
        
            
                
            
        

    


Regression Therapy: Mommy’s New Favorite




An ABDL Humiliation Romance of Diapers, Domination, and Total Submission




Introduction










The waiting room smelled like lavender and something… sweeter. Almost like powdered sugar. Brent shifted in the leather chair, rolling his eyes at the pastel walls and the framed quotes on obedience and emotional healing. It all felt fake. Soft. Infantilizing.










Exactly what he hated.










Exactly what they wanted.










He adjusted his suit, the top button of his shirt still undone from the HR meeting that landed him here. Mandatory therapy, or termination. That’s what they said. “Your attitude is disrupting the team.” “You’re dismissive of emotional boundaries.” “You made an intern cry.” Boo-hoo.










So now he had to sit in some over-decorated office and pretend he needed

 

help.











He almost laughed when he saw the clipboard.













CLIENT INTAKE FORM – CARE-BASED REGRESSION PROGRAM















Regression?










He filled it out in jagged, sarcastic handwriting.










●

 
       

 
Do you have trouble managing emotions?




 →

 

Only when people are morons.




 









●

 
       

 
Do you feel safe relinquishing control to a trusted figure?




 →

 

Not unless she’s hot and lets me come in her mouth.





 











●

 
       

 
Are you open to alternative therapeutic approaches?




 →

 

As long as they’re hands-on, sweetheart.




 









He signed it with a flourish. Brent Cartwright. Thirty-two. Alpha male. Not afraid of shit.










The door opened.










And all that arrogance nearly melted.










She didn’t look like a therapist.










Ms. Delphine looked like a mistress.










Tall. Black pencil skirt. White blouse, tucked just so. Bare legs. Red-bottomed heels. Thick glasses. A slow, assessing smile.












“Brent,” she said, with a voice like velvet wrapped around steel. “Come.”














He followed her down a hall lined with plush carpet and pastel wallpaper. He noticed the toys. The alphabet blocks. A faint scent of baby powder trailing behind her.










His cock twitched.










Shit.












“Shoes off,” she said at the doorway. “We don’t track filth into Mommy’s office.”














Mommy?










He laughed.










She didn’t.









Chapter One – First Session










The office looked like a nursery pretending to be professional.










Bookshelves held parenting manuals instead of psychology texts. A rocking chair rested in the corner beside a vintage-looking crib that absolutely should not have fit in a therapist’s office. The walls were soft green, the curtains a buttery cream, and everything smelled faintly of baby powder and vanilla.










Brent’s mouth curled at the edge. Cute theme. Someone had a fetish. He could play along.










He sat in the wide, low-cushioned chair that wasn’t quite adult-sized, legs spread, arms draped like he owned the room.










Ms. Delphine didn’t sit across from him.










She sat

 

beside


 
him.










Not on another chair—on the edge of the coffee table, her heels planted firmly in his line of vision. She leaned forward just enough for the scent of her perfume to catch in his throat. Jasmine. Sweet and floral, but dangerous underneath.










“Tell me, Brent,” she began, folding her hands in her lap. “Why are you here?”










He scoffed. “Because someone at work can’t take a joke.”










“No,” she said, gently. “Why are

 

you


 
here?”










He blinked.










This wasn’t the kind of therapy that started with couches and childhood. This was something else.










“I’m here,” he said, “because HR said either I talk to you or I lose my job.”










She nodded. “And what do you think I do here?”










He grinned. “Whatever it is, it smells like a nursery.”










Her lips didn’t move, but her eyes sharpened. “Correct. This is regression therapy. Designed for adults whose emotional development was interrupted. We provide structure, boundaries, and reparenting care to correct behavior.”










“Reparenting?” He barked a laugh. “Lady, I’m not five.”










“No, Brent,” she said, tilting her head. “You’re not five. But you act like a child who never got the structure he needed. That’s what I specialize in.”










He rolled his eyes.










She didn’t flinch.










Instead, she rose to her feet with fluid grace and crossed the room to a tall cabinet near the changing table. Unlocked it with a key from her skirt pocket.










He watched.










And froze.










She returned holding a folded garment in her hands. Soft plastic, pastel-striped.










A pull-up.










“What the hell is that?”










She didn’t answer. She knelt.










Yes—

 

knelt


 
—before him, knees planted firmly on the rug, her fingers brushing his shoe laces.










“Stand up.”










He laughed. “You serious?”










“Brent,” she said, in that calm, even tone, “You signed the intake form. You agreed to a level of care at my discretion. If you refuse, the session ends and I report non-compliance.”










That wiped the grin off his face.










His jaw clenched. “This is bullshit.”










“Stand up,” she repeated.










And god help him, he did.










She untied his shoes.










Slipped them off.










Tugged his socks free.










Then stood and pressed the pull-up into his hands.










“Bathroom’s behind that door. Change into this. Shirt stays on. Pants and boxers go in the cubby.”










He stared at her.










She didn’t blink.










He wanted to curse. Shout. Storm out.










But the thought of losing his job—of being branded uncooperative—burned hotter than his pride.










He took the pull-up and walked stiffly to the bathroom.














He stood in front of the mirror, glaring at himself.










“This is just a fucking game,” he muttered.










He stripped down, hesitated, and finally stepped into the pastel undergarment. It crinkled slightly when he moved. The elastic hugged his hips tight. The padding sat soft and thick around his crotch, and something about it—its ridiculousness—made him feel exposed. Small.










He hated that.










When he returned, she was waiting.










“Good boy,” she said softly, her voice like warm honey. “Now come sit.”










He sat.










The chair felt colder without his pants.










More vulnerable.










She sat across from him this time, legs crossed, pen in hand.










“Tell me about your last relationship.”










“What does that have to do with anything?”










“Because your interpersonal behavior is a reflection of your self-regulation. And your patterns are the reason you’re here.”










He hesitated.










Then shrugged. “It ended. She said I was too controlling. That I made everything about me.”










“Were you?”










He smirked. “Maybe.”










She wrote something down.










He shifted. The pull-up crinkled under him. His ears burned.










“So you lash out when you feel powerless,” she continued. “You dominate conversations. Insult people who challenge you. And when confronted, you turn to humor to avoid vulnerability.”










He frowned.










“Classic defense mechanisms,” she said, not unkindly. “But the solution isn’t more control. It’s surrender.”










“Excuse me?”










“Emotional regulation comes from trust, not power. And right now, Brent, you don’t trust

 

anyone


 
.”










He was about to argue when she stood again.










Crossed to the shelf.










And came back holding something pink and plastic.










A pacifier.










He recoiled. “No way.”










Her eyes stayed calm. “You’re going to put this in your mouth and sit quietly for five minutes.”










“Like hell I am.”










“You’ll find,” she said, stepping close, “that fighting me only makes things worse.”










She didn’t raise her voice.










Didn’t threaten.










Just held it out.










And waited.










Something inside him coiled tight.










But after ten seconds of silence and that goddamn look in her eyes—










He took it.










Put it in.










She smiled.










Not cruelly.










Almost… proudly.










“Good boy.”










And something inside him

 

broke


 
.










Not loudly. Not obviously.










Just a subtle shift.










His jaw softened.










His shoulders slumped.










And for five full minutes, he sucked that pacifier while she wrote notes and glanced up at him like he was a case study she was already halfway finished curing.














When the timer beeped, she took it from his mouth herself.










“Spit.”










He did.










She set it on the side table.










He opened his mouth, ready to argue.










She cut him off. “You didn’t wet during the session, did you?”










“What?”










“The pull-up,” she said, motioning. “Still dry?”










“Of course.”










“Let’s check.”










He stood, flushed with rage, but froze when she knelt again.










Hands on his thighs.










Her fingers brushed the waistband.










Checked him.










“You stayed dry. Good. You get a sticker.”










“A

 

what


 
—”










She peeled one from the pad on the desk. A tiny gold star. Stuck it to the front of the pull-up.










“First day done,” she said. “Now bend over.”










His eyes widened.










“No. Fucking. Way.”










“Brent,” she said softly. “You argued. Cursed. Refused your pacifier. That’s three strikes.”










“You can’t—”










But she already had the paddle in hand.










Small. Pink. With air holes.










She walked behind him.










He didn’t move.










And when that first

 

smack


 
hit the center of the pull-up, he gasped.










Not from pain.










From

 

shock


 
.










The second made him hiss.










The third made him bend.










“Stop,” he muttered.










But she didn’t.










Three more.










And then she rubbed.










Gently.










Right over the warm spot.










“There,” she said. “Now you’ve learned.”










His heart thudded.










He didn’t know if he was hard.










Or humiliated.










Or both.










He didn’t say a word as she pulled his pants from the cubby, handed them over, and motioned to the door.










“Next session,” she said, “we try thicker protection. Just in case.”










He didn’t argue.










He just left.










Face red.










Ego cracked.










And the pull-up still snug beneath his slacks.









Chapter Two – Just in Case










Brent almost didn’t show up.










He stood outside the therapy building for ten minutes, pacing, fists jammed into the pockets of his slacks. The memory of last session burned hot behind his eyes—her hand pressing the pull-up against his hips, the sting of that ridiculous pink paddle, and worst of all… the gold star sticker.










He should’ve reported her. Walked straight to HR and told them she was insane.










But he hadn’t.










Because deep down, in a place he didn’t want to admit existed, something about the way she spoke—so calm, so certain—had peeled open a part of him he couldn’t seal shut.










And he hated how much he remembered her touch.










With a sharp breath, he pushed the door open.










The same sweet smell hit him immediately: powder, jasmine, faint vanilla.










The receptionist—a young woman in pink scrubs—smiled. “Hi Brent. Ms. Delphine is expecting you.”










He grunted and walked past her, straight to the familiar hallway.










