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Chapter 1: Moving In

The gravel driveway crunched under the tires as the moving truck came to a stop in front of the house. Gregory stared out the window, taking in the sight of his new home. It was larger than he’d imagined, nestled deep in the woods at the end of a winding driveway that disappeared into the trees. There were no neighbors in sight—just the dense forest surrounding the property, giving the place a serene but isolated feeling.

Molly, his mom’s new wife, stepped out of her car with a bright smile. “Welcome home!” she said, spreading her arms wide to gesture at the house. Gregory’s mom, Cynthia, gave him a gentle nudge to follow. He grabbed his backpack, stepping down from the truck with a quiet nod.

Gregory had short, curly red hair, a smattering of freckles across his pale skin, and a lean, fit build—strong but not overly muscular, like a swimmer, with a balanced strength that came naturally.

The house was nice, with a wide front porch and big windows that let in the sunlight. It had a peaceful charm, but the move still felt overwhelming to Gregory. Everything in his life had changed so quickly—his mom’s marriage to Molly, the decision to leave the city, and now this. But what lingered most in his mind was Amber, Molly’s 23-year-old daughter.

He had met Amber briefly at the wedding a few months earlier. She had barely noticed him, but he had noticed everything about her. Tall and striking, with wide hips, full curves, and thick blonde hair that shimmered under the lights, Amber seemed to light up every room she entered. Her bright blue eyes sparkled with confidence, and her laugh was loud and full, echoing above the chatter at the reception. She carried herself with a confidence Gregory couldn’t help but admire, making her seem untouchable.

Now, standing in the driveway of this new house, Gregory found himself wondering where she was.

“Amber’s not home right now,” Molly said, as if reading his mind. “She’s at work, but you’ll see her soon enough.”

Gregory nodded, trying to hide his disappointment. He helped unload the truck, carrying boxes into the house and up to his room. His room was small but comfortable, with a desk and a window overlooking the wooded backyard. It was the perfect place for him to focus on his remote business courses—and his job.

Gregory worked entirely from home, helping train an AI model on math problems. The job was tedious, requiring him to constantly input and test equations, evaluate the model’s output, and tweak the data. It wasn’t glamorous or exciting, but it paid decently, and it allowed him to stay home all the time. Between his coursework and his job, Gregory rarely left the house.

But despite his busy schedule, his mind was constantly elsewhere—on Amber.

That first night in his new room, Gregory lay in bed staring at the ceiling, replaying his memories of her from the wedding. He didn’t just think about how beautiful she’d looked in her dress or how her laugh had filled the room. No, Gregory imagined something deeper: their wedding day. He could see it clearly in his mind—Amber walking toward him in a flowing white gown, her radiant smile just for him, her blonde hair catching the light as they exchanged vows. It was the kind of romantic fantasy he knew he’d never share with anyone, but it felt so real in the quiet of his room.

Over the next few days, Amber was barely around. Molly and Cynthia assured him she lived there, but she was always out—either working or spending time with friends. “Amber works a lot,” Molly explained at breakfast one morning. “She’s in her nursing program and picks up shifts whenever she can. And when she’s not working, she’s usually out with her friends.”

Gregory found himself asking more questions than he should. “Does Amber like working with patients?” he asked one afternoon, trying to sound casual.

“Oh, she loves it,” Molly said. “She’s very good at it. And popular, too—everyone seems to adore her.”

Cynthia smirked knowingly. “Why all the questions, Greg? You’re not crushing on Amber, are you?”

His face turned red, and he stammered out a denial, but his behavior gave him away. When Amber wasn’t home, Gregory would wander through the house, drawn to her presence even in her absence. He’d peek into her room, taking in the clean, minimal décor and the faint scent of her perfume lingering in the air.

Once, while putting away a box of old family photos, he discovered an album filled with pictures of Amber from when she was younger—vacation photos, school events, casual snapshots. He couldn’t help himself, flipping through the pages and marveling at how her confidence seemed to radiate even in those old images.

“You’re going through Amber’s photo album?” Molly asked with a laugh when she caught him one afternoon. She didn’t seem upset—just amused. “That’s cute, Greg.”

“He’s infatuated,” Cynthia teased, shaking her head. “We should let Amber know how much her stepbrother idolizes her.”

Gregory’s protests only made them laugh harder, but their teasing stayed lighthearted. Still, it was clear to everyone in the house that Gregory was enamored with Amber.

At night, lying in bed, he thought about her constantly. He imagined their wedding again and again, each time adding new details—the flowers, the music, the look in her eyes as she said, “I do.” It was an impossible dream, but for Gregory, it felt like the one thing that kept him grounded in a world that was otherwise tedious and unchanging.

Amber, however, remained a distant presence, always just out of reach.


Chapter 2: Discoveries

Gregory flipped through the pages of the photo album, his fingers trembling slightly as he reached the section from last Halloween. There, near the middle of the album, was a photo that made his breath catch in his throat. Amber had dressed up in a baby girl costume, complete with a frilly, pastel-colored dress that barely covered her hips. Her outfit featured big poofy rumba panties that peeked out beneath the short hem, frilly socks paired with shiny Mary Jane shoes, and delicate princess sleeves. She even had a pacifier clipped to her dress and, unmistakably, a diaper beneath the rumba panties, visible in some of the candid shots where she’d been laughing and posing for the camera.

Gregory stared at the pictures for far too long, captivated by how carefree and playful Amber looked. Her thick blonde hair had been styled into two loose pigtails, and her bright blue eyes sparkled with amusement as she hammed it up for the camera. It was a silly costume, clearly meant as a joke, but Gregory couldn’t stop thinking about how confident she looked—even in something so ridiculous.

He was so absorbed in the photos that he didn’t hear Cynthia and Molly enter the room.

“What’re you looking at there, Greg?” Cynthia’s voice broke through his thoughts, making him jump.

Gregory slammed the album shut, his face turning bright red. “Umm. Nothing! Just some old pictures.”

Molly smirked, crossing her arms as she leaned against the doorway. “Oh, those pictures,” she said, her tone teasing. “You mean Amber’s baby girl costume from last year? Isn’t it adorable?”

“It was hilarious,” Cynthia added with a laugh. “She really committed to it, didn’t she? I mean, who else would show up to a party like that and just own it?”

Gregory fumbled for an excuse, but his awkward stammering only made them laugh harder.

“Oh, don’t worry, Greg,” Molly said with a wink. “It’s cute how much you’re into Amber. She’s impossible not to admire.”

“Totally,” Cynthia agreed, grinning as Gregory’s cheeks burned even redder.

He muttered something about needing to get back to work and hurried out of the room, leaving the photo album behind. His heart pounded in his chest, and he could still see the image of Amber in her costume burned into his mind.

Later that evening, Gregory sat at the dinner table with the rest of the family. Amber, for once, was home, still in her light blue scrubs from work. She looked stunning even in something so simple, her blonde hair tied back in a messy bun and her curves accentuated by the snug fit of the fabric. Gregory could hardly meet her eyes, especially after the teasing earlier.

Dinner started off uneventfully, but then Molly decided to bring up the photo album.

“So, Greg,” she said, her tone light but mischievous, “did you enjoy looking through Amber’s Halloween photos today?”

Gregory froze, his fork hovering midair. His face turned bright red as both Cynthia and Molly laughed.

“Mom!” he protested, glancing nervously at Amber. “It wasn’t like that! I just… I was just curious about the old photos!”

Amber, who had been eating quietly, finally looked up. She tilted her head, her blue eyes narrowing slightly as she stared at Gregory. Slowly, she rested her elbow on the table, her chin on her hand, and gave him a long, appraising look.

Her tongue ran over the inside of her cheek as if she were deep in thought, and a small, knowing smirk played at the corners of her lips. “Hmm,” she said after a moment, her voice calm but pointed. “Is that so?”

Gregory’s blush deepened, and he shook his head furiously. “I wasn’t—I mean, it wasn’t—”

Amber didn’t say anything else, but her gaze lingered on him for a moment longer before she went back to her meal. The conversation moved on, but Gregory felt like he couldn’t breathe, his heart racing in his chest.

After dinner, Gregory retreated to his room, hoping to avoid any more teasing. But just as he was about to close the door, Amber appeared in the hallway.

“Hey,” she said, her voice blunt and matter-of-fact.

Gregory froze, gripping the doorknob. “Yeah?”

Amber crossed her arms, leaning against the doorframe. “So, you like that costume, huh?”

“What? No! I mean—”

“If you like it so much, you should try it on,” she interrupted, her tone firm but not unkind. “I still have it.”

Gregory’s jaw dropped. “What? No, I—”

“Why not?” she asked, shrugging. “You obviously couldn’t stop looking at the pictures. Might as well see what it feels like.”

He opened his mouth to protest, but the confident look in her eyes stopped him. Amber wasn’t teasing him—she was serious. And for some reason, he found himself unable to say no.


Chapter 3: The Costume

Amber didn’t say much as she led Gregory down the narrow stairs to the basement, her hand firmly gripping his. Gregory’s face was already burning as they passed Molly and Cynthia, who were sitting in the living room.

“Have fun, you two!” Molly called out, a teasing lilt in her voice. Cynthia chuckled, giving Gregory a knowing smile, and he felt his stomach churn with nervous energy.

Amber didn’t glance back. She moved confidently down the steps, her blonde hair swaying slightly as she descended into the dim, unfinished basement.

Gregory, meanwhile, was hyper-aware of everything: the warmth of Amber’s hand in his, the faint, sweet smell of her perfume that lingered even after a long day, the softness of her skin. His heart raced, and his mind wandered as if on autopilot. For a moment, he wasn’t walking down into the basement—he was walking down the aisle at their wedding, the wedding he’d imagined so many times before.

In his mind, her hand was still in his, but instead of leading him down to the cold basement, she was leading him through a crowd of smiling guests, her blonde hair shining in the sunlight, her bright blue eyes locked on his. She turned to look at him, and for a fleeting second, he felt a strange sort of comfort, a sense of belonging.

Then his foot hit the bottom step, snapping him back to reality. The concrete floor was cold underfoot, and the dim basement reminded him of where he actually was. Amber let go of his hand, and the warmth vanished as she walked over to the shelves.

“It’s in here somewhere,” she said, pulling down a box and setting it on the floor. She opened it, rifling through its contents without looking back at him.

Gregory stood frozen in place, his heart pounding. He felt like his feet were rooted to the concrete floor, unable to move.

“Go ahead and strip,” Amber said casually, her voice calm and matter-of-fact. She didn’t even glance back as she continued searching through the boxes.

Gregory’s breath caught in his throat. His entire body stiffened at her words, his mind racing. He wanted to protest, to say something, but his voice seemed to have abandoned him completely. He stayed where he was, his hands clenched into fists at his sides, his face burning.

Amber didn’t repeat herself. She didn’t need to. Instead, she paused her search for a moment, turning her head slightly to give him a pointed look over her shoulder. Her sharp blue eyes met his, her expression a mix of amusement and quiet expectation.

Gregory’s heart pounded even harder. He felt like her gaze could see straight through him, and he almost moved—almost—but his body refused to cooperate.

After a long moment, Amber turned back to the box, muttering under her breath as she rifled through its contents again. When she finally found the costume, she stood up and turned around, holding it up with a triumphant smile.

Her smile faltered slightly when she saw him. “You haven’t even started?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

Gregory’s cheeks flushed even redder, and he shifted nervously under her gaze. He opened his mouth as if to explain, but no words came out.

Amber sighed dramatically, shaking her head. “Looks like the patient needs some assistance,” she said, her tone light but with an edge of teasing authority.

Before Gregory could react, she crossed the room to him, closing the distance in a few brisk steps. His breath hitched as Amber stopped in front of him, her blue eyes locking onto his freckled face.

“Relax,” she said, her voice calm and steady. “It’s no big deal.”

She reached for the hem of his shirt, and Gregory felt a rush of heat surge through him—embarrassment and something else entirely. He stood completely still as she pulled the shirt up and over his head, her movements efficient and unceremonious.

“Told you this wasn’t hard,” Amber said, tossing the shirt onto a nearby rug. Her hands moved to the waistband of his pants, and Gregory felt his heart pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it.

She glanced up at him briefly, her eyes glinting with amusement. “You’re blushing so much right now,” she remarked, a small smirk playing at the corners of her lips. “It’s kind of cute.”

Gregory’s face burned hotter, and he looked away, unable to meet her gaze. Amber chuckled softly, her fingers making quick work of unbuttoning and unzipping his pants. She tugged them down to his ankles with a swift motion, leaving him standing there in nothing but his tighty-whities.

Amber’s eyes flickered briefly downward, and her smirk widened, though she said nothing about what she’d noticed. Gregory felt completely exposed, his mind racing with both embarrassment and something far more confusing.

“There,” she said, stepping back and grabbing the costume from the box. “See? That wasn’t so bad.”

Gregory didn’t respond, his whole body tense as he stood there, unsure of what to do next. Amber held up the frilly baby girl dress, the pastel fabric shimmering faintly under the dim light.

“Now,” she said, her tone matter-of-fact, “let’s get this on you.”


Chapter 4: Dressed to Impress

Amber held up the pastel baby dress and gave Gregory a mischievous grin. “Let’s get this on you,” she said, shaking it out and stepping toward him. Gregory stood frozen in place, still in nothing but his tighty-whities, his freckled skin flushed red with embarrassment.

Amber knelt slightly, slipping the dress over his head. The fabric was soft and light, smelling faintly of lavender detergent. She tugged it down, carefully smoothing the puffed princess sleeves over his shoulders and making sure the short hem sat properly at his hips. Gregory couldn’t bring himself to look at her.

“There we go,” Amber said, stepping back slightly to inspect her work. “The fit’s not bad.” She tilted her head, studying him. “You’re a bit broader than me in the shoulders and you don't fill out the chest, but the rest works. Now for the rest.”

She turned back to the box and pulled out the accessories: a pair of white frilly socks, shiny black Mary Jane shoes, and the star of the outfit—the poofy rumba panties. Gregory stared at the floor as she crouched in front of him, slipping the socks onto his feet one at a time, folding the lace-trimmed edges just right.

“You’re being awfully quiet,” Amber said, glancing up at him as she slid the shoes onto his feet and buckled them. “What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?”

Gregory swallowed hard, unsure how to respond.

Amber smirked as she picked up the rumba panties. “Or maybe you’re just embarrassed. Is that it?” She stood and held the panties up. “You sure seemed pretty into these when you were looking at the photo album. You spent, what, five minutes staring at the picture of me wearing them?”

Gregory’s face burned. He opened his mouth to protest, but Amber’s sharp blue eyes stopped him cold. “Well?” she said, raising an eyebrow.

“I—I wasn’t—” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“You weren’t what?” she said, her tone teasing but firm. “You weren’t staring at the picture? You weren’t thinking about me?”

Gregory couldn’t bring himself to look at her. “I…” he trailed off, his voice dying in his throat.

Amber sighed dramatically. “Come on, Gregory. Just admit it. You like me, don’t you?”

Gregory’s eyes darted up to hers, wide with panic. He froze, unable to form a coherent sentence.

Amber stepped closer, holding the rumba panties in one hand and resting the other on her hip. “You do, don’t you?” she said, her voice softer now, almost coaxing. “It’s okay. Just say it.”

Gregory felt like the air had been sucked out of the room. After a long pause, he finally nodded, his voice barely audible. “Yeah…”

Amber’s smirk widened, and she patted his cheek gently. “Good boy,” she said, holding up the rumba panties again. “Now, let’s finish this up.”

