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Before You Begin…

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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


Chapter 1: Arrival at The Meadow

Marcus stepped off the shuttle, boots crunching on the gravel drive. The Meadow loomed ahead — a sprawling mountain clinic, all glass and timber, nestled in a valley of pine. He adjusted his duffel bag, the weight of $200K in debt heavier than anything he carried.

Exhaustion clawed at him. He hadn’t slept in two days, not since the intervention — his sister’s tears, his brother’s quiet rage. They’d forced him here, paid for it somehow, believing this place would fix him.

He snorted at the thought. Fix a poker pro who’d gambled away everything — bankroll, apartment, even his girlfriend. What a joke.

The air was sharp, cold, slicing through his rumpled jacket. He trudged toward the entrance, stubble rough on his jaw, eyes bloodshot. The brochure in his pocket promised hiking trails and meditation rooms, but he didn’t buy it.

Something felt off. Too quiet. Too pristine.

Inside, the lobby was sterile — white walls, polished floors, a faint antiseptic tang. A receptionist in a crisp uniform smiled, too perfect, and directed him to Intake Room 3. His stomach churned as he pushed the door open.

Helena was already there. She sat behind a sleek desk, wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose, clipboard in hand. Her dark hair was pulled into a tight bun, her tailored blazer hugging a frame that radiated control.

“Marcus,” she said, voice soft but unyielding. “Sit.”

He dropped into the chair across from her. The leather creaked under him. Her gaze pinned him, dissecting, like she already knew every bad bet he’d ever made.

She didn’t rush. Just watched. The silence stretched, suffocating.

“You’re here because you’ve lost control,” she finally said. Her pen scratched against the clipboard, a sharp, deliberate sound. “Tell me about the gambling.”

He shifted, uncomfortable. “It’s… it’s just poker. I got in over my head.”

Her lips curved, a flicker of amusement. “No, Marcus. You don’t gamble for money.”

He frowned, caught off guard. Her eyes never wavered, piercing through his bravado. The room felt colder, smaller.

“You gamble for the moment of surrender,” she continued. “The all-in. The loss of control when the cards flip and you’ve got nothing left.”

His chest tightened. She was right, damn her. Every high-stakes hand, every bluff — it was the rush of risking everything that hooked him.

“That’s your addiction,” she said, voice almost tender. “Not the game. The surrender.”

He looked away, jaw clenched. Her words cut too deep. He didn’t want to hear this, didn’t want to face it.

Helena leaned forward, elbows on the desk. “We can help you. But it requires a new kind of surrender — a safer form.”

His eyes snapped back to her. “What does that mean?”

She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “You’ll be enrolled in Program R. It’s tailored to your specific needs.”

He didn’t ask what R stood for. Didn’t want to. Her tone made his skin prickle, a mix of curiosity and dread.

“Stand up,” she said, rising from her chair. Her movements were smooth, deliberate, every step calculated. She rounded the desk, clipboard still in hand.

He stood, hesitant. She was close now, her presence towering despite her average height. He could smell a faint lavender on her, clinical and calming.

“Turn around,” she instructed. Her voice never rose, never needed to. It was a command, not a request.

He turned, facing the wall, heart thudding. What the hell was this? His mind raced, but his body obeyed.

Her hand touched his shoulder, light but firm. “Good. Compliance is the first step.”

His cheeks burned at the praise. Why did that hit him so hard? He hated how it warmed something inside him.

She stepped back, scribbling on her clipboard again. “Strip to your underwear. I need to assess your physical baseline.”

He froze, head whipping around. “What?”

Her gaze didn’t flinch. “Strip, Marcus. Now.”

His hands balled into fists. This wasn’t right. But her eyes held him, unyielding, and he felt that old rush — the urge to give in, to let go.

Slowly, he shrugged off his jacket. It hit the floor with a dull thud. His shirt followed, then his jeans, until he stood in just his boxers, skin prickling in the cold office air.

She circled him, clipboard angled, taking notes. Her pen scratched louder now, each sound a judgment. He felt exposed, raw, smaller than he should.

“Arms out,” she said. He lifted them, trembling slightly. Her fingers brushed his wrist as she checked his pulse, clinical but lingering just a second too long.

His breath hitched. Her touch was electric, uninvited, but his body reacted anyway. Heat stirred low, traitorously.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her lips twitched, amused, as she stepped back.

“Interesting,” she murmured, scribbling again. “Your body responds to control faster than I expected.”

His face burned hotter. He wanted to argue, to snap at her, but the words wouldn’t come. That faint amusement in her voice pinned him harder than her gaze.

“Sit on the exam table,” she said, nodding to a padded surface in the corner. “We’re not done.”

He moved, legs heavy, and perched on the edge. The paper cover crinkled under him, loud in the sterile quiet. His boxers felt too thin, too revealing.

Helena approached, setting the clipboard down. She pulled on a pair of latex gloves, the snap echoing. His stomach dropped.

“Lie back,” she instructed. Her tone was still soft, maternal even, but it carried steel. He hesitated, then obeyed, staring at the ceiling.

Her gloved hand touched his thigh, guiding his legs apart. “Relax, Marcus. This is just a preliminary check.”

He couldn’t relax. Not when her fingers pressed against his inner thigh, clinical but invasive. His cock twitched in his boxers, shameful and unstoppable.

She chuckled, a low, warm sound above him. “Already so responsive. We’ll work with that.”

His eyes squeezed shut. Humiliation burned through him, but so did heat. He hated how his body betrayed him, how her voice made it worse.

Her hand moved higher, brushing the edge of his boxers. Not quite touching, but close enough to make him tense. “Your addiction craves surrender,” she said, almost whispering. “We’ll find it in a different form.”

He swallowed hard. Her fingers lingered, teasing the fabric, and he felt himself harden fully. The shame was a weight, but the arousal was heavier.

She stepped back, peeling off the gloves with a slow, deliberate pull. “Very good, Marcus. You’re a perfect candidate for Program R.”

He sat up, breathing ragged, trying to hide the bulge in his boxers. She didn’t comment, just picked up her clipboard again. That amused smile was back, sharper now.

“I’m prescribing an immediate start,” she said, pen moving across the page. “You’ll begin tonight. A staff member will bring your intake kit.”

He didn’t ask what was in the kit. Didn’t want to know. But her smile felt like a warning, a promise of something he wasn’t ready for.

“What’s Program R?” he finally muttered, voice rough. He needed to know, even if he dreaded the answer. Her gaze flicked up, locking with his.

“Regression,” she said simply. “Total, controlled regression. You’ll surrender in ways you’ve never imagined.”

His blood ran cold. Regression? The word hung in the air, heavy with implication.

She tilted her head, studying him like a specimen. “Don’t worry. I’ll guide you through every step, little one.”

Little one. The phrase hit him like a punch, demeaning and oddly intimate. His cock throbbed despite himself, and he hated it.

Helena turned, heading for the door. “Wait here. Your kit will arrive shortly.”

He stayed on the table, half-naked, heart pounding. The room was silent again, but her laughter echoed in his mind. What the hell had he gotten himself into?

The door clicked shut behind her. He was alone, but not for long. Whatever Program R meant, he knew it would change everything.

His hands gripped the edge of the table. Sweat beaded on his forehead. He couldn’t shake the feeling that surrender here wasn’t just a metaphor.

Minutes ticked by, slow and agonizing. Then a knock. A staff member entered, holding a plain white box labeled “Intake Kit - Marcus.”

He stared at it, dread pooling in his gut. The box looked harmless, but nothing here was harmless. Not with Helena in charge.

“Open it when you’re ready,” the staff member said, voice neutral. They left without another word. The box sat on the table beside him, taunting.

He didn’t touch it. Not yet. But he knew he would, because Helena’s voice still lingered — “We will find your surrender, Marcus, in a safer form.”

His cock twitched again, pathetic and eager. Shame burned hotter than ever. Whatever was in that box, whatever Program R meant, he was already caught in her web.


Chapter 2: Surrender of Possessions

Marcus sat on the examination table, the thin paper sheet crinkling under him. His boxers felt too tight, the bulge still there, a traitor he couldn’t hide. The room was sterile, cold, the air conditioning humming softly against his bare legs.

Helena’s last words echoed in his head. “Program R. Regression.” The weight of it pressed down on him, heavier than the silence that followed. He didn’t dare ask what it meant. Not yet.

His hands gripped the table edge. Sweat slicked his palms. What the hell was regression supposed to mean in a place like this?

The door opened again. A staff member, a woman in pale blue scrubs, entered without a word. She carried a clipboard and a large plastic bin labeled “Personal Effects - Marcus.”

“Stand up,” she said, voice flat.

He slid off the table, feet hitting the cold tile. His stomach twisted. Something about that bin felt final.

“Everything you brought with you goes in here,” she continued. “Phone. Wallet. Watch. All of it.”

Marcus blinked. “What? Why?”

“Standard protocol. No outside distractions.” Her tone didn’t invite argument.

He hesitated, then reached into his pocket. His phone—his lifeline—hit the bottom of the bin with a dull thunk. His wallet followed, then the cheap watch he hadn’t taken off in years.

She held out her hand again. “Shoes. Belt. Anything with laces or metal.”

His jaw tightened. “You’re kidding.”

Her eyes didn’t waver. “Now, Marcus.”

He kicked off his sneakers, the laces already loose. They landed in the bin. He unbuckled his belt, the leather sliding through the loops with a slow hiss, and dropped it in too.

She scanned him, head to toe. “Pants with zippers. Those go too. Strip down to your boxers.”

Heat crept up his neck. “Right here?”

“Yes. Right here.” No sympathy, just expectation.

He fumbled with the button, the zipper loud in the quiet room. The jeans slid down, pooling at his ankles. He stepped out, handing them over, feeling exposed in just his boxers and t-shirt.

She didn’t flinch. “T-shirt too. Anything that isn’t essential.”

His hands paused at the hem. This was insane. But her stare pinned him, and he pulled it over his head, tossing it into the bin.

Now he stood, near-naked, the cold air biting his skin. His cock twitched again, pathetic and unwanted, under the thin fabric of his boxers. Shame burned in his chest.

She pushed the bin aside and pulled a folded stack of clothes from a shelf. Pastel colors. Soft fabric. No edges, no buttons, no zippers.

“Put these on,” she said, handing them over.

He unfolded the top piece. A pale pink sweatshirt, loose and oversized, with tiny embroidered flowers on the cuffs. His stomach dropped.

“What the hell is this?” His voice came out rough.

“Sensory de-escalation attire,” she replied, unfazed. “Standard for all patients. Reduces stress stimuli.”

He stared at the matching pants. Elastic waist. Mint green, with little white dots. They looked like something a child would wear to bed.

“I’m not wearing this.” He shoved the stack back at her.

Her expression didn’t change. “You don’t have a choice. Put them on, or I call Dr. Helena.”

The name alone made his pulse jump. Helena. That calm, unshakable authority. He didn’t want her back in here, not like this.

He swallowed hard. Grabbed the sweatshirt. Slipped it over his head, the fabric soft against his skin, too soft, like a caress he didn’t want.

The pants came next. He stepped into them, the elastic snapping against his waist. The material clung to his thighs, light and smooth, rustling with every move.

He caught his reflection in a small mirror on the wall. Pink and green. A grown man dressed like a toddler. His face burned.

“Better,” the staff member said, checking something off on her clipboard. “Follow me. Dr. Helena wants to see you.”

His bare feet slapped against the tile as he followed her out. The hallway smelled faintly of baby powder, a scent that made his skin crawl. Every step made the soft fabric swish, a constant reminder of what he was wearing.

They stopped at a small office. Helena sat behind a desk, wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose, pen poised over her clipboard. She looked up, her gaze sliding over him, slow and deliberate.

“Come in, Marcus,” she said, voice smooth as silk.

He stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind him. The room was warmer than the exam room, but he still felt exposed. That pastel outfit screamed vulnerability.

“Sit.” She gestured to a padded chair across from her.

He lowered himself into it. The fabric of the pants shifted, brushing his skin. His cock stirred again, damn it, reacting to nothing but her voice.

She set the pen down. Her eyes met his, steady, unreadable. “You look more at ease already.”

“I don’t feel at ease,” he snapped. His hands gripped the chair arms. “I feel ridiculous.”

Her lips curved, a smile that didn’t reach her eyes. “These clothes will help you relax, Marcus. Trust the process.”

Relax? In pink flowers and mint green dots? He wanted to argue, but her tone stopped him cold.

She leaned forward slightly. “Your addiction thrives on control. Poker gave you the illusion of it—bluffing, betting, winning. But you lost everything chasing that high.”

His chest tightened. She was right, and he hated her for it. His fingers dug into the chair.

“Here, we replace that need for control with something safer,” she continued. “Surrender. Dependence. You’ll learn to crave a different kind of rush.”

His heart pounded. Heat spread through him, unwanted, unstoppable. Her words dug into him, exposing something he didn’t want to face.

She stood, rounding the desk. Her presence filled the room, elegant and commanding. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he caught the faint scent of lavender on her.

“Stand up,” she said softly.

He did, the soft pants rustling again. His face burned hotter. He towered over her, but somehow felt smaller under her gaze.

Her hand reached out, brushing the sleeve of his sweatshirt. The touch was light, clinical, but it sent a jolt through him. His cock hardened fully now, tenting the thin fabric.

She noticed. Of course she did. That smile curved again, sharp and knowing.

“Already so responsive,” she murmured. Her fingers lingered on the fabric, then dropped to his waist, tugging lightly at the elastic band. “Let’s see how you adjust.”

His breath hitched. Her hand slid lower, pressing against the front of the pants. The pressure was firm, deliberate, right over his erection.

He froze. Shame and heat crashed through him. He wanted to pull away, but his body leaned into her touch.

“There it is,” she said, voice low. “Your body knows what it needs, even if you don’t.”

Her palm moved, slow circles through the fabric. The friction was maddening, soft but relentless. He bit his lip, holding back a sound.

“Look at you,” she continued, her tone almost maternal. “So desperate already. Pathetic, Marcus, but perfect for this.”

Pathetic. The word hit like a slap, but it made him harder. He hated himself for it.

Her hand pressed harder, fingers curling around his shaft through the pants. No barrier but thin cotton between them. His hips jerked, involuntary, chasing the pressure.

“Not yet,” she said sharply. She pulled her hand away, leaving him throbbing, aching. “You don’t get relief until I say so.”

His chest heaved. Frustration clawed at him. He wanted to beg, but the words wouldn’t come.

She stepped back, adjusting her glasses. That calm mask was back, as if she hadn’t just edged him to the brink. “You’ll wear these clothes for now. They’re a step toward surrender.”

He stood there, hard and humiliated, the pastel outfit mocking him. His hands clenched at his sides. How could something so soft make him feel so raw?