When he reached the door, he knocked once.










No answer.










He knocked again.










“Come in,” came her voice. Soft, steady, and dangerously pleasant.










He opened the door—and paused.










There was no chair this time.










Only a padded mat on the floor.










And a folded garment beside it.










His stomach twisted.










“No chair today?” he asked.










“You didn’t earn one,” she said without looking up. She was seated at her desk, filling out a chart. Her blouse was tucked in tight again, her hair pinned back. Efficient. Professional. Impossibly composed.










He stayed in the doorway.










“You can’t be serious.”










“Shoes off. Pants off. Mat.”










“I’m not wearing a diaper.”










“You’re not,” she agreed. “That’s a pull-up. And you’ll wear it because your behavior requires monitoring.”










“You can’t make me.”










She finally looked up. Her gaze didn’t waver.










“You’re here voluntarily, Brent. You’re free to leave at any time. But if you stay, you will follow the protocol. That includes protection.”










He hated that word.

 

Protection.











It made it sound like he was fragile.










Like he might leak.










He exhaled hard through his nose, swore under his breath, and kicked off his shoes.










Then, with shaking hands, he unbuckled his belt, dropped his pants, and stepped into the pull-up lying there—plain white this time, with tiny cartoon moons printed on the waistband.










It was thicker than last time.










Much thicker.










He tugged it up over his boxers.










“Boxers off.”










He looked at her.










“No.”










“Brent,” she said gently. “You’re not allowed to wear grown-up underwear to my sessions. It’s a boundary.”










“It’s a kink,” he snapped.










“It’s structure,” she corrected. “Remove them, or the session ends.”










He hated her.










He hated her so much in that moment his fists clenched.










But he stepped out of his boxers anyway.










Now the pull-up was the only thing between his bare ass and the air, and it

 

felt


 
different. Bulkier. More absorbent. The padding cupped his crotch, and with every movement, it crinkled softly.










“Good,” she said. “On the mat.”










He sat down hard, legs crossed, arms folded.










The mat was warm. Soft. Slightly textured, like something a toddler would sit on in preschool.










She walked over and sat in the rocking chair, setting her tablet on her lap.










“How did it feel,” she asked, “when I praised you last time?”










He refused to answer.










“Did your body respond?”










Still silent.










“Did you get hard?”










His cheeks flushed. “That’s none of your business.”










She smiled. “Everything you are is my business during these sessions. Including arousal.”










“You’re twisted.”










“No, Brent,” she said. “I’m trained.”










She crossed her legs, her skirt sliding just slightly higher, and he hated the way his eyes followed the motion without his consent.










“This isn’t about sex,” she continued. “It’s about surrender. It’s about teaching you to stop controlling everything around you out of fear.”










“I’m not afraid.”










She didn’t argue.










Just looked at him with calm, endless patience.










“I’m not,” he insisted.










“Then why are your hands clenched?”










He looked down.










They were.










He opened them with effort.










She stood and walked toward him, heels silent on the rug. She knelt beside him again—always kneeling, always making him feel like the smaller one.










“Lay back.”










“No.”










“Brent.”










It was all she had to say.










He lay back.










She reached for something on the side table. A bottle.










A baby bottle.










Filled with warm milk.










“You’re joking.”










“You need to hydrate.”










“I’m not drinking from that.”










“You will,” she said, “because I asked you nicely. And if you don’t, I’ll put you over my lap and spank you in nothing but that pull-up.”










His cock twitched.










Fuck.










She saw it.










And she smiled.










Slow. Knowing. Intimate.










“You’re already responding,” she whispered. “Your body wants to be good for me.”










He swallowed hard.










She held the bottle to his lips.










It touched. Warm rubber. Soft milk.










He resisted.










Then parted his mouth.










The taste was sweet. Creamy. Almost vanilla.










Not bad.










Not bad at all.










He closed his lips around the nipple and sucked.










Her fingers brushed his cheek.










“Good boy.”










His eyes fluttered shut.










She held the bottle steady.










And for a moment—just a moment—he stopped thinking.














By the time the bottle was empty, his stomach felt warm and full. She dabbed the corners of his mouth with a cloth, then set the bottle aside and sat on the mat beside him.










“How do you feel?”










“I feel ridiculous,” he muttered.










“But not bad.”










He said nothing.










Her hand went to his chest, pressing gently.










“You’ve never let anyone take care of you, have you?”










“I don’t need—”










“That’s not what I asked.”










He looked away.










“Care isn’t weakness,” she said. “Trust isn’t failure.”










“Easy for you to say. You’re the one in charge.”










Her fingers slid lower, just resting over the waistband of his pull-up.










“I’m only in charge because you want me to be.”










He shook his head. “That’s not true.”










“No?”










She leaned closer. Her breath was warm on his neck.










“Then why haven’t you left?”










He had no answer.










She stood.










Walked to the cabinet.










Pulled something out.










Returned.










And held it up.










A plastic potty chair.










Bright blue. Cartoon animals. Adult-sized.










“Next time,” she said, “we start potty training.”










“I’m not a child.”










“No,” she agreed. “You’re my little boy. And little boys don’t get to decide when they’ve had enough.”














He left the session dry.










But barely.










He held it the whole time—stomach full, bladder aching—because the idea of wetting that pull-up in front of her made something deep inside him

 

panic


 
.










But on the way home, as he shifted in the driver’s seat, a warm trickle escaped.










Just a little.










Enough to make the padding swell slightly between his legs.










Enough for him to

 

feel


 
it.










He cursed under his breath.










And he didn’t change right away.









Chapter Three – Letting Go










Brent stood outside Ms. Delphine’s door with the same clenching knot in his stomach.










But this time, it wasn’t just nerves.










It was pressure.










His bladder had been full since lunch. He hadn’t peed all day—not because he hadn’t had a chance, but because something inside him… didn’t want to.










Or maybe, something inside him was waiting.










He knocked.










“Come in,” she called.










He pushed the door open.










The nursery-therapy room looked the same—soft pastels, powdery scent, alphabet decals along the baseboard. But today, the rocking chair was gone. In its place stood a tall, cushioned seat with high arms and a safety strap across the middle.










A highchair.










Adult-sized.










His heart lurched.










“No way,” he muttered, closing the door behind him.










“Hello, Brent,” she said, glancing up from her tablet. “Shoes off. Pants too. You know the rules.”










He hesitated, then obeyed.










The pull-up today was pale yellow with cartoon ducks. Thicker. Wider. He didn’t even have to be told to change—there was already one waiting on the bench by the mat.










He stripped. Stepped into it.










He was getting too used to this.










That scared him more than anything.










She didn’t say a word as he dressed himself in the padding and sat gingerly on the mat again, crinkling loudly with each movement. The thick padding pressed against his thighs and bunched when he crossed his legs.










She set her tablet down and moved in front of him.










“Eyes on me.”










He looked up.










Her gaze was calm, unreadable.










“You’ve done well adjusting to structure,” she said. “But there’s one thing you still fight.”










He swallowed. “What’s that?”










“Release.”










“I haven’t—”










“I know.”










She crouched beside him, brushed a stray lock of hair from his forehead. Her touch was unbearably soft.










“You hold it in. Every session. Even when you’re squirming. Even when I give you the bottle.”










“I’m not a fucking toddler,” he hissed, defensive.










“No. You’re not.” She sat on the mat beside him, facing him fully. “But you are someone who was never taught how to let go without being punished.”










His chest tightened.










“You were rewarded for control,” she continued. “Praised for being composed. You turned pain into sarcasm. Vulnerability into anger.”










She leaned in.










“But your body still wants what it was denied.”










“Don’t psychoanalyze me.”










“I already have,” she whispered.










He wanted to push her away.










But his bladder was

 

aching


 
now. His legs tensed. His hands clenched the edge of the mat.










And she noticed.










“Do you need to go potty, sweetheart?”










His eyes flared. “Don’t call me that.”










“I will,” she said. “Because that’s what you are here.”










“I can hold it.”










“I know. But I don’t want you to.”










Her hand gently pressed on his bladder through the padding.










He gasped.










“Stop—”










“You’re going to let go for me today,” she said softly. “You’re going to lie back, take a deep breath, and wet your pull-up like a good boy.”










“I’m not—”










“You are,” she said, interrupting, firm now. “You are my little boy. You come here to be seen, to be guided, to be

 

held


 
in the parts of yourself that never grew up. And today, I’m going to teach you what it feels like to be loved… even when you’re wet.”










The heat in his cheeks was unbearable.










His whole body clenched.










“Lay back.”










He didn’t move.










So she reached out, cupped the back of his neck, and guided him gently down.










He let her.










The mat was soft. Her hand stayed on his chest.










She whispered to him, her voice barely above the hum of the white noise machine in the corner.










“You’re safe.”










He breathed out.










“You don’t have to control anything.”










His hands relaxed.










“I’ll clean you up. I’ll praise you. Nothing bad happens when you let go.”










She pressed the bottle nipple to his lips.










He took it.










The warm liquid eased down his throat.










And then—without thinking—










He sighed.










The pressure in his bladder pulsed.










He gasped and tensed, but her hand slid lower and pressed gently on the pull-up, right above his bladder.










And he broke.










It wasn’t violent.










It wasn’t messy.










It was slow.










Warm.










Shameful.










Glorious.










His hips jerked. A sharp breath escaped his lips as the padding between his legs swelled with wetness. The sound of his own trickling was almost too much to bear.










He closed his eyes.










“I… I didn’t mean to,” he whispered.










“Yes, you did,” she whispered back.










She stroked his hair.










“You did so well.”










“I’m disgusting.”










“You’re perfect.”










Tears prickled behind his eyes. He didn’t understand why.










She gently lifted the bottle from his lips and set it aside.