She crouched again, sliding the rumba panties up his legs. Gregory’s heart raced as the fabric settled snugly over his tighty-whities, the layers of lace frills bouncing slightly with each movement. Amber adjusted them carefully, making sure they sat perfectly on his hips before standing back to admire her work.

“There,” she said, brushing her hands together. “Almost perfect.”

Gregory blinked at her, his cheeks still flushed. “Almost?” he whispered.

Amber shrugged, gesturing at the outfit. “Well, the real costume included a diaper, but I don’t exactly keep those at home. Guess this will have to do.”

She grabbed a small pacifier from the box and clipped it to the dress, letting it dangle in front of him. Then, with a satisfied smile, she stepped back and looked him over one last time. “Yep,” she said, nodding. “You look absolutely adorable.”

Gregory didn’t know what to say. He felt ridiculous—mortified—but at the same time, he couldn’t ignore the warmth that spread through him at Amber’s attention.

Amber turned toward the stairs. “Come on,” she said, motioning for him to follow.

“Where are we going?” Gregory asked, his voice shaking.

“Upstairs,” she said casually. “We’re going to show the moms. They’re going to love this.”

Gregory’s eyes widened, and he shook his head furiously. “No, I can’t—”

Amber glanced back at him, her expression calm but firm. “Don’t be silly,” she said, walking over and grabbing his hand. “You’re already dressed. They’ll think it’s cute.”

Before he could protest further, Amber tugged him toward the stairs, her grip firm and unrelenting. Gregory’s heart pounded as she led him upward, the sound of his frilly rumba panties rustling faintly with each step.


Chapter 5: The Big Reveal

Amber tugged Gregory up the stairs, her grip firm and unrelenting. His heart pounded in his chest as they reached the living room, where Molly and Cynthia were sitting together on the couch, chatting and sipping their evening tea.

The moment the two women saw him, their faces lit up with identical expressions of delight.

“Oh my goodness!” Molly exclaimed, setting her mug down and clapping her hands together. “Look at him!”

Cynthia covered her mouth with one hand, stifling a laugh, but her eyes sparkled with amusement. “Gregory, you look precious!” she said, her voice warm and teasing.

Gregory felt like his face was on fire. He stood frozen in the middle of the room, his hands clenched at his sides, unsure of what to do or say.

Amber grinned, clearly pleased with their reactions. “Doesn’t he?” she said, giving Gregory a little nudge forward. “Go on, show them the full look.”

Gregory shuffled forward reluctantly, his head down. Molly reached out to gently tug at the hem of the pastel dress, smoothing out the fabric and examining the puffed princess sleeves.

“The detail on this is just adorable,” Molly said, running her fingers over the lace trim. “And those rumba panties!” She crouched slightly, fluffing one of the frills with her hand. “They’re so poofy!”

“Spin for us, Greg,” Cynthia said, gesturing with a twirl of her finger. “Let’s see the full effect.”

Gregory hesitated, but Amber gave him a look that brooked no argument. “Go on,” she said firmly.

Swallowing hard, Gregory turned slowly in a circle, his heart pounding with each step. The lace on the rumba panties swished slightly as he moved, and he could feel everyone’s eyes on him.

Molly and Cynthia clapped enthusiastically when he finished. “You’re just the cutest thing I’ve ever seen,” Molly said, reaching out to touch the dangling pacifier clip on the dress.

Amber stepped back slightly, crossing her arms and watching the scene with a smug smile. Gregory, meanwhile, felt like his entire body was on fire. The attention was mortifying, but his mind kept circling back to one thought: Amber had gotten him to admit that he liked her, and she hadn’t run away.

He glanced at her nervously, his stomach fluttering as their eyes met. She gave him a small, knowing smile, and his chest tightened. As embarrassing as this was, the fact that she hadn’t dismissed his feelings outright made him feel strangely… happy.

Molly stepped back, pulling her phone out of her pocket. “We have to get a picture of this,” she said, already angling the camera.

Gregory’s eyes widened. “Wait—” he pleaded, but before he could protest further, Molly snapped a photo.

Cynthia laughed and leaned in to examine the picture. “That’s perfect,” she said. “Amber, come get in one with him!”

Amber rolled her eyes but stepped forward, wrapping an arm around Gregory’s shoulder as Molly took another shot. Gregory’s heart raced at the contact, his cheeks burning even brighter as he felt Amber’s warmth next to him.

“Now one by yourself again,” Cynthia said, motioning for Amber to step aside.

Gregory sighed, resigned, as Molly took a few more pictures. He shifted awkwardly, unsure of how to pose, but the women seemed delighted with every shot.

“This is the best thing I’ve seen in weeks,” Molly said, slipping her phone back into her pocket. “He really pulls it off, doesn’t he?”

Cynthia nodded enthusiastically. “Absolutely. He’s adorable.”

Molly’s face lit up suddenly, her hands clapping together. “Oh! You know what would be perfect?” she said, turning to Amber.

Amber raised an eyebrow. “What?”

“The Halloween party at the nursing home!” Molly said excitedly. “You know, the one you go to every year. You should take Gregory this time, and this can be his costume!”

Gregory’s head snapped up. “What?” he blurted, his voice cracking slightly.

Amber smirked, leaning against the back of the couch. “Hmm,” she said, looking him up and down. “That’s not a bad idea.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Molly said, her eyes twinkling with excitement. “The residents would love this. And it’s only a few weeks away!”

Gregory opened his mouth to protest, but the words stuck in his throat. He glanced at Amber again, his mind spinning. The idea of wearing this in front of other people was mortifying, but Amber’s calm confidence somehow made him feel like he might be able to handle it. Maybe.

Amber turned to him with a playful smile, her blue eyes sparkling. "Well, what do you say, Gregory? Do you want to be my date?" she asked, and the words sent his heart racing so fast that all he could do was nod, his cheeks burning with a mix of embarrassment and pure joy.


Chapter 6: Waiting

The next two weeks felt like a strange blur for Gregory. Amber was hardly ever home, her presence reduced to faint echoes of laughter over the phone or the sound of her car pulling into the driveway late at night. Every time Gregory heard the door open, his heart leapt, hoping she’d come upstairs to talk to him. But it was always the same—Amber would drop her bag, exchange a few words with Molly, and disappear into her room or head back out.

Yet no matter how absent Amber seemed, Gregory’s thoughts were consumed by her. He couldn’t stop replaying the evening she dressed him up. The feeling of her hands smoothing the fabric of the dress, her teasing smile, the look in her eyes when he’d admitted he liked her—it all stayed with him, looping endlessly in his mind.

At night, his dreams grew more vivid and strange. The weddings he always imagined with Amber were now different. Instead of walking down the aisle in a sleek tuxedo, he was wearing the same frilly pastel dress, the rumba panties peeking out beneath the hem. Amber was at his side, laughing softly as she led him forward, her hand wrapped tightly around his. The guests clapped and cheered, but Gregory felt torn between mortification and an unexplainable warmth, his cheeks burning in his dream as much as they had that night.

When he woke up, he sat bolt upright, his heart racing. “Why am I thinking this?” he muttered under his breath, staring at the ceiling.

The rest of his days weren’t much better. Between his online business classes and his tedious remote job training the AI model on endless math problems, Gregory’s mind wandered constantly. Every time he caught himself imagining Amber or the dress, he shook his head, trying to focus. But it never worked.

What loomed largest in his mind was the Halloween party at Amber’s workplace. Molly had explained it a few days after that evening, and the details made his stomach twist in nervous anticipation.

“It’s a huge event,” Molly said one morning over breakfast. “The residents look forward to it all year. All the nurses and doctors dress up, and a lot of them bring their partners. There’s music, games, a costume contest—it’s a lot of fun.”

Cynthia added with a grin, “And Amber never misses it. If she said she’s bringing you, then she means it.”

Gregory had swallowed hard at that, his fork pausing mid-air. “You’re sure?” he asked, his voice hesitant.

“When Amber says she’s going to do something, she does it,” Molly said with a wink.

That assurance didn’t calm him as much as he hoped it would. The thought of being seen by so many people—nurses, doctors, and even strangers—while dressed in the frilly baby girl costume was mortifying. He imagined the stares, the laughter, the whispers behind his back. It made his stomach churn just thinking about it.

And yet, he couldn’t stop looking forward to it. The idea of going to the party with Amber, being at her side, even if it wasn’t a “real” date, made his heart race.

He caught himself daydreaming about it constantly. He imagined Amber introducing him to her coworkers, her hand resting lightly on his shoulder as she teased him in front of the crowd. He pictured her laughing with the residents, her face glowing with confidence, while he stood awkwardly at her side. And in those moments, the embarrassment faded, replaced by something else entirely—an odd, almost giddy excitement at the thought of being with her.

The days dragged on, filled with a strange mix of dread and anticipation. Gregory found himself asking Molly and Cynthia more than once if Amber was serious about taking him to the party.

“She said she was taking you, didn’t she?” Molly said with a chuckle. “Trust me, Amber doesn’t make empty promises.”

“Besides,” Cynthia added, “she’s been talking about it for days. You’ll be fine. Just have fun with it.”

Gregory nodded, but the knot in his stomach only tightened.

As the party drew closer, he couldn’t stop himself from oscillating between panic and excitement. The thought of being seen in the costume made his face burn, but the idea of spending an evening with Amber—even in the most unconventional way—made his chest tighten with something he didn’t fully understand.

For now, all he could do was wait.


Chapter 7: Halloween Night

Halloween night arrived with a crisp chill in the air, the sky painted deep orange and purple as the sun dipped below the horizon. The house smelled of caramel and cinnamon, a faint scent from Molly’s pumpkin bread cooling on the counter. Cynthia was bustling around the kitchen, pouring candy into a giant ceramic bowl shaped like a black cat.

“You know we’ll only get five kids at most,” Molly said, laughing as she sorted the candy bars into neat piles. “And you’re still over-preparing.”

“That’s the fun of it,” Cynthia replied with a grin. “We’ll spoil them rotten. The few who show up will remember this house for years.”

Gregory sat quietly at the edge of the living room, his hands folded in his lap. He wasn’t paying attention to the candy preparation or the soft chatter of the moms. His thoughts were elsewhere, spinning wildly as the hours ticked by. He had spent the whole day trying to distract himself—pouring over his business coursework, cycling through monotonous equations for his AI work—but nothing worked.

Amber hadn’t been home all day, but he knew she would come. She had said she was taking him to the Halloween party, and Gregory was beginning to learn that when Amber said something, she meant it.

The sound of the front door opening snapped Gregory out of his thoughts, and his breath caught in his throat as Amber stepped inside.

She was bundled in a long black jacket, its hem brushing just above her knees, the collar pulled up against the chill outside. Her blonde hair spilled over the jacket’s edge, slightly tousled by the wind, and she carried herself with her usual air of confidence as she stepped inside, shutting the door behind her.

“There you are,” she said, smiling as her bright blue eyes landed on Gregory. “It’s time to get ready.”

Gregory’s breath hitched as she walked over to him, her boots clicking softly against the floor. Her hands moved to unfasten her jacket, and when she slid it off her shoulders, Gregory’s heart skipped a beat.

Underneath, she was wearing the uniform of the U.S. Women’s Sand Volleyball Team. The tight red crop top bore a bold "USA" logo across the chest, paired with equally tight blue spandex shorts with a matching "USA" print on the hip. Her toned stomach and legs were completely bare, showcasing her flawless skin and athletic build. On her head, she wore a white visor with “USA” emblazoned in bold letters, and her blonde hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail that trailed over her shoulder.

Gregory was too stunned by her outfit to notice at first, but as Amber folded her jacket neatly over one arm, she casually pulled out a thick white disposable diaper that had been tucked inside.

His stomach dropped, and his face turned scarlet. He wanted to ask her if it was for him, but the words stuck in his throat. Of course it was for him. What else could it be?

Amber didn’t seem to notice his shock—or if she did, she didn’t show it. She draped her jacket over a nearby chair and held the diaper in one hand, her expression calm and confident. “Come on,” she said, extending her free hand to him.

Gregory stared at her hand, his heart pounding. Her fingers were soft and warm as she grasped his, sending a familiar rush of heat through him. He couldn’t bring himself to say a word, his mind spinning as he followed her toward the basement stairs.

Amber led the way, her grip firm but gentle, the shimmer of her spandex shorts faintly glistening as she moved. Gregory’s thoughts spiraled as they descended the steps, the diaper in her other hand a constant reminder of what was about to happen.

They reached the basement, and Amber flicked on the light. The dim bulb cast soft shadows across the concrete floor as she set the diaper down on a nearby shelf, her visor catching the light as she turned back to him with a small smile.

“Let’s get started,” she said, her voice calm and matter-of-fact.

Gregory’s heart raced, his thoughts a whirlwind of panic and anticipation as the night unfolded.


Chapter 8: Getting Ready

Gregory stood in the basement, frozen, his whole body tingling with an overwhelming mix of emotions. His face burned as if he were on fire, his skin felt electric, and his heart pounded so hard he thought Amber might hear it. He couldn’t think straight, couldn’t speak, couldn’t move on his own—he was completely entranced, caught in a state of total shock and embarrassment, but also something deeper. He felt like he was floating, utterly powerless under Amber’s commanding presence.

Amber didn’t waste any time. She stepped closer, her fingers immediately moving to the hem of his shirt. With a casual efficiency, she pulled it up and over his head in one swift motion, tossing it to the side. Gregory’s freckled skin flushed even deeper, the cool basement air brushing over his now bare torso.

Next, she crouched slightly, her hands going to the waistband of his pants. He didn’t even try to resist—he couldn’t. His hands trembled at his sides as she unbuttoned and unzipped them, sliding the fabric down his legs and tossing them aside.

Amber straightened, placing her hands on her hips and looking him over briefly before speaking. “Underwear too,” she said matter-of-factly, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Gregory’s eyes widened, but he still couldn’t bring himself to speak or move. He stood there, utterly paralyzed, until Amber stepped forward, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his tighty-whities, and tugged them down in one smooth motion.

He gasped silently, his hands immediately flying to cover himself as he burned with embarrassment. His entire body felt like it was on fire.

Amber gave a soft, knowing chuckle and gestured toward the rug in the middle of the room. “Lay down,” she said simply.

Still unable to process what was happening, Gregory obeyed. He lowered himself onto the rug, lying flat on his back with his hands still covering his most sensitive area. The rough texture of the rug beneath him felt strange, grounding him slightly in the surreal moment.

Amber crouched beside him and reached for the box that still sat on the floor from their last trip to the basement. From it, she pulled out a container of baby powder, giving it a little shake as she grinned. “You can’t just look the part—you have to smell the part too,” she teased lightly.

Gregory’s face burned even hotter, but he couldn’t look away as she opened the powder and sprinkled a generous amount into her hands. She started rubbing it across his chest, her touch firm but strangely gentle, the scent of baby powder filling the air.

She didn’t stop there. Her hands moved to his arms, his shoulders, and even his legs, coating his skin in the sweet-smelling powder. She worked with an efficiency that left Gregory breathless, every touch making him feel more helpless, more exposed, more… hers.

Amber poured another copious amount of powder directly into the area between his hips, her gaze focused as she worked. Gregory, mortified and still covering himself, tried to focus on the ceiling, his mind swirling.

