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Chapter 1: Intake

Daniel gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary. His knuckles were white, his jaw set as he pulled into the gravel driveway of Cross Haven Retreat. The place looked like a damn resort—manicured lawns, glass-paneled buildings, a fountain gurgling in the center courtyard. It screamed money, not medicine. He hated it already.

He stepped out of the car, his polished loafers crunching on the gravel. His suit was immaculate—navy, tailored, a shield against the world. He hadn’t slept in thirty-six hours, but the medication kept the edges of his vision steady. Barely. The court order burned in his briefcase. “Mandatory holistic recovery program.” Bullshit. He was a corporate lawyer, not a patient. He didn’t need fixing. He needed control.

The glass doors slid open with a whisper. Inside, the air smelled of lavender and antiseptic—a sterile calm that set his teeth on edge. A receptionist in a crisp white uniform smiled at him. Too brightly. “Mr. Daniel, welcome. Dr. Cross is ready for you.”

He didn’t smile back. He followed her down a hallway lined with soft beige walls and framed certificates. Every step echoed. His heart was already racing, a familiar tightness creeping into his chest. Not now. He couldn’t afford a panic attack here. Not in front of whoever this Dr. Cross was.

The receptionist stopped at a door marked “Intake Suite.” She knocked once, then opened it. “Go right in. She’s expecting you.”

Daniel adjusted his tie. Squared his shoulders. He walked in like he was entering a courtroom, not a doctor’s office.

Dr. Vivian Cross sat behind a sleek desk, a clipboard in her hand. She looked up, and her gaze pinned him in place. She was striking—sharp cheekbones, dark hair pulled into a tight bun, a white lab coat over something black and fitted underneath. Her eyes were a cold, assessing blue. She stood, and her presence filled the room. Taller than he’d expected. Commanding.

“Mr. Daniel. Sit.” Her voice was smooth, clinical, with an undercurrent of something he couldn’t place. It wasn’t a request.

He sat. The chair was too soft, too comfortable. It made him feel off-balance. He crossed his arms, keeping his face neutral. “Let’s get this over with. I’m only here because the court forced me to be.”

Her lips curved, just slightly. Not a smile. Something else. She clicked her pen and wrote something on the clipboard. The scratch of it against the paper grated on his nerves.

“I don’t treat what you show me, Daniel. I treat what you’re hiding.” Her words landed like a slap, quiet but heavy. She didn’t look up as she spoke, just kept writing.

He shifted in the seat. “I’m not hiding anything. I had a public incident. Stress. It happens. I’m fine.”

She set the pen down. Folded her hands on the desk. Her eyes met his again, and this time, there was a weight to them. “Fine is not a diagnosis. Let’s start with the basics. How many hours do you sleep per night?”

He blinked. The question was simple, but it felt like a trap. “Four. Sometimes less. Work keeps me up.”

Another scratch of the pen. “And your anxiety. How often do the attacks happen?”

His throat tightened. He didn’t want to answer. Didn’t want to admit it. “Once a week. Maybe twice. I manage.”

Her gaze didn’t waver. “Managing isn’t healing. Tell me about your bathroom habits. Regularity. Control.”

Heat crept up his neck. What the hell kind of question was that? “That’s irrelevant. I’m not here for… that.”

She tilted her head, just a fraction. “Everything is relevant. Answer the question.”

He clenched his jaw. “Fine. Normal. Daily. Can we move on?”

She wrote again. The sound was louder now, deliberate. “When was the last time you cried?”

His stomach dropped. The room felt smaller. “I don’t. I don’t cry. I’m not a child.”

Her eyes flicked up. There was something in them—amusement, maybe. Or hunger. “Everyone cries, Daniel. Even grown men. We’ll come back to that.”

He wanted to stand. Wanted to walk out. But the court order loomed in his mind. He stayed put, hands gripping the armrests.

Dr. Cross stood. She moved with precision, every step measured as she rounded the desk. She carried the clipboard like a weapon. “We’ll do a physical assessment now. Standard procedure. Remove your jacket and tie.”

His fingers hesitated on the lapel. This wasn’t a negotiation. Her tone made that clear. He shrugged off the jacket, folded it over the chair. Loosened the tie and pulled it free. Without them, he felt exposed. Smaller.

She nodded. “Good. Now the shirt.”

His breath caught. “Why?”

“Heart and lung check. I need access to your chest.” Her voice was still calm, still clinical. But there was an edge to it now. Something that made his pulse jump.

He unbuttoned the shirt slowly. Each button felt like a surrender. He slid it off, leaving him in just an undershirt. The air in the room was cool against his skin. He hated how aware he was of her eyes on him.

“Stand, please.” She gestured to a spot in front of her.

He stood. She stepped closer. Too close. He could smell her now—something faint, like jasmine, under the antiseptic. She held a stethoscope in her hand, the metal glinting under the fluorescent lights. “Lift the undershirt.”

His hands moved before he could think. He pulled the fabric up, baring his chest. The air felt colder now. His skin prickled.

She pressed the stethoscope against him. The metal was icy, a sharp shock that made him flinch. She didn’t react, just moved it slowly across his chest. Her fingers brushed his skin as she adjusted it. Light, deliberate touches. His breath hitched. He hated that it did.

“Breathe deeply.” Her voice was softer now, but still firm. Almost… maternal.

He inhaled. Exhaled. The stethoscope moved lower, near his ribs. Her hand lingered, fingertips warm against the chill of the metal. His heart was pounding. He knew she could hear it. Knew she could feel it.

“Your heart rate is elevated.” She pulled the stethoscope away, but her hand stayed on his chest for a moment longer. “Anxiety, as expected. But there’s more. I can see it.”

He swallowed hard. “I’m fine.”

Her lips twitched again. That not-smile. “You keep saying that. I don’t believe you.”

She stepped back, finally, and wrote something else on the clipboard. The scratch of the pen was unbearable now. He lowered his undershirt, arms crossing over his chest like a shield. It didn’t help. He still felt bare.

“We’re not done with the intake.” She opened a drawer and pulled out a folded piece of fabric. Pale blue, thin, like a hospital gown. “Change into this. Nothing underneath. I’ll step out for a moment.”

His stomach twisted. “Why a gown? This isn’t a hospital.”

She looked at him, unblinking. “It’s protocol. Patient clothing ensures I can assess you properly. You’ll find it more comfortable than you think.”

He didn’t believe her. Not for a second. But her tone left no room for argument. She placed the gown on the desk and walked to the door. “I’ll be back in two minutes. Be ready.”

The door clicked shut behind her. He stared at the gown. His hands were shaking now, just slightly. He didn’t want to do this. Didn’t want to strip down to nothing in this sterile, suffocating room. But the court order. The consequences. He couldn’t risk it.

He unbuckled his belt. Kicked off his shoes. Removed his trousers, then his undershirt, then his briefs. The air was cold against every inch of him. He grabbed the gown and slipped it on. The fabric was thin, barely there, tied loosely at the back. It didn’t cover much. He felt ridiculous. Vulnerable. His face burned with it.

The door opened again. She didn’t knock. Just walked in, clipboard in hand, her eyes taking him in from head to toe. He wanted to shrink away. Wanted to snap at her. But he stood still, hands clenched at his sides.

“Good.” Her voice was softer now, almost warm. But it didn’t comfort him. It made his skin crawl in a way he couldn’t name. “Sit on the exam table. We’ll finish the assessment.”

He moved to the table, the paper cover crinkling under him as he sat. The gown shifted, exposing more of his legs than he wanted. He pressed his knees together. Tried to keep some dignity. It didn’t work.

She stood in front of him, closer than before. She reached for a small light and shone it into his eyes. Her fingers tilted his chin up, holding him in place. Her touch was firm, clinical, but it sent a jolt through him. He hated how his body reacted. Hated the heat creeping into his chest.

“Pupils are dilated. Stress response.” She lowered the light and wrote again. That damn pen. “Tell me, Daniel. When was the last time you felt safe?”

The question hit hard. He didn’t have an answer. Didn’t want to find one. “I don’t know. I don’t think about it.”

She nodded, like she expected that. “You will. Here, with me, you’ll learn to feel safe again. Even if it’s not the way you expect.”

Her words hung in the air. Heavy. Ominous. He wanted to argue, but his throat was too tight. His hands gripped the edge of the table. The paper crinkled under his fingers.

She stepped back, finally, and set the clipboard down. “That’s enough for today. Initial assessment complete.” Her eyes met his, and there was something new in them. Something possessive. “Your chart says anxiety. I see something deeper. We’ll start treatment tomorrow at six AM.”

He didn’t respond. Couldn’t. The room felt too small, her presence too big. He just nodded, barely, and waited for her to leave.

She didn’t. Not yet. She lingered, watching him. Her lips curved again, just a fraction. “Rest tonight, Daniel. You’ll need it.”

Then she turned and walked out. The door clicked shut. He let out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. His hands were still shaking. His chest still tight. And deep down, under the anger and the shame, there was something else. Something he didn’t want to name.

Tomorrow at six AM. He didn’t know what she meant by treatment. Didn’t want to know. But as he sat there, half-naked in that thin gown, he felt the first crack in the armor he’d spent years building. And he hated how much it scared him.


Chapter 2: Protocol

A sharp knock jolted Daniel awake. His eyes snapped open, heart already racing in the dim light of the unfamiliar room. He was still in the thin, pale blue hospital gown from the intake, the fabric clinging to his skin with a faint dampness of sweat.

The door creaked open before he could respond. A nurse-assistant stepped in, her white uniform crisp against the soft gray walls of his assigned room at Cross Haven Retreat. She carried a small tray with a glass of water and a single pill in a tiny cup.

“Morning, Mr. Daniel. It’s 5:50 AM. Time for your initial dose.” Her voice was neutral, almost mechanical. She set the tray on the bedside table with a soft clink.

He sat up, the paper sheet on the narrow bed crinkling under him. His head throbbed from the lack of sleep, even worse than usual. “What’s the pill for?”

“Dr. Cross will explain during your session at six. Take it now, please.” The nurse didn’t wait for a reply. She turned and left, the door clicking shut behind her.

Daniel stared at the pill. Small, white, unassuming. He didn’t want to take it. Didn’t want to be here at all. But the court order loomed in his mind, a constant weight. He swallowed the pill with a gulp of water, the bitter taste lingering on his tongue.

The clock on the wall ticked closer to six. His stomach churned with dread. What kind of treatment started at this hour? He adjusted the gown, hating how exposed it made him feel. The room was sterile—white walls, a single window with heavy blinds, a small dresser, and the bed he sat on. No personal touches. No escape.

At exactly six, the door opened again. Dr. Vivian Cross entered, her presence filling the small space instantly. She wore her white lab coat over a fitted black blouse, the contrast sharp and deliberate. Her dark hair was still in that tight bun, and her cold blue eyes assessed him with the same calculating gaze as yesterday.

“Good morning, Daniel.” Her voice was smooth, clinical, but it carried an undercurrent of authority that made his chest tighten. “Did you sleep at all?”

He shifted on the bed, the gown slipping slightly on his shoulder. “Barely. Maybe an hour. This place doesn’t help.”

She nodded, as if she expected that answer. She held a clipboard in one hand and a small medical bag in the other. “Insomnia is part of why you’re here. We’ll address it with a structured sleep protocol starting today.”

He frowned, hands gripping the edge of the bed. “Sleep protocol? What does that mean?”

She set the bag on the dresser and flipped a page on her clipboard. Her movements were precise, unhurried. “It means creating an environment where your body can rest. Warm milk before bed. White noise to block distractions. And, for patients with your level of anxiety, protective undergarments at night.”

His stomach dropped. Protective undergarments? He must have misheard. “What are you talking about? I don’t need… whatever that is.”

Dr. Cross looked up from the clipboard, her gaze steady. “This isn’t about dignity. It’s about letting your body rest. Trust the process.”

The words hit him like a punch. He wanted to argue, to stand up and walk out, but her tone left no room for debate. It was calm, almost soothing, yet it pinned him in place. He swallowed hard, his throat dry. “I’m not a child. I don’t need… protection.”

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink. “This isn’t about age. It’s medical. These are specially designed for adult patients with stress-related conditions. They reduce the physical tension of nighttime anxiety. You’ll sleep better. I’ve seen it work.”

His face burned. He couldn’t believe this was happening. A corporate lawyer, reduced to… whatever this was. “I don’t want it. There has to be another way.”

Her lips curved, just slightly. Not a smile, but something close. “There isn’t. Not for you. Your chart shows severe sleep deprivation and anxiety spikes. We’re starting with this. Lie back on the bed, please.”

His hands clenched into fists. Lie back? For what? He didn’t move, his jaw tight. “I’m not doing this. You can’t force me.”

She stepped closer, her presence looming. The faint scent of jasmine mixed with antiseptic hit him again, just like during the intake. “I’m not forcing you, Daniel. I’m treating you. Non-compliance risks your court-mandated recovery. Lie back.”

The threat hung heavy in the air. He hated how it worked. Hated how his body moved before his mind could catch up. He lay back on the bed, the paper sheet crinkling under him. The gown shifted, exposing more of his thighs. His face burned hotter.

“Good.” Her voice softened, but it didn’t comfort him. She opened the medical bag and pulled out a pair of latex gloves. The snap as she put them on echoed in the quiet room. Sharp, clinical, final.

He stared at the ceiling, heart pounding. “What are you doing?”

“Preparing the undergarment. Standard procedure.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, as if this was the most normal thing in the world. She reached into the bag again and pulled out a folded white package. The rustle of the plastic wrapping was loud, obscene in the silence. She tore it open with a deliberate motion, revealing a thick, padded garment. A diaper. There was no mistaking it.

His stomach twisted. “No. I’m not wearing that. This is insane.”

She didn’t look at him. Just unfolded the diaper with practiced ease, the crinkle of the material filling the room. “It’s medical grade, Daniel. Not what you’re thinking. Designed for adult patients. It’s about control—giving your body permission to let go of tension.”

He wanted to sit up. Wanted to shove the thing away. But her words, that calm authority, kept him pinned. His hands gripped the sides of the bed, knuckles white. “I don’t need this. I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine.” Her voice was still soft, but it cut through him. She set the diaper on the bed beside him and reached for a small container of powder. “Lift your hips. I’ll do this quickly.”

His breath caught. She was going to put it on him herself? His mind raced, searching for a way out, but there was none. The court order. The consequences. His face burned with shame as he lifted his hips just enough. The gown slid up, baring him completely.

She didn’t hesitate. Her gloved hands moved with precision, sliding the diaper under him. The padding was thick, soft, but the plastic backing crinkled loudly as she adjusted it. The sound made his skin crawl. He felt every inch of it against him, foreign and wrong.

“Relax.” Her voice was softer now, almost maternal. It made his chest ache in a way he didn’t understand. She sprinkled powder over him, the faint scent of baby powder hitting his nose. Her hands smoothed it across his skin, light but firm, clinical yet intimate. His body betrayed him, a heat stirring low despite the humiliation. He hated it. Hated how he couldn’t stop it.

She pulled the front of the diaper up between his legs, the padding pressing snugly against him. The tapes ripped as she secured them, one side, then the other. Each sound was a nail in the coffin of his dignity. The diaper was on, tight and inescapable. The bulk between his thighs felt alien, heavy.

“There.” She stepped back, peeling off the gloves with a snap. Her eyes lingered on him, taking in the sight of the diaper under the thin gown. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

He couldn’t speak. Couldn’t look at her. His face was on fire, his hands still gripping the bed. The diaper crinkled with every tiny movement, a constant reminder of what she’d done. What he’d let her do.

She moved to the side of the bed, her hand reaching for a blanket folded at the foot. “You’ll wear this at night for now. Part of the sleep protocol. It’s non-negotiable.” She draped the blanket over him, tucking it around his shoulders with a gentleness that felt wrong after what just happened.

He stared at the ceiling, throat tight. “This isn’t right. I’m not… I’m not this.”

Her hand paused on his shoulder, warm through the thin fabric. “You’re not what, Daniel? A man who needs help? A body that needs rest? Stop fighting. You’ll see the results soon enough.”

He didn’t respond. Couldn’t. The weight of the diaper, the softness of the blanket, her voice—it all pressed down on him. He felt small, smaller than he’d ever felt in a courtroom or a boardroom. And he hated how a tiny part of him, buried deep, wanted to let go. Just for a moment.

She stepped back, picking up her clipboard. “I’ll return tonight to complete the sleep protocol. Warm milk and white noise will be provided. Rest until then. Your body needs it.”

He didn’t look at her. Didn’t want to see that assessing gaze again. The diaper crinkled as he shifted under the blanket, the sound mocking him. His mind screamed to rip it off, to demand his clothes back, but his body stayed still. Exhausted. Defeated.

She lingered at the door for a moment. He could feel her eyes on him, even without looking. “You did well, Daniel. First steps are always the hardest.” Her voice was warm now, almost proud. It made his stomach twist in a new way.

The door clicked shut. He was alone again, the silence of the room pressing in. The diaper felt warmer now, the padding snug against his skin. He hated it. Hated how it made him feel—vulnerable, exposed, wrong. But as the minutes ticked by, something else crept in. A strange, unwanted calm.

He hadn’t slept in days. Weeks, maybe. His mind always raced, his chest always tight. But lying there, under the soft blanket, with the unfamiliar bulk of the diaper around him, his body started to relax. Just a little. His eyes grew heavy, the exhaustion pulling him under faster than he expected.

He fell asleep in minutes. He hadn’t done that in months. And deep down, under the shame and the anger, a small, traitorous part of him wondered if she was right. If this—whatever this was—might actually work.


Chapter 3: Morning Check

Daniel woke with a start, his breath catching in his throat. The room was dim, the heavy blinds blocking out most of the morning light at Cross Haven Retreat. His body felt… different. Heavy, but rested. For the first time in years, he didn’t feel the usual clawing exhaustion behind his eyes.

He shifted under the soft blanket Dr. Cross had tucked around him. The crinkle of the diaper hit him like a slap. His stomach dropped as he registered the sensation between his thighs. Warm. Wet. Heavy. His face burned instantly, a wave of shame crashing over him.

He sat up too fast, the paper sheet on the narrow bed rustling beneath him. The pale blue hospital gown clung to his shoulders, barely covering anything. His hands trembled as he touched the front of the diaper through the thin fabric. The padding sagged, swollen with wetness. He hadn’t just wet himself. He’d soaked it. A grown man, a corporate lawyer, lying here in a soaked diaper. The thought made his chest tighten with panic.

His mind raced. How had this happened? He hadn’t lost control like this since he was a child. Was it the pill they gave him? The stress? He wanted to rip the thing off, to hide the evidence of this humiliation. But his hands froze, gripping the edge of the bed instead. What if someone saw? What if she saw?

The door opened without a knock. Dr. Vivian Cross stepped in, her white lab coat pristine over a black silk blouse. Her dark hair was pulled tight into that same severe bun, and her cold blue eyes locked onto him immediately. She carried her clipboard like always, a small medical bag in her other hand. Her presence filled the room, commanding and unshakable.

“Good morning, Daniel.” Her voice was calm, clinical, but it carried that undercurrent of authority that made his skin prickle. “How did you sleep?”

He couldn’t meet her eyes. His face was still burning, his hands clutching the blanket over his lap like it could hide what he’d done. “Fine. Better than usual.” His voice came out rough, barely above a whisper.

She set the bag on the dresser and flipped a page on her clipboard. Her movements were precise, unhurried, as if she had all the time in the world to unravel him. “Better is progress. Let’s do a morning check. Lie back for me.”

His stomach twisted. A morning check? He knew what that meant. She’d see. She’d know. He wanted to refuse, to snap at her, but the weight of the court order loomed in his mind. His hands shook as he lowered himself back onto the bed, the wet diaper crinkling loudly with every move. The sound was obscene, a confession he couldn’t hide.

She stepped closer, her faint jasmine scent mixing with the antiseptic air. Her eyes dropped to the blanket over his lap, and her lips curved just slightly. Not a smile. Something else. Something that made his pulse jump. “Remove the blanket. I need to assess you.”

