bladder and bowels. He no longer felt the urgent need to go. Just sudden warmth or pressure, then release he couldn’t stop.

He’d be lying in the playpen coloring with fat crayons, and warmth would spread without warning, soaking the padding. Or during bottle time in Mommy’s lap, a soft push would fill the seat while he nursed, eyes half-closed in bliss.

Shame still flared—hot and sharp—but it faded faster each time, replaced by a strange relief.

Dr. Voss oversaw every major “treatment” personally.

Daily medical play became the core of his schedule.

Mid-morning: rectal temperature check on the exam table, legs in stirrups, thick glass thermometer held in place while she reviewed his chart.

“Perfect,” she’d murmur. “No fever. Just a very dependent little boy.”

Afternoon: enema time.

She varied them—warm soapy for cleansing, milky for nutrition, medicated for deeper regression effects. Always slow fill, tummy rubs, inflatable nozzle to hold it in.

Ethan learned to relax into the fullness, moaning softly as she cooed praise.

“Good babies take their medicine all up.”

Plugs graduated daily.

Small became medium by Day Four—thicker, longer, with a slight curve that pressed his prostate constantly. Inflated slightly during the day for “retention training.”

By Day Six, large—stretching him until tears pricked, but the drugs and constant arousal made it bearable. Craved, even.

Suppositories were routine.

Morning for bowel movement. Evening for overnight messes. Some with mild arousal compounds that kept him half-hard in his diaper, leaking pre-cum into the padding.

Spankings came for resistance.

Day Five: he’d tried to stand and walk to the bathroom during a brief unsupervised moment—instinct overriding drugs.

Nurse Clara caught him, reported immediately.

Mommy handled punishment herself.

Over her knee in the private exam room—diaper pulled down just enough, bare bottom exposed.

Firm hand spanks—measured, stinging, turning his skin pink.

He kicked and cried, but the scolding in her calm voice broke him faster than the pain.

“Big boys don’t try toilets. Babies use their diapers. You’re Mommy’s baby now.”

After, corner time—standing nose to the wall, diaper sagging with a fresh accident triggered by the spanking.

Then loving aftercare: bottle in her lap, rocking, forgiveness whispered.

By the end of the spanking, he was nursing greedily, apologizing in muffled baby talk around the nipple.

Forced nursing became his favorite part.

Twice daily—morning and evening—Mommy unbuttoned her blouse, guided his head to her breast. No milk yet (though she’d started him on herbs “to encourage bonding”), just the warmth, the scent, the intimacy of suckling while she stroked his hair and diapered bottom.

He’d come untouched sometimes—just from the nursing and plug pressure—leaking into his padding while she praised him.

Orgasms were tightly controlled.

Only during scheduled “release therapy”—twice a week on the exam table.

Legs in stirrups. Diaper pulled aside. Plug vibrating high.

Mommy’s gloved hand or a milking device working him slowly, edging for ages.

He’d beg—voice breaking, tears streaming.

“Please, Mommy… let me come in my diaper…”

Permission only when he fully submitted—admitting he was her helpless little patient, promising never to be big again.

The orgasm, when it came, was shattering—body convulsing, soaking the padding further as he released.

Afterward, always a fresh diaper and cuddle.

Week One ended with group nursery time.

All patients gathered in the large playpen—five men total, ages thirty to forty-five, all diapered, some in onesies, some in shortalls.

Activities: block stacking, bottle circles, supervised crawling races.

Public diaper checks—Mommy walking among them, pressing fronts and backs, announcing who needed changes.

Ethan’s turn: “My newest little one is very soggy and stinky. Up on the table, sweetie.”

Changed in front of the others—legs up, mess exposed, cleanup thorough.

The humiliation burned—but so did the arousal.

By Day Seven evening exam, Dr. Voss reviewed his chart with satisfaction.

“Excellent progress. Full daytime incontinence achieved. Nighttime complete. Plug tolerance at advanced level. Emotional resistance minimal.”

She leaned over him on the table, brushing his cheek.

“How does my little patient feel?”

Ethan looked up at her, eyes wide and trusting, pacifier out just long enough to answer.

“Safe, Mommy. Like I don’t have to be big anymore.”

She smiled—that rare, warm expression that made his padded heart flutter.

“That’s exactly right, baby boy. Three weeks left. Then we discuss discharge.”