“Lift your hips,” Amber said calmly, pulling him out of his daze.

He hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, his hands still firmly covering himself as he raised his hips. Amber slid the thick white diaper under him, smoothing it out before motioning for him to lower himself back down. The feeling of the soft, crinkly material against his skin was completely foreign, and Gregory’s heart raced as he lay there, trying to process the sensation.

Amber dusted more powder into the diaper area—far more than was necessary—before giving him an amused smile. “Can’t have you smelling anything less than perfect,” she said, rubbing the powder in gently.

When she reached to close the diaper, Gregory’s hands were still in the way, covering himself protectively. Amber raised an eyebrow. “You’re not making this easy,” she teased, gently nudging his hands aside.

Gregory’s breath hitched, and he quickly looked away, too embarrassed to protest as she pulled the diaper snugly around his waist and taped it securely in place. The waistband went up past his belly button, and the thick material forced his legs apart slightly. Every small movement caused a soft crinkling sound that made Gregory want to disappear into the floor.

Amber leaned back, admiring her work for a moment before picking up the rumba panties. She threaded one foot through, then the other, and gestured for him to lift his hips again. He complied silently, and she pulled the panties up over the diaper, the layers of lace frills bouncing slightly as she adjusted them.

Next came the frilly socks, which Amber slid onto his feet one at a time, carefully folding the lace-trimmed edges to sit just right. Finally, she grabbed the shiny black Mary Jane shoes, buckling them snugly over the socks.

“All right,” she said, standing up and holding out her hand. “Up you go.”

Gregory rose shakily to his feet, his heart pounding as Amber reached for the dress. She slipped it over his head, smoothing the puffed princess sleeves and adjusting the hem until it sat perfectly. The pacifier was still clipped to the front, dangling slightly as Amber stepped back to examine him.

“Perfect,” she said with a satisfied smile.

Gregory’s mind was spinning, his skin tingling with every new sensation—the weight of the diaper, the softness of the frills, the snug fit of the dress. He felt completely transformed, and yet Amber wasn’t finished.

“For the finishing touches,” she said, her tone light but commanding, “let’s go up to the vanity in my room. We’ll get your makeup and hair done.”

Gregory’s heart skipped a beat. He had spent weeks thinking about this night, imagining how it might play out, but he had never expected this. Makeup? Hair?

Still in a daze, he didn’t resist as Amber took his hand again and led him toward the stairs.


Chapter 9: Final Touches

Amber’s hand was firm but warm as she led Gregory up the stairs, the crinkling sound of his thick diaper barely muffled by the rumba panties under his dress. His heart pounded in his chest as he followed her, his freckled skin still tingling from the baby powder and the lingering scent that now clung to him. He felt completely dazed, the entire situation overwhelming in every way—but he couldn’t deny how much he liked it.

As they reached the top of the stairs, Cynthia and Molly turned toward them from the kitchen.

“Oh my goodness!” Cynthia gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. “Gregory, look at you! You’re absolutely adorable!”

“Come here, sweetie,” Molly said, holding up her phone. “Let us get a picture!”

Gregory froze, his face turning scarlet as he instinctively looked down at his outfit. The idea of being photographed made him want to shrink into the floor, but Amber didn’t hesitate.

“Not yet,” Amber said smoothly, holding up a hand as she pulled Gregory closer to her. “He’s not ready. You’ll see when we’re done.”

Before anyone could protest, she tugged Gregory toward the hallway, her confident stride leaving no room for argument.

Gregory’s mind was racing as she led him to her room. He couldn’t believe what was happening. Everything about the costume was so far outside his comfort zone, but he was shocked to find himself… enjoying it. A lot of it had to do with Amber, the way she had touched him, the way she looked at him, the way she made him feel completely hers. Both times she’d dressed him up, he had felt the same—flustered and mortified, but also safe and inexplicably happy.

He wasn’t sure he wanted anyone else to see him like this—being exposed in front of others felt like it would be too much—but he couldn’t stop thinking about how much he loved being around Amber. If she asked, he realized, he would dress this way for her anytime.

Amber guided him into her room and motioned for him to sit at the vanity. Gregory obeyed, perching stiffly on the chair. The vanity was cluttered with cosmetics and hair tools, a world he didn’t understand. Before he could take it all in, Amber turned his face gently to the side.

“Look at me,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

Gregory’s eyes locked onto hers. She stood just beside the vanity, her confident smile calming and electrifying him at the same time.

Amber worked quickly and methodically, starting with his lips. She dabbed a bit of pink gloss onto them, smoothing it out with her finger, her eyes darting between his lips and his flushed cheeks. Next, she added a touch of soft pink eyeshadow, the brush sweeping lightly over his freckled lids.

“You’re lucky your skin’s so clear,” she murmured. “You don’t need much at all.”

Gregory couldn’t respond, his chest tight as he stared at her. Every time their eyes met, his heart skipped a beat.

After finishing the makeup, Amber reached for a jar of hair gel. She worked it into his red curls, smoothing and shaping them until they were tidy and soft. Then, she reached for her box of ribbons.

“These are perfect,” she said, pulling out two pink bows. She tied one neatly above each ear, framing his face and letting the ends fall just right to add a playful, babyish touch.

When she stepped back to admire her work, Gregory’s stomach flipped. Her expression had softened, her usual teasing smirk replaced by something gentler.

“All right,” she said, holding out her hand again. “Let’s show them.”

Gregory followed her back to the living room, his heart pounding as they approached the moms.

“Oh my goodness!” Molly exclaimed, her hands flying to her face. “He’s perfect!”

“Absolutely adorable,” Cynthia agreed, already reaching for her phone. “Amber, get in the picture with him!”

Amber didn’t hesitate. She slid her arm around Gregory’s waist, pulling him close to her. But she didn’t stop there—her other arm reached across him, her hand resting on his arm as she snuggled into his side, pressing herself tightly against him.

Gregory felt like he might faint. The warmth of her body against his, the soft press of her skin on his arm, and the way her hand lingered on his sleeve made his head spin.

Amber glanced at him briefly and smiled. He looked so flustered, so shy, his freckles standing out starkly against his flushed cheeks. He was absolutely precious, and Amber couldn’t help but feel a surge of affection for him. She loved how easy it was to make him blush, how his eyes darted nervously when she got close.

He’s just too cute, she thought, fighting the urge to squeeze him tighter. She wanted to gobble him up, to keep him all to herself.

“Okay, say cheese!” Molly said, snapping the picture.

Gregory felt the camera flash, but his mind was elsewhere. All he could think about was Amber, her scent, her touch, and the fact that she hadn’t let go of him even after the picture was taken.


Chapter 10: The Drive

Amber slipped on her long black jacket and white sneakers as they headed for the front door. Gregory followed close behind, his diaper crinkling softly with every step. He felt the weight of the dress’s lace and frills with every movement, the pacifier bobbing slightly from its clip at his chest. As they passed Cynthia and Molly, the moms waved them off, still laughing about how adorable Gregory looked.

Amber didn’t pause for a moment. She had her keys in hand, her pace brisk as she led Gregory out to the car. She didn’t even stop to offer him a jacket, and Gregory didn’t dare ask for one. The cool night air sent a chill down his powdered skin, but he barely noticed—it was all drowned out by the crinkling of his diaper, the weight of the costume, and the overwhelming knowledge of where they were going.

The car ride was quiet at first, the hum of the engine filling the space as Amber steered them toward the nearest town. Gregory stared out the window, his hands clasped tightly in his lap, his mind racing. He was equal parts excited and mortified. The realization that other people were about to see him dressed like this made his stomach churn, but the idea of spending the evening with Amber… it thrilled him in ways he couldn’t explain.

Amber, as always, broke the silence first. “So,” she said casually, her voice cutting through his spiraling thoughts. “You’re really quiet back there.”

Gregory didn’t answer, his freckled cheeks already starting to burn.

Amber glanced at him briefly, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “You like your outfit, don’t you?”

His head snapped toward her, his eyes wide. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her tone playful but firm. “You like it. You like how it feels, how it looks… I bet you’re even starting to think you look cute, huh?”

Gregory’s face turned scarlet. “I—I don’t…”

Amber laughed softly. “Oh, come on, Greg. You can tell me. I already know.”

His mind spun as he tried to come up with a denial, but nothing felt convincing—not even to himself. Because the truth was… she was right. As mortifying as it was to admit, he did like the outfit. The way it swished when he moved, the softness of the frills, even the strange thickness of the diaper—it was all new, surprising, and oddly comforting.

Amber glanced at him again, her smile widening. “You don’t have to say it if you don’t want to,” she said, her voice teasing. “But I’ll know if you’re lying.”

Gregory hesitated, his hands tightening in his lap. He stared at the dashboard, his heart pounding. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, he mumbled, “Yeah… I like it.”

Amber beamed, her face lighting up with delight. “I knew it!” she said triumphantly, reaching over to squeeze his arm. “I told you you’d look adorable, didn’t I?”

Gregory didn’t respond, his face burning, but he couldn’t help the small, shy smile tugging at his lips.

Before he could dwell on it too much, Amber turned the car into the parking lot of the retirement home. The building was low and sprawling, only two stories tall but wide, with large windows that glowed warmly in the night. A sign out front read Meadowview Retirement Center, and a few orange and purple Halloween lights were strung up near the entrance.

The lot was bustling with activity. Several other cars were pulling in, and people in costumes were walking toward the entrance in groups. Gregory’s stomach churned as he realized just how many people were here.

A man dressed as a giant banana laughed with someone in a shimmering jellyfish costume, the tentacles glowing faintly under the streetlights. A couple passed by in matching steampunk outfits, their goggles glinting in the light. Another group included someone in a full pirate getup, complete with a stuffed parrot on their shoulder, and a woman wearing a suit of cardboard armor that looked handmade but impressively detailed.

Gregory’s heart sank as he realized there was no way to avoid being seen. His frilly dress, the rumba panties, the pacifier clipped to his chest—it was all going to be on full display.

Before he could even think of what to do, Amber parked the car and was already out the door. She walked around to his side, opened the passenger door, and held out her hand.

“Come on,” she said, her tone brisk.

Gregory hesitated for a fraction of a second, but the look on Amber’s face left no room for argument. He reached out, his hand trembling slightly as it met hers. She grasped it firmly, pulling him out of the car.

The cool night air hit him like a wave, but all he could focus on was the sound of the crinkling diaper beneath his dress and the wide-open parking lot filled with people.

“Let’s go,” Amber said, giving his hand a reassuring squeeze.

And just like that, they were walking toward the brightly lit entrance of Meadowview, Gregory’s heart pounding with every step.


Chapter 11: The Party

As Amber pulled Gregory through the entrance of Meadowview Retirement Center, the sounds of the Halloween party hit him like a wave. The main common area was bustling with activity—residents, staff, and guests all mingling, their costumes bright and cheerful under the glow of string lights and paper lanterns.

The decorations were charming and nostalgic. Many looked handmade, crafted from construction paper and pipe cleaners in bright autumn colors. Gregory noticed a garland of hand-cut bats and pumpkins strung across one wall, their uneven shapes suggesting they’d been made during one of the residents’ craft times. There were carved pumpkins on tables, each one uniquely imperfect, and a few vintage-style Halloween posters taped to the walls. The whole scene radiated warmth and care, with the decorations clearly meant to delight the older crowd.

A big spread of snacks and drinks occupied one corner of the room. Plates of cookies, bowls of popcorn, and pitchers of brightly colored punch sat neatly on a long table, while a cheerful staff member in a simple witch costume handed out small trays. The music playing was a mix of swing, jazz, and oldies—tunes that the residents clearly enjoyed, as several were tapping their feet or clapping along in time.

The costumes in the room were as varied as the people wearing them. Gregory noticed an older man in a wheelchair wearing a cowboy hat and plaid shirt, complete with a paper sheriff’s badge. A small woman shuffled by in a cat costume, her ears perched on a headband, her face painted with delicate whiskers. Another resident had transformed their walker into a race car, complete with cardboard flames taped to the sides.

Amidst all the chaos, Gregory couldn’t help but feel his heart pounding. He was the center of attention the moment they walked in. Everyone seemed to glance his way, their smiles widening as they took in his frilly dress, the pacifier clipped to his chest, and the bright pink bows in his hair.

Amber didn’t let him go—not for a second. Her arm was wrapped around his waist, her hand resting lightly on his hip, guiding him through the room with ease. Gregory’s face burned as people smiled at him, but Amber’s touch was steady and reassuring, and he couldn’t deny the thrill of being so close to her.

She led him first to a small coat rack near the entrance. As she slipped off her long black jacket, revealing her skimpy U.S. Women’s Sand Volleyball Team costume, Gregory felt her arm tighten slightly around his waist, keeping him close.

“Oh, Amber!” a voice called out.

A tall woman in a bumblebee costume approached them, her wings glittering under the lights. “You made it! And who’s this?”

“This is Gregory,” Amber said, her voice warm but with a hint of pride. “He’s with me tonight.”

The woman’s eyes widened as she looked Gregory up and down. “Oh my goodness, aren’t you just the cutest thing?” she said with a laugh.

Gregory flushed bright red, staring down at the floor as Amber chuckled softly and pulled him closer. “He’s a little shy,” Amber said, her tone teasing.

From there, Amber led Gregory deeper into the party, stopping occasionally to introduce him to someone new. Every time, the reactions were the same—wide smiles, amused laughter, and more comments about how “adorable” he looked. Gregory wanted to crawl under a table every time someone mentioned it, but at the same time, he couldn’t stop savoring the feeling of Amber’s hand on his hip or her fingers laced with his.

Eventually, Amber guided him toward the snack table. She grabbed a small tray and began selecting snacks for him, picking out a cookie, some fruit, and a small sandwich. “Here you go,” she said, setting the tray in front of him on a small table.

Gregory hesitated, but Amber had already poured a cup of punch and handed it to him. “Drink up,” she said with a smile.

As Gregory sipped the sweet punch, he couldn’t help but watch Amber. She was completely in her element, her confidence unshaken by the flurry of activity around them. Her hand rested lightly on his shoulder as she chatted briefly with a passing staff member dressed as a scarecrow, her laugh bright and carefree.

Gregory nibbled on a cookie, his mind starting to wander. He was so caught up in the moment—the music, the lights, the warmth of Amber’s presence—that he didn’t realize where his thoughts were headed at first. But as he reached for another sip of punch, a sudden realization struck him.

He would have to pee at some point.

The thought hit him like a jolt of electricity. His face flushed as his mind raced. He was wearing a thick, crinkly diaper under the rumba panties, and he hadn’t even considered what that might mean. Would he be able to take it off? Was he expected to… use it?

He glanced nervously at Amber, who was still chatting, completely at ease. She had done everything for him so far—picked out his snacks, poured his drink, even led him around the party like a parent guiding a child. Did that mean she expected to… handle this too?

The thought made Gregory’s stomach churn, and he quickly looked down at his tray, trying to focus on the cookie in front of him. But the question lingered, gnawing at him as the party swirled around them.


Chapter 12: Life of the Party

The Halloween party was in full swing, and Amber seemed to thrive in the energy of it all. She led Gregory through the bustling common area with her usual confidence, her hand never leaving his arm or waist. Everywhere they went, people smiled and laughed, complimenting Amber on her costume and teasing Gregory about how “precious” he looked.

Gregory was overwhelmed, his cheeks permanently flushed, but he couldn’t deny how much he loved being close to Amber. Her touch grounded him, even as the chaos of the party swirled around them.