His throat tightened. He didn’t want to. Didn’t want her to see the evidence of his loss of control. But her tone left no room for argument. His fingers moved slowly, peeling the blanket away. The pale blue gown had ridden up, exposing the thick white diaper underneath. The padding was visibly swollen, the plastic backing glistening slightly under the dim light. His face burned hotter than ever.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink. She set the clipboard down and pulled on a pair of latex gloves, the snap echoing in the quiet room. “Your body is already responding to treatment. This is progress, Daniel.”

Progress? He wanted to scream at her. This wasn’t progress. This was humiliation. His hands gripped the sides of the bed, knuckles white. “I didn’t mean to. I don’t know how this happened.”

Her gloved hands moved to the tapes on the diaper, her touch light but deliberate. “Your body is smarter than your mind, Daniel. It knows what it needs.” Her voice was soft now, almost maternal, and it sent a strange shiver through him. He hated how it made him feel—small, vulnerable, but oddly soothed.

She peeled the first tape back, the ripping sound cutting through the silence. Then the second. The front of the diaper fell away, exposing the soaked padding and his bare skin beneath. Cool air hit him, a sharp contrast to the warm wetness that had clung to him. His breath hitched. He felt bare in every way, not just physically. His face burned with shame as he stared at the ceiling, unable to look at her.

Her hands were methodical, clinical. She lifted the wet diaper away, folding it with precision before setting it aside. The crinkle of the plastic was deafening in his ears. She reached into the medical bag for a pack of wipes, tearing it open with a soft rustle. “Relax, sweet boy. This is normal. A physiological response to deep rest.”

Sweet boy. The words hit him hard, stirring something deep in his chest. He didn’t want to hear them. Didn’t want to feel the way they made his body relax, just a fraction. He clenched his jaw, fighting the sensation as she dragged a cool wipe across his skin. The touch was gentle but firm, cleaning him with an intimacy that made his stomach twist. His body betrayed him again, heat stirring low despite the humiliation. He felt himself harden under her gaze, and the shame of it nearly choked him.

Her eyes flicked to his erection, lingering for a moment. She didn’t touch it, didn’t acknowledge it directly, but her lips twitched with that not-smile again. “Perfectly normal physiological response, Daniel. Nothing to be ashamed of.” Her voice was still calm, but there was an edge to it now. Something hungry. It made his pulse race faster.

She set the wipe aside and reached for a small container of powder. The faint scent of baby powder hit his nose as she sprinkled it over him. Her gloved hands smoothed it across his skin, the texture silky and cool against the heat of his body. Her fingers moved with precision, but every touch felt like a claim. His cock throbbed under her attention, and he hated how he couldn’t stop it. Hated how much he wanted her to keep going, even as his mind screamed for control.

She pulled a fresh diaper from the bag, unfolding it with that familiar crinkle. The sound made his skin crawl, but it also sent a strange jolt through him. He didn’t understand it. Didn’t want to. “Lift your hips for me,” she said, her tone still soft but firm.

He hesitated, his hands still gripping the bed. But her eyes met his, cold blue and unyielding, and he found himself obeying. He lifted his hips just enough, the gown sliding further up his stomach. She slid the fresh diaper under him, the thick padding pressing against his skin. The plastic backing rustled as she adjusted it, pulling the front up between his thighs. The bulk felt alien, heavy, but it also felt… secure. He hated that thought most of all.

She secured the tapes, one side then the other, each rip echoing in the room. The diaper hugged him snugly, the padding pressing against his still-hard cock. He bit down on nothing, trying to ignore the sensation. Trying to ignore the way her hands lingered just a moment longer than necessary as she smoothed the front.

“There.” She peeled off the gloves with a snap and stepped back, her eyes taking him in from head to toe. “All clean and secure. You’ll wear this during the day now, not just at night. It’s part of the treatment protocol.”

His stomach dropped. During the day? Under his clothes? He couldn’t imagine walking around like this, the crinkle following him with every step. “I can’t… I can’t wear this all day. People will hear. They’ll know.”

She tilted her head, just a fraction. “No one will know unless you tell them. You’ll change into patient clothing after breakfast. Soft pants, loose shirt. Designed to conceal. This is about your body learning to let go, Daniel. Not about anyone else.”

He wanted to argue, to rip the thing off and demand his suits back. But her tone, that calm authority, pinned him in place. His hands stayed on the bed, useless. His face still burned, but beneath the shame, there was something else. A tiny, unwanted relief. The diaper felt secure in a way he couldn’t explain. It made no sense, but it was there.

She moved to the side of the bed, her hand reaching for the blanket again. She draped it over him, tucking it around his shoulders with that same gentleness that felt so wrong after what she’d just done. Her fingers brushed his arm, warm through the thin gown, and his breath hitched. “Rest a little longer. Breakfast is at eight. I’ll have a nurse bring your clothing before then.”

He stared at the ceiling, unable to look at her. The diaper crinkled as he shifted under the blanket, the sound a constant reminder of his surrender. His cock still throbbed, trapped against the soft padding, and he hated how much he wanted release. Hated how her touch, her voice, had done this to him.

She lingered by the bed, her presence heavy. He could feel her eyes on him, even without looking. Her breathing had changed, just slightly—deeper, a little faster. He risked a glance and saw her cheeks faintly flushed, her lips parted as she watched him. Her hand rested on the edge of the bed, fingers curling into the sheet. The sight sent a jolt through him. She was aroused. By this. By him lying here, diapered and helpless.

Her gaze met his, and she didn’t look away. Didn’t hide it. “You’re doing well, my baby boy. Better than you think.” Her voice was softer now, almost a whisper, but it carried a weight that made his chest ache. The words—my baby boy—hit him like a punch, stirring something deep and confusing. He didn’t want to feel owned by them. Didn’t want to feel the way they made his body relax, just a little more.

She stepped back, finally, and picked up her clipboard. She wrote something down, the scratch of the pen deliberate and slow. “Responding well,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Escalate to Phase 2.”

His stomach twisted at the words. Phase 2? What did that mean? He didn’t want to know, but the dread was already creeping in. He opened his mouth to ask, but the words caught in his throat. He couldn’t speak. Not with her standing there, watching him like she already knew every thought in his head.

She set the pen down and looked at him one last time. Her eyes were cold again, assessing, but there was a heat behind them that made his pulse race. “I’ll see you after breakfast, Daniel. We’ll continue your treatment then.”

The door clicked shut behind her. He was alone again, the silence of the room pressing in. The diaper felt heavier now, the fresh padding snug against his still-hard cock. He hated it. Hated how it made him feel—small, exposed, wrong. But as the minutes ticked by, that tiny part of him, buried deep, started to wonder. What if she was right? What if his body did know what it needed, even if his mind screamed against it?

He lay there, staring at the ceiling, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with every tiny shift. His hands stayed on the bed, useless against the weight of her authority. And deep down, under the shame and the anger, a small, traitorous part of him waited for her to come back. Waited to see what Phase 2 would bring.


Chapter 4: Phase Two

Daniel sat on the edge of the narrow bed in his room at Cross Haven Retreat, the morning light filtering through the heavy blinds in thin, pale slivers. The fresh diaper hugged his hips, the crinkle of the plastic backing a constant, humiliating reminder of his new reality. The pale blue hospital gown barely covered him, and the bulk between his thighs felt heavier after Dr. Cross’s words about wearing it during the day.

His hands gripped the edge of the bed, knuckles pale. He hadn’t moved since she left after the morning check. His mind spun with shame and confusion, the memory of her gloved hands on him still burning in his skin. Worse, his body wouldn’t let him forget the heat of her gaze, the faint flush on her cheeks as she called him “my baby boy.”

A sharp knock broke his thoughts. The door opened before he could respond. Dr. Vivian Cross stepped in, her white lab coat pristine over a black silk blouse that clung to her curves. Her dark hair was pulled into that tight bun, and her cold blue eyes pinned him in place with their usual intensity.

“Good, you’re awake.” Her voice was smooth, clinical, but it carried a weight that made his chest tighten. “Breakfast is over. It’s time for our session.”

He swallowed hard, his throat dry. His hands stayed on the bed, useless against the authority in her tone. “What kind of session?”

She set her clipboard on the dresser and pulled a small bottle from a medical bag she carried. The liquid inside was pale, almost milky, and the nipple on the top glinted under the dim light. “Phase Two of your treatment begins now. We’re addressing hydration and nutrient intake with a controlled supplement.”

His stomach twisted. A bottle? He stared at it, the implications sinking in. “I’m not drinking from that. I’m not a child.”

Her lips curved, just slightly. Not a smile, but something possessive. “This isn’t about age, Daniel. It’s medical. Phase Two patients wear protection at all times. You’re progressing beautifully.”

The words hit him like a punch. Protection at all times? His face burned, the diaper crinkling as he shifted. He wanted to argue, to stand and walk out, but the court order loomed in his mind, a constant cage.

She stepped closer, her presence filling the small room. The faint scent of jasmine mixed with antiseptic hit him, stirring memories of her hands on his skin. “Come with me to my office. It’s more comfortable there for this part of the protocol.”

He didn’t want to go. Didn’t want to follow her anywhere. But her tone left no room for refusal. He stood, the diaper crinkling loudly with the movement. The gown slipped slightly, exposing more of his thighs, and he tugged it down with shaking hands.

She led him out of the room, her steps measured and confident down the beige hallway. He followed, each crinkle of the diaper echoing in his ears like a taunt. His face stayed hot, his mind racing with ways to resist, to reclaim some shred of control. But his body moved on autopilot, trailing behind her like a lost child.

Her office was at the end of the hall, a sleek space with a wide window overlooking the retreat’s courtyard. A plush couch sat against one wall, a contrast to the sterile exam table in the corner. She gestured to the couch. “Sit, Daniel. Make yourself comfortable.”

He sat, the diaper crinkling under him as he lowered himself onto the soft cushions. The bulk pressed against his thighs, a constant reminder of his surrender. He crossed his arms, trying to shield himself from her gaze, but it didn’t help. She saw everything.

She sat beside him, closer than he expected. Her lab coat shifted as she moved, the fabric parting just enough to reveal a glimpse of black lace underneath. His breath caught, his eyes darting away before she could notice. But the image stayed burned in his mind—delicate, dark, a secret beneath her clinical exterior.

“Lean back.” Her voice softened, but it still carried that unshakable authority. She adjusted her position, one hand resting on the back of the couch as she held the bottle in the other. “This supplement is designed for your recovery. High in nutrients, easy to digest. It’s warm for comfort.”

He didn’t want to lean back. Didn’t want to drink from a damn bottle. But her eyes locked onto his, cold blue and unrelenting, and his body obeyed before his mind could catch up. He leaned back against the couch, the diaper crinkling again as he shifted.

She moved closer, her thigh brushing against his. Her hand slid behind his head, cradling it with a firmness that felt both clinical and intimate. His pulse jumped at the contact, her fingers warm through his hair. “Open your mouth, sweet boy. Let me take care of you.”

Sweet boy. The words sent a shiver through him, stirring something deep and confusing. His face burned hotter, but his lips parted despite himself. She guided the nipple of the bottle to his mouth, the rubber tip brushing against him. It was warm, slick with the liquid inside, and he hesitated for only a second before closing his lips around it.

“Good boy.” Her voice was a whisper now, warm and approving. The praise hit him hard, making his chest ache in a way he didn’t understand. He sucked once, tentatively, and the warm liquid flowed into his mouth. It was sweet, faintly creamy, coating his tongue as he swallowed.

Her fingers tightened slightly in his hair, guiding his head as he drank. The warmth of the liquid spread through him, soothing in a way he hadn’t expected. Each suck pulled more into his mouth, the rhythm strangely calming. His eyes half-closed, the shame still burning in his face but fading under the weight of her touch.

She shifted closer, her breath catching just slightly. He felt the change in her, the way her thigh pressed against his, the subtle tension in her body. Her lab coat had parted more now, the black lace of her bra visible in his peripheral vision. His pulse raced, his body reacting despite the humiliation. The diaper pressed snugly against his growing erection, the padding trapping the heat.

“You’re doing so well, my baby boy.” Her voice was huskier now, laced with something raw. Her fingers stroked through his hair, slow and deliberate, as she held the bottle steady. He sucked harder, the warm liquid filling his mouth, his mind slipping into a strange, hazy space where nothing existed but her voice and her touch.

Her breathing deepened, her chest rising and falling faster. He dared a glance and saw her cheeks flushed, her lips parted as she watched him drink. Her free hand rested on her thigh, fingers curling into the fabric of her skirt. The sight sent a jolt through him, his cock throbbing against the diaper’s soft padding. She was aroused. By this. By him sucking from a bottle like a helpless infant.

The thought should have shamed him more, but it didn’t. It made the heat in his body burn hotter. He sucked again, the nipple firm against his tongue, the warm liquid sliding down his throat. Her hand tightened in his hair, a quiet gasp escaping her lips. “That’s it, Daniel. Let go for Mommy.”

Mommy. The word hit him like a shockwave, stirring something primal and raw. His eyes closed fully now, his body surrendering to the rhythm of drinking, to the warmth of her hand behind his head. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the bulk pressing against his erection, teasing him with every tiny movement.

Her breathing grew ragged, her fingers trembling slightly in his hair. He felt her thigh tense against his, her body shifting as if to press closer. “You’re perfect like this,” she murmured, her voice thick with desire. “So small. So mine.”

The words owned him. He hated how much he wanted them, how much they made his body ache. The bottle was nearly empty now, but he kept sucking, the nipple slick and warm against his lips. Her hand didn’t pull it away. She let him keep going, her breath hitching as she watched him.

“Such a good boy.” Her whisper was a caress, devastating in its tenderness. His cock throbbed harder, trapped against the diaper, the padding rubbing against him with every tiny shift. He wanted release, needed it, but he couldn’t ask. Couldn’t move. He was hers to control, and the thought made his mind spin.

She finally eased the bottle away, the nipple slipping from his lips with a soft, wet sound. He opened his eyes, his breath uneven, and saw her watching him with an intensity that made his skin prickle. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, and her hand still rested behind his head, holding him in place.

“You kept sucking even after it was empty.” Her voice was low, almost a purr, as her lips curved into a real smile this time. “That’s a good sign, Daniel. Your body knows what it needs, even if your mind fights it.”

His face burned with fresh shame. He hadn’t realized he’d done that, hadn’t meant to. His hands clenched into fists on the couch, the diaper crinkling as he shifted. “I didn’t… I wasn’t thinking.”

Her smile widened, just a fraction. “You don’t need to think, sweet boy. That’s what I’m here for.” Her hand slid from his hair to his cheek, her thumb brushing lightly over his skin. The touch was gentle, but it sent a jolt through him, his cock twitching against the padding.

She leaned back slightly, her lab coat still parted, the black lace of her bra a stark contrast against her skin. Her breathing was still deep, her eyes locked onto his with a hunger that made his pulse race. “Phase Two also includes new clothing for temperature regulation. After this, a nurse will bring you a onesie. Soft, comfortable, designed for your needs.”

A onesie? His stomach dropped, the word conjuring images of infantile helplessness. He wanted to protest, to snap at her, but the weight of her gaze kept him silent. The diaper already marked him as something less than the man he’d been, and now this. His hands stayed clenched, useless against her authority.

She stood, smoothing her skirt with deliberate care. Her movements were precise again, the clinical mask slipping back into place, but he could still see the flush on her cheeks, the slight tremble in her fingers. “Stay here for now. I’ll have the onesie brought in. We’ll continue your treatment after lunch.”

He nodded, barely, his throat too tight to speak. The diaper crinkled as he shifted on the couch, the padding still pressing against his aching erection. He hated how much he wanted her to stay, to touch him again, to call him those devastating names. Hated how much his body craved the surrender she demanded.

She lingered at the door, her hand on the frame as she looked back at him. Her eyes were cold again, assessing, but the heat behind them was undeniable. “You’re deeper into this than you realize, my baby boy. And we’ve only just started.”

The door clicked shut behind her. He sat there, alone on the couch, the taste of the warm liquid still on his tongue. The diaper felt heavier now, the crinkle a constant echo in the quiet room. His hands stayed clenched, his mind a storm of shame and need.

Deeper than he realized. The words hung in the air, a promise and a threat. He didn’t want to know what came next, didn’t want to sink further into whatever this was. But as he sat there, the memory of her hand in his hair and her voice calling him hers burned through him. And deep down, a small, traitorous part of him couldn’t wait to find out.


Chapter 5: Therapy Session

Daniel sat on the plush couch in Dr. Vivian Cross’s office at Cross Haven Retreat, the diaper crinkling beneath him with every slight movement. The thick padding, still fresh from the morning’s change, pressed against his skin, a humiliating weight that refused to let him forget his new reality. The pale blue onesie the nurse had delivered after breakfast clung to his frame, soft yet infantilizing, the snaps at the crotch digging into the diaper’s bulk. His hands rested on his knees, fingers clenching the fabric as the lingering taste of warm, creamy formula from the bottle fed to him earlier coated his tongue. Each memory of surrender deepened the storm of shame and unwanted need brewing inside him.

The door clicked open without a knock. Vivian entered, her white lab coat pristine over a fitted black dress that hugged her curves with tailored perfection. Her dark hair was pulled into a tight bun, not a strand out of place, and her cold blue eyes locked onto him with an intensity that made his pulse spike. She moved with deliberate grace, her presence filling the room like a quiet command.

“Good morning again, Daniel.” Her voice was smooth, clinical, yet carried an unshakable authority that pinned him in place. “We’re ready for your next therapy session.”

He swallowed hard, throat dry, his hands useless against the weight of her gaze. “What kind of therapy now?”

She set her clipboard on the desk and retrieved a small bottle of oil from a drawer, the faint scent of lavender wafting into the air as she unscrewed the cap. “Exposure therapy. A full-body massage to reduce tension and retrain your stress responses. Lie down on the exam table.”

His stomach twisted. A massage? In this state, diapered and dressed like an infant? The urge to refuse, to reclaim some shred of dignity, surged, but her tone brooked no argument. The court order loomed in his mind, a cage he couldn’t escape. He stood, the diaper crinkling loudly with the movement, the onesie’s fabric brushing against his skin, amplifying his vulnerability. He shuffled to the exam table in the corner, the paper cover rustling as he sat, then lay back, his body tense.

“Good boy.” Her voice softened, the praise striking him like a physical touch. A warmth he didn’t want to acknowledge bloomed in his chest, traitorously soothing.

She stepped closer, her presence towering over him. The subtle jasmine of her scent mingled with the lavender oil, a heady mix that made his breath hitch. Her hands, ungloved for once, were warm as she poured oil into her palms, rubbing them together with agonizing slowness, the sound slick and deliberate.

“Remove the onesie. I need access to your skin.” Her tone remained clinical, but an edge of hunger crept in, sharp and undeniable. His hands trembled as he fumbled with the snaps at his shoulders, the fabric parting to bare his chest and arms. The diaper stayed snug around his hips, a humiliating anchor.

Her eyes lingered on his exposed skin, assessing him with a possessive intensity that made his skin prickle. She said nothing, simply positioned herself beside the table. Her hands hovered over his chest for a heartbeat before pressing down, the oil warm and slick against him.

His breath caught at the contact. Her fingers moved with precision, kneading into the knotted tension of his muscles, the pressure firm yet controlled. The lavender scent intensified, blending with the heat of her touch, and his body betrayed him, relaxing under her hands despite the shame searing through him.

“You carry so much tension, sweet boy.” Her voice was softer now, almost maternal, as her hands glided down his chest to his stomach. Each stroke was intentional, clinical yet devastatingly intimate. Heat pooled low in his body, unwanted but unstoppable.

The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the padding pressing against his growing erection. He hated how his body reacted, hated the ache her touch ignited. Her fingers moved to his sides, thumbs digging into tight knots, and a quiet groan slipped past his lips before he could stop it.

Her lips curved, a subtle, satisfied tilt. “That’s it, Daniel. Let go for me. This is therapy.”

Her hands slid lower, skimming the waistband of the diaper. His pulse hammered, his cock throbbing against the soft padding. She didn’t touch him there—not yet—but the anticipation was torture. Her fingers massaged along his hips, each movement slow and controlled, stoking the fire inside him.

“You’ve been fighting so hard to stay in control.” Her voice was a murmur, laced with raw intent. “But control over your body is the first step. Right now, I hold that control. Not you.”

