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Chapter 1: A Difficult Decision

Evan sat on the worn couch in Sophia’s modest living room, his slender frame hunched forward as he stared at the contract in his hands. The words seemed to blur the longer he looked at them. Across from him, Sophia, his older sister, perched on the armrest of her chair, exuding calm and confidence. The faint sounds of birds chirping outside barely reached him; his focus was entirely on the life-altering agreement before him.

“It’s a big decision,” Sophia said gently, breaking the silence. “I don’t expect you to sign it right this second. Take your time.”

Evan glanced up at her, his face flushed. “This is just… a lot, Sophia. You’re asking me to give up my freedom for nine months.”

Sophia sighed, leaning forward. “Evan, I’m not trying to make this harder for you. But you’re struggling. You’ve been looking for work for months with no luck. You’re living off the last bit of savings from Dad’s estate. I’m offering you stability—and more than that, a chance to be part of something meaningful. My grant could change both of our lives.”

Evan frowned, clutching the contract. His small, petite frame and youthful face often made him feel underestimated, but he had never felt as vulnerable as he did now. The idea of giving up control to Sophia, of letting her dictate every part of his life, terrified him.

“What if I hate it?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sophia softened, her tone turning warm and reassuring. “If it feels overwhelming at any point, we’ll talk about it. But Evan, this is regression therapy. The whole point is to ease your stress, not add to it. You’ll have nothing to worry about—no job, no bills, no expectations. Just let me take care of you.”

Evan’s gaze dropped back to the contract, where phrases like complete authority and nine-month commitment stared back at him.

“And diapers?” he asked hesitantly, his cheeks burning.

Sophia nodded, her expression calm. “Yes, diapers. It’s part of the process, Evan. Regression means letting go of adult responsibilities entirely. It’s about creating an environment where you feel safe, cared for, and free of the pressures that weigh on you now.”

Evan exhaled shakily. “What happens if I don’t sign?”

Sophia tilted her head, a touch of sadness in her expression. “Then I’ll respect your decision. But without this grant, I can’t afford to support you here long-term. You’ll have to figure something else out, and I know how hard that’s been for you.”

The weight of her words sank into him. He didn’t have many options. Moving back to their rural hometown after college had been isolating, and job prospects were nearly nonexistent. Sophia’s offer, while overwhelming, was the only lifeline he could see.

“I just…” he trailed off, unsure of what to say.

Sophia reached across the coffee table, placing a comforting hand on his knee. “Evan, you’re my little brother. I care about you more than anything. I wouldn’t ask you to do this if I didn’t believe it would help both of us.”

Her sincerity broke through his defenses. He took a deep breath, picking up the pen beside the contract. “Okay,” he murmured. “I’ll do it.”

Sophia’s face lit up with relief. “You won’t regret this, Evan. I promise.”

He signed his name at the bottom of the document, the scratching sound of the pen feeling oddly final. Sophia immediately took the contract and carefully tucked it into a folder on the nearby table.

“So, what happens now?” Evan asked, his voice tinged with nervousness.

Sophia smiled. “Now, we prepare. It’ll take me about a week to get everything we need. The grant funds have already been approved, so I’ll order supplies today—furniture, equipment, recording devices, and, of course, your clothes and diapers.”

Evan cringed slightly at the mention of diapers but said nothing.

“I’ll also need to rearrange the guest room,” she continued. “That will be your space. I’m getting a crib and a high chair custom-made for you, and I’ll need to set up the recording equipment to document the therapy sessions. It’s a lot, but we’ll figure it out together.”

Evan swallowed hard. “So, I just… wait?”

“You’ll be helping me setup the furniture,” Sophia said with a reassuring nod. “Aside form that, and you can take the time to adjust to the idea. Think of it as the calm before the storm.”

Evan managed a weak smile. He didn’t feel calm at all, but he appreciated her attempt to put him at ease.

Sophia stood, smoothing out her skirt. “Why don’t you help me clear out the guest room? It’ll give us something to do together.”

Evan nodded reluctantly, following her to the small, sparsely decorated room at the end of the hallway. As they began moving boxes and rearranging furniture, Sophia spoke animatedly about the plans she had for the space.

“I’m thinking light pastel colors,” she mused, tapping her chin. “Something calming. And the crib will go against that wall. It’s going to have safety rails and a soft mattress. Oh, and the high chair—probably in the corner of the kitchen.”

Evan tried to focus on the task at hand, but his mind kept drifting to the enormity of what he had agreed to. By the time they finished for the day, the guest room was completely cleared out, ready to be transformed into what Sophia had dubbed his “therapy space.”

As he lay in bed that night, Evan stared at the ceiling, his thoughts racing. He couldn’t shake the feeling that he had just crossed a line he could never uncross.

And yet, a small part of him—a part he wasn’t ready to acknowledge—felt a strange sense of relief. For the first time in months, he had a plan, a purpose, and someone who genuinely cared about his well-being.

The next week would be a whirlwind of preparations, but Evan could only hope that he was ready for what lay ahead.


Chapter 2: Setting the Stage

The week following Evan’s decision was a whirlwind of deliveries and preparations. Every day brought a new set of packages, and Sophia’s excitement grew with each arrival. She buzzed around the house like a child on Christmas morning, unpacking boxes and organizing supplies while Evan looked on with a mix of apprehension and resignation.

One rainy afternoon, a delivery truck rumbled into the driveway, unloading several large boxes. The driver needed Evan’s help to get them inside, and he reluctantly obliged. The boxes were heavy, their labels indicating the contents: a crib, a high chair, and other items Sophia had ordered.

As the last box was brought in, Sophia clapped her hands, her face glowing with enthusiasm. “This is it! With these, we’ll have everything we need to get started.”

Evan glanced at the towering stack of boxes, his stomach sinking. “That’s… a lot of stuff.”

Sophia grinned, grabbing a pair of scissors to cut the tape on the largest box. “You’re going to help me put it all together. Let’s start with the crib.”

Evan groaned but followed her into the guest room, which was rapidly transforming into a nursery. Sophia had already cleared out most of the furniture, leaving plenty of space to assemble the new items.

As Sophia opened the box, she began pulling out the crib’s components. The wooden frame was painted a soft blue, and the padded rails had an unmistakably babyish design. She laid everything out on the floor, carefully organizing the screws, bolts, and other parts.

“Here’s the manual,” she said, handing it to Evan. “We’ll need to work together to get this done.”

Evan sighed, flipping through the instructions. “Why do I have to help? You’re the one who wanted all this stuff.”

Sophia gave him a playful nudge. “Because this is for you, silly. And besides, it’ll be faster if we both work on it.”

Reluctantly, Evan knelt on the floor and began attaching the crib’s base. The process was tedious, and he found himself growing increasingly annoyed as they worked.

“Hold that steady,” he muttered, trying to screw in a bolt while Sophia aligned one of the side panels.

“I am holding it steady,” she replied with a chuckle. “You just need to angle it right.”

After nearly two hours, the crib finally took shape. Its tall sides loomed over them, and Sophia wasted no time installing the padded rails and the soft blue mattress.

As Evan stepped back to admire their work, he noticed something unusual: straps were attached to the corners of the crib. They looked soft yet sturdy, clearly designed to secure someone in place.

“What are those for?” he asked, pointing to the straps.

Sophia smiled, her tone matter-of-fact. “They’re for your safety. The crib is meant to keep you comfortable and secure while you sleep, and the restraints will make sure you don’t accidentally hurt yourself or fall out.”

Evan’s eyes widened. “Fall out? I’m not a baby, Sophia. I think I can handle sleeping without being strapped down.”

Sophia’s expression softened, but her voice remained firm. “This isn’t just about keeping you safe, Evan. It’s also about helping you regress. The more we remove distractions and unnecessary movement, the easier it will be for you to relax and let go.”

Evan swallowed hard, unsure how to respond. Sophia gave his arm a reassuring squeeze. “Trust me, this is all for your benefit. You’ll get used to it.”

Next, they moved on to the high chair. The white frame was sleek and sturdy, with a wide padded seat and a detachable tray. As they unpacked the pieces, Evan noticed that the high chair also included straps for the wrists and ankles.

“Okay, seriously,” he said, holding up one of the straps. “What’s with all the restraints?”

Sophia looked up from the instruction manual, her expression calm. “It’s the same principle as the crib, Evan. The straps are there to help you stay focused during mealtime and to prevent any accidents. Plus,” she added with a wink, “you’ll look adorable in it.”

Evan groaned, already regretting his decision to sign the contract. “This is ridiculous.”

Sophia didn’t respond, instead directing him to hold the base steady while she attached the seat. The high chair was slightly easier to assemble than the crib, but it still took over an hour.

When it was finally complete, Sophia stepped back to admire it. The chair stood proudly in the corner of the kitchen, its padded seat gleaming under the light.

“It’s perfect,” she said, clapping her hands together. “I can’t wait to see you in it.”

Evan crossed his arms, his face burning with embarrassment. “Do I really have to use that?”

Sophia nodded firmly. “Yes, you do. It’s all part of the therapy. And remember, you agreed to follow the rules when you signed the contract.”

Evan sighed, knowing she had a point.

Over the next few days, Sophia continued setting up the nursery. She stocked the changing table with diapers, wipes, and powders, carefully organizing everything into labeled bins. She tested the video recording equipment, adjusting the cameras to capture every angle of the room.

By the end of the week, the transformation was complete. Sophia called Evan into the nursery one evening, her face glowing with excitement.

“It’s all ready,” she announced, gesturing around the room.

Evan stepped inside, his eyes widening as he took in the sight. The crib loomed in one corner, its padded rails gleaming under the soft light. The diaper supply was stocked to the brim, and the high chair stood in the kitchen, waiting for its first use.

“This is… a lot,” Evan admitted, his voice hesitant.

Sophia placed a hand on his shoulder, her tone reassuring. “It’s everything you’ll need. Tomorrow, we’ll officially start the therapy.”

Evan nodded reluctantly, the weight of his decision settling over him. “Okay.”

Sophia smiled, giving his shoulder a gentle squeeze. “You’re going to do great, Evan. I’ll be with you every step of the way.”

As he left the nursery that night, Evan couldn’t shake the feeling that his life was about to change in ways he couldn’t fully comprehend.


Chapter 3: The First Day

Evan woke up the next morning with a sense of unease. He lay in bed for a few moments, staring at the ceiling and wondering if he had made a mistake. The sound of Sophia bustling around the house reminded him that there was no turning back now—he had signed the contract, and today was the beginning of the regression therapy she had spent the past week preparing for.

“Evan!” Sophia’s voice called out from the hallway. “Time to get up! Breakfast is almost ready.”

Evan sighed and swung his legs over the side of the bed. He padded out to the kitchen in his sweatpants and a loose T-shirt, where Sophia was setting two plates on the table. She looked up with a bright smile, her enthusiasm as unrelenting as ever.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” she said cheerfully. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yeah, I guess,” Evan muttered, rubbing the back of his neck. He glanced at the high chair in the corner of the kitchen and felt a wave of embarrassment.

Sophia noticed his hesitation and walked over to him, placing a reassuring hand on his arm. “Don’t worry, we’re going to take this one step at a time. Just trust me, okay?”

Evan nodded reluctantly and sat down at the table. Breakfast was simple—scrambled eggs, toast, and orange juice—but he could barely focus on the food. His thoughts kept drifting to the nursery, the crib, and everything else Sophia had set up.

After they finished eating, Sophia stood and began clearing the dishes. “Alright, Evan,” she said, her tone shifting to one of calm authority. “It’s time to start. Let’s head to the nursery.”

Evan’s stomach tightened, but he followed her down the hallway. The nursery looked even more intimidating in the daylight. The crib seemed larger than he remembered, its straps neatly folded at the corners.

Sophia gestured for him to sit on the edge of the crib, her expression kind but firm. “Okay, here’s how we’re going to start. I’ll change you into your diaper, and then we’ll go over the schedule for the day.”

Evan froze, his face burning. “Change me? I—I thought I could do it myself…”

Sophia shook her head gently. “Evan, part of this therapy is letting go of control. If you’re taking care of yourself, you’re not fully regressing. You need to trust me to handle everything for you.”

He hesitated, feeling a mix of embarrassment and vulnerability. “I don’t know if I can do this…”

Sophia crouched down to his eye level, her tone softening. “Evan, you signed the contract, right? This is going to help you. I promise. But it only works if you let me guide you. Can you do that?”

Evan swallowed hard but nodded. “Okay.”

Sophia smiled and motioned for him to lie down on the changing mat. His heart pounded as he obeyed, his movements stiff and awkward.

“Just relax,” Sophia said soothingly, pulling a diaper from the stack and laying it out on the mat. It was thick and white, with a soft, crinkly texture that immediately made Evan feel small.

She gently tugged his sweatpants down, revealing a pair of bright pink boxers. Sophia froze for a moment, and then a wide grin spread across her face. “Pink boxers, huh? I didn’t know you were a fan of pink, Evan.”

Evan’s cheeks flushed a deep red. “They were on sale…” he mumbled, looking away.

Sophia laughed lightly, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “Maybe I should have gotten you pink diapers if you like pink so much!” she teased.

“Can we just get this over with?” Evan muttered, wishing the ground would swallow him whole.

“Of course,” Sophia said with a chuckle, slipping the boxers off and folding them neatly. “Alright, let’s get started.”

Sliding the diaper beneath him, she reached for a container of powder and a tube of diaper rash cream. “This is to keep your skin healthy,” she explained, squeezing some of the cream onto her fingers and beginning to rub it in.

Evan flinched at the touch, his body betraying him with an unmistakable response. His cheeks turned crimson, and he stammered, “Sophia, I—”

Sophia didn’t even blink. “Relax, Evan,” she said with a chuckle. “It’s a normal reaction. It doesn’t mean anything.”

Still, she couldn’t resist teasing him just a little. “Although, I have to say, I didn’t realize your ‘manhood’ was so… petite.”

Evan groaned and covered his face with his hands, wishing he could disappear. “Sophia, please…”

She laughed lightly, her tone playful but not unkind. “Oh, come on, I’m just teasing. You’ll get used to this. It’s no big deal.”

Once she had applied the powder, she pulled the diaper up snugly and secured the tapes with practiced ease. She gave the front a gentle pat and smiled. “There we go. All set.”

Evan sat up slowly, the bulk of the diaper immediately noticeable. The crinkling sound it made with every movement only added to his embarrassment.

Sophia helped him up from the mat and guided him over to the crib. “Now, let’s talk about your schedule. You’ll spend most of your time here in the nursery or in the living room with me. We’ll have designated times for meals, naps, and activities. I’ll take care of everything you need.”

Evan stared at the floor, feeling overwhelmed. “This is really happening, isn’t it?”

Sophia placed a hand on his shoulder, her voice warm. “It is. And I’m going to make sure you’re safe and comfortable every step of the way. Trust me, Evan. This is going to be good for you.”

She handed him a stuffed animal and smiled. “Take a few minutes to get used to things. I’ll be back to check on you soon.”

Evan frowned, pushing the stuffed animal aside. “Can I just have my phone instead?”

Sophia’s expression shifted, her smile softening into a more serious look. “Evan, I think you’re misunderstanding the purpose of this therapy. Your phone, along with your other adult belongings, has been put away. You won’t need it anymore.”

“What?” Evan’s eyes widened. “Where is it? You can’t just take my stuff!”

Sophia crossed her arms, her tone calm but firm. “I can, Evan, because you signed the contract. This is about letting go of adult distractions and focusing entirely on your regression. Trust me, it’ll be better this way.”

Evan slumped back against the crib, his frustration clear. “This is ridiculous…”

Sophia gave him a kind smile and placed the stuffed animal in his hands again. “You’ll see. Just give it time.”

As she left the room, Evan sat on the soft mattress, the straps on the crib’s corners catching his eye. He wasn’t sure how he felt about any of this, but one thing was clear—his life had just taken a very strange turn.