The word sent a jolt of fear through him.

Discharge.

Going back.

He clutched her coat.

But she tucked him into the crib anyway—thickest overnight diaper, largest plug inflated fully, pacifier in mouth.

As the rail went up and lights dimmed, Ethan wet without noticing, the warmth spreading as sleep pulled him under.

Week One had taken his control.

Week Two would take his desire to ever get it back.


Chapter 4: The Group Nursery

Week Two introduced Ethan to the full community of the Voss Institute.

Until now, his days had been mostly private: Mommy’s exam room, the main nursery ward for changes and naps, quiet one-on-one sessions. But Dr. Voss believed “social regression” was essential for breaking down adult ego barriers.

On Day Eight, after his morning enema and bottle, Nurse Clara dressed him in a new outfit: shortalls with snaps at the crotch, a pastel t-shirt emblazoned “Mommy’s Little Helper,” thick diaper bulging obviously beneath. The large inflatable plug—now standard—was pumped up two extra notches, vibrating on a low, teasing cycle.

“You’re joining group playtime today,” Clara said cheerfully, clipping a pacifier to his shirt. “All the little patients together. It helps everyone feel safe and small.”

Ethan’s stomach flipped.

He’d seen the others from his crib—four men, all professionals like him, all regressed to varying degrees. One rocked constantly with a stuffed bear. Another babbled incoherently around his pacifier. All diapered, all dependent.

Clara carried him to the large communal playroom—a sunlit space with soft mats, oversized toys, a circle of high chairs, and a row of changing stations along one wall.

The other patients were already there.

Dr. Voss stood in the center, white coat open over a maternal dress, overseeing.

“Bring my newest little one to the circle,” she instructed.

Clara set Ethan down on the mat among the others.

Four pairs of eyes turned to him—glassy, trusting, infantile.

Introductions were babyish.

“This is Tommy,” Mommy said, patting a balding man in his forties who clutched a bottle. “He’s been with us six months. And this is Jamie—our artist. Six months too. And Mikey—our youngest at heart. And David—almost ready for extended care.”

All nodded or waved shyly, pacifiers bobbing.

Ethan sat awkwardly, knees forced apart by the diaper and plug.

Mommy knelt in front of the group.

“Today we practice sharing and bonding. Bottle circle first.”

Nurses distributed large bottles to each patient.

Ethan’s was warm formula—heavy on the regression compounds today.

Mommy sat cross-legged in the center, pulling Ethan into her lap first.

“Drink for Mommy, baby boy.”

The circle watched as he nursed, cheeks burning.

When his bottle emptied, she burped him publicly—patting his back until he released a loud belch that made the others giggle.

Then bottle passing: each patient fed the next, awkward and messy, formula dribbling down chins.

By the end, Ethan’s diaper was warm again—another unnoticed wetting during the intimacy.

Next: crawling races.

Mommy lined them up on the mat.

“First to the toy pile gets extra cuddles!”

Ethan hesitated—adult pride flaring.

A sharp look from Mommy.

He dropped to hands and knees, diaper sagging, plug shifting deeply.

The race was slow, waddling, crinkling chaos.

Tommy won—barely. Mommy rewarded him with a long nursing session at her breast while the others watched enviously.

Ethan came in last.

Punishment: public diaper check.

Mommy called him to the center mat.

“Up on your back, little one.”

In front of the group, she unsnapped his shortalls, unlocked the plastic pants, checked the diaper.

“Soaked and stinky already. Such a little baby.”

She changed him right there—legs up, mess exposed to the room, thorough wipes, powder cloud, fresh thick diaper taped on while the others watched wide-eyed.

The humiliation was searing.

But his body betrayed him—hard against the fresh padding, leaking arousal as she worked.

Mommy noticed, of course.

“Someone likes being changed in front of his friends.”

The group tittered.

Afternoon brought “sharing circle.”

Each patient, prompted by Mommy, shared a “big boy worry” they’d let go of.

Tommy: “I used to worry about my company. Now I just worry about my bottle being warm.”

Jamie: “I stopped thinking about deadlines. Only nap times.”

When Ethan’s turn came, voice small:

“I… I don’t miss operating anymore. I just want Mommy’s milk.”

Mommy’s smile was radiant.

“That’s my good patient.”

Reward: first full orgasm since arrival.