The words sank deep, piercing his core. His hands gripped the sides of the table, the paper crinkling under his fingers. He wanted to argue, to lash out, but his body refused. Her hands owned him in this moment, and the realization made his cock twitch harder, the shame only fueling his need.

She moved to his legs, pouring more oil into her palms before kneading his thighs, just above the diaper’s edge. Each stroke sent a jolt through him, his erection straining against the padding, the crinkle of the plastic a relentless taunt. Her breathing deepened, a faint flush coloring her cheeks as she worked. Her eyes flicked to the bulge in the diaper, lingering before returning to her task. Seeing her arousal—her control slipping just a fraction—made his own need burn hotter, a desperate ache he couldn’t suppress.

“I’m going to adjust the undergarment now.” Her voice stayed calm, but heat simmered beneath it. She reached for the tapes, peeling them back with a slow, deliberate rip that echoed in the quiet room. The sound was a confession of his vulnerability, stripping him bare.

She pulled the front of the diaper down, exposing his erection to the cool air. His face burned with fresh shame, hands tightening on the table. He was painfully hard, no hiding it. Her gaze lingered on his cock, unblinking, her lips parting slightly as she took him in, her own desire unmistakable.

“Perfectly normal response, Daniel.” Her tone was clinical again, but her eyes betrayed raw hunger. She poured more oil into her hand, the lavender scent thickening the air, and wrapped her fingers around his cock with a slow, deliberate grip.

His breath hissed out, hips jerking at the contact. Her hand moved with precision, stroking from base to tip, the oil making every touch slick and unbearable. His mind screamed to stop her, to reclaim control, but his body surrendered utterly. The betrayal loop churned—shame, need, self-loathing, more need.

“This is arousal management therapy.” Her voice was low, almost a purr, as she teased him with slow strokes. “We need to retrain your reward system. Release isn’t given. It’s earned.”

His cock throbbed under her touch, pre-cum dripping onto the exposed diaper beneath. She brought him close, so close, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip until his hips trembled. Then she stopped, pulling her hand away just as he teetered on the brink.

A frustrated groan tore from him, his body aching with denial. His hands gripped the table harder, tearing the paper beneath. She watched, eyes dark with satisfaction, her breathing uneven. “Not yet, sweet boy. We’re building control.”

She repeated the torment twice more, stroking him to the edge each time, her hand slick and warm around his cock. Each denial cut deeper, his body trembling with need, mind hazed with desperation. Her cheeks flushed deeper, lips parted as she watched him struggle, her thighs pressing together under her skirt, her own arousal evident.

“You’re doing so well, my baby boy.” Her whisper devastated him, the praise sinking into him like a drug. His cock twitched at the words, aching for release, but her hand stayed away, leaving him throbbing and exposed on the table.

She reached for the diaper, pulling the front back over his erection. The padding trapped the heat, crinkling loudly as she secured the tapes. The sensation was maddening, the soft bulk teasing him with every shift. “There.” She stepped back, smoothing her skirt with trembling fingers. Her chest rose and fell faster, arousal undeniable, but her voice returned to clinical calm. “All secure. You’ve done well for this session.”

He lay there, breathless, body screaming for release. The diaper felt heavier, snug against his aching cock. His hands stayed on the table, useless against the frustration burning through him.

She moved to his side, her hand resting lightly on his shoulder. The touch was gentle but sent a jolt through him, his body still on edge. “Return to your room now, Daniel. Rest until dinner. We’ll continue your treatment tomorrow.”

He nodded, barely, throat too tight to speak. He sat up slowly, the diaper crinkling with every movement, the onesie still bunched around his waist. He pulled it back into place, snapping the shoulders with shaking hands, the fabric soft but suffocating.

She watched him dress, eyes lingering on every move. Her breathing remained deep, fingers curling into the edge of her lab coat as if to steady herself. He felt the heat of her gaze, the unspoken desire behind it, intensifying his need.

He stood, the bulk of the diaper pressing between his thighs, a constant reminder of his denial. His legs felt weak as he walked to the door, each step a struggle against the ache in his body. He didn’t look back, couldn’t bear to see that possessive look in her eyes again.

The hallway was empty as he made his way to his room, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with every step. His face burned with fresh shame, the memory of her hand on his cock searing his mind. She’d taken release from him, controlled it, owned it, and the thought gnawed at him.

Back in his room, he shut the door and collapsed onto the narrow bed. The paper sheet rustled under him, the diaper crinkling as he shifted. His cock still throbbed against the padding, the denial a physical pain. He tried to lie still, to ignore it, but his body wouldn’t allow it.

His hands moved before he could stop them, pressing against the front of the diaper. The padding was soft, teasing, and he groaned at the sensation. He shouldn’t do this, shouldn’t give in, but the need overwhelmed him. His hips rocked against his hand, the crinkle loud in the quiet room, each movement building the pressure inside.

He thought of her hands, her voice calling him “my baby boy,” the way her breath had hitched as she watched him suffer. The memory pushed him closer, hips moving faster, the padding rubbing against his cock. His breath came in short, ragged gasps, body trembling as the edge approached again.

This time, nothing stopped it. The orgasm hit hard, his cock pulsing against the diaper, cum spilling into the soft padding. The warmth spread through the bulk, and a choked sob tore from his lips. His body shook with the sharp, overwhelming pleasure, but shame crashed over him just as fiercely.

He lay there, panting, tears stinging his eyes as reality sank in. He’d come in the diaper, alone in this sterile room, reduced to something unrecognizable. The wetness felt heavy, a mark of his surrender, and he hated how it mirrored the helplessness she’d forced on him. His hands fell to his sides, useless against the weight of what he’d done. The diaper sagged with the added warmth, the crinkle softer but still mocking. Tears slipped down his cheeks, exhaustion pulling him under even as his mind screamed against it. He hated what he’d done, hated the release he’d craved so desperately, but couldn’t deny the relief it brought—a fleeting escape from the torment she’d woven around him. Tomorrow, he knew, she’d see right through him, and whatever came next would only drag him deeper.


Chapter 6: Nursing Treatment

Daniel lay on the narrow bed in his room at Cross Haven Retreat, the dim morning light seeping through the heavy blinds. The pale blue onesie clung to his frame, the soft fabric suffocating against his skin, the snaps at the crotch pressing into the thick diaper beneath. The padding sagged heavily with the warmth of last night’s release, a shameful weight that made his cheeks burn with every slight shift. The crinkle of the plastic backing echoed in the quiet space, a mocking reminder of how far he’d fallen. His hands gripped the edge of the bed, knuckles pale against the paper sheet, as his mind churned with the memory of Dr. Vivian Cross’s touch—controlled, possessive, and devastating.

She stood at the foot of his bed, her presence filling the small room like a storm waiting to break. Her white lab coat was pristine over a fitted black blouse, her dark hair pulled into that severe bun. Her cold blue eyes assessed him with an intensity that made his pulse spike, and her clipboard rested against her hip like a weapon of authority. She’d just spoken, her voice smooth and clinical: “We’ll need to address that, Daniel.” The words hung in the air, heavy with implication, as her gaze dropped to the sagging bulk between his thighs.

“Someone couldn’t wait, could they?” Her tone was soft, but it carried a sharp edge of amusement that sliced through him. His face burned hotter, his throat tightening as he tried to form a protest, but his body betrayed him, a traitorous heat pooling in his core at her words. She set the clipboard on the dresser with deliberate slowness, her movements unhurried, graceful, as if she savored the tension building in the room. “That’s alright, sweet boy. It only proves how much you need Mommy’s care. We’ll start with a change, then move to a more… intimate treatment.”

His stomach twisted at the word “intimate,” his mind racing to resist, but his hands stayed useless on the bed as she approached. She carried a small medical bag, pulling out a fresh diaper, wipes, and a container of baby powder with clinical precision. Her fingers worked the snaps of his onesie, parting the fabric with a soft pop, exposing the soiled padding beneath. The crinkle grew louder as she peeled the tapes back, the sound piercing the silence. A cool wipe touched his skin, and he flinched, the sensation both humiliating and electric. His cock twitched traitorously under her touch, the shame burning deeper as she cleaned him with methodical care. “So messy,” she murmured, her voice laced with maternal warmth that made his chest ache. “But Mommy will make it all better.”

She dusted powder over him, the silky texture settling on his skin, the faint lavender scent grounding him in a way he hated to admit. The fresh diaper unfolded with a loud crinkle, and she slid it under him, her hands firm as she taped it snugly in place. The plush padding pressed against his cock, trapping the heat of his growing arousal, and he bit back a groan as her fingers lingered just a moment too long. “There we are,” she said, her tone approving. “Clean and ready for your next dose of medicine.”

She stood, her presence towering even as she stepped back to retrieve her clipboard. Her eyes never left his, pinning him in place as she spoke. “Today, we’re introducing skin-to-skin contact for cortisol regulation. Oxytocin therapy, Daniel. It’s a proven method to calm your nervous system. We’ll do this in my office for privacy.” Her voice was clinical, but the undercurrent of hunger in it sent a shiver through him. His mind screamed to refuse, to demand his old life back, but the court order and the weight of her gaze caged him. The diaper crinkled as he sat up, the fresh padding a humiliating reminder of his surrender.

“Follow me.” Her command was quiet, unshakable, as she turned and walked out, expecting obedience. He followed, each step down the beige hallway amplifying the crinkle of the diaper, the sound mocking him as he trailed behind her. His face burned, his hands clenching into fists, but his body moved on autopilot, drawn to her authority like a magnet.

Her office was sleek, the wide window overlooking the courtyard letting in soft, natural light. A plush couch sat against one wall, but she gestured to a padded recliner near the exam table instead. “Sit here, Daniel. Make yourself comfortable.” He lowered himself into the recliner, the diaper crinkling under him as he settled, the onesie shifting against his skin. The vulnerability gnawed at him, and he crossed his arms, trying to shield himself from her gaze, but it was useless. She saw everything.

Vivian stood before him, her fingers moving to the buttons of her lab coat with deliberate slowness. The fabric parted, revealing the black silk blouse beneath, clinging to her full breasts in a way that made his breath catch. She shrugged the coat off, draping it over the desk chair, and turned back to him, her movements a calculated dance of control. “This is medicine, baby. Mommy’s medicine.” Her voice dropped, softer now, laced with a devastating tenderness that sent heat coursing through him. The word “Mommy” struck like lightning, stirring something deep and primal in his chest.

His pulse raced as she stepped closer, her fingers unbuttoning the blouse, the silk parting to reveal pale skin and the black lace of her bra. His hands clenched on the armrests, the diaper pressing snugly against his growing erection, the padding trapping every throb as his body betrayed him. She stopped just short of fully opening the blouse, the fabric framing her chest, her nipples already hard against the thin lace. Her scent—jasmine and antiseptic—filled his senses as she stood directly in front of him, her presence overwhelming.

“This is oxytocin therapy, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice raw with intent. “Nursing will calm you. Let Mommy take care of everything.” The word “nursing” sank into him, heavy with implication. His throat went dry, his mind screaming to refuse, but his body froze under her gaze. She reached behind her, unhooking the bra with a soft click, letting the straps slide down her shoulders. The lace fell away, baring her breasts—full, soft, with dark nipples already peaked in the cool air.

His breath caught, his eyes locked on her chest despite the shame burning in his face. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the padding rubbing against his aching cock, teasing him with every movement. She stepped closer, her bare skin inches from him, and slid a hand behind his head, fingers threading through his hair with a firm, guiding grip. “Come here, my baby boy. Let go for Mommy.”

The words owned him, melting his resistance as his cock throbbed harder. She pulled his head forward, guiding him to her breast. Her skin was warm against his cheek, soft and smooth, the faint scent of her body intoxicating as his lips brushed her nipple. He hesitated for a heartbeat, breath uneven, but her fingers tightened in his hair, a silent command. His lips parted, taking her nipple into his mouth, the warmth and firmness sending a jolt through him. He sucked once, tentatively, and her quiet gasp filled the room.

“Good boy.” Her whisper trembled with arousal, the praise sinking into his core as he sucked again, harder. Her nipple hardened further against his tongue, the warmth of her skin grounding him in a regressive haze. Her breathing deepened, growing faster as he nursed, her fingers stroking through his hair, holding him in place. The rhythm took over, his mind slipping into a space where nothing existed but her warmth and her voice.

She shifted closer, her hips brushing against his lap as she straddled the edge of the recliner. The diaper crinkled loudly under the pressure, the padding pressing against his erection as her heat seeped through the thin fabric of her skirt. Her thighs tensed as she moved, grinding slowly against him, her breath hitching with a soft moan. “That’s it, Daniel. Nurse for Mommy. Let it all out.” Her voice was thick with desire, her fingers tightening as her hips rocked faster.

He sucked harder, his tongue circling her nipple, the warmth filling his senses. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling against him as she ground down harder. The diaper trapped his cock, the padding rubbing with every shift of her hips, driving him to the edge. Her other hand gripped his shoulder, nails digging in as her breathing turned ragged. He felt her shudder, her thighs clenching around him, a sharp gasp marking her release. Her fingers dug into his hair, holding him against her breast as she came, the sound of her pleasure pushing him over.

His cock pulsed hard against the diaper, cum spilling into the padding as the orgasm slammed through him. The warmth spread, mixing with the bulk, his hips jerking under her weight. A choked groan escaped him, muffled against her breast, as his body shook with the intensity. She held him there, her breathing uneven as she came down, her fingers softening in his hair, stroking gently now. “Such a good boy,” she murmured, her voice warm and approving. “You took Mommy’s medicine so well.”

The praise sent a shiver through him, even as the shame of coming in the diaper crashed over him. He pulled back slightly, lips leaving her nipple with a soft, wet sound, his breath uneven against her flushed skin. The sight of her breast, glistening from his attention, made his spent cock twitch despite itself. She slid off his lap, standing before him, her blouse still open, her breasts bare and beautiful in the soft light. Her cheeks were flushed, lips parted as she watched him with possessive hunger.

“You responded perfectly, my baby boy.” Her voice returned to clinical calm, but the heat behind it lingered. She reached for her bra, sliding it back on with slow, deliberate movements, her eyes never leaving his. The lace covered her breasts again, but the memory of her skin burned in his mind. His hands stayed on the armrests, useless against the weight of what had happened. The diaper felt heavier now, sagging with his release, the crinkle softer but still mocking.

She buttoned her blouse, fingers steady, the clinical mask slipping back into place. Then she picked up her clipboard, the scratch of her pen deliberate as she wrote. “Oxytocin therapy—dramatic improvement. Continue daily.” The words hung in the air, a promise and a threat. His stomach twisted at the thought of this happening every day, of sinking deeper into her control. He wanted to protest, but his throat was too tight, his body still trembling from the aftermath.

She set the pen down and looked at him one last time, her eyes cold but the flush on her cheeks betraying her arousal. “Rest now, Daniel. A nurse will change you soon, and we’ll continue your treatment tomorrow.” He nodded, barely, as she turned and walked out, the door clicking shut behind her. The silence pressed in, the diaper crinkling as he shifted in the recliner. His hands fell to his lap, pressing against the sagging padding, the warmth of his release a mark of his surrender. Daily. The word echoed, heavy with implication. A small, traitorous part of him already craved tomorrow, craved the next dose of Mommy’s medicine, and he hated how strong that part was growing.


Chapter 7: Discipline Ward

“Enough, Dr. Cross. I want to see my progress report. Now.” Daniel’s voice cut through the sterile quiet of his room at Cross Haven Retreat. His jaw was tight, hands clenched on the edge of the narrow bed, the pale blue onesie clinging to his frame as the thick diaper crinkled beneath him.

The padding was still heavy from the morning’s release during the nursing session, a sagging weight that made his face burn with every shift. The memory of Dr. Vivian Cross’s warm breast against his lips, her shuddering orgasm as she ground against him, lingered like a fever in his mind. But right now, anger overpowered the shame. He was a corporate lawyer, not a helpless patient. He deserved answers.

The door opened without a knock. Dr. Vivian Cross stepped in, her white lab coat pristine over a fitted black dress that hugged her curves. Her dark hair was pulled into that severe bun, and her cold blue eyes locked onto him with an intensity that made his pulse jump despite his resolve.

“Demanding, are we, Daniel?” Her voice was smooth, clinical, but carried an undercurrent of steel that made his chest tighten. She set her clipboard on the dresser with deliberate slowness, her gaze never leaving his. “Patients don’t demand. Patients ask nicely. Try again: ‘Please, Mommy.’”

His face burned at the word. Mommy. It hit him like a slap, stirring that deep, confusing ache in his core. He wanted to snap back, to hold onto the last shred of his authority, but her tone pinned him in place. His hands stayed clenched, knuckles pale against the paper sheet on the bed.

“I’m not playing this game.” His voice came out rough, but it wavered at the edges. “I’m court-ordered to be here. I have a right to see my progress.”

Her lips curved, just slightly. Not a smile, but something predatory. She stepped closer, her presence filling the small room, the faint scent of jasmine and antiseptic hitting him like a memory of surrender. “Rights are for the outside world, sweet boy. Here, you follow protocol. And defiance is a symptom that requires treatment.”

His stomach twisted. Treatment. The word carried a weight he’d come to dread. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the sagging bulk a reminder of how far he’d already fallen. He opened his mouth to argue, but her hand raised, a silent command that stopped him cold.

“Stand up, Daniel. We’re going to the Discipline Ward.” Her tone was calm, unhurried, but it brooked no refusal. She turned, expecting him to follow, her heels clicking softly on the tiled floor as she stepped into the hallway.

His heart raced. Discipline Ward? The name alone sent a shiver through him, a mix of dread and unwanted anticipation. He stood, the diaper crinkling loudly with the movement, the onesie shifting against his skin. Each step behind her felt like a surrender, the bulk between his thighs a constant humiliation as they moved down the beige hallway.

She led him past familiar doors, deeper into a wing of the retreat he hadn’t seen before. The air grew cooler, the walls soundproofed with thick padding visible through glass panels. A heavy door marked “Discipline Ward” loomed at the end of the corridor. She pushed it open with a steady hand, revealing a room that made his breath catch.

Inside, the space was clinical yet intimidating. A padded bench sat in the center, leather straps attached to its sides. A cabinet lined one wall, its glass doors revealing rows of implements—paddles, plugs, restraints. The air smelled of antiseptic and leather, a sharp contrast to the lavender softness of her office. His legs felt weak, but he couldn’t turn back.

“Stand by the bench.” Her voice was firm, cutting through the haze in his mind. She closed the door behind them with a soft click, the soundproofing sealing them in complete silence except for the crinkle of his diaper.

He moved to the bench, each step heavy, the padding sagging between his thighs. His hands trembled at his sides, the anger from moments ago crumbling under the weight of her authority. He wanted to speak, to demand again, but his throat was tight, his resolve slipping.

She stepped behind him, her presence looming even without touch. “Defiance disrupts recovery, Daniel. This is therapeutic correction. Remove the onesie.”

His fingers hesitated on the snaps at his shoulders. The idea of baring himself here, in this cold, punishing space, made his face burn hotter. But her tone left no room for argument. He fumbled with the snaps, the fabric parting as he slid it down, exposing his chest and arms, the diaper still snug around his hips.

Her eyes lingered on him, taking in every inch of his vulnerability. She moved to the cabinet, her movements precise as she selected a leather paddle, its surface smooth and wide, glinting under the harsh fluorescent light. His stomach dropped at the sight, his pulse racing faster.

“Lean over the bench. Hands on the edge.” Her command was calm, almost gentle, but it carried the weight of inevitability. She gestured to the padded surface, the leather straps dangling ominously at its sides.

He swallowed hard, his body moving before his mind could catch up. He bent over the bench, hands gripping the edge, the diaper crinkling loudly as he positioned himself. The padding pressed against his cock, already stirring despite the fear, and he hated how his body betrayed him even now.

Her hand rested on his lower back, warm through the thin air, a stark contrast to the cool leather of the bench. “I’m going to restrain you for safety, sweet boy. This is part of the treatment.” Her voice was softer now, maternal, but it didn’t ease the tension in his chest.