Chapter 4: Adjusting to His New Reality

Evan spent most of the day in the nursery, feeling a mix of embarrassment, frustration, and resignation. The bulk of the diaper around his waist was impossible to ignore, and the crinkling noise that accompanied every movement only added to his discomfort. He paced around the room, trying to distract himself, but the presence of the crib and the neatly stacked diapers made it impossible to escape the reality of his situation.

By late afternoon, Sophia walked into the nursery with her usual warm smile. “Hey, Evan,” she said cheerfully. “How’s my little study subject doing today?”

Evan shrugged, glancing away. “Fine, I guess.”

“Well,” Sophia said, her tone light but firm, “it’s time for a little routine adjustment. Let’s get you into the kitchen for your first meal in your high chair.”

Evan’s stomach twisted. He had seen the high chair assembled in the kitchen during breakfast but had been too nervous to ask about it. Now, it seemed he wouldn’t be able to avoid it any longer.

Sophia gently took his hand and guided him out of the nursery toward the kitchen. The high chair was positioned in the corner near the dining table, its bright colors and padded seat contrasting sharply with the sleek modern design of the rest of the kitchen.

“Do I really have to sit in that?” Evan asked hesitantly.

“Yes, Evan,” Sophia replied with a kind but no-nonsense tone. “It’s part of the routine we talked about. Now, up you go.”

Reluctantly, Evan climbed into the high chair. The padded seat felt soft but confining. She locked the tray in front of him and gave him an encouraging smile.

“There,” she said brightly. “Comfy?”

Evan muttered something unintelligible, shifting in his seat as he tried to find a position that felt less awkward.

Sophia moved to the counter, preparing his meal. She spooned mashed sweet potatoes into a bowl and filled a sippy cup with water, setting them on the tray in front of him.

“Alright, Evan, open wide,” she said, holding a spoonful of the sweet potatoes in front of his mouth.

Evan hesitated, glancing between the spoon and Sophia’s expectant expression. “Can’t I feed myself?” he asked weakly.

When Sophia shook her head, Evan frowned and reached for the spoon. “I can do it,” he said, trying to grab it from her hand.

Sophia’s eyes narrowed, her voice firm but still calm. “Evan, if you don’t stop right now, I’ll use the straps on the high chair to make sure you don’t interfere.”

Evan froze, his hand hovering in the air as he processed her words. He glanced down at the straps dangling from the chair’s sides, realizing she wasn’t bluffing.

“I’m serious,” she continued. “Part of this process is learning to let go and trust me. If you don’t want to be strapped in, then let me feed you.”

Reluctantly, Evan withdrew his hand and leaned back in the chair. “Fine,” he muttered.

“Good choice,” Sophia said with a small smile, returning the spoon to his mouth. “Open up.”

Though the act of being spoon-fed made him feel small and helpless, Evan complied for the rest of the meal. Between bites, Sophia offered him the sippy cup, which he drank from begrudgingly.

“You’re doing great,” Sophia said encouragingly as she wiped a bit of food from his chin. “See? It’s not so bad.”

Once the meal was finished, Sophia wiped his face and removed the tray from the high chair. “Good job,” she said warmly. “Now, let’s get you back to the nursery.”

As they walked down the hall, Evan felt a strange sense of relief that the experience was over. But as he entered the nursery and saw the pile of stuffed animals in the corner, his discomfort began to return.

“Why don’t you play with these for a while?” Sophia suggested, gesturing to the toys. “I’ve got a few things to take care of, but I’ll check on you soon.”

Evan sat down on the soft carpet, picking up a stuffed bear and turning it over in his hands. At first, he simply stared at the toys, feeling awkward and unsure of what to do. But as the minutes passed, he found himself absentmindedly arranging them into little groups, creating a small scene on the floor.

Meanwhile, Sophia sat in the living room with her phone, the live feed from the nursery’s cameras displayed on the screen. She watched as Evan shifted restlessly, her expression softening as she noticed the telltale signs of discomfort. He squeezed his thighs together and paced slightly, his movements growing more agitated as time went on.

Sophia’s lips curled into a knowing smile as she watched him finally stop moving. His posture stiffened, and she could see the flush of embarrassment on his face as he sat back on the carpet, his body visibly relaxing.

She waited a few moments before entering the nursery, timing her arrival perfectly.

“Evan?” she asked gently, stepping into the room. “Is everything alright?”

Evan hesitated, his face bright red as he glanced at her. “I… um… I think I need…”

Sophia’s eyes lit up with understanding, and she knelt beside him, placing a reassuring hand on his shoulder. “You need a change?”

Evan nodded, unable to meet her gaze.

“Good job letting me know,” she said kindly. “Let’s take care of that.”

She guided him to the changing mat near the crib, gesturing for him to lie down. Evan obeyed reluctantly, the crinkle of the diaper loud in the quiet room.

Sophia worked with calm efficiency, untaping the diaper and cleaning him with gentle but firm motions. “It’s all part of the process,” she said lightly, applying diaper cream and powder before securing a fresh diaper snugly around him.

“There we go,” she said, patting the front of the diaper with a satisfied smile. “All clean and comfortable.”

Evan sat up, avoiding her gaze as he adjusted to the new diaper. He still couldn’t shake the embarrassment of what had just happened, but Sophia’s calm demeanor made it a little easier to bear.

“You’re doing great,” she said warmly, ruffling his hair. “Just take it one step at a time.”

As Sophia left the room, Evan sat on the carpet, feeling a strange mix of emotions. The experience of being cared for so completely was both humiliating and oddly comforting, leaving him unsure of how to feel.

He picked up his stuffed bear again, staring at it for a moment before sighing. As much as he hated to admit it, a small part of him felt a sense of relief knowing that he didn’t have to worry about anything—Sophia had everything under control.

When nighttime arrived, Sophia announced it was time to get Evan ready for bed.

“Let’s get you all cleaned up first,” she said cheerfully, motioning for him to lie down on the changing table. She worked efficiently, untaping his wet diaper and cleaning him with gentle wipes. The  calming scent of powder filled the room as she dusted his skin and secured a fresh diaper around his waist.

Once he was changed, Sophia guided him to the crib and helped him climb in. Evan hesitated as he settled onto the soft mattress, his eyes darting nervously to the straps hanging from each corner.

Sophia noticed his unease and gave him a reassuring smile. “This is just to keep you safe, Baby,” she explained in her soothing tone. “We don’t want you rolling out of bed or getting hurt while you sleep.”

Before he could protest, she gently took his wrist and guided it to the padded strap attached to the side of the crib. The buckle clicked softly as she secured it snugly but not too tight. She repeated the process with his other wrist and then his ankles, humming quietly as she worked.

“There we go,” she said with a satisfied smile, stepping back to admire her work. Evan squirmed slightly, testing the straps, but they held him firmly in place. He could move just enough to be comfortable but not enough to free himself.

Sophia leaned down and brushed a strand of hair from his forehead. “Goodnight, Baby,” she whispered, her voice warm and affectionate. She patted his head gently before adding, “Sweet dreams.”

With that, she switched off the light, leaving only the soft glow of the nightlight in the corner. As the door clicked shut behind her, Evan lay there in the dark, the faint crinkle of his fresh diaper and the gentle pressure of the straps reminding him of how much his life had changed.

Despite his initial discomfort, he found himself drifting into an uneasy sleep, his body slowly adjusting to the firm, inescapable embrace of the crib.


Chapter 5: Adjusting to the New Normal

Evan stirred in his crib, the pale morning light filtering through the nursery curtains. His limbs ached from being restrained throughout the night, the unfamiliar confinement making it difficult to find a comfortable position. Adding to his frustration was the challenge of wetting his diaper while lying down—a task that had taken much longer than expected, leaving him awake for hours.

The soft hum of the baby monitor reminded him of his surroundings as Sophia entered the nursery with her usual cheerful energy.

“Good morning, Evan,” she greeted, lowering the crib's side rail. “Did you sleep well?”

Evan groaned softly, shifting in the crib. “Not really,” he admitted. “It was hard to... you know, go.”

Sophia’s expression softened, and she patted his shoulder reassuringly. “It’s an adjustment,” she said kindly. “But you’re doing great. It’ll get easier with time.”

She reached down to give the front of his diaper a gentle pat. “Hmm, definitely wet,” she noted with a smile. “Let’s get you changed before breakfast.”

Sophia guided Evan to the changing mat in the corner of the room. He lay down reluctantly as she began the now-routine process of changing his diaper. She untaped the soaked diaper, carefully cleaning him with wipes before applying a fresh layer of cream and powder.

“There,” she said brightly, securing the tapes of a new diaper. “All set for breakfast.”

Evan sat up, the crinkle of the diaper beneath him impossible to ignore. “Do I have to stay in this all day again?” he asked hesitantly.

Sophia smiled as she helped him into a soft shirt and elastic-waist shorts. “Yes, Evan. The diapers are part of the therapy, remember? You’re doing so well—it’s just a matter of getting used to it.”

In the kitchen, Evan climbed into the high chair as Sophia prepared his oatmeal and sippy cup. He felt self-conscious as she fed him bite after bite, her voice warm and encouraging.

“See? This isn’t so bad,” she said with a smile, wiping a bit of oatmeal from the corner of his mouth.

The day continued with a series of activities in the nursery—playing with stuffed animals, stacking blocks, and flipping through picture books. Despite the simplicity of the tasks, Evan found it surprisingly draining.

By late afternoon, Sophia noticed a shift in his demeanor. He seemed restless, fidgeting with his toys and squirming uncomfortably. Watching him on her phone via the live feed, she saw him squeezing his thighs together and pacing in small circles.

“Evan,” she called gently from the doorway, stepping into the room. “Are you okay?”

He hesitated, his face flushing as he avoided her gaze. “I… I need to go to the bathroom,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

Sophia stepped closer, her expression calm and understanding. “Evan, that’s what your diaper is for,” she reminded him. “It’s part of letting go of control and embracing the process. You can do this.”

Evan shook his head slightly, his cheeks reddening further. “I don’t need to wet,” he said, his voice trembling. “I need to poop. I don’t know if I can do this.”

Sophia knelt in front of him, placing a gentle hand on his arm. “I know it feels strange now, but you’ll get used to it,” she said soothingly. “You’re doing so well, Evan. Just let it happen, and I’ll take care of the rest.”

Evan looked at her, clearly torn between embarrassment and compliance. As the pressure built, he shifted uncomfortably before finally giving in. His face turned crimson as he felt the fullness release into his diaper, the humiliation nearly overwhelming.

Sophia gave him a moment before stepping forward, her voice soft and reassuring. “Good job, Evan,” she said gently. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

She guided him to the changing mat, her movements efficient yet gentle as she untaped the messy diaper. The smell made Evan cringe, but Sophia remained unphased, cleaning him thoroughly with wipes.

“This is a big step,” she said encouragingly as she finished cleaning him. “You’re really embracing the process, and I’m so proud of you.”

Instead of immediately diapering him again, Sophia gestured for him to stand. “Let’s get you into the bathroom for a quick shower,” she said, leading him down the hall.

In the bathroom, Sophia helped Evan into the shower, her presence calm and professional as she handed him soap and shampoo. As he cleaned himself, she laid out fresh supplies—powder, cream, and another thick diaper.

When he finished, Sophia guided him to sit on the edge of the tub, holding up an electric razor with a playful smile.

“What’s that for?” Evan asked nervously.

Sophia tilted her head, her tone matter-of-fact. “This is to keep you clean and comfortable,” she explained. “Shaving is a standard part of care for people in diapers. It prevents rashes and irritation, and it makes changing you much easier.”

Evan hesitated, but he eventually nodded, allowing her to proceed. Sophia worked quickly, removing the remaining hair from his body with precision. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant, and Evan couldn’t help but feel a sense of vulnerability as she completed the task.

“There we go,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “All smooth and clean. Doesn’t that feel better?”

Evan nodded hesitantly, his cheeks flushed.

Sophia helped him back to the nursery, where she guided him onto the changing mat and diapered him with practiced efficiency. “All set,” she said warmly, giving the front of his diaper a gentle pat.

As the day wound down, Evan found himself back in the nursery, playing with his stuffed animals while Sophia prepared dinner. Though the experience was still embarrassing, he couldn’t deny the growing sense of security that came with Sophia’s care.


Chapter 6: Adjustments and an Invitation

The first two weeks of Evan’s new routine passed in a haze of discomfort and adaptation. Each day felt like an uphill climb as he adjusted to the constant presence of the diapers, the constraints of the crib, and the new rhythms of his life under Sophia’s care. Nights were particularly difficult at first. Sleeping restrained in the crib left him tossing and turning, the straps keeping him in place no matter how hard he tried to get comfortable. The unfamiliar sensation of wetting while lying down was another challenge. Though Sophia had reassured him it would become second nature, the first few nights were long and restless.

Sophia, ever attentive, maintained her patience and praised Evan for trying his best. “You’re doing great, Evan,” she would say as she checked his diaper each morning. Her warm tone, combined with the care she took during changes, gradually chipped away at his embarrassment.

During the day, Sophia’s carefully structured routine left little time for Evan to dwell on his discomfort. Meals in the high chair had become a predictable ritual. Though he still squirmed at the idea of being spoon-fed, he had learned quickly that any attempt to take the utensil himself resulted in a stern reminder—or the threat of being strapped in.

Evan’s playtime in the nursery had also evolved. While he initially resented being surrounded by stuffed animals and blocks, he soon found himself engaging with them without prompting. At first, he told himself he was only passing the time, but there were moments when he caught himself smiling or laughing at the simple joys they brought.

Sophia watched all of this closely, documenting every step. Her phone and computer became indispensable tools, allowing her to review footage from the nursery and compile notes for her research. She spent hours each evening editing the recordings, carefully highlighting key moments of Evan’s regression. His first poopy diaper, the way he clung to a stuffed animal during naptime, the subtle signs of relaxation during his feedings—all of it became data points for her growing body of work.

When Sophia sent her findings to Ms. Adler, the professor overseeing her grant, the responses were overwhelmingly positive. “This is remarkable progress,” Ms. Adler wrote in one email. “Your methodology is both thorough and compassionate. I would like to visit and observe in person—perhaps as early as next week?”

Sophia’s heart leapt at the suggestion. A visit from Ms. Adler wasn’t just an acknowledgment of her hard work; it was a chance to elevate her research to the next level. She spent the following days deep-cleaning the house, ensuring every room was in perfect condition. She reviewed her notes obsessively, wanting to present the best possible case for her approach.

One evening, as Evan sat in the high chair finishing his dinner, Sophia decided to share the news. She wiped his face gently with the bib before sitting across from him at the kitchen table.

“Evan,” she began, her tone calm but firm, “I’ve been sending our progress to Ms. Adler. She’s been very impressed with how well you’re doing.”

Evan glanced at her warily, setting down his sippy cup. “She knows about all this?”

“Of course,” Sophia said matter-of-factly. “The grant is funding this study. Ms. Adler has been following along with the recordings I’ve sent.”

Evan shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “What does she want?”

“She’s asked to visit next week to observe in person,” Sophia explained, watching his reaction carefully.

Evan’s stomach tightened at the thought of someone else seeing him in this state. “Do I have to?” he asked hesitantly.

Sophia’s expression softened, and she reached out to place a hand on his. “Evan, this is important for the study—and for me. Ms. Adler’s support makes all of this possible. I promise she’s very professional. You have nothing to worry about.”

Evan hesitated, his cheeks flushing. “Okay,” he murmured reluctantly.

Sophia smiled warmly, giving his hand a gentle squeeze. “Thank you. I’m proud of you, Evan. This will be a great step forward for both of us.”

As the days passed, Evan found himself settling further into the routine. The initial discomfort of the diapers and crib restraints began to fade as they became a normal part of his day-to-day life. While he still blushed during diaper changes, he no longer protested or resisted, knowing Sophia would handle everything with care.

Sophia, for her part, felt a growing sense of accomplishment. Each day brought new opportunities to refine her methods and gather more data. She couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement as the date of Ms. Adler’s visit drew closer.

The anticipation hung heavy in the air as the siblings prepared for the next chapter in their journey, each wondering what the visit might bring.