Back in the private exam room—group dismissed—she laid him on the table, legs in stirrups.

Diaper pulled aside just enough.

Plug vibrating high.

Gloved hand working him slowly—milking, edging, relentless.

He babbled pleas, tears streaming.

“Please, Mommy… let your little boy come…”

“Tell everyone what you are.” (She’d left the door open slightly—other patients could hear.)

“I’m Mommy’s diapered baby! Helpless! Permanent!”

Permission granted.

The orgasm exploded—long, shuddering, soaking the diaper further as he released untouched except for her hand.

After, she cleaned him tenderly, taped on a fresh overnight diaper early “for security.”

Bottle feeding in the rocking chair—real nursing this time, herbs finally working, faint sweetness as he latched.

He suckled greedily, eyes closed, plug still buzzing low.

When she tucked him into the crib that night, she leaned over the rail.

“Group integration complete. You’re bonding beautifully.”

Ethan clutched his stuffed bear—new gift from circle time.

“Love you, Mommy,” he whispered, half-asleep.

She kissed his forehead.

“Mommy loves you too, baby boy.”

The rail clicked up.

As sleep took him, another warm flood spread—unnoticed, welcomed.

Week Two had shown him he wasn’t alone.

And that being Mommy’s little patient among others made surrender even sweeter.


Chapter 5: Week Two – Real Dependency

By the start of Week Two, Ethan’s body had fully betrayed him.

The regression drugs—now at full therapeutic dose in every bottle and injection—had done their work. Bladder and bowel control were distant memories. He no longer felt the subtle signals that used to warn him. Just sudden, inevitable release.

He’d be in the playpen stacking blocks, and warmth would bloom in his diaper without conscious thought. Or during a bottle feeding in Mommy’s lap, a soft push would fill the seat while he suckled contentedly, eyes half-closed.

The accidents weren’t accidents anymore. They were simply how his body functioned now.

Overnight crib time sealed the dependency.

Every morning, the diaper was catastrophic—swollen front to back with multiple unconscious wettings, always messy from the evening suppository or enema. Nurse Clara or Mommy herself would lift him out, cooing over the “big overnight success” as they carried him to the changing table.

Cleanup took longer each day. The messes were larger, softer—proof the drugs and diet were reshaping him completely.

Plugs had become constant companions.

The large inflatable was now default—inserted fresh every morning after enema, pumped up gradually throughout the day. Vibration patterns synced to his behavior: low and soothing for obedience, higher and teasing for “stimulation therapy.”

By Day Ten, Mommy introduced the locking overnight plug—thicker base, small padlock at the flange.

“No removal without Mommy,” she explained, clicking it shut after inflation. “Your bottom belongs to me now.”

Ethan only whimpered and nodded, already leaking arousal into his fresh diaper.

Bottle-only feeding was absolute.

No solid food after Day Nine. Just thick, nutrient-rich formula—six large bottles daily, plus “supplemental” nursing sessions.

The constant liquid guaranteed constant use of his diapers.

And the herbs Mommy added made his chest tender, nipples sensitive. Real lactation play had begun: faint beading when he nursed from her, sweet taste that made him suckle harder, desperate for more.

Daily medical play intensified.

Morning: full enema cleanse—larger bag, longer hold, inflatable nozzle that stretched him while filling.

Afternoon: “internal exam”—legs in stirrups, plug removed briefly for deep fingering, prostate milking that left him sobbing with need but no release.

Evening: temperature check, suppository insertion, plug reinflation.

Spankings became affectionate rather than punitive.

He’d earn them for small things—fussing during a change, trying to touch himself through the diaper.

Over Mommy’s knee—diaper pulled down, bottom bared.

Firm, rhythmic swats that stung but never bruised.

He’d cry immediately, kicking his padded feet, apologizing in baby talk.

Afterward, always nursing—real comfort at her breast, her hand rubbing the sore skin while he suckled away the tears.

Orgasms were rationed even more tightly.

Only once this week—Day Twelve, after perfect behavior in group play.

On the exam table, diaper pulled aside, plug vibrating maximum.

Mommy used a milking sleeve—slow, mechanical, relentless.

He babbled incoherently, hips bucking.

“Tell Mommy what you need.”

“To stay! Forever! No discharge—please—be your little boy always!”