“Come on,” Amber said, pulling him toward a group gathering in the middle of the room. “They’re starting games!”

The first game was a simple ring toss, set up near one of the tables. The rings were oversized, the kind designed for the older residents to handle easily, and the targets were tall cones painted like pumpkins. Amber clapped excitedly as she grabbed a few rings and, with Gregory still in tow, stepped up to play.

“You’re next,” she teased, nudging Gregory.

He shook his head frantically, but she gave him a look that left no room for argument. “Don’t be shy. You’ll be great.”

Gregory tried his best, but his throws were clumsy, the rings barely making it onto the cones. Amber, of course, was a natural, landing three out of five rings perfectly. She laughed and cheered with the others, giving Gregory a quick side hug every time someone teased him about his less-than-stellar aim.

Next came a beanbag toss, then a trivia game, and finally, dancing. The staff cleared a small area in the middle of the room for a makeshift dance floor, and the music shifted to a livelier tune. Amber immediately pulled Gregory to the center, her grin wide as she spun him gently to the beat.

Gregory felt like his face was on fire, but Amber’s enthusiasm was infectious. She moved effortlessly, her volleyball uniform glinting under the soft lights as her blonde ponytail swayed with each step. Gregory stumbled awkwardly at first, but Amber’s steady hands guided him, her laughter making it impossible for him not to smile.

“See? Not so bad,” she said, her voice light as she twirled him again.

To Gregory’s shock, Amber stepped back from the dance floor, releasing his hands as the music continued. He blinked at her, confused and a little panicked, until she turned and gestured to an older woman sitting nearby.

“Miss Clara, your turn!” Amber called out cheerfully.

Clara, a sprightly woman with snow-white hair tucked neatly under a witch hat, stood slowly with a warm smile. She was dressed in a simple black dress with a cape, her steps careful as she shuffled onto the dance floor.

“Be good to her,” Amber teased, giving Gregory a playful wink before stepping away toward a group of nurses watching nearby.

Gregory’s face burned as Clara took his hands, her grip surprisingly firm. He could feel the weight of every gaze on him, especially Amber’s. Glancing over, he saw her whispering something to the nurses, their laughter carrying over the music. He couldn’t hear the words, but their giggles made his stomach flip.

“You’re a good dancer,” Clara said, breaking his thoughts as she swayed gently to the music.

“Uh, thank you,” Gregory mumbled, his cheeks still red.

Clara’s eyes twinkled with mischief as she tilted her head slightly. “Are you wearing a diaper under that dress?”

Gregory froze, his face turning scarlet as the question hit him like a bolt of lightning. He opened his mouth to respond but couldn’t find any words, his mind racing in a mix of embarrassment and disbelief.

“It’s no big deal,” Clara said with a chuckle, patting his hand. “I’m wearing one too.”

Gregory blinked at her, completely stunned. Her tone was so casual, so matter-of-fact, that he couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of relief.

“I… uh…” he stammered before finally admitting, “Yes, I am.”

Clara laughed again, a hearty sound that somehow felt reassuring. “Well, it suits you,” she said kindly. “And don’t worry—no one here would care. It’s cute, really.”

Gregory’s face was still burning, but he managed a small smile as they continued to sway. Her words, unexpected as they were, made him feel slightly more at ease.

As the song changed, Amber returned to the edge of the dance floor, her confident grin lighting up the room. She reached out to Clara with one hand and gestured to another older woman nearby with the other.

“Miss Betty, you’re up!” Amber said, gently helping Clara back to her seat and guiding Betty forward.

As they passed each other, Clara gave Betty a teasing smile. “Ask him about his diaper,” she said with a wink. “He’s just getting used to them.”

Gregory’s heart sank as Betty took his hands, her own laugh joining Clara’s. Betty was dressed as a cat, with glittery whiskers painted on her cheeks and a long, fluffy tail pinned to her sweater.

“Don’t worry,” Betty said as they began to sway. “I got used to them years ago. It’s not a big deal at all.”

Gregory’s blush deepened, his eyes darting nervously around the room. “I-I’m not…” he started, but Betty cut him off.

“Are you wet?” she asked with a playful grin, tilting her head as if genuinely curious.

Gregory’s jaw dropped, and his face turned an even deeper shade of red. “Absolutely not!” he stammered, his voice almost squeaky with embarrassment.

Betty just laughed softly, patting his hand as they danced. “It’s all right, sweetie,” she said warmly. “You’ll get used to it.”

Meanwhile, Amber had quietly slipped away from the dance floor. She strolled toward the coat check with a disposable diaper and tucked it into her jacket. A sly smile played on her lips as she imagined Gregory’s reaction later.

By the time Amber returned to the dance floor, the song was ending. She stepped forward, her presence drawing Gregory’s attention immediately.

“Time to wrap this up,” she said with a grin, placing a hand lightly on his shoulder. Gregory felt his stomach flip again as she guided him off the dance floor, her touch warm and steady.

“Let’s go grab some punch,” she said, steering him back toward the main hall as if nothing had happened.


Chapter 13: Held Close

The remainder of the Halloween party unfolded like a surreal dream for Gregory. After they left the dance floor, Amber never let go of him, keeping her arm draped around his shoulders or firmly gripping his waist. Her presence was intoxicating—her warm touch, her floral perfume, and the casual way she pressed herself close to him sent his heart racing.

She seemed entirely at ease, her bright blue eyes sparkling as she moved through the crowd. Her skimpy USA Women’s Volleyball uniform—a snug crop top and tight blue spandex shorts—drew plenty of glances, but Amber didn’t seem to notice, or if she did, she didn’t care. Her confidence was magnetic, her every move brimming with self-assurance. Gregory was amazed by how comfortable she seemed in her own skin, how she owned every room she entered.

He couldn’t believe he was her “date” tonight. The thought alone made his cheeks burn, but it also filled him with pride. Everyone they spoke to seemed as captivated by Amber as he was, and yet, she never let go of him, as if to make it clear he was with her.

At one point, as they stopped to chat with another nurse, Amber leaned down slightly, pulling Gregory’s head close to hers. “Isn’t he just the most adorable thing?” she said, pressing her cheek against his and grinning as the nurse laughed.

Gregory’s face turned crimson, but he couldn’t stop himself from smiling faintly. The attention from Amber was overwhelming in the best way, and the feel of her cheek against his made his heart flutter.

But when the nurse turned to him and asked, “And what do you think of Amber’s outfit?” Gregory froze.

He opened his mouth to respond, but no words came out. His mind raced, and the silence stretched for a beat too long.

Amber, ever quick on her feet, reached for the pacifier still clipped to his dress. She popped it into his mouth with a playful smirk. “Since you don’t feel like talking tonight, you’ll probably just be more comfortable with this in,” she teased, her tone light and affectionate.

Gregory’s blush deepened as he instinctively sucked on the pacifier. To his surprise, it actually did make him feel more at ease. The gentle rhythm gave him something to focus on, an excuse not to answer questions that left him flustered.

Amber noticed immediately and gave him a sly smile. “Oh my gosh, you’re actually sucking on it,” she said softly, leaning in close. “That’s the cutest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Gregory’s cheeks burned, but he couldn’t stop. The pacifier felt oddly comforting, and he found himself leaning into her affection.

The hours passed, and the party began to thin out, but Amber showed no signs of leaving. She moved effortlessly from one conversation to the next, laughing and chatting with staff, residents, and guests. Gregory stayed by her side, his pacifier still in his mouth, feeling more like her companion than he ever had before.

Amber kept refilling his punch throughout the evening, and Gregory drank without thinking. But as the hours wore on, his bladder reminded him of the diaper he was wearing.

He tried to hold it, his mind spinning with the fear that someone might notice. But eventually, he couldn’t anymore. Standing beside Amber as she chatted with two nurses, he shifted his weight nervously, and then… he let go.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. Warmth spread through the thick padding, radiating outward as the diaper swelled and grew heavier. Gregory’s heart pounded as he glanced around the room, his cheeks blazing. He was certain someone would notice.

But no one did.

Even as the diaper grew squishy and warm, pressing snugly against his skin, no one seemed to pay him any attention. Gregory hesitated for a moment before discreetly reaching behind himself, his fingers brushing over the rumba panties. He pressed lightly, checking for leaks, but everything felt dry.

Relief washed over him as he realized how thick the diaper really was. It could hold more than he expected, and it wasn’t as obvious as he had feared.

Amber, however, seemed to know exactly what had happened. At one point, she leaned closer to him, her hand giving his padded butt a light pat. She glanced at him with a knowing smile, her eyes sparkling as if to say, Good job.

Gregory’s face turned redder, and he sucked harder on the pacifier, hoping to distract himself from the rush of emotions.

Throughout the evening, Amber kept him close, her hands never leaving him for long. Sometimes she rested a hand on his hip, other times she wrapped her arm around his shoulders, and occasionally, she’d squeeze his hand or press her cheek against his. Gregory felt completely enveloped by her presence, and it made him feel both vulnerable and cherished.

As the party began to wind down, the room grew quieter. Most of the residents had returned to their rooms, and the staff had started cleaning up. Amber, however, seemed in no rush to leave. She stayed, chatting with the last few people still lingering, her energy as vibrant as ever.

Gregory watched her in awe. Her confidence, her charisma, the way she laughed so freely—it was all intoxicating. He couldn’t believe he was with her, that she was holding him close, that she had chosen him as her “date” tonight.

Finally, after speaking with one last nurse, Amber glanced at the clock and gave Gregory a gentle squeeze. “It’s time for us to go,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

Gregory nodded, his heart full and his cheeks still warm as she led him toward the coat rack.


Chapter 14: The Drive Home

Amber grabbed her jacket from the coat rack and slipped it on with one fluid motion, her other hand never letting go of Gregory’s. The party was officially over, the retirement center now quiet except for a few lingering staff tidying up. Gregory’s heart raced as Amber guided him to the car, her confident steps echoing faintly in the parking lot.

The cool night air made him shiver slightly, but the warmth of Amber’s hand on his kept him steady. As they reached the car, Amber opened the passenger door and gently helped him in, buckling him securely before closing the door and circling to the driver’s side.

As the car pulled out of the lot, Gregory sat in silence, his mind still spinning from everything that had happened. He felt the bulk of his wet diaper beneath him, its squishy warmth pressing softly against his skin. He wasn’t sure what to think—embarrassment, relief, and even a strange sense of comfort all swirled together in his head.

Amber broke the silence, her voice soft but teasing. “So,” she said, glancing at him briefly, “what was it like?”

Gregory’s cheeks turned crimson. “What do you mean?”

Amber smirked, her hand reaching over to rest on his knee. The warmth of her touch sent a shiver up his spine, making it impossible to focus on anything else. “You know what I mean,” she said, her tone light and playful. “What was it like… wetting in your diaper?”

Gregory’s face burned, and he looked down at his hands. He wanted to deny it, to brush the question off, but he couldn’t bring himself to lie to her. After a long pause, he muttered, “It… it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.”

Amber smiled, her fingers giving his knee a gentle squeeze. “See? Told you it wouldn’t be the end of the world,” she said. “No one noticed, did they?”

Gregory shook his head, his voice barely above a whisper. “No… no one noticed.”

Amber laughed softly, her hand sliding up slightly to pat the front of his diaper. The crinkling sound made his heart skip a beat as her fingers pressed gently against the noticeably wet and swollen padding. “Of course they didn’t,” she said with a grin. “Most of the people there were wearing diapers anyway. Even if they had noticed, they wouldn’t have cared. It’s completely normal for them.”

Gregory blinked, caught off guard by her words. “Really?” he stammered, glancing up at her.

Amber nodded, her expression playful. “Of course. Even if they had seen you wetting, they probably would’ve just thought it was cute.”

Gregory couldn’t help but laugh softly, his face still flushed. The way Amber teased him was embarrassing, but there was an undeniable warmth in her voice that made him feel safe.

By the time they pulled into the driveway, the house was dark except for the porch light. Amber turned off the engine and leaned over to unbuckle Gregory’s seatbelt, her fingers brushing against his shoulder.

“Come on,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

Inside, the house was quiet, the faint sound of the clock ticking in the living room the only noise. Amber led Gregory downstairs, her hand never leaving his. His heart raced as they reached the basement, the same space where she had dressed him earlier in the evening.

Amber turned to him with a knowing smile. “You’ve had a big night,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Let’s get you out of that outfit.”

Gregory nodded mutely, his cheeks burning as she reached for the hem of his dress. She pulled it up slowly, the frills brushing lightly against his arms as it slipped over his head. Just as his face cleared the fabric, Amber leaned forward and kissed him.

It wasn’t a quick kiss, nor was it fleeting. Her lips were soft, warm, and insistent, holding him close as her hands rested on his shoulders. Gregory’s knees felt weak, and he melted into her, his heart pounding as he clung to the moment.

When Amber finally pulled back, her blue eyes sparkled as she looked at him. “You’re so cute in this,” she whispered, her voice full of affection. “I’m going to miss you in it.”

Gregory stood there in a daze as Amber gently guided him to lie down on the rug. He obeyed without question, his mind spinning as he watched her shrug off her jacket.

The sight of her in her skimpy volleyball outfit made his breath hitch, but what truly surprised him was what she pulled out of the jacket pocket—a fresh white diaper.

“I got this while you were dancing with the ladies,” she said with a playful grin, holding it up. “What do you say I put you in a fresh one before bed?”

Gregory’s face burned, but he couldn’t bring himself to say no. His voice barely above a whisper, he muttered, “Okay…”

Amber knelt beside him, her movements smooth and efficient as she slid off his panties and un-taped his wet diaper. The cool air against his skin made him shiver, but Amber’s calm demeanor helped steady him.

She grabbed a pack of baby wipes from the box nearby, gently cleaning his skin with slow, deliberate motions. Gregory’s heart raced as her hands moved over him, the intimacy of the moment making him feel both vulnerable and cherished.

After she finished wiping him down, Amber unfolded the fresh diaper, fluffing it slightly before sliding it under him. “Lift your hips,” she said softly, and Gregory complied without hesitation.

The padding crinkled as she adjusted it, making sure it sat perfectly before dusting a generous amount of baby powder over him. The familiar scent filled the air, and Gregory couldn’t help but close his eyes, overwhelmed by the tenderness of the moment.

Amber taped the diaper snugly around his waist, smoothing it out with her hands before giving it a light pat. “There,” she said with a smile. “You look adorable.”

Gregory opened his eyes, his heart swelling as he looked up at her. All he could think about was how much he loved her, how much he never wanted this night to end.

Gregory realized that no matter what happened next, he was completely, hopelessly hers.


Chapter 15: After the Magic

Gregory stirred awake, sunlight streaming through the thin curtains of his small bedroom. For a few moments, he lay still, savoring the lingering warmth of the memory that filled his mind—the Halloween party, Amber’s laughter, and the way she kept him close the entire night. It had felt like a dream, but the faint, sweet scent of her perfume still clung to him.

His cheeks flushed at the thought of the costume: a frilly pink and white dress with puffed sleeves and lace trim. Amber had insisted he wear it, claiming it would be “hilarious and adorable.” To complete the look, she’d even brought home a medical diaper from the retirement home where she worked. He’d balked at first, but her bright, teasing smile and playful assurance that he’d “look perfect” had been impossible to resist.

The party had been magical—his first real date with Amber. She’d held his hand, called him “cute,” and kept him by her side the entire night. He’d felt safe, warm…wanted.

