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Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

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

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


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


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

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

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


Chapter 1: The Party

Jess Moreno was three vodka sodas deep and winning at everything.

She’d already crushed two rounds of flip cup, demolished half the room in a heated argument about whether hot dogs were sandwiches (they weren’t, and she’d die on that hill), and convinced Marcus to do a backflip off the porch railing, which he’d nailed—barely. The house party at Shana’s place was peaking at that perfect hour where the music was loud enough to feel but not loud enough to stop conversation, and the night still held the electric possibility that anything could happen.

Across the living room, leaning against the kitchen doorframe with a beer she’d barely touched, was Kira Novak.

Watching her. As always.

Kira had that way about her—tall, broad-shouldered, dark hair cropped close on the sides and longer on top, pushed back like she’d run her fingers through it once and called it done. She wore a black henley with the sleeves rolled up, forearms tattooed and tanned from the outdoor boot camps she ran. Everything about her was calm, contained, controlled.

She was the only person at the party who could make standing still look like a power move.

Jess caught her eye and grinned, lifting her drink.

Kira tilted her beer in return, the faintest smile on her lips.

They’d been best friends since sophomore year of college—thrown together as reluctant partners in a marketing class project and bonded immediately over their shared inability to tolerate mediocrity. Jess was the loud one, the firecracker, the girl who’d challenge you to a drinking contest and then cry at a commercial about puppies. Kira was the steady one—quiet, watchful, the kind of woman people instinctively wanted to obey.

Their friendship ran on competition. Always had. Who could run farther. Who could eat more. Who could stay up later. Every argument became a dare. Every dare became a story they’d tell for months.

It was their love language. Jess just wished it were a different kind of love.

She’d been half in love with Kira since junior year—since the night Kira had carried her home from a bar after a bad breakup, tucked her into bed, left a glass of water and two aspirin on the nightstand, and texted her the next morning: You’re a mess but you’re my mess. Jess had stared at that text for an hour.

She’d never said a word.

The truth was too tangled—not just the feelings, but everything underneath them. The things Jess wanted that she couldn’t explain to anyone. The late-night rabbit holes on her laptop. The stories she read with her heart hammering, the ones where someone strong and patient stripped away all the grown-up pretending and made someone small again. Bottles. Diapers. Rules. A voice that said good girl and made the whole noisy world go quiet.

She’d discovered the ABDL world at twenty-two, alone in her apartment after a crushing day at work, and it had hit her like a key turning in a lock she didn’t know existed. She’d read every story, watched every video, bought a single adult diaper from an online store and hidden it in the back of her closet like contraband. She’d worn it once, lying in bed in the dark, and cried. Not from shame. From recognition.

That was five years ago.

She’d never told anyone. Definitely not Kira.

But sometimes—on nights like this, when the vodka loosened the locks she kept on herself—she imagined what it would be like if Kira knew. If Kira was the one holding the bottle. If Kira’s calm, commanding voice was the one saying: Let go. I’ve got you.

“All right, all right, shut up!” Shana stood on the coffee table, wobbling slightly, a crown made of tinfoil perched on her head. “We’re playing Truth or Dare. House rules. You refuse, you chug. You lie, you chug double. No phones allowed. Phones go in the bowl.”

Phones clattered into a salad bowl. The circle formed—eight of them sprawled on couches and floor cushions. Jess ended up directly across from Kira, cross-legged on the carpet.

The first few rounds were standard party fare. Marcus dared to text his ex. Shana admitting her most embarrassing Google search. A guy named Derek doing an uncomfortably good impression of his own mother.

Then it found its rhythm. Darker. Realer.

Truths about exes. Dares involving nudity. The energy shifted from silly to charged.

Jess picked dare every time. She always did.

On round four, Shana pointed at her and Kira.

“You two. I’m bored of watching you compete about everything. Someone needs to settle this once and for all. I dare you to make the ultimate bet.”

Jess arched an eyebrow. “The ultimate bet? What are we, twelve?”

“You’re both so competitive it’s literally unhinged,” Shana said. “I want a real bet. Real stakes. Something that actually costs the loser.”

Kira hadn’t moved from her lean against the couch. But Jess saw something shift behind her eyes—a flicker of dark interest, there and gone.

“I have an idea,” Kira said.

The room quieted. Kira didn’t raise her voice to get attention. She never had to.

“A fitness challenge. Four weeks. Daily check-ins. Whoever quits first or fails three consecutive days… lives as the other person’s baby for two months.”

Silence.

Then Marcus burst out laughing. “What does that even mean?”

Kira shrugged, completely casual. “Full rules. Bedtime. Bottles. The loser does whatever the winner says for sixty days. Like a kid.”

More laughter. People assumed it was a joke—a funny, exaggerated dare.

Jess’s heart was hammering so hard she could feel it in her teeth.

She looked at Kira. Kira looked back. The room faded.

In Kira’s eyes was a question. A real one. Beneath the casual delivery, beneath the party noise.

Do you want this?

Jess swallowed hard.

“You’re on,” she said. Her voice came out steadier than it had any right to.

Shana clapped. “Write it down! Make it official!”

Someone produced a notebook. Kira, with the same calm she brought to everything, wrote out the terms in clean, precise handwriting. A four-week fitness challenge. Daily workout requirements, escalating weekly. Photo proof required. Three consecutive failures meant you lost. The loser would live under the winner’s complete authority for sixty days. A safe word—“midnight”—would end everything immediately.

She signed it, then slid the notebook to Jess.

Jess read it twice. Her hands were trembling. She hid it by gripping the pen tighter.

She signed.

The room cheered. Someone poured shots. The party moved on.

But Jess and Kira stayed locked in eye contact for a beat too long.

Then Kira raised her beer.

“Good luck, Moreno.”

Jess clinked her glass against the bottle.

“You too, Novak.”

Later—much later—Jess lay in her bed in the dark.

The party buzz had faded. Her apartment was quiet. Streetlight slanted through the blinds, cutting pale lines across her ceiling.

She picked up her phone.

The browser history was right where she’d left it—bookmarked stories, forums, a discreet online store she visited more often than she’d admit. She scrolled through slowly, thumbnail images of thick white padding, soft onesies, adult-sized pacifiers.

Her stomach fluttered.

She thought about Kira’s face when she’d proposed the bet. The careful blankness of it. The way she’d said baby like it was a word she’d practiced.