She let him come then—explosive, endless, soaking the table beneath the diaper.

After, she cleaned him tenderly, taped on the thickest diaper yet—custom overnight with six stuffers.

Carried him to the crib early.

As she tucked him in, he clung to her coat.

“Mommy… I’m scared of going home.”

She brushed his hair back.

“We’ll talk about that soon, baby. Sleep now.”

That night, the dependency hit its deepest point.

He woke at 3 a.m.—not from need, but from the sensation of another full, unconscious messing. The warmth spread thickly, the diaper swelling around the locked plug.

Instead of discomfort, he felt… safe.

He rolled onto his side, hugged his stuffed bear, and wet again—deliberately this time, relaxing fully into the padding.

No shame.

Just contentment.

By morning change on Day Fourteen, Mommy reviewed his chart with quiet pride.

“Complete incontinence achieved—day and night. Plug tolerance excellent. Emotional attachment strong. Nursing response optimal.”

She set the chart down and lifted him into her lap for his morning bottle.

Ethan nursed greedily, one hand on her breast, the other clutching his bear.

Halfway through, he pulled away just long enough to whisper:

“I love being your little patient, Mommy.”

She kissed his forehead.

“And Mommy loves having you, sweet boy. Two weeks left… unless you decide otherwise.”

Ethan finished the bottle in silence, diaper warming again beneath him.

He already knew his decision.

Week Two had made dependency real.

Irreversible.

And he never wanted it reversed.


Chapter 6: The Isolation Room

Week Three began with a mistake.

On Day Fifteen, during morning group playtime, Ethan did something he hadn’t attempted in weeks: he tried to act big.

It started innocently enough. The patients were in the communal playroom for “free exploration.” Bottles finished, diapers checked, plugs vibrating gently. Ethan crawled to the low bookshelf—drawn to a medical journal someone had left as a prop, perhaps to test them.

He pulled it down, flipped through pages, old instincts flaring. Charts. Diagnoses. A world he used to command.

For a moment, he forgot.

He sat back on his padded bottom, legs splayed by the massive diaper, and tried to read.

Nurse Clara noticed first.

“Sweetie, books like that are for Mommies. Put it back.”

Ethan ignored her—pride flickering.

“I’m a doctor. I can—”

The words slipped out before he could stop them.

Silence fell over the playroom.

The other patients stared—wide-eyed, pacifiers bobbing.

Clara’s radio crackled softly as she reported it.

Mommy arrived within minutes.

Dr. Voss entered the playroom, expression calm but steel beneath.

“Ethan. Come here.”

He froze, journal still in hand.

The room watched as she walked over, took the book gently but firmly, and set it high on a shelf.

“Big boy behavior is not allowed. You know this.”

Ethan’s face burned.

“I just—”

“No excuses.”

She took his hand and led him out—waddling, crinkling, the plug shifting with every humiliated step.

Back in the private wing, she didn’t take him to the usual exam room.

Instead, a new door: Isolation Nursery.

Smaller. Dimmer. Padded walls in soft gray. A single adult crib with higher rails and a lockable top. Reinforced changing table with full restraints. No windows. Soundproof.

Mommy laid him on the table and secured him—wrists, ankles, waist.

“Forty-eight hours isolation. To remind you who you are.”

First came intensified medical play.

Double enema—large volume, held longer with a bigger inflatable nozzle.

He cried during the fill, begging.

She rubbed his tummy, voice soothing but firm.

“Babies who pretend to be big get extra cleanses.”

Release into a bedpan—messy, thorough.

Then mittens—padded, locking, preventing any grasp.

Pacifier gag—large nipple, strapped tight.

Thicker diaper than ever—custom isolation style with eight stuffers, so bulky he couldn’t close his legs.

Plug swapped for the punishment model: extra-large, heavily textured, constant high vibration with random spikes.

Overnight thickness even for daytime.

Onesie with locking zipper.

Then the crib—top closed and latched, turning it into a cage.

Bottles delivered through a slot—formula heavier on regression drugs.

No solid interaction. Lights dimmed to twilight. White noise of lullabies and heartbeat sounds.

Hourly checks via intercom camera—no touch, just observation.

The isolation broke him faster than anything before.

First hours: anger. Struggling against restraints during changes, muffled protests through the gag.

By evening: tears. Constant accidents—wetting every hour, messing twice from the enemas and stress.