She reached for the straps, securing his wrists to the bench with quick, practiced movements. The leather was tight but not painful, pinning him in place, his chest pressed against the padding. His breath came unevenly, the diaper sagging heavily as he shifted, unable to move much.

Her fingers moved to the tapes on the diaper, peeling them back with a slow, deliberate rip. The sound echoed in the silent room, a confession of his exposure. She pulled the front down, baring his ass to the cool air, the sagging padding falling away to reveal his skin, already prickling with anticipation.

“You’ll receive ten strokes for your defiance.” Her voice was clinical again, but there was an edge to it, a hunger that made his pulse jump. She stepped to his side, the leather paddle in her hand, her other hand resting lightly on his bare hip. “Count them with me, Daniel. It’s part of the therapy.”

His face burned with shame, his hands gripping the bench edge harder. He didn’t want to count, didn’t want to participate in this, but her tone owned him. Before he could speak, the first stroke landed, the leather slapping against his bare skin with a sharp, stinging impact.

“One,” she said, her voice calm, measured.

“One,” he echoed, his voice rough, the burn spreading across his skin. His cock twitched against the bench, trapped beneath him, and he hated the heat that stirred low despite the pain.

The second stroke came harder, the leather biting into him, the sound echoing in the soundproofed room. “Two,” she counted, her hand still on his hip, grounding him even as she punished.

“Two,” he gasped, his body trembling, the sting mixing with a strange, unwanted arousal. His face burned hotter, his mind screaming against the sensation, but his cock throbbed harder.

She continued, each stroke precise, the rhythm slow and deliberate. “Three. Four. Five.” Her voice never wavered, counting with a calm authority as the paddle landed again and again. His skin burned, each hit building the heat, his voice shaking as he echoed her numbers.

At five, she paused, setting the paddle aside for a moment. Her hand slid over his reddened skin, soothing the sting with a light touch that made him shiver. “You’re doing well, my baby boy. But we’re not done.”

The words sent a jolt through him, her praise devastating even in this punishing space. He felt her move behind him, heard the faint clink of something from the cabinet. His stomach twisted, dread mixing with anticipation as she returned, her hand on his hip again.

“This is part of the correction.” Her voice was low, almost a purr, as she held up a small, sleek vibrating plug, the surface glinting with a thin layer of lube she’d applied. His breath caught, his body tensing against the restraints, but he couldn’t move, couldn’t resist.

She pressed the tip against him, slow and deliberate, her other hand spreading him gently. “Relax, sweet boy. This is therapy.” Her tone was maternal again, soothing, as the plug slid in, the intrusion cold and slick at first, stretching him just enough to make him gasp.

His cock throbbed harder against the bench, the sensation of being filled mixing with the lingering sting on his skin. She adjusted the plug, seating it fully, then clicked a small remote in her hand. A low buzz started, the vibration pulsing through him, deep and relentless, making his hips jerk against the restraints.

“There.” Her voice carried satisfaction, her hand resting on his hip as the buzz intensified. “We’ll continue now. Count with me.”

She picked up the paddle again, the leather landing with a sharp slap on his already tender skin. “Six,” she said, her tone steady, the vibration of the plug amplifying the sting, sending a shockwave of pleasure-pain through him.

“Six,” he choked out, his voice trembling, the buzz driving him closer to an edge he didn’t want to reach. His cock pressed against the bench, aching, the diaper still bunched beneath him, a reminder of his regression even in this moment of discipline.

“Seven. Eight. Nine.” The strokes came faster now, each one harder, the leather biting into him as the vibration pulsed deeper. His body shook, sweat beading on his forehead, his voice breaking as he counted with her. The pain and pleasure blurred, his mind slipping into a haze where nothing existed but her control.

“Ten.” The final stroke landed, the hardest yet, the sting radiating through him as the plug buzzed relentlessly. His breath came in short gasps, his cock throbbing so hard it hurt, pre-cum dripping onto the bench beneath him.

She set the paddle aside, her hand sliding over his reddened skin again, soothing the burn with a touch that made him tremble. “You took that so well, good boy.” Her praise was a whisper, raw and warm, sinking into him like a drug.

His body reacted instantly, the words pushing him closer to the edge. The vibration of the plug intensified as she clicked the remote again, the buzz driving him mad, his hips jerking against the restraints. He couldn’t stop it, couldn’t hold back, the pleasure building too fast under her control.

“That’s it, my baby boy. Let go for Mommy.” Her voice was thick with arousal, her hand on his hip tightening as she watched him struggle. Her breathing had changed, deeper, faster, a faint flush on her cheeks as she leaned closer, her presence overwhelming.

The orgasm hit hard, his cock pulsing against the bench, cum spilling onto the padding beneath him as his body shook with the release. A choked sob escaped his lips, the pleasure sharp and overwhelming, amplified by the plug’s relentless vibration and the lingering sting on his skin.

She kept the plug buzzing through the aftershocks, drawing out his release until his body trembled with overstimulation. His breath came in ragged gasps, tears stinging his eyes as the shame crashed over him, mixing with the strange, unwanted relief of her control.

But she wasn’t done. Her hand reached for the paddle again, her voice calm despite the heat in her eyes. “We’ll do a few more, sweet boy. Through the aftershocks. It’s part of the treatment.”

His stomach dropped, his body already spent, but the restraints held him in place. The leather landed again, lighter this time, but the sting on his oversensitive skin made him gasp. “One,” she counted, her tone steady, as the plug continued to buzz, teasing his exhausted nerves.

“Two. Three.” Each stroke was a torment, the pain mixing with the fading pleasure, his body trembling under her control. He counted with her, voice broken, the diaper still bunched beneath him, now wet with his release, a mark of how far he’d fallen.

She stopped at three, setting the paddle aside for good this time. Her hand soothed over his skin, her touch gentle now, a stark contrast to the punishment. She clicked the remote, the vibration of the plug slowing to a stop, and carefully eased it out, the sensation making him shudder.

“You did so well, Daniel.” Her voice was warm, approving, as she undid the restraints on his wrists. His arms fell to his sides, weak and trembling, as she helped him straighten, her hands steady on his shoulders.

His legs felt like jelly, his skin still burning, his cock spent but twitching faintly at her touch. She pulled the diaper back up, securing the tapes with a slow, deliberate rip, the fresh padding from earlier now heavy with his cum. The crinkle was softer, but it still mocked him, a reminder of his surrender.

She moved to stand in front of him, her eyes locking onto his with a possessive hunger that made his pulse race despite his exhaustion. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, and he could see the arousal in her gaze, the way her fingers curled into the edge of her lab coat as if to steady herself.

“Look at you, my baby boy. So small after your correction.” Her voice was low, almost a purr, as she reached out to brush a tear from his cheek. The touch was gentle, but it sent a jolt through him, his body still raw from the intensity of it all.

She stepped closer, her hand sliding behind his head, fingers threading through his hair as she pulled him into her chest. The fabric of her dress was soft against his face, the faint scent of jasmine grounding him as his breath hitched. He didn’t want to lean into her, didn’t want to crave her warmth, but his body did it anyway.

“You’re learning, Daniel. Defiance only delays your healing.” Her tone was maternal now, soothing, as she held him there, his face pressed against her, the diaper crinkling softly with every tiny shift. “Next time, you’ll ask nicely. Won’t you?”

He nodded, barely, his throat too tight to speak. The shame burned in his chest, the memory of the paddle, the plug, the orgasm under her control searing his mind. But beneath it, there was something else—a strange, unwanted comfort in her hold, in the way she called him hers.

She pulled back, her hand lingering on his cheek for a moment longer before she stepped away. Her movements were precise again, the clinical mask slipping into place, but he could still see the flush on her skin, the heat behind her cold blue eyes.

“I’ll carry you back to your room now, sweet boy. You need rest after this.” Her voice was firm, a command disguised as care. Before he could protest, she bent down, her arms sliding under him with surprising strength, lifting him against her chest.

His face burned hotter, the diaper crinkling as she adjusted her grip, his body pressed against hers like a child’s. He wanted to push away, to stand on his own, but his legs were too weak, his mind too hazy. He let her carry him, the hallway passing in a blur, the sound of her steady breathing filling the silence.

Back in his room, she laid him on the narrow bed, the paper sheet rustling under him. The diaper felt heavier now, the padding sagging with the evidence of his release, a mark of how completely she’d owned him in that ward. She tucked a soft blanket around him, her fingers brushing his shoulder with a gentleness that felt wrong after the punishment.

As she straightened, her hand lingered on the edge of the bed, her eyes locking onto his with a new intensity. He realized something then, a quiet thought cutting through the haze. He hadn’t really wanted the progress report. Not truly. He’d wanted her attention, her focus, even if it came with pain.

“Rest now, my baby boy.” Her voice was a whisper, warm and possessive, as she turned to leave. “We’ll discuss proper ways to ask tomorrow.”

The door clicked shut behind her. He lay there, staring at the ceiling, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with every tiny shift. His skin still burned, his body still trembled, but deep down, that traitorous part of him stirred again. It craved her return, her control, her devastating care. And he hated how much it was starting to feel like home.


Chapter 8: Open Ward

Daniel lay in the narrow bed at Cross Haven Retreat, the soft blanket tucked around his trembling frame, his skin still raw from the intensity of the discipline in the soundproofed room. The thick diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, wet with the evidence of his release, the crinkle of the plastic backing a relentless reminder of his surrender under Dr. Vivian Cross’s unrelenting control. His body felt weak, limbs heavy, the memory of the leather paddle and the vibrating plug searing his mind. He shifted slightly, the soaked padding rustling, and a fresh wave of shame burned through him. Yet, beneath it, a traitorous ache stirred, craving her return, her devastating care.

The door opened with a soft click, and there she stood. Vivian’s presence consumed the small room, her white lab coat pristine over a fitted black blouse, dark hair pulled tight into a severe bun. Her cold blue eyes locked onto him with unshakable authority, her posture flawless, every movement deliberate as if choreographed. In her hand, a pale blue onesie dangled, freshly laundered, the infantilizing fabric a silent promise of further submission. “Time to dress, sweet boy. I can’t have you underdressed for today.” Her voice was calm, a clinical edge masking the maternal warmth beneath, but it sent a shiver through him all the same, his cock twitching traitorously against the wet diaper.

She stepped closer, unfolding the onesie with precision, the faint scent of jasmine mixing with the sterile air. “Lift your arms.” It wasn’t a request. His body obeyed before his mind could protest, arms rising as she slid the soft cotton over his head, the fabric clinging to his chest. Her fingers snapped the crotch shut over the soaked diaper, the crinkle louder now, and his face burned as she smoothed the material with a lingering touch, her fingertips grazing the padding. “There. Perfect.” Her lips curved, a flicker of hunger behind her clinical mask, and heat pooled in his groin, his body betraying him yet again.

“Up now, Daniel. It’s time for group therapy.” Her tone brooked no argument, the words carrying a new weight that made his stomach twist. Group therapy. Not the private humiliations he’d endured so far, but something worse—exposure. He stood, the diaper sagging with every step, the crinkle echoing in the quiet room as he followed her into the beige hallway. Each sound amplified his shame, his arms crossing over his chest as if to shield himself, but there was no hiding here. Not from her gaze, not from the court order that bound him to this hell.

They moved deeper into a wing he hadn’t seen before, the air growing warmer, a faint lullaby humming through the walls—soft, haunting, and utterly wrong in this clinical prison. It stirred something raw in his chest, a longing he couldn’t name, but her pace didn’t falter. She led him to a wide glass door labeled “Open Ward,” pushing it open with a graceful flick of her wrist. The room beyond was a jarring hybrid of nursery and clinic: pastel-painted cribs lined one wall, plush blankets folded inside; a changing table sat stocked with diapers and powder, the faint scent of baby powder lingering; rocking chairs and a small table with bottles of warm milk completed the surreal scene.

But it wasn’t the setting that stopped him cold. It was the others. Two men, both adults, both dressed in infantile clothing like his own. One, older with graying hair, sat in a crib, a pacifier in his mouth, sucking rhythmically with vacant eyes. His thick diaper bulged under a pastel green onesie, sagging with obvious use. The other, younger, late twenties, stood near a rocking chair, arms crossed, jaw tight with defiance. His pale yellow onesie couldn’t hide the less bulky diaper beneath, a sign he hadn’t fully broken yet. His eyes darted to Daniel, then away, shame flashing across his face.

Daniel’s throat went dry, his face burning hotter than ever. He wasn’t alone in this degradation. The realization hit like a fist, his hands clenching at his sides as he fought the urge to bolt. But Vivian’s hand rested lightly on his shoulder, guiding him forward with unshakable control. “Welcome to the Open Ward, Daniel.” Her voice was smooth, clinical, but laced with that maternal undercurrent that made his skin prickle. “Group therapy. You’ll learn from each other. See that you’re not so different.”

Not different? The thought burned. He was a corporate lawyer, not some broken shell sucking a pacifier. But the wet diaper crinkled as he shifted, a damning contradiction, and his cock twitched again, heat pooling where it shouldn’t. He hated how his body betrayed him, even now, under the weight of strangers’ averted gazes.

She gestured to the rocking chair near the resistant man. “Sit, sweet boy. We’ll start with a check.” The word “check” twisted his gut. He knew what it meant, knew the humiliation it promised, especially here, exposed. He moved to the chair, the crinkle echoing, and sat, the soaked padding pressing against his thighs. The younger man stared at the floor, while the older one in the crib didn’t even look up, lost in regression.

Vivian stood in the center, clipboard in hand, her presence commanding every inch of the room. Her eyes scanned them with deliberate slowness, cold and calculating, a gaze that stripped him bare before she even touched him. “Diaper checks first. Standard protocol for proper care.” Daniel’s face burned. In front of them. He gripped the armrests, knuckles white, fighting the urge to run, but her gaze pinned him, unyielding.

She started with the older man, stepping over with measured grace. Her hands peeled back the tapes of his diaper with a loud rip that echoed in the silence. He didn’t react, just kept sucking his pacifier as she assessed him. “Fully used. Good. You’ve let go.” Her voice was warm, approving, and the man gave a faint nod, a grunt around the pacifier. Daniel’s stomach churned at the casualness, the normalization of such a fall. He didn’t want to watch, but his eyes stayed locked, unable to look away.

She secured the tapes, patting his diapered hip. “We’ll change you after, my baby boy.” The praise, even for another, sent a jolt through Daniel, shame mixing with a longing he couldn’t name. She moved to the younger man next, heels clicking softly. He tensed, arms still crossed, defiance in his jaw. “Stand still,” she commanded, calm but firm. He obeyed, face flushing as she ripped the tapes open, inspecting with clinical precision. “Dry. Still holding on.” A faint disappointment edged her tone, and his shoulders slumped, shame deepening. “We’ll work on that. Surrender takes time.”

Daniel’s heart raced. He was next. The diaper crinkled under him, the wet bulk a confession he couldn’t hide. His throat tightened, protest dying as his body froze under her authority. She turned to him, blue eyes locking with an intensity that stole his breath. “Your turn, Daniel. Stand up for me.”

The command hit hard, stirring a deep ache. His face burned, but his body moved, standing as the diaper sagged, the crinkle loud in the quiet ward. The younger man’s eyes flicked to him, then away, shared humiliation heavy between them. Vivian stepped closer, jasmine and baby powder mixing in the air. Her fingers undid the snaps of his onesie with slow flicks, exposing the soaked diaper, the plastic glistening under the light. His face burned hotter, the others’ presence—averted but felt—pricking like needles.

She peeled the tapes back, the rip sharp, the front falling away to reveal the wet padding, evidence of his surrender stark and undeniable. Cool air hit his skin, contrasting the warm wetness, and his breath hitched, shame crashing over him. “There it is,” she said softly, maternal but possessive, her voice making his pulse jump. “You’ve used it, sweet boy. That’s what diapers are for.”

His face felt like it might combust. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t look at them, eyes fixed on the floor as she assessed the padding, her gaze lingering with a hungry curve of her lips. “You’re progressing well, Daniel.” The approval in her tone was devastating, and his cock twitched against the wet bulk, body betraying him even here, exposed. She secured the tapes, the padding pressing snugly again, heavier now after being bared. “We’ll change you soon. Sit.”

He sat, the crinkle echoing, hands trembling on the armrests. The weight of their presence—of shared regression—pressed down. He wasn’t alone. The thought ached in ways he couldn’t name. Vivian moved to the table, picking up three bottles of warm milk, nipples glinting under the fluorescent light. “Next, hydration. Bottle time builds trust.” Her voice was clinical, but the maternal warmth made his skin prickle.

She guided the first bottle to the older man’s lips, murmuring, “Good boy,” as he sucked eagerly. The praise shivered through Daniel, even from afar. She gave the second to the younger man, her hand lingering on his shoulder. “Take it. You need this.” He hesitated, then obeyed, lips closing around the nipple with visible shame as he sucked slowly. Then she came to Daniel, looming over his chair, bottle in hand. “Open for me, sweet boy. Let me care for you.”

His throat tightened, face burning as he glanced at the others. Their presence made every action heavier, but he parted his lips, unable to resist her gaze. She guided the nipple to his mouth, the warm rubber slick with liquid. He sucked, sweet warmth coating his tongue, and his mind slipped, the room fading as regression tugged at him. “Good boy.” Her whisper sank into him, devastating. Her hand cradled his head, firm and intimate, as he drank, a haze settling over him where only her touch and the milk existed.

Her breathing deepened, her hand resting on her thigh, fingers curling into her skirt, a faint flush on her cheeks as she watched him. The sight jolted him, his cock twitching against the wet diaper, the padding teasing with every shift. The room was silent but for the soft sucking, communal regression binding them in humiliating intimacy. Her words cut through, soft but sharp. “See? You’re not broken, Daniel. You’re exactly like them. Exactly where you need to be.”

The truth hit hard. Not different. Not above. His chest ached, normalization sinking deeper than any private session. He sucked harder, warmth spreading, a comfort he couldn’t fight. The bottle emptied, but he kept sucking, craving more. She eased it away, the nipple slipping with a wet sound, her fingers stroking his hair. “So eager, my baby boy. You’re learning.”

Fresh shame burned, but a flicker of acceptance stirred, undeniable. He glanced at the others, mirrors of his fall, making regression feel inevitable. Then, unbidden, the word slipped out, soft and trembling, a surrender he hadn’t planned. “Mommy.” It hung in the air, raw and vulnerable, as he looked up at her, his chest tight with the weight of it.

Her eyes flared, heat and satisfaction deepening in her gaze. A smile curved her lips, warm and possessive, as her hand lingered in his hair. “That’s it, sweet boy. Mommy’s here.” The words wrapped around him, sinking into his core, the praise hitting deeper than it should have. His face burned, the others’ presence amplifying the moment, but the ache in his chest shifted, a strange comfort blooming beneath the shame.

She stepped back, her breathing uneven, eyes still lingering with possessive satisfaction. “We’ll end with a group change. It reinforces trust. Daniel, you’re first.” His stomach dropped. A group change. In front of them. He wanted to beg for privacy, but her tone left no room. She gestured to the changing table, diapers and powder waiting like an altar. He stood, the wet diaper crinkling, sagging weight a confession as he lay on the padded surface, paper rustling, hands trembling.

She unsnapped his onesie fully, exposing the soaked diaper. Her hands peeled the tapes with loud rips, the front falling away, cool air hitting his skin, his cock twitching despite the humiliation. Her lips curved faintly. “Perfectly normal, sweet boy.” Her voice carried heat, his pulse racing as she reached for wipes, dragging cool cloth across him, gentle but firm, cleaning with an intimacy that made his breath hitch.

His cock hardened under her attention, and she didn’t ignore it. Her hand wrapped around him through the wipe, stroking slow and deliberate, the coolness mixing with heat. A groan escaped, his hips jerking. “Not yet, baby.” Her tone was a warning, pulling away, leaving him throbbing. Shame burned, the others’ presence pricking, but the need ached, under her control.

She sprinkled powder, silky and cool, her fingers lingering, teasing. His cock throbbed, pre-cum dripping, fighting the urge to beg. She unfolded a fresh diaper, the crinkle loud, sliding it under him. “Lift your hips for me,” she murmured, warm and commanding. He obeyed, the onesie bunched as she pulled the front up, padding snug against his erection. Tapes ripped, securing tight, trapping his arousal, the bulk a reminder of surrender. She smoothed the front, fingers teasing, his breath hitching, body trembling.