“You don’t have to say anything,” she whispered. “Just feel.”










The warmth of the accident soaked around his thighs now, the squishy padding clinging to his skin. It should’ve made him want to crawl into a hole.










Instead, it made him melt.










Because for the first time, someone

 

saw


 
him.










And didn’t flinch.














She helped him sit up slowly.










The squish of the soaked pull-up made his face burn again.










But she didn’t mock him.










She didn’t scold.










She smiled.










“You did something very brave today, Brent.”










“Pissing myself isn’t brave.”










“Yes, it is,” she said firmly. “Because for you, control has always been your shield. Letting go took more courage than you’ve ever used.”










He looked at her.










Really looked.










And something in his chest cracked.










She reached into the cabinet and retrieved a fresh diaper. Not a pull-up.










A real, thick, medical-grade diaper with blue tabs.










He swallowed hard.










“You’re not ready for potty training yet,” she said gently. “You need more time like this. Time to unlearn.”










He opened his mouth to argue.










But then he saw the look in her eyes.










Warm. Unshakable. Maternal.










He nodded.










She guided him gently onto the changing table.










Unfastened the soaked pull-up.










Wiped him with warm, fragrant wipes.










Her touch was clinical—but soft.










She didn’t flinch at his erection.










She didn’t tease him.










She powdered him slowly, massaging it into his skin with practiced fingers, and then taped the thick diaper closed.










He didn’t say a word the whole time.










When she finished, she helped him off the table.










He stood in front of her, fully diapered.










“Would you like your paci today?” she asked, holding out the soft blue nipple.










He hesitated.










Then nodded.










She slid it gently between his lips.










He sucked.










Slowly.










Without shame.










“You’re my favorite,” she whispered.










And something deep inside him…

 

bloomed


 
.









Chapter Four – Nap Time Baby










Brent stared at himself in the mirror above the low dresser. The thick white diaper taped around his waist was impossible to ignore. It pushed his thighs apart and forced his posture into something awkward—waddling, childish, vulnerable.










He looked ridiculous.










He looked… owned.










Ms. Delphine had left the room to “fetch his snack,” her words soft but unmistakably final. In her absence, the silence in the nursery-office was unbearable. The padding between his legs made quiet rustling sounds with every shift of his hips.










And he couldn’t stop touching it.










Not in a dirty way—at least, not entirely. It was the weight, the bulk, the strangeness of it that made his fingers twitch. Every crinkle reminded him: he wasn’t in control here.










He hadn’t been since Session One.










The door creaked open, and he instinctively turned away from the mirror.










“Brenty,” she called sweetly, carrying a plastic tray.










He winced. He hated when she used that tone—mocking, syrupy, and yet... warm in a way that made his stomach flutter.










She crossed the room, placed the tray on the low table beside the padded mat, and smiled.










“Time for snacks, baby.”










He looked at the tray and blinked.










A small cup of sliced grapes. A baby spoon. A sippy cup with a red lid and yellow handles.










“No way.”










“Yes, way,” she said simply, already settling down on the mat.










“I’m not eating like a toddler.”










“You wore your diaper like one. You wet yourself like one. You let me wipe you clean. This is just the next step.”










He bristled. “That was… that was just therapy.”










“This is too.”










He glared, then sat cross-legged in front of her, diaper rustling noisily. “Fine. But I’m not saying thank you after every bite.”










She raised an eyebrow. “We’ll see.”










She spooned a grape slice toward his lips.










He hesitated. She waited.










Eventually, he opened his mouth.










The grape was cold and sweet.










“Good boy,” she murmured.










She didn’t force a ‘thank you’—not yet. But her smile was so gently proud, so endlessly patient, that it stung more than any punishment.










She kept feeding him in silence, slice after slice.










By the third grape, he stopped resisting.










By the seventh, he forgot to care.










And by the time the sippy cup touched his lips, he sucked without hesitation.










The warm juice was too sweet—probably apple mixed with something else—but it grounded him. Like the bottle had. Like her touch always did.










After he finished, she wiped his mouth with a cloth napkin and kissed his forehead.










“Nap time.”










He blinked. “Excuse me?”










“You need rest. It’s part of your regression protocol. Emotional rewiring is more effective when paired with sensory release and structured rest.”










“Wait—you expect me to sleep here? Now?”










She stood and pulled a soft fleece blanket from the nearby crib. “Not sleep, necessarily. But you’ll lie down. You’ll close your eyes. You’ll breathe deeply. And you’ll rest.”










He hesitated.










“I’m not tired.”










She gave him a long look.










Then she reached for something in the corner drawer.










A pacifier.










Blue. Rubber. Oversized.










And something else—small, soft, and pink.










A stuffed rabbit.










He recoiled.










“No.”










“Yes.”










“I’m not using that thing.”










“You will,” she said. “Or we can talk about consequences. Which would you prefer?”










The way she said it made his chest tighten. Because ‘consequences’ with her never meant yelling. It meant deeper humiliation. More exposure. Emotional stripping.










He opened his mouth.










She slid the pacifier in without waiting.










Then placed the rabbit in his arms.










Then laid him down on the padded mat and tucked the blanket around him.










He squirmed.










The diaper squished.










The bunny was embarrassingly soft.










“Eyes closed,” she whispered, brushing her fingers over his brow.










He obeyed.










Her hand stayed on his chest, slow and rhythmic.










And after a while… he drifted.










Not fully asleep. But not awake either.










Floating.










And for the first time in weeks, his shoulders unknotted.














When he woke, the room was darker. The overhead light had been dimmed, and soft music played from the corner.










He stretched.










The diaper crinkled.










He flushed. But also—felt safe.










Warm.










Then her voice came.










“Time to go.”










He blinked. “Already?”










“You’ve done well today. But we’ll continue next session.”










He stood slowly, bunny still clutched loosely in one hand, pacifier dangling by its ribbon.










She walked him to the door.










“Don’t forget your big boy clothes.”










He picked up his pants and underwear, hesitating as he looked down at the diaper.










“You expect me to wear this out?”










She tilted her head.










“Do you want to take it off?”










He hesitated.










“…No.”










She smiled. “Good boy.”















Scene Shift: A Risky Walk











Brent walked out of the office with his pants slung over the diaper, which was thick enough to keep his stride wide and awkward.










The elevator ride down was slow.










The lobby was quiet—but not empty.










As he crossed toward the parking lot, a woman passed him—young, sharp-suited, holding a phone.










Her eyes flicked down.










Then back up.










She didn’t say anything.










But the heat in Brent’s cheeks said everything.










He reached his car, got in, slammed the door, and sat in silence.










The diaper squished loudly under him.










His cock twitched.










Goddammit.









Chapter Five – The Stars You Earn










Brent walked in slower this time.










No more pacing outside the office. No fists jammed in pockets. Just… a quiet shuffle.










Because his diaper was already wet.










He hated that.










Hated that he hadn’t even meant to.










The leak had happened in traffic—just a little dribble at first, then a slow, steady stream that soaked through the thick padding before he could stop it. By the time he’d reached the parking lot of Ms. Delphine’s building, his thighs were warm, sticky, and humiliated.










But he didn’t turn around.










He walked in.










He always did now.










The receptionist looked up and smiled. “She’s waiting for you, Brent.”










She didn’t blink at his obvious waddle.










Maybe she knew.










Maybe they all knew.










He entered the room.










She was already standing beside the rocking chair.










On the far wall, a new item had appeared: a laminated chart, brightly colored with days of the week and a dozen empty squares, each one outlined in pink.










“What’s that?” he asked warily.










She smiled and closed the door behind him.










“Your potty chart.”










He flushed. “You’re kidding.”










“I never kid about progress. For every accident you have, you get a mark. For every time you use the potty when asked, you get a star.”










“And if I don’t get enough stars?”










“You know the answer to that.”










He swallowed. “Consequences.”










“Correct.”










She gestured to the changing mat. “Let’s check you.”










“I already… I had a leak,” he muttered.










“That’s okay,” she said sweetly. “Leaks happen to little boys.”










She guided him to the mat and helped him lie down, hands practiced and gentle. She unfastened his pants—he no longer resisted that part—and untaped the soaked diaper.










Warm air hit his skin, and he shivered.










She didn’t comment on the arousal. She never did.










Instead, she cleaned him thoroughly, humming a quiet tune.










Once he was powdered and taped into a fresh, crinkly, white diaper with baby blue bears along the waistband, she sat beside him on the floor and held up a small pink dry-erase marker.










“One accident before arrival,” she said aloud. “That’s one frowny face.”










She walked to the chart and made a bright pink ☹️ under “Monday.”










He flushed red.










“I couldn’t help it,” he snapped.










She turned to face him, calm and firm.










“You could’ve tried.”










Her words weren’t cruel.










But they cut deeper than any spanking.










He looked away.










She crossed the room and knelt beside him again.










“Little boys have trouble with control. It’s not your fault. But when you don’t try, that’s a choice.”










He didn’t answer.










Her hand brushed over his padded front.










“Would you like help remembering next time?”










“…What kind of help?”










“Training.”










He raised an eyebrow. “You mean more diapers?”










“I mean reminders,” she said gently. “Internal ones.”










He blinked. “Like… an enema?”










Her eyes didn’t flinch. “Yes.”










His face went pale.










“No way.”










“You’re free to refuse,” she said. “But if you want to prove you’re ready for potty stars, you’ll need a clean track record. And right now… you’re leaking before every session.”










“I don’t want something shoved in me.”










“You also didn’t want to wear a diaper. Now you ask for it.”










His jaw clenched.










“I didn’t ask.”










She leaned close. “You didn’t fight.”










That silence lingered between them like heat.










Then she stood.










“Up on the changing table.”










He hesitated.










She pointed.










He obeyed.