“Sit,” she said again, returning to her desk.

He collapsed into the chair. The fabric swished, a constant reminder. His erection strained, unanswered, against the elastic waist.

She picked up her pen, jotting something down. “We’ll build on this, Marcus. Small steps.”

His mind reeled. Small steps? This felt like a cliff dive.

Her gaze flicked up, pinning him again. “Tomorrow, we introduce more structure. You’ll see how good surrender can feel.”

He couldn’t look at her. His face burned too hot. The promise in her voice—surrender feeling good—twisted something deep inside him.

She tilted her head, studying him. “You’re fighting it, but your body isn’t. That’s a start.”

He wanted to argue, to curse her out, but his throat was tight. His cock throbbed, a traitor to every word he didn’t say. Why did wearing these soft clothes make him feel so exposed?

Her pen scratched across the page. The sound filled the silence, deliberate and final. Whatever came next, he knew he wasn’t ready for it.


Chapter 3: Group Therapy Exposure

Marcus lay in the crib bed, the pastel pink onesie clinging to his skin. The diaper underneath felt heavy, the plastic backing slick against his thighs. His face still burned from Helena’s words, her touch, that edged denial in her office.

He shifted, and the padding whispered between his legs. His cock twitched, traitorously hard again, pressing into the thick bulk. Shame clawed at him, but his body didn’t care.

The room was dim, soft moonlight filtering through a small window. Teddy bears lined a shelf above, mocking him with their stitched smiles. He was Marissa now, not Marcus—Helena’s decree echoed in his skull.

A soft knock broke the silence. The door opened, and Helena stepped in, clipboard in hand, wire-rimmed glasses catching the faint light. She moved with that deliberate grace, every step measured, her tailored blazer and pencil skirt flawless even at this hour.

“Good evening, Marissa,” she said, voice smooth as silk. Her eyes scanned him, cataloguing every detail. “I trust you’re adjusting.”

His throat tightened. Adjusting? He wanted to snap, to tell her this was insane, but his lips stayed shut.

She set the clipboard on a small table and approached the crib. Her fingers brushed the wooden rail, lingering there. “You’ve had a big day. Let’s check on you.”

His stomach twisted. Check on him? His mind raced, but his body stayed still, pinned by her gaze.

Helena leaned over, her lavender scent filling his space. Her hand reached down, pressing against the front of his onesie, right over the diaper. The pressure sent a jolt through him, his erection straining instantly.

“Still so responsive,” she murmured, a faint smile curving her lips. Her palm moved, slow and deliberate, rubbing through the layers. “Look at baby girl, already eager.”

Heat flooded his face. He hated her words, hated how they made him throb harder. His hips shifted, chasing her touch despite himself.

“Shh, stay still,” she commanded softly. Her fingers curled, finding his shaft through the padding, stroking with maddening precision. “We don’t want a mess yet, do we?”

His breath hitched. The friction built, slow torture, her hand controlling every sensation. He bit his lip, fighting a moan.

She stopped suddenly, pulling her hand away. His cock pulsed, aching, denied again. Frustration burned through him, raw and sharp.

“You’ll learn patience, Marissa,” she said, adjusting her glasses. Her tone was maternal, amused, cutting. “Tomorrow, we take another step.”

He lay there, chest heaving, as she stepped back. His mind screamed to fight, to rip off this outfit, but his body stayed limp. Her control was already sinking in.

“Come,” she said, gesturing to the door. “It’s time for group therapy. You’ll meet the others.”

His gut churned. Others? He didn’t want to see anyone, not like this.

But he stood, the bulk between his legs forcing a waddle. The padding shifted with every step, a humiliating reminder. Helena watched, her smile never wavering.

They walked down a quiet hallway, pastel walls lined with cartoon decals. He kept his eyes down, avoiding her gaze, but he felt it anyway. Always watching, always knowing.

They reached a large room with a circle of chairs. Five other patients sat there, all adults, all in pastel onesies like his. Their faces were blank, resigned, as if this was normal.

A woman with short hair glanced at him, her pink romper crinkling softly. A man in a baby blue outfit stared at the floor, hands folded in his lap. Nobody questioned the clothes, the diapers, the absurdity.

“Sit, Marissa,” Helena said, pointing to an empty chair. He obeyed, the plastic whispering as he lowered himself. His face burned hotter, surrounded by these strangers who accepted their humiliation.

Helena took the center of the circle, clipboard resting on her knee. “Tonight, we share our moments of surrender,” she began, voice calm and commanding. “The times we gave in to our addictions, and the rush it gave us.”

The woman in pink spoke first, her voice quiet. “I stole from my sister for pills. The high felt like flying.”

Helena nodded, jotting a note. “Thank you, Lila. We’ll replace that high with something safer.”

One by one, they shared. Gambling debts, drunk driving, stolen savings—all laid bare. Marcus’s hands clenched in his lap, dreading his turn.

“Marissa,” Helena said, her gaze pinning him. “Tell us your moment.”

His throat went dry. He didn’t want to speak, didn’t want their eyes on him. But her stare demanded it.

“I went all-in on a bad hand,” he muttered, voice rough. “Lost everything in one bet. The rush… it was heat, release, like nothing else.”

Silence hung heavy. He stared at the floor, cheeks burning, the memory of that night searing him. The thrill of the risk, the fall—it still made his pulse race.

Helena’s pen scratched across her clipboard. “Thank you, Marissa. We will find you a healthier surrender.”

Her words sent a shiver through him. Healthier surrender? His mind recoiled, but his body tingled, betraying him again.

The session dragged on, each confession a mirror to his own ruin. Helena listened, nodded, her presence filling the room like a quiet storm. She was everywhere, even when silent.

When it ended, the others shuffled out, padding whispering with their steps. Marcus stayed seated, unable to move under her gaze. She approached, holding something in her hand.

“Stand,” she said softly. He did, the bulk between his thighs making him awkward. She held up a pair of adult pull-ups, white with pastel stars, the plastic gleaming under the light.

“Wear these tonight, Marcus,” she said, her tone firm yet warm. “It’s part of your healing.”

His stomach dropped. Another layer of this madness. He wanted to refuse, to throw them across the room.

But he took them, fingers brushing hers. Heat shot through him at the contact. Damn his body for reacting.

Her smile sharpened, knowing. “Good girl, Marissa. You’re learning.”

She turned, gesturing to the door. “Back to your room. I’ll check on you later.”

He walked, pull-ups clutched in his hand, the padding under his onesie forcing that humiliating waddle. Every step felt like a spotlight, even with no one watching. His mind churned, fighting her words, her control.

Back in his room, he stood by the crib bed, staring at the pull-ups. He didn’t want to wear them, didn’t want to sink deeper into this. But her voice echoed—part of your healing.

He stripped off the onesie, the cool air hitting his skin. The diaper came off next, tapes ripping loud in the quiet. He slid the pull-ups on, the plastic slick against his hips, the bulk even thicker now.

His cock stirred again, pressing into the padding. Shame burned through him, hot and relentless. Why did this keep happening?

He lay back in the crib, the pull-ups hugging him tight. The pastel stars mocked him, a child’s design on a grown man’s body. His hands clenched the bars, fighting the heat building low.

Helena’s promise lingered—healthier surrender. What did she mean? His mind spun, dread mixing with that unwanted thrill.

A soft click sounded at the door. Helena entered again, her presence instant and commanding. She carried a small bottle, the kind used for babies, filled with warm milk.

“Time for a nightcap, Marissa,” she said, voice smooth. She sat on the edge of the crib, her thigh brushing his arm. That lavender scent wrapped around him again.

His pulse raced. A bottle? He wasn’t a child, wasn’t her toy.

But she tilted his chin up, her touch gentle yet firm. “Open,” she murmured. He obeyed, lips parting before he could stop himself.

The bottle nipple pressed against his mouth, warm and soft. He sucked, the milk sweet on his tongue, her hand cradling his head. Humiliation burned, but so did the heat in his groin.

“Good girl,” she whispered, her other hand slipping down to the pull-ups. Her fingers pressed against the front, finding his hardness instantly. “Look at baby girl leaking already.”

He groaned around the nipple, hips jerking. Her palm rubbed slow circles, the padding dulling the touch but not the fire. His mind screamed to stop, but his body surrendered.

She kept stroking, her rhythm steady, relentless. “You don’t get to cum yet,” she said, voice amused. “But I’ll let you feel this.”

Pressure built, agonizing, his cock throbbing under her hand. Every suck on the bottle synced with her touch, a humiliating rhythm. He was close, so close, teetering on the edge.

She stopped, pulling her hand away. A whimper escaped him, pathetic and raw. The bottle stayed, milk trickling down his chin.

“Not tonight,” she said, wiping his face with a soft cloth. Her touch was tender, mocking. “You’ll earn it soon, Marissa.”

His chest heaved, frustration clawing at him. Denied again, left aching in these ridiculous pull-ups. His hands gripped the crib bars, knuckles white.

Helena stood, adjusting her glasses with that unshakable calm. She picked up the empty bottle, her movements precise. “Sleep now. We have more to explore.”

She turned to leave, but paused at the door. From her pocket, she pulled a small, shiny object—a silver butt plug, tapered and sleek. She held it up, letting the light catch its surface.

“Tomorrow, this will be part of your routine,” she said, voice dripping with promise. “Think about that while you rest, baby girl.”

The door clicked shut behind her. Marcus stared at the ceiling, the image of that plug burned into his mind. His cock pulsed in the pull-ups, dread and arousal twisting tight inside him.

He shifted, the plastic backing slick against his skin. The bulk forced his thighs apart, a constant reminder of what he’d become. How much deeper could this go?

His hands stayed on the bars, gripping hard. Sleep wouldn’t come easy, not with that threat looming. Not with his body still aching for her touch.

Minutes bled into hours, the room silent except for his shallow breaths. The pull-ups hugged him, a humiliating cage, every movement a reminder of Helena’s control. His mind wouldn’t stop—healthier surrender, that plug, her hand.

He turned onto his side, the padding shifting with him. Heat lingered where she’d touched, a ghost of sensation driving him mad. He couldn’t escape her, not even in the dark.

Finally, his eyes grew heavy, though the dread stayed sharp. Tomorrow wasn’t just a word now—it was a promise, a threat, a silver gleam waiting to claim him. He drifted off, trapped in pastel and plastic, Helena’s voice the last thing in his head.


Chapter 4: Objects of Comfort

Marcus stirred in the crib, the pastel bars looming over him like a cage. His mouth felt full, something smooth and warm pressing against his tongue. Body-warm silicone, clicked softly against his teeth as he blinked awake.

He froze.

The pacifier. It was still there, nestled between his lips, a humiliating weight he hadn’t spit out in his sleep. His chest tightened, dread creeping in with the dim morning light.

His hips shifted under the thin blanket. A warmth clung to his skin, trapped in the plastic bulk of the pull-ups. Wet. He’d released into them overnight, no memory of it, no control.

Disgust clawed at him. Two months ago, he’d been reading opponents across a felt table, sharp and untouchable. Now his body betrayed him while he slept, surrendering to this absurd, infantilized prison.

He tried to sit up, the pull-ups sagging with a soft, warm slosh. The plastic backing stuck to his thighs, forcing them apart. Every movement crinkled, a mocking sound in the quiet room.

The door clicked open. Helena stepped in, her presence instant, commanding. She wore a tailored blazer, wire-rimmed glasses perched on her nose, clipboard tucked under her arm.

“Good morning, Marissa,” she said, voice smooth as silk. Her eyes flicked to his mouth, to the pacifier still there. A faint smile curled her lips.

Humiliation burned his cheeks. He wanted to yank the thing out, throw it across the room. But his lips stayed closed around it, traitorously still.

“Hold that pacifier, Marissa. Let it replace the old rush.” Her tone was clinical, yet warm, a therapist delivering a prescription.

He sucked once, involuntary, the silicone warm from hours in his mouth. His face flamed hotter. How could his body just… accept this?

Helena set the clipboard down, her movements precise. She pulled a small bottle from her pocket, filled with warm milk, the nipple glistening under the light. A faint smear of pink lipstick marked the edge, a detail that made his stomach twist.

“Time for your morning comfort,” she said, sitting on the crib’s edge. Her thigh brushed his arm, sending a jolt through him. That lavender scent wrapped around him, soft but inescapable.

He shook his head, the pacifier bobbing. “I’m not—” His voice muffled around it, pathetic.

“You are,” she cut in, tilting his chin up with cool, steady fingers. Her touch lingered, clinical yet intimate. “Open for me, Marissa.”

His lips parted before he could stop them. She removed the pacifier with a wet pop, the warmth of it leaving his mouth empty. Then the bottle nipple pressed in, warm and soft, the milk sweet on his tongue.

He sucked, the heat of the liquid spreading down his throat. Shame burned, but so did the heat in his groin. Two months ago, he’d been downing whiskey to chase the high of a bet. Now he was nursing a baby bottle, getting hard from a woman’s voice.

Helena’s hand cradled his head, her fingers threading through his hair. “Good girl,” she murmured. Her other hand slipped down, pressing against the front of the pull-ups.

He groaned around the nipple, hips jerking. The padding dulled her touch, but not the fire. Her cool palm rubbed slow circles, finding his hardness instantly.

“Look at baby girl leaking already,” she said, amused. Her fingers curled inward through the warm, wet plastic, stroking with deliberate slowness. “So pathetic, Marissa. And so eager.”

The words stung, sharp and humiliating. He hated how they made him throb harder under her hand. Hated how his body craved more, even as his mind screamed to stop.

Every suck on the bottle synced with her touch. A humiliating rhythm, building pressure low in his core. He was close, teetering, his breath ragged around the nipple.

She stopped. Her hand pulled away, leaving him aching, throbbing in the damp padding. A whimper escaped him, raw and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, wiping milk from his chin with a soft cloth. Her touch was tender, mocking, the coolness of her fingers a stark contrast to his burning skin. “You’ll earn it soon, Marissa.”

Frustration clawed at him. Denied again, left pulsing in these ridiculous pull-ups. His hands gripped the crib bars, knuckles white.

Helena stood, adjusting her glasses with unshakable calm. She picked up the empty bottle, the lipstick smear catching the light again. “Let’s get you ready for therapy.”

She helped him out of the crib, the pull-ups sagging warm and heavy between his thighs. Every step crinkled, the plastic slick against his skin. He waddled, unable to close his legs properly, cheeks burning with every sound.

In the hallway, another patient passed by. A man, mid-thirties, dressed in a pink frilly dress, lace trim brushing his knees. He curtsied to Helena, voice soft. “Good morning, Doctor.”

Marcus stared, stomach dropping. The man’s eyes were vacant, compliant, responding to a feminized name without flinching. Was that… his future?