She thought about the nursery she’d seen in a story once—pastel walls, a changing table stocked with supplies, someone strong and patient waiting.

She closed her eyes and whispered it to the dark ceiling, testing the weight of it.

“I’m going to lose.”

Not a fear.

A promise.


Chapter 2: The Challenge

The fitness challenge started on a Monday.

Kira sent the first workout at 6:00 a.m. sharp—a detailed plan that included a three-mile run, bodyweight circuit, and stretching routine. Photo proof of a post-workout selfie required by 8:00 p.m. daily. Miss a day, and it counted as a failure.

Jess’s phone buzzed on the nightstand. She read the plan with one eye open, groaned, and rolled out of bed.

Week One, she was genuinely competitive.

That was the problem with Jess—her pride could override anything, even a secret desire to lose. She ran the three miles. Crushed the circuit. Sent a sweaty selfie with a middle finger emoji and the caption: Is that all you’ve got?

Kira’s reply was a single thumbs-up.

Their friends followed along in a group chat, treating the whole thing like entertainment. Marcus started a betting pool. Shana sent daily motivational memes that got progressively more unhinged.

By Friday of Week One, Jess was sore, proud, and annoyed at herself.

She didn’t want to win. She wanted to lose. But losing on purpose felt pathetic—like admitting something she wasn’t ready to say out loud.

So she kept going, hating every rep.

Week Two was where the cracks started.

Kira escalated the workouts: longer runs, heavier circuits, yoga flexibility challenges that made Jess feel like her spine was made of rebar. The daily grind wore on her—not physically, but mentally. Every morning she woke up knowing she was one day closer to winning a prize she didn’t want.

On Day Nine, she skipped the run and walked instead.

She sent the selfie from the park, hoping Kira wouldn’t notice the lack of sweat.

Kira’s reply: Nice walk.

Jess’s stomach dropped. She knows.

On Day Eleven, she faked the circuit entirely—took the selfie in workout clothes she’d changed into without breaking a sweat. Her hands shook as she hit send.

No response from Kira.

On Day Twelve, she didn’t even bother changing. She sent last Tuesday’s photo with a slightly different crop.

Her phone rang immediately.

“That’s the same photo, Jess.” Kira’s voice was calm. Unsurprised.

“No it’s not—”

“You’re wearing the same shirt. Same ponytail. Same water bottle on the counter. Same angle.” A pause. “Day one failure. Two more and you lose.”

Jess’s heart raced. “Maybe I just like that shirt.”

“Maybe.” Another pause, longer this time. “Or maybe you’re doing exactly what I think you’re doing.”

Jess said nothing. Her throat felt tight.

“Goodnight, Jess.”

The line went dead.

Week Three was a slow, deliberate unraveling.

Jess stopped pretending. Day Fourteen: no workout. Day Fifteen: no workout. She didn’t even send photos.

On the morning of Day Sixteen, Kira texted: That’s failure two. One more and the bet is called.

Jess stared at the message for ten minutes. Her thumb hovered over the keyboard.

She could still pull this back. One workout. One photo. Reset the counter.

She put the phone down and went back to bed.

Day Nineteen. 7:43 p.m.

Jess was on her couch in sweatpants, watching a cooking competition she didn’t care about, when the buzzer rang.

She pressed the intercom. “Yeah?”

“It’s me. Open up.”

Kira’s voice. Calm and certain.

Jess buzzed her in and spent the thirty seconds it took Kira to climb the stairs wiping chip crumbs off her shirt and trying to slow her heartbeat.

The door opened.

Kira stood there in dark jeans and a canvas jacket, a large duffel bag slung over one shoulder. Her face was unreadable—that composed, patient expression she wore like armor.

In her other hand was the notebook from the party. The contract.

“Three consecutive failures,” she said. “Challenge is over. You lost.”

Jess’s mouth went dry. “Kira—”

“Pack a bag. You’re coming to my place for two months.”

A beat of silence.

“This is insane,” Jess tried. “You can’t actually expect—”

Kira stepped inside, closing the door behind her. She set the duffel down and looked at Jess with an expression that cut through every defense.

“You lost on purpose, Jess. We both know it. So let’s stop pretending and start this for real.”

The words landed like a thunderclap.

Jess opened her mouth. Closed it. Opened it again.

Nothing came out.

Kira waited. She was good at waiting.

Finally, in a voice barely above a whisper: “How did you know?”

Kira’s expression softened—just a fraction.

“Because I know you. Better than you think.” She picked up the duffel. “Pack a bag. Fifteen minutes.”

Jess packed in twelve.

The drive to Kira’s apartment took twenty minutes.

Jess sat in the passenger seat, overnight bag in her lap, staring out the window as familiar streets slid past. Her body hummed with adrenaline and something else—a deep, buzzing anticipation that felt almost like relief.

She glanced at the backseat.

A large shopping bag sat there, the kind with reinforced handles. The logo read MedSupply Direct. Through the thin plastic, she could see the edge of something white and bulky. Familiar packaging. A shape she recognized from a hundred late-night browsing sessions.

Her breath caught.

She didn’t ask what was inside.

She already knew.


Chapter 3: Day One – The Rules

Kira’s apartment was a clean, modern two-bedroom in a converted warehouse—exposed brick, high ceilings, the kind of open layout that made everything feel spacious and deliberate. Jess had been here dozens of times. Movie nights, wine-fueled vent sessions, lazy Sundays on the couch.

But the guest room door had always been closed.

“I use it for storage,” Kira had said once, casually, when Jess asked. “Nothing interesting.”

Now, standing in the hallway with her overnight bag clutched to her chest, Jess watched Kira turn the handle.

The door swung open.

Jess’s bag slipped from her fingers and hit the floor.

The room had been completely transformed.

The walls were a soft, warm gray—calming, almost institutional. A queen-sized bed frame sat against the far wall, but it had been modified: high wooden rails on both sides, the kind you’d find on an oversized crib. The bedding was pale lavender, with a folded fleece blanket at the foot printed with tiny clouds.

Against the left wall stood a changing table. Adult-sized. Padded top covered in wipeable vinyl. Beneath it, open shelves stacked with supplies: thick white diapers in their medical-looking packaging, stacks of wipes, bottles of powder and lotion, disposable gloves, a lidded pail.