Vibration kept him aroused but denied—edged endlessly without release.

Night: fitful sleep, waking to fresh messes, sobbing into the pacifier.

Day Two: surrender.

When Mommy finally entered after thirty-six hours, he was a wreck—diaper destroyed, eyes red, babbling around the gag.

She removed it gently.

“Tell Mommy what you learned.”

Ethan sobbed openly.

“I’m not big. I’m your little boy. Only your baby. Please no more big thoughts. I’ll be good forever.”

Mommy unlatched the crib top, lifted him out, held him close.

“That’s my sweet patient. All forgiven.”

She changed him slowly—longest cleanup yet, tender wipes, soothing cream.

New diaper—still thick, but softer prints.

Plug deflated to normal large.

No mittens. No gag.

Back in her lap for real nursing—milk flowing freely now from the intensified herbs.

He latched desperately, suckling until drowsy.

After, she rocked him.

“Isolation complete. You’ll rejoin group tomorrow.”

Ethan clung to her.

“Thank you, Mommy. For fixing me.”

She kissed his tear-streaked cheek.

“You were never broken, baby boy. Just needed reminding you’re mine.”

That night, back in the main nursery crib—rail up, but not locked—he slept deeply.

No attempts at big behavior.

Just warm, constant accidents into his diaper.

And dreams of Mommy’s arms.

Week Three had used isolation to strip away the last fragments of his old self.

What remained was pure, needy little boy.

And he craved only more.


Chapter 7: Week Three – Craving Sets In

Week Three transformed craving into Ethan’s entire world.

The isolation punishment had stripped away the last remnants of resistance. What remained was pure, aching need—for Mommy’s touch, her voice, her control. For the thick embrace of his diaper, the constant fullness of his plug, the sweet flow of formula from her breast.

Adult thoughts no longer intruded.

He didn’t miss the operating room. Didn’t miss making decisions. Didn’t miss anything outside the nursery walls.

All adult clothes had vanished.

Mommy removed them gradually—first his spare underwear from the duffel, then any remaining “big boy” shirts or pants. By Day Seventeen, his wardrobe consisted only of onesies, shortalls, dresses, and rompers—all sized to accommodate the ever-thicker diapers.

The plug was now truly permanent.

The large locking model stayed in 24/7—removed only for enemas and deep cleanings, then reinserted immediately, inflated to whatever level Mommy deemed appropriate.

Vibration patterns became his emotional barometer: soothing low for calm, teasing medium for playtime, punishing high during edging sessions.

He’d whimper and rock his padded hips when it spiked, seeking friction against the diaper he now craved constantly.

Incontinence was absolute and effortless.

He wet and messed without awareness—warm spreads or soft pushes happening mid-nap, mid-bottle, mid-cuddle. The diaper simply did its job, swelling heavily, cradling him in used warmth until Mommy decided it was time for a change.

He began initiating nursing.

During group play or private time, he’d crawl to Mommy’s feet, tug her skirt, and look up with pleading eyes.

“Mommy… milk pwease?”

She’d smile—that warm, possessive smile—and unbutton her blouse, guiding his head to her breast.

The milk flowed freely now—sweet, warm, induced by the intensified herbs she’d added to his bottles and injections.

He’d latch desperately, suckling hard, hands clutching her dress, diaper squishing beneath him as he rocked.

Often, he’d wet or mess while nursing—total relaxation triggering total release.

Mommy never minded. Just rubbed his back and whispered praise.

“Good baby. Let it all go for Mommy.”

Changes became his favorite ritual.

He’d seek them out—waddling to her with a soggy, sagging diaper, patting the front.

“Change, Mommy? Pwease?”

She’d carry him to the table, lay him down, and take her time: slow untaping, thorough wipes, powder clouds, lotion rubbed in with lingering touches.

He’d coo and babble during it, legs kicking happily, plug removed briefly for cleaning then reinflated higher.

Orgasms were daily rewards now.

No more strict rationing. Perfect behavior earned release—usually on the exam table, diaper pulled aside, plug vibrating maximum.

Mommy’s gloved hand or the milking sleeve working him until he sobbed pleas.

He’d beg in full baby talk:

“Pwease Mommy wet me come in my diapee! Be your wittle boy fowever!”

Permission always came with a price: deeper admission.