His gaze drifted down to the soft blanket covering him. Beneath it, he could still feel the slight crinkle of the diaper he had worn to bed. Amber had put it on him once they got home which made him feel special. Now, lying there, he found himself wondering what it might feel like to use it again—like he had at the party.

The memory of that moment surfaced unexpectedly. Next to Amber in the crowded room, blushing and fidgeting as the need to pee built up. He hadn’t wanted to leave Amber’s side, and she’d been so attentive, so caring. When he finally gave in and used the diaper, expecting to feel shame, all he’d felt was…relief. Comfort. Security. And when Amber had given him an approving look afterwards he’d nearly melted.

He shifted now, hesitating. He could just…try. One last time. No one would know. It wasn’t like he could talk about this with anyone—not even Amber. After a few uncertain moments, Gregory exhaled and closed his eyes, willing himself to relax.

Nothing happened. He sighed in frustration and sat up, rubbing his face. Maybe it just wouldn’t work. Standing up near his bed, he tried again, forcing himself to breathe slowly. His heartbeat quickened—and then, finally, it happened. The warmth spread through the padding, bringing with it an unexpected sense of calm. His shoulders relaxed, and for a fleeting moment, he felt like he was back at the party—safe, held, cared for.

Then reality returned. His face burned with embarrassment. Shaking his head, he quickly stripped off the diaper, cleaned himself up, and stuffed the used garment deep into his waste bin beneath some trash. He’d never do that again. It had just been a stupid impulse…right?

The days passed slowly. Gregory fell back into his usual routine—studying for his online business classes, doing freelance AI work, and pacing around the quiet house. Amber was hardly ever home. She breezed in late at night after long shifts at the retirement home or weekends packed with school, church events, and social gatherings. Sometimes she grabbed dinner on the fly, barely pausing to say hello before vanishing again.

But something was different now. Before the party, she’d hardly acknowledged him at all. Now, even in passing, she’d stop for a moment—just long enough to smile and say, “Hey, Greg. How’s it going?” It wasn’t much, but he clung to those moments.

Still, it wasn’t enough. He missed her. He missed them. The way she’d held his hand, introduced him to her friends with pride, even teased him for being “so shy.” Being close to her, even if just for a night, had made everything seem brighter. Now, the house felt emptier than ever.

Late one evening after a quiet dinner with his moms, Gregory sat alone on the living room couch, staring at his phone. He wanted—needed—some excuse to talk to Amber, some reason to keep her attention for more than a passing hello. The idea hit him suddenly, making his stomach flip with nerves.

What if…what if he asked her to bring home more diapers? Not because he…needed them, exactly, but because they reminded him of that night—of being close to her. She might think it was cute. After all, she encouraged him to wear the diaper with the costume. She’d thought he was adorable.

The front door clicked open, and Gregory’s heart jumped. Amber stepped inside, still in her scrubs, her long blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked tired but still managed to smile when she saw him.

“Hey, Greg,” she greeted warmly, setting her keys on the counter. “How was your day?”

“Good,” he managed, his throat dry. “Um…Amber?”

She paused, tilting her head curiously. “What’s up?”

His face burned, but there was no turning back now. “I was wondering…if you could maybe…bring home a couple more of those, um…those diapers? Like from the party.” He cleared his throat, forcing himself to meet her gaze. “They…they kind of remind me of that night. It was…special.”

Amber blinked, clearly surprised—but then her expression softened into something warm and fond. Her tired smile widened.

“Aww…Gregory,” she said, her voice teasing but affectionate. “You really liked that night, huh?”

He nodded quickly, heart pounding.

Amber laughed softly and stepped forward, resting a gentle hand on his arm. “Sure. I can do that.” Her eyes sparkled playfully. “Anything for my favorite baby.”

Before he could respond, she grabbed her keys again, blowing him a quick kiss before heading back out the door.

Gregory stood frozen, his pulse roaring in his ears. His cheeks burned with equal parts embarrassment and elation. She hadn’t judged him. She hadn’t thought it was weird. She’d smiled. She’d called him her favorite. She blew him a kiss.

Maybe…just maybe…this wasn’t the end of something special.

Maybe it was the beginning.


Chapter 16: A New Routine

Gregory woke up slowly, stretching beneath his blanket. For a few blissful moments, he lingered in the warmth of his latest dream—a vivid, beautiful memory of standing in a flower-filled chapel, exchanging wedding vows with Amber. She looked radiant in a flowing white gown, her hand resting gently in his…while he wore the same frilly pink baby dress and diaper from the Halloween party.

His eyes snapped open, heart pounding. He groaned, covering his face with his hands. Why do I keep dreaming that?

Amber. His heart ached at the thought of her. He’d only seen her in passing since that night, each brief encounter leaving him hungrier for more. He missed her voice, her smile, the way she’d looked at him when she’d called him adorable.

With a sigh, he got up and cleaned up for the day. After throwing on some jeans and a hoodie, he headed downstairs toward the smell of breakfast cooking.

As he rounded the corner into the kitchen, he froze. Sitting right in the middle of the kitchen table was a large plastic package of medical diapers—at least a dozen of them.

His stomach flipped. His moms, Cynthia and Molly, stood by the stove, flipping pancakes and chatting like nothing was out of the ordinary.

Cynthia spotted him first. “Morning, sweetie!” she greeted with a bright smile. “Amber dropped something off for you.”

Molly followed her gaze, grinning mischievously when she saw his wide-eyed expression. “Looks like someone’s all stocked up,” she teased. “Need help putting one on?”

Gregory felt heat flood his face. “Mom!” he stammered, rushing forward and snatching the package off the table. “It’s not… it’s not like that!”

His moms both laughed good-naturedly, clearly not taking it seriously. Cynthia waved a spatula in his direction. “Relax, hon. Amber said you asked for some. We think it’s cute.”

“Super cute,” Molly agreed, still smirking.

Mortified but also relieved they weren’t upset or questioning him further, Gregory mumbled a quick thanks before bolting back upstairs, the package clutched tightly in his arms.

Wearing the diapers at night quickly became part of Gregory’s quiet, solitary routine. At first, it had felt strange—shameful, even—but the comfort they brought was undeniable. He slept better, feeling cradled and safe, wrapped in memories of Amber’s warm smile and playful affection.

Each night, the dreams returned. Dreams of him and Amber getting married, of holding her hand, of her beaming at him with pride and love. Every time, he was dressed in that silly, frilly baby dress, the crinkling diaper peeking out beneath its lace trim. The dreams should’ve embarrassed him—but instead, they made him feel cherished.

Still, reality was harder. Amber was rarely home, and even when she was, it was only for a fleeting moment before she disappeared again into her busy world of work, school, and social events. He longed for something—anything—to bring them closer.

One Quiet Afternoon, while working on his AI model from home, Gregory found himself distracted by thoughts of Amber yet again. He sighed and opened the chatbot interface. On a whim, he typed:

“How can I get closer to someone I care about who’s always busy? They are either at med school, working at a retirement home, or at community events such as church.

The AI processed for a moment before responding:

“Consider joining them in an important part of their life. Volunteering at their workplace could create shared experiences and build a deeper bond.”

Gregory blinked. Volunteering at the retirement home? The idea sparked something inside him. He could be there—not just waiting at home, but helping her, supporting her, showing her how much she meant to him.

Later That Evening, Gregory paced nervously near the front door, waiting for Amber to return. He knew he’d have only a few minutes to talk before she left again.

The door opened, and she stepped in, still in her scrubs but looking less tired than usual. “Hey, Greg!” she greeted warmly. “What’s up?”

“Amber, um…” He cleared his throat, heart pounding. “I was thinking…about maybe volunteering at the retirement home. You know, helping out…if you think they could use someone.”

Amber’s face lit up with a delighted smile. “Really? You’d do that?”

“Y-Yeah.” He rubbed the back of his neck. “I just…thought it might be nice.”

Before he could say more, Amber laughed softly. “That’s so sweet. Miss Clara and Miss Betty have been asking about you.” She stepped closer, eyes twinkling with playful mischief. “Is my little baby wearing a diaper now?”

Gregory’s face burned. “I—I’ve only been wearing them at night…”

Amber grinned, clearly pleased with his answer. “Need any more?”

“Actually…” He swallowed, embarrassed but honest. “I’m kind of…running low.”

She giggled and playfully patted his head. “I’ll grab some more for you.”

Before he could recover from his embarrassment, she grabbed her keys and motioned toward the door. “Come on—you can start volunteering tonight!”

His eyes widened. “Tonight?!”

“Yep! I’m heading there now.” She smirked. “Wonder if they’ll recognize you without the baby outfit.”

Stunned but thrilled, Gregory followed her out to the car.

The silence in the car felt charged, filled with unspoken thoughts. After a while, Amber glanced at him with a thoughtful smile.

“So…what’s it been like?” she asked softly. “Wearing them at night, I mean.”

Gregory’s face flushed again, but this time, he forced himself to answer. “…It’s…comforting. It reminds me of that night. I…had a really good time.”

Amber smiled warmly, reaching over to gently squeeze his hand. “Me too, Greg.”

For the first time in days, Gregory’s heart felt lighter—like maybe, just maybe, he was finally moving closer to something real.


Chapter 17: Welcome to The Meadowview Retirement Center

The faint hum of fluorescent lights and the warm, familiar scent of lavender cleaning spray greeted Gregory as he followed Amber through the sliding doors of  the Meadowview Retirement Center. The soft murmur of conversation echoed from the nearby commons area, where clusters of elderly residents relaxed after dinner. Some worked on puzzles, others played cards, and a few sat chatting in cozy recliners near a small electric fireplace.

Amber’s presence lit up the quiet space. Even in her scrubs, with her hair tied back and a stethoscope around her neck, she radiated warmth and energy as she led Gregory toward the front desk.

“Okay, first things first,” she said brightly, pulling out a clipboard filled with volunteer forms. “We’ll need you to fill these out so you’re official.”

Gregory nodded, nervously scratching his name onto the forms as she explained the basic rules—respect, kindness, patience—all things that felt obvious but comforting nonetheless. He couldn’t help stealing glances at her while she talked, admiring her passion and competence.

“Done,” he announced, handing back the forms.

Amber beamed. “Great! Now you’re officially part of the team.”

Before he could respond, she gently grabbed his wrist and led him down a quiet hallway toward an empty, unused room. The soft beige walls and neatly made twin bed made it seem welcoming despite its sterile feel.

“Let’s get you properly ready,” she said, her voice lowering playfully. “You’re gonna be helping out for a while, so how about I put you in a diaper now? That way, you won’t have to take bathroom breaks while volunteering.”

Gregory’s face burned, but he nodded quickly, not trusting his voice.

Amber smiled knowingly. “I know you’ve gotten used to putting them on yourself, but here, I have to make sure it’s snug and secure. Can’t risk you leaking on the furniture.”

He swallowed hard and managed a small, “Okay.”

Amber walked to a supply cabinet and returned with one of the thick, soft diapers she usually reserved for the residents. Her expression was calm and professional, but there was a playful glint in her eye.

“Lie down,” she instructed gently.

Gregory obeyed, stretching out on the bed with his hands resting nervously on his chest. Amber worked efficiently, taping the diaper securely in place with practiced ease. Despite the intimate nature of the moment, her touch was comforting, and he found himself relaxing under her care.

“All done,” she said, giving his side a light pat. “You’re good to go.”

He sat up, still blushing but grateful. “Thanks…”

“Come on, let’s get you to work.” She offered her hand, and he gladly took it.

Amber guided Gregory back to the bustling commons area, where the soft clink of puzzle pieces and the shuffle of playing cards filled the air. Residents sat in comfortable chairs and at round tables, winding down for the night.

Amber spotted someone familiar and steered him toward a sweet elderly woman with neat white hair and a kind, inviting gaze—the same woman he’d danced with at the Halloween party. She looked up and grinned when she saw them approaching.

“Well, if it isn’t my dance partner!” she exclaimed warmly. “Back for another round?”

Gregory chuckled, feeling the tension leave his shoulders. “Hey, Miss Clara.”

Amber smiled approvingly. “You two seemed to hit it off last time. Greg’s volunteering here now.”

Miss Clara’s eyes sparkled. “Is that so? Well, I could use some company—and some help with this puzzle.”

Gregory sat down across from her as Amber gave his shoulder a squeeze. “I’ll be around if you need anything,” she said softly before slipping back into work mode.

As he and Miss Clara sorted puzzle pieces, conversation flowed naturally. She spoke of her younger days—her late husband, her adventures across Europe, and her time as a ballroom dancer. Gregory listened, fascinated by every detail, occasionally asking eager questions that drew in other nearby residents. Before long, another woman shuffled over, claiming a seat at the table with a knowing smile.

“Don’t let Clara hog the spotlight,” she teased. “I’ve got plenty of stories, too.”

The three of them fell into easy conversation, working together on the puzzle, laughing at old stories, and swapping lighthearted jokes. Gregory found himself genuinely enjoying the moment, more relaxed than he’d felt in weeks.

From across the room, Amber watched quietly, her heart swelling with pride. Seeing Gregory engaged, patient, and kind with the residents warmed her more than she could express. He’s such a good person… she thought, smiling to herself before returning to her rounds.

Hours passed quickly. The residents eventually drifted off to bed, one by one, leaving only a soft, peaceful stillness behind. Gregory helped clean up the commons area, sweeping the floor and tidying the tables. By the time everything was in order, he could barely keep his eyes open.

Amber found him near the front desk, fighting off a yawn. “You did amazing tonight,” she praised softly. “Why don’t you rest? We’ve got a spare room you can crash in until my shift’s over.”

Gregory blinked sleepily. “Really? You sure?”

“Absolutely.” She led him back down the hall to the same empty room from earlier.

As he settled on the bed, Amber’s nurse mode kicked in. “Have you…um…used your diaper yet?” she asked gently, her voice kind but professional.

Gregory flushed but nodded slowly. “Yeah…a while ago.”

Amber smiled warmly, unfazed. “Okay. Let me get you cleaned up.”

Before he could respond, she efficiently changed him into a fresh diaper with the same practiced care she’d shown earlier. Her touch was gentle, her expression calm and supportive. Gregory felt cared for—not just physically but emotionally, too.

“Good as new,” she whispered, tucking the blanket snugly around him. “Get some sleep.”

His eyes fluttered closed as she softly stroked his hair. “Thank you…” he mumbled.

Amber smiled fondly, lingering for a moment before turning off the light and quietly closing the door behind her.


Chapter 18: A Gentle Wake-Up

Gregory stirred in the dark as a soft, familiar voice whispered near his ear.

“Hey… Greg… it’s time to wake up.”

His eyelids fluttered open, disoriented at first. Amber’s face hovered just inches above his, her expression soft and caring. For a moment, he felt like he was five years old again, being gently roused by his mother after falling asleep on the couch during a late movie night.

Amber’s hand lightly brushed his shoulder. “Come on, sleepyhead. My shift’s over. Let’s get you home.”

Gregory mumbled something incoherent but managed to sit up, still groggy. As he stretched, Amber quietly asked, “How’s your diaper? Still dry?”

His cheeks warmed, but he nodded. “Yeah…still dry.”

“Good,” she said with a smile, helping him to his feet. Her touch was steady and reassuring as she guided him toward the car waiting outside in the cool night air.