A rocking chair sat in the corner—oversized, solid wood, with a cushion that matched the bedding. Next to it, a small shelf held a row of adult-sized baby bottles, nipples in different flow rates, and a half-dozen pacifiers in muted colors.

On the opposite wall: a bookcase with coloring books, crayons, stuffed animals, and a stack of soft onesies and short dresses in pastels. Below it, a large playpen—mesh sides, padded floor—big enough for an adult to lie down in.

Everything was adult-sized. Everything was real. Everything was ready.

Jess’s legs felt like they’d turned to water.

“You planned this,” she breathed.

Kira leaned against the doorframe behind her, arms crossed.

“I planned for the possibility.”

“This isn’t—you don’t put this together in a week, Kira. The crib. The changing table. The…” She gestured weakly at the shelves of diapers.

“I’ve been building it for about four months,” Kira said. Calm. Honest. “Since I realized what you were searching for.”

Jess whipped around. “What?”

“You left your laptop open at my place in October. Browser still up. I saw enough.”

Horror flooded Jess’s face—hot, total, consuming.

“Oh God. Kira—”

“I didn’t judge you. I researched.” Kira’s voice was steady. “Read the forums. The stories. The safety guides. Talked to people in the community. Ordered supplies one piece at a time.” She paused. “I know you, Jess. Better than you think.”

The same words from the apartment. But here, standing in a fully built nursery, they hit different.

Jess’s eyes burned.

“Why didn’t you say something?”

“Because you needed to choose it yourself. I wasn’t going to push this on you.” Kira stepped forward, stopping close enough to touch. “The bet was my way of giving you an excuse. A way to fall into this without having to ask for it.”

Jess stared at her through blurred eyes.

“And the challenge? You knew I’d throw it?”

A small, knowing smile. “I hoped.”

They sat on the rocking chair—Kira in the seat, Jess perched on the wide arm—as the rules were laid out.

Kira spoke clearly, without embarrassment or hesitation.

“Sixty days. You live here full-time. No toilet privileges. Diapers twenty-four-seven—when you need to go, you go where you are. I handle all changes. Bottles for most drinks. Early bedtime. A pacifier when you need comfort. Structured days—play time, nap time, meal time.”

Jess listened, pulse hammering, hands twisting in her lap.

“You’ll address me as Mommy,” Kira continued. “Not because I’m forcing it, but because it establishes the dynamic. If it feels wrong, we can adjust. But try it.”

Jess swallowed. “Mommy.”

The word came out raw. Fragile.

Something shifted in Kira’s expression—a softening, a hunger, a tenderness all braided together.

“Safe word is midnight,” she said, voice slightly rough. “You say it, everything stops immediately. We go back to normal. No pressure. No shame. But—”

“But?”

“If you use it, we don’t restart. This is a one-time offer. I need to know you’re choosing it fully, not half in and half out.”

Jess nodded slowly.

“Say the words, Jess.”

“I understand. Midnight stops everything. I choose this.”

The first diapering was the longest twenty minutes of Jess’s life.

Kira guided her to the changing table and patted the padded top. “Hop up.”

Jess climbed on awkwardly, the vinyl cool beneath her. She lay back, staring at the ceiling, arms rigid at her sides.

“Arms up,” Kira said.

She pulled Jess’s T-shirt over her head. Then the sweatpants, tugged down and off. Jess lay in her bra and underwear, goosebumps rising on every inch of exposed skin.

“All of it.”

The bra unhooked. The underwear slid down her legs. Jess was naked on the changing table, exposed under the warm overhead light, and Kira was looking at her with an expression of focused, caring intensity that made her feel both incredibly vulnerable and impossibly safe.

“Legs up, baby.”

The pet name sent a shock through her. She obeyed, lifting her knees, face flaming as Kira raised her ankles higher.

First came the wipes—warm, thorough, a careful cleaning that made Jess squirm. Then lotion, rubbed in with firm hands. Powder next, the sweet scent filling the small room.

And then the diaper.

Kira pulled one from the shelf—thick, white, medical-grade but printed with tiny pastel stars. The crinkle as she unfolded it was deafening in the quiet room. She slid it under Jess’s raised hips, then lowered her down onto it.

The padding was immense. Soft and bulky and undeniable.

Kira brought the front up between Jess’s legs, pressing it snugly against her. The bulk pushed her thighs apart. Four tapes—rip, press, rip, press—locking it into place.

Then plastic pants—translucent, with tiny snaps at the waist. Kira worked them up her legs and snapped them over the diaper with practiced efficiency.

Finally, a soft lavender onesie, pulled over her head and snapped at the crotch.

Kira helped her sit up.

Jess looked down at herself.

The bulk was absurd. The onesie stretched tight over the diaper, every curve and crinkle visible. Her thighs were forced apart. When she shifted, the rustle was loud and unmistakable.

She looked up at Kira with wide, glassy eyes.

“How does it feel?” Kira asked softly.

Jess tried to speak. Her throat clicked.

“Big,” she finally managed. “Really big.”

Kira smiled—warm, approving, with an edge of something possessive.

“It’s supposed to. You’re not supposed to forget it’s there.”

She cupped Jess’s chin and tilted her face up.

“Say it properly.”

Jess’s eyes welled.

“It feels big… Mommy.”

The word cracked something open inside her—a door she’d been pressing against for years.

Kira leaned down and pressed a kiss to her forehead. Soft. Deliberate.

“Good girl,” she murmured against Jess’s skin.

Jess shivered from head to toe.

“Day one starts now.”


Chapter 4: Week One – Learning to Let Go

The first full day in diapers was a war between Jess’s pride and her padding.

She waddled around Kira’s apartment like she was navigating a minefield—each step producing a crinkle that seemed impossibly loud, each shift of her hips reminding her of the bulk between her legs. The onesie hugged everything, hiding nothing. When she caught her reflection in the bathroom mirror, she looked away quickly, face burning.

Kira gave her space. That was the surprising part. No hovering, no teasing, no constant reminders. She simply went about her morning—making coffee, answering emails at the kitchen island, stretching in the living room—while Jess orbited her like a nervous planet.

“You can work if you want,” Kira said, sliding a mug of coffee across the counter. Then she paused. “Actually—”

She took the mug back and poured the coffee into a bottle. Screwed the nipple on tight.

Jess stared at it.

“All drinks from the bottle,” Kira said. “House rules. Water is the only exception.”