Chapter 7: A Visitor’s Influence

Evan felt his stomach churn with anxiety as he sat in his nursery, absently fidgeting with the stuffed animal in his lap. Sophia had told him that Ms. Adler would be visiting today, and the thought of someone else seeing him like this—diapered, regressed, and stripped of his dignity—was almost too much to bear.

The nursery door creaked open, and Sophia entered, wearing a calm, reassuring expression. She knelt down in front of him, smoothing his hair like she always did when she wanted to soothe him. “Evan, it’s time,” she said gently. “Ms. Adler is here. I’ve explained everything to her, and she’s very professional. You don’t need to feel embarrassed.”

Evan swallowed hard and nodded, though her words did little to ease his discomfort. Sophia helped him to his feet, her hand lingering on his shoulder as she guided him out of the nursery and into the living room.

Ms. Adler stood near the window, her posture as confident and composed as Sophia had described. She was a bit older than Sophia, perhaps in her late thirties, with a sharp intelligence in her eyes and an air of authority that seemed to fill the room. When she turned to face them, her gaze immediately landed on Evan, assessing him with clinical detachment.

“Evan,” she said briskly, nodding in his direction. “It’s good to meet you in this context. Sophia has shared wonderful progress reports, and I’m eager to see more firsthand.”

Evan shifted awkwardly, his cheeks burning. “Uh, hi,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.

Ms. Adler raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching in what could have been amusement. She turned her attention to Sophia, her tone softening. “You’ve done an excellent job so far, Sophia. It’s clear you’ve created a structured and nurturing environment for him.”

Sophia smiled, clearly pleased by the compliment. “Thank you, Ms. Adler. He protested at first, especially to being constantly diapered” she said, glancing at Evan with a knowing smile, “but he’s adjusting nicely. It’s been a process, but we’re making steady progress.”

Ms. Adler’s sharp gaze flickered to Evan, who squirmed under her scrutiny. “That’s good to hear. Resistance is common at the start, but it sounds like you’ve handled it well.”

Sophia nodded, clearly proud of the work she’d done so far.

As the two women began discussing the grant and Sophia’s methodologies, Evan felt himself shrinking under Ms. Adler’s sharp gaze. She asked probing questions about his routine, his behavior, and his adjustment to the regression therapy.

Ms. Adler tilted her head, her gaze narrowing as she observed Evan’s nervous fidgeting. “I’d suggest introducing laxatives and diuretics to his diet,” she said decisively. “Simulating the complete lack of control that an infant experiences is critical to the regression process.”

Evan’s head snapped up, his eyes widening in alarm. “Wait, what?” he blurted out, his voice trembling.

Sophia hesitated, glancing at him with a mixture of concern and authority. “Evan, please don’t interrupt,” she said firmly.

Ms. Adler, unfazed, continued. “It’s also worth noting that the high chair straps should be utilized. That’s what they’re designed for, after all. Leaving them unused is a waste of resources—and it undermines the sense of security and boundaries we’re trying to instill.”

Evan’s face flushed with a mix of embarrassment and frustration. “This is too much!” he protested, his voice cracking. “You can’t just—”

Ms. Adler’s sharp voice cut through his protest. “Sophia, have you considered introducing consequences for misbehavior?”

Sophia blinked, momentarily taken aback. “Consequences?”

“Yes,” Ms. Adler said, folding her arms. “Spankings, for example. They’re an effective tool for establishing clear boundaries and reinforcing the regression dynamic. If he interrupts or disobeys, there should be immediate and tangible consequences. It’s standard in similar studies.”

Evan’s stomach dropped as her words sank in. “You’re not serious,” he muttered, looking between the two women.

Sophia hesitated, her gaze flickering to Evan. “I hadn’t thought about that,” she admitted. “But… it could be effective.”

“It will be,” Ms. Adler said with certainty. “In fact, I think we should address his behavior right now. His interruptions have been disruptive.”

Evan’s eyes widened in panic. “No! You can’t—”

“Evan,” Sophia said firmly, her voice carrying an edge of authority he hadn’t heard before. “Come here.”

He froze, his heart pounding. When he didn’t move, Sophia crossed the room and gently but firmly took his hand, leading him to the couch. Ms. Adler stepped back, her expression calm but expectant, as if she were evaluating an experiment.

Sophia sat down and guided Evan to lie across her lap. His face burned with humiliation as she unfastened the tapes of his diaper, pulling it down to expose his bare bottom.

“This is for your own good,” Sophia said softly, though her tone carried a sharp edge of determination. She raised her hand and brought it down with a firm smack.

Evan flinched, his breath hitching as the sting radiated through his skin. Sophia didn’t hold back, each strike more deliberate than the last, her determination to impress Ms. Adler fueling her strength.

Tears pricked the corners of Evan’s eyes, and he clenched his fists, his pride the only thing keeping him from crying out. The sharp sting of each smack was more intense than he’d expected, and the humiliation of being spanked in front of Ms. Adler made it even worse.

When it was over, Sophia gently pulled his diaper back up and secured the tapes. She rubbed his back soothingly as he sat up, avoiding both women’s gazes.

Ms. Adler nodded approvingly. “That was well handled, Sophia. I think you’ll find that clear and consistent consequences will lead to better compliance moving forward.”

Sophia smiled faintly, her hand still resting on Evan’s shoulder. “Thank you, Ms. Adler. I’ll make sure to incorporate this into the routine.”

Evan sat in silence, his cheeks flushed and his pride bruised. The experience had left him shaken, but the unwavering authority in Sophia’s voice and the detached approval in Ms. Adler’s gaze made it clear that this was only the beginning of his regression journey.


Chapter 8: Losing Control

Evan’s days were beginning to blur together. The introduction of diuretics and laxatives to his meals, carefully recommended by Ms. Adler and dutifully followed by Sophia, was having the intended effect. At first, Evan noticed an increase in urgency, but within days, the urgency disappeared entirely. He found himself wetting without even realizing it until he felt the warmth spreading through his diaper, the act now as automatic as breathing.

Messing himself, however, was a different matter. The first time it happened while he was playing with his stuffed animals, the shame was overwhelming. He had squirmed, trying to hold it in, but his body gave in without his permission. The feeling of helplessness was compounded by the sensation of his diaper filling, followed by the awful realization that he couldn’t even clean himself.

Morning routines became particularly humbling. Waking up in his crib, restrained at the wrists and ankles, Evan would squirm and wince as the reality of his overnight accidents set in. Most mornings, he was not only soaked but also messy. The once-unthinkable was now a regular occurrence, and it left him feeling more powerless than ever.

Sophia, however, seemed completely unfazed. She approached each morning’s diaper change with the same calm efficiency as ever, greeting him cheerfully as she undid his straps and lowered the crib’s side rail.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” she chirped one morning as she untaped his heavily used diaper. “Looks like someone had quite the night. You must be feeling much better now that you’re getting more sleep.”

Evan couldn’t respond; his eyes were closed, too ashamed to meet her gaze.

Sophia continued her work, cleaning him thoroughly before applying powder and taping him into a fresh diaper. “See? All better,” she said with a bright smile, patting the front of his diaper. “You’re adjusting so well, Evan. I’m so proud of you.”

Her words, though spoken with genuine encouragement, only made Evan feel worse. As he lay there, staring at the ceiling, he realized just how far he’d fallen—and how far he still had to go.

Mealtimes in the high chair had become a daily ritual, one that Evan dreaded more with each passing day. The straps on his wrists and ankles, which Sophia now insisted on using, left him feeling more helpless than ever. The first time she secured the restraints, she had giggled softly as she buckled each one.

“There,” she had said with a playful smirk, tightening the final strap. “Now you won’t wiggle around and make a mess.”

Evan had glared at her but said nothing, too embarrassed to argue.

On this particular morning, Sophia prepared a bowl of spinach purée. The sight alone made Evan cringe, and as she brought the first spoonful to his mouth, he turned his head away in protest.

“Evan,” Sophia said, her tone sharp but calm. “You know the rules. Open up.”

“No,” he muttered, his voice defiant. “I don’t like spinach.”

Sophia set the spoon down and leaned closer, her expression serious. “Evan, I’ll give you one warning. If you turn your head or refuse to eat again, I’ll take you out of this chair and give you a spanking. Do you understand?”

Evan’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but he reluctantly nodded. “Fine,” he muttered.

Sophia picked up the spoon again and held it to his lips. This time, he opened his mouth, grimacing as the bland, earthy taste hit his tongue.

“There we go,” she said, smiling brightly. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

But when she brought the next spoonful to his lips, he couldn’t help himself. He turned his head away again, his defiance outweighing his embarrassment.

Sophia sighed deeply, setting the spoon down and unbuckling the straps on his wrists and ankles.

“Alright,” she said firmly. “You made your choice.”

Evan’s heart sank as she guided him out of the high chair and over to the couch.

“Sophia, wait,” he stammered. “I’ll eat it, I promise—”

“No,” Sophia interrupted, sitting down and pulling him over her lap. “You were warned, Evan. Actions have consequences.”

Before he could protest further, she untaped his diaper and positioned him for a spanking.

The first smack landed hard, the sound echoing through the room. Evan winced, tears welling up in his eyes as the stinging pain spread across his skin.

Sophia didn’t hold back, delivering a series of firm, deliberate smacks that left him squirming and trying not to cry.

By the time she was finished, Evan was sniffling, his face buried in his hands as he tried to compose himself.

“Let that be a lesson,” Sophia said, her tone calm but firm as she secured his diaper back in place. “Next time, I expect you to behave.”

She stood, adjusting her dress before looking down at Evan, who was still red-faced and shaken. “Now, back into the high chair,” she said, guiding him toward the kitchen.

As she strapped him in once more, she couldn’t help but smile. The entire incident had been caught on video, and she couldn’t wait to share it with Ms. Adler.


Chapter 9: A Second Visit

Sophia had been eagerly anticipating Ms. Adler’s second visit. The professor had been so impressed with Evan’s progress during their last meeting that Sophia couldn’t wait to share the additional footage and updates she had compiled. Evan, on the other hand, dreaded the visit. The thought of being observed again, especially by someone as no-nonsense as Ms. Adler, made him feel like shrinking into the floor.

When Ms. Adler arrived, she was greeted warmly by Sophia, who invited her in with a smile. Evan, wearing only his diaper and a pastel-colored shirt, was sitting on the floor in the living room, quietly playing with stuffed animals. As soon as he saw Ms. Adler, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment, and he instinctively avoided her gaze.

“Evan’s looking more comfortable in his role,” Ms. Adler observed as she set her bag down. She turned to Sophia with a pleased smile. “You’re doing an excellent job.”

Sophia beamed at the praise, ushering Ms. Adler to the couch. “Thank you. I’ve been following all your suggestions, and I think it’s made a huge difference.”

As they sat down, Sophia poured two glasses of wine and handed one to Ms. Adler. “I thought we could take some time to review the footage and discuss next steps,” she said, settling into the seat beside her mentor.

Evan glanced up from the floor, his curiosity piqued but his embarrassment growing.

“Evan,” Sophia said firmly, her tone brooking no argument. “Stay quiet. If you make a sound, you’ll get a spanking. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he mumbled softly, keeping his eyes on the carpet.

Sophia and Ms. Adler began reviewing the latest recordings on Sophia’s tablet, discussing Evan as if he weren’t even there.

“You’ve done an exceptional job maintaining his regression,” Ms. Adler said, sipping her wine. “The use of the laxatives and the high chair straps has clearly reinforced his dependency on you.”

Sophia nodded eagerly. “It’s incredible how much progress he’s made. He’s adjusted to the routine faster than I expected.”

Evan’s face burned as they continued to talk about him like a case study. He wanted to protest, but he dared not speak. The spanking from the other day was still fresh in his mind, and he didn’t want to risk another one.

After reviewing several clips, Ms. Adler set the tablet down and turned to Sophia with a thoughtful expression. “I have a few suggestions for the next phase,” she said.

Sophia leaned forward, intrigued. “I’m listening.”

“First,” Ms. Adler began, “I think it’s time to move him from a sippy cup to a baby bottle. The act of drinking from a bottle will further enhance his regression and dependency. It’s a subtle but powerful change.”

Sophia smiled, nodding in agreement. “I was considering that, actually. I think it’ll be an easy transition.”

“Second,” Ms. Adler continued, “I recommend delaying his morning diaper change until after his high chair feeding. Leaving him in his overnight diaper for a bit longer will help normalize the sensation of being in a soiled diaper. It’s important for him to fully embrace the dependency of needing you to care for him.”

Sophia’s smile widened. “That makes perfect sense. It’ll help him stop thinking of accidents as something shameful and start seeing them as part of his routine.”

Evan’s stomach churned as he listened to their plans, but he kept his head down and stayed quiet, just as he’d been instructed.

Ms. Adler turned to him, her sharp gaze appraising him like a subject in an experiment. “How does that sound, Evan?” she asked, her voice cool and deliberate.

Evan hesitated, unsure if he was being asked to speak. He glanced nervously at Sophia, who gave him a pointed look.

“You can answer,” Sophia said, her tone even but firm.

“I… I don’t know,” Evan mumbled, his voice barely audible.

Ms. Adler chuckled, shaking her head. “Well, you’ll find out soon enough.”

Sophia smirked, reaching over to pat Evan’s head affectionately. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. We’re just making sure you’re taken care of properly.”

The rest of the evening passed with Sophia and Ms. Adler chatting and reviewing footage while Evan remained on the floor, quietly playing with his toys. He hated how powerless he felt, but he knew better than to protest.

When Ms. Adler finally left, Sophia walked her to the door, thanking her for the advice and the visit.

“You’re doing an excellent job, Sophia,” Ms. Adler said as she stepped outside. “Keep up the good work, and don’t hesitate to reach out if you need guidance.”

“I will,” Sophia promised, closing the door with a smile.

As she turned back to Evan, who was still sitting quietly on the floor, her smile softened. “Well, little one,” she said, walking over to him. “It looks like we have some new changes to implement tomorrow.”

Evan looked up at her, his heart sinking. He didn’t need to ask what she meant—he already knew.


Chapter 10: Adjusting to the New Routine

The week after Ms. Adler's visit was, without a doubt, the most humiliating and regressive period of Evan's life so far. The two new rules Sophia had introduced—delaying his morning diaper change and replacing all cups with bottles—further emphasized his complete lack of control and autonomy. For Sophia, however, the changes were another step in his regression, and she delighted in seeing him adapt to this new phase.

Each morning began the same way. Evan would wake up in his crib, the familiar feeling of a soaked and messy diaper pressing against his skin. The laxatives and diuretics had taken full effect by now; he no longer noticed when he wet or soiled himself during the night. The first few mornings, he lay there for a while, dreading what was to come, but Sophia always arrived promptly, cheerful and energetic as ever.

“Good morning, Poopy Butt!” she would greet him, lowering the side of the crib with a wide smile. Her tone was sing-song and teasing, a stark contrast to his mortified expression.

Evan flushed with embarrassment every time she used the nickname, but she didn’t stop there. She always patted the back of his diaper as she helped him out of the crib, the squishy sensation making him cringe. “Oof, someone’s got a full diaper this morning,” she would coo, laughing as she guided him toward the high chair.

The first morning of the new routine had been the worst.

“Wait,” Evan had protested weakly as she led him to the kitchen. “Aren’t you going to change me first?”

Sophia had smirked, clearly enjoying his discomfort. “Nope. We’re trying something new, remember? Breakfast first, then a change. It’s good for you to get used to it.”

Evan had tried to resist, but a firm pat on his bottom silenced him. “Don’t argue, Poopy Diaper,” she had said. “Or do you want a spanking to start the day?”

From then on, Evan had no choice but to comply. She would lead him to the high chair, where the straps waited to secure his limbs. Sophia insisted on strapping him in every time now, claiming it was necessary to ensure he stayed safe and cooperative during feedings.