She strapped his wrists loosely to the soft velcro restraints—not tight, just enough to keep him still—and pulled a small drawer open beside the cabinet.










He watched.










Helpless.










She pulled out a soft, flexible bulb syringe, a bottle of lubricant, and a pink plastic tray.










“Wait,” he said, panic rising. “I changed my mind.”










“No, sweetheart. You changed your diaper. Now it’s time to change your habits.”










She squeezed lube onto her gloved fingers and reached between his legs.










He squirmed.










“Deep breaths,” she cooed. “You’re being so brave.”










He bit down on the pacifier she placed between his lips moments later.










Then—slip.










The nozzle slid in.










He moaned.










It didn’t hurt. But it burned—humiliation more than sensation.










She filled the bulb.










Squeezed.










Warm liquid rushed inside him.










He gasped.










She repeated it.










And again.










“Just a few ounces to help your body remember what happens when we don’t try,” she whispered.










When the fourth bulb emptied, she slowly pulled the nozzle free.










He twitched.










She taped the diaper shut, snug and thick.










“Now,” she said calmly, “you’re going to sit in that bouncer chair until you feel the need to go.”










“I can’t,” he whispered.










“You will.”










She helped him off the table and guided him to the padded bouncer chair—designed like a throne, wide and high-backed, with soft restraints across the lap.










She buckled him in.










Handed him the bunny.










And kissed his forehead.










“You’ll let go when you’re ready.”










Then she dimmed the lights and walked away.














It took twenty minutes.










The cramps started slowly—gurgling and heat, swelling pressure and twitching muscles.










He rocked gently, trying not to sob.










The shame crept in like a fog.










And when the first wave hit, he moaned.










“No—please—”










His stomach clenched.










And it happened.










He couldn’t hold it.










He filled the diaper.










The warmth spread immediately. Sticky. Awful.










And yet—relief.










He sagged.










Tears hit his cheeks.










She returned without a word.










Kneeling beside him, she brushed his hair from his forehead.










“You did so good, baby.”










“I’m disgusting,” he choked.










“You’re learning.”










She unbuckled him and guided him back to the table.










No lecture.










Just gentle cleanup.










No teasing.










Just care.










She wiped him slowly, gently, changed him into a new diaper—this one printed with stars—and rubbed lotion into his thighs.










Then she lifted him from the table like he weighed nothing.










“You earned a sticker.”










He blinked through tears.










She carried him to the chart, placed a glittery gold star on the corner, and whispered:










“One star for bravery.”









Chapter Six – Mommy’s Baby Day










Brent knew something was off the moment he arrived.










The door was cracked open, and a soft lullaby echoed from within.










No clinical notes.










No calming therapist’s chair.










Just warmth. Dimmed lighting. A room that smelled like lavender and baby powder.










“Come in, sweetheart,” Ms. Delphine’s voice called gently.










He stepped inside, diaper already crinkling beneath loose sweatpants, only to freeze.










On the floor was a neatly arranged baby blanket with soft rattles, a bottle filled with warm milk, and a large adult-sized onesie—white with soft yellow ducks and snaps along the crotch.










He stared.










“I thought today we could have a full Baby Day,” she said, emerging from the back room in a light blue dress, hair tied back, a soft maternal smile on her lips.










“A what?”










“A day where you don’t speak unless spoken to. Where you crawl. Where you eat, nap, and get all your needs taken care of by Mommy.”










He blinked.










“I didn’t agree to—”










“You agreed to regression therapy,” she interrupted, stepping closer. “You signed full discretionary guidance. And you’ve already proven you need more than verbal control.”










He tensed. “I’m not crawling.”










“Then I suppose we’ll need to spank, baby boy.”










His mouth dropped open.










“Right here?” he asked, heart pounding.










“Right here, on your diapered bottom. Unless you want to be a good boy and get dressed?”










She handed him the onesie.










He hesitated.










Then took it.














Changing into the oversized romper was a task in itself. The crotch snaps bunched awkwardly over his diaper, and the fabric hugged his chest like a second skin. He looked ridiculous—more toddler than man. His reflection in the wall mirror made his stomach twist.










When he stepped back out, she was waiting.










Arms crossed. Bottle in hand.










She patted the mat. “Come here.”










He took a step forward.










“No, no. Crawl.”










He hesitated.










Then dropped to his hands and knees.










The diaper shifted between his thighs with every movement, loud and humiliating.










He crawled to her.










“Good boy,” she said sweetly, tugging him into her lap like a child.










She cradled him against her chest, one arm behind his back, the other holding the bottle to his lips.










“Open.”










He obeyed.










Warm milk filled his mouth.










He grimaced—but swallowed.










“There’s a sweet little boy,” she whispered, rocking him slowly. “I know you want to be brave. But you’re already doing so well just by being soft.”










He didn’t reply.










He couldn’t.










His mouth was full of nipple.










She kept feeding him until the bottle was empty.










Then burped him.










Actually burped him.










Her hand patted his back gently, rhythmically, until a tiny gasp escaped his lips.










And he blushed.










“Perfect,” she cooed. “Now let’s do tummy time.”










She helped him onto the blanket and placed a rattle in front of him.










“I’m not shaking this.”










“Then you’ll get your first spanking.”










He froze.










She walked behind him, sat down, and pulled him back into her lap.










“Wait—”










Too late.










She yanked open the snaps of the onesie and revealed the thick diaper beneath.










“Tell me why you’re being punished.”










He squirmed. “Because I… didn’t obey.”










“Exactly.”










The first smack landed—soft, but echoing.











Then another.










And another.










It didn’t hurt at first.










Not physically.










But every thud against the padded bulk drove the point deeper: he was being spanked. In a diaper. For not shaking a rattle.










She continued—five, six, seven swats.










By the eighth, his eyes watered.










Not from pain.










From shame.










“Please,” he whimpered.










Her voice softened. “What do we say?”










“I’m sorry, Mommy.”










“Good boy.”










She pulled the onesie back down, resnapped it, and kissed the back of his neck.










“You’re learning.”














He spent the next hour crawling between plush toys, drinking from a second bottle, and answering only in nods.










And wetting himself.










He hadn’t even noticed at first.










But when the front of his diaper sagged heavily and Mommy walked over with a knowing smile, he realized it was too late.










“Did my baby have an accident?” she asked sweetly.










He nodded.










She kissed his forehead.










“Such a good boy for letting go.”










That did something to him.










Broke something.










He leaned into her hug.










And he didn’t pull away when she led him to the changing table.














The new diaper was thicker.










Printed with stars and the words "Mommy’s Favorite."










He didn’t protest.










He lay still, pacifier in mouth, sucking rhythmically as she changed him.










She took her time.










Wiped him clean.










Massaged lotion into his skin.










Powdered every fold.










Then taped the new diaper shut and helped him back down to the floor.










“There’s my sweet little stinker.”










He didn’t even blush.










Not anymore.














Later, she rocked him in her lap again.










This time, he let his head rest on her chest.










Her heartbeat was slow. Steady.










Comforting.










“Why do you think I do this, Brent?” she asked softly.










“To… humiliate me?”










“To free you.”










He looked up, eyes glassy.










“From what?”










“From the illusion that you ever had to be in control in the first place.”










He didn’t respond.










But he didn’t argue.










Because deep down… he understood.










She cradled him tighter.










“You’re mine now, baby boy.”










He didn’t fight.










Not anymore.









Chapter Seven – Overnight Obedience










The message came at 8:03 PM.












"Pack nothing. Come in just your diaper and shirt. Leave your pants in the car. You’ll be sleeping in your new crib tonight, baby."














Brent stared at his phone, sitting alone in the dim light of his apartment. His heart beat hard in his chest. Was this real? Had it come to this?










He looked down at himself: diaper taped snug, the words

 

Mommy’s Favorite


 
in soft script above the waistband. He’d been wearing it ever since he’d gotten home from the last session. The snaps of his onesie hung undone below the bulge, a reminder of where he stood now.










No, not stood.










Where he

 

belonged


 
.










He bit his lip, breathing hard.










Then stood up, pulled on a plain oversized hoodie, slid into his shoes—and drove.










He didn’t bring a bag.










Didn’t even bring his wallet.










Just a diaper and a quiet, aching need.














Her house was suburban. Quaint. Clean brick, trimmed hedges, warm golden light glowing from the windows.










He parked at the curb and slipped his pants off in the dark car, folding them and leaving them on the passenger seat. It felt absurd. Exposed. But he followed instructions.










The diaper crinkled as he walked up the front path.










He knocked once.










The door opened in seconds.










Ms. Delphine stood there barefoot, dressed in soft pajamas, her hair tied in a braid.










“You made it, baby.”










He flushed red. “I feel ridiculous.”










“That’s your shame talking. Not the part of you that wanted this.”










He looked away.










She gently reached for his hand and guided him inside.










The hallway smelled of vanilla and clean linens.










The living room was cozy. But she led him past it, down a hall, toward a door with a small wooden plaque:













NURSERY















She opened it slowly.










His breath caught.










The room was real.










Not a joke. Not some therapy setup.










A full adult-sized crib stood against the wall, bars painted soft white, mattress covered in pale yellow sheets with moons and clouds. A rocking chair sat in the corner beside a chest of drawers, and a mobile spun lazily above.










Everything was soft. Rounded. Comforting.










And terrifying.










“Strip,” she said gently. “Hoodie off.”










He obeyed, arms trembling.










“Now hands at your sides.”










She walked in a slow circle around him, inspecting.










“You’re a bit damp already.”










He flushed.










“I got nervous on the drive.”










She smiled. “That’s okay. Nervous little boys need Mommy more than anyone.”










She kissed his cheek, then knelt and unsnapped his onesie.










“I’ll get you cleaned up.”