The car rumbled softly along the empty road, headlights slicing through the dark countryside. Gregory rested his head against the window, eyelids heavy. The soothing rhythm of the drive and Amber’s quiet presence made him feel safe.

After a while, Amber broke the silence. “I really liked how you helped out tonight,” she said warmly. “The ladies loved you.”

Gregory managed a sleepy smile. “Thanks…they were fun.”

Amber’s expression softened. “How about…you come with me again tomorrow night? We could really use someone like you.”

Despite his exhaustion, Gregory nodded. “Yeah…that sounds nice.”

Amber reached over and gently squeezed his hand. “I’m glad.”

They arrived back at the quiet family home just after 3 a.m. The house was dark, and the only sound was the faint chirp of crickets outside.

Amber led Gregory upstairs, guiding him into his bedroom like it was the most natural thing in the world. He barely registered her pulling back his blankets and tucking him in, her fingers brushing his hair back with the same tenderness she’d shown all night.

“Goodnight, Greg,” she whispered softly.

Before he could respond, he felt the lightest press of her lips against his. His heart swelled, though sleep quickly claimed him as she quietly slipped out of the room.

Gregory woke late the next morning, sunlight streaming through the thin curtains. For a few groggy seconds, he thought Amber might still be there—but of course, she was already gone. Probably at school.

He stretched, his mind still wrapped in memories of the night before—and that soft, perfect kiss she’d given him. His face warmed just thinking about it.

His eyes drifted to the pack of diapers resting under his nightstand, temptation tugging at him. He hesitated, almost considering wearing one during the day. But with a deep breath, he shook his head. Not right now.

He got up, dressed, and went about his usual tasks—his AI project, studying, anything to keep himself busy until the night came again.

Amber greeted him with her usual warmth when she came home for dinner. After a quick meal and a drive into town they arrived at the retirement home for another evening shift. This time, she led him straight to the quiet, unused room where she grabbed him a fresh diaper with a knowing smile.

“Let’s get you ready,” she said softly.

Gregory nodded, lying back on the bed as she gently and expertly taped the diaper snugly in place. Her long blonde hair fell like a soft curtain around her face, framing her crystal-blue eyes. To him, it felt like resting under a peaceful waterfall, safe and shielded from the world.

“All set,” she said cheerfully, giving his side a light pat.

Tonight’s activity was Bingo Night, and Gregory’s job was to hand out cards, pass out blotters, and help collect used snack trays. The commons area was alive with cheerful chatter and laughter as the residents settled into their usual seats.

Despite the rush of activity, Gregory found himself loving every second. He thrived on the simple joy of helping—whether it was bringing someone an extra blanket or running back and forth with trays. The residents’ warm smiles and playful teasing filled him with pride.

Amber caught his eye from across the room more than once, offering approving smiles that made his heart skip a beat.

By the end of the evening, Gregory was exhausted but deeply fulfilled. As the last of the residents were helped to their rooms, he lingered near the front desk, waiting for Amber.

She found him with a warm smile. “You did great tonight.”

“Thanks…” he said shyly.

Amber tilted her head thoughtfully. “Have you…used your diaper?”

Gregory hesitated but nodded slowly. “Yeah… I… I was really busy, and there wasn’t a good time for a break.”

Her grin widened, amused but affectionate. “Told you it’d be useful.” She playfully tapped his nose. “Looks like my idea worked perfectly.”

Before he could get too embarrassed, she gently took his hand and led him back to the quiet room. Once again, she helped him lie back, expertly changing him into a fresh diaper with the same soft care she always showed.

Gregory watched her quietly as her long hair cascaded around her shoulders like a golden curtain, catching the soft fluorescent light. Looking up into her kind, sparkling eyes, he felt completely at peace, wrapped in a feeling of warmth and belonging.

As she finished, she paused for a moment, her expression softening.

Then, with a smile, she leaned down and kissed his lips a bit longer this time, letting her lips linger.

“Goodnight, Greg,” she whispered softly. “Sweet dreams.”

Gregory’s chest felt impossibly full as she gently tucked the blanket around him. As he drifted off, he smiled faintly, already lost in another dream of her—his guardian angel, his safe place, his everything.


Chapter 19: A New Normal

The next morning, sunlight streamed softly through Gregory’s window as he stirred awake, the warmth of another vivid dream still lingering in his mind. Amber’s face—bright, loving, full of warmth—flickered in his memory as he slowly sat up.

His gaze drifted toward the pack of diapers sitting neatly under his nightstand. The thought of wearing one during the day crossed his mind again, and this time, it didn’t seem so strange. His days had become so busy—balancing his online business classes, freelance AI model training, and now volunteering with Amber at the retirement home. Not having to pause for bathroom breaks during the day sounded…helpful.

Before he could second-guess himself, Gregory got up and slipped into one. As the soft padding hugged his waist, he let out a relieved breath. The familiar comfort washed over him, soothing and grounding.

The morning passed in a blur of work and study. As he focused on complex AI math models, the convenience of the diaper quickly proved useful.

Dinner came and went quietly with his moms, and soon after, Amber’s familiar knock sounded at his door. “Greg? You ready? I already ate.”

He grabbed his bag and hurried to the door, already excited to see her. She greeted him with her usual bright smile, looking effortlessly radiant in her scrubs.

As he slid into the passenger seat of her car, she gave him a playful once-over and raised an eyebrow. “Are you…already wearing a diaper?”

Gregory flushed but nodded. “I figured it’d be easier…you know…since we’re going to the center anyway.”

Amber beamed approvingly. “That’s smart—and honestly…your butt looks really cute in one.”

His face burned, but he couldn’t help smiling shyly as she pulled out of the driveway and onto the quiet road toward Meadowview Retirement Center.

The retirement home bustled with its usual post-dinner activity, with residents chatting, reading, and playing cards in the commons area. Gregory was about to start clearing trays when he heard a familiar, playful voice call out:

“Gregory, dear! Come here!”

He turned to see Miss Clara and her closest friend, Miss Betty, sitting near a well-lit table surrounded by makeup kits and compact mirrors. They were in the middle of giving each other makeovers, eyes sparkling with mischief.

Amber, passing by with a clipboard, glanced over curiously.

“Remember how adorable you looked at the Halloween party?” Miss Clara chimed with a teasing grin. “Amber did such a good job with your makeup…now it’s our turn!”

Gregory’s face burned, but their infectious excitement quickly broke down his embarrassment. “Alright, alright…” he relented, sitting down between them.

The two women got to work with gleeful precision—dusting soft blush on his cheeks, applying faintly shimmery eyeshadow, and even carefully brushing on a bit of light pink lipstick. They giggled like schoolgirls, praising their own artistry.

“You’re precious,” Miss Betty declared proudly. “But it’s time you learned a few tricks!”

Before Gregory could protest, she placed a makeup brush in his hand. “Come on, sweetie. I want sparkly eyes tonight!”

Despite himself, Gregory laughed and did his best, following their gentle instructions. His hands were clumsy but careful as he applied eyeshadow, drawing delighted laughs from both women.

From across the room, Amber paused mid-task, watching the sweet scene unfold. Gregory looked so comfortable and happy, surrounded by the residents he’d grown close to. His laughter rang out, genuine and warm, as he carefully painted Miss Betty's nails.

Her heart swelled. He was so good with them, so gentle and patient. She couldn’t help but snap a few photos, capturing his bright smile and the residents’ joy.

He’s incredible, she thought, warmth blooming in her chest.

The evening passed quickly after that. Once the residents were helped to their rooms, Gregory assisted with cleanup—wiping tables and tidying the commons area. Amber found him near the front desk, looking tired but content.

“You were amazing tonight,” she said softly, resting a hand on his shoulder.

Gregory smiled bashfully. “Thanks…that was actually really fun.”

Amber tilted her head thoughtfully. “Ready to get changed before you crash?”

His face heated, but he nodded. “Yeah… I… used it earlier when things got busy.”

Amber smirked playfully. “Told you it was a good idea. You’re lucky you’ve got me looking out for you.”

He laughed softly as she guided him back to the familiar, quiet room. As he lay back on the bed, she gently untaped his diaper and replaced it with a fresh one, her touch always steady and reassuring.

Gregory’s gaze lingered on her long, flowing hair as it cascaded down like a shimmering curtain, framing her kind, focused expression. He felt utterly safe—protected, cared for, seen.

As she finished, she paused thoughtfully. “I’m going to grab more diapers for you tonight,” she said casually. “You’re running low.”

His brow furrowed slightly. “Wait…are you allowed to just…take them?”

Amber blinked, then laughed softly. “Of course not! I pay for them. I’d never take anything from work without permission.”

Gregory’s eyes widened. “You…pay for them?”

Amber smiled warmly. “Of course. It’s not a big deal.”

But to Gregory, it was a big deal. His chest tightened with gratitude, his heart swelling at the thought of her quietly doing something so thoughtful without ever mentioning it.

“Thank you…” he whispered, voice thick with emotion.

Amber’s expression softened. She leaned down, gently stroking his hair, and placed another soft, lingering kiss on his lips.

“Goodnight, Greg,” she whispered. “Sweet dreams.”

He smiled faintly, already drifting off, comforted by the warmth of her touch and the knowledge that she cared far more than he’d ever realized.


Chapter 20: A New Morning

Gregory barely stirred when Amber gently shook his shoulder at the end of her shift.

“Greg… it’s time to go home.”

Half-asleep, he mumbled something incoherent as she helped him to his feet, guiding him toward the car like a protective guardian. He dozed the entire ride home, lulled by the quiet hum of the engine and the soft touch of Amber’s hand resting protectively on his knee.

By the time they arrived at the house, he was too groggy to notice much of anything as Amber helped him inside and tucked him into his bed with practiced care.

Sunlight streamed softly through the window, slowly rousing Gregory from a deep, restful sleep. He stretched, yawning, still feeling pleasantly warm and safe beneath the blanket. As he sat up, something caught his eye—a brand-new package of diapers sitting neatly against the wall next to his nightstand.

His chest tightened with gratitude. Amber must have brought them in while he slept. She always thought ahead, always cared for him in ways that left him feeling so…special.

With a soft smile, he got up, cleaned himself up, and slipped into a fresh diaper, the now-familiar comfort wrapping around him like a reassuring embrace.

Still feeling groggy but content, Gregory padded downstairs toward the kitchen, expecting the usual quiet morning routine. He was greeted instead by the warm, familiar voice of his stepmother, Molly, who stood by the counter sipping coffee. His mom, Cynthia, had already left for work.

“Morning, kiddo!” Molly called brightly. “You sleep okay?”

“Yeah… really well,” he admitted, pouring himself a glass of orange juice.

He was halfway through a long sip when Molly’s eyes lit up with sudden recognition. “Oh my gosh,” she gasped, stifling a laugh. “You have makeup on!”

Gregory froze, eyes widening. He’d completely forgotten about the makeover Miss Clara and the others had given him the night before. His cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“It’s actually adorable,” Molly added with a wide grin. “But…you know, if you’re going to wear makeup, you have to wash it off before bed. It’s not great for your skin otherwise.”

Gregory fumbled for words, face flushed, but Molly was already walking over with a gentle, knowing smile. “Come on—I’ll show you how to take it off properly.”

Molly led him into the bathroom, rummaging through the cabinet for a makeup remover and some cotton pads. “This’ll only take a minute,” she promised.

Despite his lingering embarrassment, Gregory found himself relaxing as she carefully walked him through the steps—gently wiping away the eyeshadow, foundation, and faint blush the retirement home residents had enthusiastically applied. Her touch was steady and confident, making him feel unexpectedly cared for.

“There we go,” Molly said warmly as she finished. “See? Easy.”

Gregory smiled sheepishly, still a bit flustered. “Thanks…that was really nice of you.”

Before he could escape, Molly’s expression brightened with a playful gleam. “Actually… how about I put some fresh makeup on you? Just something light—nothing too much.”

His first instinct was to protest—but then he remembered how Amber had looked at him so fondly when he’d been wearing makeup the night before. She’d even taken pictures.

“…Okay,” he mumbled shyly. “But…not too much.”

Molly clapped her hands together in delight. “Perfect! Sit tight.”

With practiced skill, she applied just a touch of light foundation, soft blush, and a bit of mascara, keeping the look natural and subtle. When she finished, she gently turned his face toward the mirror.

“See? Simple but adorable.”

Gregory blinked at his reflection, feeling oddly pleased. It was…nice.

As Molly gathered her work bag, she paused in the kitchen doorway with a teasing grin. “You know…you’ve already got the diaper and the makeup…” She tilted her head thoughtfully. “Why not go all out and put on that baby girl dress again?”

Gregory let out a surprised laugh, face turning bright red.

Molly burst into warm, genuine laughter. “Kidding!” she promised, waving a hand dismissively. “You’re cute enough already.”

With that, she gave him a playful wink and headed out the door, leaving Gregory standing there—flustered but oddly happy.

The day passed quickly as Gregory juggled his AI project and business classes, the steady rhythm of productivity keeping him focused. Before long, the familiar sounds of his moms returning from work signaled the arrival of dinner.

He joined them at the table just as Amber walked in, still in her scrubs but glowing with energy despite the long day. Her eyes sparkled when she saw him, widening slightly as she took in the light makeup he still wore.

“Greg, you look so cute!” Amber exclaimed warmly, setting her bag down.

Cynthia smiled approvingly. “Molly mentioned she helped you out with that earlier. You’re rocking it.”

Gregory’s face turned bright red, but their genuine compliments made his chest swell with warmth. He ducked his head shyly. “T-Thanks…”

Amber gently nudged his shoulder as they all settled in for dinner. “I love it,” she whispered, her voice soft and affectionate. “You look perfect.”

Gregory’s heart thudded in his chest, warmth spreading through him like a soft, comforting light. Despite everything, he’d never felt more seen, more cared for, or more special.


Chapter 21: A Perfect Fit

The cozy warmth of the retirement home wrapped around Gregory like a familiar embrace as he and Amber walked through the front doors that evening. The soft hum of conversation and the faint scent of lavender greeted them, bringing a wave of comfort he’d grown to cherish.

Amber smiled as she signed them in at the front desk, giving Gregory’s hand a gentle squeeze. “Ready for another fun night?” she teased lightly.

Gregory nodded, still feeling shy about the light makeup Molly had applied earlier—but secretly hoping the residents would like it as much as Amber did.

As soon as they entered the bustling commons area, familiar voices rang out in cheerful delight.

“Oh my stars!” Miss Clara gasped, eyes twinkling with joy. “Would you look at him! Doesn’t he look precious?”

Gregory flushed as she and Miss Betty hurried over, both grinning from ear to ear.

“That makeup’s just darling,” Miss Betty added approvingly, gently tilting his chin with a wrinkled but steady hand. “But you know what would make it even better?”

The two older women exchanged mischievous glances before Miss Clara declared, “A dress! You need just the right dress to complete the look.”

Before Gregory could respond, Miss Betty grasped his hand, leading him toward her nearby room. Amber, watching from across the room with an amused smile, mouthed, Go with it!

Inside Miss Betty's cozy room, she carefully opened her small, well-worn wardrobe and pulled out a soft, peach-colored dress. It had buttons down the front, short poofy sleeves, and a simple, long hem that would completely cover his diaper. Its fabric was soft and light, with a snug elastic waistband that cinched gently around the middle.

“I wore this when I was about your size,” she explained fondly. “It’s been waiting for another chance to shine.”