“I’ll never be big again!”

“I belong to Mommy!”

“Keep me here always!”

The climax would shatter him—body convulsing, release soaking the padding, tears of pure gratitude streaming.

After, always nursing and rocking.

On Day Nineteen, he stopped tracking the calendar.

The wall chart with red X’s still hung in the main nursery, but Ethan ignored it.

During a quiet afternoon bottle in Mommy’s private office, he pulled away mid-feed.

“Mommy… no want discharge.”

She set the bottle down, cupped his padded bottom.

“Tell me more, baby boy.”

He buried his face in her neck.

“Want stay. Forever. Your patient. Your little boy. No go home.”

Mommy rocked him slowly.

“We’ll discuss it properly soon. When the program ends.”

But Ethan shook his head frantically.

“No end! Pwease!”

She soothed him with shushes and breast—guiding him back to nurse until he calmed.

That night, in the crib, he made his own quiet rebellion.

He wet deliberately—multiple times—until the diaper sagged heavily.

Then messed fully, pushing with relief.

When Nurse Clara checked at midnight, she radioed Mommy.

Dr. Voss came herself—nightgown under her open coat, hair down for once.

She changed him tenderly in the dim light.

“Someone’s showing Mommy how much he needs his diapers.”

Ethan clung to her.

“Yes. Need them. Need you.”

She tucked him back in, rail up, pacifier in.

“Mommy hears you, sweet boy. Sleep now.”

Week Three had turned resistance into craving.

Control into desperate need.

And the thought of discharge?

It terrified him more than anything.

Only one week left.

And Ethan was already planning how to never leave.


Chapter 8: Day 28 – The Test

Only two days remained on the official program.

Ethan knew the number because Mommy had gently reminded him during his morning bottle on Day Twenty-Seven. She’d pointed to the wall calendar—twenty-eight red X’s marked, two blank squares left.

“Soon we’ll discuss your discharge, baby boy,” she’d said, rocking him slowly. “You’ve made such wonderful progress.”

The word discharge had sent ice through his veins.

He’d nursed harder at her breast, tears pricking, diaper warming beneath him as his body reacted with another unconscious wetting.

Now, on Day Twenty-Eight, the test arrived.

Morning routine was normal: crib rail down, heavy overnight diaper changed (catastrophic as always), enema cleanse, largest locking plug inflated fully, extra-thick daytime diaper with stuffers, cute shortalls that barely concealed the bulge.

But after breakfast bottle in the high chair, Mommy led him to her private office—not the nursery.

On her desk sat a neat stack: his original clothes from arrival day, neatly laundered and folded. Dress shirt, slacks, boxers, shoes. His wallet, phone (charged), car keys.

Beside them: discharge papers and a plane ticket home for Day Thirty.

Ethan froze in the doorway, pacifier falling from his mouth.

Mommy lifted him onto the changing table—more for comfort than need—and sat him up.

“Today is your choice day, little one.”

She cupped his cheek.

“You’ve completed the program objectives. Incontinence stable. Emotional regression deep. Attachment secure. You’re healed—or as healed as thirty days can make you.”

Her voice softened.

“Tomorrow you can dress in these clothes, sign the discharge, and return to your life. Surgeon. Independent man. The world will welcome you back.”

Ethan stared at the adult clothes like they were foreign objects.

“Or,” she continued, hand pressing the front of his swollen diaper, “you can stay. Permanently. As my little patient. No discharge. No return. Full residency here—crib, diapers, Mommy’s care forever.”

She produced a new contract: Permanent Regression Residency Agreement.

Thick pages. Irrevocable.

He didn’t need to read it. He already knew every term by heart from whispered dreams.

Mommy gave him space.

“I’ll be in the nursery. Come find me when you’ve decided.”

She kissed his forehead and left.

Ethan sat alone on the table, shortalls snapping strained over his padding.

He slid down—waddling to the desk.

Picked up the boxers first.

Thin cotton. No bulk.

He tried to imagine wearing them.

Panic rose instantly.

He pulled them on over his diaper—awkward, wrong.

The sensation of partial coverage, no crinkle, no security.

His body rebelled.

A hot flood started—uncontrollable, soaking the boxers instantly, running down his legs onto the floor.

He yanked them off, sobbing.

Then the slacks.

Tried stepping into them.

Same terror.