Arousal spiked, unbidden, his cock twitching in the wet padding. He hated it, hated the thought of becoming that, but his body didn’t care. Two months ago, he’d been in control, calling shots at high-stakes tables. Now he was getting hard imagining himself curtsying.

Helena noticed. Her gaze dropped to his hips, that faint smile returning. “Come along, Marissa. We have work to do.”

She led him to a small therapy room, pastel walls and a low table set with crayons and coloring books. A pacifier sat beside them, shiny and pink, waiting. The air smelled of baby powder, a cloud of it lingering from some earlier session.

“Sit,” she said, pointing to a tiny chair. It creaked under his weight, the pull-ups crinkling loud as he lowered himself. The warmth of his own mess pressed against him, inescapable.

She handed him a coloring book, open to a page of cartoon bunnies. “Your hands used to shuffle cards, Marissa. Now they’ll color. Same focus, healthier outlet.”

He snorted, the sound bitter. “This is ridiculous.”

“Is it?” Her voice stayed calm, her eyes sharp behind the glasses. “Pick up the crayon. Try it.”

His fingers hesitated, then closed around the blue crayon. The waxy texture felt foreign, childish, but familiar too—like holding a deck. He dragged it across the page, a shaky line forming.

Helena watched, her presence looming even as she sat across from him. “Good girl. Keep going.”

The praise hit deeper than it should have. Heat pooled low again, his cock stirring in the damp pull-ups. He gripped the crayon harder, hating how his body responded to her words.

Two months ago, he’d been bluffing pros, reading tells in smoky rooms. Now he was coloring bunnies, getting hard from a therapist’s approval. Disgust churned, but the heat won, throbbing under the plastic.

“Pick up the pacifier,” she said, sliding it closer. Its pink surface gleamed, body-warm from sitting out. “Let it soothe you while you work.”

He stared at it, jaw tight. The idea was absurd, degrading. But his hand moved, fingers closing around the silicone before he could stop himself.

He slipped it into his mouth. The click against his teeth echoed, the warmth of it settling in. Shame burned, but so did a strange calm, a quieting of the anxiety that always gnawed at him.

Helena’s smile widened, approving. “See? A better rush than poker chips ever gave you.”

He sucked once, twice, the rhythm involuntary. The pull-ups crinkled as he shifted, the warmth of his mess pressing closer. His mind reeled—how was this calming him?

Her hand reached across the table, resting on his knee. The coolness of her touch cut through the heat of his skin, grounding yet humiliating. “Keep coloring, Marissa. Let the pacifier do its work.”

He dragged the crayon again, blue streaking over the bunny’s ears. The pacifier clicked softly with each suck, a humiliating soundtrack. His cock throbbed in the padding, aroused by the absurdity, by her control.

Helena leaned closer, her lavender scent stronger now. Her fingers slid up from his knee, brushing the edge of the pull-ups. “Look at baby girl, so focused. So needy.”

Her hand pressed against the front again, the warmth of his wet padding meeting the cool of her palm. She rubbed slowly, deliberately, finding his hardness through the bulk. “Leaking again, aren’t you?”

He groaned around the pacifier, hips twitching. The padding dulled the sensation, but her touch was relentless. Pressure built, agonizing, his breath hitching with every stroke.

She stopped, pulling her hand away just as he neared the edge. A muffled whimper escaped him, desperate and raw. The pacifier clicked louder as he sucked harder, frustration clawing at his core.

“Not yet,” she said, voice amused. Her cool fingers brushed his cheek, a mocking tenderness against his burning skin. “Baby girls don’t get to cum without permission.”

His hands gripped the table, knuckles white. Denied again, left aching in this wet, humiliating cage. Two months ago, he’d been chasing highs with every bet. Now he was chasing release under her rules, her touch.

Helena stood, picking up her clipboard with that unshakable calm. She adjusted her glasses, her gaze lingering on him, cataloguing every twitch, every flush. “We’ll continue this afternoon, Marissa. You’re doing so well.”

He sucked on the pacifier, the warmth of it a constant reminder of his surrender. The pull-ups sagged, warm and heavy, forcing his thighs apart. Shame and arousal twisted tight, his body still throbbing from her denial.

She turned to leave, but paused at the door. “Oh, and Marissa,” she said, voice dripping with promise. “Phase Two starts tomorrow. A deeper replacement, a tighter control. Think about that while you color.”

The door clicked shut. His stomach dropped, dread spiking sharp and cold. Phase Two—a concrete threat, a new escalation he couldn’t escape.

He stared at the coloring book, the blue bunny half-finished. The pacifier clicked against his teeth, body-warm and soothing despite everything. His cock pulsed in the wet padding, arousal and fear tangling as her words echoed in his head.

What the hell was Phase Two? Tighter control, she’d said. His mind spun, imagining worse humiliations, deeper surrenders.

He dragged the crayon across the page, a shaky line forming. The pull-ups crinkled with every shift, the warmth of his mess clinging to his skin. Two months ago, he’d been untouchable, a poker pro with everything on the line. Now he was Marissa, coloring bunnies, sucking a pacifier, dreading tomorrow.

The pacifier stayed in his mouth, clicking softly. That strange calm lingered, more than he expected, more than he wanted to admit. His hands trembled, the crayon slipping, as Helena’s threat loomed larger with every second.

He couldn’t stop picturing it. Phase Two. Whatever it was, he knew one thing—Helena would make sure he felt every inch of it.


Chapter 5: Clothing Becomes Identity

Marcus sat hunched over the coloring book, the blue crayon trembling in his grip. The pacifier clicked against his teeth, a soft, humiliating rhythm. The pull-ups sagged warm and heavy, the crinkle echoing in the quiet therapy room as he shifted.

Helena’s lavender perfume lingered in the air, sharp and commanding even after she’d left. His stomach twisted tight, a knot of shame replacing the usual burn in his cheeks. Phase Two—her words hung like a threat, heavy as the ceramic poker chips he once stacked in late-night games, the smell of felt and stale cigarette smoke still vivid in his mind.

He dragged the crayon across the bunny’s ear, a shaky line forming. His thighs pressed together, the wet padding forcing them apart. Arousal pulsed low, traitorously, his cock twitching despite the mess.

The door clicked open. Helena stepped in, clipboard in hand, her tailored blazer and pencil skirt flawless as always. Her wire-rimmed glasses caught the light, her gaze pinning him before she even spoke.

“Time for a change, little one.” Her voice was soft, deliberate, slicing through the haze in his head. She set the clipboard down, her movements unhurried, a predator who knew her prey couldn’t run.

His hands froze on the crayon. His throat tightened, breath catching at the thought of her hands on him again. The pacifier clicked louder as he sucked without thinking.

She stepped closer, the faint scent of baby powder mixing with her lavender as she pulled a folded diaper from a drawer. Not a pull-up this time—thicker, bulkier, with pink cartoon animals splashed across the front. His eyes widened, a cold dread pooling in his gut.

“Phase Two means a deeper replacement,” she said, unfolding the diaper with a loud crinkle. “Your adult identity is tied to addiction. We’re building a new one, starting today.”

His fingers gripped the table edge, knuckles whitening. A new identity? The words hit like a bad beat at the final table, the kind that left him hollowed out.

She gestured for him to stand. “Up. Let’s get you out of those pull-ups.”

He hesitated, eyes darting to the door. But his body moved anyway, legs shaky as he rose. The sagging padding shifted, warm against his skin, the crinkle deafening in the small room.

Helena’s hands were cool as she tugged his soft pants down, exposing the soaked pull-ups. She worked the tabs with clinical precision, the ripping sound sharp and humiliating. The wet padding fell away, leaving him bare, vulnerable, the air cold against his damp skin.

His cock twitched, half-hard already. Shame clawed at him, his hands trembling as he fought the urge to cover himself. Her gaze didn’t waver, cataloguing every inch of him like data on her clipboard.

She unfolded a fresh wipe, the antiseptic scent cutting through the powder haze. Her touch was slow, deliberate, the cold cloth brushing over his skin, lingering just long enough to make him squirm. His breath hitched, arousal spiking despite the clinical nature of it.

“Such a messy little thing,” she murmured, amused, as she wiped him clean. Her fingers brushed the base of his shaft, a fleeting accident that wasn’t accidental at all. His hips jerked, a pathetic whimper escaping around the pacifier.

She dusted powder over him, a soft cloud settling on his skin, the scent enveloping him. Then came the diaper, the thick padding crinkling as she positioned it under him. Her hands pressed the front against his groin, fingers grazing his now-hard cock through the bulk as she taped it shut.

“Much better,” she said, smoothing the tapes with a final, lingering pat. The padding forced his thighs apart, the plastic backing slick against his skin. He couldn’t ignore the bulk, the weight, the constant reminder of what he’d become.

His eyes stung, shame cutting deeper than before. He sucked harder on the pacifier, the rhythm a desperate anchor. The diaper crinkled with every tiny shift, a sound he couldn’t escape.

“Now, something else for Phase Two.” Helena pulled a bundle of fabric from the drawer, unfolding a pale pink romper with lace trim at the collar and cuffs. The sight of it made his stomach drop, a fresh wave of dread hitting hard.

“No,” he mumbled around the pacifier, voice muffled and weak. His hands shook as he gripped the table again. He wasn’t ready for this, not more of it.

“Yes,” she countered, her tone soft but unyielding. She stepped closer, the romper dangling from her fingers like a sentence. “Your old clothes, your old name—they’re part of Marcus, the gambler who lost everything. We’ll call you Marcie now. It suits this new start.”

Marcie. The name stabbed deep, sharper than any bad hand he’d ever been dealt. His breath stopped, chest tight, as the word echoed in his head.

She tilted her head, watching his reaction with that clinical curiosity. Then she scribbled something on her clipboard, the pen scratching loud in the silence. He stared at the paper, desperate to know what she’d written, what she saw in him that he couldn’t.

“Arms up, Marcie,” she instructed, setting the clipboard aside. Her lavender scent washed over him again as she leaned close, pulling his shirt off with efficient hands. His skin prickled under her gaze, exposed and raw.

She slipped a pair of silk panties over the diaper, the smooth fabric sliding against the plastic backing. The sensation was alien, soft and slippery, a feminizing layer he couldn’t ignore. His cock throbbed harder in the padding, betraying him again.

Then came the romper, the fabric cool against his chest as she tugged it over his head. The lace scratched lightly at his neck, the pink screaming against his stubbled jaw, his broad shoulders. Every inch of it felt wrong, yet his body reacted, arousal coiling tight and hot.

“Turn around,” she said, voice calm as ever. She adjusted the back, her fingers brushing his spine, sending a shiver through him. The diaper crinkled under the romper, the bulk forcing a waddle as he moved.

His hands trembled, fingers curling into fists. Marcie. The name burned in his mind, a label he couldn’t shake.

Helena stepped back, her gaze sweeping over him, assessing. “Perfect. A proper baby girl now.”

Her words hit like a slap, his throat closing tight. He wanted to rip the romper off, to yell, but his cock pulsed harder in the diaper, leaking into the padding. The shame and heat twisted together, inescapable.

She picked up a small mirror from the desk, holding it up. “Look at Marcie. See how sweet she is.”

He didn’t want to look. But his eyes betrayed him, flicking to the glass. The reflection showed a man broken down—pink romper, lace, diaper bulge obvious under the fabric, pacifier still in his mouth.

His knees weakened, a pathetic whimper slipping out. The mirror trembled in her hand as she watched him, her smile faint but amused. “Good girl, Marcie. Getting used to it already.”

She set the mirror down, her hand sliding to the front of the romper. Her palm pressed against the diaper through the fabric, finding his hardness instantly. “Look at baby girl leaking already.”

He groaned, hips twitching toward her touch. The padding dulled the sensation, but her fingers worked slow circles, teasing through the layers. His breath came in sharp gasps around the pacifier, pressure building fast and desperate.

“So needy,” she murmured, her voice a mix of mockery and warmth. Her hand slipped under the romper’s hem, inside the diaper waistband, her cool fingers wrapping around his shaft. The direct contact was electric, his body jerking as she stroked once, twice, agonizingly slow.

“Ask permission, Marcie,” she said, her grip tightening just enough to make him whimper. “Baby girls don’t cum without Mommy’s okay.”

His mind screamed against it, but his body was hers. “P-please, Mommy,” he mumbled around the pacifier, voice breaking. “Please let me cum.”

Her smile widened, pleased. “Good girl.” She stroked faster, her thumb brushing the tip, spreading the precum over him.

The buildup was unbearable, his balls tightening, every nerve on fire. He moaned, loud and broken, the pacifier clicking wildly as he sucked. Then it hit—hard, shattering, his cock pulsing in her hand as cum spilled into the diaper, warm and thick, pooling against the padding.

His body shook, contractions ripping through him, each spurt a humiliating release. The warmth spread, soaking into the diaper, the crinkle mixing with his ragged gasps. Helena kept stroking, milking every last drop, her hand relentless until he was spent.

She pulled her hand free, fingers glistening with his mess. “Such a messy baby girl,” she said, wiping them on a tissue with clinical calm. His chest heaved, shame crashing over him as the high faded, leaving him hollow in the wet padding.

He slumped back into the chair, the diaper sagging heavier now, the romper’s lace scratching at his sweaty skin. His eyes pricked with unshed tears, the name Marcie echoing louder in his head. What the hell had he just done, begging like that?

Helena picked up her clipboard again, scribbling another note. The pen scratched, each sound a mystery that gnawed at him. What was she writing about Marcie, about this broken version of him?

She adjusted her glasses, her gaze lingering on his trembling form. “You’re progressing beautifully, Marcie. We’ll build on this soon.”

His hands gripped the table edge, knuckles white again. Progression. The word felt like a trap, just like her notes, just like the name that wouldn’t leave his mind.

He sucked on the pacifier without thinking, the rhythm automatic now. A jolt of realization hit—when had he started reaching for it on his own? His stomach twisted, a new kind of shame settling in as he caught himself needing her control, needing Marcie.


Chapter 6: Surrender in Warmth

Marcus sat slumped in the chair, the wet diaper sagging under the pink romper. The lace scratched at his sweaty skin, a constant reminder of Marcie.

His chest heaved, the aftermath of release burning into shame. Cum pooled warm in the padding, sticky against him. How had he begged like that?

Helena’s pen scratched on her clipboard. Each sound sliced through the quiet of her office. What was she writing about him now?

She adjusted her glasses, her gaze lifting from the paper. Those wire-rimmed lenses caught the light, pinning him in place. Her stare was clinical, dissecting.

“Stand up, Marcie.” Her voice was soft, unhurried. Always in control.

His legs shook as he obeyed. The diaper crinkled loud, the bulk forcing his thighs apart. A pathetic waddle.