“There. All clean.” Her approval devastated, her cheeks flushed, breathing deep, fingers curling into the table to steady herself. He sat up, the crinkle echoing, cock throbbing against the fresh padding. The others hadn’t watched directly, but their presence made every moment heavier, shared humiliation a bond he couldn’t escape. He returned to the chair, trembling.

She changed the others, quick and practiced, the room silent but for crinkles and wipes, communal regression sinking into his bones. When done, she stood center, clipboard in hand, her gaze sweeping with satisfaction. “You’ve done well. Group therapy builds connection. We’ll meet again tomorrow.”

His chest ached at the promise of more. The fresh diaper crinkled as he shifted, padding snug against aching need, her control lingering. She dismissed the others, a nurse guiding them away, then turned to him, eyes intense. “Come with me, sweet boy. You’ve earned a quiet moment tonight.”

His stomach fluttered, dread and anticipation mixing. He followed her to his room, the crinkle echoing, each step heavy with the memory of the group’s eyes and that vulnerable word he’d uttered. Back in his room, she gestured to the bed. “Lie down, Daniel.” Her voice was softer now, raw with something unspoken. He obeyed, the padding teasing his cock as he settled.

She sat beside him, her hand resting on his chest over the onesie, the touch gentle but firm. “You called me Mommy today. Without prompting.” Her tone was warm, maternal, but her eyes burned with possession. “That means something, sweet boy.” He nodded, throat tight, the shame and need warring within him as her fingers traced slow circles, grounding him. She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Rest now, my baby boy. Tonight’s just the beginning of deeper surrender.”

She tucked the blanket around him, her hand lingering on his shoulder, the heat behind her cold blue eyes promising more. The door clicked shut behind her, leaving him in the dimness, the crinkle of the diaper echoing with every tiny shift. His body ached, the word “Mommy” still burning on his tongue, and deep down, that traitorous part of him stirred, hungry for her return in the dark hours ahead.


Chapter 9: Night Shift

Daniel stirred in the dimness of his room at Cross Haven Retreat, the narrow bed creaking under his restless weight. The pale blue onesie clung to his skin, the fabric soft but suffocating, while the thick diaper beneath pressed snug between his thighs — still dry, still tight, his cock half-hard from the denial that had left him aching hours ago. She hadn’t let him come. The memory burned.

His chest ached with a new, gnawing need. The memory of her bare breasts, the warmth of her nipple against his lips, and her shuddering release as she ground against him lingered like a fever. But now, alone in the dark, the absence of her presence felt wrong, a void that clawed at him deeper than any shame.

He glanced at the clock on the wall. 2:03 AM. Sleep wouldn’t come, not with this restlessness, this hunger for her that he couldn’t name. His hand hovered over the call button beside the bed, a small red light blinking in the shadows. He shouldn’t press it. Shouldn’t need her. But his finger moved before his mind could stop it, the quiet beep echoing in the silent room.

Minutes stretched like hours. His heart raced, the diaper crinkling as he shifted, the wet bulk a reminder of how far he’d fallen. What if she didn’t come? What if she sent a nurse instead? The thought stung, a rejection he didn’t want to face.

The door opened softly, no knock, just her. Dr. Vivian Cross stepped into the room, but she wasn’t the clinical figure he’d expected. Her white lab coat was gone, replaced by a silk robe, deep emerald, tied loosely at her waist. Her dark hair fell in waves over her shoulders, free from the tight bun, framing her sharp cheekbones in the faint moonlight streaming through the blinds. Her cold blue eyes softened, but the authority in them still pinned him in place.

“Daniel.” Her voice was a low murmur, maternal and warm, lacking the clinical edge of daytime. “You called for me.”

His throat tightened. He nodded, barely, his hands clutching the edge of the bed. The diaper crinkled again, louder in the quiet, and his face burned with the weight of his vulnerability.

She closed the door behind her, the click soft but final. Her bare feet padded across the tiled floor, the silk robe shifting with each step, hinting at the curves beneath. She stopped beside the bed, her gaze sweeping over him, taking in the onesie, the sagging diaper, the need etched into every line of his body.

“You couldn’t sleep, could you, sweet boy?” Her hand reached out, fingers brushing his cheek, warm and gentle. The touch sent a jolt through him, his breath hitching as he leaned into it despite himself.

“I… I didn’t know why I pressed it.” His voice was rough, a whisper in the dark. “I just… needed you.”

Her lips curved, a real smile this time, soft and possessive. She sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping under her weight, her thigh brushing against his through the thin blanket. “You called for Mommy. That’s the bravest thing you’ve done since you got here.”

The word “Mommy” hit him like a wave, stirring that deep, primal ache in his chest. His face burned hotter, but her praise sank into him, a balm against the shame. He wanted to look away, to hide, but her eyes held him captive in the moonlight.

She leaned closer, her silk robe slipping slightly at the shoulder, revealing smooth, pale skin. “Lie back for me, baby. Let Mommy take care of you.”

His body obeyed before his mind could resist. He lay back, the paper sheet rustling beneath him, the diaper crinkling as he shifted. The sagging weight pressed against his cock, already stirring under her gaze, and he hated how quickly his need returned.

Her hands moved to the blanket, pulling it away with slow deliberation. The cool air hit his legs, the onesie barely covering the thick diaper beneath. Her fingers found the snaps at his shoulders, undoing them with gentle flicks, the fabric parting to expose his chest. Her touch was light, but it burned, sending heat pooling low in his body.

“You’ve been so good, my baby boy.” Her voice was a whisper, warm and devastating, as she slid the onesie down his arms, baring more of him to her eyes. The diaper’s plastic backing glistened in the faint light, the evidence of his earlier release stark and humiliating.

Her gaze lingered on the sagging bulk, her lips parting slightly, a faint flush creeping onto her cheeks. “Let’s get you clean and comfortable.” Her tone was maternal, but the heat behind it was undeniable, a promise of more than just care.

She stood briefly, retrieving a small bag from the dresser—a kit she’d brought with her, stocked with supplies. The rustle of the contents filled the quiet room as she pulled out a pack of wipes, a container of powder, and a fresh diaper. The crinkle of the new padding echoed as she unfolded it, the sound a ritual he’d come to both dread and crave.

Her hands returned to him, peeling back the tapes of the wet diaper with slow, deliberate rips. The sound was loud in the dark, a confession of his surrender. She pulled the front down, exposing his bare skin and the sticky evidence of his release. Cool air hit him, a sharp contrast to the warm wetness, and his cock twitched, already hardening under her gaze.

“There’s my boy.” Her whisper was raw, laced with arousal, as her eyes took in his growing erection. She tore open the pack of wipes, dragging a cool cloth across his skin with firm, intimate strokes. The touch made his breath hitch, his hips jerking slightly before he could stop them.

Her hand paused, fingers lingering near his cock, the wipe cool against his heat. “So responsive, baby.” Her voice was a purr, her thumb brushing over him through the cloth, a teasing stroke that made his cock throb harder. His face burned with shame, but the need was stronger, a desperate ache she controlled completely.

She set the wipe aside, reaching for the powder. The faint scent of baby powder hit his nose as she sprinkled it over him, her fingers smoothing it across his skin with slow, deliberate care. Each touch was a claim, her hands warm and possessive, and his cock throbbed harder, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach.

“Lift your hips for Mommy.” Her tone was soft but commanding, and he obeyed, the onesie bunched around his waist as she slid the fresh diaper under him. The thick padding pressed against his skin, the plastic backing crinkling loudly in the quiet room. She pulled the front up between his thighs, the bulk trapping his erection, teasing him with every tiny shift.

The tapes ripped as she secured them, one side then the other, each sound a reminder of his regression. The diaper hugged him snugly, the padding soft but heavy against his aching cock. Her hand lingered on the front, smoothing it with a slow press, her fingers curling just enough to make him gasp.

“There. All clean.” Her voice was warm, approving, as she snapped the onesie back into place over the diaper. But she didn’t pull away. Her hand stayed on the padding, pressing lightly, her eyes locked onto his with a hunger that made his pulse race.

“You needed me, didn’t you, sweet boy?” Her fingers moved, stroking him through the thick diaper, the padding rubbing against his cock with every slow motion. The sensation was maddening, the bulk teasing him, building the pressure inside with no hope of direct touch.

He nodded, throat tight, a quiet groan escaping his lips. The diaper crinkled under her hand, the sound obscene in the dark, and his hips rocked against her touch before he could stop them. Shame burned in his chest, but the need was overwhelming, a desperate ache she owned completely.

“Good boy.” Her whisper was devastating, sinking into him like a drug. Her hand moved faster, stroking him through the padding, the crinkle growing louder as she worked him. Her breathing changed, growing deeper, her cheeks flushed in the moonlight as she watched him writhe under her control.

Her silk robe had slipped further, the tie loosening to reveal more of her chest, the curve of her breasts barely covered now. His eyes locked onto the sight, his cock throbbing harder against the diaper, the padding trapping the heat as she edged him closer. He wanted to beg, to plead for release, but the words wouldn’t come, his mind lost in the haze of her authority.

“Let go for Mommy, baby.” Her voice was thick with arousal, her hand pressing harder, stroking faster through the diaper. The crinkle filled the room, a rhythm matching his ragged breaths, and the pressure built too fast, too intense under her touch.

The orgasm hit hard, his cock pulsing against the padding, cum spilling into the fresh diaper as his hips jerked under her hand. A choked sob escaped his lips, the pleasure sharp and overwhelming, his body shaking with the release. The warmth spread through the bulk, a new mark of his surrender, and tears stung his eyes as the shame crashed over him.

“Such a good boy.” Her praise was a caress, warm and possessive, as her hand slowed, pressing lightly against the now-wet diaper. She leaned closer, her silk robe brushing against his chest, her scent—jasmine and warmth—filling his senses as his breath steadied.

He lay there, trembling, the diaper sagging again with his release, the crinkle softer but still mocking. Her hand stayed on him for a moment longer, a final claim, before she pulled back, her fingers trailing up to his chest. The moonlight caught on her skin, her robe open now, revealing the full curve of her breasts, her nipples hard against the cool air.

“Come here, my baby boy.” Her voice was a whisper, maternal and raw, as she slid onto the bed beside him. She lay down, her body pressed close, her arm wrapping around him to pull him against her chest. The silk robe parted fully, her bare skin warm against his cheek, the scent of her intoxicating in the dark.

Her hand guided his head to her breast, fingers threading through his hair with a firm, intimate grip. “Nurse for Mommy, Daniel. Let it all go.” Her tone was soothing, a command wrapped in care, and his lips parted before he could resist.

He took her nipple into his mouth, the warmth and firmness sending a jolt through his spent body. He sucked once, tentatively, then harder, her quiet gasp filling the room as her fingers tightened in his hair. The taste of her skin, the rhythm of nursing, pulled him deeper into that hazy, regressive space where nothing existed but her.

Her breathing grew ragged, her chest rising and falling faster as he suckled. Her free hand slid down her own body, disappearing under the silk robe, her thighs pressing together as a soft moan escaped her lips. “That’s it, baby. Nurse for Mommy.” Her voice trembled with arousal, her fingers moving faster beneath the fabric.

He sucked harder, his tongue circling her nipple, the warmth of her skin grounding him even as his body stirred again, trapped against the wet diaper. Her moans grew louder, her hips shifting beside him, the sound of her pleasure pushing through the quiet dark. Her fingers dug into his hair, holding him against her breast as she shuddered, a sharp gasp marking her release.

She came quietly, her body trembling beside him, her nipple hardening further against his lips. Her hand slowed beneath the robe, her breathing uneven as she came down, her grip softening in his hair with gentle strokes. “Such a good boy,” she murmured, the praise sinking into him like a balm.

He pulled back slightly, lips leaving her nipple with a soft, wet sound, her skin flushed and glistening in the moonlight. His chest ached with something new, a tenderness beneath the shame, a need to stay here in her warmth, in her control. The diaper felt heavier now, sagging with his release, a constant reminder of how far he’d sunk.

She adjusted her robe, covering her breasts again, though the silk still clung to her curves in the dim light. Her hand stayed on his cheek, thumb brushing lightly over his skin, her eyes locking onto his with a possessive softness he hadn’t seen before. “Sleep now, my baby boy. Mommy’s got you.”

His eyes grew heavy, the exhaustion pulling him under faster than he expected. Her warmth beside him, the faint scent of jasmine, the crinkle of the diaper—all of it blurred into a strange, unwanted comfort. He drifted off, her arm still around him, the moonlight casting shadows across her face as she watched him fade.

When he woke, the bed was empty. Her warmth was gone, the silk robe no longer beside him, the faint scent of jasmine lingering like a ghost. His heart sank, a quiet ache blooming in his chest, but his eyes caught something new on the nightstand.

A small baby monitor sat there, its red light blinking softly in the early morning gray. A note rested beside it, her handwriting sharp and precise: “So I can hear when you need me.”

His throat tightened, a mix of dread and longing stirring deep. She wasn’t here, but she was listening, always watching, always close. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the wet bulk a reminder of last night’s surrender, and he knew, deep down, that he’d call for her again. Knew he’d need her more than ever.


Chapter 10: The Real Diagnosis

Daniel’s eyes snapped open, the dim morning light filtering through the heavy blinds of his room at Cross Haven Retreat. His heart thudded hard in his chest, a restless rhythm that hadn’t slowed since he woke. The pale blue onesie clung to his skin, the fabric soft but stifling, while the thick diaper beneath sagged with the weight of last night’s release. The crinkle of the plastic backing whispered with every tiny shift, a constant reminder of his surrender during that intimate night shift with Dr. Vivian Cross.

He sat up, the narrow bed creaking under him. His hands gripped the edge, knuckles pale against the paper sheet. The baby monitor on the nightstand blinked its red light, a silent sentinel of her presence, even when she wasn’t here. Her note—“So I can hear when you need me”—burned in his mind, a tether he couldn’t escape. His chest ached with something heavy, a mix of longing and dread. Today was different. He could feel it.

The court review date loomed closer. One week. Seven days until he could walk out of this place, back to his suits, his courtroom, his control. Or so he told himself. But deep down, under the layers of shame and resistance, a small, traitorous part of him wasn’t sure he wanted to leave. Not after last night. Not after her warmth, her voice, her devastating care.

A soft knock broke his thoughts. The door opened without waiting for a reply. Dr. Vivian Cross stepped in, but she wasn’t the clinical figure he’d come to expect. No lab coat, no clipboard. Just a simple black silk dress, clinging to her curves, the neckline dipping low enough to hint at the softness beneath. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, a stark contrast to the tight bun she usually wore. Her cold blue eyes locked onto him, softer today, but still carrying that unshakable authority.

“Daniel.” Her voice was warm, lacking the clinical edge, a tone that made his pulse jump. “We need to talk. Come with me to my office.”

His throat tightened. Talk? The word felt heavier than any treatment protocol. He stood, the diaper crinkling loudly, the sagging weight between his thighs a humiliating anchor. The onesie shifted as he moved, and he crossed his arms, trying to shield himself from her gaze. But her eyes saw everything, always did.

She turned, expecting him to follow. He did, each step down the beige hallway amplifying the crinkle, his face burning with every sound. His mind raced, searching for control, for the lawyer he used to be. But his body moved on autopilot, drawn to her like a magnet, the memory of her skin against his lips still searing his thoughts.

Her office was bathed in soft morning light, the wide window overlooking the courtyard framing the world outside—a world he hadn’t touched in weeks. The plush couch sat against one wall, the exam table in the corner a silent reminder of past humiliations. She gestured to the couch. “Sit, sweet boy.”

He obeyed, the diaper crinkling as he settled, the wet bulk pressing against his thighs. His hands rested on his knees, fingers digging into the fabric of the onesie. He wanted to speak, to demand answers about the review, about his progress, but her presence pinned him in place. She sat beside him, closer than usual, her thigh brushing against his. The faint scent of jasmine hit him, intoxicating and familiar, stirring heat low in his body despite the weight of the moment.

She turned to face him fully, her eyes searching his. “I’ve been preparing your report for the court, Daniel. It’s almost done. You’ve made… remarkable progress.” Her voice was soft, but it carried a weight that made his chest tighten. “In one week, you could leave. Walk out of here with a clean slate. Back to your life.”

His stomach dropped. Leave. The word should have felt like freedom, like victory. But it didn’t. It felt like a loss he couldn’t name. His hands clenched harder, the crinkle of the diaper echoing in the quiet. “And… if I don’t want to leave?”

Her lips curved, just slightly. Not a smile, but something deeper, more vulnerable. She shifted closer, her hand resting lightly on his knee, the touch warm through the thin fabric. “That’s what I want to talk about, baby. The truth. This was never standard treatment. You’re not sick in the way they think. You’re a little boy who grew up too fast, carrying burdens you were never meant to hold.”

His breath caught. The truth? His mind reeled, grasping for meaning, for control. “What are you saying? This place… the court order… it was all a lie?”

She shook her head, her hand tightening on his knee. “Not a lie. A path. Cross Haven isn’t just a clinic. It’s my home. My way of giving men like you what they’ve always needed but never knew how to ask for. The ‘treatment’ isn’t temporary, Daniel. It’s a life I’m offering. A life where you don’t have to fight anymore.”

His heartbeat pounded in his ears, loud and relentless. A life. Not a program, not a fix, but a permanent surrender. The diaper felt heavier now, the wet padding a mark of how far he’d already fallen. He wanted to argue, to snap at her, to demand his old self back. But her words sank into him, stirring that traitorous part of him that craved her control, her care.

“I can let you go, Daniel.” Her voice trembled, just for a moment, a crack in her unshakable facade. “But I’m asking you to stay. Not as my patient. As my boy.”

The words hit him like a punch, raw and devastating. My boy. His chest ached, a flood of need and fear crashing over him. He stared at her, unable to speak, his hands trembling on his knees. Her eyes held his, soft but intense, a vulnerability he’d never seen before shimmering beneath the surface.

She stood slowly, her movements deliberate, her gaze never leaving his. Her hands moved to the straps of her silk dress, sliding them off her shoulders with a slow, graceful motion. The fabric slipped down, pooling at her waist, baring her full breasts, her pale skin glowing in the morning light. Her nipples were already hard, a detail that made his cock twitch against the wet diaper despite the gravity of the moment.

His breath hitched, his eyes locked on her as she pushed the dress lower, letting it fall to the floor. She wore nothing underneath, her body fully exposed now—curves soft and commanding, the faint flush on her skin a sign of her own vulnerability. His pulse raced, heat pooling low, the diaper pressing tighter against his growing erection.

She knelt in front of him, a gesture so unexpected it stole the air from his lungs. Her hands rested on his knees, her bare skin inches from his, her eyes searching his with a raw, open need. “I need you too, baby.” Her voice was a whisper, trembling with emotion. “I’ve built this for men like you, but you… you’ve become more. Stay with me. Be mine.”

The confession shattered something inside him. Her vulnerability, her need, mirrored his own in a way he couldn’t deny. His hands shook as he reached for her, hesitating just before touching her bare shoulders. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the wet bulk a humiliating anchor, but her eyes held no judgment, only hunger and something deeper—something like love.

He swallowed hard, his voice rough and broken. “Mommy… I don’t know how to stop wanting this. Wanting you.”

Her lips parted, a quiet gasp escaping as her hands slid up his thighs, fingers curling into the fabric of the onesie. “You don’t have to stop, sweet boy. You just have to choose.” Her voice was raw, her touch warm and possessive, grounding him even as his mind spun.

She leaned closer, her bare breasts brushing against his chest through the thin onesie, the contact sending a jolt through him. Her hands moved to the snaps at his shoulders, undoing them with slow, deliberate flicks, the fabric parting to expose his skin. His breath came unevenly, his cock throbbing against the wet diaper, the shame mixing with a desperate need he couldn’t fight.

“Let me take care of you, baby.” Her whisper was devastating, her fingers sliding the onesie down his arms, baring his chest to her gaze. She knelt fully now, her hands moving to the tapes of the diaper, peeling them back with slow, loud rips that echoed in the quiet room. The front fell away, exposing his erection, already hard and aching, the sticky evidence of last night clinging to his skin.