Sitting in the high chair in a full diaper was a new level of humiliation for Evan. The poop would spread beneath him, making him squirm uncomfortably as Sophia locked the straps around his wrists and ankles. She would always giggle at his reaction. “What’s the matter, Poopy Pants? Not used to sitting in your mess yet? You’ll get there.”

Evan hated it. The sticky, uncomfortable sensation combined with the straps keeping him in place made him feel completely trapped. And then came the feeding itself. Sophia would spoon pureed vegetables or oatmeal into his mouth, all while continuing her teasing commentary.

“You’re such a messy eater, Poopy Butt,” she would say, wiping his chin with exaggerated care. “Good thing I’m here to take care of you, huh?”

One morning, after a particularly unpleasant spinach puree, Evan tried to turn his head away from the spoon. Sophia immediately paused, her cheerful tone replaced with sternness. “Evan,” she said sharply, “what did I tell you about behaving during feedings? You don’t want another spanking, do you?”

He froze, the memory of the last spanking fresh in his mind. “No,” he mumbled, reluctantly opening his mouth for the next bite.

“Good boy,” Sophia said with a satisfied smirk, continuing the feeding.

As humiliating as the mornings were, the new rule about bottles was equally challenging for Evan. Sophia had completely replaced sippy cups with baby bottles, meaning he now had to drink from a bottle every time he was thirsty. At first, he had tried to resist, but Sophia was firm.

“This isn’t negotiable,” she said the first time she handed him a bottle. “If you want something to drink, this is how you’ll get it.”

Drinking from the bottle felt degrading, especially when Sophia watched him with an amused expression. However, there was one part of the routine he secretly didn’t mind: being fed a bottle while resting his head on Sophia’s lap.

It started one evening when Sophia noticed he seemed particularly quiet. She had sat down on the couch and gently patted her lap. “Come here,” she said softly, holding up a warm bottle of milk.

Evan hesitated, feeling conflicted. The idea of lying on her lap felt comforting, but the bottle made it embarrassing. Still, he obeyed, crawling over and resting his head on her lap.

As she held the bottle to his lips, he felt a strange mix of emotions. The warmth of her lap and the gentle rhythm of her feeding him were soothing, almost making him forget his situation. Sophia seemed to enjoy it, too, stroking his hair as she hummed softly.

“See?” she said after a few minutes. “This isn’t so bad, is it?”

Evan didn’t respond, partly because his mouth was occupied with the bottle and partly because he didn’t want to admit that he found the moment comforting.

Throughout the week, Sophia continued to push the boundaries of his regression, finding joy in every little milestone. By the end of the week, Evan had resigned himself to the routine. He woke up wet and messy every morning, endured his feedings in the high chair, and drank from bottles without complaint. He hated how quickly he was adapting, but he knew he had no choice.

For Sophia, each day felt like progress. She loved watching Evan’s resistance fade, replaced by quiet compliance. She recorded everything, knowing Ms. Adler would be thrilled with the results. And though Evan didn’t know it yet, more changes were on the horizon.


Chapter 11: New Restraints and a Regression Milestone

The following week brought another visit from Ms. Adler, whose arrival always made Evan’s stomach churn with a mix of apprehension and humiliation. He had grown accustomed to Sophia’s teasing and care, but Ms. Adler’s no-nonsense demeanor left him feeling utterly exposed. Her clinical view of his regression and her constant suggestions for new methods to push him further filled him with dread.

Sophia greeted her professor warmly at the door, her smile bright and welcoming. Evan, as usual, sat quietly on the living room floor in his diaper, playing with a stuffed animal to keep himself occupied. He avoided eye contact with Ms. Adler as she entered the room, but her piercing gaze immediately sought him out.

“Well, look at you,” Ms. Adler said, her voice cool and clinical as always. “It seems you’re adapting to your new role, Evan. How’s he been doing, Sophia?”

Sophia beamed, sitting down with Ms. Adler on the couch. “He’s been adjusting really well. He protested at first, but over the past week, he’s been so much more compliant. No spankings in days!”

Ms. Adler raised an eyebrow. “That’s excellent progress. But you know, Sophia, there’s always room to deepen the regression process. Which brings me to a couple of new suggestions.”

Evan froze, gripping his stuffed animal tightly as he listened.

Ms. Adler continued, her tone calm but firm. “First, I think it’s time to introduce mittens. They’ll restrict his ability to grip or use his fingers, further reinforcing his dependency on you. Of course, they should be strapped and buckled to ensure he can’t remove them.”

Sophia nodded thoughtfully, already visualizing how the mittens would look on Evan. “That makes sense. He’s been using his hands to hold things like his bottle, and this would make him rely on me completely for even the simplest tasks.”

Evan’s face flushed as he imagined being forced to wear such restrictive mittens.

“And second,” Ms. Adler continued, “special booties that discourage standing. These are designed with dull spikes in the soles—not sharp enough to injure him, but uncomfortable enough to make standing painful. Crawling will become his primary mode of movement, which aligns perfectly with his regression.”

Sophia’s eyes lit up. “That’s brilliant, Ms. Adler. It’s another step toward full dependency.”

Evan couldn’t contain himself any longer. He had been holding back for a week, enduring every indignity without complaint, but this was too much. He dropped his stuffed animal and stood up abruptly, pointing a trembling finger at Ms. Adler.

“No!” he shouted, his voice cracking with anger and frustration. “I hate you! You’re ruining my life!”

The room fell silent, the tension thick in the air. Ms. Adler looked utterly unfazed, her cool gaze fixed on Evan as if he were an unruly toddler throwing a tantrum. Sophia, on the other hand, slowly rose from the couch, her expression a mix of disappointment and determination.

“Evan,” Sophia said firmly, her voice low and controlled. “You know better than to speak out like that. What did we agree would happen if you disobeyed?”

Evan’s defiance faltered, his bravado crumbling as he realized what he had done. “I—I didn’t mean…”

Sophia cut him off. “No excuses. You’ve earned a spanking.”

Ms. Adler leaned back on the couch, a faint smile playing on her lips. “This is an excellent opportunity, Sophia. Make it count. Babies don’t hold back their tears when they’re disciplined.”

Sophia nodded, her expression resolute. “Come here, Evan.”

Evan hesitated, his legs trembling as he realized there was no escape. Sophia took his hand firmly and guided him to the couch, where she sat down and pulled him over her lap. She untaped his diaper with practiced ease, exposing his bare bottom.

“Let’s make sure this lesson sticks,” Sophia said, raising her hand.

The first smack landed with a loud crack, and Evan yelped in surprise. Sophia didn’t hold back, her hand coming down again and again with sharp, stinging slaps that made Evan squirm and kick. Tears welled up in his eyes as the pain built, and soon he was sobbing uncontrollably, unable to contain his emotions.

“There we go,” Ms. Adler said approvingly. “That’s the reaction we want. He’s finally letting go of that adult restraint.”

Sophia continued for a few more moments, her hand steady and firm. When she finally stopped, Evan was a blubbering mess, his face buried in his hands as he cried openly. Sophia gently lifted him off her lap and re-taped his diaper, her tone soft but firm.

“Do you understand why you were punished, Evan?” she asked.

Through his sobs, he managed a weak nod.

“Good,” Sophia said, standing up. “Because I don’t want to have to do that again anytime soon. Now, let’s move on.”

Ms. Adler reached into her bag and pulled out the mittens and booties she had mentioned earlier. “Here they are,” she said, holding them up for Sophia to see. “Let’s get him fitted.”

Sophia crouched down and gently took Evan’s hands, sliding the padded mittens over them and buckling them securely. Evan sniffled, too defeated to resist as she worked. The mittens completely immobilized his fingers, leaving him unable to grip or manipulate anything.

Next came the booties. Ms. Adler handed them to Sophia, who slid them over Evan’s feet and fastened the straps tightly. Evan shifted uncomfortably, wincing as he felt the dull spikes pressing against his soles.

“There,” Sophia said, standing back to admire her work. “All set.”

Ms. Adler smiled. “Excellent. He’s one step closer to full regression. And I must say, Sophia, you handled that spanking beautifully.”

Sophia beamed, clearly pleased with the compliment.

That night, Evan was strapped into his crib as usual, the mittens and booties still securely in place. As Sophia and Ms. Adler left the room, their laughter and chatter drifted back to him.

“Another glass of wine?” Sophia asked.

“Absolutely,” Ms. Adler replied, her tone light and cheerful.

Evan lay in the crib, tears still damp on his cheeks, listening to the sound of their voices and the clinking of glasses from downstairs. The humiliation of the evening weighed heavily on him, but he knew there was nothing he could do. He was completely at their mercy, and they seemed to be enjoying every moment.


Chapter 12: Morning Regression and a New Rule

The morning sunlight filtered through the nursery blinds as Evan stirred awake in his crib. The muffled crinkle of his diaper reminded him of his helpless situation, and the sticky, uncomfortable sensation of last night’s mess made him grimace. The mittens strapped to his hands and the booties locked onto his feet made every movement clumsy, and he knew there was no escaping what was coming next.

Moments later, the door creaked open, and both Sophia and Ms. Adler entered the room. Sophia looked refreshed, while Ms. Adler wore a satisfied smirk as she adjusted her glasses. Clearly, the two had enjoyed their evening together.

"Good morning, Baby," Sophia said cheerfully, walking over to the crib. “How did you sleep in your poopy diaper?” she teased, patting the top of his head. Evan whimpered softly, his face burning with embarrassment.

Ms. Adler chuckled, standing at the foot of the crib. “He’s responding exactly as he should,” she said approvingly. “A baby should feel upset about waking up in a messy diaper. It’s a sign that his regression is progressing well.”

Sophia lowered the crib rail and helped Evan onto his hands and knees. “Come on, Poopy Butt,” she said, giving his heavily soiled diaper a firm pat. “Let’s get you into your highchair.”

Evan cringed as the mess squished against him, but he had no choice but to crawl, his booties making it impossible to stand. The dull spikes pressed into his soles with every attempt to shift his weight onto his feet, forcing him to stay low. By the time they reached the kitchen, he was already exhausted.

Sophia lifted him into the highchair, the straps on his mittens making it impossible for him to assist. As she fastened the highchair’s limb restraints, Sophia shot him a playful smirk. “Don’t worry, we’ll get you cleaned up after breakfast,” she said sweetly. “For now, let’s fill your tummy.”

Evan squirmed uncomfortably as he was strapped in, the mess in his diaper spreading further with every movement. He whimpered, his face reddening with shame. Sophia spooned a thick, green spinach puree onto a plate and turned to Ms. Adler with a grin. “Care to do the honors?”

“Of course,” Ms. Adler replied, taking the spoon. She turned to Evan, her expression clinical but pleased. “Now open wide, Baby. Time for breakfast.”

Evan hesitated, his lips quivering as tears began to well in his eyes. The humiliation of being trapped in a highchair with a poopy diaper, mittens, and booties was overwhelming. He let out a soft cry, unable to hold back his emotions any longer.

“That’s excellent,” Ms. Adler said, nodding approvingly as she spooned the puree into Evan’s mouth. “A baby should cry when they’re uncomfortable. It’s a sign of true regression. He’s exactly where he should be.”

Sophia giggled, clearly enjoying her professor’s praise. “You hear that, Poopy Butt? You’re doing a great job,” she teased, giving the front of his messy diaper another pat. “Keep it up, and you’ll make Mommy proud.”

Evan sniffled as he reluctantly swallowed the puree, too defeated to protest further. Ms. Adler continued feeding him while Sophia watched with a pleased smile, occasionally brushing a stray hair out of her eyes. Once the meal was finished, Sophia unbuckled Evan from the highchair and led him to the nursery for a much-needed diaper change.

Lying on the changing mat, Evan whimpered softly as Sophia untaped his heavily soiled diaper. Ms. Adler stood nearby, observing intently. “You’re getting very good at this,” she said approvingly as Sophia wiped Evan clean with precision.

“Thanks,” Sophia replied, dusting powder over Evan’s bare skin. “I think it’s starting to feel second nature.” She glanced at Evan, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Don’t worry, Baby. Mommy’s got you covered.”

Ms. Adler leaned over slightly, her sharp gaze making Evan feel small and vulnerable. She smirked, as if enjoying his discomfort. “You’re very thorough, Sophia. He’s lucky to have you.”

Once Evan was freshly diapered, he was allowed to crawl back into the living room to play with his stuffed animals. Sophia and Ms. Adler brought out the laptop and settled on the couch, reviewing footage from the past week. Evan could hear snippets of their conversation as he hugged his stuffed bunny, feeling the booties on his feet remind him of his crawling-only restriction.

“I think we’re really making progress,” Sophia said, her voice filled with pride. “Look at how he’s adjusted to the mittens and booties.”

Ms. Adler nodded, her hand resting briefly on Sophia’s knee. “You’re doing a phenomenal job. His regression is much further along than I expected at this stage.”

Evan glanced up occasionally, noticing the warmth between the two women. Sophia’s hand lingered on Ms. Adler’s arm for just a moment too long, and their laughter carried a new, intimate tone. It was clear they were growing closer, and the realization only deepened Evan’s feeling of isolation.

As the day wore on, Ms. Adler began preparing to leave. Before she did, she pulled something out of her bag—a pastel pacifier with a strap. She held it up with a satisfied smile. “There’s one more thing we need to address,” she said. “Evan clearly struggles with keeping quiet, and this will help.”

Evan’s eyes widened as she approached him, the pacifier dangling from her fingers. “No…” he whimpered softly, but the stern look from Ms. Adler silenced him.

“This is for your benefit,” she said firmly, kneeling to strap the pacifier around his head. “It’ll remind you to stay quiet, and it’ll be comforting for you. Babies need their soothers, after all.”

Sophia clapped her hands together, clearly delighted. “That’s a wonderful idea! Thank you, Ms. Adler.” She crouched down and gently stroked Evan’s hair. “Look at you, Poopy Butt. Now you really look the part.”

Evan’s cheeks burned as he sucked on the pacifier, the strap ensuring it stayed firmly in place. He wanted to protest but knew it would only make things worse.

As Ms. Adler left, Sophia waved her off with a bright smile. Evan, left alone in the living room with his stuffed animals, felt the weight of the pacifier in his mouth and the bulk of his diaper beneath him. He knew there was no turning back.


Chapter 13: Eight Months Later

The morning sunlight filtered through the pastel curtains of the nursery, casting a soft, golden glow across the room. The space was carefully arranged, designed for both comfort and control. A large crib with high rails stood against the wall, its frame sturdy and practical. Nearby, a low dresser with neatly organized supplies sat ready for the day’s routines, while the floor was scattered with plush toys and colorful mats, awaiting playtime.

Evan lay quietly in the crib, his arms and legs snugly secured with soft restraints that kept him from moving too much during the night. His diaper was warm and heavy, but he didn’t notice. Wetting and messing had long since become unconscious acts, automatic and unremarkable. Eight months of regression had stripped away any sense of control or discomfort over his bodily functions.

The soft creak of the nursery door opening caught his attention, and his face brightened. Sophia stepped inside, her red hair catching the morning light as she moved with practiced ease. She wore a comfortable yet professional outfit—a cardigan over a simple skirt—and her expression was warm, radiating the kind of calm reassurance Evan had come to associate with her presence.

“Good morning, Evan,” she cooed, approaching the crib. Her voice was soft and melodic, and Evan responded with a muffled hum around his pacifier, his hands and feet twitching slightly against the restraints.

Sophia lowered the crib’s rail and reached for the changing mat tucked underneath it. “Let’s get you all cleaned up, sweetheart,” she said gently. Sliding the mat under him, she began unsnapping the buttons of his onesie, exposing the swollen diaper beneath. “You’re such a good boy,” she murmured, her tone light and encouraging. “No more breakfast in a poopy diaper, huh? We’ve gotten so good at this.”

Evan lay still, his body relaxed and compliant as she worked. Gone were the days of squirming or fussing during diaper changes. He had come to accept them as a natural part of his day, just like crawling or babbling. The restraints around his wrists and ankles ensured he stayed in place, though they were rarely necessary anymore. Sophia used them more as a precaution than anything else—a habit left over from earlier months when he’d needed firmer guidance.