Jess took the bottle with both hands. The nipple was soft silicone—she had to suck harder than expected to get the flow going. Coffee flooded her mouth, warm and familiar, but the delivery system made it feel alien. Infantile.

She drank it at the kitchen table with her laptop open, trying to pretend this was any other Tuesday. Emails from her boss. A campaign deck that needed revisions. Analytics reports.

But the diaper was everywhere. Sitting compressed it against her in unexpected ways. Every time she shifted position, the crinkle announced itself. The plastic pants added a faint sheen she could feel through the onesie’s thin cotton.

She answered three emails in two hours. Normally she could clear forty.

The first real test came at noon.

She’d been holding it since waking up—pride, stubbornness, the primal refusal to do what the diaper was designed for. But two bottles of coffee and the large glass of water Kira had given her at breakfast were making their demands known.

Jess sat at the table, legs crossed—or as crossed as the bulk allowed—and tried to focus on a spreadsheet.

The pressure built steadily.

She glanced toward the bathroom door. Closed. Not locked, as far as she knew.

She could just… go. Use the toilet. Say she forgot the rules. What was Kira going to do?

She stood, took two steps toward the hall—

“The bathroom is off limits, baby.”

Kira’s voice came from the couch, casual, without looking up from her phone.

Jess froze.

“I wasn’t—”

“You were.” Now Kira looked up. Her expression was kind but immovable. “The diaper is there for a reason. Use it.”

“I can’t just—in the middle of the—”

“Yes you can. That’s exactly what it’s for.” Kira set her phone down. “Sit back down. Relax. Let it happen.”

Jess returned to her chair, face crimson. She stared at the laptop screen without seeing it.

Minutes passed.

The pressure became a throb, then an ache, then an urgency that made her squirm.

She tried to hold it. Clenched hard. Gripped the table edge.

A small leak escaped. Just a trickle. But the warmth spreading against the padding was unmistakable.

She gasped—a tiny, involuntary sound.

And then the dam broke.

Warm urine flooded into the diaper, soaking the padding, spreading between her thighs. She sat rigid, eyes wide, hands flat on the table, as the flow continued—longer than she expected, hotter, more consuming. The diaper swelled beneath her, growing heavy and squishy, the crinkle replaced by a softer, wetter sound.

When it finally stopped, she was breathing hard. Tears pricked her eyes.

She’d wet herself. Sitting at a kitchen table. In the middle of the day.

Like a baby.

The shame was scorching. But beneath it—far beneath, in a place she’d been too afraid to visit—something unclenched. Something exhaled.

Kira was beside her in seconds. She didn’t say I told you so. Didn’t smirk. She simply took Jess’s hand, pulled her gently to standing, and led her down the hall to the nursery.

“On the table, baby.”

Jess climbed up, the soaked diaper squishing beneath her, and lay back.

The change was slow. Kira unsnapped the onesie, peeled back the plastic pants, untaped the diaper with four measured rips. The saturated padding fell open—heavy, warm, undeniably used.

She didn’t comment. Just balled it up, dropped it in the pail, and reached for the wipes.

Cool wipes on warm skin. Thorough, gentle, everywhere. Jess stared at the ceiling, tears sliding into her hair, as Kira cleaned her with the focused care of someone who took this seriously.

Fresh powder. The sweet cloud of it. Fresh lotion, rubbed in with firm palms.

A new diaper—even thicker than the first, with extra padding Kira called “stuffers.” It slid under her, soft and enormous. The front came up, tapes locked down.

Kira helped her sit up and pulled her into a hug right there on the changing table.

Jess buried her face in Kira’s shoulder and cried.

Not from shame anymore. From something bigger—relief, terror, the overwhelming sensation of being known.

“You did so well,” Kira murmured, stroking her hair. “You don’t have to fight it. That’s the whole point.”

Jess clung harder, the fresh diaper crinkling between them.

“Say it,” Kira whispered.

“Thank you… Mommy.”

Kira’s arms tightened around her.

“Good girl.”

The rest of Week One passed in a haze of firsts.

Day Three: the first accident she didn’t fight. She was in the playpen, coloring with fat crayons Kira had placed there, when her bladder simply let go. No warning. No holding. Just a warm spread that she noticed only when the padding grew heavy. She looked down, said “Oh” quietly, and waited for Kira.

Day Four: the first night in the crib. Kira changed her into an overnight diaper—thicker, with extra boosters that made her feel enormous—added a pacifier, and raised the rails. Jess lay in the dark, listening to herself crinkle with every breath, and waited for panic. Instead, a strange peace settled over her. The rails weren’t trapping her. They were holding her.

Day Five: the first messy accident.

It happened without warning during a morning nap. She woke to the feeling of it—warm, soft, unmistakable. The diaper sagged with the weight. The smell was immediate.

Jess burst into tears.

Kira was there within seconds. She lifted her from the crib, carried her to the changing table, and began the cleanup without a trace of disgust.

It took a long time. Wipes. Warm washcloth. More wipes. Lotion applied with patient fingers.

Through it all, Kira talked softly. “That’s what diapers are for, baby girl. You did exactly what you were supposed to. Mommy’s got you. Mommy will always clean you up.”

When the fresh diaper was taped on, Jess reached for Kira desperately. Kira pulled her into the rocking chair, a warm bottle ready. Jess nursed from it with her eyes closed, tears drying, the mess and shame dissolving under Kira’s steady voice and steady hands.

Day Seven: Jess realized she’d called Kira “Mommy” six times that day without thinking about it.

She also realized she hadn’t once thought about the safe word.

She lay in the crib that night, sucking her pacifier, diaper already warm from a bedtime wetting she barely registered, and thought: One week down. Seven and a half to go.

She should have been counting days until freedom.

Instead, she was afraid of them passing too fast.


Chapter 5: Week Two – The Blurring

By Day Eight, the nursery felt more like home than her own apartment ever had.

Kira introduced structure. Not arbitrarily—every addition was deliberate, calibrated, building on what came before.

A schedule appeared on the nursery wall, written in Kira’s clean handwriting:

7:00 a.m. – Wake up. Morning change. Bottle.

8:00 a.m. – Breakfast (high chair).

9:00–11:00 – Play time / quiet screen time.

11:00 – Mid-morning change.

12:00 – Lunch. Bottle.

1:00–3:00 – Nap time (crib).

3:00 – Wake up. Change. Snack. Bottle.