Another mess—soft, sudden, pushing into his diaper as he trembled.

He collapsed to the office floor, diaper sagging heavily now, plug pressing deep.

Couldn’t stop crying.

Big clothes meant leaving Mommy.

Leaving diapers.

Leaving safety.

He crawled—literally crawled—out of the office, down the hall, into the nursery.

Mommy was at the changing table, preparing supplies.

Ethan reached her feet, clutched her skirt, face pressed to her leg.

“No go! Pwease Mommy—no discharge!”

He looked up, tears streaming.

“Want stay! Forever baby! Your patient! Sign permanent—pwease!”

Mommy knelt, pulled him into her arms.

“Shh, my sweet boy. Tell Mommy properly.”

He babbled through sobs.

“Can’t wear big clothes. Peed and messed right away. Need diapers. Need plug. Need you. Only you. Keep me. Never let me go.”

Mommy rocked him, hand rubbing his soaked bottom.

“You’re sure? This is forever. No reversal.”

Ethan nodded frantically.

“Yes! Forever yours!”

She carried him to the table, laid him down.

Changed him slowly—celebratory, loving. Extra powder, extra lotion.

New diaper—pure white, embroidered “Mommy’s Forever Patient.”

Plug reinflated to maximum.

Then the papers—brought from the office.

She held the pen to his hand.

He signed with shaky baby scrawl—Ethan Harper, followed by “Mommy’s Little Boy.”

Mommy signed beneath: Dr. Lillian Voss—Permanent Caregiver.

She folded the discharge papers and ticket, placed them in a drawer.

Locked it.

Key dropped into her pocket.

Then she pulled him into her lap in the glider.

Nursing—deep, long, both breasts until he was milk-drunk and limp.

When he dozed, she whispered:

“No more tests, baby boy. You’re home.”

Ethan smiled in his sleep, diaper warm from a fresh wetting.

Day Twenty-Eight had offered him freedom.

And he’d chosen permanent padded captivity with everything he had.


Chapter 9: The Last Day

Day Thirty dawned like any other—soft nursery lights gradually brightening, the faint lullaby soundtrack shifting to gentle morning birdsong.

Ethan woke slowly, pacifier bobbing as he stretched in the crib. The overnight diaper was, as always, a complete disaster: swollen to bursting with multiple unconscious wettings, heavy with mess from the evening enema and suppository. The locking plug pressed deep, inflated to its usual overnight maximum, a constant reminder of fullness and ownership.

He didn’t call for Mommy right away.

Instead, he lay there, hugging his stuffed bear, feeling the warm squish beneath him.

Today was supposed to be discharge day.

But he’d already made his choice two days ago.

And Mommy had promised to make it official.

The crib rail lowered with a familiar click.

Dr. Voss stood there—hair down for once, wearing a soft maternal dress instead of her white coat. She looked… beautiful. Tender. Possessive.

“Good morning, my forever little boy.”

Ethan reached up immediately, arms wide.

“Mommy!”

She lifted him out, carried him to the changing table, and laid him down.

The change was slow—celebratory.

Plastic pants unlocked. Tapes peeled back with deliberate care.

The ruined diaper unfolded, revealing the full extent of his nighttime surrender.

Mommy cleaned him lovingly—warm water, soft cloth, gentle fingers everywhere.

No rush. No clinical distance.

Just care.

When cleanup finished, she didn’t reach for a standard diaper.

Instead, a brand-new one: pristine white, ultra-thick, embroidered along the waistband in delicate script—Mommy’s Permanent Patient.

Ethan’s eyes filled with tears.

She slid it under him, powdered generously, lubed and reinserted the locking plug—inflated one final notch higher.

Then the front came up, tapes secured perfectly.

Clear plastic pants with a permanent riveted lock—no keyhole this time.

She showed him the rivet tool—snapped it shut herself.

“Sealed forever, baby boy.”

A custom onesie followed—white with tiny stethoscopes and pacifiers, snaps reinforced.

Over it, a short ceremonial dress in pale blue, smocked and ruffled.

Hair brushed into soft curls. Pacifier on a new permanent clip.

Mommy lifted him and carried him—not to the nursery playroom, but to her private office.

On the desk: the permanent residency contract—already signed by her.

His signature from Day Twenty-Eight glowed fresh.