The changing table was wide and warm beneath him. She undressed him slowly, humming as she wiped him clean and applied lotion with soft circular motions.










“Do you know why you’re here tonight?” she asked quietly.










“Because I… need training.”










She nodded.










“But not just rules. Not just punishment.”










Her hand paused on his belly.










“You need connection. You need to belong to someone.”










He swallowed.










“And I’m that someone,” she whispered.










Then she reached for the night diaper.










It was thicker than anything she’d used before—twice as bulky, with a locking waistband and soft, crinkly leg guards. Printed stars glowed faintly under the light.










“This is your overnight diaper. You won’t be changed until morning.”










He squirmed. “What if I… mess?”










“You won’t. Not unless I tell you to. You’re not my stinky boy tonight.”










He relaxed slightly, embarrassed to feel

 

relieved


 
by that.










She taped him in slowly. Firmly. With a kiss to the waistband when she finished.










Then she lifted him down from the table and helped him into the onesie.










This one had footies.










And a zipper up the back.










“Arms in,” she said.










He slipped them through the sleeves.










The zipper zipped up. He was sealed in.










“No hands in diapers tonight,” she said sweetly. “That’s Mommy’s rule.”










She turned him toward the crib.










He didn’t walk.










She carried him.










Lifted him gently into the padded prison and laid him on his back. The mobile above spun slowly, twinkling soft music. He blinked up at it, stunned.










“Arms up.”










She clipped soft straps to his wrists—not tight, but firm enough to limit movement.










Then the same to his ankles.










He gasped.










“Please—”










“Hush.”










She leaned in and slid a pacifier between his lips.










Then kissed his temple.










“You’re mine. All mine. No decisions, no stress. Just rest.”










She turned off the light.










The mobile glowed above him, casting moons and stars across the ceiling.










And in the quiet…










He felt peace.














He wasn’t sure how long he drifted.










The diaper grew warm.










Then cold.










Then warm again.










Time had no meaning in that crib.










He sucked the pacifier slowly, breathing through his nose, his chest rising and falling.










He could hear her, faintly, moving in the other room.










Humming.










When the door creaked open again, he flinched.










But her voice was a balm.










“Just checking on you, my baby.”










She walked to the crib and ran her fingers through his hair.










“You wet a lot. I’m proud of you.”










He flushed behind the pacifier.










“I’m going to let you out now. Just for a moment.”










She unclipped the restraints.










Lifted him up.










Carried him like a child—legs around her waist, arms loose over her shoulders.










She walked into her bedroom.










And laid him on the big bed.










Then climbed in beside him.










Spoon position.










Her arms wrapped around his chest.










Her breath warm on his neck.










And her hand slid down…










Not to arouse.










But to cup the diaper gently.










Her fingers stroked the padding, rhythmically.










“You’re safe now,” she whispered.










“You’re mine.”










And in that moment…










He believed it.









Chapter Eight – Morning Shame, Afternoon Games










Brent woke to the gentle rustle of curtains and the soft hum of a lullaby speaker. The nursery glowed with golden morning light, warm and slow like honey pouring through the window.










He stretched—and immediately stopped.










His legs couldn’t close.










His bottom felt squishy.










The diaper was soaked.










His cheeks turned hot as realization hit: not only had he wet in his sleep again… he had done it in her arms.










Ms. Delphine lay behind him, spooning him like he was her favorite doll. Her breath was warm against his neck. One arm wrapped securely around his belly. Her other hand rested, possessively, on the front of his diaper.










She

 

knew


 
.










She always did.










Brent didn’t dare move.










“Good morning, my soggy little bedwetter,” she whispered.










He whimpered. “I… I didn’t mean to—”










Her hand squeezed the diaper front gently.










“Hush. Babies don’t apologize for being babies. That’s what diapers are

 

for


 
, sweetheart.”










He felt like crying—and maybe part of him wanted to.














She changed him slowly.










Not out of reluctance, but ritual.










Every wipe was a declaration:

 

This is who you are now


 
.










Every sprinkle of powder:

 

You’ll never be clean again


 
.










He lay still, face burning, trying not to moan when she massaged his inner thighs longer than needed. But she noticed. She always noticed.










“Getting excited?” she teased.










“I can’t help it…”










“That’s because your big boy instincts are still clinging to you.” She tapped the front of the fresh diaper. “But I’ll fix that soon.”










He swallowed.














Breakfast was different.










Instead of the highchair, she sat on the couch and pulled him into her lap, bottle in hand.










“This is a bonding morning,” she said, stroking his hair.










She pressed the bottle to his lips. It was warm—sweet milk, slightly thick.










With every swallow, Brent felt smaller.










Calmer.










Softer.










And when the bottle was nearly empty, she popped in his pacifier.










“There we go,” she whispered. “No words. Just suck.”














After his nap, she dressed him in something new: a white onesie that barely covered his thick diaper, paired with pastel knee socks and a bonnet.










“Why the bonnet?” he asked.










She smiled.










“Because Mommy wants to play

 

housework games


 
.”










He blinked.










“House… what?”














The first game was

 

Laundry Helper


 
.










She led him by the hand to the laundry room.










The rules were simple:










●

 
       

 
He must hold her worn panties in his mouth without dropping them.



 









●

 
       

 
He must fold towels while on his knees.



 









●

 
       

 
Every time he dropped something or hesitated, she would spank him.



 









It wasn’t long before his cheeks were flushed, jaw sore, and his butt slightly pink.










“You’re doing so well,” she cooed. “My obedient diaper baby.”










She let him sniff her used lingerie for longer than needed.










And he didn’t protest.














The second game was

 

Cleaning Time


 
.










She handed him a feather duster.










Then taped a pacifier gag into his mouth.










Then plugged his bottom—again—with a smaller jeweled plug than usual.










He was told to crawl from room to room, dusting the baseboards, while she sat on the couch and watched.










Any time his diaper crinkled too loudly, she giggled.










Any time he wiggled his plug too obviously, she took pictures.










He felt shame.










And underneath it—something else.










Need.










Dependence.










Obedience.














After another bottle and a change, she lay him on her lap and pulled the plug free with a slow, sucking sound.










He moaned.










“See?” she whispered. “You’re not even shy about it anymore.”










She reached down and stroked him—gently, through the diaper.










Brent gasped.










“Please, Mommy…”










“No.”










She kept stroking.










Then stopped.










“You’ll earn release when I say so.”










He whined behind the pacifier.










She kissed his forehead.










“Maybe tomorrow. If you keep your diaper clean.”









Chapter Nine – Doctor’s Orders, Baby’s Shame










The next morning, Brent wasn’t woken by soft kisses or lullabies.










He was pulled gently by the wrist from the crib.










Blinking.










Still half-asleep.










“Come on,” Ms. Delphine whispered. “Time for your appointment.”










He blinked harder. “Appointment?”










She was already laying out clothes: a button-up romper in baby blue, frilly socks, a pacifier clip, and a thick triple-diaper combo with extra padding in the rear.










“You’re going to see Dr. Renata this morning.”










His heart dropped.










“The… board-certified regression specialist?” he mumbled.










Delphine nodded, lifting his legs one by one. “Today’s session will be observed.”










Brent’s throat tightened.










“Observed… by who?”










She didn’t answer at first—just rubbed lotion into his bottom, gently slipping in a plug shaped like a heart with a satin bow on the jewel.










Then she whispered:










“By the other Mommies.”














The ride to the clinic was quiet.










He sat in the back seat, strapped into a car seat.










His arms trembled slightly. The pacifier in his mouth wasn’t optional—it was clipped, strapped, locked in place.










His diaper rustled with every shift. The plug moved inside him when the car hit bumps.










Ms. Delphine glanced in the mirror occasionally, smiling like she knew exactly how he was squirming.










Brent closed his eyes and tried to calm his breathing.










He didn’t know what was worse:










That they were going to see a medical professional...










Or that she called them “Mommies.”














Dr. Renata's clinic looked like a spa from the outside.










Neutral tones. Gentle wind chimes. Soft lighting.










But when Brent was led inside, he realized quickly—it was

 

worse


 
.










The walls were decorated with pastel art: teddy bears, lullabies in calligraphy, diaper ads from the 1950s.










The receptionist didn’t even blink at his outfit. Just smiled and handed Delphine a clipboard.










“Right this way,” she said, gesturing down a hallway labeled

 

Infant Therapy


 
.










Brent swallowed hard.














The therapy room had a large cushioned mat in the middle and three armchairs facing it.










Dr. Renata stood behind a counter, jotting something into a chart.










She looked elegant. Silver-streaked hair in a tight bun. Glasses perched on her nose. White coat open over a corset and slacks.










She looked at Brent the way a veterinarian looks at a rescued dog.










“Well,” she said. “He’s adorable.”










Delphine beamed.










“He’s trained?”










“In progress.”










“And compliant?”










“He leaks in his sleep.”










Renata smiled wider.










“Perfect.”














The other two Mommies arrived shortly after.










One wore all black—heels, blazer, lipstick like wet lacquer.










The other wore a flowing pink dress and carried a stuffed bear.










Both sat silently and watched as Brent was brought into the center of the mat.










Dr. Renata nodded to Delphine. “Remove the onesie. Let’s see him.”










Brent’s hands trembled as she unsnapped him.










He stood in nothing but his collar, triple diaper, and plug.










His face burned.










But the room didn’t laugh.










They

 

assessed


 
.










Measured.










Judged.










“He’s trembling,” the pink Mommy said softly.










“He’s wet,” the black one noted. “Already.”










Dr. Renata stepped forward and pressed a gloved hand to the front of Brent’s diaper.










“Do you feel ashamed?” she asked.










“Yes…”










“Do you want to be fixed?”