3:30–5:00 – Activity time.

5:30 – Dinner. Bottle.

6:30 – Bath time.

7:30 – Training session.

9:00 – Bedtime. Final change. Crib.

Jess stared at the schedule the first morning, pacifier in her mouth, and felt something shift inside her—the last strand of adult resistance going slack.

The schedule removed choice. And removing choice removed anxiety.

She didn’t have to decide when to eat, what to wear, when to sleep. Kira decided. Kira handled everything. All Jess had to do was exist inside the structure and let the padding catch whatever fell out.

It was terrifying how quickly she leaned into it.

A sticker chart appeared on Day Nine.

Gold stars for good behavior: using the diaper without fussing, finishing her bottles, napping on schedule, being polite. Five gold stars earned a reward—extra screen time, a special treat, or something Kira simply labeled “pleasure.”

Red marks for misbehavior: refusing a bottle, trying to reach the bathroom, protesting a change, talking back.

Jess earned her first red mark on Day Nine for snapping “I’m not a child, Kira” during a particularly messy change.

Kira paused mid-wipe.

“What did you call me?”

Jess’s stomach dropped. “I—Mommy. I meant Mommy.”

“And?”

She swallowed. “I’m sorry, Mommy.”

Kira finished the change in silence, taped on the fresh diaper, then carried Jess to the playpen.

“Thirty minutes. No toys. Think about what you said.”

Jess sat alone in the empty playpen, padded bottom on the mat, and stared at her hands. The shame wasn’t about the words—it was about disappointing Kira. That realization scared her more than anything.

She earned three gold stars the next day.

The sexual tension had been there from the start—unavoidable when someone was cleaning your most intimate places multiple times a day. But Kira had maintained a careful boundary: touch for care, never for pleasure.

Until Day Twelve.

It was during an evening change. Jess lay on the table, legs up, as Kira wiped her clean from a heavy wetting. The strokes were efficient, thorough—and then one lingered. Just a moment too long. Kira’s fingers traced a path that was no longer clinical.

Jess’s hips lifted involuntarily.

Their eyes met.

Kira’s expression was controlled, but her pupils were blown dark.

Neither spoke.

Kira withdrew her hand and finished the change. Fresh diaper. Plastic pants. Onesie snapped closed.

But as she helped Jess down from the table, her mouth was close to Jess’s ear.

“Tonight. Training.”

The training session began at 7:30, as scheduled.

Kira had Jess lie on the changing table, freshly changed into a thick nighttime diaper. She produced something new from a drawer: a small plug, silicone, tapered and smooth.

Jess’s breath caught. “Mommy…”

“This is part of your training,” Kira said, showing it to her. “Small. Gentle. We go slow.” She held up a bottle of lubricant. “Trust Mommy?”

Jess nodded, trembling.

The diaper was opened just enough. Warm lube. Slow pressure. Jess tensed, then breathed, then relaxed as the plug slid home with a soft pop. Small, warm, a gentle fullness that made her squirm.

Kira taped the diaper back in place, locking the plug inside.

Then she reached for a second item: a small vibrating bullet.

She pressed it against the front of the diaper, right over Jess’s most sensitive spot. The padding dampened the sensation but didn’t kill it—a muffled, persistent buzz that sent shockwaves through the layers.

Jess gasped, hips rocking.

“Mommy decides when you feel good,” Kira murmured, her free hand firm on Jess’s stomach. “Mommy decides when you come. Not you.”

She edged her for twenty agonizing minutes—turning the vibe up and down, pressing harder and softer, watching Jess squirm and beg with clinical fascination.

“Please, Mommy… please, I need—”

“Tell me what you are.”

“I’m—I’m your baby girl.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your diapered baby girl! Please, Mommy, please let me—”

Kira turned the vibe to high and held it steady, pressing firmly through the thick padding.

“Come for Mommy.”

The orgasm hit like lightning—sharp, blinding, full-body. Jess arched off the table, crying out, as wave after wave tore through her. The plug shifted inside her, the diaper pressed against her, and she came harder than she’d ever come in her life.

When it faded, she was sobbing—not from pain, but from the sheer intensity of release. Physical and emotional. Years of hiding, years of shame, broken open in a single, devastating moment.

Kira turned the vibe off and gathered her up, carrying her to the rocking chair. A warm bottle was ready. She held it to Jess’s lips.

Jess nursed weakly, eyes swollen, body limp.

“You’re so good,” Kira whispered against her hair. “So perfect. My perfect baby girl.”

Fresh diaper. Crib. Rails up.

Jess fell asleep in seconds, pacifier bobbing, plug still inside, still shaking.

She dreamed of nothing. Just warmth.

By the end of Week Two, Jess’s work had deteriorated badly.

She was still logging on each morning—laptop balanced in the playpen, emails open while she sat in a gradually swelling diaper—but the output was a ghost of what it used to be. Campaign decks went unrevised. Client calls were rescheduled and rescheduled again. Her boss sent two emails flagged urgent. She replied to one.

The truth was that concentration had become impossible. Not because of the diaper, exactly—she was used to the bulk now, the crinkle background noise. It was the headspace. The regression was seeping into her brain, softening the sharp edges she’d relied on for years. Numbers blurred. Deadlines felt like someone else’s problem.

She caught herself sucking her thumb during a spreadsheet review and didn’t even feel embarrassed.

Kira noticed. She noticed everything.

But she didn’t push. Not yet. She simply watched Jess drift further from shore, patient as a tide.

Day Fourteen. Two weeks down. Six and a half to go.

That night, Jess lay in the crib and caught Kira watching her through the rails—standing in the doorway, backlit by the hall, arms crossed. Her expression was unreadable. Tender and possessive and something that looked terrifyingly like love.

Jess pretended to be asleep.

Her heart was hammering too hard for sleep anyway.


Chapter 6: Week Three – The World Outside

On the morning of Day Fifteen, Kira laid out a new outfit on the changing table.

Not a onesie. A sundress—soft yellow cotton, A-line, hemmed just above the knee. Beside it, a denim jacket and a pair of white sneakers.

Jess eyed the outfit from the crib, pacifier bobbing.

“We’re going out today,” Kira said.

The pacifier fell from Jess’s mouth.

“Out? Like… outside?”

“Farmer’s market. Short trip. You need to experience this in the real world. Not just in the nursery.”