Gregory hesitated for only a moment before nodding shyly. “Okay…I’ll try it.”

Moments later, he stepped out of the small bathroom, now wearing the dress. It fit perfectly—flowing softly over his frame, its delicate peach color complementing his light makeup.

Miss Clara clapped her hands in delight. “You look absolutely beautiful, dear!”

Miss Betty beamed proudly and carefully tucked a small flower into his hair. “Now it’s perfect.”

As Gregory rejoined the others in the commons area, he felt unexpectedly light and free—more himself than he’d ever felt before. The residents cheered and complimented him warmly, making him feel cherished and celebrated in a way that made his chest swell with joy.

Amber watched from afar, heart full. She couldn’t stop smiling at how happy he looked—radiant, even. He wasn’t just cute—he was beautiful.

The night passed quickly in a blur of laughter, conversation, and shared stories. By the time Amber’s shift ended, Gregory was happily exhausted.

As usual, she guided him back to the quiet room where he rested while she finished her final tasks. After helping him change into a fresh diaper with gentle, practiced care, she smoothed down the soft fabric of his dress and smiled thoughtfully.

“You know…you really seemed to love wearing that dress tonight,” she mused warmly. “How about…we go thrifting tomorrow? We could find some dresses that are just yours.”

Gregory’s heart skipped a beat, his face warming with gratitude and excitement. “You…you wouldn’t mind?”

Amber’s smile widened. “I’d love it.”

With that, she gently tucked him into bed, her fingers lightly brushing through his hair as she whispered softly, “Sweet dreams, Greg.”

That night, Gregory dreamt of Amber again—standing with him in a sun-dappled meadow surrounded by blooming wildflowers. They were getting married, just like in so many of his dreams before.

But this time, he wasn’t wearing the baby dress from Halloween—or anything silly or embarrassing. He was dressed like a bride—soft curls framing his face, a flowing, delicate gown swirling around him as Amber took his hands with quiet reverence.

He felt beautiful. He was beautiful.

Amber smiled radiantly, her eyes shimmering with love and warmth. “You’re perfect, Greg.”

And in that moment—wrapped in light, acceptance, and love—he believed it.


Chapter 22: Amber’s Confession

The house was quiet. Too quiet.

Gregory sat stiffly on the living room couch, his hands clasped in his lap, staring at the space where their mothers had stood just minutes ago. Cynthia and Molly had rushed out the door with packed suitcases, their voices laced with worry as they reassured them that everything would be fine.

“It could be a few weeks, maybe longer,” Molly had said. “Grandmas health is quickly declining and she doesn't have anyone in Scottsdale to look after her. We’ll keep you updated, but just take care of the house and yourselves, okay?”

Then, just like that, they were gone.

The realization settled over him slowly—he and Amber were completely alone. No mothers hovering around, no interruptions, no expectations for normalcy. Just three uninterrupted weeks with her.

His heart raced at the thought.

Amber, however, had been quiet since they left.

She sat curled up in the armchair across from him, staring at her phone with an unreadable expression. Normally, she would be filling the silence with easy conversation, a teasing remark, or at the very least, a soft hum under her breath. But tonight, she was uncharacteristically still.

Gregory swallowed, hesitating before speaking. “Are you okay?”

Amber’s fingers tightened around her phone, and for a brief moment, she didn’t respond. Then, with a deep sigh, she set the device down on the coffee table and looked at him.

Her blue eyes were sharp, as always, but there was something different behind them tonight. A hesitation. A vulnerability he’d never seen before.

“Greg,” she said slowly, “do you think I’m weird?”

Gregory blinked, startled. “What?”

Amber leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. “I mean… do you think I’m a freak?”

His stomach twisted at the way she said it—flat, but with something fragile buried beneath the surface. “Of course not,” he said quickly. “Why would I think that?”

Amber exhaled sharply through her nose, running a hand through her thick blonde hair. She looked away for a moment, her jaw tensing, before she spoke again.

“Because I’ve always felt like one.”

Gregory sat up straighter, his chest tightening. He had never seen her like this before. Amber was confident, always. She knew exactly who she was, exactly how people saw her. She was the kind of person who never had to second-guess herself.

And yet, here she was—doing exactly that.

“I don’t—” She hesitated, exhaling hard before shaking her head. “I don’t like people the way I’m supposed to. Like… romantically. Sexually. Whatever.”

Gregory felt his heart pound in his ears.

She bit her lip, choosing her next words carefully. “Guys throw themselves at me all the time. They flirt, they buy me drinks, they try to impress me. And I just…” She shook her head again, frustrated. “I feel nothing. It’s like there’s this part of me missing, like everyone’s running on some program that I just don’t have.”

Gregory swallowed hard, hanging onto every word.

“For years, I thought I was broken,” she admitted. “I thought maybe something was wrong with me. But then I started reading about it—about asexuality—and I realized, no, I’m not broken. I just… I just don’t want what most people want.”

She let out a sharp, bitter laugh. “And you know what the worst part is? Even though I figured it out, I still feel like a freak. Because it’s not just sex I don’t care about. It’s…” She trailed off, staring at him, as if debating whether or not to say the next part.

Gregory’s breath caught in his throat. “It’s what?”

Amber exhaled, staring down at her hands. “I don’t want a normal relationship.”

The room felt unbearably still.

“I don’t want some guy who expects me to be his girlfriend. I don’t want to be some dude’s prize, some trophy wife, some perfect girlfriend who plays along with whatever’s considered normal. I don’t want to be in a relationship where I have to compromise on what makes me happy.”

Gregory’s heart pounded.

Amber finally looked up at him again, and for the first time since she started talking, her expression softened.

“That’s why I like you, Greg.”

His breath hitched.

Amber leaned back against the chair, tilting her head slightly, studying him. “You’re different from everyone else. You don’t try to impress me. You don’t expect me to be anything I’m not. And you don’t try to control me.”

She paused, exhaling slowly. “But what really gets me… what really makes me like you… is that you listen. And you obey.”

Gregory’s stomach twisted, a strange, breathless heat settling in his chest.

Amber let out a small, almost nervous laugh. “God, that sounds crazy, doesn’t it?”

Gregory shook his head immediately. “No,” he said, voice firm. “It doesn’t.”

Amber searched his face, eyes flickering over his features like she was waiting for him to pull away. But he didn’t.

He wouldn’t.

She sighed, rubbing her temples. “I’ve always wanted a boyfriend who… I don’t know, behaves more like a dog. Like a really well-trained one. I love that kind of relationship—where there’s loyalty, total devotion, absolute obedience.”

Gregory’s pulse roared in his ears.

“I love well-trained animals,” Amber admitted. “Dogs, horses… they’re incredible. They listen. They don’t question. They just want to please. And I guess, deep down, that’s what I’ve always wanted in a partner.”

She scoffed, shaking her head. “But that’s insane, right? No guy in the world would ever go for something like that. No one would ever actually want to be treated like that.”

Gregory moved before he could think.

He slid off the couch, lowering himself onto his hands and knees right in front of her.

Amber’s breath hitched.

Gregory looked up at her, heart racing, hands trembling slightly as he crawled forward, his knees sinking into the carpet.

Amber just stared, lips slightly parted, eyes wide. “Greg…”

“You’re not crazy,” Gregory said softly.

Her expression wavered.

“I don’t think there’s anything wrong with you,” he continued. “You’re not a freak.”

Amber’s lips pressed into a thin line, her shoulders tense.

Gregory swallowed, his own voice shaking slightly. “All I know is that you’re the most amazing person I’ve ever met. And if this is what makes you happy… then I want it too.”

The silence stretched between them.

Amber’s fingers twitched on the armrest, knuckles going white.

Then, suddenly—she reached forward.

Her hand slid into his thick, curly hair, fingers tightening slightly as she tilted his head up to meet her gaze. Her blue eyes flickered with something unreadable—something sharp, something hungry.

Gregory shivered.

For a long moment, Amber just looked at him, her thumb idly brushing over the top of his head. Then, finally, she exhaled.

A slow, almost disbelieving smile curled at the corners of her lips.

“Well,” she murmured, “isn’t that interesting.”

Gregory felt like he might melt into the floor.

Amber’s grip on his hair tightened just slightly, and his breath caught.

“Let’s see how serious you really are, then.”

And just like that—everything changed.


Chapter 23: The New Rules

Amber’s fingers remained tangled in Gregory’s curls, holding his gaze as the weight of her last words settled between them. His heart hammered in his chest, his breath shallow. He could see it in her eyes—something had clicked. She was no longer questioning herself, no longer hesitating.

She had made up her mind.

Amber’s lips curled into a slow, almost satisfied smirk. “You really want this?” she asked, her voice calm but undeniably firm.

Gregory nodded without thinking. “Yes.”

Her nails dragged lightly along his scalp before she pulled her hand away, leaning back into the chair. “Alright then,” she said simply. “Let’s talk about what’s going to change.”

Gregory sat up slightly, still on his knees, waiting.

Amber exhaled, rolling her shoulders as if shaking off the vulnerability of the previous conversation. When she looked at him again, it was different—calculated. She was back in control, and now, she was laying the foundation for something permanent.

“First things first,” she said, tilting her head. “You don’t sleep in a bed until our moms return.”

Gregory swallowed hard, his stomach flipping with excitement.

“There’s an old kennel in the garage,” she continued. “It’s pretty big. We used to have it for our old dog before he passed. We’re bringing it inside, and that’s where you’ll be sleeping for the next few weeks.”

Gregory shivered, his fingers twitching against his thighs.

Amber arched a brow. “Any objections?”

He shook his head quickly. “No.”

Her smirk widened slightly. “Good boy.”

The praise made something deep in his stomach tighten, and Amber noticed. He could see it in the way her smirk deepened, in the way her eyes sharpened with amusement.

She leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. “When we’re home, you walk on all fours,” she said smoothly. “No standing unless I tell you to. You’re my pet now. And pets don’t walk around like people.”

Gregory exhaled shakily. “Okay.”

“Speech,” she continued, “is restricted. You don’t talk unless I ask you a direct question. If you need something, you get my attention another way.”

Gregory’s breath hitched. “Like… how?”

Amber hummed thoughtfully. “Well, how do dogs do it?” she mused. “They make little noises, whine, nuzzle their owners. That kind of thing.”

Gregory nodded, his whole body warming at the thought.

“You’ll have a set of commands you’ll learn to follow,” Amber went on. “Sit. Stay. Come. Heel. You get the idea.”

Gregory exhaled slowly, his head spinning in the best way.

Amber tilted her head, studying him. “You’ll also be wearing a collar when we’re alone. I’ll get you one tomorrow. Something sturdy. And I think we’ll start keeping a leash on hand, too.”

Gregory nearly trembled with excitement.

Amber sat back in her chair, stretching slightly. “What else…” she mused. “Oh. Eating.”

Gregory swallowed, already knowing what she was about to say.

“You eat out of a bowl from now on,” Amber said casually. “No utensils. I’ll serve your meals, and you’ll eat them on the floor. That’s just how it is.”

Gregory shuddered, nodding quickly.

Amber smirked. “And since we’re on the subject of bathroom rules…”

Gregory’s stomach tightened.

“You’re already wearing diapers most of the time,” she pointed out. “Now, you don’t ask me when you need to use them. You just go. That’s what they’re for. And if you need a change, I’ll decide when it happens.”

Gregory felt himself melt under her voice, his whole body buzzing.

Amber smiled knowingly. “You’re not a person anymore, Greg. You don’t get human privileges in this house.”

Gregory felt something deep inside him snap into place.

“Understood?” Amber asked, her voice silky smooth.

Gregory nodded fervently. “Yes.”

Amber’s smile widened. “Good boy.”

She let the words linger before sitting up, dusting off her hands. “Come on,” she said. “Let’s get your kennel set up.”

The garage was cold, the air tinged with the faint scent of dust and motor oil. Amber flicked on the overhead light, her sharp eyes scanning the storage shelves before she spotted the large wire kennel tucked near the back.

“There it is,” she said, striding forward.

Gregory followed on instinct, but when he stood up to help move it, Amber shot him a look.

He froze.

Amber arched a brow. “On your knees, Greg.”

Gregory’s face flushed hot, and he immediately dropped back down.

Amber smirked, but she didn’t comment—just grabbed the kennel and dragged it forward. It was big. Big enough for him to curl up comfortably inside.

Gregory shivered.

Amber dusted it off, glancing at him. “Think you’ll fit?”

Gregory swallowed. “Yes.”

“Perfect.” She grinned, motioning for him to follow as she began hauling it inside.

By the time they got it set up in her bedroom, it felt real.

Amber had positioned it right next to her bed, against the wall where it would be a permanent fixture. She threw a few soft blankets inside, making it more comfortable, then stood back, hands on her hips.

“Try it out,” she instructed.

Gregory crawled forward immediately, slipping inside.

The moment he curled up inside, something clicked. The space was small, secure, enclosing—and the moment Amber shut the door behind him, he felt a wave of peace settle over him.

Amber knelt down beside the kennel, her fingers lightly brushing over the bars. “That’s better,” she murmured.

Gregory exhaled shakily, his whole body thrumming with submission.

Amber smirked slightly but hesitated—her expression flickering for just a moment before she sighed softly and leaned back on her heels.

“One more thing,” she said, tilting her head. “The kissing stops.”

Gregory blinked, startled.

Amber’s blue eyes locked onto his. “I only did that because I knew you would like it,” she admitted. “But I don’t actually like kissing. You wouldn’t kiss a dog on the lips, would you?”

Gregory stared at her, the words sinking in.

Amber exhaled, her fingers tapping lightly against the bars. “That’s not what I’m into. It’s never been what I’m into. So we’re done with that.”

Gregory felt his chest tighten—but not in a bad way. In fact, the more he thought about it, the more sense it made.

This wasn’t about what he wanted. This was about her.

And he would do anything to make her happy.

“I understand,” he murmured.

Amber’s eyes softened. “Good boy.”

She reached forward, stroking his hair through the bars. Gregory shivered, eyes fluttering shut at the gentle touch.

“Sleep tight, Greg,” she whispered.

Gregory curled up tighter, exhaling softly.

As Amber stood up and turned off the light, he felt nothing but pure, perfect contentment.

He was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 24: Adjusting to the New Routine

Gregory woke up to the sound of Amber’s voice.

“Time to get up, pup.”

His eyes fluttered open, still groggy from sleep, his body curled tightly in his kennel. The blankets inside were warm and soft, his diaper thick and swollen beneath him. His mind took a moment to catch up—to remember where he was, who he was.

This was real.

He was hers.

Amber crouched beside the kennel, looking effortlessly stunning despite just waking up. She was already in a loose tank top and shorts, her blonde hair messy but still somehow perfect. She reached through the bars and stroked his hair, her fingers lightly scratching at his scalp.

Gregory shuddered at the attention.

Amber yawned, rubbing her eyes. “Come on, let’s get you changed before I leave for class.”

The words sent a jolt of excitement through him.

Gregory crawled forward obediently, his diaper crinkling loudly as he exited the kennel. He didn’t even hesitate as he lay down on the floor in front of her, staring up at her with nothing but trust.

Amber smirked. “You’re really getting into this, huh?”

Gregory nodded.

Amber knelt beside him, effortlessly removing his soaked diaper, wiping him clean before dusting on a generous amount of powder. Gregory exhaled softly, his entire world narrowing to the feeling of her touch, the scent of baby powder, the sound of crinkling plastic.