“I don’t know…”










“Do you want Mommy to love you?”










Brent nodded.










“Then you’ll obey,” she said.














The exam began with reflex tests.










Renata tapped his thighs, checked his suckling instinct with a finger, tested his balance with exaggerated waddling motions.










He stumbled.










Fell to his knees.










The Mommies clapped politely.










“Encourage dependency,” one of them said.










“He’s ready for the next stage.”














Then came the humiliation therapy.










Brent was made to crawl in circles, crinkle echoing.










He had to babble with his pacifier in—fake baby talk.










He had to hold up toys and giggle.










He had to ask, in a whimpering voice, to be changed—even though he wasn’t messy.










By the time they laid him down for a mock diaper change, he was glassy-eyed.










“I think he’s slipping,” Dr. Renata said. “Perfect.”














Finally, the plug was removed.










And Brent was milked.










Not to completion.










Just enough to make him squirm.










Just enough to make the other women take notes on his moans.










His arousal.










His

 

need


 
.










Then it stopped.










And he was denied.










And they told him he was

 

such a good boy for not cumming


 
.










And he believed them.














Later, in the car, Brent lay across Delphine’s lap.










She rubbed his back.










“You did so well,” she whispered. “Mommy’s so proud.”










He buried his face into her thighs.










“I… I wanted to be good.”










“You were.”










She kissed his forehead.










“Tomorrow, you’ll go even deeper.”









Chapter Ten – Mommy’s Day Out










Brent stood in front of the full-length mirror, staring at his reflection with a mix of disbelief and shame.










He didn’t look like himself.










Not the man who walked into Ms. Delphine’s office weeks ago.










No.










This version wore an oversized baby-blue hoodie with floppy bunny ears stitched into the hood. His bottom half was padded thick in a crinkling white diaper with cartoon stars across the seat—barely concealed by short, pastel-striped cotton shorts.










He had white ankle socks.










And soft pink Velcro shoes.










And worst of all—his cage was still locked, buried deep beneath all that padding.










“You’re trembling, baby,” Ms. Delphine’s voice came gently from behind him. “Cold? Or excited?”










He bit his lip.










“Nervous.”










“That’s good,” she whispered, stepping up behind him and adjusting the hood. “It means this matters to you.”










He looked down.










“Do we have to go outside?”










She nodded.










“Today’s the real test. If you want your gold star, you need to make it through your first

 

public outing


 
.”










His stomach dropped.










“W-where?”










She grinned.










“A quiet park. Middle of the day. No one’s ever there. We’ll walk. Maybe sit on a bench. Just Mommy and her baby boy.”










His cheeks flushed.










“What if someone sees?”










She gently turned him to face her.










“Then they’ll see a young man in comfy clothes walking with a pretty woman. That’s all. They won’t see your diaper. Not unless you waddle too much.”










He stared.










“...I definitely waddle.”










She smirked. “Exactly.”














The car ride was silent.










The kind of silence that buzzes with tension.










Brent sat in the passenger seat, strapped in with a seatbelt pulled tight across his chest, the diaper forcing his legs apart.










He could feel each bump on the road. Every turn pressed the plastic shell of the chastity cage deeper into his shame.










Ms. Delphine drove one-handed, the other resting gently on his thigh the whole time.










“You’re doing so good, baby,” she murmured at a red light. “I’m proud of you already.”










He just nodded.










Didn’t trust himself to speak.














The park was mostly empty—just trees, benches, a few distant joggers.










Still, Brent hesitated as she opened the door.










“Come on, sweetie.”










“I… I can’t.”










“Yes, you can.”










He looked out. Then down at his legs. The shorts rode high over his diaper. The hoodie wasn’t long enough to cover the bulk.










“I’ll walk right behind you,” she said softly. “I’ll hold your hand the whole time.”










He turned to her. Eyes wide.










“You’re not scared?”










“I

 

own


 
you,” she said firmly. “Why would I be?”










He blinked.










Then slowly swung his legs out of the car.










Each step toward the gravel path felt like walking into fire.










The crinkle was real.










The breeze touched the edges of his legs where the diaper peeked out.










He looked around frantically.










“No one’s looking,” she said.










She took his hand.










And started walking.














They walked the loop trail—just once.










She never let go of his hand.










When a jogger passed them, Brent froze—but the man didn’t even glance twice.










When a mom with a stroller walked by, he nearly panicked—but she only smiled at Ms. Delphine and nodded.










Somehow…










The world didn’t end.










“You’re being such a brave boy,” she whispered.










His hand squeezed hers.










“I can’t believe I’m doing this.”










She giggled.










“Oh, you’re doing more than this.”










They stopped at a secluded bench.










She pulled out a water bottle, uncapped it, and held it to his lips.










He drank in small sips, the pacifier dangling from his hoodie bouncing lightly with each movement.










She sat beside him, stroking his leg.










“You’ve earned your gold star today.”










His chest warmed.










Then she leaned closer.










“But gold stars aren’t the only reward.”










His eyes flicked toward her.










She unzipped her purse slowly.










Pulled out a small vibrating bullet toy.










“You’ll wear this in your diaper for the ride home,” she whispered. “And I’ll decide if you get to

 

enjoy


 
it.”










His heart skipped.










She slipped her hand under the waistband, adjusted his cage, slid the toy down.










A soft buzz.










He gasped.










“Oh, that’s the sound of obedience,” she murmured. “Crinkle, buzz, blush.”














The ride home was a torment.










She held the remote.










Every time he shifted, it buzzed again.










Short pulses.










Then longer ones.










Then nothing—for minutes at a time.










He never knew what to expect.










His thighs were shaking by the time they got back.










But as he stepped out of the car, she clicked the remote off.










And said, “No finish today, baby.”










He whimpered.










“That’s not fair…”










She raised an eyebrow.










“You want to argue? Lose your star?”










He paused.










Then sighed.










“No, Mommy.”










She smiled.










“Good boy.”














That night, she diapered him in silence.










Thicker than usual.










No cage tonight.










No permission.










Just layers of warm padding and a sleepy bottle.










He laid in his crib, eyes glassy.










And she whispered in the dark:










“You did so well. Mommy’s proud.”










His heart swelled.










And as the mobile spun and stars danced across the ceiling—










He realized he’d do anything for her approval.










Even waddle in public again.










Even more.









Chapter Eleven – The Big Boy Trial










“Today,” Ms. Delphine said, “you get a choice.”










Brent blinked.










He was seated at the kitchen table, legs dangling, feet in soft pink booties, sipping warm apple juice from a bottle with both hands.










“A choice?”










She nodded, taking a seat across from him.










“You’ve been so obedient. So soft. So good.”










Her praise curled through him like warm honey.










“I think you’ve earned a test.”










His stomach tightened. “What kind of test?”










She reached under the table and placed a small plastic bag on the surface. Inside: a pair of gray cotton briefs. Plain. Innocent. Adult.










He blinked. “Underwear?”










“Mm-hmm,” she purred. “But don’t get too excited. It comes with conditions.”










He stared.










“You get to wear them for one hour. Over a training diaper.”










His mouth opened. Then closed.










“You mean... like layered?”










“No,” she smiled. “I mean a

 

real


 
training diaper. Thin. Snug. Soft enough to feel everything. Thick enough to trap your shame.”










He flushed.










“If you stay dry the whole hour,” she continued, “Mommy will unlock your cage.”










His heart thumped.










“But…”










She leaned in. Her eyes glittered.










“If you wet even once, the punishment is one full week in double diapers. No changes without permission. No touching. No chances.”










His lips parted. “That’s…”










“Fair,” she interrupted. “Completely fair.”










He swallowed.










She rose.










“Bedroom. Now. Time to dress my big boy.”














In the bedroom, she laid the pieces out like sacred relics.










First: a powder-blue training diaper. Decorated with little clouds and smiling moons.










Second: the plain gray briefs.










Third: the small gold key to his chastity lock, placed beside the training pants but untouched.










He watched as she opened the training diaper and helped him step in.










The padding hugged his skin softly—less thick than his usual ones, but still obvious. Still humiliating.










Next, she slowly slid the briefs up over the padding, smoothing them into place.










“They look good on you,” she said softly. “Almost like you’re grown.”










He didn’t know how to respond.










Then she crouched in front of him and looked into his eyes.










“This is your chance, Brent. Your one chance to prove you can earn trust.”










He nodded.










“I can do it.”










“We’ll see.”










She smiled and set a timer on the dresser: 60 minutes.










Then turned away and left the room.














The first 20 minutes were easy.










He paced the room.










Sat down. Stood up. Checked the mirror.










The underwear

 

looked


 
normal.










But he could feel the diaper underneath. Every step. Every shift.










He focused on staying dry.










No distractions.










But around the 25-minute mark… the pressure started.










Not pain.










Just fullness.










He frowned. Paced more.










Sipped air. Tried to distract himself.










Thirty minutes.










Still dry.










Then she walked in.










Holding a bottle of water.










“Drink.”










He hesitated.










She raised an eyebrow.










“You agreed to the test, baby.”










He took it.










Drank.










She watched every gulp.














At 40 minutes, the pressure was sharp.










He clutched his crotch. Pushed his legs together.










Paced faster.










She watched from the doorway.










Silent. Smirking.










“Need to go, sweetie?”










He nodded, eyes pleading.










“You know the rule.”










“I—I can’t—”










“Then don’t,” she said sweetly. “Big boys hold it.”










His knees buckled.










But he kept going.










45 minutes.










She walked in and pressed her body to his back.










Whispered in his ear.










“Just imagine how good it’ll feel to be free. To stroke. To feel me watch you.”










He whimpered.










“Or… imagine a week. Of thick, sticky diapers. Waddling shame. Denial.”










He shook.