Panic hit instantly. “Kira—Mommy—people will see. They’ll hear—”

“They’ll hear nothing. The dress covers everything. The noise is in your head more than in the room.” Kira lowered the crib rail and lifted her out. “Change first.”

The overnight diaper was predictably soaked—she’d wet multiple times in her sleep, a pattern that was becoming automatic. Kira cleaned her up with practiced efficiency, powdered her, then reached for a special daytime diaper: slightly thinner than the nursery ones, designed for discretion but still unmistakably there.

Tapes on. Plastic pants snapped over—these ones were thinner too, more like waterproof underwear. The plug—medium now, after two weeks of gradual increase—slid in with lube and a soft moan from Jess.

Then the sundress. The jacket. Sneakers.

Jess looked in the mirror.

She looked… almost normal. A cute girl in a yellow dress on a Saturday morning. If you looked hard, you might notice the faint lines of the diaper under the cotton, the slightly wider gait. But casual observers wouldn’t look hard.

That didn’t stop her from shaking.

“Mommy, I can’t.”

Kira took her hand. “Yes you can. I’ll be right beside you.”

The farmer’s market was three blocks from Kira’s apartment—a weekly affair with produce stalls, artisan bread, overpriced honey, and too many golden retrievers.

They walked hand in hand. To anyone watching, they were two friends—or a couple—enjoying a weekend morning.

To Jess, every step was a war.

The diaper rustled softly under the dress. She was sure everyone could hear it—the woman at the flower stall, the guy selling kettle corn, the family with the double stroller. The plug shifted with each step, a constant intimate reminder. The padding pressed between her thighs, forcing her gait just slightly wider than normal.

Kira squeezed her hand. “You’re doing great. Breathe.”

They browsed the stalls. Kira bought peaches, a loaf of sourdough, a jar of jam. She chatted easily with vendors while Jess stood beside her, clutching a bottle of lemonade disguised in an opaque tumbler.

It was almost normal.

Until the pressure hit.

Jess had been holding since they left the apartment—nerves making it impossible to relax—but now, standing in line at the coffee stall, her bladder sent an urgent message she couldn’t ignore.

She grabbed Kira’s arm.

“Mommy,” she whispered, “I need to—”

“Then go. Right here. That’s what it’s for.”

“Here? There are people—”

“No one will know. Just relax.”

Jess tried to hold it. The line moved forward. Someone brushed past her. A child laughed nearby.

Her body surrendered before her mind could catch up.

A warm flood poured into the diaper, soaking the padding, spreading between her legs. She stood stock-still, eyes wide, feeling it happen—the heat, the swell, the unmistakable sag.

In public. Surrounded by people. Wetting herself like—

Kira’s hand found the small of her back.

“Good girl,” she murmured, so low only Jess could hear. “So brave. I’m right here.”

When the flow stopped, Jess was trembling. The diaper hung heavy between her legs, warm and full.

“We’ll change at home,” Kira said. “The padding will hold. Let’s finish our walk.”

They found a bench in a quiet corner of the adjacent park. Trees overhead, dappled shade. Far from the main paths.

Jess sat carefully, the soaked diaper squishing beneath her. The sensation was wretched and grounding at the same time—warm padding pressing against her, the plug shifting with the movement.

“How do you feel?” Kira asked.

“Scared. Humiliated.” A long pause. “Alive.”

Kira put an arm around her and pulled her close. Jess rested her head on Kira’s shoulder, the market noise fading to background music.

“The first time is always the hardest,” Kira said softly. “It gets easier. And I’ll always be here.”

They sat together for a long time. Jess’s hand found Kira’s knee. Kira’s thumb stroked lazy circles on her arm.

It felt like a date. A strange, padded, life-altering date.

Jess smiled into Kira’s shoulder.

Back at the apartment, Kira changed her immediately—long, thorough, the soaked diaper peeled away and replaced with a thick nursery one. The transition from public discretion to nursery fullness was jarring: the bulk was enormous again, the crinkle deafening after the quiet outdoor padding.

That afternoon, Kira took her on a second outing: a quiet restaurant for an early dinner. A corner booth. Kira ordered for her, cut her food into small bites, held her bottle under the table.

A waiter glanced at them. His gaze lingered a moment too long on the way Kira was feeding Jess. Kira met his eyes without blinking, expression perfectly pleasant, until he looked away.

Jess wet the diaper during dessert. Quietly, efficiently, without any of the panic of the morning. Just a warm release, accepted and absorbed. She caught Kira’s eye across the table and mouthed: I went.

Kira’s smile was brilliant.

That night, after the bath (Kira bathed her now—no solo showers, just warm water and careful hands), Jess lay in the crib processing what had happened.

She’d wet herself in a farmer’s market and a restaurant. In public. Twice.

And the strongest feeling wasn’t shame.

It was freedom.

She picked up her phone—Kira still let her keep it for now, though screen time was increasingly supervised—and opened her dating apps.

For a long moment, she stared at the profiles. Faces she didn’t care about. Conversations that meant nothing.

She deleted every app. One by one.

She didn’t tell Kira. She didn’t need to.

The only person she wanted was already here. Had been here all along.


Chapter 7: Week Four – Breaking Points

The voicemail arrived on Day Twenty-Two.

Kira brought her the phone during afternoon play time. Jess was in the playpen, coloring a picture of a butterfly with careful crayon strokes, diaper warm and heavy from a mid-morning wetting she’d barely noticed. Her pacifier sat on the mat beside her, within arm’s reach. The plug hummed on its lowest setting.

“Your boss called,” Kira said, holding the phone through the mesh. “You should listen.”

Jess took the phone with clumsy hands—her fine motor skills felt different lately, slower, less precise, as if even her fingers were regressing.

Diane’s voice was tight with professional concern: “Jess, this is the third time I’ve reached out. You’ve missed two major deadlines. The Henderson campaign deck was due Monday and I haven’t seen a draft. Your team is covering, but they need direction. I need to hear from you by end of business tomorrow or I’ll have to escalate this to HR. I’m worried about you. Please call me.”

The message ended with a beep.

Jess stared at the phone. The words registered dimly, like hearing a conversation in another room. Henderson campaign. Deadlines. HR.

These were words from a different life. A life where she wore blazers and heels and made decisions and controlled things.

A life that felt as distant as childhood.

Panic flickered—not strong, but real. A spark from the old Jess, the competent one, the one who never missed a deadline.