She pulled a fresh diaper snugly around his waist, taping it up perfectly before giving it a firm pat.

“There we go,” she murmured. “Fresh and ready for the day.”

Gregory’s stomach fluttered at her approval.

Amber stretched, standing up. “Alright, I’ve got class. You know the rules.”

Gregory nodded, repeating them quietly. “I don’t stand. I don’t talk. I don’t change myself. I wait for you.”

Amber grinned. “Good boy.”

She grabbed her bag, tossing it over her shoulder. “I’ll be back for lunch,” she reminded him. “Try not to leak before then, yeah?”

Gregory’s cheeks burned, but he nodded.

Amber gave him one last amused glance before heading out the door, leaving him alone in their house.

Gregory sat on the floor of his small home office, legs folded beneath him, his laptop propped on a low table.

His morning was normal on the surface—he still had his online business courses to attend, his AI testing work to complete. But nothing felt normal anymore.

He didn’t sit in a chair. The idea of it felt wrong, like a human thing he wasn’t supposed to do anymore.

He barely spoke aloud. With Amber gone, he had no one to talk to—and that felt right, too.

And when he moved between rooms, he found himself crawling.

Not because he had to.

Because it made him feel closer to her.

It made him feel like she was still there, watching over him, guiding him.

He paused at one point, glancing at the clock. She won’t be home for another two hours. His stomach twisted slightly. His diaper was still mostly dry, but that wouldn’t last much longer.

His body shivered at the thought.

Amber had made it clear—he wasn’t allowed to change himself. That was her job. And for the first time in his life, he wasn’t in control of something so basic, so personal.

And he loved it.

The sound of the front door unlocking made Gregory’s heart leap.

Amber was home.

He immediately crawled toward the hallway, his stomach twisting in anticipation. She stepped inside, looking slightly winded from rushing back, her bag slung over her shoulder.

The moment she saw him waiting for her, her lips curled into a satisfied smirk.

“Miss me?” she teased.

Gregory nodded.

Amber set her bag down and crouched in front of him, pressing her palm lightly against the front of his diaper.

She sighed dramatically. “Wet already?”

Gregory flushed deeply.

Amber chuckled, ruffling his curls. “Come on. Lay down.”

He obeyed instantly, exhaling shakily as she went through the same routine as this morning—wiping him clean, powdering him thoroughly, taping up a fresh diaper snug and secure.

“There we go,” she murmured, giving his thigh a light squeeze.

Gregory shivered under her touch.

Amber stood up, stretching slightly. “Alright, pup. I’ve gotta get back to class.”

Gregory nodded, already missing her.

Amber smirked at his expression, lightly flicking his forehead. “I’ll be back in a few hours. And then it’s time for Meadowview.”

Gregory’s stomach flipped.

Amber grabbed her bag and headed for the door, but paused at the threshold.

She glanced back at him, eyes flicking down to his obedient, kneeling form.

A slow, almost dangerous smile curled at her lips.

“Stay,” she commanded softly.

Gregory didn’t move.

Amber’s smile widened. She shut the door behind her.

By the time Amber returned home that evening, Gregory was aching for her attention.

He heard the door unlock, and his whole body tensed, waiting.

Amber stepped inside, tossing her keys onto the counter. She barely glanced at him before motioning lazily with her fingers.

“Come.”

Gregory immediately crawled to her.

Amber reached down, her fingers curling beneath his chin, tilting his head up.

She studied him for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then, she sighed, ruffling his hair.

“You’ve been good today, huh?”

Gregory nodded eagerly.

Amber smirked. “Then let’s get you ready for Meadowview.”

Twenty minutes later, Gregory looked nothing like himself.

Amber had dressed him meticulously—a soft, pink knit sweater over a flowing, pleated skirt that barely concealed his thick diaper beneath it.

His face was fully made-up—foundation, blush, pink lip gloss, soft eyeliner that made his eyes look wide and doll-like.

Amber stood behind him, admiring her work in the mirror.

Gregory flushed deeply, his stomach fluttering.

Amber smirked. “Perfect.”

She reached into her bag, pulled out a delicate ribbon, and tied it neatly into his hair.

Gregory swallowed hard.

Amber leaned in close, whispering right against his ear.

“You’re so pretty, baby.”

Gregory nearly melted.

Amber straightened, grabbing her keys. “Come on,” she said. “Miss Clara’s waiting.”

Gregory followed without hesitation.

This was his life now.

And he never wanted it to change.


Chapter 25: A Weight Off Her Shoulders

The hum of the car engine filled the quiet space between them, the faint sound of the radio playing in the background. Gregory sat in the passenger seat, hands folded neatly in his lap, his heart still racing from how meticulously Amber had dressed him before they left.

His sweater was soft and pink, his skirt flowy and feminine, barely hiding the thick diaper taped around his waist. His face was fully made up, his cheeks pink and flushed, his lips glossy, and a delicate ribbon tied into his hair.

And Amber? Amber looked casual, effortless, perfect.

She drove with one hand on the wheel, the other idly resting against his knee, fingers lightly tapping as if she was lost in thought. The way she touched him was so natural, so absentminded, like he was a beloved pet, something that belonged to her.

Gregory’s stomach fluttered.

Amber let out a slow breath, breaking the silence.

“You know,” she said, her voice softer than usual, “this is the first time I’ve ever been able to be honest with someone.”

Gregory turned to look at her.

Amber’s fingers tightened slightly on his knee before she gave a quiet, almost self-conscious laugh. “I mean, really honest.”

Gregory swallowed, his chest suddenly tight with emotion.

Amber kept her eyes on the road, but her expression softened.

“You have no idea how much of a relief it is,” she murmured. “I’ve always had to fake it, you know? Pretend I wanted what other people wanted. Pretend I was interested in the same things they were.”

Gregory felt his heart ache for her.

She let out a small, dry laugh. “I mean, can you imagine what it was like? Being a girl like me, but not wanting guys the way they expected me to?” She shook her head. “I spent my whole life dealing with people chasing me, flirting with me, assuming I wanted them back just because I was nice to them.”

Her fingers tapped against his knee again, this time a little faster, a little more restless.

“I just… I never wanted to be anyone’s ‘girlfriend,’” she admitted. “Not the way they meant it. I never wanted a relationship where I had to pretend I wanted all the usual stuff. I didn’t want some guy who thought he was equal to me. I wanted—”

She paused, inhaling sharply.

Gregory waited.

Amber’s fingers tightened again. “I wanted exactly this.”

Gregory’s breath hitched.

Amber finally turned, her piercing blue eyes locking onto his. “You make me feel normal,” she murmured.

Gregory’s stomach twisted with warmth, with something deep and overwhelming and powerful.

Amber exhaled, her gaze flickering back to the road. “And that’s why I picked you,” she said simply. “Because you’re exactly what I want.”

Gregory felt his whole body buzzing.

She had chosen him.

She could have had anyone—anyone—but she picked him.

Before he could even think of how to respond, he noticed something strange. The road they were on wasn’t the usual route to Meadowview.

Gregory’s stomach flipped as he stared out the windshield, his eyes widening when he saw the large, well-lit sign in front of them.

“Cedarwood Pet Supply.”

His breath caught.

Amber pulled into the parking lot and parked smoothly, turning off the car before glancing at him with an easy grin.

“Come on,” she said, reaching over and grabbing his hand.

Gregory’s whole body flushed hot as she pulled him toward the entrance, her grip firm and unyielding.

She wasn’t dragging him.

She was leading him.

Gregory shivered as they stepped inside, the cool air of the store making him hyper-aware of his outfit.

The cashier—a bored-looking girl with dark lipstick—barely glanced at them, but Gregory still felt like every single person in the store could see him, see what he was.

Amber didn’t hesitate.

She walked with purpose, her grip still firm around his hand as she led him straight to the collar section.

Gregory’s heart pounded.

Amber hummed thoughtfully, running her fingers along the different styles—soft leather, sturdy nylon, thick training collars with reinforced buckles.

She picked up a black leather one with a gold buckle, turning it over in her hands before grinning.

“This one,” she said.

Gregory swallowed hard.

Amber turned, holding it up to his neck, sizing it against him. “Yeah,” she murmured. “This is perfect.”

Gregory felt his breath come in short, shallow gasps.

Amber tossed the collar into the basket she had picked up, then casually grabbed a leash to match.

Gregory shuddered.

Once she was satisfied, she took him to the register, paid without hesitation, and led him back to the car.

Gregory was still stunned when they sat back down inside, his pulse roaring in his ears.

Amber smirked, pulling the collar out of the bag. “Alright,” she said. “Let’s put it on.”

Gregory exhaled shakily.

Amber leaned over, brushing his hair back as she wrapped the collar snugly around his neck.

Gregory squeezed his thighs together, his whole body heating up.

The buckle snapped into place.

Amber sat back, admiring her work.

She grinned.

“Perfect.”

Gregory couldn’t stop touching the collar.

His fingers lingered on the edges, running over the soft leather, the buckle pressing against the front of his throat.

Amber, meanwhile, seemed completely unbothered.

“You’re so cute,” she said easily as she parked outside Meadowview. “No one’s gonna think twice about it.”

Gregory flushed.

Amber reached over, tugging on the collar lightly. “Relax,” she said, her voice teasing. “Now come on, the ladies are waiting.”

Gregory took a deep breath, then followed her inside.

The moment they stepped through the front doors, Miss Clara’s voice rang out.

“Oh, would you look at that!”

Gregory barely had time to react before the old woman hurried toward him, her eyes sparkling with delight.

“Oh, sweetheart, you look darling!” Miss Clara gushed. “Just like a little doll!”

Gregory’s face burned.

Miss Betty joined them, grinning widely. “And would you look at that little collar! Oh, Amber, you’ve got him looking absolutely precious!”

Gregory wanted to die.

Amber just beamed. “Doesn’t he?”

Miss Clara sighed wistfully. “Oh, if only I were fifty years younger,” she teased. “I’d scoop you up for myself!”

Amber laughed. “Too bad, he’s mine.”

Gregory’s heart squeezed.

Miss Betty took his hand, squeezing it gently. “Come on, sweetheart. Help me with this jigsaw puzzle.”

Gregory exhaled, feeling flustered but warm, as the familiar rhythm of Meadowview settled around him.

Even with the collar snug around his throat, he felt at home.

Because Amber had chosen him.

And that was all that mattered.


Chapter 26: Forever Hers

The drive home was quiet, but it wasn’t the kind of silence that felt heavy or awkward. It was the kind of silence that came when two people didn’t need words to fill the space between them. The soft hum of the car engine, the faint glow of streetlights passing by, the rhythmic sound of Amber’s fingers tapping absentmindedly against the steering wheel—it all felt calm, natural, right.

Gregory sat in the passenger seat, still dressed in the pink sweater and skirt Amber had chosen for him, the collar snug against his throat. The day had been overwhelming, but not in a bad way. He felt full, satisfied, completely at peace.

But Amber? Amber looked like she was deep in thought.

She didn’t say anything for the first few minutes of the drive, her lips slightly pursed, her brow furrowed just enough for him to notice something was on her mind.

Finally, she exhaled and glanced at him. “The last twenty-four hours have been… a lot.”

Gregory immediately tensed.

A lot.

Was that a bad thing? Was she having second thoughts?

But before his mind could spiral, Amber reached over, resting a hand lightly on his knee. “Not in a bad way,” she clarified. “It’s just… I’ve been thinking.”

Gregory’s breath caught, hanging onto every word.

Amber took a deep breath, her fingers drumming against his knee for a moment before she spoke. “I love this,” she said finally. “I love what we’ve created together.”

Gregory’s chest tightened with warmth.

Amber’s voice softened, but there was an unmistakable certainty in it. “And I don’t want to lose it.”

Gregory’s heart thudded hard in his chest.

She glanced at him again, giving him a small, knowing smile. “But when our moms come back, that’s going to be a problem, isn’t it?”

Gregory felt his stomach drop.

She was right.

Their mothers wouldn’t understand. There was no way he could crawl around in a diaper, sleep in a kennel, and eat from a bowl while their parents went about their daily lives. It would be impossible.

Amber sighed, shifting slightly in her seat. “So, I was thinking…”

Gregory held his breath.

Amber smirked. “What if we just… get a place of our own?”

Gregory felt like he couldn’t breathe.

His whole body flushed with overwhelming emotion, his pulse roaring in his ears as he processed what she had just said.

A place of their own.

Just the two of them.

No hiding. No pretending.

Just this. Forever.

Gregory’s voice came out in a breathless whisper. “Are you serious?”

Amber chuckled. “Dead serious.”

Gregory stared at her, stunned.

Amber shrugged. “I’ve been saving up for a while. And between that and what you make, it’s doable.” She turned, giving him a pointed look. “So, what do you think?”

Gregory let out a shaky breath. “I think…”

He swallowed hard, his eyes stinging slightly.

“I think that’s the most perfect idea I’ve ever heard.”

Amber grinned.

Gregory felt like he could burst. His beautiful, incredible, perfect step-sister had chosen him, not just for now, not just for fun—but for real. For life.

He belonged to her. And now, she was making sure it stayed that way.

The moment Amber pulled into the driveway, she turned off the car and reached into the backseat.

Gregory watched, his pulse still pounding from their conversation, as she pulled out the leash.

She met his gaze, her smirk playful but firm. “Come here.”

Gregory shuddered, his fingers twitching as he instinctively leaned toward her.

Amber clipped the leash to his collar, then gave it a light tug.

Gregory exhaled shakily, his entire body tingling.

“Let’s go home,” she murmured.

And just like that, she led him inside.

The moment they stepped through the door, Gregory didn’t hesitate.

He immediately dropped to all fours, crawling forward without waiting for her command.

Amber sighed in satisfaction, closing the door behind them.

Amber reached down, gripping the hem of his skirt. Without a second thought, she pulled it off, tossing it aside before doing the same with his sweater. The human clothes were unnecessary now.

Amber smirked. “That’s better.”

Gregory stayed on his hands and knees, breathing heavily, his collar snug against his throat, his thick diaper the only thing left on his body.

Amber tugged lightly on the leash. “Come.”

Gregory crawled to her immediately.

She led him to the bedroom, her grip on the leash light but firm, her presence calm, steady, commanding.

Gregory felt utterly weightless.

By the time they reached the bed, Amber sighed, shaking her head. “You’re such a mess,” she teased, pressing her palm lightly against his diaper.

Gregory shivered.

Amber smirked, crouching down and grabbing a fresh diaper from the changing supplies she kept in the room now.

Gregory immediately laid down, his breath shaky.

Amber chuckled. “You’re really getting used to this, huh?”

Gregory nodded.

She worked slowly, deliberately, undoing the wet diaper, wiping him clean, powdering him thoroughly, taping up a fresh one.

The routine was so second-nature now, so automatic, but Gregory never got tired of it.

Amber sighed, standing up and stretching. “Alright,” she murmured. “Time for bed, pup.”

Gregory crawled toward his kennel immediately.

Amber watched him go, a satisfied gleam in her eyes.

She leaned down, lightly stroking his hair through the bars as he curled up inside.

Gregory exhaled slowly, his eyes fluttering shut.

Amber turned off the light and climbed into bed.

The room fell quiet except for the soft sound of her breathing.

Gregory lay in his kennel, his fresh diaper warm and snug, the collar around his neck reminding him of who he was, who he belonged to.

And as he drifted off, one thought filled his mind.

This is what I want.

Forever.

The End
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