Beside it: the original discharge papers and plane ticket—unsigned, untouched.

Mommy sat in her large chair, settled him on her lap facing the desk.

“One last formality.”

She guided his hand to the pen.

A second copy of the permanent agreement—fresh for today’s date.

Ethan signed eagerly—big shaky letters, then his baby scrawl beneath.

Mommy signed again as witness and caregiver.

Then she opened a small drawer and pulled out the original thirty-day contract.

Held it over a lit candle on the desk.

Watched it burn slowly in a metal tray.

The discharge papers and ticket followed—curling, blackening, gone.

Ethan watched, wide-eyed, fresh warmth spreading into his new diaper from the sheer finality.

Mommy turned him to face her, unbuttoned her dress, guided him to nurse.

He latched hungrily—milk flowing strong and sweet.

While he suckled, her hand slipped under his dress, pressing the front of his diaper in slow circles.

Building. Teasing.

He moaned around her nipple, hips rocking.

When she finally allowed release—right there in the chair, diaper untouched except for her hand’s pressure—he came harder than ever, body shaking, soaking the padding further with arousal and another unconscious wetting.

After, she changed him again—slow, intimate.

Plug checked and inflated.

Fresh ceremonial diaper.

Then she carried him back to the nursery—not the main ward, but a new private suite that had appeared overnight.

Larger crib. Permanent locking top optional.

His own changing station stocked endlessly.

A nursing glider just for them.

Soft lighting. His toys and bears already arranged.

Mommy laid him in the crib for his morning nap—rail up, but not locked.

“You’re home now, baby boy. Forever patient. Forever mine.”

Ethan smiled drowsily, pacifier back in, hand on his rounded tummy where her herbs had already begun deeper changes.

“Yes, Mommy. Forever.”

She kissed his forehead, turned on the mobile above the crib—soft stars and moons.

As sleep pulled him under, the diaper warmed again—effortless, perfect.

The last day of the program had come.

And Ethan’s first day of permanent regression had just begun.


Chapter 10: Epilogue – Permanent Patient

Six months later.

The Voss Institute thrived quietly—new patients arriving, testimonials glowing (carefully curated).

But in the private wing, Ethan’s world was perfect stillness.

His nursery suite was his universe: larger crib with optional locking top (used when he was “fussy”), custom changing table with every supply imaginable, nursing glider worn soft from daily use.

He hadn’t worn anything but diapers in half a year.

Thickness varied by Mommy’s mood—standard thick for playtime, ultra for outings (rare doctor visits in medical disguises), overnight monsters for bed.

Incontinence was lifelong now—the drugs tapered but effects permanent.

He wet and messed without thought, often without noticing until Mommy checked and praised.

The plug never left—locking, inflatable, app-controlled for teasing.

His chest had softened, breasts small but full—Mummy’s milk production matched by his own induced supply for “bonding play.”

Nursing was constant—her to him, sometimes him to her in special sessions.

Pregnancy had taken quickly after the permanent contract—Mummy’s deliberate plan.

His belly was softly rounded now—five months along, the baby kicking gently against the thick diaper beneath his smocked dress.

Mommy doted endlessly: extra bottles, prenatal herbs, belly rubs during changes.

He “helped” with new patients—crawling in group play as the “big little brother,” showing by example how to surrender fully.

His old life? Erased.

Medical license surrendered voluntarily. Apartment sublet. Family told a gentle lie about “extended sabbatical abroad.”

No one questioned.

On a quiet afternoon, Mommy carried him to the glider—belly prominent under his short dress, diaper peeking out, swollen from a recent unnoticed accident.

She changed him slowly on the table—praising the mess, powdering his rounded form.

Then settled him in her lap for nursing—his milk first, then hers.

He suckled contentedly, hand on her breast, the other on his bump.

“How’s my permanent patient today?” she whispered.

Ethan pulled away just long enough to smile.

“Happy, Mommy. So happy. Thank you for keeping me.”

She kissed his forehead.

“You were always meant to be this, baby boy. My perfect little patient. My breeder.”

He nodded, latching again.

Outside, the institute continued its work.

Inside Ethan’s nursery, time had stopped.

Crib rails. Warm bottles. Thick diapers. Mommy’s arms.

And the growing life inside him—proof of forever.

He had come for healing.

He stayed for surrender.

And he had never been more whole.

The end.
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