Her eyes tracked the movement, lingering on the bulge of the padding. Not a flicker of surprise. Just that slow, knowing inventory.

“You’ve made progress, Marcie.” Her lips curved, faint but amused. “But we’re far from done.”

His stomach twisted. Progress. The word felt like quicksand.

“Your adult identity is fused with your addiction, Marcie.” She set the clipboard down, her tone measured. “Every suit, every poker chip—triggers. We’re replacing them.”

Replacing them. His mind reeled at the thought. Poker chips swapped for pacifiers, bluffs for diapers.

She stood, stepping closer. Her presence filled the room, elegant and unyielding. “Today, we focus on surrender. True surrender.”

His throat tightened. Surrender. The word echoed, heavy with threat.

“Group session starts in ten minutes.” She checked her watch, precise. “You’ll stay as you are, Marcie.”

His eyes widened. Stay like this? Wet, in a romper, diaper obvious?

“You’ll learn to let go.” Her gaze held his, unrelenting. “No shame. Just acceptance.”

Heat crept up his neck. His cock twitched in the soggy padding, traitorously awake. Shame bit hard, but the warmth stirred deeper.

He hated this. Hated how his body responded. Hated how it craved her control.

“Come along.” She turned toward the door, expecting obedience. Her heels clicked, a steady rhythm of authority.

He followed, each step a crinkle. The romper’s hem brushed his thighs, lace teasing. Every move screamed Marcie.

The hallway stretched long, clinical white walls closing in. Other patients glanced, eyes flicking to the pink fabric. His face burned.

Helena didn’t look back. She didn’t need to. He was hers to lead.

They entered the group room, a circle of chairs waiting. Five other patients, all in standard sweats, stared. Marcus froze.

“Sit, Marcie.” Helena gestured to a chair, her voice calm. No hint of mockery, just fact.

He sat. The diaper squished, warm and heavy. A quiet gasp slipped out.

The others looked away, but he felt their judgment. His hands clenched on his lap, hiding nothing. The romper rode up, exposing more padding.

Helena began the session, her tone even. “Today, we discuss control. Or the illusion of it.”

Her eyes met his briefly. A spark of amusement behind those glasses. His skin prickled under her gaze.

She spoke of triggers, of dopamine, of replacement. Words washed over him, clinical and cold. But her stare kept him pinned.

Time dragged. His bladder ached, a slow pressure building. He shifted, crinkle echoing in the quiet.

Bathroom access was scheduled. He’d missed the last window, distracted by her mirror, her touch. Now, he was trapped.

Helena’s voice droned on. The ache turned sharp. He clenched, fighting it.

His thighs tensed. Don’t. Not here.

But his body didn’t listen. A slow, hot stream started, warmth spreading in the diaper. He froze, breath hitching.

The padding soaked it up, swelling against him. Warmth enveloped his cock, his balls, shameful and undeniable. His face flamed.

Helena didn’t pause. Her eyes flicked to him, noting. Then back to the group, seamless.

He couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. The warmth kept spreading, a wet hug of defeat.

His cock hardened in the mess, pulsing against the padding. Shame clawed at him. Why did this feel… good?

Self-loathing surged. But so did heat, low and urgent. The betrayal loop spun tight.

The session dragged on. Every crinkle screamed his secret. The others didn’t notice, or pretended not to.

Finally, Helena closed her notebook. “That’s all for today. Marcie, stay behind.”

The others filed out. Marcus didn’t move. The diaper sagged, heavy with his surrender.

Helena turned to him, clipboard in hand. Her gaze dropped to his lap, assessing. That look—always the first trigger.

“Come with me.” She stood, leading him back to her office. Her pace was unhurried, deliberate.

He followed, waddling worse now. The wet bulk rubbed against him, each step a reminder. His cock stayed hard, aching.

Her office door clicked shut. Privacy, but not safety. Her domain.

“Stand there.” She pointed to the center of the room. Her tone left no room for argument.

He stood, hands twitching at his sides. The romper felt tighter, the lace a mockery. Marcie stared back from an unseen mirror.

Helena set her clipboard down. She pulled a changing mat from a drawer, unfolding it on the floor. Clinical, prepared.

“Lie down, Marcie.” Her voice was soft, maternal. A trap wrapped in warmth.

His knees buckled as he obeyed. The mat was cold under him, contrasting the soggy heat of the diaper. His breath came fast.

She knelt beside him, her movements precise. “This is surrender, Marcus. Let it happen without shame.”

Marcus. Not Marcie. The name jolted him, a fleeting anchor to who he’d been.

But her hands were already working. She untaped the diaper, the ripping sound loud. Cool air hit his wet skin.

His cock sprang free, hard and obvious. Shame burned hotter. His body betrayed him, again.

Helena didn’t flinch. She grabbed a wipe, her touch clinical but slow. Too slow.

The wipe dragged over him, cool against his shaft. He twitched, a moan slipping out. Heat surged, unstoppable.

Her eyes flicked to his face, amused. “Look at baby girl, so needy already.” Her voice dripped with warmth.

His cheeks burned. Needy. The word cut, but his cock throbbed harder.

She wiped him clean, lingering at the base. Each stroke was torture, deliberate. His hips jerked, desperate.

Self-loathing clawed deeper. But the heat wouldn’t stop. It felt too good, too wrong.

“You’re pathetic, Marcie.” Her tone was soft, almost tender. “And you’re perfect.”

Pathetic. The word hit like a slap, but her warmth made it sting sweeter. His cock pulsed, leaking precum.

She set the wipe aside. A cloud of baby powder puffed into the air, settling on him. The scent was suffocating, infantile.

Her hand smoothed the powder over him. Her palm brushed his shaft, intentional. A groan tore from his throat.

“So responsive.” She smiled, faint and knowing. Her fingers wrapped around him, just for a moment.

Pressure built fast. His balls tightened, every nerve screaming. He bit his lip, fighting it.

“Ask permission, Marcie.” Her grip loosened, teasing. “Baby girls don’t cum without Mommy’s okay.”

Mommy. The word slammed into him, panic spiking. A grown man, calling her that?

But comfort followed, unbidden. Her control felt safe, somehow. Shame drowned him for even thinking it.

“P-please, Mommy.” His voice broke, small and desperate. “Please let me cum.”

“Good girl, Marcie.” Her hand tightened, stroking slow. “But good girls still get punished when they resist.”

Punished. The threat hung, but her touch didn’t stop. Slow, agonizing pumps.

His body shook, the edge so close. Her thumb brushed the tip, spreading his precum. A whimper escaped.

The buildup was unbearable. Contractions started, his cock pulsing in her hand. He gasped, loud and broken.

Cum spilled, thick and hot, shooting across his stomach. Each spurt wracked him, warmth splattering on his skin. His moans filled the room, pathetic.

Helena kept stroking, milking every drop. Her expression stayed calm, almost proud. “Such a messy baby girl.”

The high crashed fast. Shame flooded in, sticky and heavy as the mess on him. What had he done?

She wiped him again, clinical once more. A fresh diaper slid under him, tapes securing tight. Crinkle. Sealed.

He lay there, spent. The new padding hugged him, a fresh cage. Marcie felt more real with every second.

Helena stood, scribbling on her clipboard. Her pen scratched, each note a mystery. What did she see in him now?

“You’ve taken a big step, Marcie.” She adjusted her glasses, gaze piercing. “Tomorrow, we’ll test your trust even further. Sleep tight.”

Trust. The word lingered, a concrete threat. His stomach churned as he sucked in a shaky breath.

Her office door loomed, an exit he didn’t want to take. Not yet. Not as Marcie.


Chapter 7: Masculinity Stripped Away

Marcus stumbled through the hallway, the padded rustle of his diaper trailing him like a shadow. The clinic’s sterile walls gleamed under fluorescent lights, a cold reminder of where he was. His legs felt heavy, still shaky from Helena’s office, from the mess he’d made on himself.

Her words echoed. “Tomorrow, we’ll test your trust even further.” A threat, cloaked in care.

He pushed open the door to the dormitory wing. A faint scent hit him—baby powder, thick and cloying, mixed with something sweeter. Lavender, maybe. It clung to the air, inescapable.

His bunk loomed ahead, bottom mattress in a row of six. The pink blanket mocked him. So did the pacifier on the pillow, waiting.

He sat. The diaper whispered under him, bulk forcing his thighs apart. A waddle, even sitting. Pathetic.

Footsteps clicked behind him. Sharp, measured. Helena.

“Marcie.” Her voice was silk over steel. “Come with me. Now.”

His stomach twisted. Not rest, then. Not yet.

He turned. She stood in the doorway, clipboard in hand, glasses catching the light. Her height struck him—towering even from across the room, her shadow stretching toward him.

“Where?” His voice came out small. Smaller than he meant.

Her lips curved, faint and knowing. “Gender identity de-escalation. It’s time to soften those edges.”

Soften. The word landed hard. His chest tightened, but he stood anyway.

She led him down the hall. Her heels clicked, a steady rhythm. His own steps dragged, the diaper’s plastic murmur mocking every move.

They stopped at a small room. Mirrors lined one wall, a table in the center piled with… things. Pink, soft, foreign.

“Sit.” She pointed to a chair facing the mirror. Her hand brushed his shoulder as he obeyed—cool, firm, guiding.

He sat. The diaper bunched under him, a constant cage. His reflection stared back—stubble, tired eyes, a man unraveling.

Helena stood behind him. Her presence pressed down, heavy even through the mirror. She reached for the table, picking up a wig—long, honey-blonde, curls spilling like a doll’s.

“This wig suits you, Marcie.” Her voice was warm, clinical. “Let’s soften those edges.”

His jaw clenched. A wig. For him.

She stepped closer. Her fingers brushed his scalp, cool against his skin. The wig settled, tickling his neck, framing his face in the mirror.

He looked… different. Softer, yes. Wrong.

His cock twitched. Heat surged low, unbidden. Shame clawed right after, sharp and bitter.

Helena’s eyes met his in the reflection. Noting it. Always noting.

“Good girl.” Her praise was a blade, cutting deep. “Now, makeup. Just a touch.”

She picked up a brush, dipped it in pale pink powder. Her hand tilted his chin up. Her touch was light, but her grip held power.

Blush dusted his cheeks. The mirror showed it—pink blooming on his face, matching the heat already there. He couldn’t look away.

Her fingers moved to a tube of gloss. She smeared it on his lips, slow and deliberate. The taste was sweet, sticky, humiliating.

“Pretty.” She stepped back, admiring. Her long fingers adjusted the wig one last time.

His reflection wasn’t Marcus anymore. Marcie stared back, lips glossy, cheeks flushed. A stranger.

Heat throbbed harder. The diaper couldn’t hide it. His cock strained against the padding, desperate.

Helena noticed. Of course she did. Her smile was faint, amused.

“Stand up, Marcie.” Her tone was maternal, merciless. “We’re not done.”

He stood. Legs wobbled. The diaper rustled loud in the quiet.

She reached for the table again. A nightgown—pink, ruffled, silk-trimmed—unfolded in her hands. It shimmered, delicate and damning.

“Arms up.” A command, not a request. Her voice wrapped around him, inescapable.

He lifted his arms. Protest flickered in his mind—don’t do this, you’re a man—but it faded fast. Surrender felt… easier.

The nightgown slipped over him. Silk whispered against his skin, cool and foreign. Ruffles brushed his thighs, teasing above the diaper’s bulk.

Underneath, silk panties she’d slid on earlier pressed tight. Smooth, slick, wrong. They cradled him, made every shift unbearable.

“Look.” Helena turned him to the mirror. Her hands rested on his shoulders, heavy and sure.

Marcie stared back. Nightgown, wig, makeup. A sissy baby girl, diaper bulging under pink frills.

His cock pulsed. Hard, insistent. The padding couldn’t mask the tent.

Helena’s gaze dropped in the reflection. Her lips twitched. “Look at baby girl. So eager already.”

Shame burned his face. Eager. He hated how true it was.

Her hand slid down. Slipped under the nightgown, under the diaper’s waistband. Her fingers found him, cool against his heat.

He gasped. Her touch was firm, slow. Stroking through the silk panties, teasing.

“Such a pathetic little thing.” Her voice was soft, almost tender. “Hard for Mommy, aren’t you?”

Mommy. The word hit hard. His mind recoiled, but his body didn’t.

“Say it, Marcie.” Her grip tightened, just enough. “Tell Mommy how much you need this.”

His lips parted. Voice broke. “I… I need it, Mommy.”

“Good girl.” Her thumb brushed the tip through the silk. Precum slicked her fingers, seeping through.

His hips jerked. Pressure built fast. Too fast.

She stopped. Pulled her hand free. Left him throbbing, aching.

“Not yet.” Her tone was final. “Baby girls earn their rewards.”

His breath hitched. Denied. Again.

She adjusted the nightgown, smoothing the ruffles. Her hands lingered, grazing his hips. Each touch was a taunt.

“Come along.” She turned toward the door. “Dinner awaits.”

Dinner. His stomach dropped. Not like this.

He followed. The diaper’s plastic murmur dogged every step. The nightgown swished, silk teasing his skin.

The dining hall doors loomed. Voices hummed beyond them. Other patients, other… girls.

Helena pushed the door open. The room stretched wide—long tables, white walls, the scent of warm formula. And faces.

Men, like him. But not. Wigs—black, brown, red. Nightgowns in pastel shades, ruffles and lace. Diapers peeking beneath.

They sat, bottles in hand. Sucking, sipping, eyes down. No one spoke of it. No one needed to.

Marcie froze. His heart pounded. They were him—broken, remade, feminized.

Helena nudged him forward. Her hand on his back was firm. “Take your seat, Marcie.”

He moved. Legs stiff. The diaper announced every step, loud in the quiet hum.

He sat. The table was cold under his hands. A bottle waited, nipple gleaming.

Across from him, a man—blond wig, blue nightgown—met his eyes. No judgment. Just recognition.

Marcie’s chest eased, just a fraction. Less alone. Why?

Another patient, brunette curls, shifted. His diaper rustled too. A shared secret, unspoken.

Helena stood at the head of the table. Her shadow fell over them all. Tall, unyielding, in control.

“Drink, girls.” Her voice was calm, a command wrapped in care. “Mommy expects empty bottles.”

Marcie’s hand shook as he reached for it. The nipple touched his lips. Warm milk flooded in.

He sucked. Humiliation burned. But his cock stayed hard, trapped in silk and padding.

Helena watched. Her gaze swept the room, clinical, approving. It lingered on him longest.

Her hand rested on his shoulder as she passed. A brief squeeze. “Good girl, Marcie.”

Heat flared again. Shame followed. He hated how much he craved that praise.

Dinner dragged. Milk dribbled down his chin. The nightgown’s ruffles itched, silk panties teasing with every shift.