“Stop it—please—”










She kissed his ear.










“Hold it, or submit.”














At 50 minutes, he collapsed on the bed.










Legs trembling.










Hands clenched.










One more leak, and he was doomed.










Then she brought in his star chart.










Pinned it to the wall in front of him.










“Ten stars,” she whispered. “All earned. One more, and the cage comes off.”










He bit his lip.










“I can’t—”










“You

 

will


 
.”










He closed his eyes.










Counted seconds.










Listened to the tick of the timer.










Felt his bladder burn.














At 59 minutes, she sat beside him.










Cradled him in her arms.










Held him like he was tiny.










“I believe in you,” she whispered.










He melted into her.










Then the timer beeped.










Loud.










Final.










She pulled back.










Touched the front of his briefs.










Felt the diaper underneath.










Then smiled.










“Dry.”










He gasped.










“Really?”










She nodded.










“You did it.”










Then she reached for the gold key.










Unclipped the lock.










Slid the cage off.










His cock twitched—aching, swollen, desperate.










But she didn’t stroke.










Didn’t tease.










She just whispered:










“Now ask for permission.”










He blinked.










“Please, Mommy.”










“Please what?”










“Please let me… finish.”










She paused.










Then smiled.










“Lie back.”














She didn’t touch him hard.










Just slowly.










Soft fingers.










Whispers.










Praise.










“You earned this. All of it. Such a brave little boy.”










He moaned.










She pressed a pacifier into his mouth.










And kept stroking.










“You’re mine now. Even when I give you freedom, it’s still mine.”










He came hard—into her hand.










Shaking.










Tears in his eyes.










Relief and surrender and shame all flooding out.










And when he was done, she cleaned him, diapered him thick again, and rocked him in her arms like nothing had changed.










Because really…










Nothing had.









Chapter Twelve – Playdate Protocols










Brent was in the bath.










Bubbles surrounded him. The water was warm, the lighting soft, and Ms. Delphine knelt beside the tub, gently rinsing his hair.










“You’ve been so good lately,” she whispered, pouring another cup of water over his scalp. “So soft. So obedient.”










He flushed.










The last few days had blurred into a dreamy cycle of routines: bottles, naps, gentle teasing, and an unlocked cage—but only under strict, supervised reward.










Today felt different.










Not tense.










Just… thick with promise.










She set the cup down and smiled.










“Time to clean your insides, too.”










His stomach dropped.










“W-what do you mean?”










She held up a small pink silicone bulb.










“I think it’s time for your first enema, sweetheart.”










He sat bolt upright. “Wait—what? Why?”










She kissed his forehead.










“Because Mommy wants you fresh and empty for a

 

very


 
special guest.”














Ten minutes later, he was on the nursery changing table.










His legs were up. Ankles strapped loosely in soft cuffs.










The silicone bulb, lubed and warm, sat beside him.










“I’m not sure I can do this…” he whispered.










“You don’t have to,” she said sweetly. “But if you don’t, you won’t get to meet Mommy’s friend. And she

 

really


 
wants to meet my favorite baby boy.”










He blinked. “She—what? Who is she?”










“She’s a Mommy, like me,” Delphine said as she poured warm soapy water into the bulb. “And she has a baby of her own. They’re visiting. Just for the evening. Maybe longer…”










Brent’s heart raced.










“She’ll expect you to be polite. Clean. Obedient. And very, very empty.”










He closed his eyes.










“I’ll do it.”










“Good boy.”














The insertion was slow.










She worked the bulb in gently, whispering soft praise as his muscles tensed and fluttered.










“There we go… relax for Mommy… breathe…”










The warm water filled him in slow pulses.










Each squeeze of the bulb made his toes curl.










He whimpered, back arching, until she kissed his belly and said, “All done.”










Then she plugged him.










Literally.










A small pink stopper slipped into place and was secured with a soft band around his hips.










“You’ll hold it for ten minutes.”










“T-ten?”










“Unless you want the punishment version. That’s thirty.”










He shook his head. “No, ten is fine!”










She giggled and tapped the stopper gently.










“Good boy. Now let’s get you dressed.”














He waddled.










The enema made every step exaggerated, and Ms. Delphine dressed him in a thick, decorative diaper with frilly plastic pants, a powder-pink onesie that snapped at the crotch, and matching mittens.










“No talking unless spoken to,” she warned. “No questions. No pouting. You are Mommy’s proud little playmate, and you

 

will


 
behave.”










He nodded, cheeks red.










Then she smiled.










“I think you’ll like her.”














The doorbell rang.










Brent froze behind the nursery gate.










Footsteps.










Murmured voices.










And then—










“Is this him?”










The voice was smooth, amused, feminine.










He peeked around the corner.










A tall, redheaded woman stood in the living room wearing a crisp black dress and heels. She carried a large leather bag and smiled at Ms. Delphine like an old friend.










“This is Brent,” Delphine said proudly. “My favorite.”










Brent blushed.










The woman stepped closer.










“I’m Mommy Livia. And you… must be the famous baby boy I’ve heard so much about.”










He opened his mouth.










She raised a finger.










“No talking yet.”










She crouched.










Inspected him.










Tugged gently on the edge of his onesie. Smoothed down his hair.










Then whispered:










“He’s delicious.”














The evening was a blur.










Brent sat on a blanket in the living room while the two Mommies drank wine, shared stories, and occasionally reached over to pat his diaper or tug him into their laps.










Every time he moved, the plug inside him reminded him of its presence.










At one point, Livia placed him across her lap.










“Let’s see how well your Mommy’s been cleaning you.”










She unbuttoned the onesie, unsnapped the diaper, and smiled.










“Spotless. What a good job you’ve done.”










Then she slipped the stopper out.










He gasped.










She handed him a bottle.










“Now be a sweetie and finish this before your tummy makes a mess.”










He did.










The release came ten minutes later—in a humiliating blur of squirming and whimpers on a thick towel while both women watched approvingly.










“That’s a healthy baby,” Livia whispered, ruffling his hair.










He didn’t know whether to cry or smile.














Later, Ms. Delphine bathed him again.










Cradled him in the warm water.










Kissed his temples.










“You did so well tonight, baby.”










He whispered, “Are they staying?”










“Maybe,” she smiled. “Would you like that?”










He hesitated.










Then nodded.










“I liked her hands…”










“Oh, she noticed,” Delphine chuckled. “And she liked your blushes.”










She held up a new diaper.










“One more for tonight?”










He nodded.










She leaned in, kissed him slow.










And said, “Then let Mommy show you how much I love my good little boy.”










Chapter Thirteen – Baby Games and Blushes










Brent woke up to the sound of giggles.










Not feminine giggles.










Smaller. High-pitched. Nervous.










A boy’s laugh.










He blinked, sat up in his crib, and immediately felt the familiar weight of his nighttime diaper. Thick. Wet. Humid.










The mobile spun slowly above him.










The nursery door creaked open.










“Wakey wakey,” Ms. Delphine sang, sweeping in with sunlight on her heels.










And behind her…










Was

 

him


 
.










Another boy.










Brent stared.










He was slightly shorter, sandy-haired, pale. His cheeks were flushed, and his wrists were cuffed with pastel bands. He wore a onesie with cartoon dinosaurs, his diaper clearly bulging underneath. A pacifier hung from a ribbon clipped to his chest.










“This is Jamie,” Delphine said, smiling. “He belongs to Mommy Livia. And he’s going to spend the morning with us.”










Brent sat up straighter.










Jamie didn’t speak.










He hid behind Livia, who strolled in a moment later, coffee in hand, heels sharp against the floor.










“My baby’s shy around new friends,” she said softly. “But don’t worry. They’ll warm up to each other.”










Brent’s eyes widened. “You mean—”










Delphine grinned. “It’s a playdate, sweetie.”














An hour later, both boys were sitting on a large playmat in the living room.










Brent had been changed—into a dry daytime diaper with a colorful romper. Jamie wore something similar, but his had ruffled edges.










Blocks were scattered between them.










Soft music played from the speakers.










And both Mommies sat nearby on the couch, sipping coffee and watching like proud owners.










Brent cleared his throat. “Um… hi.”










Jamie looked up.










“Hi,” he mumbled.










“You okay?”










Jamie shrugged.










“Just… embarrassed.”










Brent nodded. “Me too.”










Then Jamie leaned in. “Do they make you crawl?”










“All the time.”










“Spank you?”










“Yup.”










Jamie smiled. “Same.”










Somehow… that broke the ice.














They were mid-tower when Delphine clapped her hands.










“Time for Baby Games!”










Brent froze.










Livia stood and walked over with a small pink drawstring bag.










Jamie whimpered. “Uh oh.”










Delphine winked. “Let’s see how

 

competitive


 
our little ones are.”










From the bag, she pulled out cards—laminated and colorful.










Each one had a babyish challenge printed in soft pastel lettering.










“First round,” she announced. “Who can drink the most juice in 30 seconds—through a sippy cup.”










Two cups were brought over. Brent and Jamie were made to kneel on the mat while the Mommies crouched beside them.










“Ready…” Delphine whispered, placing a hand on Brent’s back.










“Set…” Livia cooed, tugging Jamie’s onesie tighter around his thighs.










“Go!”










The boys chugged.










Juice dribbled down their chins. The sippy lids made it slow, awkward. Brent’s lips ached by the end.










“Time!”










Livia checked both cups.










“Brent wins!”










Delphine kissed his forehead.










Jamie pouted. “No fair…”










“Second round,” Delphine read. “Fastest crawler to the couch and back—with a pacifier in.”










Brent’s heart thumped.










They were lined up.










Pacifiers inserted.










The floor felt endless.










“Go!”










He crawled. Fast. The diaper crinkled under him like thunder.










He reached the couch, touched it, turned.