“I need to call her back,” she said.

Kira knelt beside the playpen. “Okay.”

“I need my laptop. I need to check my email. There’s a deck I was supposed to—”

“Okay, Jess.”

The use of her real name—not baby, not baby girl—was like cold water. Jess looked up.

Kira’s face was open, patient. “If you need to work, you can work. I’m not going to stop you.”

She lifted Jess out of the playpen and set up the laptop at the kitchen table. Brought her a glass of water—in a glass, not a bottle. Stepped back.

Jess sat at the table in her diaper and onesie, plug buzzing softly inside her, and opened her work email.

One hundred and forty-seven unread messages.

She scrolled, trying to find the Henderson thread. The names blurred. The subject lines meant nothing. She clicked on a campaign deck she’d been working on three weeks ago and stared at the slides.

Target demographics. Conversion funnels. Cost-per-acquisition models.

The words swam.

She typed a sentence. Deleted it. Typed another. Deleted that too.

An hour passed.

Her diaper grew heavier—two separate wettings she didn’t even register until the padding was sagging between her thighs. The plug’s vibration, even on low, kept pulling her focus back to her body, away from the screen.

Two hours in, she was sobbing.

Not quiet tears. Full, heaving sobs that shook her shoulders and made the chair creak. Her hands were flat on the table, laptop still open, wet diaper cold and clammy beneath her.

She couldn’t do it. She couldn’t be that person anymore. The neural pathways that had once made her sharp and decisive had been softened by three weeks of bottles and diapers and “good girl” and Mommy’s steady hands.

She wasn’t broken. She was different. And the two lives couldn’t exist in the same body.

Kira found her like that—crying at the table, diaper heavy, mascara she hadn’t worn in weeks somehow still streaking down her face from the one tube she’d found in her bag.

Kira didn’t say I told you so.

She pulled Jess into her arms, standing in the kitchen, and held her.

“I can’t do both,” Jess choked. “I can’t be her and be this. I can’t.”

“Then let me handle it,” Kira said.

That evening, with Jess curled in her lap in the rocking chair—freshly changed, plugged, a warm bottle of milk in her mouth—Kira drafted an email from Jess’s account.

She read it aloud first:

“Dear Diane, I apologize for the delayed communication. I’m dealing with a personal health matter that requires extended rest and focused recovery. I’ve submitted a medical leave request through the HR portal. I expect to be out for the next six to eight weeks. I’m confident the team can handle current projects with minimal disruption. I’ll be in touch when I’m able. Thank you for your understanding. Best, Jess.”

Jess listened, eyes half-closed, nipple of the bottle between her lips.

“Send it,” she murmured.

Kira hit send. Then she filed the medical leave request—she’d already researched Jess’s company’s policy, already knew the forms.

She closed the laptop and set it on a high shelf.

Then she took the phone.

Jess handed it over without a word. The relief was immediate—physical, tangible, like setting down a weight she’d been carrying so long she’d forgotten it was there.

No more emails. No more deadlines. No more pretending.

Kira kissed the top of her head.

“All gone. Mommy’s handling everything now.”

Jess nursed harder from the bottle, tears drying, and let herself sink.

That night, the training session was different.

Kira didn’t stop at edging.

She laid Jess on the changing table, secured soft wrist restraints to the rails—“so you don’t have to worry about holding still”—and opened the diaper.

The plug came out. A larger one slid in—the biggest yet, stretching Jess until she gasped. Lube made it slick. Kira’s fingers were sure and patient.

Then Kira leaned over her, one hand beside Jess’s head, the other pressing the vibrator firmly against her clit.

Not through the diaper this time. Direct.

Jess arched, wrists pulling against the restraints.

“Mommy—”

“Shh.” Kira’s mouth was at her ear, breath warm. “You’re mine, baby. Not your job’s. Not the world’s. Mine. Say it.”

“I’m yours, Mommy. I’m yours.”

“Who takes care of you?”

“You do. Only you.”

“Who decides what you need?”

“You, Mommy. Always you.”

Kira turned the vibe up.

“Then let go. Completely. For me.”

Jess came screaming—a raw, primal sound that she didn’t recognize as her own. The orgasm tore through her in violent waves, hips bucking against Kira’s hand, the plug shifting deep, tears streaming.

Kira held her through it. Then held her after.

Released the restraints. Cleaned her up. Fresh diaper. Crib.

As she tucked her in, Jess caught her wrist.

“Stay. Please.”

Kira hesitated—she’d been sleeping in her own room, maintaining the caregiver distance—then sat on the edge of the crib, Jess’s hand in hers.

“I’m right here.”

Jess fell asleep holding on.

Day Thirty. Halfway.

Jess woke to a soaked, messy diaper and didn’t cry. She simply called for Mommy, lay still through the change, and accepted the bottle Kira held to her lips.

She hadn’t thought about the end date in over a week.

Hadn’t thought about toilets, or panties, or grown-up clothes.

Hadn’t thought about the safe word once.

The bet had a finish line. Thirty more days.

Jess was starting to realize she didn’t want to cross it.


Chapter 8: Week Five – Confession

Day Thirty-Three. 2:00 a.m.

Jess couldn’t sleep.

She lay in the crib, moonlight slicing through the nursery curtains, staring at the ceiling. The overnight diaper was already heavy from a wetting she’d slept through and woken into—that was normal now, the automatic releases that happened without her brain’s permission. The plug hummed on its lowest setting, a constant presence she’d stopped trying to ignore.

But it wasn’t her body keeping her awake. It was her heart.

Five weeks in, and the thing she’d been avoiding was getting too big to contain.

Not the regression. She’d accepted that—embraced it, craved it. The diapers, the bottles, the schedule, the sweet, devastating relief of handing every decision to someone else. That was settled.

What wasn’t settled was the reason behind it.

She’d told herself it was the kink. The fetish. The thing she’d discovered online and never had the courage to try. And that was part of it—a big part.

But it wasn’t the whole truth.

The whole truth was that she hadn’t chosen this for the diapers. She’d chosen it for Kira.

She’d chosen to lose the bet because losing meant being in Kira’s care. Kira’s hands on her body. Kira’s voice in her ear. Kira’s arms around her in the dark.

She’d been in love with Kira Novak for six years, and she’d engineered an elaborate fetish scenario rather than just saying so.

Tears slid down her temples and into the pillow.