Sophia peeled back the tapes of his diaper, folding the front down with care. The smell was strong, but she didn’t flinch. Instead, she reached for the pack of wipes on the nearby dresser and began cleaning him, her movements gentle but thorough. Each stroke of the wipe was deliberate, ensuring every trace of wetness and mess was removed. Evan remained still, staring at the ceiling as his teething ring shifted in his mouth. He didn’t flinch or fidget, his body entirely accustomed to the routine.

Once he was clean, Sophia reached for the tube of diaper rash cream, squeezing a generous amount onto her fingers. She spread it across his skin in smooth, even motions, murmuring softly to him as she worked. “This will keep you nice and comfy,” she said. The faint scent of the cream mixed with the lingering smell of baby powder as she sprinkled a light dusting over him, completing the process.

Finally, she unfolded a fresh diaper, sliding it under him with practiced ease. She pulled the front up snugly and secured the tapes, ensuring the fit was just right. “There we go,” she said with a smile, snapping his onesie back into place. “All fresh and ready for the day.”

Sophia undid the restraints around his wrists and ankles, her fingers moving quickly but carefully. “All done, Evan,” she said, helping him roll onto his side. “You’ve been such a good boy lately. No need for spankings anymore, huh? You’ve learned everything so well.” Her voice was filled with pride, and it was true—Evan had fully embraced his regressed state. Punishments and corrections had become unnecessary, much to Sophia’s relief. She and Miss Adler often spoke about how far he had come, both agreeing that his current behavior was everything they’d hoped for.

Evan eased onto all fours as Sophia helped him out of the crib, his movements slow but steady. Crawling was second nature now; standing was as foreign to him as speaking in full sentences. His mittens and booties made sure of that, but even without them, he wouldn’t have tried. Crawling felt natural, comfortable, and safe. He made his way across the room toward a jingling toy, stopping to grab it awkwardly with his mittened hands. The soft sound made him giggle, and he shook the toy again, delighting in the noise.

Sophia stood and watched him, her heart swelling with pride and affection. Evan wasn’t just playing the part of a baby—he was a baby, in every way that mattered. His crawling, babbling, and utter dependence on her had become his entire reality. And, perhaps most importantly, he was content. There was no sign of resistance, no longing for the independence he had once had. This was his life now, and he was thriving.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the faint crunch of gravel in the driveway. Her chest fluttered slightly. Miss Adler would be here soon.

Miss Adler had been an integral part of this journey, her sharp brown eyes and perfectly tied bun exuding a calm authority that Sophia found both reassuring and captivating. Over the months, their partnership had grown into something far more personal, and though they kept their relationship discreet, the bond between them was undeniable. Sophia felt her cheeks warm at the thought of seeing her again.

She turned back to Evan, who was happily babbling to himself behind his pacifier. Kneeling beside him, she ran a hand through his hair. “Miss Adler is coming to visit today,” she said softly. “Let’s show her how happy and well-behaved you are, okay?”

Evan cooed in response, his expression serene and trusting. For him, the world was simple, safe, and filled with love. And for Sophia, that was all that mattered.


Chapter14: Morning Visitors

The sound of a car door closing outside sent a wave of excitement through Sophia. She smoothed her skirt and glanced toward the nursery, where Evan was happily babbling to himself on the floor. Breakfast time was approaching, but first, she had something—or rather, someone—to look forward to. Gravel crunched under familiar footsteps, and within moments, the front door opened.

“Sophia?” came Miss Adler’s confident voice, warm and clear.

“In here,” Sophia called from the kitchen, a smile already spreading across her face.

Miss Adler appeared in the doorway, her brown hair neatly tied back in its signature bun, her tailored jacket pristine. Her sharp eyes softened the moment they landed on Sophia, and she crossed the room without hesitation. Sophia met her halfway, slipping her arms around Miss Adler’s waist as their lips met in a tender, lingering kiss. The world seemed to fall away for a moment, the only thing that mattered being the warmth of their embrace.

When they finally pulled back, Miss Adler rested her forehead against Sophia’s, her hands still on her waist. “I’ve missed you,” she murmured.

Sophia smiled, brushing a strand of hair back from Miss Adler’s face. “I’ve missed you too.”

After another quick kiss, they broke apart, though their hands lingered as they moved toward the nursery. Evan was on all fours, shaking a jingling toy with his mittened hands. He looked up as they entered, his face lighting up at the sight of Sophia. His gaze flicked briefly to Miss Adler, and while there was a moment of hesitation, it quickly gave way to calm. Over the past months, he’d grown used to her presence. Her once-strict demeanor had softened as he regressed further, and he no longer feared punishments—those were rarely necessary anymore.

“Good morning, Evan,” Miss Adler said warmly, crouching down to meet his gaze. Her voice was gentle but firm, carrying the same authority he instinctively responded to. Evan gurgled softly in reply, his mittened hand batting at the toy.

Sophia smiled, resting a hand on Miss Adler’s shoulder. “It’s breakfast time, sweetheart,” she said to Evan. “Let’s get you all set up.” She turned to Miss Adler, her tone playful. “Want to help me get him in his high chair?”

“Of course,” Miss Adler replied, straightening with ease.

Evan followed them to the kitchen on all fours, his movements steady and practiced. Together, Sophia and Miss Adler lifted him into the high chair. They secured the straps snugly around his wrists, ankles, and waist, ensuring he was properly restrained before snapping the tray into place. Evan wriggled slightly as they adjusted the straps, but it was more out of habit than discomfort—this routine was second nature to him now.

“There we go,” Sophia said, brushing a hand through his hair. “All ready for breakfast.” She smiled at Miss Adler. “Would you like to feed him?”

Miss Adler nodded, reaching for the warm bottle Sophia had prepared. She tilted it gently to Evan’s lips, and he latched on immediately, sucking contentedly. His eyes half-closed as the familiar sweetness of the formula soothed him.

As Miss Adler fed Evan, Sophia stayed close, her affection for the professor evident in every small gesture. She rested her hand lightly on Miss Adler’s back, rubbing slow, gentle circles as she leaned in to kiss her cheek. Miss Adler’s lips curved into a soft smile, and she glanced at Sophia with a warmth that was unmistakable.

“You’re so good with him,” Sophia murmured.

Miss Adler chuckled softly, keeping her focus on the bottle. “That’s all you. I just help out when I can.”

Sophia leaned closer, her hand trailing down Miss Adler’s arm. “You’ve been more than just help. I don’t know how I could’ve done this without you.”

Miss Adler’s smile widened, but her tone grew more serious as she spoke. “I wanted to talk to you about the legal expert who’s coming today. They’ll be reviewing Evan’s case to determine if he should become your ward. With how much he’s regressed, there’s no doubt they’ll approve it, but it’s important we show them how happy and well-cared for he is.”

Sophia nodded, her gaze softening as she looked at Evan. “He is happy. I just want to make sure this transition is as smooth as possible. The grant money from the college has been helpful, but it won’t last forever.”

“That’s why guardianship is the best path forward,” Miss Adler replied. “Once he’s legally declared incapable of taking care of himself, the state will provide financial support for his care. It should offset the loss of the grant money entirely.”

Sophia sighed in relief, her hand briefly resting on Miss Adler’s leg. “That’s good to hear. I want him to have everything he needs without worrying about money.”

As the conversation continued, the words sank in for Evan, and his stomach churned with unease. Though his body and behavior had adapted completely to the life of a regressed baby, his mind remained sharp. He understood everything they were saying. Guardianship? Incapable of taking care of himself? Money from the state? The reality of their words hit him hard. They were talking about making this life permanent, about locking him into a role he couldn’t escape. The thought made his heart race, and he squirmed slightly in his high chair, his fingers twitching against the mittens.

Miss Adler noticed his movement and gently pulled the bottle away, brushing a hand over his cheek. “Shh, it’s okay, Evan,” she said softly. “You’re safe.”

Sophia leaned in, her voice low and soothing. “Nothing’s going to change for you, sweetheart. We’re just making sure everything stays the way it is. You don’t need to worry about anything.”

Evan’s eyes darted between the two women, his unease growing as he processed their reassurances. To them, this was a solution—a way to ensure stability and care. But to Evan, it felt like a door closing, trapping him further in a life he wasn’t sure he could ever leave.

Miss Adler reached for his pacifier, the one with the strap designed to keep it securely in place, and gently slipped it between his lips. “Here you go,” she murmured. “That’s better, isn’t it?”

Evan sucked on the pacifier automatically, the familiar motion soothing but not enough to erase his rising anxiety. He whimpered faintly, his emotions bubbling just beneath the surface, but the straps of the high chair held him firm. The pacifier muffled any further sound, leaving him to quietly process the reality of his situation.

Sophia kissed Miss Adler’s cheek, her hand lingering on her arm. “You’re amazing,” she said softly, her voice filled with warmth.

Miss Adler’s eyes gleamed with affection. “So are you.”

Sophia glanced at Evan, who was now sitting quietly in his high chair, his head resting against the back as he sucked on his pacifier. She turned back to Miss Adler, a playful smile tugging at her lips. “He’s all set for now. Think we can sneak away for a little while?”

Miss Adler raised an eyebrow, a small smirk forming. “I think that sounds like a wonderful idea.”

They shared a knowing look before Sophia leaned in to kiss her again, this time slower and deeper. Evan remained strapped securely in his high chair, his restraints ensuring he couldn’t get into trouble. The two women left the kitchen hand in hand, their soft laughter fading as they disappeared into the bedroom.

The kitchen fell quiet, save for the soft sound of Evan’s pacifier as he sucked rhythmically, his mind racing despite the calm exterior. For now, he was safe, restrained and cared for—but he couldn’t shake the nagging worry of what the future might hold.


Chapter 15: Quiet Reflections

Evan sat quietly in his high chair, the faint creak of its wooden frame the only sound in the kitchen. The straps around his wrists, ankles, and waist held him securely in place, their snugness a constant reminder of his immobility. His pacifier, fastened snugly with a strap to ensure it stayed in place, rested comfortably in his mouth. He sucked on it absentmindedly, his thoughts swirling as he processed the earlier conversation between Sophia and Miss Adler.

The words they’d spoken—guardianship, incapable, money from the state—echoed in his mind, filling him with a quiet unease. He understood what they meant. His mental state hadn’t regressed, even if everything else about him had. He knew they were talking about making this life permanent, about ensuring that he would remain in this role indefinitely. The idea scared him, but as he sat there, strapped securely in his high chair, another thought crept in alongside the fear: he’d enjoyed life lately.

Evan’s eyes drifted to the straps holding his arms and legs in place. They didn’t feel confining anymore—they felt safe. The restraints were a constant reassurance that he didn’t have to worry, didn’t have to make decisions or mistakes. He was protected, cared for. Even his pacifier, which had once felt humiliating and unnecessary, now felt like a natural extension of himself. The soft rhythm of sucking calmed him, grounding him in the moment.

His mind wandered to the diaper he wore, snug and soft beneath his onesie. He hadn’t even noticed himself wetting earlier, the act so automatic now that it barely registered. But the thought of being changed didn’t embarrass him anymore—it made him feel cared for. Every morning, Sophia’s gentle hands would clean him, powder him, and fasten a fresh diaper around him with a softness and warmth that left him feeling cherished. It was a routine he looked forward to, a reminder of how deeply loved he was.

Evan shifted slightly in his chair, the straps holding him firmly but comfortably in place. His thoughts turned to how much he’d changed over the past few months. He didn’t misbehave anymore—not because he feared punishment, but because he didn’t feel the need to. The spankings that had once loomed over him as a threat were no longer necessary. He had settled into this life, fully and completely, and found a kind of peace in the simplicity of it.

From somewhere down the hall, faint noises filtered through the closed door of Sophia’s bedroom. Evan recognized the soft laughter, the quiet gasps, the telltale signs of the closeness Sophia and Miss Adler shared. He wasn’t upset by it; in fact, he found it oddly comforting. Miss Adler’s presence had changed over the months. She was no longer the strict figure who demanded punishments and corrections. Instead, she had become someone warm and caring, someone who was just as invested in his happiness as Sophia was. He realized that he didn’t mind her being around anymore. In fact, he liked it.

But the thought of Miss Adler brought with it a quiet reminder. She had told him earlier to be on his best behavior today because there was an important guest coming. The idea of misbehaving and earning a spanking again made his stomach twist. It had been so long since he’d been punished, and he didn’t want to break that streak. He was proud of how good he’d been, how far he’d come, and he wanted to keep it that way.

Evan sucked harder on his pacifier, the motion helping to soothe his nerves. He focused on the security of his high chair, the safety of the straps, and the comforting rhythm of the kitchen clock ticking softly in the background. Despite the unease lingering at the edges of his thoughts, he reminded himself that Sophia and Miss Adler loved him, cared for him, and wanted the best for him. That was enough.

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway snapped Evan from his thoughts. His eyes widened slightly as he turned his head toward the window, though the high chair’s straps kept him from moving much. He heard the distant hum of voices as the car door opened, followed by the crunch of gravel under footsteps. The guest had arrived.

A moment later, the door to Sophia’s bedroom creaked open, and both women emerged, their hair slightly mussed and their cheeks flushed. Sophia was hurriedly smoothing out her skirt while Miss Adler adjusted her blouse, buttoning it back into place with quick, practiced movements. They exchanged a small, knowing smile as they stepped into the kitchen, the faint scent of perfume lingering around them.

Sophia approached Evan first, leaning down to brush a hand through his hair. “You’ve been so good, sweetheart,” she said softly, her voice full of warmth. “Just like I knew you would.”

Miss Adler joined her, her gaze calm and steady as she unfastened the strap securing Evan’s pacifier. She gently replaced it with a regular one, slipping it between his lips. “There we go,” she murmured. “No need for the strap now.”

She crouched down slightly, meeting Evan’s gaze. “You’ve been such a good boy lately,” she said, her tone firm but kind. “I know you’re going to stay good for me today. We have a very important guest coming, and I don’t want to have to spank you again, alright? It’s been so long since I’ve had to, and I’d like to keep it that way.”

Evan nodded slightly, his pacifier bobbing in his mouth as he sucked on it. He felt the weight of her words, the implicit expectation that he would continue to behave. The thought of disappointing her—or Sophia—made his chest tighten. He didn’t want to let them down. He wanted to be good.

Sophia leaned down and kissed his forehead, her touch gentle and reassuring. “You’ll do great,” she said softly. “You always do.”

With one final glance at him, the two women straightened and turned toward the door. Sophia smoothed her hair one last time, while Miss Adler adjusted the hem of her jacket. They exchanged a brief look, a silent acknowledgment of the day ahead, before stepping toward the door to greet their guest.

Evan watched them go, the soft creak of the door and the murmur of voices outside marking the arrival of something important. He sucked quietly on his pacifier, his emotions a mix of nervousness and calm. He didn’t know exactly what was coming, but he trusted Sophia and Miss Adler to guide him through it, just as they always had. For now, he remained in his high chair, safe and secure, waiting for whatever came next.


Chapter 16: The Guest

The sound of the car door closing signaled the arrival of the guest, and Sophia quickly moved to the front door with Miss Adler close behind her. Sophia smoothed her skirt one last time as Miss Adler adjusted her jacket, both of them eager to greet the visitor who would determine the course of their lives moving forward. When Sophia opened the door, she was met with the striking presence of an older woman.

Standing on the porch was a woman in her early 50s, dressed entirely in black. Her blazer and slacks were sharp and tailored, giving her an air of professionalism, but her spiky, short hair softened the look slightly, though not enough to make her seem less commanding. The hair, about four inches long and sticking up in deliberate spikes, suited her no-nonsense demeanor. Her lips were pressed into a small, neutral smile as her sharp eyes scanned Sophia before settling warmly on Miss Adler.

"Ginevra!" Miss Adler exclaimed, stepping forward to embrace the woman. There was warmth in her voice that Sophia didn’t often hear. The hug was quick but genuine, and Sophia couldn’t help but feel slightly awed by how natural the connection between the two women seemed.