Her eyes lingered on him, dark with arousal, her lips parting as she took him in. “Look at you, my baby boy. So ready for Mommy.” Her voice was thick with desire, her hands reaching for a pack of wipes from a nearby drawer. She tore it open, dragging a cool cloth across his skin, cleaning him with firm, intimate strokes that made his hips jerk.

His cock throbbed under her touch, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach, and he groaned, unable to stop the sound. Her thumb brushed over the tip through the wipe, a teasing stroke that made his breath hitch. “Not yet, sweet boy,” she murmured, her tone a mix of care and control, pulling her hand away just as he neared the edge.

His hands clenched into fists on the couch, frustration burning through him. She reached for a container of powder, sprinkling it over him, the faint scent of baby powder hitting his nose. Her fingers smoothed it across his skin, slow and deliberate, each touch a claim that made his cock throb harder. He wanted to beg, to plead for release, but her control owned him completely.

She unfolded a fresh diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet, and slid it under him. “Lift your hips for Mommy,” she said, her voice warm but firm. He obeyed, the onesie bunched around his waist as she pulled the front up between his thighs, the thick padding pressing snugly against his aching erection. The tapes ripped as she secured them, each sound a reminder of his regression, the bulk trapping his heat.

Her hand lingered on the front, smoothing it with a slow press, her fingers curling just enough to tease. “There. All clean and secure.” Her tone was approving, devastating, as she snapped the onesie back into place. But she didn’t pull away. She stayed kneeling, her bare skin glowing in the light, her hands sliding up his thighs again.

“You have a choice, Daniel.” Her voice trembled with need, her eyes locking onto his with raw intensity. “Leave in a week, or stay forever. Be my little boy, my everything. I’ll take care of you in ways no one else ever could.”

His heartbeat roared in his ears, her words sinking into him like a drug. He wanted to speak, to answer, but his throat was too tight, his body trembling under her gaze. She leaned closer, her bare breasts pressing against his chest again, her warmth grounding him even as his mind spun with the weight of the decision.

Her hand slid behind his head, fingers threading through his hair with a firm, intimate grip. “Let me show you what staying means, baby.” She guided his head down, her other hand cupping her breast, offering it to him. Her nipple was hard, dark against her pale skin, and his breath hitched as his lips brushed it.

He hesitated, just for a moment, the choice still heavy in his chest. But her fingers tightened in his hair, a silent command, and he surrendered. His lips closed around her nipple, the warmth and firmness sending a jolt through him. He sucked once, tentatively, then harder, her quiet gasp filling the room as her body tensed against his.

“Good boy.” Her whisper was raw, trembling with arousal, the praise hitting him like a shockwave. He sucked again, his tongue circling her nipple, the rhythm of nursing pulling him into that hazy, regressive space where nothing existed but her. Her breathing grew deeper, faster, her fingers gripping his hair tighter as her hips shifted closer, pressing against his diapered lap.

The crinkle of the diaper was loud as she moved, straddling his lap fully now, her bare pussy brushing against the padding. He felt her heat through the thick bulk, her wetness slick against the plastic backing, and his cock throbbed harder, trapped and teased by the barrier. Her moans grew louder, her body trembling as she ground against him, her nipple hardening further against his lips.

“That’s it, my baby boy. Nurse for Mommy.” Her voice was thick with desire, her free hand sliding down between them, fingers finding her clit as she rocked against the diaper. Her breathing turned ragged, her thighs clenching around him, a sharp gasp marking her release. She came hard, her fingers digging into his hair, holding him against her breast as she shuddered, her quiet orgasm a wave that crashed over them both.

The sound of her pleasure pushed him closer to the edge, his cock pulsing against the diaper, pre-cum soaking into the padding. But she didn’t let him come, not yet. Her hand pulled back from between them, her body still trembling as she eased off his lap, standing in front of him again. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her nipple glistening from his attention, and the sight made his ache unbearable.

She knelt once more, her hands sliding to the front of his diaper, pressing against the padding with slow, deliberate strokes. “Not yet, sweet boy. I want your choice first.” Her voice was a purr, her fingers teasing him through the bulk, the crinkle loud as she worked him to the brink.

His hips jerked under her touch, a quiet groan escaping his lips. The pressure built too fast, too intense, but her control held him back, edging him with every stroke. His hands gripped the couch, knuckles white, his mind a haze of need and surrender. “Mommy… please…” The words slipped out, raw and desperate, a plea for more than just release.

Her eyes darkened with satisfaction, her hand slowing but not stopping, keeping him on the edge. “Tell me, baby. Tell me you’ll stay. Be mine forever.” Her voice trembled with need, her bare skin still flushed from her orgasm, her fingers curling tighter against the diaper.

His chest ached, the choice tearing through him. Leave, and reclaim the man he was. Stay, and surrender everything to her. The diaper crinkled under her hand, the padding teasing his throbbing cock, and her warmth, her need, her devastating care owned him in a way he couldn’t fight anymore.

“I’ll stay, Mommy.” The words broke from him, rough and final, a surrender deeper than any before. “I’m yours.”

Her breath caught, a quiet sob of relief escaping her lips. Her hand pressed harder against the diaper, stroking faster now, the crinkle filling the room as she pushed him over the edge. “Good boy. My good, perfect boy.” Her praise was a caress, raw and warm, sinking into him like a drug.

The orgasm hit hard, his cock pulsing against the padding, cum spilling into the diaper as his hips jerked under her hand. A choked groan escaped him, the pleasure sharp and overwhelming, his body shaking with the release. The warmth spread through the bulk, a mark of his final surrender, tears stinging his eyes as the weight of his choice settled over him.

She kept stroking through the aftershocks, drawing out his release until his body trembled with overstimulation. Her hand slowed, pressing lightly against the now-wet diaper, her breathing uneven as she watched him come down. “You’ve made me so happy, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion, her fingers trailing up to his chest.

He lay back against the couch, breathless, the diaper sagging with his release, the crinkle softer but still a reminder of his new reality. His hands stayed on the couch, useless against the weight of what he’d done, what he’d chosen. But her warmth beside him, her bare skin still glowing in the light, felt like a promise he couldn’t regret.

She stood, reaching for a small object on the desk—a pacifier, pale blue, glinting under the light. She knelt again, her hand sliding behind his head, guiding the pacifier to his lips. “Take this, my baby boy. A symbol of your choice.”

His lips parted, accepting it, the rubber firm against his tongue as he sucked once, the act sealing his surrender in a way words couldn’t. She pulled him into her chest, her bare breasts warm against his cheek through the open onesie, her arms wrapping around him with a possessive tenderness.

He knelt with her, the diaper crinkling as he moved, mirroring her position, his head resting against her breast again. Her nipple brushed his cheek, and she guided him to it once more, her fingers stroking through his hair. “Welcome home, Daniel. Mommy’s got you forever now.”

Her words hung in the air, a vow and a claim, as his lips closed around her nipple, the warmth of her skin pulling him deeper into surrender. The pacifier stayed in his hand, a weight of his new life, and as he nursed, the world outside faded. There was only her, only this, and the choice he’d made to stay. Forever.


Chapter 11: Choosing Mommy

“Welcome home, Daniel. Mommy’s got you forever now.” Vivian’s words lingered in the quiet of her office at Cross Haven Retreat, a binding vow as Daniel knelt against her bare chest, her nipple warm against his lips. The pale blue onesie hung open at his chest, the wet diaper beneath sagging with the evidence of his release, the crinkle a constant reminder of his surrender. The pacifier rested in his hand, a tangible weight of his choice to stay, to be hers. His breath came unevenly, his body still trembling from the orgasm she’d drawn from him through the padding, cum soaking the bulk as shame and relief tangled in his chest.

She eased back slightly, her cold blue eyes shimmering with possessive warmth, her bare skin glowing in the soft light. Her full breasts rose with each breath, nipples still hard from his nursing, and her presence remained unshakable, a flawless tower of control. “Come with me, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice maternal yet laced with a promise that made his pulse jump. She extended a hand, fingers steady despite the flush on her cheeks, a silent command wrapped in care.

His heart raced, uncertainty prickling beneath the haze of submission. Where was she taking him? He took her hand, the contact sending heat through his frayed nerves, and stood. The diaper crinkled loudly, heavy with his release, the wet bulk a humiliating anchor as his face burned. But her grip was firm, guiding him with an authority he couldn’t resist, pulling him deeper into her world.

She led him out of the office, her bare feet silent on the tiled floor, her nakedness unapologetic as they moved through the beige hallway of the retreat. The onesie hung loose on his frame, each step amplifying the crinkle, the pacifier a constant weight in his grip. His mind spun with questions, but her touch grounded him, a tether he couldn’t break even if he wanted to.

They passed familiar doors, the sterile calm of Cross Haven pressing in, until she stopped at a private elevator tucked near the hall’s end. She pressed a key into a slot, the doors sliding open with a soft hum. His stomach twisted. This wasn’t a patient area. This felt personal, intimate, a shift that made his breath catch.

“Step in, baby.” Her voice was a warm whisper against his ear as she guided him inside. The elevator was small, mirrored walls reflecting his infantilized state—the onesie, the sagging diaper, the pacifier in hand—and her bare, commanding form beside him. The contrast seared his cheeks hotter, shame pooling low where it shouldn’t.

The doors closed, and the elevator ascended with a quiet whir. Her hand stayed in his, her thumb brushing over his knuckles, a small gesture that made his chest ache with something he couldn’t name. He wanted to ask where they were going, but his throat was tight, the weight of his choice—I’ll stay, Mommy—still settling over him. He’d surrendered. Forever.

The elevator stopped, doors opening to a hallway unlike any at Cross Haven. Plush carpet replaced cold tile, warm lighting cast a soft glow, and framed art lined the walls—personal, lived-in, not clinical. His breath hitched. This was her space, her home. The realization sank into him, heavy and real.

She led him down the hall, her bare skin catching the light, until they reached a heavy wooden door. She pushed it open, revealing a room that stole the air from his lungs. Her bedroom. Deep burgundy walls, a king-sized bed with silk sheets, the faint scent of jasmine curling through the air. But what stopped him cold was the crib beside her bed—large, custom-made for an adult, with pale blue bars and a plush mattress inside. A changing table sat nearby, stocked with diapers, powder, and wipes, mirroring the nursery wards but softer, more intimate.

His legs felt weak. This was his new reality, staring him in the face. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the wet bulk a humiliating reminder, but her hand squeezed his, grounding him. “Now you’re not here because you have to be. You’re here because you’re mine.” Her voice was raw, a vow that sank into his core. She turned to him, eyes shimmering with possession and something deeper, a tenderness that tightened his chest.

He nodded faintly, the pacifier trembling in his grip. His face burned, but beneath the shame, a strange relief bloomed. He was hers. No court order, no forced treatment. Just her.

She stepped closer, bare breasts brushing his chest through the open onesie, the contact sending heat pooling traitorously low. Her hands slid to his shoulders, fingers curling into the fabric. “Let’s get you settled, my baby boy. Today is your first day as mine, truly mine.”

His breath hitched. Settled. The word carried weight he couldn’t ignore. She guided him toward the changing table, her touch firm yet gentle, and his body obeyed before his mind could protest. He sat on the padded surface, the paper cover rustling beneath him, the wet diaper sagging heavier now.

Her fingers moved to the snaps of the onesie, undoing them fully with slow, deliberate flicks. The fabric fell away, baring his chest and the soaked padding beneath. Her gaze lingered on the diaper, lips parting slightly, a faint flush creeping onto her cheeks. “Look at you, sweet boy. Already so full for Mommy.”

Shame crashed over him, his face burning hotter, but her tone held no judgment—only hunger. She reached for the tapes, peeling them back with loud rips that echoed in the quiet room. The front fell away, exposing his bare skin and the sticky evidence of his release. Cool air hit him, a sharp contrast to the warm wetness, and his cock twitched traitorously, stirring under her gaze.

“So responsive, baby.” Her whisper was raw, laced with arousal, as she reached for a pack of wipes. She tore it open, dragging a cool cloth across his skin with firm, intimate strokes. Each touch made his breath hitch, hips jerking before he could stop them, heat building where it shouldn’t.

Her thumb brushed over his cock through the wipe, a teasing stroke that hardened him fully. His hands gripped the table’s edge, knuckles pale, a quiet groan escaping his lips. She paused, eyes locking onto his with possessive heat. “Not yet, my little one. We have so much to do first.”

The denial burned through him, his cock throbbing against the cool wipe, but her control owned him. She set the wipe aside, reaching for a container of powder. The faint scent of baby powder filled the air as she sprinkled it over him, fingers smoothing it across his skin with deliberate care. Each touch was a claim, teasing him with every stroke, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach.

“Lift your hips for Mommy.” Her voice was warm but firm, and he obeyed, the onesie bunched at his waist as she slid a fresh diaper under him. The thick padding pressed against his skin, the plastic backing crinkling loudly in the intimate space. She pulled the front up between his thighs, the bulk trapping his erection, teasing him with every tiny shift.

The tapes ripped as she secured them, each sound a reminder of his new life. The diaper hugged him snugly, the padding soft but heavy against his aching cock. Her hand lingered on the front, smoothing it with a slow press, fingers curling just enough to make him gasp. “There. All clean and ready for Mommy’s love.”

His pulse raced, the fresh diaper a stark contrast to the wet one moments before. She snapped the onesie back into place, her touch lingering on his chest, then stepped back, bare body glowing in the soft light of her bedroom. Her eyes held his, dark with desire, as she gestured toward the crib beside her bed.

“Let’s get you comfortable, baby.” Her tone was maternal, a command wrapped in care, as she took his hand again, guiding him off the table. His legs felt weak, the diaper crinkling with every step, but her grip steadied him, leading him to the crib.

He hesitated, staring at the pale blue bars, the plush mattress beckoning with a strange, unwanted comfort. His face burned, the pacifier still in his hand a weight of his surrender. But her hand slid to his lower back, pressing lightly, urging him forward. “Climb in, sweet boy. This is your place now, right beside Mommy.”

His throat tightened, but he obeyed, stepping into the crib, the diaper crinkling louder as he lowered himself onto the soft mattress. The bars loomed around him, infantilizing yet secure, and he lay back, the onesie shifting against his skin. She leaned over, bare breasts brushing the edge of the crib, fingers adjusting a plush blanket over him with a tenderness that made his chest ache.

“You look perfect here, my baby boy.” Her voice was a devastating whisper, warm and possessive, as she tucked the blanket around his shoulders. Her hand lingered on his cheek, thumb brushing lightly over his skin, and his breath hitched, heat stirring low despite the fresh padding.

She straightened, naked form towering over the crib, eyes locked onto his with raw satisfaction. Then she turned, moving to a small drawer beside her bed, pulling out objects that glinted in the light—a pair of delicate silver nipple clamps with chains dangling between them, and a sleek metal cock ring. His stomach twisted, anticipation mixing with dread, as she returned to the crib, lips curving slightly.

“Mommy needs a little something too, baby.” Her tone was playful yet thick with desire, as she knelt beside the crib bars, breasts pressing against them. She attached the clamps to her nipples, a quiet gasp escaping as the metal bit into her skin, chains swaying with each breath. The sight made his cock throb against the diaper, trapped and aching, as her cheeks flushed with arousal.

Her hand slid down her body, fingers disappearing between her thighs, breathing deepening as she touched herself. “Watching you in your crib, so small, so mine… it makes Mommy so wet.” Her voice trembled with need, eyes half-closing as her fingers moved faster, thighs trembling beside the crib.

His pulse raced, hands clenching the blanket, the diaper crinkling as he shifted, unable to look away. Her moans grew louder, body shuddering as she brought herself closer, chains swaying with each movement. The sight of her pleasure, her arousal at his regression, pushed him deeper into that hazy, submissive space, his cock throbbing harder against the padding.

She came with a sharp gasp, fingers digging into the crib bar for support, body trembling as the orgasm washed over her. Her cheeks flushed deeper, lips parted, and her eyes locked onto his with possessive hunger. “Good boy, staying so still for Mommy,” she murmured, voice trembling with the aftermath, as she removed the clamps, a soft hiss escaping at the release.

His breath came unevenly, the diaper trapping the heat of his arousal, frustration a physical ache. But she wasn’t done. She reached through the bars, fingers undoing the snaps of his onesie again with deliberate care. “A little reward for choosing me, baby,” she whispered, tone warm but commanding, as she peeled back the tapes of the diaper just enough to expose his aching cock.

The cool air hit him, a sharp contrast to the warm padding, and his breath hitched as she slid the cock ring over him, the metal snug and unyielding around the base. “This will keep you ready for Mommy,” she murmured, fingers brushing over him, teasing with every touch. His cock pulsed harder, the ring amplifying every sensation, trapping the heat as she secured the diaper back over him. The crinkle was loud, the padding pressing against the ring, tormenting him with every shift.

“Not yet, sweet boy.” Her voice was a devastating purr, as she leaned through the bars, bare breasts brushing against them. But then her gaze softened, a raw need flickering in her eyes. “Actually, baby… Mommy can’t wait any longer. I need you now.” Her words sent a jolt through him, his body trembling with anticipation as she climbed into the crib with him, her naked form pressing against his through the thin onesie.

The mattress dipped under her weight, her thighs straddling his hips, the heat of her pussy brushing against the diaper as she leaned down, lips grazing his ear. “You’ve chosen me, Daniel. Now let Mommy love you fully.” Her hands moved to the diaper tapes again, peeling them back with loud rips, pulling the front aside to expose his throbbing cock, still constrained by the ring. Her fingers worked quickly, loosening the metal just enough to let blood rush freely, the sensation dizzying as she positioned herself above him.

Her breasts hovered over his face, nipples still reddened from the clamps, and she guided one to his lips. “Suckle for Mommy, baby,” she whispered, voice trembling with need, as he parted his lips, taking her nipple into his mouth. The warmth and firmness sent a jolt through him, his tongue swirling as he sucked, her quiet moan filling the crib. Her fingers threaded through his hair, holding him close, as she lowered herself onto him, her wet pussy enveloping his cock in a slow, deliberate slide.

He groaned against her breast, the heat of her tight walls gripping him, the sensation overwhelming after so much denial. She rocked her hips, riding him with a tender rhythm, each movement drawing a gasp from her lips as her clit ground against him. “That’s it, baby boy. Fill Mommy up,” she murmured, voice thick with emotion, her thighs trembling as she moved faster, her breasts bouncing lightly with each thrust.

His hands gripped her hips, the diaper crinkling beneath them, the padding still brushing his skin as she rode him. The rhythm of nursing took over, his mind slipping deeper into regression, but the raw pleasure of her pussy clenching around him grounded him in the moment. Heat built fast, his cock pulsing inside her, the loosened ring no longer holding him back as her moans grew louder, her body shuddering above him.

She came first, a sharp cry escaping as her walls tightened around him, her orgasm washing over her in waves. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, holding him against her breast as she trembled, the nipple hardening further against his lips. The sight, the sound, pushed him over the edge, his cock pulsing as he came hard inside her, cum spilling deep as his hips jerked beneath her. The pleasure was sharp, overwhelming, his groan muffled against her skin as his body shook with the release.

But she didn’t stop. Her hips kept moving, slower now, drawing out his aftershocks as she leaned down, kissing his forehead with a tenderness that made his chest ache. “Good boy, my perfect boy,” she whispered, voice raw with emotion, as she rode him through another wave, her pussy clenching again as a second orgasm hit her, softer but still intense. Her moans filled the crib, her body trembling against his, and the sensation of her pleasure dragged him into another release, his cock pulsing weakly as more cum spilled into her, the heat of their shared release mingling between them.

She collapsed against him, breath ragged, her breasts pressing into his chest as she held him close, still inside her. Tears stung his eyes, the emotional weight of this first time—willing, intimate, raw—crashing over him. Her fingers stroked through his hair, her lips brushing his temple. “You’ve made Mommy so happy, baby,” she murmured, voice thick with feeling, as she slowly eased off him, his softening cock slipping free with a wet sound.