Others finished their bottles. Some squirmed, diapers sagging. No one hid it. No one could.

Helena circled back. Stood behind him again. Her presence pressed down, heavy.

“Marcie.” Her voice was low, near his ear. “After dinner, we’ll fit you with something special. A little reminder of who you are now.”

Something special. His gut clenched. A toy? A plug? Worse?

He swallowed hard. Milk coated his throat. Fear spiked, but so did need.

Her hand brushed the wig, adjusting a curl. Cool fingers grazed his neck. “Finish your bottle, baby girl.”

He nodded. Sucked harder. The nipple clicked against his teeth.

Others watched. Their eyes flicked to him, to Helena. Shared understanding, shared shame.

Less alone. The thought clung, confusing. Why did their brokenness feel like… belonging?

Helena stepped away. Her heels clicked, fading. But her promise hung, heavy and real.

Something special. After dinner. His mind spun, dread and want tangling tight.

He shifted. The diaper’s bulk pressed against him. Silk panties rubbed, tormenting.

His cock throbbed. Still hard, still trapped. No relief in sight.

The bottle emptied. He set it down. Milk lingered on his glossy lips.

Across the table, the blond wigged man nodded slightly. A silent acknowledgment. You’re one of us.

Marcie’s chest stirred. Not just shame now. Something softer, stranger.

Helena’s voice cut through. From the doorway, sharp and clear. “Line up, girls. Time for your evening checks.”

Evening checks. His pulse quickened. What did that mean with her “something special” waiting?

He stood. The nightgown swished. Diaper rustled, loud as ever.

Others rose too. A pastel parade, waddling, ruffled, broken. Together.

He joined them. Steps slow, thighs forced apart. Pink silk teased under the padding.

Helena waited at the front. Clipboard ready, glasses glinting. Her smile was faint, knowing.

“Marcie, you’re first.” Her tone was warm, a trap. “Let’s see how my newest girl handles her reminder.”

Reminder. The word landed like a stone. His breath caught.

What had she planned? A plug under the diaper? Something tighter, crueler?

He moved forward. Heart hammering. The dining hall watched, silent and complicit.

Her hand beckoned. Long, certain, cool. “Come to Mommy, Marcie.”

He obeyed. No choice. Not anymore.

The line behind him shifted. Rustles and whispers followed. Shared fate, shared surrender.

Less alone. The thought flickered again. Why did it ease the dread, even a little?

Helena’s gaze pinned him. Amused, maternal, merciless. “Let’s get you fitted, baby girl.”

Fitted. His mind raced. For what?

He stopped before her. Her height loomed, shadow swallowing him. The dining hall faded, just her now.

Her hand reached out. Touched his cheek, brief and possessive. “This will help you remember who you are.”

Remember. His stomach churned. What more could she strip away?

The others watched. Eyes on him, on her. No escape from their gaze, or hers.

He waited. Diaper heavy, nightgown itching, wig tickling. Trapped in pink, in padding, in Marcie.

Helena’s smile grew. Just a fraction. “Follow me, sweet girl. It’s time.”

Time. His legs trembled. For what, he didn’t know—but he’d find out soon.

Too soon. Her hand guided him. Out of the dining hall, toward whatever waited.

The door closed behind them. The others’ rustles faded. Just her now, and her plans.

His cock twitched again. Shame burned hotter. Why did dread feel so much like want?

Helena’s pace didn’t falter. Her heels clicked, steady. A countdown to something new, something worse.

Or better. His mind flinched at the thought. But it lingered, damning and true.

They turned a corner. A small room waited, door ajar. Something gleamed inside—metal, maybe.

His breath hitched. A toy? A restraint? His imagination spun, wild and terrified.

Her hand pressed his back. Firm, unyielding. “Inside, Marcie. Let’s make you perfect.”

Perfect. The word twisted in him. Perfect for who? For what?

He stepped in. The door clicked shut. Her shadow fell over him, total now.

No turning back. Not from this. Not from her.

What waited inside, he’d face as Marcie. Pink, ruffled, diapered. Hers.


Chapter 8: Nursery Wing Welcome

Marcus stood frozen in the small room just off the dining hall. Helena’s shadow loomed over him, her hand still firm on his back.

The door clicked shut. A metallic glint caught his eye from a table in the corner. His pulse raced.

What was it? A toy? A restraint?

Helena’s voice cut through. Soft, deliberate. “Don’t worry, Marcie. This is just a step.”

Her hand slid down to his waist. Pressed against the diaper’s bulk. The crinkle echoed, sharp in the quiet.

His cock twitched. Traitorous. Heat pooled low, spreading against the padding.

How could he get hard from this? Shame clawed at his throat. But the throb only grew stronger.

Helena noticed. Always did. Her lips curved, amused. “Look at baby girl. Already eager.”

Her fingers traced the diaper’s edge. Slipped just inside. Brushed the tip of his shaft through the silk panties.

He gasped. Hips jerked without permission. The padding rustled louder.

“Shh, Marcie.” Her other hand tilted his chin up. Forced eye contact. “Mommy’s got plans for you.”

Plans. His stomach twisted. But his cock pulsed harder under her teasing touch.

She pulled her hand out. Stepped back. Pointed to the door. “Follow me. It’s time for your new room.”

New room? His mind spun. Where was she taking him?

He shuffled after her. The diaper forced his thighs apart. Silk slid against skin, tormenting with every step.

The dining hall’s murmurs faded behind them. Helena’s heels clicked ahead, steady and sure. A countdown to something unknown.

They walked through a pastel corridor. Pink walls, soft blues, cartoon bunnies on decals. His gaze dropped to the floor.

A door loomed at the end. “Nursery Wing” in cursive on a plaque. His breath hitched.

Helena pushed it open. Revealed a room straight from a fever dream. Crib, mobile, changing table, all in soft lavender and cream.

He stopped. Heart hammered. This wasn’t a room—it was a trap.

“Come in, sweet girl.” Helena’s tone was warm, maternal. Merciless. “This is where healing happens.”

Healing. The word stung. His hands trembled at his sides.

She guided him inside. Her hand pressed his lower back again. The diaper crinkled with every forced step.

Look at the crib. Wooden, white, bars too high to climb over. A pastel blanket folded neat at the foot.

The mobile spun slowly. Tiny stars and moons dangled. Hypnotic in the dim light.

He hated it. Hated how it pulled at something deep. Something he couldn’t name.

Helena noticed. Her smile flickered. “You’ll sleep better here than you have in years.”

Sleep. His body ached for it. But not like this. Not as Marcie.

She led him to the changing table first. Lifted him with ease, her strength a quiet threat. Laid him flat on the padded surface.

The diaper tapes ripped open. Cool air hit his skin. His cock sprang free, already half-hard.

Shame burned in his chest. Why did exposure make it worse? Why did it make him harder?

Helena’s gloved hand wiped him down. Slow, deliberate strokes. Her fingers lingered near his shaft, teasing without touching.

His hips twitched. Begging for contact. Self-loathing surged, but the need clawed deeper.

“There, there.” Her voice soothed, mocked. “Baby girls get cleaned before bed.”

She powdered him. A soft cloud of lavender filled the air. Her palm pressed the powder in, grazing his cock.

He moaned. Couldn’t stop it. The sound echoed, pathetic in the pastel room.

Helena chuckled. Low, amused. “Look at Marcie. So needy already.”

She taped a fresh diaper on. Tight, secure. The bulk forced his legs apart again.

His cock throbbed inside. Trapped, aching. No relief, just pressure.

She lifted him off the table. Set him on the floor. The diaper crinkled louder with his weight.

“Now, bedtime.” She pointed to the crib. “Climb in, baby girl.”

Climb in. His throat tightened. But his feet moved, obedient.

He gripped the bars. Hoisted himself over. The mattress sank under him, soft and wrong.

Helena leaned over. Tucked the pastel blanket around him. Her breasts brushed his face through her blouse.

He froze. Her warmth, her scent—lavender and something sharper. His cock strained against the padding.

She straightened. Grabbed a bottle from a shelf. Pink, with a rubber nipple already smeared with faint lipstick traces.

“Open, Marcie.” Her command was soft. Unyielding.

His lips parted. The nipple slipped in. Warm milk hit his tongue, sweet and thick.

Suck. He did. The click of it against his teeth filled the room.

Helena’s hand rested on his wig. Adjusted a curl. Her fingers grazed his neck, cool and possessive.

“Good girl.” Her praise landed hard. Warmth spread in his chest, unwanted.

His cock pulsed again. Harder now. The diaper’s plastic backing pressed against it, teasing.

Why did her words do this? Shame gripped his gut. But the throb only intensified.

She watched him drink. Eyes sharp behind her glasses. Documenting every swallow, every flinch.

The bottle emptied. Milk lingered on his lips. Glossy, sticky, damning.

Helena pulled the nipple free. Set the bottle aside. Her hand slid down to check the diaper’s front.

Her palm pressed against him. Felt the hardness through the padding. “Such a pathetic little thing. Hard just from a bottle.”

His gaze dropped. Couldn’t face her. Humiliation stung, raw and sharp.

She didn’t let up. Fingers curled through the padding. Stroked once, slow and deliberate.

He gasped. Hips bucked. The crinkle was obscene in the quiet nursery.

“Not yet, Marcie.” Her hand pulled away. Left him throbbing, desperate. “Baby girls don’t cum without permission.”

No cum. His balls ached. Need clawed at him, unrelenting.

Helena stepped back. Adjusted her clipboard. Scribbled a note, clinical and cold.

“Something extra for tomorrow.” Her voice hinted at more. “A little reminder to wear under your diaper.”

Reminder. His mind raced. A plug? Something worse?

She leaned down. Kissed his forehead. Her lips were soft, a cruel contrast to her control.

“Sleep now, Marcie.” Her words wrapped around him. “This crib is your sanctuary.”

Sanctuary. The word lingered. Heavy, confusing.

She turned off the light. Left the mobile spinning above. Stars and moons cast faint shadows on the walls.

He lay there. Diaper bulky, wig itching, nightgown soft against his skin. Trapped in pastel, in Marcie.

His cock still throbbed. No relief, just torment. The padding pressed against it with every shift.

Sleep. He needed it. But how, like this?

Yet his eyes grew heavy. The crib’s bars loomed, protective in a twisted way. The mattress cradled him, softer than any bed he remembered.

Ten hours. He slept ten hours straight. The best rest since he was a kid.

No dreams of poker tables. No nightmares of debt collectors. Just quiet, deep, unearned peace.

He woke slow. Blinked at the pastel walls. The mobile still spun, lazy and hypnotic.

His diaper felt heavier. Warmth had spread overnight. He hadn’t even noticed letting go.

Shame hit first. Hot, sharp, squeezing his throat. How could he wet himself without waking?

Then the throb returned. His cock hardened against the wet padding. Need surged, stronger than the disgust.

What was wrong with him? Self-hatred burned. But his hips shifted, seeking friction anyway.

The crib bars loomed. Not a cage now. Something else—something safer than he wanted to admit.

He lay still. Stared at the ceiling. Why did this feel more like home than any bed he’d known?

His breath slowed. The thought clung, damning and true. Sanctuary wasn’t just Helena’s word—it was his.


Chapter 9: Breakthrough in Tears

Marcus blinked awake. The pastel walls swam into focus, cool morning light filtering through the nursery window. His body felt heavy, pinned by the soft weight of the crib’s mattress.

The bars loomed around him. A cage, yet not. Something safer, something he couldn’t name.

His diaper sagged, warm and heavy between his thighs. Wetness had spread overnight again. Shame burned hot in his chest.

He shifted. The plastic crinkled, loud in the quiet. His cock twitched, traitorously hard against the soaked padding.

The mobile spun lazy circles above. Stars and moons cast faint shadows on the ceiling. He stared, waiting, unable to climb out on his own.

Minutes dragged. The cool air from the cracked window brushed his bare legs, peeking out from the frilly nightgown. A shiver ran through him.

Footsteps approached. Soft, deliberate, clicking on the hardwood outside. His pulse quickened.

Helena stood in the doorway, clipboard against her hip. Her eyes, sharp behind wire-rimmed glasses, studied him through the crib bars with a patience that already knew what she’d find.

He froze under that gaze. His breath caught. Her look stripped him bare, more than any diaper change ever could.

“Morning, Marcie.” Her voice was silk, low and unhurried. She stepped closer, her tailored skirt brushing against the crib.

His mouth opened. “Mistress—” But it stumbled, shifted. “Mommy.”

Her lips curved, a faint, knowing smile. “We’re past that now, aren’t we, baby girl?”

His face burned. The word—Mommy—clung to his tongue, heavy and wrong. Yet it felt right, carved into him by days of her control.

She set the clipboard down. Her hands reached for the crib’s latch, clicking it open. The bars slid down with a soft thud.

“Up.” One word, a command. He struggled to sit, the wet diaper forcing an awkward waddle.

Her hand touched his shoulder. Cool fingers through the thin nightgown. Guiding, not asking.

He stood, unsteady. The frills of the nightgown tickled his thighs, pink lace mocking him. The diaper’s bulk made every step a humiliation.

She led him to the changing table. Lifted him with ease, her strength a quiet shock. His back hit the padded surface, cold at first, warming under him.

Her eyes flicked downward. A silent assessment of the sagging padding. No words, just a faint sigh through her nose.

She untaped the sides. The wet diaper peeled away, cold air biting his skin. His cock sprang free, hard and shameful under her gaze.

“Look at you.” Her tone was amused, maternal. “Already so eager for Mommy.”

His cheeks flamed. He turned his head, unable to meet her eyes. The humiliation throbbed as much as his erection.

She wiped him down. Her touch was clinical, precise, yet lingered just enough. Each swipe teased, deliberate in its slowness.

His hips twitched. A soft gasp escaped. The crinkle of a fresh diaper unfolded beneath him.

She powdered him. The cloud of baby scent filled the air, soft and suffocating. Her palm pressed the powder in, brushing his shaft with maddening intent.

He bit his lip. Need clawed at him, sharp and desperate. The diaper taped shut, trapping his hardness inside.

“Not yet, Marcie.” Her voice was a tease, a promise. “Baby girls wait for permission.”

His balls ached. Frustration gnawed, raw and deep. She lifted him off the table, setting him on wobbly legs.

She adjusted his wig. Pink curls framed his face, tickling his neck. “Such a pretty girl today.”

His stomach twisted. Pretty. The word stung, yet his cock pulsed harder in the padding.

She dressed him. A ruffled dress, soft silk against his skin, pinker than the nightgown. Every layer stripped more of Marcus away.

“Come.” She took his hand. Led him out of the nursery, down the hall to her office.

The mountain clinic was quiet. Morning light streamed through tall windows, cold against the polished floors. His diaper crinkled with every step.