“It’s so good to see you, Marla,” Ginevra replied, her voice smooth but firm, as though they were picking up a conversation from yesterday. Sophia blinked at the sound of Miss Adler’s first name. She was used to it, of course, but it felt strange hearing someone other than herself use it so casually.

Ginevra turned to Sophia and extended her hand. “And you must be Sophia.”

Sophia nodded and took her hand, offering a warm smile. “Yes, it’s wonderful to meet you. Thank you so much for coming.”

Ginevra’s grip was firm but not unfriendly. “Of course,” she said, stepping inside and glancing around. “Marla’s been keeping me updated. I’m looking forward to seeing everything.”

Miss Adler rested a hand on Ginevra’s arm. “Let’s head to the kitchen. Evan’s waiting for us.”

The three women made their way down the hall, Sophia and Miss Adler leading Ginevra into the warm, pastel-toned kitchen. Evan sat strapped securely in his high chair, his pacifier bobbing slightly in his mouth as he sucked on it rhythmically. His eyes widened slightly when he saw Ginevra, his gaze flicking nervously between her and Sophia. He wondered immediately what she would think of him being strapped into the high chair like a baby, but she didn’t seem to notice—or care.

Instead, Ginevra’s face softened slightly as she approached him. “Well, aren’t you a handsome boy,” she cooed, crouching slightly to meet his eye level. Evan froze, unsure of how to respond. Ginevra reached out to brush her hand through his hair before patting the front of his diaper lightly, the action making his cheeks flush. “Do you need a change before we start, sweetheart?” she asked in the same tone one might use with an infant.

Evan’s mind raced, his cheeks burning. He shook his head quickly, the movement almost automatic, and Ginevra gave a small smile, standing upright. “Well, you let us know if you do,” she said casually, turning back to the women.

Miss Adler gestured toward the table. “Let’s sit,” she said. Ginevra nodded, taking a seat with Miss Adler and Sophia on either side of her. Evan remained in his high chair, his straps keeping him firmly in place, and his pacifier bobbed softly as he sucked on it, unsure of what to expect next.

What surprised Evan was how little they seemed to talk about him—or guardianship. Instead, the conversation drifted into friendly chatter, with Miss Adler and Sophia asking Ginevra about a recent trip to Italy.

“How was Florence?” Miss Adler asked, leaning forward slightly, her interest genuine.

“Beautiful,” Ginevra replied, her sharp tone softening as she spoke. “The museums were incredible, of course, but the food—oh, the food. I think I came back ten pounds heavier.”

Sophia laughed, resting her chin in her hand. “What was the best thing you ate?”

“Hard to say,” Ginevra mused. “The ravioli in truffle butter sauce was unforgettable. And there was this tiny bakery in Siena with the best pastries I’ve ever had.”

As the conversation continued, Evan’s anxiety shifted into confusion. He had expected questions about his regression, about whether he truly needed Sophia to be his guardian. But Ginevra didn’t ask anything about him, other than her earlier cooing remarks. It became increasingly clear to him that this meeting wasn’t about evaluating anything. Ginevra and Miss Adler were friends—good friends—and this was all just a formality.

Still, Evan didn’t dare say anything. His mind flashed back to Miss Adler’s warning earlier: Be on your best behavior. The idea of breaking his streak of good behavior, of earning a spanking after so long, made his stomach twist. He stayed perfectly still, sucking quietly on his pacifier as his eyes flicked between the women. From time to time, Miss Adler’s hand brushed against his knee or rested there for a moment, a silent reassurance that he was doing well. Once, she even winked at him, and while it didn’t fully ease his nerves, it helped a little.

Eventually, Ginevra leaned back in her chair and pulled a folder from her bag. She set it on the table, flipping it open and pulling out several documents. “Alright,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact. “Let’s get this wrapped up.”

Miss Adler and Sophia exchanged a brief, excited glance as Ginevra passed them each a pen. “I just need your signatures here,” Ginevra said, pointing to specific lines. “And here. And one more here.”

Sophia signed quickly, her heart pounding with anticipation, while Miss Adler moved with her usual calm efficiency. Ginevra made a final note on the document before slipping it back into her folder. “That’s it,” she said, standing and straightening her blazer. “Everything is finalized. Evan is officially your ward, Sophia. Congratulations.”

Sophia’s eyes filled with relief, and she turned to Miss Adler with a radiant smile. They stood, walking Ginevra to the door as Evan watched quietly from his high chair. His pacifier bobbed as he sucked on it, processing everything that had just happened. No questions, no evaluations—just signatures. It was all so simple, and he couldn’t decide if that made him more relieved or uneasy.

As the door closed behind Ginevra, Miss Adler turned back to Sophia with a wide grin. “We did it,” she said, pulling her close.

“We did,” Sophia echoed, her voice bubbling with excitement. She glanced over at Evan, who was still sitting quietly in his high chair, his pacifier moving rhythmically as he watched them.

“Let’s celebrate,” Miss Adler murmured, kissing Sophia’s temple.

Sophia nodded, walking over to Evan. She gently removed his pacifier, replaced it with the strapped version, and cupped his cheek. “You’ve been such a good boy,” she said softly. “We’re so proud of you.”

Miss Adler crouched beside him, brushing a hand through his hair. “And I know you’re going to keep being good,” she said, her tone warm but firm. “We don’t want to have to spank you, do we? It’s been so long, and we’d like to keep it that way.”

Evan nodded quickly, sucking on his pacifier as the two women smiled at him.

As they left the kitchen, heading back toward the bedroom, Evan shifted slightly in his high chair. The familiar, warm squish of his diaper against his skin went unnoticed at first, but as the smell began to fill the air, Evan realized he’d pooped without even thinking about it. He sucked harder on his pacifier, his cheeks flushing faintly, but he remained still. The straps around him felt safe, holding him in place, and despite his embarrassment, he felt oddly at ease.

The quiet hum of conversation from the bedroom faded into soft laughter as Evan settled into the safety of his high chair, waiting patiently for Sophia and Miss Adler to return.


Chapter 17: Big News

The kitchen was quiet, save for the soft hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of Evan’s high chair as he shifted slightly in his straps. The warm scent of his diaper lingered faintly in the air, but Evan was too accustomed to notice. His pacifier bobbed steadily in his mouth, the repetitive motion soothing as he rested his head against the back of the chair. Time passed slowly, and the warmth of the room, combined with the comforting security of his restraints, lulled him into a peaceful doze.

Evan woke to the sound of the bedroom door opening. His eyes fluttered open as Sophia and Miss Adler entered the kitchen, their cheeks slightly flushed and their hands intertwined. They were laughing softly, their affection for one another on full display. Sophia leaned into Miss Adler, who gave her a quick kiss on the temple before they turned their attention to Evan.

“Look who’s awake,” Sophia said warmly, walking over to him and brushing her hand through his hair. “Did you have a good nap, sweetheart?”

Miss Adler joined her, her hand resting lightly on Sophia’s back. “We have some very exciting news for you, Evan,” she said, her voice filled with a rare note of excitement. “And we hope you’ll be just as happy as we are.”

Evan blinked up at them, his pacifier bobbing slightly as he sucked on it. He tilted his head curiously, wondering what they could possibly mean.

Sophia crouched down beside him, her hand resting on his knee. “We’ve decided to get married,” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Miss Adler and I are engaged!”

Evan’s pacifier stilled as he processed the words. Married. Engaged. He looked between the two women, noticing the way they were beaming at each other. He had to admit, it didn’t bother him as much as he thought it might. Miss Adler was already around so much, and he’d grown to like her more and more as she became less strict with him. It seemed natural, almost inevitable, and the thought of them getting married didn’t feel like a big change. He nodded slightly, the pacifier bobbing again as he sucked on it, letting them know he understood.

Sophia smiled, her voice soft. “We’re going to do it really soon—just a small ceremony at the courthouse with a justice of the peace. No big wedding or anything like that.”

Miss Adler leaned down, brushing a hand gently against his cheek. “It’s going to be wonderful, Evan. And we’re so happy you’re part of this family.”

Evan let out a soft hum around his pacifier, his cheeks pinking slightly at her words. He didn’t feel like anything would change too much—Miss Adler was already like family. He felt safe with both of them, and that was enough.

“Let’s get you out of this chair and into a fresh diaper,” Sophia said, reaching for the straps that held him securely. She and Miss Adler worked together to unbuckle him, their hands moving quickly but gently as they freed him from the high chair. Once the last strap was undone, Sophia helped him down onto the soft carpet of the living room, where the changing mat was already spread out.

“Lie down for me, sweetheart,” she said softly, patting the mat. Evan obeyed without hesitation, lowering himself onto his back as Sophia unsnapped the buttons of his onesie.

As she worked, Miss Adler knelt beside her, opening the diaper bag and pulling out the supplies: wipes, diaper rash cream, powder, and a fresh diaper. “We’re so proud of how good you’ve been today,” she said, glancing at Evan with a small smile.

Sophia peeled back the tapes of his diaper, carefully folding the front down. “And we have more news to share with you,” she said as she began wiping him clean. “We’ve decided to take a honeymoon—just a short one.”

Miss Adler added, her tone bright, “We’re going to Italy! Ginevra was telling us so many wonderful things about it, and we thought it would be the perfect place to celebrate.”

Evan blinked, his pacifier bobbing more rapidly as a flicker of nervousness crept in. Italy? Honeymoon? His thoughts turned to what this meant for him. He couldn’t exactly go with them—not in his current state. He sucked harder on the pacifier, his gaze flicking between the two women as Sophia applied a generous amount of diaper rash cream, her touch gentle and practiced.

Sophia’s voice was soft but reassuring. “While we’re gone, someone will need to take care of you. We’re working on setting that up now.”

Miss Adler sprinkled powder over him, her tone calm and measured. “It’s going to be someone we trust completely, someone who will take excellent care of you while we’re away.”

Evan’s heart sank slightly as their words settled in. The thought of someone else taking care of him, someone he didn’t know, made his stomach twist. What would they think of him? Would they treat him the same way Sophia and Miss Adler did? He felt a faint tremble in his limbs as his mind spiraled with possibilities.

His cheeks flushed as a more unsettling thought entered his mind: Does this mean they’re going to introduce me to more people? More people who will see me like this? The idea made him squirm slightly on the mat, his discomfort clear even as Sophia pulled the fresh diaper snugly between his legs.

Miss Adler noticed his unease and reached out to squeeze his hand gently. “Everything is going to be okay, Evan,” she said softly, her voice steady and reassuring.

Sophia fastened the tapes of his diaper, smoothing them down before giving the front a soft pat. “You’re safe, sweetheart,” she said with a smile. “We would never let anything happen to you. You’ll always be taken care of.”

Evan sucked on his pacifier, the rhythmic motion helping to calm him slightly. He still felt a knot of worry in his chest, but the warmth of Sophia’s touch and Miss Adler’s steady presence helped ease it, if only a little.

As the two women began tidying up the supplies, Evan lay quietly on the mat, the soft crinkle of his fresh diaper filling the silence. Despite his lingering nerves, he reminded himself of the trust he had in them, the safety and love they had given him. For now, he could only hope that they were right—that everything really would be okay.


Chapter 18: The Judge’s Decision

Evan sat on the soft carpet of the living room, absently squeezing a stuffed bunny between his mittened hands. The pacifier in his mouth bobbed steadily as he sucked, a familiar comfort as he rocked slightly in place. Morning sunlight streamed through the windows, casting warm light across the space, but something felt… off.

Sophia and Miss Adler sat together on the couch, their hands intertwined as they watched him with expressions that made his stomach twist. He could tell they were about to tell him something important—something final. He let out a soft, nervous whimper behind his pacifier, shifting slightly in place.

“Evan, sweetheart,” Sophia said gently, smoothing out the folds of her skirt before clasping her hands in her lap. “We found someone for you to stay with while we’re away.”

Evan’s body tensed. He had known this moment was coming, but hearing the words sent his heart racing. He sucked harder on his pacifier, looking between them warily.

Miss Adler, ever composed, leaned forward slightly. “You’ll be staying with Judge Ginevra.”

The name sent a shiver down Evan’s spine. Judge Ginevra—the sharp-eyed, no-nonsense woman who had stopped by a few weeks ago to finalize Sophia’s guardianship over him. She had spoken to him in that tone adults used for small children, firm but distant, as if she was making an assessment of his situation rather than actually engaging with him.

He let out a muffled whimper and shook his head slightly.

Sophia was quick to respond, her voice warm and reassuring. “Sweetheart, I know she seems strict, but she’s a good friend of Miss Adler’s. She understands your needs, and we trust her completely.”

Miss Adler nodded. “She’s known about your situation for a long time. That’s why she helped with your paperwork. She agreed to take care of you while we’re gone because she knows how important it is for you to stay in your routine.”

Evan’s hands twitched in his mittens, his breathing picking up. The idea of leaving the security of Sophia’s home, of being without her or Miss Adler for weeks, was overwhelming. His eyes welled up, and he let out a soft, distressed whimper around his pacifier.

Sophia slid down to sit beside him on the carpet, cupping his face gently. “Oh, Baby,” she cooed, stroking his cheek. “I know it’s scary, but it’s only for a little while. We’ll only be gone a few weeks, and then we’ll come right back, I promise.”

Miss Adler’s voice was calm but firm. “You’ll be expected to behave while you’re with her, Evan. I don’t want to hear about any tantrums or refusals to follow instructions.”

Evan flinched slightly at her tone, his stomach twisting. He could already imagine the judge’s stern expression, the way she would watch him like she was still evaluating him. Would she be as gentle as Sophia? Would she still let him have his toys, his cuddles, his routine?

Sophia pulled him into a soft hug, rubbing slow, comforting circles on his back. “You’re going to be just fine, sweetheart. We wouldn’t leave you with anyone we didn’t trust.”

The words were reassuring, but Evan still felt uneasy.

A sharp knock at the front door made him jolt, his body tensing instinctively.

“She’s here,” Miss Adler announced, standing smoothly and straightening her skirt.

Sophia kissed the top of Evan’s head before standing as well. “Let’s get you ready, Baby.”

Evan whimpered, his body trembling as Sophia helped him onto all fours. His booties padded softly against the carpet as he crawled behind them, his diaper crinkling with every movement.

By the time they reached the entryway, Judge Ginevra was already inside, standing near the door with an air of quiet authority. She was dressed in a sleek black blazer and pants, her spiky short hair giving her an edge of sharpness that made Evan feel even smaller.

Her gaze landed on him immediately. “Well, there’s the little one,” she said smoothly, her voice carrying no warmth but no cruelty either. “I trust you’ve explained everything to him?”

Miss Adler nodded. “He knows he’ll be staying with you while we’re gone.”

Judge Ginevra’s eyes swept over Evan, assessing. “Good. I have a schedule in place to make sure he stays on track.” She turned back to Sophia. “I assume all his medical needs have been arranged?”

Sophia smiled, though there was a hint of nervousness in it. “Yes, everything is labeled in his bag—diapers, bottles, formula. His routine is written out as well.”

Evan sucked hard on his pacifier, his breathing shallow as he listened. The way they were talking about him—so clinical, so formal—made him feel like an object being passed from one caretaker to another.

Judge Ginevra stepped aside, and Evan’s stomach twisted when he saw it—a wheelchair.

She must have rolled it in with her, because it was already positioned near the door, facing him. A sturdy one, with thick straps on the arms, legs, and chest.

Evan let out a muffled cry, shaking his head furiously.

Sophia immediately knelt beside him, cupping his face again. “Shh, Baby, shh. It’s okay. The wheelchair is just for the ride. It’ll keep you safe and secure.”

Judge Ginevra didn’t wait for his protests to subside. She stepped forward, placing a firm hand on his shoulder. “Come now. We don’t want any fuss.”

Before Evan could react, Miss Adler and Sophia moved efficiently, each taking a side as they lifted him into the wheelchair. He squirmed, kicking his feet slightly, but it was useless.