She shifted beside him in the crib, reaching for a fresh diaper from the changing table nearby. Her hands were gentle now, reverent, as she slid the padding under him, the crinkle soft in the quiet room. She sprinkled powder over his skin, the faint scent grounding him, her fingers smoothing it with care as tears spilled down his cheeks. The tenderness, the care after such raw connection, broke something in him, a quiet sob escaping as she pulled the front of the diaper up, securing the tapes with deliberate rips.

“Shh, sweet boy. Mommy’s here,” she whispered, lying beside him in the crib, her naked body curling around his as she pulled the blanket over them both. Her hand rested on his chest through the onesie, her warmth a cradle as his tears slowed, the fresh diaper a strange comfort against his skin. The pacifier stayed in his hand, a weight of his new life, and her presence beside him felt like a promise he couldn’t regret.

But even in the quiet, her voice broke through, a soft murmur laced with intent. “Rest now, baby. Tomorrow, we move you fully into my world. There’s a new room waiting, not just a crib beside me. Be ready.” Her words hung heavy, a new hook sinking in as his heart raced. A new room. Deeper into her life. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the emotional weight of the day still lingering, and he wasn’t sure if he feared or craved what tomorrow would bring most.


Chapter 12: Mommy's Schedule

“Sweet boy, wake up. It’s morning.” Vivian’s voice cut through the quiet of her private bedroom at Cross Haven Retreat, soft yet laden with that unyielding authority that made Daniel’s heart stutter.

He stirred in the large, custom crib beside her silk-sheeted bed, the pale blue bars framing his groggy view of the dim room. Morning light slipped through heavy curtains, casting faint shadows across the burgundy walls. The pale blue onesie hugged his frame, slightly askew from restless sleep, and the thick diaper beneath sagged with the weight of last night’s release, crinkling softly as he shifted. His cock stirred against the wet padding, the memory of the loosened ring still vivid, though it remained on, a lingering torment. The pacifier rested in his hand, a tangible reminder of his surrender, his choice to be hers. Heat pooled traitorously in his core, his body already waking to her presence.

Vivian stood over the crib, her naked form glowing in the muted light, dark hair spilling over flawless shoulders, framing the sharp angles of her face. Her cold blue eyes locked onto his, shimmering with possessive warmth, stripping him bare with a single glance. She leaned down, full breasts brushing the crib bars, the faint scent of jasmine curling into his senses. “Did you dream of Mommy, my baby boy?” Her tone was a caress, sending a shiver creeping up his spine.

His throat tightened, voice rough from sleep. “Yes, Mommy. Always.” The words slipped out, raw and small, as shame burned through him, tangled with a longing he couldn’t shake.

Her lips curved into a tender, devastating smile, one that made his chest clench. She reached through the bars, fingers brushing his cheek, warm and grounding. “Good. Look at you, still so needy for me even after last night.” Her voice dipped, thick with satisfaction as her gaze flicked to the bulge trapped beneath the diaper. “That ring keeps you ready, doesn’t it, sweet boy?”

His face flushed hotter, the diaper crinkling as he shifted, the cock ring biting into him with relentless pressure. He wanted to beg for release, but her control owned him, her words sinking deep into his fractured mind. She straightened, bare skin catching the light as she moved with deliberate grace to the side of the crib. “Today is yours, baby. Your first full day living Mommy’s schedule, every moment shaped just for you.”

His heart pounded at the promise, dread and anticipation coiling tight in his gut. A full day under her command, every second hers to mold. He couldn’t speak, her gaze holding him captive, a silent vow of something deeper than he could grasp.

“Let’s start with a fresh diaper, my little one. We can’t have you starting the day like this.” Her tone was maternal, layered with heat that made his breath hitch. Daniel’s cheeks burned with the familiar sting of humiliation, but resistance was a faded echo as she lowered the crib bar with a soft click. Her hands guided him to sit, the onesie snapping open under her deft fingers, exposing the sagging diaper beneath. She peeled the tapes back with slow, deliberate rips, the sound piercing the quiet room, revealing his erection, trapped and twitching under the cruel metal ring.

“Look at this, so desperate already.” Her voice was thick with arousal, eyes darkening as she reached for a pack of wipes from the nearby changing table. The cool cloth dragged over his skin with firm, intimate strokes, making his hips jerk involuntarily. Her fingers teased through the wipe, brushing his cock just enough to draw a choked gasp, heat pooling traitorously in his core.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she murmured, her tone a blend of care and iron control. She powdered him next, the silky scent of baby powder filling the air, her hands smoothing it over him with possessive precision. The fresh diaper crinkled as she slid it under his hips, securing it snugly around his aching length, the cock ring still in place, amplifying every sensation against the plush padding.

“There. All clean for Mommy.” She snapped the onesie back into place, her hand lingering on the front of the diaper, pressing lightly against the bulk. His cock throbbed under her touch, trapped and teased, a low groan escaping his lips as his body betrayed him again.

She smiled, fingers trailing up to his chest with a featherlight touch. “Come now, baby. Breakfast awaits.” She helped him from the crib, her naked warmth close as she guided him down the plush-carpeted hallway of her private quarters, her presence a constant tether.

They entered a small, cozy dining area, a high chair looming in the center. The oversized wooden frame, painted pastel blue, was fitted with straps and a tray table, built for an adult but screaming infantile dependence. Shame prickled his skin, his stomach twisting, but her hand on his back urged him forward with unshakable certainty. “Sit for Mommy. Let’s get you fed.”

He climbed into the high chair, the diaper crinkling as he settled, the padding pressing against his trapped erection. She secured the straps around his waist and shoulders with a soft click, the tray snapping into place, caging him fully. His face burned hotter. Once a commanding lawyer, now strapped into a high chair at her whim.

Vivian moved to a small counter, her bare body unapologetic as she prepared a bottle of warm milk. The liquid sloshed inside, the nipple glinting as she returned to him, her movements slow and deliberate. “Open wide, my cute baby,” she said, voice soft but laced with command.

His lips parted, unable to defy her tone. She guided the nipple to his mouth, the warm rubber slick against his tongue. He sucked once, sweet, creamy milk flowing down his throat, and her hand cradled the back of his head, fingers stroking through his hair. The rhythm pulled him into a hazy, regressive fog, shame dissolving under her touch.

Her breathing deepened as she watched, free hand resting on her thigh, fingers curling into her skin with barely restrained need. “Such a good boy, drinking for Mommy.” Her voice thickened with arousal, bare breasts rising with each breath, nipples hardening in the cool air. The sight made his cock pulse harder against the diaper, the ring keeping him teetering on the edge.

She shifted closer, her thigh brushing the high chair, heat radiating through the thin space between them. The bottle emptied, but he sucked a moment longer, craving more, until she eased it away with a soft, wet pop. “So eager, baby,” she murmured, fingers tightening in his hair, her cheeks faintly flushed with her own rising desire.

Next, she reached into a small bag on the counter, pulling out a sleek, remote-controlled vibrating egg. His eyes widened, stomach fluttering with dread and anticipation. She knelt beside the high chair, bare skin glowing, and unsnapped the crotch of his onesie. “A little toy for playtime, sweet boy. Mommy wants you to feel good all morning.”

Her fingers peeled back the diaper tapes just enough, the crinkle sharp as she slipped the egg inside, nestling it against his cock through the padding. The cool metal sent a shiver through him, and she secured the diaper again, trapping the toy in place. A click of the remote in her hand, and a low buzz started, pulsing against him, making his hips jerk in the chair.

His breath hitched, the vibration teasing his aching erection, amplified by the cock ring. “Mommy…” The plea slipped out, desperate, as his hands gripped the tray, knuckles whitening. The sensation was maddening, building pressure with no hope of release.

“Shh, baby. Just feel it.” Her tone soothed, but her eyes burned with arousal, watching him squirm. She stood, hand lingering on his shoulder, remote tucked into her palm. “Playtime is next. Let’s go to the nursery.”

She unbuckled the straps, helping him out of the high chair, the diaper crinkling with every shaky step as the egg buzzed relentlessly. His legs felt weak, the vibration driving him to the brink, but the cock ring held firm, a torment under her command. She led him to a private nursery within her quarters, softer than the Open Ward but no less infantilizing—plush toys scattered on a pastel rug, a rocking chair in the corner, a low table with blocks and rattles.

“Sit and play, my little one.” Her voice warmed, guiding him to the rug. On impulse, Daniel crawled the last few steps, the diaper crinkling louder as he moved, the egg’s buzz intensifying. His cock throbbed, pre-cum soaking into the padding, face burning with the humiliation of crawling on a nursery rug, yet a strange need to show her he could settle into this life pushed him forward.

She sat in the rocking chair, bare body a stark contrast to the childish setting, remote in hand. A click, and the vibration surged, a quiet gasp tearing from him as his hips shifted against the rug. “Play with the toys, baby. Show Mommy how good you are.” Her maternal tone masked the heat beneath, her breathing deepening as her thighs pressed together, arousal evident in her tightening grip.

He reached for a plush bear, hands trembling, the soft fur cool against his palm. He clutched it briefly, the childish act absurd, but her eyes darkened with satisfaction, fingers curling around the remote. The egg buzzed harder, his breath coming in short, ragged gasps, the cock ring a cruel barrier.

“Look at you, so sweet playing for Mommy.” Her voice was thick, free hand sliding down her stomach, fingers disappearing between her thighs. She touched herself, watching him, moans soft but growing as her hips rocked in the chair. The sight of her pleasure, ignited by his regression, sent heat searing through him, his cock aching against the diaper.

She came with a quiet shudder, fingers gripping the armrest, cheeks flushed as her eyes stayed locked on him. “Good boy,” she gasped, the praise hitting deeper than it should, making his hips jerk against the rug. The egg buzzed relentlessly, but the ring denied him, leaving him trembling on the edge.

“Time for noon nursing, baby.” Her voice steadied, though her flush lingered, as she stood and approached. She took the pacifier from his hand with a gentle tug, setting it on the table nearby. “Not now, sweet boy. Mommy’s got something better.” She helped him up, diaper crinkling, egg still buzzing, and led him to the rocking chair. She sat first, bare skin warm against the wood, guiding him into her lap, his diapered bulk pressing against her thighs.

She unbuttoned the top of his onesie, baring his chest, and pulled his head to her breast. “Nurse for Mommy, my cute baby.” Her command wrapped in care, fingers threading through his hair with firm possession. His lips brushed her nipple, the warmth and firmness jolting him, and he sucked harder, her quiet gasp filling the room.

Her breathing grew ragged, chest rising faster as he suckled, the rhythm dragging him deeper into regression. The egg buzzed against his cock, the ring tormenting him, hips shifting in her lap, diaper crinkling with every move. Her free hand slid between her thighs again, fingers moving quickly, moans loud as she ground against her touch.

“That’s it, baby. Nurse for Mommy.” Her voice trembled, fingers tightening in his hair as her body shuddered, a sharp gasp marking her release. She came hard, holding him against her breast, nipple hardening further against his lips, her pleasure pushing him to the brink. But the ring held, denying him, cock throbbing in the diaper.

She eased him back, nipple slipping from his lips with a soft, wet sound, skin flushed and glistening. “Such a good boy,” she murmured, hand stroking his cheek, breathing uneven. She reached for the pacifier on the table, slipping it back into his hand. “Hold this for now, baby. Nap time awaits.”

His body ached with denied need, egg still buzzing faintly as she helped him up and led him back to her bedroom. The crib waited, bars lowered, and he climbed in, diaper crinkling as he settled on the plush mattress. She tucked the blanket over him, bare breasts brushing the crib’s edge, and clicked the remote to stop the vibration. Relief washed over him, though the cock ring kept him achingly hard.

“Sleep now, my little one.” Her voice soothed, raising the crib bar with a soft click. She lingered, hand trailing along the bars before moving to her bed, sliding under silk sheets. Her presence, just feet away, tethered him even in frustration.

Hours passed in a hazy doze, the cock ring a constant reminder of her control. When he stirred, late afternoon light filtered through the curtains, and she stood over the crib again, naked form glowing in the softer glow. “Bath time, baby,” she said, tone warm but firm.

She lowered the bar, helping him out, diaper crinkling as they moved to a private bathroom within her quarters. A large tub waited, steam rising, air scented with lavender. She undressed him fully, onesie falling away, diaper peeled off with slow rips, exposing the cock ring still snug around him. His erection twitched under her gaze, and she smiled, fingers brushing over it lightly before guiding him into the tub.

Warm water enveloped him, soothing tense muscles, as she knelt beside the tub, bare skin close. She took a soft cloth, lathering it with soap, washing him with intimate care, hands gliding over his chest, arms, between his thighs. Her touch lingered on his cock, stroking through the cloth, teasing around the ring, his breath hitching, hips jerking under the water.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she whispered, voice thick with arousal, cheeks flushed as she watched him struggle. Her free hand slid between her own thighs, fingers moving quickly, breathing ragged as she touched herself. Moans filled the bathroom, her body trembling as she came with a quiet gasp, eyes locked on his writhing form.

The denial burned through him, cock throbbing under the water, ring a cruel torment. She finished washing him, touch gentling, and helped him out, wrapping him in a plush towel. “Time for bedtime prep, baby,” she said, guiding him back to the bedroom.

She laid him on the changing table, a fresh diaper waiting, powdering him with slow, teasing strokes before securing the padding around his aching erection, cock ring still in place. The onesie snapped back on, and she led him to the crib, tucking him in with devastating care. “One last treat before sleep, my little one,” she murmured, hand sliding under the blanket to the front of his diaper.

Her fingers pressed against the padding, stroking him through the bulk, crinkle loud in the quiet room. His hips rocked against her touch, a quiet groan escaping as pressure built, the ring amplifying every sensation. “Let go for Mommy, baby. You’ve been so good today,” she whispered, voice raw, bare breasts brushing the crib bars as she leaned over.

The orgasm hit like a tidal wave, cock pulsing against the diaper, cum spilling into the padding as his body shook with release. A choked sob tore from him, pleasure sharp and overwhelming, tears stinging his eyes as warmth spread through the bulk. Her hand slowed, pressing lightly against the wet diaper, breathing uneven as she watched him shatter.

“Good boy,” she gasped, praise sinking into him like a drug. She leaned closer, lips brushing his forehead through the bars, warmth grounding him in the aftermath. “You’ve followed Mommy’s schedule so perfectly.”

His chest heaved, diaper sagging with his release, the cock ring finally easing its torment as she reached through the bars to slide it off, fingers lingering on his skin. Exhaustion dragged at him, body spent, but her presence kept him tethered, eyes growing heavy.

She moved to her bed, sliding under silk sheets, but not before retrieving a small vibrator from her drawer. “Mommy needs a little more, baby,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal, as she lay beside the crib, the toy’s buzz starting softly. Her moans filled the room, body trembling under the sheets as she brought herself to release, eyes locked on him through the bars.

He watched, half-lidded, as she came with a sharp gasp, cheeks flushed, breathing ragged. Her hand reached out, slipping through the crib bars, fingers finding his. He took her hand, contact grounding him, a quiet ache blooming in his chest as her warmth lingered, the pacifier still clutched in his other hand.

“This is your life now, baby. Every minute, shaped by Mommy.” Her voice was a whisper, raw and possessive, grip tightening on his hand. “Tomorrow, sweet boy, something permanent awaits. Something you’ll never take off.” Her words hung heavy, a new hook sinking deep as his heart raced. Something permanent. Deeper into her claim. The diaper crinkled softly as he settled into the crib, anticipation coiling with a flicker of dread, but as sleep pulled him under, her hand still in his through the bars, he’d never felt safer.


Chapter 13: Collared and Claimed

“Sweet boy, it’s time for something special.” Vivian’s voice broke the morning stillness in her private bedroom at Cross Haven Retreat, warm but carrying that unshakable authority that made Daniel’s heart skip.

He stirred in the large, custom crib beside her silk-sheeted bed, the pale blue bars framing his view of her naked form glowing in the soft light. The pale blue onesie clung to his frame, slightly askew from sleep, and the thick diaper beneath sagged with the weight of last night’s release, crinkling softly as he shifted. The cock ring was gone, removed after his explosive release, but the memory of its torment lingered, leaving his cock already stirring against the wet padding. The pacifier rested in his hand, a tangible weight of his choice to stay, to be hers forever.

Vivian leaned over the crib bars, her full breasts brushing against them, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. Her cold blue eyes locked onto his, a possessive warmth shimmering in their depths. “Did you dream of Mommy, my baby boy?” Her tone was a caress, sending heat creeping up his neck.

He swallowed hard, his voice rough from sleep. “Yes, Mommy. I always do now.”

Her lips curved into a tender smile, one that made his chest tighten with a confusing mix of shame and longing. She reached through the bars, her fingers brushing his cheek, warm and grounding. “Good. Today, I have a gift for you. Something to mark that you’re mine, forever.”

His stomach fluttered at her words. A gift? The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the sagging weight a reminder of his surrender. He wanted to ask what she meant, but her gaze held him captive, promising something deeper, something permanent. The anticipation coiled tight in his gut, mixing with a flicker of dread.

She lowered the crib bar with a soft click, her bare skin catching the morning light as she moved. “Come with me, sweet boy. Let’s get you cleaned up first.” Her tone was maternal, but the heat behind it sent a shiver down his spine.

Daniel sat up, the wet diaper sagging heavier as he moved, his face burning with the familiar sting of humiliation. She guided him out of the crib, her hand firm on his back, leading him to the changing table in the corner of her bedroom. The plush surface crinkled under him as he lay back, the onesie snapping open under her deft fingers to expose the soaked padding beneath.

Her eyes lingered on the diaper, a faint flush creeping onto her cheeks. “Look at you, so full for Mommy.” Her voice was thick with arousal as she peeled the tapes back with slow, deliberate rips, the sound echoing in the quiet room. She cleaned him quickly with cool wipes, her touch intimate yet efficient, before sliding a fresh diaper under him, securing it snugly around his already hardening cock.

“There. All fresh for your gift.” She snapped the onesie back into place, her hand lingering on the front of the diaper, pressing lightly against the padding. His cock throbbed under her touch, and a quiet gasp escaped his lips, the fresh bulk teasing him with every tiny shift.

She stepped back, her bare body glowing, and reached into a small drawer beside the changing table. Her fingers emerged holding a sleek, silver medical ID bracelet, the metal glinting in the light. His breath caught as she turned it over, revealing the engraving: Baby D — Property of Dr. V. Cross. The words hit him like a punch, raw and possessive, making his face burn hotter than ever.

“This is your prescription for the rest of your life: Mommy. Daily. No refills needed.” Her voice was a low purr, her eyes dark with intent as she stepped closer, the bracelet dangling from her fingers. “Hold out your wrist, my baby boy.”

His hand trembled as he extended it, the weight of the moment sinking into him. The cool metal touched his skin, sending a shiver through him, and the tiny click of the lock echoed in his ears, final and unyielding. He stared at the bracelet, the engraving branding him as hers, a permanent mark of his surrender. His chest ached with a mix of shame and something deeper, something that felt like belonging.

Vivian’s fingers lingered on his wrist, tracing the metal, her touch warm against the cold. “You’re mine now, Daniel. In every way.” Her tone was possessive, but her eyes shimmered with raw emotion, a vulnerability that made his throat tighten.

He couldn’t speak, couldn’t look away from the bracelet. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, the fresh padding pressing against his erection, his body reacting despite the weight of the moment. Her hand slid up his arm, her touch grounding him, and she leaned closer, her bare breasts brushing against his chest through the thin onesie.

“But a gift this special deserves a celebration.” Her voice dropped, thick with desire, as her fingers curled into the fabric of his onesie. “Come with me, sweet boy. We’re going to the discipline room one last time. Not for punishment, but for something better.”

His stomach twisted, anticipation and dread mixing in equal measure. The discipline room. He remembered the leather paddle, the vibrating plug, the restraints. But her tone promised something different, something intimate. The diaper crinkled louder as she helped him off the table, her hand firm in his, guiding him out of the bedroom and down the plush hallway of her private quarters.

They took the elevator down, the mirrored walls reflecting his infantilized state and her commanding nakedness. His wrist felt heavier with the bracelet, the metal cool against his skin, a constant reminder of his choice. Her thumb brushed over it as they descended, a possessive gesture that made his pulse race.