Her office door shut behind them. A rocking chair sat in the corner, plush and waiting. Her space felt warmer, softer than the sterile halls.

“Sit with me.” Not a question. She settled into the chair, pulling him onto her lap.

His bulk pressed against her. The diaper’s padding squished under her thighs. His face burned at the intimacy.

Her arm wrapped around him. Firm, possessive, cradling him like he weighed nothing. His head rested against her shoulder, close to her warmth.

“Marcie.” Her voice dropped, gentle but probing. “Tell me about the last time you felt truly safe.”

He froze. Safe. The word hit like a punch, hollowing him out.

“I… I don’t know.” His voice cracked, small and lost. Poker tables, debt, running—none of it was safe.

Her hand stroked his wig. Cool fingers on his scalp, grounding him. “Think harder, baby girl.”

He tried. Memories flickered—blurry, fractured. Nothing held, nothing felt like safety.

Tears pricked his eyes. Frustration, shame, something deeper. He couldn’t answer, couldn’t remember.

“It’s okay.” Her tone softened further, a balm. “I’ll show you what safe feels like.”

She reached for a bottle on the side table. Pink, rubber nipple gleaming, filled with warm milk. “Open for Mommy.”

His lips parted. The nipple slipped in, clicking against his teeth. Warmth flooded his mouth, sweet and thick.

Suck. He did, instinctive now. The rhythm soothed, pulling him down into something softer.

Her other hand rested on his head. Fingers threaded through the wig, petting slow and steady. Her warmth surrounded him, her scent—lavender and authority.

The rocking chair creaked. Back and forth, a gentle sway. His body melted against her, heavy and pliant.

Tears came then. Hot, sudden, spilling down his cheeks. He couldn’t stop them, didn’t try.

They soaked into her blouse. Forty minutes, maybe more. He cried for everything—lost money, lost control, lost Marcus.

She didn’t flinch. Just held him tighter. “Let it out, Marcie. I’m here to hold you.”

Her words broke him further. Safe. This was it, raw and terrifying.

His sobs slowed. Hiccups replaced them, small and pathetic. The bottle was empty, milk sticky on his lips.

Her hand moved. Slid down to the front of his diaper. Pressed against the padding, feeling the hardness beneath.

“Even now.” Her voice held amused wonder. “Crying for Mommy, and still so needy.”

His breath hitched. Shame flared, but the throb intensified. Her palm rubbed slow circles through the diaper.

“Look at baby girl leaking already.” Her fingers curled, stroking through the padding. “So pathetic, so perfect.”

He moaned. The crinkle mixed with the wet click of the pacifier she slipped into his mouth. Need built, sharp and unbearable.

Her touch quickened. Firm, deliberate, coaxing him higher. The diaper’s plastic teased with every stroke of her hand.

His hips bucked. Pressure coiled tight, desperate. “Mommy, please—”

“Cum for me, Marcie.” Her permission sliced through him. “Show Mommy how much you need this.”

He shattered. Contractions ripped through him, hard and fast. Cum spilled into the diaper, warm and thick, pooling against the padding.

So much. It kept coming, each pulse a humiliation. His moans muffled around the pacifier, high and broken.

Her hand slowed. Pressed flat against the now-wet front. “Good girl. Such a messy little thing.”

Shame crashed in. Hot, suffocating, mixing with the aftershocks. He’d cum in a diaper, on her lap, dressed like this.

Her laughter floated above him. Soft, amused, cutting. The pacifier clicked against his teeth as he sucked harder, hiding in the sound.

She rocked him still. The chair creaked, steady and calm. His body slumped, spent, against her warmth.

Minutes passed. His breathing evened. The diaper felt heavier now, cum and padding a sticky trap.

She shifted him. Set him upright on her lap, facing her. Her eyes studied him, clinical yet warm behind those glasses.

“You felt it, didn’t you?” Her question wasn’t really a question. “Safety, even for a moment.”

He nodded. Couldn’t speak. The pacifier bobbed in his mouth, a silent confession.

Her hand cupped his cheek. Thumb brushed a stray tear. “We’re building something, Marcie. Something you can’t run from.”

His chest tightened. Safety, yes, but at what cost? The thought lingered, heavy and sharp.

She stood, lifting him with her. Set him on shaky feet, the diaper sagging more now. The ruffled dress fell back into place, mocking him.

Her clipboard returned to her hands. She scribbled a note, quick and precise. “Tomorrow, we add something new.”

His pulse spiked. New. The word carried weight, a threatporząd

Assistant (continued): promise of escalation.

“Something to wear under that diaper.” Her tone hinted at control, at ownership. “A little reminder of who you belong to.”

He swallowed hard. A reminder. His mind spun—plug, restraint, something worse?

She adjusted her glasses. Stepped closer, her presence filling the room. “It’s called the Guardian’s Grip. You’ll feel it all day.”

His breath caught. Guardian’s Grip. The name alone sent a shiver through him.

Her smile was small, sharp. “Can this feeling of safety last, or is it just another fleeting rush?” She tilted her head, watching him squirm. “We’ll find out tomorrow, won’t we, baby girl?”

His heart pounded. Tomorrow. Another step, another surrender.

He stood there, diaper heavy, dress frilly, wig itching. The pacifier clicked as he sucked, unable to stop. Helena’s gaze pinned him, promising more.

The office felt smaller now. Warmer, but not comforting. Her control pressed in from every angle.

Safety. It had been here, in her lap, in her arms. But at what price?

His cock twitched again, despite the shame. The diaper crinkled with the movement. Her laughter echoed, soft and cutting.

“Rest now, Marcie.” She gestured to the door, back to the nursery. “You’ll need it for what’s coming.”

He waddled out, legs forced apart by the padding. The hall stretched long, cold air brushing his bare thighs. Each step was a reminder of her power.

The nursery waited. Pastel walls, crib bars, mobile spinning. His sanctuary, or his cage?

He climbed in. The cool sheets warmed under him, familiar now. The bars clicked shut, locking him in.

Her words replayed. Guardian’s Grip. A threat, a promise, a new edge to cut him deeper.

Sleep tugged at him. But so did dread. Tomorrow would break him further—he felt it.

His diaper pressed against him. Wet, warm, damning. Yet his body craved more, always more.

Helena’s scent lingered. Lavender, authority, control. It followed him into restless dreams.

He tossed in the crib. The mobile spun above, hypnotic and cruel. Safety felt close, but so did surrender.

His breath slowed. Eyes grew heavy. Tomorrow loomed, and with it, her next move.

The Guardian’s Grip. The name burned into him. What would it do to him?

He shivered. Not just from the cold morning air. Her control tightened, even in his sleep.


Chapter 10: Full Nursery Routine

Marcus stirred in the crib, the pastel sheets clinging to his skin. The mobile above spun lazily, casting soft shadows. His diaper felt heavy, a constant reminder of last night’s shame.

Helena’s scent—lavender and authority—still lingered in his mind. He shifted, the crinkle of the padding loud in the quiet nursery. His legs felt trapped, forced apart by the bulk.

The door creaked open. Helena stepped in, clipboard in hand, glasses catching the morning light. Her presence filled the room, elegant and unyielding.

“Up, Marcie.” Her voice was soft, a command wrapped in silk. She gestured to the changing table with a flick of her pen.

He climbed out of the crib, waddling under the weight of the diaper. The frilly nightgown brushed his thighs, mocking him. His face burned as he shuffled toward her.

She patted the table. “Lie down, baby girl.” No room for argument, just quiet expectation.

He obeyed. The plastic cover was cold against his back. The diaper sagged, warm and damning between his legs.

Helena’s hands moved with precision. She untaped the sides, the ripping sound sharp in the silence. A quick wipe-down, efficient but lingering just enough to make him squirm.

She powdered him, her palm brushing his skin. His cock twitched, traitorously eager under her touch. Shame hit hard, but so did the heat pooling low.

“There we are.” Her tone was clinical, amused. “Fresh for the day, Marcie.”

He hated how his body responded. Craved her approval despite the humiliation. Self-loathing churned, but the need for her warmth grew stronger.

She taped a new diaper on, the padding snug against him. Then came the dress—pink, ruffled, infantile. She slid it over his head, the fabric whispering over the diaper’s bulk.

“Stand.” A single word, sharp and final. She pointed to the mirror across the room.

He waddled over, each step a crinkle of defeat. The reflection stared back—a grown man, stubble hidden under blush, wig framing his face, diaper bulging under the short dress.

His stomach twisted. Yet his cock stirred in the padding, aroused by the degradation. He cursed himself, but the craving for her praise clawed deeper.

Helena stood behind him, her reflection towering in the mirror. Her hand rested on his shoulder, heavy with control. She smiled, small and knowing.

“Perfect.” Her whisper cut through him. “My little Marcie, ready for the nursery routine.”

His cheeks burned hotter. But the heat spread lower, his body betraying him again. Shame, arousal, self-hate—the cycle spun tight.

She led him to the high chair in the corner. The tray clicked into place, trapping him. A bib snapped around his neck, bright with cartoon bunnies.

“Open.” She held a spoon of mushy oatmeal, her tone maternal but firm. Her eyes locked on his, daring him to resist.

He parted his lips. The taste was bland, infantilizing. Each swallow felt like surrender, and yet his cock pulsed in the diaper.

“Look at you, eating so well.” Her voice dripped with amusement. “Such a good baby girl.”

Shame flooded him. But the praise sent a shiver of need through his core. He hated himself for wanting more of it.

Helena fed him slowly, each spoonful deliberate. Her free hand rested on his thigh, just above the dress hem. The warmth of her touch burned through the fabric.

His breathing hitched. The diaper crinkled as he shifted, desperate for more contact. Self-loathing surged, but the craving for her control overpowered it.

She wiped his mouth with the bib. “All done, Marcie. Time for play.”

She lifted him from the chair, her strength effortless. Set him on the floor among pastel blocks and plush toys. The diaper forced his legs apart, making him crawl awkwardly.

He felt ridiculous. But the bulk between his thighs pressed against him, stirring unwanted heat. Shame bit deep, yet he ached for her gaze.

Helena sat on a rocking chair, clipboard back in hand. She scribbled notes, observing him like a specimen. Her silence was louder than any command.

He picked up a stuffed bear, hands trembling. The pacifier in his mouth clicked against his teeth, a constant anchor of humiliation. His body thrummed with need for her attention.

She glanced up. “Play nicely, baby girl.” Her tone was warm, but her eyes dissected him.

His face burned. Arousal flared again, humiliating and unstoppable. He hated how much he wanted her approval.

Minutes dragged. He stacked blocks, each clatter echoing his defeat. The diaper’s warmth spread as he moved, a reminder of his helplessness.

Helena stood. “Nap time, Marcie.” She gestured to the crib, her movement graceful and final.

He crawled over, the dress riding up, exposing the diaper. His cock throbbed in the padding, aroused by the exposure. Shame clawed him, but the need for her comfort grew.

She lifted him into the crib. Tucked a blanket over him, her hand brushing his cheek. The bars clicked shut, locking him in.

“Rest now.” Her voice was a soft blade. “You’ve done well, Marcie. The schedule is your strength.”

Her words sank in. Safety, yes, but at what cost? His mind spun, questioning if Marcus was gone forever, or if this was healing.

He lay there, diaper heavy, dress frilly. The mobile spun above, hypnotic and cruel. Sleep tugged, but so did doubt.

Helena lingered by the crib. Her gaze pinned him, clinical yet warm. She adjusted her glasses, a small smile playing on her lips.

His body stirred again. The diaper crinkled with the tiniest movement. Shame hit, but so did the ache for her touch.

She turned to leave. “We’ll see how deep this goes, baby girl.” Her whisper promised more, always more.

The door clicked shut. He was alone, trapped in pastel prison. His mind wrestled—surrender or salvation?

The diaper pressed against him. Warm, damning, arousing. He couldn’t stop the cycle now.

His eyes grew heavy. The schedule owned him, just as she did. Was this healing, or had he lost himself completely?

Sleep pulled him under. But the question lingered, sharp and unanswered. Marcie or Marcus—who was he now?

---

Helena returned after the nap. No words, just a gesture to follow. Her hand on his shoulder guided him from the crib.

He waddled behind her, diaper forcing his legs apart. The dress swished, exposing the padding with each step. His face burned, but his cock twitched in the confines.

They moved through the nursery. Pastel walls blurred as shame washed over him. Yet the heat built, craving her silent control.

Her office door opened. Inside, a tray of bottles waited. She pointed to a cushioned mat on the floor.

“Lie down, Marcie.” Her voice was brief, cutting. Her eyes watched, dissecting every reaction.

He obeyed, the diaper crinkling loudly. The dress rode up, baring the padding. His body reacted, arousal spiking despite the humiliation.

She knelt beside him. Picked up a bottle, nipple glistening with formula. Her hand rested on his chest, pinning him with warmth.

“Open.” A single command, delivered with precision. Her gaze locked on his, unyielding.

He parted his lips. The nipple pressed in, sweet liquid filling his mouth. Each suck felt like surrender, and his cock pulsed harder.

Her free hand slid down. Reached the waistband of the diaper, slipping inside. Her fingers found him, hard and leaking already.

“Look at baby girl leaking.” Her tone was warm, amused. “So pathetic, so eager for Mommy.”

Shame crashed in. But her touch sent heat spiraling through him. He hated how much he needed this.

Her fingers wrapped around his shaft. Stroked slowly through the padding’s warmth. Each movement was deliberate, controlling.

He moaned around the bottle. The nipple muffled his sounds, humiliating him further. His hips bucked, desperate for more.

“Not yet, Marcie.” She pulled her hand back, leaving him throbbing. “Baby girls wait for permission.”

His body ached. Frustration mixed with shame, but the craving for her approval burned hotter. The cycle spun again, relentless.

She fed him the rest of the bottle. Her silence pressed down, heavier than words. Her eyes never left his, stripping him bare.

He finished, breathless. The diaper felt tighter now, his arousal trapped inside. Self-loathing surged, but so did the need for her.

Helena set the bottle aside. “Good girl.” Her praise sliced through him, warm and sharp.

His chest tightened. Arousal flared again, humiliating and unstoppable. He cursed himself, but wanted more of her control.

She stood, towering over him. “Time for evening routine.” Her gesture pointed to the changing table again.

He waddled over, legs forced apart. The diaper’s bulk pressed against him, a constant reminder. Shame bit deep, yet heat grew.

She changed him quickly, her touch lingering just enough. Fresh padding taped on, sealing his arousal inside. His cock throbbed, denied release.

“Bath next.” Her voice was a quiet command. She led him to a small tub, already filled.

He sat in the warm water. The dress was gone, but the diaper remained off for now. His exposure felt raw, and his body reacted.