The straps were fastened around him swiftly—across his chest, over his lap, securing his ankles to the footrests, his wrists to the armrests. He whimpered behind his pacifier, his fingers twitching inside his mittens as Judge Ginevra tightened the buckles with quick efficiency.

“There,” she said simply, patting his head as if she had just finished securing a child into a car seat. “All set.”

Sophia leaned in, kissing his forehead. “Be good for her, Baby. We’ll be back before you know it.”

Miss Adler cupped his chin, her sharp eyes locking onto his. “Behave,” she warned. “Or I will hear about it.”

With that, Judge Ginevra turned the wheelchair and began rolling him out of the house.

Evan watched through the open doorway as she expertly maneuvered the wheelchair down the small ramp leading to the driveway. Parked at the curb was a large, wheelchair-accessible van. The back doors were already open, and inside was a secure docking area, complete with heavy-duty straps meant to keep him in place.

The van had been designed for people like him.

Evan let out a soft, shaky whimper as the judge wheeled him onto the hydraulic lift and into the van, locking the wheelchair into place.

Judge Ginevra stepped back, checked the straps, then shut the doors with a solid thunk.

Evan could still see Sophia and Miss Adler standing in the doorway, smiling reassuringly as they waved. But their faces grew smaller as the van pulled away from the house.

Judge Ginevra’s voice was steady but firm from the driver’s seat.

“Let’s get you home, little one.”

Evan whimpered.

Home?

For the first time in months, he realized he had no idea what was coming next.


Chapter 19: A Lesson in Respect

The van rumbled to a stop, and Evan whimpered softly behind his pacifier as Judge Ginevra exited the driver’s seat and walked around to the back. He had spent the entire ride locked into place, his chest and legs strapped securely to the wheelchair, leaving him with nothing to do but stare out the window and wonder what was waiting for him at his new home.

The doors swung open, and the judge wasted no time unlocking the wheelchair from its restraints. The cold efficiency of her movements sent a shiver through Evan—she wasn’t like Sophia. There was no playful teasing, no warmth in her touch. She wasn’t cruel, but she carried herself with an authority that made it clear he wasn’t in charge of anything here.

As she lowered him down the lift, Evan’s wide eyes took in the house in front of him. It was enormous.

A sprawling, two-story estate with white stone walls and massive windows. A neatly manicured lawn stretched in every direction, lined with tall hedges that provided a sense of seclusion. The circular driveway held an expensive-looking car parked beneath a covered entrance, and the towering front doors looked like they belonged to a mansion rather than a home.

Judge Ginevra did well for herself.

The inside was just as impressive—polished hardwood floors, high ceilings, and expensive furniture that looked like it belonged in a magazine. Everything was pristine, perfectly arranged, and completely adult. There were no pastel nurseries here, no soft play mats or stuffed animals scattered across the floor. The only sign of Evan’s presence in this house was the wheelchair he sat in.

Ginevra wheeled him through the grand foyer, down a hallway, and into a spacious bedroom at the far end of the house.

“This will be your room,” she said simply, locking the wheelchair’s brakes before stepping aside.

Evan blinked in surprise. It wasn’t a nursery—it was a regular guest room. A large bed with crisp white linens, a private bathroom, and a heavy wooden dresser. There was even a writing desk by the window, though Evan doubted he would be using it.

But then, his eyes landed on the one clear modification that had been made just for him.

The bed had straps.

Thick, sturdy restraints were fastened to the headboard and foot of the bed, hanging loosely at the sides. Waiting.

No crib. No changing table. No high chair.

She didn’t see him as a baby.

She saw him as a dependent.

And she intended to control him as efficiently as possible.

Evan sucked hard on his pacifier, his breathing picking up as the reality of the situation sank in.

Judge Ginevra turned to face him, crossing her arms.

“Here’s what you need to understand,” she said, her voice cool and even. “You are here because I agreed to take responsibility for you while Sophia and Miss Adler are away. That means you will follow my rules, not theirs.”

Evan swallowed thickly, his pacifier bobbing as he sucked harder.

“I don’t believe in waiting for misbehavior before setting expectations,” she continued. “You will not test my patience. You will not act out. And most importantly, you will learn to respect me immediately.”

Her eyes bore into him, and he shrank under her gaze.

“I find that the best way to establish that understanding is to start off with a lesson.”

Before Evan could process what she meant, she was already unbuckling his restraints.

He whimpered, squirming slightly, but she moved with swift precision, removing the straps from his chest, wrists, and ankles. His body felt light and unsteady after being held still for so long, but the moment he tried to push himself back into the wheelchair, her firm grip was already on his arm, pulling him over her lap.

“Over my lap,” she commanded, guiding him toward her.

Evan’s breath hitched, and he shook his head wildly.

She didn’t care.

She effortlessly pulled him over her lap, locking one arm around his waist to keep him in place.

Evan let out a muffled cry behind his pacifier, his limbs flailing uselessly.

His diaper was ripped open in one motion, the tapes undone so quickly that he barely had time to process the cool air against his bare skin before—

SMACK!

Evan’s eyes flew wide, his whole body jolting as the first sharp slap landed across his bottom.

SMACK!

Again. Harder.

The impact sent a deep, fiery sting through his skin, and he yelped behind his pacifier, his mittened hands clenching into fists.

Judge Ginevra was not playing games.

She delivered each slap deliberately, her palm striking the same sensitive areas over and over, ensuring that the pain built into something he would not forget.

SMACK!

SMACK!

Evan kicked his feet wildly, but her grip on him was ironclad. She didn’t scold him, didn’t give him a lecture—just kept spanking, her movements methodical and unrelenting.

Tears blurred his vision, his whole body trembling as the heat in his bottom grew unbearable.

By the time she finally stopped, his skin was burning.

Evan sobbed behind his pacifier, his body trembling as he lay limp over her lap.

His bottom throbbed fiercely, and he could already tell it would be sore for hours.

She adjusted him effortlessly, shifting his weight as she laid him down on the bed.

And then—the straps were secured.

His wrists. His ankles. Tight, snug, firm.

He wasn’t going anywhere.

Judge Ginevra stood over him, watching his tear-streaked face.

Then, without a word, she reached for a fresh diaper from the dresser.

Evan whimpered, his cheeks burning, but he was in no position to protest.

She unfolded the diaper with practiced efficiency, lifting his hips and sliding it beneath him. Every movement sent a fresh wave of pain through his already sore skin.

Once the diaper was securely fastened, she gave the front a sharp pat.

“There,” she said. “Now you understand.”

Evan sniffled, his body still shaking.

“From now on, you will do exactly as you are told. If I tell you to crawl, you crawl. If I tell you to drink, you drink. And if I ever have to repeat myself—” She let her words hang in the air, letting the lingering sting in his bottom speak for itself.

Evan didn’t dare move.

She leaned down, gripping his chin firmly and tilting his face up so their eyes met.

“Do you understand me?”

He nodded frantically, his cheeks wet with tears.

She held his gaze for a moment longer before letting go and straightening up.

“Good.”

With that, she removed his booties and mittens, turned and left the room, leaving Evan lying on the bed, strapped down and completely at her mercy.

His bottom pulsed with heat, a constant, unbearable ache that reminded him of exactly where he was.

And who was in charge.


Chapter 20: A Favor to Ask

Evan stirred awake to the sound of muffled voices.

The dim morning light filtered through the sheer curtains, casting pale streaks across the ceiling. He shifted slightly in the bed, the dull ache in his bottom still present from yesterday’s lesson. His wrists and ankles remained snugly strapped to the bedposts, though not so tight that they hurt—just enough to remind him that he wasn’t going anywhere unless Judge Ginevra allowed it.

Then he heard it.

A sharp, urgent voice.

Ginevra’s.

Evan’s heart picked up. He couldn’t make out the words at first, but the tone alone was enough to tell him that something was wrong. He lay still, straining his ears, listening to the low murmur of her voice from the other room.

There was an edge to it—controlled but tense.

A few clipped words, a long silence. Then, a sigh.

Evan swallowed.

Whatever was happening, she didn’t want him to know.

Moments later, he heard footsteps.

Ginevra appeared in the doorway, already dressed for the day, her suit neatly pressed, her sharp, spiky hair styled just as it had been yesterday. If not for the slight crease in her brow, Evan wouldn’t have thought anything was out of the ordinary.

But something was.

She stepped inside, moving with her usual cold efficiency as she grabbed a fresh diaper.

Evan whimpered softly behind his pacifier, watching her cautiously.

She was moving quickly.

Too quickly.

The usual methodical rhythm of their routine—the firm but controlled way she did everything—was absent. Instead, she was rushing.

Evan felt his stomach churn.

She unfastened his diaper, and before he could even register the sensation of being bare, a fresh one was already being taped into place. He shivered as the cold powder dusted over his skin, but there was no teasing remark, no satisfaction in her movements.

She wasn’t punishing him.

She was preparing him.

For what, he didn’t know.

Once the fresh diaper was snugly secured, she grabbed his mittens and pulled them over his hands, buckling them tightly at the wrists. His fingers curled uselessly inside them.

Then came the booties.

Evan let out a soft whimper as she slid them onto his feet, securing them in place. Just like before, he felt the slight dull pressure of the spikes inside, ensuring that he wouldn’t be walking anywhere.

His breathing picked up.

Whatever was happening, she wanted him completely controlled.

Her expression was neutral.

But not calm.

“Time for a ride,” she said simply.

Evan shuddered.

The wheelchair rattled slightly as she rolled him down the driveway, the morning air brisk and quiet.

Evan’s heart pounded in his chest as the van’s back doors swung open. Ginevra guided the wheelchair back with practiced ease, up the lift and locking him into place.

The van smelled of leather and disinfectant.

He stared out the tinted windows, the pacifier muffling the small, shaky noises coming from his throat. He wanted to ask where they were going, what was happening, but the strap made sure he wouldn’t.

Ginevra pulled the door shut and slid into the driver’s seat. The moment the engine roared to life, Evan felt a sinking weight settle in his stomach.

They drove for a long time.

Long enough for him to feel the soreness in his bottom all over again.

The farther they went, the more his mind spun.

She wasn’t speaking.

She wasn’t playing the radio.

She wasn’t even checking on him.

She was simply driving.

Evan’s fingers twitched uselessly inside his mittens. His diaper crinkled beneath him as he shifted uncomfortably, trying to ignore the gnawing fear creeping up his spine.

Then—they arrived.

The van pulled up to a massive building.

Evan’s stomach twisted.

It wasn’t a house. It wasn’t a school.

It was some kind of institution.

Tall, gray, imposing.

The windows were small and square, and the entire place was surrounded by a high metal fence. There was no sign, no clear indication of what it was, but something about it felt wrong.

His breath hitched.

Then, to his surprise, Ginevra didn’t pull up to the front entrance.

Instead, she drove around to the back.

Evan’s fingers clenched inside his mittens.

This wasn’t a visit.

This was something else.

She parked near an unmarked door, the area almost completely deserted.

Without a word, she stepped out, opened the van doors, and unfastened the wheelchair locks.

Evan squirmed.

She didn’t even acknowledge it.

Instead, she rolled him out, guiding him up a small ramp and through the unmarked entrance which she had a key for.

The air inside was cold.

Clinical.

The walls were white, the floors polished tile. The faint scent of disinfectant clung to everything.

Evan’s heartbeat pounded in his ears.

Where were they?

Ginevra wheeled him through a narrow hallway, past several closed doors, until they reached a small, private room.

Inside stood a woman.

The moment Evan saw her, he knew.

She was in charge.

Tall, with a severe expression, her hair pulled into a tight bun. Her uniform was crisp, every button perfectly aligned. She had an air of strict authority and efficiency.

She believed in what she was doing.

And whatever that was, Evan knew it wasn’t good for him.

She folded her hands in front of her.

“Ginevra,” she greeted smoothly, her tone neutral. “You got here quickly.!”

Ginevra reached into her coat pocket.

And pulled out four tickets.

The nurse’s brows lifted.

Her whole demeanor changed.

She reached forward, taking the tickets from Ginevra’s outstretched hand, flipping them over in her palm.

“These are… for the show?”

Ginevra nodded. “Front row. VIP access.”

The nurse’s lips curved slightly.

Evan’s blood ran cold.

Then, Ginevra spoke again.

“Let's talk about that favor I need from you.”

And that’s when Evan knew.

Something terrible was about to happen.


Chapter 21: A Paperwork Problem

Evan squirmed, his mittens clenching uselessly attached to the wheelchair, the strap of his pacifier holding it firmly in place. He let out a muffled whimper as his wide eyes flicked between the two women.

Something was wrong.

He didn’t know where they were.

He didn’t know what was happening.

But he knew a bribe when he saw one.

Then Ginevra spoke.

“I need a favor.”

The nurse gave her a knowing look. “What kind of favor?”

Ginevra sighed, rubbing her temple. “My father’s sick. It happened quickly. I got a call this morning—I need to fly across the country immediately.”

Evan’s breathing hitched.

Then why was he here?

Why bring him to a place like this?

“I’m left in charge of this one,” Ginevra continued, gesturing toward him without a glance. “His legal caretakers are in Italy for another eight days. He’s… effectively a ward of the state while they’re gone. He can’t be left alone.”

Evan shook his head violently, his entire body straining against the straps. He let out frantic, muffled noises against the pacifier, shaking his head as hard as he could.

They didn’t even look at him.

The nurse tapped the tickets against her palm.

“All right,” she said coolly. “I know what to do here.”

She stepped over to a computer terminal, pressed a button to wake the screen, and sat down in the chair.

“First,” she said aloud, fingers poised over the keyboard, “we need to make sure he doesn’t talk.”

Evan’s stomach dropped.

The nurse clicked her tongue.

“If he speaks,” she continued, typing smoothly, “he could tell someone he wasn’t legally committed. That would cause… problems for both of us.”

Ginevra nodded in agreement.

The nurse kept talking, her voice calm and authoritative.

“Second,” she said, “we’re going to put him into the system under a name that isn’t his.”

Evan let out a choked noise, his mittened hands twitching helplessly.

The nurse typed a name.

Not his.

She didn’t say what it was.

She turned slightly toward Ginevra, continuing, “This way, if he ever tries to say his real name, the staff will think he’s lying. If he insists, it will just reinforce the delusion.”

She smirked.

“They’ll think he doesn’t even know his own name. Let's give him a nickname for the staff to refer to him as. "Baby" seems like a fitting nickname.”

Evan thrashed, a panicked scream muffled behind the pacifier’s strap.

The nurse didn’t react.

“Next,” she said, scrolling down the intake form, “we’re going to make sure his file reflects his needs. Let’s see… completely dependent, totally incontinent, unable to feed himself or dress himself.”

Evan screamed into the pacifier.

The nurse continued as if she hadn’t heard him.

“We’ll need to list him as a compulsive liar,” she went on, typing without hesitation. “That way, even if someone does hear him speak, they won’t believe a word he says.”

Ginevra smirked. “Smart.”

The nurse nodded. “And let’s add one more thing—”

Her fingers tapped the keyboard deliberately.

“Biter.”

Evan’s whole body jerked.

She finished the entry with a satisfied click of the return key.

“There,” she said, leaning back in the chair. “Now we’re guaranteed that he’ll be gagged at all times.”

Evan was trembling.

Sweating.

The straps of his wheelchair dug into him as he struggled.

Tears pricked his eyes.

The nurse turned to Ginevra. “Punishment measures?”

Ginevra shrugged. “Let’s make it clear he responds well to spankings.”

The nurse let out a soft chuckle as she added the information.

“Noted.”

Evan’s blood ran cold.

This wasn’t happening.

It couldn’t be happening.

But he watched it happen.

Every click of the keyboard.

Every smug glance between them.

Every detail of his false identity being created in real time.

And there was nothing he could do.

The nurse tapped the screen one last time.

“That should do it.”

She stood, smoothing out her uniform, then walked to a locked cabinet.

Evan’s stomach twisted.

She pulled out a needle.

Evan’s breathing quickened.

The nurse smiled softly, prepping the syringe.