The heavy door to the Discipline Ward opened with a soft click, the air inside cool and sharp with the scent of antiseptic and leather. The padded bench in the center loomed with its attached straps, the cabinet of implements glinting through glass doors. His legs felt weak, but her grip steadied him, leading him to the bench.

“Lie down, my baby boy.” Her tone was warm, a command wrapped in care, as she gestured to the padded surface. “Mommy wants to celebrate with you, in a way you’ll never forget.”

He obeyed, the diaper crinkling as he lay back, the padding pressing against his aching cock. His face burned, the bracelet clicking softly against the bench as he settled, but her eyes held no judgment, only hunger. She moved to his wrists, securing them with the leather straps, the restraints tight but not painful, pinning him in place. His breath came unevenly, vulnerability crashing over him, but the diaper and her presence made it feel… safe.

She stepped to the cabinet, her bare body a stark contrast to the clinical space, and retrieved a small, sleek vibrating plug, its surface already slick with lube. His stomach fluttered, memories of past discipline sessions flashing through him, but her smile was different now, softer, more intimate. “This is for pleasure, baby. All for us.”

Her fingers moved to the tapes of his diaper, peeling them back with slow rips, exposing his erection to the cool air. His cock throbbed, already hard under her gaze, and she wrapped her hand around him, stroking once, slow and deliberate. A quiet groan escaped his lips, his hips jerking against the restraints, the sensation amplified by days of edging and denial.

“Not yet, sweet boy.” Her voice was a purr, her hand pulling away to tease the plug against him, the cold tip pressing slowly, stretching him just enough to make him gasp. She seated it fully, her fingers brushing his skin, and clicked a remote in her hand. A low buzz started, pulsing through him, deep and relentless, making his cock twitch against the open diaper.

His breath hitched, the vibration driving him closer to an edge he couldn’t reach yet. Her hand returned to his cock, stroking with slick, teasing motions, edging him as the plug buzzed. His hips strained against the restraints, the bracelet clicking with every movement, a reminder of her claim. “Mommy…” The word slipped out, raw and desperate, a plea for more.

She leaned over him, her bare breasts brushing his chest, her breath warm against his ear. “You’re so beautiful like this, my baby boy. So mine.” Her voice trembled with arousal, her hand tightening around him, stroking faster now, pushing him to the brink before pulling back again.

His body trembled, frustration and need burning through him, the plug’s buzz a constant torment. She repeated the cycle—stroking, edging, stopping—until his breath came in short gasps, tears stinging his eyes. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing ragged, her arousal evident in the way her thighs pressed together, her nipples hard against the cool air.

“Time for more, baby.” Her tone was thick with desire as she climbed onto the bench, straddling his hips, her bare pussy brushing against the open diaper and his throbbing cock. She adjusted the straps slightly, giving herself room, and guided his head to her breast, her fingers threading through his hair with a firm grip. “Nurse for Mommy while I take you.”

His lips parted, taking her nipple into his mouth, the warmth and firmness sending a jolt through him. He sucked hard, her quiet moan filling the room as her fingers tightened in his hair. The rhythm of nursing pulled him deeper into regression, his mind hazy with surrender, even as her hips shifted, positioning herself over his cock.

She sank down slowly, her wet pussy enveloping him, tight and hot around his aching length. A choked groan escaped him, muffled against her breast, as she took him fully, her thighs trembling around his hips. The plug buzzed relentlessly inside him, amplifying every sensation, and the diaper crinkled beneath them, a reminder of his regression even in this raw, intimate act.

“That’s it, baby. Fill Mommy up.” Her voice was raw, her hips rocking slowly at first, riding him with deliberate control. Her breast pressed harder against his lips, her nipple hardening further as he suckled, her moans growing louder with each thrust. Her breathing turned ragged, her fingers digging into his hair, holding him in place as she moved faster.

Her first orgasm hit with a sharp gasp, her pussy clenching tight around his cock, her body shuddering above him. “Good boy,” she moaned, the praise devastating, sinking into him as he sucked harder, his own need building too fast under her control. Her thighs trembled, but she didn’t stop, riding him through the aftershocks, her movements growing more desperate.

The plug buzzed deeper, her pussy tightening around him again, and her second release came quickly, a quiet sob escaping her lips as she shuddered harder. Her fingers pulled at his hair, her breast pressing against his face, her nipple slick and firm against his tongue. “So good for Mommy,” she gasped, her voice thick with pleasure, pushing him closer to the edge.

He couldn’t hold back, the vibration, her tightness, her devastating care owning him completely. But she sensed it, slowing just enough, her hips grinding deliberately now. “Not yet, my baby boy. Mommy wants one more.” Her tone was commanding, even through her arousal, her eyes locking onto his with raw hunger.

Her third orgasm built fast, her pussy clenching impossibly tight, her moans loud and unrestrained as she came hard around him, her body shaking with the intensity. Her fingers dug into his shoulders, her breast still pressed to his lips, and she gasped, “Now, baby. Come for Mommy.”

The words shattered him. His cock pulsed hard inside her, cum spilling deep as the orgasm hit with blinding force. A choked sob escaped him, muffled against her breast, his body shaking under the restraints, the plug’s buzz drawing out every contraction. The warmth of his release filled her, mixing with her wetness, and his hips jerked helplessly, the pleasure sharp and overwhelming.

She rode him through it, her movements slowing, her pussy still clenching around his spent cock as she came down. Her breathing was uneven, her cheeks flushed, her fingers softening in his hair with gentle strokes. “Such a good boy,” she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion, as she eased back slightly, her nipple slipping from his lips with a soft, wet sound.

His chest heaved, tears stinging his eyes from the intensity, the diaper still bunched beneath him, now wet with their combined release. She leaned down, kissing his forehead, her lips warm against his skin, grounding him in the aftermath. Her hands moved to the restraints, undoing them with care, freeing his wrists from the leather straps.

She slid off him, her bare body glowing with sweat, and adjusted the diaper back over his softening cock, securing the tapes with slow rips. The padding pressed snugly against him, trapping the heat, a reminder of his place even after such raw intimacy. “You’ve made Mommy so happy, Daniel,” she murmured, her hand lingering on the front of the diaper, pressing lightly.

His breath steadied, the bracelet clicking softly as he rubbed his wrists, the engraving—Baby D — Property of Dr. V. Cross—catching the light. The weight of it, of her claim, settled deeper now, a permanent mark of his surrender. He wanted to speak, to say something, but his throat was too tight, his body still trembling from the release.

She helped him sit up, her touch gentle but firm, her bare breasts brushing his arm as she guided him off the bench. “Let’s get you back to rest, my baby boy.” Her tone was maternal, soothing, as she led him out of the Discipline Ward, the diaper crinkling with every step, his legs weak but supported by her grip.

The elevator ride back to her private quarters was quiet, the mirrored walls reflecting their shared vulnerability—his infantilized state, her commanding nakedness, the bracelet glinting on his wrist. Her thumb brushed over the metal again, a possessive gesture that made his chest ache with something he couldn’t name.

Back in her bedroom, she guided him to the crib, the pale blue bars a familiar cage now, a cradle of his new life. He climbed in, the diaper crinkling as he settled on the plush mattress, exhaustion pulling at him. She tucked the blanket over him, her fingers brushing his shoulder, her bare skin close as she leaned through the bars.

“Rest now, sweet boy.” Her voice was a whisper, warm and possessive, her eyes lingering on the bracelet, on him. “You’ve claimed me just as much as I’ve claimed you. And tomorrow, we’ll explore even more of what that means.”

Her words hung heavy, a promise of deeper surrender, as she moved to her bed, sliding under the silk sheets just feet away. His eyes stayed on her, the bracelet cool against his wrist, a constant tether to her. He shifted, the diaper crinkling softly, and glanced at it in the dimming light, the engraving a silent vow.

He didn’t want it off. Not now, not ever. And as sleep pulled him under, the weight of that truth settled over him, a quiet acceptance of his place, her boy, forever marked.


Chapter 14: Permanent Resident

Daniel stirred in the custom crib within Vivian’s private bedroom at Cross Haven Retreat, the pale blue bars framing the dim morning light that seeped through the heavy burgundy curtains. The pale blue onesie clung to his skin, slightly rumpled from sleep, and the thick diaper beneath crinkled softly as he shifted, its clean bulk a quiet reminder of his surrendered state. The silver medical ID bracelet on his wrist glinted faintly, the engraving—Baby D — Property of Dr. V. Cross—a permanent tether to her claim. His hand loosely clutched the pacifier, a symbol of his regression, as exhaustion from the night before lingered in his bones. The weight of his acceptance, of not wanting the bracelet off, settled deeper now, a quiet truth in the stillness.

Vivian’s presence filled the room before her voice did. She rose from her silk-sheeted bed, her bare form a vision of control and grace, dark hair cascading over her shoulders as she approached the crib. Her cold blue eyes locked onto his with a possessive warmth that made his chest tighten, her full breasts brushing the bars as she leaned down. “Good morning, my sweet boy,” she murmured, her tone maternal yet laced with an undercurrent of heat that sent a shiver through him. “Did you rest well in your new life?”

He nodded, throat tight with the remnants of sleep and something heavier, something like surrender. “Yes, Mommy,” he whispered, the words slipping out as if they’d always belonged there.

Her lips curved into a tender smile, stirring a confusing ache deep in his core—shame and longing tangled impossibly tight. She reached through the bars, her fingers brushing his cheek, warm and grounding. “Good. Today, you’ll see your permanent home. The place I’ve built just for you.” Her voice carried a weight, a promise of something final that made his pulse jump.

His heart raced, the diaper crinkling as he shifted, the padding pressing against him in a way that teased at unwanted heat. He wanted to ask, to grasp at the control he’d once wielded, but her gaze pinned him, commanding silence. Anticipation coiled in his gut, a flicker of uncertainty beneath it, as her hand lingered on his skin, tethering him to her will.

With a soft click, she lowered the crib bar, her bare skin glowing in the faint light as she stood tall. “Let’s get you ready, baby. Then we’ll take the tour.” Her tone was warm, but the authority beneath it was unshakable, a quiet command that brooked no resistance.

Daniel’s face burned. Even after weeks, the ritual of her care still stung with humiliation. Yet he didn’t resist as she guided him out of the crib, her hand firm on his back, leading him to the changing table in the corner of her bedroom. The plush surface rustled under him as he lay back, her fingers deftly snapping open the onesie to reveal the clean diaper beneath. Her eyes lingered on the padding, a faint flush creeping onto her cheeks, her arousal evident in the way her breath hitched.

“Still so perfect for Mommy,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire as she peeled the tapes back with slow, deliberate rips. Cool wipes glided over his skin, intimate and clinical, before she unfolded a fresh diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet room. She powdered him, the silky texture settling over his skin, and secured the new padding snugly around his hardening cock, the bulk trapping his heat. “There. All fresh for your big day.” Her hand pressed lightly against the front, teasing through the padding, and his breath hitched, a quiet groan escaping as the sensation sparked low.

She stepped back, her bare body commanding the space, and extended a hand. “Come with me, sweet boy. It’s time to see where you’ll spend forever.” Her words carried a raw edge, a vow that sent his pulse pounding, promising something irreversible.

He took her hand, the contact jolting through him, and stood. The diaper crinkled with every step, the bracelet clicking softly as they left the bedroom and moved down the plush-carpeted hallway of her private quarters. His mind raced, clawing for the man he used to be, but her grip kept him anchored, pulling him deeper into her world. The private elevator ride was a blur, the mirrored walls reflecting his infantilized state—the onesie, the diaper, the pacifier in his hand—and her naked, imposing presence beside him. Her thumb brushed over the bracelet, a possessive gesture that made his chest ache with something he couldn’t name.

The doors opened to a wing he hadn’t seen before, a corridor of soft beige walls and a faint lavender scent, more personal than the clinical areas he knew. She led him to a heavy door at the end, her bare feet silent on the tile. “This is it, baby,” she whispered, her voice raw with emotion as she pushed the door open, revealing a room that stole the breath from his lungs.

It was a nursery, intimate and custom, built for him alone. Pale blue walls glowed under soft lighting, a large crib dominating the center, its bars intricately carved and painted to match the retreat’s aesthetic. A changing table stood against one wall, stocked with diapers, powder, and wipes, the faint scent of baby powder lingering in the air. A rocking chair faced a wide window, sheer curtains filtering the morning light, and above the crib, a mobile turned slowly, tiny plush stars and moons swaying in a hypnotic dance. Every detail screamed permanence—a space crafted for his regression, his complete surrender.

His legs felt weak. This was real. His new home. The diaper crinkled as he stepped inside, the bracelet heavy on his wrist, a mark of ownership that mirrored the room’s purpose. His throat tightened, dread and unwanted comfort washing over him in equal measure. This wasn’t temporary. This was forever.

Vivian’s hand squeezed his, grounding him as she moved behind him, her bare breasts brushing his back through the thin onesie. “Welcome home, Daniel. I designed this just for you, from the first day I saw you.” Her voice trembled with possession, her breath warm against his ear.

His stomach dropped. From the first day? He turned slightly, catching her gaze, searching for meaning. “You… knew? Right from the start?”

She nodded, her lips curving into a faint, knowing smile. “I saw it in your eyes, sweet boy. The need to let go, to be mine. I wrote it in your intake file that very day—‘Perfect candidate. Keep him.’ I always knew you’d stay.” Her tone was raw, a confession that hit like a tidal wave, stirring something deep in his chest.

He wanted to feel anger, to rail against the manipulation, but instead, a strange gratitude bloomed. She had seen him—truly seen him—when no one else had. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, his face burning, but her hands slid to his shoulders, turning him to face the room fully, her warmth anchoring him.

“Let me show you everything, baby.” Her voice softened as she guided him toward the crib, fingers trailing along the carved bars. “This is where you’ll sleep every night, safe beside Mommy. I had it built for two, so I can join you whenever I wish.”

His breath caught. A crib for two. The thought of her body pressed against his, the bars caging them in intimacy, sent heat pooling low. The diaper pressed snugly against his growing erection, teasing with every tiny movement. He stared at the plush mattress, the soft blankets folded neatly, imagining her scent, her warmth, owning him completely.

She moved to the changing table next, her bare skin glowing under the soft lights. “And here, I’ll take care of you every day. Clean you, powder you, make sure my baby boy is always comfortable.” Her hand rested on the stack of diapers, fingers curling into the plastic backing, the crinkle faint but deliberate as she watched him.

His face burned hotter, memories of her hands during changes flashing through his mind—the intimacy, the way she controlled his every response. He shifted, the diaper crinkling louder, and her smile deepened, her eyes dark with arousal. She stepped to the rocking chair last, settling into it with graceful ease, bare thighs parting slightly as she sat. “Come here, my little one. Sit on Mommy’s lap for the full welcome.” Her tone was a command wrapped in care, her hand patting her thigh, beckoning him.

His legs moved before his mind could resist. The diaper crinkled as he approached, the bulk between his thighs making each step awkward, but her gaze held no judgment, only hunger. He lowered himself onto her lap, her bare skin warm against him through the onesie, her thighs firm beneath the padding. Her arms wrapped around him, pulling him close, his head resting against her chest, the steady thump of her heartbeat against his ear.

“There’s my boy,” she whispered, her words devastating, fingers stroking through his hair as she rocked the chair gently. The motion was soothing, regressive, pulling him deeper into that hazy space where nothing existed but her. The mobile above the crib turned slowly in his peripheral vision, tiny stars and moons swaying, a hypnotic reminder of his new reality.

Her breathing deepened, chest rising faster against his cheek, her arousal evident in the way her thighs tensed beneath him. “You belong here, Daniel. In this room, in my lap, in my life. I knew it from the first moment, and now you know it too.” Her voice trembled with emotion, fingers tightening in his hair, holding him against her.

His chest ached, gratitude and surrender mixing in a way he couldn’t untangle. He nodded, barely, throat too tight to speak. The diaper crinkled as he shifted in her lap, the padding teasing his erection, and her hand slid down to rest on the front, pressing lightly, sending a jolt through him. Her other hand guided his head to her breast, her nipple brushing his lips. “Nurse for me, sweet boy. Let go completely.” Her tone was raw, maternal and commanding, as her fingers threaded through his hair with a firm grip.

He parted his lips, taking her nipple into his mouth, the warmth and firmness sending a shockwave through him. He sucked once, then harder, her quiet gasp filling the room as her fingers tightened. The rhythm of nursing took over, his mind slipping deeper into regression, the diaper crinkling softly under her touch. Her breathing grew ragged, chest rising faster, thighs trembling beneath him. “That’s it, baby. Nurse for Mommy,” she moaned, her free hand slipping between her own thighs, fingers moving quickly as she touched herself. Her moans grew louder, her body shuddering in the rocking chair, a sharp gasp marking her release.

The sound of her pleasure, the way her nipple hardened against his lips, pushed him closer to the edge. She pulled back slightly, her nipple slipping from his mouth with a soft, wet sound, her eyes dark with need. “Let’s make this official in your new home,” she murmured, easing him off her lap with a tender strength. She guided him to the crib, lowering the bar with a soft click, her bare body glowing with quiet satisfaction. “Climb in, sweet boy. Let Mommy join you.”

He obeyed, the diaper crinkling louder as he settled onto the plush mattress, the pale blue bars rising around him as she lifted the side back into place. She climbed in beside him, the crib indeed built for two, her bare skin warm against his through the thin onesie. Her arm wrapped around him, pulling him close, his head resting on her chest again, her heartbeat steady against his ear. Her fingers stroked through his hair, her warmth grounding him, the diaper a constant weight between his thighs.

“You’re home now, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion as she shifted, her thigh brushing against the front of his diaper, teasing the hardness beneath. Her hand slid down, unsnapping the onesie with deliberate care, peeling the tapes of the diaper back to expose his aching cock. Her touch was gentle, unhurried, as she straddled him, her wetness pressing against him, her body a perfect weight above. “Let Mommy take you fully,” she breathed, guiding him inside her, her pussy warm and tight, enveloping him slowly.

His breath hitched, hands gripping her hips as she moved, a tender rhythm that built with every roll of her body. The crib creaked softly beneath them, the bars caging their intimacy, the mobile turning above in a hypnotic dance. Her moans were quiet, raw, her breasts brushing his chest as she leaned down, kissing his forehead, her lips warm and possessive. “My boy, forever,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need, her movements quickening as her own pleasure built.

The heat coiled tight in him, his cock pulsing inside her, the intimacy of the moment—the nursery, the crib, her claim—pushing him over the edge. Cum spilled deep, his hips jerking helplessly, a choked sob escaping as the orgasm crashed through him, blinding and raw. Her pussy clenched around him, her own release shuddering through her, her gasp sharp against his ear as she came, her body trembling above him. They rode the aftershocks together, her forehead resting against his, breaths mingling in the quiet space.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice a drug as she eased off him, her hands gentle as she secured the diaper back over his softening cock, the crinkle soft but grounding. She settled beside him, pulling him close, her bare skin warm against his, the blanket draped over them both. “This is forever, baby. Every morning, every night, right here with Mommy.” Her tone was a vow, possessive and tender, sinking into him as the room’s quiet pressed in.

His throat tightened, surrender and peace settling over him. The bracelet clicked softly as he shifted, the engraving a silent claim he no longer fought. He nodded against her chest, the pacifier still in his hand, a symbol of regression he now craved. The morning light filtered through the sheer curtains, casting a warm glow over the nursery, his new home, her presence beside him the only truth he needed.

A sudden crackle broke the stillness. The baby monitor on her nightstand hissed to life, a faint voice filtering through from downstairs. “Dr. Cross, we have a new intake ready for assessment.”

Vivian’s lips curved against his forehead, her hand tightening on his shoulder. “Stay in your crib, baby. Mommy has a new intake to handle.” Her tone was warm, the promise of her return lingering as she slipped from the crib, her bare form disappearing through the door, leaving him caged in the pale blue bars.

Morning light filled the nursery, spilling over the changing table, the rocking chair, the tiny stars and moons of the mobile swaying above. Daniel lay in the crib, the bracelet warm on his wrist, the crinkle of the diaper soft beneath the blanket. For the first time, that sound didn’t feel like shame—it felt like home. Just another morning. His first morning of forever.
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