Jamie wasn’t far behind.










They collided near the end, both toppling into a giggling heap.










“A tie,” Livia announced.










Delphine smirked.










“Then they both get the prize.”










“What prize?” Brent asked, panting.










She knelt behind him.










Livia knelt behind Jamie.










And at the exact same moment, both women

 

slipped fingers into the front of their diapers


 
.










Brent gasped.










Jamie squealed.










“Shhh,” Delphine cooed. “Just a little teasing for our winners.”










The humiliation burned through him.










But he didn’t pull away.










Neither did Jamie.










They whimpered in unison.














Later, after changes and bottles, the final game began.










“Dress-Up Baby Parade,” Livia declared.










The boys were led upstairs.










Their clothes removed.










Then Mommy Delphine and Mommy Livia each took a turn dressing their baby.










Brent was dressed first—into a soft pink dress with lace cuffs, thick white tights, a bonnet, and ballet flats.










He stared at himself in the mirror.










“I look like…”










“A

 

very


 
pretty baby,” Delphine purred.










Jamie followed—his outfit was even more childish: ducky overalls, a pacifier gag, and light-up sneakers.










They were paraded through the hall together, hand in hand.










The Mommies took pictures.










They clapped.










They cooed.










They whispered to each other about whose baby was cuter, more obedient, more blushy.










The boys just waddled.










Blushing.










Leaking.










Silent.














That night, after Jamie and Livia left, Brent sat in Delphine’s lap.










Her arms were wrapped around him.










Her lips were near his ear.










“I’m proud of you.”










He melted against her.










“You were the perfect playmate.”










“I didn’t like being compared,” he whispered.










“I know,” she said. “But you still obeyed.”










She kissed his temple.










“Do you know what that means?”










He nodded, eyes half-closed.










“I’m ready.”










“Ready for what?”










“To be yours. Forever.”










Her smile was slow. Deep.










“You already are.”









Chapter Fourteen – The Circle of Mommies










The invitation had arrived on soft pink stationery, perfumed and sealed with wax.










Brent had watched Ms. Delphine open it with slow, reverent fingers.










“Mommy’s Circle has accepted you,” she said with a smile that curled at the corners. “You’re ready.”










He didn’t speak.










He knew what it meant.










Every session, every regression, every time he’d whimpered into her arms—had led to this moment.










Tonight, he would be

 

shown off


 
.










Presented.










Shared.














The car ride was quiet.










Brent sat in the back, strapped into a five-point harness like a toddler, wearing only a thick diaper, a pale blue footed onesie, and a pacifier clipped to his chest. His eyes watched the city lights blur past the window.










Delphine reached back once to pat his thigh. “You’re safe.”










He nodded, cheeks warm behind the pacifier.










The building they arrived at was more mansion than clinic—an old converted estate nestled behind wrought iron gates.










Inside: soft carpets, warm lighting, and soft lullabies humming beneath the air.










Brent was taken to the prep room first.










He was undressed by a woman he didn’t know—stern, silent, dressed in a nurse’s uniform that hugged her curves.










She shaved him again.










Bathed him.










Checked every inch of him.










Applied baby lotion and powder with gloved, clinical hands.










Then diapered him in triple-thick padding and a baby-blue locking onesie.










“No accidents,” she said flatly, securing the snaps. “Only permission.”










Brent trembled.










Delphine entered a moment later. She kissed his forehead and whispered, “Good boy. Come. It’s time.”














The Circle waited.










Five women.










All seated in a semicircle of plush chairs.










All elegant. Powerful. Smiling.










Delphine led Brent by the hand into the center of the room.










He waddled.










He blushed.










He felt their eyes on him—hot and appraising.










“This,” Delphine said, “is my baby. His name is Brent. He has completed twelve weeks of regression therapy, with full compliance.”










The women murmured.










One of them, a silver-haired woman in black lace, asked, “Is he fully trained?”










Delphine nodded. “Ask him.”










The woman leaned forward. “Brent, sweetheart. Are you a big boy?”










He shook his head.










She smiled. “What are you?”










He took a breath. “Mommy’s baby.”










“And do you use your diaper?”










“Yes, ma’am.”










The room hummed with approval.














The first test was obedience.










Brent was told to crawl to each woman, sit in her lap, and recite his name, age, and favorite punishment.










Delphine sat back and watched, proud.










The first lap was soft.










The second lap was firm.










The third had him suckle from a silicone nipple while answering.










By the fifth, he was glassy-eyed and trembling—but still obedient.










The Circle clapped.










“Very good,” one murmured. “He’s ripe.”














Next came the touch trial.










Brent was blindfolded.










Hands stroked his thighs.










Lifted his onesie.










Patted his diaper.










Teased the inside of his leg.










Someone whispered, “What would you do if Mommy told you to beg?”










“I’d beg,” he whispered.










“For what?”










“For her hands.”










Laughter. Warm. Dark.










“You’ll make a fine addition,” someone else said.














Delphine stepped into the circle.










Held a thick glass plug with baby blue jewels at the end.










Brent gasped.










She only smiled.










“Last test, my love.”










He nodded.










Bared himself.










She applied lube, slow and precise.










The plug slid in.










Thick.










Final.










Locking.










He whimpered—but didn’t fight.










When she buttoned him back up, the applause was louder.










The Circle rose.










They hugged Delphine.










They kissed Brent’s forehead.










“You’ve done beautifully,” one said. “He’s ready for full placement.”










Delphine shook her head. “No placement. He stays with me.”










A pause.










Then: nods.










Respect.










Understanding.










“Then consider him certified,” said the silver-haired one. “You’ve raised a perfect baby.”














They returned home in silence.










Brent sat in his car seat, plug still inside, diaper warm, heart full.










Delphine carried him to bed.










Rocked him.










Kissed his lips, slow and sweet.










“You’re mine now,” she whispered. “Forever.”










And he whispered back:










“Forever, Mommy.”









Chapter Fifteen – A New Morning










Brent woke to soft light streaming through the nursery curtains.










The scent of baby powder still lingered in the air. His thick nighttime diaper crinkled as he shifted, his legs spread wide by the bulk, the jeweled plug still locked inside him like a quiet heartbeat.










Above him, the mobile spun lazily—plastic stars and moons dancing in a slow orbit.










The crib bars were up.










And he was alone.










For a moment.










Then the soft rhythm of slippers on hardwood.










The door opened.










And Ms. Delphine—no,

 

Mommy


 
—appeared.










Wearing a robe tied neatly at the waist, her hair up, holding a warm bottle and a folded pastel onesie draped over one arm.










“Good morning, my sleepy boy,” she cooed, sliding down the crib rail.










He smiled.










“Mornin’, Mommy.”










She leaned in, kissed his forehead, then his nose, then his lips.










“How’s my diaper?”










He blushed. “Heavy.”










She giggled. “Let’s get you changed, little one. We’ve got a

 

big


 
day.”














He lay back as Mommy wiped him clean.










The plug came out slowly, with a firm twist and a gentle tug.










He moaned.










“I know,” she whispered. “You like that part.”










A fresh diaper followed—triple thick again. She rubbed lotion into every fold of his skin, her fingers lingering with affection. Powdered him. Taped him up tight.










Then the onesie.










Mint green with white clouds. Snaps at the crotch. Matching socks.










She helped him sit.










Strapped a soft leather collar around his neck—pale pink, with “Baby” in silver letters on the front.










Then clipped a leash to the ring.










Brent blinked.










“Mommy?”










She smiled. “No more clinic days. No more sessions. No more pretending.”










He swallowed.










“You’re mine now. Fully. And today is your first real day living as Mommy’s baby.”














Breakfast was quiet.










She spoon-fed him mashed banana while classical music played from the speakers.










He sat in a highchair.










His leash clipped to a side hook.










His legs dangled.










Each bite came with a praise: “Good boy. Swallow for me. That’s it.”










She didn’t touch her own food until he’d finished the bottle.










Then she brought over a second one—this one warm with milk.










She held it to his lips while rocking him slowly.










“You’ll nap after this.”










He blinked, sleepy.










“But we just woke up…”










She smiled.










“And babies nap. When Mommy says.”














The rest of the day fell into rhythm.











Nap. Change. Bottle. Story. Nap again.











In between, she whispered soft affirmations in his ear:










“You belong to me now.”










“This is your real life.”










“No more pretending to be big.”










Every time he started to protest, she’d kiss him.










Touch him.










Stroke between his legs through the diaper, but never enough to let him finish.










He’d beg.










She’d hush him.










“Only good babies get rewards.”










By afternoon, he was leaking with frustration.










And too far gone to care.














Late that evening, she led him to the mirror.










Made him stand.










Look.










“This,” she said, wrapping her arms around his padded waist, “is who you are now.”










He stared.










Diapered. Plugged. Caged. Collared. Pink pacifier clipped to his chest.










And her arms holding him like a trophy.










“Are you ashamed?”










He shook his head.










“Are you mine?”










“Yes, Mommy.”










She smiled.










Then whispered:










“Then get on your knees.”














She used him slow.










Kneeling before her, tongue out, arms behind his back.










She didn’t push his limits—just reminded him who he served.










Every moan she let out made him harder.










Every soft praise, every tug on his leash, made him want to cry with pleasure.










She didn’t let him come.










Of course not.










But she came.










Twice.










And kissed his forehead when she was done.










“My favorite little baby,” she whispered. “Tomorrow I’ll show you what a real punishment feels like when a diaper leaks. But tonight? You’ve made me proud.”














She tucked him into his crib that night.










Toys beside him. Plug back inside. Bottle in hand.










The bars clicked shut.










The nightlight glowed.










And her final words echoed in his ears long after she left the room:










“There’s no going back.”










He smiled.










There was no need to.
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