Helena knelt beside the tub. Her hand held a washcloth, moving over his skin. Each touch was clinical, yet intimate.

His cock hardened fully. Shame flooded him, but the heat of her nearness consumed him. He hated how much he craved her.

She washed him slowly. Her silence was a weapon, letting his mind spiral. Her eyes flicked to his erection, a smirk forming.

“Pathetic little thing.” Her whisper was warm, erotic. “So desperate, even in the bath.”

His face burned. Arousal spiked, humiliating and fierce. Self-loathing clawed, but the need for her approval overpowered it.

She finished, wrapping him in a towel. Lifted him out, her strength effortless. Set him on the changing table again.

A new diaper slid under him. Her hands powdered, taped, sealed him in. His cock throbbed inside, trapped and aching.

“Bedtime dress.” She slipped a soft nightgown over him. The fabric whispered against the padding, mocking him.

He waddled to the crib. Climbed in, the bars clicking shut. His body still buzzed, denied and desperate.

Helena stood over him. “You’ve done well, Marcie. The schedule is your strength.”

Her words echoed. Safety, surrender, loss—who was he now? The question gnawed as sleep pulled near.

The diaper pressed warm against him. His cock twitched, shamed but eager. The cycle wouldn’t stop.

Helena’s gaze lingered. Then she turned, leaving him caged. Doubt and need warred in his chest.

Sleep crept in. But the question burned brighter. Had Marcie erased Marcus forever, or was this healing?

The mobile spun above. Pastel shadows danced. His mind clung to her words, her control, her promise.

Tomorrow wasn’t promised. But her strength was. And so was his surrender.

---

The nursery felt smaller tonight. The crib bars loomed, unyielding. Marcus—or Marcie—lay there, diaper heavy, mind heavier.

Helena’s routine had carved into him. Day 25, and he hadn’t spoken an adult word in three days. The schedule owned him now.

He sucked the pacifier absently. The click against his teeth was a tether. Shame lingered, but so did a strange comfort.

His cock stirred in the padding. Arousal from nothing but her memory. Self-hate surged, yet he craved her presence.

The door stayed shut. Her absence was a punishment itself. He needed her gaze, her voice, her control.

The diaper crinkled as he shifted. Warmth spread in the padding, not from wetting, but from trapped desire. His legs waddled even lying down, forced apart.

Shame hit again. But the heat grew, undeniable. He cursed himself, but wanted her approval more than ever.

Sleep teased him. The schedule replayed in his mind—diaper checks, high chair, crib naps. All of it hers, all of it his.

Helena’s notes would show progress. “Subject has achieved full replacement,” she’d write. Addiction redirected, but at what cost?

His breath slowed. The pacifier clicked one last time. Doubt gnawed, but surrender felt closer.

Marcie or Marcus. Healing or loss. The answer hung, just out of reach, as darkness took him.


Chapter 11: Family Faces Regression

The nursery held him tight. Marcie—no, Marcus—lay in the crib, bars unyielding around him. The diaper sagged, heavy with warmth from his restless night.

His mind churned. Tried to form a thought. A real one. I’m not… I’m… Gone. Just fragments. Baby thoughts. “Mama. Pwease.” The words slipped out, unbidden.

Shame stung hard. But the pacifier clicked against his teeth, a steady anchor. He sucked harder, needing it.

The door creaked open. Helena stepped in, clipboard in hand, glasses glinting under the soft light. Her presence filled the room, elegant and unshakable.

“Morning, Marcie.” Her voice was smooth, a quiet command. “Family day today.”

His stomach dropped. Family? Sister?

The thought wouldn’t stick. Sissy… see me? Baby words again. His cheeks burned, but the diaper crinkled as he shifted, arousal stirring already.

Helena’s eyes flicked to the crib. That slow, assessing gaze. “You’ve been a good girl, Marcie. Let’s get you ready.”

Her praise hit deep. Warmth spread, not just in the diaper, but in his chest. He craved more.

She lowered the crib bar. Guided him out with a firm hand. His legs wobbled, forced apart by the thick padding.

The changing table loomed. She lifted him onto it, effortless. The scent of baby powder clouded as she worked, quick and precise.

Fresh diaper taped on. Her fingers brushed his cock through the padding, just for a second. His breath hitched.

“Pathetic little thing.” Her whisper was warm, amused. “Already so eager.”

Shame clawed him. But his cock twitched, trapped in the soft bulk. He hated it—wanted her touch again.

She slipped a pink baby dress over him. Ruffles rustled against his skin, humiliating and soft. The fabric mocked him with every move.

“Pretty girl.” Her hand smoothed the dress down, pressing the diaper against him. “Family will see how far you’ve come.”

His mind screamed. No. Not like this. But the thought broke apart—baby babble took over. “Mama, no show?”

Helena’s smile was thin. “They need to see your peace, Marcie. This is recovery.”

His heart raced. Recovery? Or ruin?

She led him to the high chair. Locked him in, the cold metal tray clicking shut. A bib tied around his neck, scratchy and infantilizing.

Warm milk in a bottle. She pressed it to his lips. He sucked, the sweetness coating his tongue, warmth spreading down.

His cock hardened in the diaper. Just from the milk. From her gaze. Shame burned hotter, but he couldn’t stop.

“Good girl.” Her voice was a caress. “Drink it all for Mommy.”

The words melted him. He wanted to obey. Needed to.

The nursery door opened again. A nurse entered, pushing a small cart. Helena stepped aside, clipboard ready.

“Visitation in thirty minutes.” The nurse’s tone was clipped. “She’s almost here.”

Marcie’s chest tightened. She? Sissy? The thought wouldn’t form right. Just fear and fog.

Helena wrote something. Her pen scratched loud against the paper. “Subject has achieved full replacement. Addiction pathways successfully redirected.”

He heard it. Saw the words as she tilted the clipboard. His stomach twisted—experiment, not person.

But her hand touched his head. A gentle pat. “Good girl, Marcie. You’re healing.”

The praise drowned the horror. He leaned into her touch, desperate for more. Shame surged, but relief came too—he needed her approval.

The high chair felt tighter. His diaper crinkled with every tiny shift. The ruffles of the dress whispered against his thighs.

Visitation room next. Helena guided him down the hall. His waddle was pathetic, padding forcing his legs apart.

The room was bright. A big window on one wall, a table with toys on the other. He sat on the floor, diaper loud under him.

A woman stepped in. His sister, Lila. Her face froze, eyes wide, mouth open in horror.

“Marcus?” Her voice broke. “What… what is this?”

Marcie’s face burned. He wanted to speak, to explain. But only a whimper came. “Sissy…”

Lila stepped back. Her gaze darted from the pink dress to the diaper bulge. “This isn’t right. What have they done to you?”

Helena moved in. Calm, unshakable. “Ma’am, your brother hasn’t gambled or craved gambling in 18 days.”

Lila shook her head. “He’s… he’s in a diaper. A dress. This isn’t recovery!”

“His cortisol levels are normal for the first time in a decade.” Helena’s voice stayed soft, clinical. “Look at her peace, ma’am. This is recovery.”

Lila stared. Through the window, Marcie sat, pacifier clicking against teeth. A nurse spoon-fed her, baby food smearing on the bib.

Marcie’s cheeks burned hotter. But the pacifier soothed. He sucked harder, hiding in it.

Lila’s hands clenched. “He doesn’t even look like himself. I want him out of here.”

Helena held up a form. “Extended stay consent. Sign this, and we complete the transformation. He’ll never relapse.”

Lila hesitated. Her eyes flicked back to Marcie. The pacifier, the ruffles, the blank contentment on his face.

Marcie’s mind spun. No. Stop. But the thought broke. “Mama, pwease…”

Helena’s hand rested on Lila’s shoulder. “He’s safe here. Happier than he’s been in years.”

Lila’s face crumpled. She grabbed the pen. Signed with a shaky hand.

Marcie watched. Shame bit deep, but something else stirred. Relief? He didn’t know anymore.

Helena took the form. “Thank you, ma’am. Marcie’s journey is secure now.”

Lila looked away. Couldn’t meet his eyes. “I… I can’t stay. Not today.”

She left. The door clicked shut. Marcie sat there, diaper warm, dress rustling.

Helena knelt beside him. Her hand slid to his cheek. “You did well, baby girl.”

Her praise washed over him. Shame lingered, but arousal spiked. He needed her closer.

Her fingers trailed down. Slipped under the dress, over the diaper. Pressed against the front, finding his cock through the padding.

He gasped. The crinkle was loud, obscene. His hips jerked without permission.

“Pathetic little sissy.” Her voice was warm, teasing. “Leaking already for Mommy?”

He was. Precum soaked into the padding. His face burned, but he couldn’t stop.

Her hand worked him through the diaper. Slow, deliberate. Each press made the plastic rustle, amplifying his shame.

His breath hitched. Pressure built, fast and unstoppable. He whimpered, baby words spilling. “Mama, pwease… cum?”

“Not yet.” Her hand stopped. Left him throbbing, desperate, denied.

His whine was pitiful. Body ached, cock trapped and pulsing. Shame drowned him, but need screamed louder.

She stood. Towered over him. “Good girls wait for permission, Marcie.”

Her words cut deep. He nodded, pacifier clicking. Obedience was all he had left.

Helena adjusted his dress. Smoothed the ruffles. “Back to the nursery soon. More training awaits.”

His mind spun. Training? More?

But her gaze held him. Calm, controlling. He wanted to please her, even now.

The diaper pressed tighter. Warmth from his arousal spread inside. Shame bit, but so did desire.

Her hand touched his head again. A gentle pat. “You’ve made Mommy proud today.”

The words melted him. He leaned into her touch. Needed more, always more.

The nurse returned. Helena stepped back. “Take her for a quick change before nap time.”

Marcie waddled after the nurse. Legs forced apart, diaper loud. Every step mocked him.

Back in the nursery. Lifted onto the table. Fresh padding in a quick swap, baby powder thick in the air.

His cock still ached. Throbbed in the new diaper. No relief, just endless need.

The nurse slipped a small plug from a tray. “Doctor’s orders.” Cold lube, then pressure as it slid in.

He gasped. The intrusion burned, then settled. His cock twitched harder, trapped in the padding.

“Keep it in, baby girl.” The nurse taped the diaper shut. Sealed him in with the toy.

His body trembled. The plug pressed inside, constant and humiliating. Arousal spiked, shame right behind.

Back to the crib. Bars clicked shut. He lay there, diaper heavy, plug firm, mind a mess.

Helena’s voice echoed in his head. “Look at her peace. This is recovery.” Was it true?

Lila’s face flashed. Horror in her eyes. Had she seen Marcus at all, or just Marcie?

His mind reached for his old name. Marcus. It felt… wrong. Distant.

Marcie. That fit. Warm. Right.

Fear clawed him. Was Marcus gone forever? Would Lila ever see her brother again, or only this new self?

The pacifier clicked. Diaper crinkled. The plug pressed deeper with every shift.

He sucked harder. Shame and need warred. But Marcie felt closer than ever.

Helena’s notes would show progress. “Full replacement.” He was her experiment, her success.

But her praise lingered. “Good girl.” It owned him more than he could fight.

His cock throbbed in the padding. No release, just endless ache. The cycle wouldn’t break.

The mobile spun above. Pastel shadows danced. Marcie—or whoever he was—drifted, caught in her control.

Tomorrow loomed. More training. More surrender.

Would Lila come back? Could she save him? Or was Marcie all that remained?

He didn’t know. Couldn’t think. Just felt the diaper, the plug, the ruffles.

Shame burned. Arousal burned hotter. Helena’s world held him tight.

Sleep teased. The pacifier clicked one last time. Marcie waited for Mommy’s next command.

The nursery stayed quiet. Bars unyielding. His mind clung to her, even in the dark.

Who was he now? Marcus faded. Marcie grew.

The question hung. Unanswered. But her control was certain.

He shifted. Diaper crinkled. Plug pressed.

Need won. Shame lost. For now.

Tomorrow would come. Helena would be there. And Marcie would obey.

The crib held him. The schedule owned him. And Lila’s signature sealed him in.

Was this healing? Or loss? He couldn’t tell anymore.

Just Marcie. Just Mommy. Just surrender.

Sleep pulled. The ruffles rustled. The answer stayed out of reach.

But Helena’s voice echoed. “Good girl.” And that was enough.

For now. For always? He didn’t know.

The diaper warmed. His body betrayed him. Again.

Marcie sighed. Pacifier clicked. Darkness took him.


Chapter 12: Choice to Stay

Marcie lay in the crib, the pastel mobile spinning lazily above. The diaper hugged her tight, crinkling with every tiny shift. The plug inside pressed firm, a constant humiliating reminder.

Her cock throbbed in the padding. Trapped. Aching.

Sleep hadn’t lasted. Daylight crept through the nursery window. A new day at The Meadow. Day 30.

The door clicked open. Helena stepped in, clipboard in hand, wire-rimmed glasses glinting. Her presence filled the room like always—calm, controlled, inevitable.

“Good morning, Marcie.” Her voice was soft, cutting through the quiet. “Today is special.”

Marcie sucked the pacifier harder. Special? Her heart stuttered.

Helena approached the crib. She lowered the bars with a smooth click. “Your program is complete. Thirty days done.”

The words hit like a punch. Done? Marcie’s mind spun.

Helena’s gaze held her. Steady, unyielding. “You can leave today. Back to your old life.”

Leave. The pacifier clicked against her teeth. Marcus flickered somewhere deep—a ghost of bravado, of poker tables, of debts.

Helena gestured to the corner. A pile of male clothes sat folded on a chair—jeans, a faded tee, scuffed sneakers. Beside them, a charged phone blinked with missed calls.

“Everything you came with.” Helena’s tone stayed even. “A taxi waits outside. You’re free.”

Free. The word burned. Marcie stared at the clothes, the phone.

Her eyes drifted. On the changing table, a pastel pacifier gleamed under the light. Pink, soft, familiar.

Her hand moved before her mind caught up. Fingers closed around the pacifier. Not the phone. Not the jeans.

Helena watched. A faint smile curved her lips. “Tell me, Marcie. What do you want?”

The question pinned her. Marcie’s throat tightened. The pacifier felt warm in her grip.

“I… I don’t want to be Marcus anymore.” Her voice was small, trembling. “Marcus loses.”

Helena stepped closer. Her perfume—lavender, clinical—filled the air. “And Marcie?”

“Marcie stays.” The words spilled out. “Marcie is safe here.”

Helena sat on the edge of the crib mattress. Her hand reached out, stroking Marcie’s cheek. The touch was gentle, possessive.

“Yes, she is.” Helena’s voice softened further. “Safety is here, if you’re ready to stay.”

Marcie leaned into the touch. Her body melted. Shame pricked, but comfort drowned it.