“We wouldn’t want him panicking while we transition him into the facility.”

Evan whimpered, shaking his head wildly.

Ginevra placed a firm hand on his shoulder, pinning him in place.

“Shh,” she murmured. “Just a little something to help you relax.”

Evan’s muffled screams did nothing as the nurse approached.

She gripped his upper arm, and—

The needle slid in.

Evan’s entire body jerked.

His vision blurred.

A heavy drowsiness pulled at him almost instantly.

The last thing he saw was Ginevra’s satisfied expression.

And then—

Darkness.


Chapter 22: A Routine Already in Place

Evan drifted in and out of consciousness, his body heavy and sluggish. His mind felt like it was sinking through molasses, unable to grasp onto full awareness.

His eyes fluttered open, blinking blearily at the sterile white ceiling above him. The lights were soft, artificial, buzzing faintly in the background. The sheets beneath him were thin, crisp, too perfectly tucked around his body, making him feel like he was wrapped up tight in a bed that wasn’t his.

Then he realized—he couldn’t move.

His wrists and ankles were strapped down.

The memories rushed back. The van. The bribe. The records. The needle.

His stomach twisted.

Before he could fully process the weight of his situation, the door swung open.

Two women entered.

They were young—too young to be in charge of something like this. Maybe early twenties, fresh out of college, their hair pulled back in neat ponytails, their scrubs looking bright and new.

Evan barely had time to react before one of them grabbed the clipboard hanging at the end of his bed.

“Let’s see what we’ve got here,” she said, flipping through the pages.

The other nurse leaned over her shoulder, scanning the file. “Oh wow, he responds to the name Baby and is completely dependent.”

The first one whistled lowly, giving Evan an amused look. “That means we have to do everything for you, huh?”

Evan squirmed, letting out a muffled whimper behind his pacifier.

The second nurse continued reading. “Totally incontinent… can’t dress himself, can’t feed himself…”

Then she paused.

Her lips curled into a smirk.

“Ooooh, but what’s this?” she teased, tapping the file.

The first nurse giggled. “He’s a biter?”

Evan shook his head frantically, his whole body straining against the straps.

The second nurse tutted at him, shaking her head. “Oh, that’s not very nice.”

The first nurse leaned over, booped his nose. “Shame on you!” she teased playfully.

Evan’s cheeks burned.

He let out a muffled protest, but the second nurse had already flipped to the next page.

“Oh, look,” she said, smirking. “And he’s a compulsive liar.”

Evan whimpered, shaking his head violently.

The nurses just laughed.

“That means if he ever tries to tell us something,” the first nurse said, grinning, “we shouldn’t believe him.”

The second nurse nodded matter-of-factly. “Nope. Not a word.”

Evan’s stomach twisted.

This wasn’t real.

This couldn’t be happening.

But they were reading it.

It was in the system.

To them, it was real.

And that’s all that mattered.

The first nurse set the clipboard down with a satisfied nod. “Well! Let’s get you in a fresh diaper, huh?”

Evan squeaked behind his pacifier, thrashing uselessly against the restraints.

“Oh, stop squirming Baby,” the second nurse chided playfully, already moving to undo the tapes. “You act like we haven’t seen it all before.”

The two of them worked together efficiently, clinically.

They weren’t rough.

They weren’t gentle either.

They spoke over him, chatting about their weekend plans as they cleaned him up.

“Oh, look at these,” the first nurse commented, tapping his mittens. “They brought you in with your own set.”

The second nurse chuckled. “How lucky for you! We have plenty of these here too.”

She patted his booties.

“If you ever need a fresh pair, we’ll make sure to get you some.”

Evan whimpered.

They had more.

They had everything here.

When they were finished taping him into a fresh diaper, the first nurse sighed, placing her hands on her hips. “Well, that’s all taken care of.”

The second nurse hummed. “Now for feeding.”

She left the room for a few minutes and returned with a large feeding bottle and a pacifier gag.

Evan shuddered.

She turned to her colleague, holding up a different pacifier.

“Oh, let’s use this one,” she said brightly.

Evan’s eyes widened.

The first nurse grinned. “Oooooh, good idea. The feeding pacifier.”

Before he could react, the second nurse had already removed his current pacifier, swapping it out with the new one.

It felt… different.

The front of it had a small opening, a hollow chamber that his tongue could feel behind the nipple.

The first nurse held up the bottle.

“This screws in,” she explained cheerfully.

Evan let out a panicked whimper.

She pressed the bottle’s nozzle into the opening of his pacifier—

And twisted.

A soft click.

Secure.

She patted his cheek.

“There we go! Now we can feed you without ever taking your pacifier out.”

Evan let out a muffled whine.

The second nurse chuckled. “Makes things so much easier.”

They tilted the bottle, letting the warm formula flow into his mouth.

Evan squirmed, cheeks burning.

The liquid trickled in slowly, but there was no way to spit it out.

He had no choice but to swallow.

The nurses chatted casually as they fed him, ignoring the humiliation burning in his face.

When the bottle was empty, the first nurse unscrewed it, leaving his feeding pacifier strapped in place.

“Well!” she chirped. “That’s everything!”

The second nurse stretched her arms. “I think we’re done here.”

Evan whimpered.

They were leaving him.

Like this.

The straps. The diaper. The pacifier.

The name that wasn’t his.

They walked to the door, chatting as if they’d just finished any other routine task.

Then, just before stepping out, the first nurse gave him one last look.

She giggled.

“Be good while we’re gone, okay?”

The door clicked shut.

Evan lay still.

Breathing hard.

His mind racing.

They had taken everything from him.

His name.

His voice.

His control.

But it was only for a week or so.

Right?

Just one week.

He could do this for a week.

…Right?

His stomach gurgled.

Then—

Warmth.

Uncontrolled.

His cheeks flushed with horror as he realized—

It was happening.

And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

The soft bulk of his diaper swelled beneath him, filling as his body gave in completely.

His vision blurred.

His limbs felt heavy.

He was so tired.

His body sank into the mattress.

And before he could even process what had just happened—

He was asleep.


Chapter 23: The Routine of a Nobody

The days blurred together.

Evan’s world had shrunk to a strict, repetitive cycle—one that left no room for agency, no room for thought.

Every morning, he woke up strapped to his bed, his diaper already used from the night before. Before he could even fully shake off the grogginess, the young nurses would come in—always chatty, always clinical. They’d read off his file, confirming what they already knew.

“Let’s see… totally dependent, completely incontinent, compulsive liar, and—” a playful boop to his nose— “a little biter.”

Then came the diaper change. Quick, efficient, indifferent. They talked to each other more than they ever talked to him, their hands moving automatically, as if he were an inanimate object.

Then, feeding.

They screwed his bottle into his feeding pacifier and tilted it just enough to let the warm formula trickle into his mouth.

Then, back to silence.

Strapped to his bed.

Waiting.

At first, Evan thought he might lose his mind from the sheer nothingness of it all.

But over the next few days, he realized that was the point.

The only part of the day that changed at all was when they brought him out to the common room.

At first, the idea almost made him hopeful.

The hallway leading to the common area was lined with thick metal doors, each one identical. Occasionally, he’d hear muffled voices from inside them—sometimes soft muttering, sometimes laughter, sometimes screaming.

But when they wheeled him in for the first time, he realized exactly where he stood in this place.

The other patients were all adults, ranging in age from middle-aged to elderly. Some sat at tables doing puzzles. Others rocked slowly in chairs by the windows. A few listened to music on old cassette players, their faces distant, lost in some other world.

And then there was him.

The only one crawling.

The only one in a onesie.

The only one treated like an infant.

The nurses rolled him into the room and unceremoniously unbuckled his straps, patting the floor as if he were a pet being let out of a crate.

“There you go, sweetheart,” one of them cooed. “Go on and play.”

And that was it.

That was his only option.

A small plastic toy chest had been placed in the corner of the room, filled with stuffed animals and soft baby toys.

He had nothing else.

While everyone else could walk, talk, engage, he was expected to sit on the floor, sucking on his pacifier, surrounded by stuffed animals.

And everyone noticed.

Some ignored him.

Others glanced at him pitifully.

A few even laughed.

He felt like he wasn’t even human.

It was on the fifth day that he slipped up.

Evan had been crawling aimlessly, pretending to be interested in the carpet patterns, when he noticed an older man at a table, hunched over a puzzle.

The man looked tired, but focused. The pieces were large, easy to grab—designed for unsteady hands.

Evan hesitated.

Then, impulsively, he shuffled closer.

His knees ached against the cold tile as he crawled toward the table, heart pounding. He wasn’t sure what he was doing—he just knew he needed to connect with someone.

He couldn’t speak, not with the feeding pacifier still strapped to his mouth, but maybe…

Maybe if he pointed at the puzzle… mimed something…

Maybe the old man would understand.

Evan reached out, tapping one of the puzzle pieces, gesturing slightly.

The old man looked up, startled.

His wrinkled eyes softened. “You like puzzles, kid?” he murmured.

Evan nodded frantically.

His chest swelled with the tiniest flicker of hope.

Then—

A sharp voice cut through the room.

“Oh, no, no, no.”

Evan froze.

Every head turned.

The head nurse stood at the entrance, arms crossed, her expression unreadable.

She strode forward, her presence sucking the air out of the room.

The old man immediately withdrew, turning his attention back to the puzzle like Evan didn’t exist.

The nurse stared down at Evan, lips pressed together in something that almost resembled pity.

Then, without looking away from him, she spoke to the young nurses.

“We’ve discussed this.”

Evan’s heart plummeted.

One of the young nurses nodded quickly. “Yes, ma’am.”

The head nurse gestured at him vaguely. “He’s a compulsive liar. He doesn’t communicate for any honest reason.”

Evan shook his head violently, letting out frantic muffled noises.

The nurse continued as if he weren’t even there.

“If he’s trying to talk to another patient, he’s trying to manipulate them. We can’t have that.”

She looked at the young nurses, her tone calm.

“Take him for correction.”

Evan’s blood ran cold.

The young nurses smiled.

“Oh,” one of them giggled, grabbing his wrist. “Come along, sweetie.”

Evan screamed behind the pacifier.

His booties slid against the tile as they dragged him out of the room.

The spanking was long.

Brutal.

They took him to a separate room, far enough away that he couldn’t see the common area anymore—but not far enough that people couldn’t hear him.

His onesie was unsnapped, his diaper yanked down, and he was hauled over a nurse’s lap.

The first smack landed like a gunshot.

Evan jerked violently, muffled screams spilling into his pacifier.

Again.

Again.

Each strike was measured, deliberate.

A punishment meant to remind him of his place.

By the time the nurses pulled his diaper back up, his bottom was throbbing, red-hot, and raw.

The head nurse gave a satisfied nod.

“That should help modify his behavior.”

The younger nurse smirked. “And it makes him feel safe, doesn’t it? Knowing there are rules.”

They laughed.

Evan’s face burned with humiliation.

When they brought him back into the common room, everyone knew.

His eyes were red, his cheeks streaked with tears.

His crawl was different.

Ginger. Stiff.

The redness along his upper thighs was visible beneath his onesie, a clear sign of exactly what had happened.

And people noticed.

Some shook their heads.

Some whispered.

And some just laughed.

A woman rocking in a chair snickered, shaking her head.

“Poor baby,” she mocked.

Evan buried his face in a stuffed bear.

His entire body trembled.

He just had to survive.

Just a few more days.

A few more days.

Then it would all be over.

Right?


Chapter 24: The Finality of It

Evan woke to the sound of the door unlocking.

It wasn’t part of the routine.

The routine was strict, unchanging. The nurses came at the same time every morning to check his diaper, strap a new bottle into his pacifier, and make sure he was fed, changed, and controlled.

But this wasn’t the morning.

This was the dead of night.

The light from the hallway spilled in dimly, illuminating the familiar silhouette of the head nurse.

She moved with purpose, not hesitation, like she had come to handle a task she didn’t particularly want to deal with.

Her crisp uniform was wrinkled.

Her hair, usually perfectly pulled back into a bun, had a few stray strands falling loose.

She looked… tired.

And annoyed.

She stepped inside, letting the door close behind her with a quiet click.

Evan didn’t dare move.

Not that he could.

The bed straps held him firm, keeping his arms at his sides, his legs spread slightly apart. His diaper was warm and slightly damp, but the heaviness in his stomach overpowered the usual humiliation.

Because something was wrong.

The nurse let out a small sigh, running a hand over her forehead before looking down at him.

“Well,” she said simply, “I suppose it’s time you knew what’s happening.”

Evan’s heart pounded.

She pulled a chair forward, sitting down at the edge of his bed like she had no choice but to waste her time on him.

“Here’s the situation,” she said, folding her arms. “There’s a pandemic. A virus is going around, and it’s taking a lot of people with it.”

Evan froze.

His body went cold.

The words didn’t register at first.

A… pandemic?

She pressed forward, completely unaffected by his reaction.

“Ginevra’s dead.”

Evan’s breath caught.

His body stiffened.

The nurse tilted her head slightly, watching him.

“I’m guessing her father had it. She went to see him, caught it herself, and now they’re both gone.”

Evan’s eyes filled with tears.

Not because of Ginevra.

Not because he had liked her.

But because she had been the only one who knew the truth.

And now, she was gone.

The nurse gave a small, uninterested shrug. “She didn’t last long, from what I heard. This virus is fast. Hits hard, takes people out in a matter of days.”

Evan shook his head weakly, a muffled sob spilling into his pacifier.

The nurse sighed.

“Look, I don’t have time for a meltdown,” she said briskly. “My life is about to get a lot more complicated because of all this.”

She leaned back slightly, rubbing her temple.

“The institution is going into full lockdown. We have to quarantine. That means no one in, no one out.”

Evan’s stomach twisted.

No one in.

No one out.

The nurse lifted a hand and gestured vaguely. “So the last thing I need, on top of everything else, is any problems from you.”

Evan let out a soft, desperate whimper, trying to convey anything, anything at all.

The nurse simply raised a brow.

“Oh, and before you start hoping for a rescue, let’s talk about your sister.”

Evan’s breathing hitched.

His sister.

She and Miss Adler were in Italy.

They didn’t even know he was here.

The nurse continued, her tone flat.

“I have no idea how they’re doing, and honestly, I don’t care. But what I do know is that there’s a travel ban in place.”

She crossed one leg over the other, watching him.

“So even if they’re perfectly fine…”

She paused.

Then gave a small, thin smile.

“They’re not coming back for you.”

Evan let out a strangled noise, his mittened hands clenching inside the restraints.

The nurse didn’t look remotely sympathetic.

“In fact,” she went on, “they don’t even know you’re here.”

Evan started sobbing.

Hard.

The pacifier muffled every noise, but he knew she could see it.

The way his body trembled.

The way his chest heaved.

She didn’t react.

She just sat there, watching him cry like it was a mild inconvenience.

Then, after a moment, she let out a sigh.

“You should start getting used to life here.”

Evan’s breathing hitched.

She said it so simply.

So casually.

Like it was already decided.

Like there was no point in resisting.

Like this was it.

Her eyes narrowed slightly.

Then, with no emotion at all, she added:

“If you do give me any trouble, you’re going to be getting more spankings than you can even imagine.”

Evan’s breath caught.

The memory of the last one was still fresh.

His bottom still stung from it.

He knew she wasn’t bluffing.

The nurse stood up, smoothing out her uniform.

“I have too much on my plate to deal with you,” she said matter-of-factly. “So behave, do as you’re told, and we won’t have any problems.”

She walked to the door, not even bothering to look back at him.

She didn’t care.

She had never cared.

The door clicked shut.

The room was silent.

Evan breathed hard, his body shaking uncontrollably.

He couldn’t do this.

He couldn’t be stuck here.

Not forever.

Not like this.

Tears slipped down his face, wetting the pillow beneath him.

He felt so small.

So helpless.

So utterly trapped.

This was supposed to be temporary.

Just a week.

Now he had no idea if it would ever end.

And deep down, he knew—

It probably wouldn’t.

And there was nothing he could do about it.

The End
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