Helena’s fingers lingered on her cheek. Then slid down, tracing the edge of the frilly onesie. “Let’s make sure baby girl is comfortable for her big decision.”

Marcie’s breath hitched. The diaper crinkled as Helena’s hand moved lower. Pressed against the front of the padding.

Warmth spread inside. Not from wetting. From need.

“Look at you.” Helena’s tone was amused, maternal. “Already so eager for Mommy.”

Her hand pressed harder through the plastic backing. Marcie’s cock twitched, trapped and swelling. Shame burned her cheeks, but her hips shifted forward.

Pathetic. The word echoed in her mind. Helena hadn’t said it—yet.

Helena’s fingers curled through the padding. Found the outline of her shaft. “Such a needy little girl.”

Marcie whimpered. The pacifier muffled it. Her body betrayed her, aching for more.

Helena’s touch teased. Slow, deliberate. “Does Marcie want Mommy to make her feel good?”

“Yes, Mommy.” The words slipped out, babytalk and desperation. “Please.”

Helena’s smile widened. “Good girl. But only if you promise to stay.”

The plug inside pressed deeper as Marcie squirmed. Her cock throbbed harder. “I promise. I’ll stay.”

Helena’s hand moved faster now. Rubbing through the diaper, the crinkle loud in the quiet nursery. “That’s my sweet baby.”

Pressure built. Marcie’s hips bucked. The plastic backing slid against her skin, slick with precum inside.

Helena leaned closer. Her breath was warm on Marcie’s ear. “Cum for Mommy, baby girl. Show me you mean it.”

The words broke her. Marcie’s body tensed, then shattered. Hot cum spilled into the diaper, thick and warm, pooling against her skin.

She gasped around the pacifier. Spasms rocked her, each pulse humiliatingly strong. The padding soaked it up, heavy now between her thighs.

Helena kept rubbing. Milked every last drop through the diaper. “Look at that. So much for Mommy.”

Marcie’s face burned. The shame crashed in, hard and fast. She’d cum in a diaper—again—begging to stay as a baby girl.

Helena pulled her hand back. Her fingers glistened with a faint sheen through the padding. “Such a messy little thing.”

Marcie couldn’t meet her eyes. The plug still pressed inside, a humiliating anchor. The diaper sagged with her release.

Helena stood. Adjusted her glasses. “Let’s get you cleaned up. A fresh start for a permanent stay.”

The nurse appeared at the door. A quick change was ordered. Marcie was lifted, diaper swapped in moments, fresh powder clouding the air.

But Helena wasn’t done. She returned with a small tray. On it, a new plug—larger, with a faint hum.

Marcie’s eyes widened. Her body tensed. “Mommy, I—”

“Shh.” Helena’s tone was firm, maternal. “Baby girls trust Mommy.”

The nurse lifted Marcie’s legs. Cold lube touched her skin. Then pressure—slow, stretching—as the new plug slid in.

Marcie gasped. The intrusion burned, then settled. Her cock twitched again, already stirring in the fresh diaper.

Helena pressed a button. The plug buzzed to life, low and teasing. “This stays in all day. A reminder of your choice.”

The vibration hummed through her. Marcie’s hips jerked. Shame and arousal twisted tighter.

Helena’s hand rested on her head. A gentle pat. “You’re mine now, Marcie. Fully.”

The words sank deep. Marcie sucked the pacifier, the buzz inside her relentless. Her body was Helena’s—every inch, every reaction.

Helena picked up the clipboard. Scribbled a note, then read it aloud. “Subject Marcie: voluntary extension of program. Full replacement achieved.”

Marcie’s cheeks burned hotter. Hearing it out loud—clinical, final—cut deep. But her cock stirred against the padding anyway.

Helena set the clipboard down. “We’ll formalize it soon. A contract to sign. Your new life on paper.”

The thought of a pen in her hand, signing away Marcus forever, made her tremble. The buzz of the plug intensified it. Her mind screamed, but her body craved.

Helena leaned down. Her breasts pressed close as she adjusted the onesie. “Soon, baby girl. You’ll sign for Mommy.”

Marcie’s mouth watered. She wanted to nurse, to suckle, to lose herself in Helena’s warmth. But Helena pulled back.

“Not yet.” Helena’s smile was knowing. “Rewards come after commitment.”

The plug buzzed harder. Marcie whimpered. Her cock ached again, already leaking into the new diaper.

Helena stepped toward the door. “Rest now. Think about your choice. We’ll talk more in my office later.”

Marcie lay back on the crib mattress. The vibration pulsed through her. Every crinkle of the diaper mocked her.

Her eyes drifted to the chair. The male clothes still sat there. Untouched.

Marcus felt like a stranger now. A losing hand, folded and forgotten. Marcie was here, diapered, plugged, owned.

The nursery door stayed open. Helena’s footsteps faded down the hall. Marcie’s mind clung to her, even from afar.

The plug buzzed on. A constant hum of control. Her cock twitched, shamefully hard again.

She sucked the pacifier. The taste of plastic grounded her. Safety was here, just as Helena promised.

But a shadow lingered. Was staying as Marcie a victory? Or the ultimate surrender?

The question hung heavy. Her body didn’t care for answers. It only craved Helena’s next command.

Later, in the office, a contract would wait. A pen would tremble in her hand. And Helena’s gaze would seal it all.


Chapter 13: Permanent Nursery Life

Marcie blinked awake, nestled in a soft pink blanket on a plush armchair in a room she’d never seen before. The walls were painted a gentle lavender, adorned with pastel decals of bunnies and teddy bears. A faint scent of baby powder lingered in the air, grounding her in this new reality.

She shifted slightly. The diaper crinkled under her, thick and snug, a constant reminder of her place. Her thighs felt the bulk, forcing a slight waddle even when sitting.

A silky dress draped over her, pale pink with lace trim at the hem, brushing against her knees. The wig tickled her neck, long blonde curls spilling over her shoulders. She sucked on the pacifier instinctively, the plastic clicking against her teeth.

Her body felt heavy, relaxed in a way Marcus never had been. No tension, no itch for the next bet. Just softness, surrender, and the hum of something deep inside—a plug, still there from yesterday, a quiet anchor of Helena’s control.

The door opened with a soft click. Helena stepped in, elegant as always, her white blouse crisp, wire-rimmed glasses catching the morning light. Her clipboard rested under one arm, a pen tucked behind her ear.

“Good morning, Marcie.” Her voice was smooth, maternal, wrapping around Marcie like a warm blanket. “Did you sleep well in your new nursery suite?”

Marcie nodded, the pacifier bobbing in her mouth. Her pulse quickened, a faint throb in her temples. Helena’s presence always did that—stirred something primal, needy.

Helena set the clipboard on a small table beside a rocking chair. Her movements were deliberate, never rushed. She crossed the room, heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor.

“Today is special, baby girl.” She stood before Marcie, her gaze narrowing slightly, assessing every inch. “Today, we finalize your permanent residency at The Meadow.”

Marcie’s throat went dry. Permanent. The word hit like a stone, heavy and final.

Helena reached down, her fingers brushing Marcie’s cheek, then tilting her chin up. “You’ve chosen this. A new life, safe and cared for.”

Marcie’s skin tingled under that touch. Her body leaned forward without permission, craving more. Pathetic, how much she needed Helena’s approval.

Helena stepped back, retrieving a small folder from the table. She opened it, revealing a single sheet of paper—a contract. “This makes it official. You’ll sign as Marcie, my sweet girl.”

Marcie stared at the paper. Her old name, Marcus, wasn’t even mentioned. Erased, like a bad bet folded and forgotten.

Helena handed her a pen, her fingers brushing Marcie’s trembling hand. “Go on. Show Mommy you’re ready.”

Marcie hesitated. The pen felt foreign, too grown-up for her now. But she pressed it to the paper, scrawling her new name in shaky cursive.

Helena’s lips curved slightly, a rare warmth in her expression. “Perfect. Now you’re truly mine.”

Marcie’s chest tightened. A rush of heat spread low, her cock stirring against the padding. Shame prickled her skin—how could signing away her old self feel this good?

Helena set the contract aside and knelt before Marcie, her hands resting on the armrests. Her face was close, her breath warm. “I’ve prepared something for you, to celebrate this moment.”

Marcie’s eyes widened. Helena reached behind her, pulling out a small velvet box. Inside was a tiny silver charm, shaped like a pacifier, attached to a delicate bracelet.

“For my permanent baby girl.” Helena fastened it around Marcie’s wrist, her fingers lingering on the skin. “A reminder of your true home.”

Marcie’s breath caught in her throat. The cool metal against her wrist felt like a collar, a claim. Her cock throbbed harder, pressing against the diaper’s bulk.

Helena noticed. Her gaze dropped to Marcie’s lap, then back up, one eyebrow arching. “Already so eager for Mommy?”

Marcie’s face flushed, but she couldn’t deny it. Her body was a traitor, always had been. Every surrender made her harder, needier.

Helena stood, pulling Marcie gently to her feet. The diaper crinkled with every step, loud in the quiet room. She led Marcie to a padded changing mat on the floor, framed by soft toys and a cloud of powder scent.

“Lie down, baby girl.” Helena’s tone left no room for argument. “Mommy needs to check you.”

Marcie obeyed, the mat cool against her back. Her dress rode up, exposing the thick diaper taped tight around her hips. Helena knelt beside her, her hands moving with clinical precision.

She pressed a palm against the front of the diaper, feeling the padding. “Not wet yet. Good.”

Marcie’s muscles tensed. That touch, even through the plastic, sent a jolt straight to her core. Her cock twitched, aching already.

Helena’s fingers slipped under the waistband, brushing the sensitive skin just above. “But I think baby girl needs some attention.” Her voice was soft, laced with control.

Marcie whimpered around the pacifier. Helena’s hand moved lower, wrapping around her shaft through the inner lining. Slow, deliberate strokes began, her grip firm but teasing.

“Such a needy little thing.” Helena’s tone was warm, almost tender. “You’ve earned this, Marcie. For choosing to stay.”

Marcie’s hips bucked slightly, the crinkle of the diaper deafening. Her skin prickled with heat, every nerve alive under Helena’s touch. The plug inside shifted with her movement, pressing deeper, amplifying every sensation.

Helena kept stroking, her rhythm steady, building the pressure. “Tell Mommy what you want, baby girl.”

Marcie gasped, the pacifier slipping from her lips. “Please, Mommy. Let me… let me cum.”

Helena’s gaze locked on hers, intense and unyielding. “Good girl. Asking so sweetly.”

The praise hit harder than the touch. Marcie’s body trembled, the edge so close she could taste it. Her cock throbbed in Helena’s hand, leaking into the padding.

Helena quickened her pace, her thumb brushing the tip through the fabric. “Cum for Mommy, Marcie. Show me you’re mine forever.”

Marcie broke. Her body convulsed, a sharp cry escaping her throat. Hot cum spilled into the diaper, pulse after pulse, soaking the padding in warm, sticky waves.

Helena didn’t stop. She milked every drop, her hand relentless until Marcie was spent, whimpering. The diaper felt heavy now, sagging with her release.

“So much for Mommy.” Helena’s voice was a soft purr. She pulled her hand free, inspecting the faint sheen on her fingers before wiping them on a nearby cloth.

Marcie lay there, chest heaving. Shame crashed in, sharper than ever. This orgasm, as Marcie, was stronger than any Marcus had ever felt—raw, consuming, humiliatingly perfect.

Helena adjusted the tapes on the diaper, securing the mess inside. “We’ll change you later. For now, you stay like this—a reminder of your choice.”

Marcie’s skin tingled with aftershocks. The wet warmth in the diaper mocked her, a physical mark of her surrender. But beneath the shame, a quiet peace settled—she was exactly where she belonged.

Helena stood, helping Marcie to her feet. The diaper crinkled louder now, weighted with her cum. Every step felt exaggerated, the bulk forcing her thighs apart.

“Come, baby girl.” Helena guided her to the rocking chair, settling Marcie on her lap. “Let’s talk about your new routine.”

Marcie leaned into her, the scent of Helena’s perfume mixing with the powder in the air. Her body relaxed, even as the plug and soggy diaper kept her aware of her state. Safety wrapped around her like a cocoon.

“Every morning, I’ll check on you.” Helena’s hand rested on Marcie’s back, rubbing slow circles. “Every night, I’ll tuck you in, right here in your nursery suite.”

Marcie nodded, the pacifier back in her mouth. The rhythm of Helena’s voice soothed her, each word a promise. No poker tables, no debts—just this, forever.

“Your sister visited while you slept.” Helena reached for a small gift bag on the table. “She brought something for her little niece.”

Marcie’s eyes widened as Helena pulled out a tiny onesie, pale yellow with ruffled sleeves. A card attached read, “For Marcie, with love.” Her sister’s acceptance, tangible and soft, made Marcie’s throat tighten.

“She’ll come monthly now.” Helena folded the onesie neatly. “She’s proud of your recovery, even if it looks… different.”

Marcie sucked harder on the pacifier. Her sister saw her as Marcie now, not Marcus. The shift was final, and somehow, it didn’t hurt.

Helena set the gift aside and rocked the chair gently. “The Meadow has paid your old debts. A research grant, officially. You’re free of that life.”

Marcie’s mind flickered to the $200K, the men who’d hunted Marcus. Gone now, erased by Helena’s influence. Another tie severed.

“My paper on Radical Replacement Therapy is published today.” Helena’s tone held quiet pride. “You’re the star case, Marcie. The first to transition fully to permanent residency.”

Marcie’s skin prickled again. Her transformation, documented for the world. A clinical victory, even as her diaper sagged with the evidence of her submission.

“The waiting list for The Meadow doubled overnight.” Helena’s hand patted Marcie’s padded bottom, the crinkle echoing. “You’ve inspired so many to surrender, just like you.”

Marcie’s cock twitched faintly, a ghost of arousal. Even now, Helena’s words stirred her. Pathetic, but true.

Helena tilted Marcie’s chin up, her gaze piercing. “You’ve rewritten recovery, baby girl. No relapses, no cravings for the old rush—just Mommy’s care.”

Marcie melted under that look. Her body, her mind—every part belonged to Helena. Marcus was a shadow, a losing hand long discarded.

The rocking chair creaked softly. Helena’s hand lingered on Marcie’s cheek, a possessive warmth. “This is your life now—diapers, dresses, and my voice guiding you.”

Marcie’s eyes fluttered shut. The crinkle of the diaper, the weight of her release, the charm on her wrist—all of it anchored her here. Home, in a way Marcus never knew.

Helena’s voice dropped lower, a final seal. “Good girl, Marcie. You’ve found your true home.”

The words sank deep, unshakable. Marcie’s body softened completely, the last flicker of resistance gone. She was Helena’s, now and forever.
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