She reached through the crib bars and pressed the intercom button Kira had installed—a small white box that connected to the matching unit in Kira’s bedroom.

“Mommy?”

Silence. Then the soft sound of footsteps.

Kira appeared in the doorway in shorts and a tank top, hair tousled from sleep. She crossed to the crib immediately, lowering the rail.

“What is it, baby? Bad dream?”

Jess shook her head. Fresh tears spilled.

“I need to tell you something.”

Kira sat on the edge of the crib, one hand finding Jess’s in the dark. “Tell me.”

The words came out in a rush—messy, stumbling, raw.

“I lost on purpose. You already know that. But you don’t know why. Not really.”

Jess sat up, diaper crinkling, and faced Kira in the blue-gray moonlight.

“The ABDL stuff—it’s real. I want it. I need it. But that’s not why I threw the bet. I threw it because of you. Because this was the only way I could think of to… to be close to you like this. To have you take care of me. To have your hands on me every day.”

She was shaking. The tears wouldn’t stop.

“I’ve been in love with you since junior year. Since the night you carried me home from Murphy’s and left aspirin on my nightstand. Since you texted me ‘you’re a mess but you’re my mess’ and I stared at it for an hour trying to figure out if you meant it the way I wanted you to mean it.”

She dragged the back of her hand across her eyes.

“Every dare. Every competition. Every stupid bet we ever made—I wasn’t trying to win. I was trying to get your attention. I wanted you to see me. All of me. Even the parts I was too scared to show anyone.”

Her voice cracked.

“Especially this part. The baby part. The broken part. The part that wants to wear diapers and be held and call someone Mommy and not have to be strong anymore.”

She looked at Kira through blurred eyes.

“I chose you, Kira. Not just as my caregiver. As… everything. And I’m terrified that when this bet ends, you’ll go back to being my best friend and I’ll go back to pretending, and this—all of this—will be something we never talk about again.”

Silence settled over the nursery.

The plug hummed softly. The diaper crinkled as Jess trembled. Somewhere outside, a car passed, headlights sweeping across the ceiling.

Kira was quiet for a long time.

Then she spoke, and her voice was rough in a way Jess had never heard.

“Jess. Look at me.”

She looked.

Kira’s eyes were shining. Not with tears—Kira rarely cried—but with something fierce and deep, an emotion she’d been holding as tightly as Jess had been holding hers.

“Why do you think I had the nursery ready?”

Jess blinked. “You said—you saw my laptop—”

“I did. And I could have ignored it. Could have closed the browser and pretended I never saw. Could have let it go.” Kira’s hand tightened around hers. “Instead, I spent four months building a nursery. Ordering supplies. Reading every safety guide I could find. Learning how to diaper someone. How to hold a bottle. How to be someone’s Mommy.”

She cupped Jess’s face with both hands.

“Why do you think I did that, baby?”

Jess’s breath caught.

“Because I’ve been in love with you since we were twenty, Jess. Because when I saw what you needed—what you’d been hiding—I didn’t feel disgusted or confused. I felt chosen. I felt like finally, finally, I understood how to love you the way you needed to be loved.”

Kira’s thumbs wiped the tears from Jess’s cheeks.

“The bet wasn’t my way of tricking you. It was my way of giving you permission. A safe excuse to fall into something we both wanted. Because I knew you’d never ask for it. And I was too afraid to offer it without an exit door.”

“You—” Jess’s voice broke. “You love me?”

“I have loved you,” Kira said slowly, deliberately, “for six years. Through every dare and every competition and every time you fell asleep on my couch. I have loved the mess of you. The fire of you. And now I love the baby of you. All of you. Every version.”

Jess made a sound—half sob, half laugh—and lunged forward.

The kiss was messy and wet and tasted like tears and pacifier and longing. Kira caught her, held her, kissed her back with a hunger that had been building for years—deep and slow and claiming.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing hard, Kira pressed her forehead to Jess’s.

“No more pretending,” she whispered.

“No more pretending,” Jess echoed.

Kira climbed into the crib beside her. It was a tight fit—two adult bodies in a modified queen frame—but they made it work. Kira spooned behind her, arms wrapped around Jess’s padded middle, chin resting on her shoulder.

The diaper crinkled between them. The plug hummed. The nursery was dark and quiet.

They fell asleep tangled together, both crying softly, both smiling.

Morning came gentle and golden.

Jess woke to Kira’s arm still around her, the overnight diaper completely saturated, the plug still buzzing on low.

She didn’t call for a change.

She turned in Kira’s arms and kissed her—morning breath and all—softly, then deeper.

Kira’s eyes opened. Focused. Smiled.

“Morning, baby girl.”

“Morning, Mommy.”

It had never felt more true.

Kira didn’t go back to her own room after that. She never did again.


Chapter 9: Week Six – Total Surrender

Everything deepened after the confession.

The dynamic didn’t change—Kira was still Mommy, Jess was still baby girl, the rules remained. But the energy beneath it shifted. What had been an arrangement built on a bet became a relationship built on love. Every change, every bottle, every whispered praise carried new weight.

Kira stopped treating the sixty days as a countdown. So did Jess.

Day Thirty-Six: Jess’s incontinence became undeniable.

She’d suspected it for days—the wettings happening without warning, without the old buildup of pressure she used to feel. One moment she’d be coloring in the playpen, the next she’d notice the diaper was warm and heavy. No signal. No decision. Just release.

On Day Thirty-Six, she tested it.

She sat in the rocking chair with a bottle, deliberately trying to feel her bladder. Trying to hold it. Trying to find the muscle memory that had been automatic for twenty-five years.

Nothing.

She couldn’t feel the urge at all. Only the warmth after.

The realization should have been terrifying. Instead, it felt like the last wall falling.

“Mommy,” she said that evening, during a change. “I think… I can’t hold it anymore. At all. I tried today and I couldn’t even feel it coming.”

Kira paused mid-wipe. Her expression was careful. “How does that make you feel?”

Jess thought for a long time.

“Free.”

Kira kissed her belly and finished the change.

Day Thirty-Eight: the collar.

Kira presented it during an evening training session. Soft black leather, narrow and elegant, with a small heart-shaped tag in rose gold. The tag read: Mommy’s.

Jess touched it with trembling fingers.

“This isn’t part of the bet,” Kira said quietly. “This is me asking you something different. This is about us. Not the rules. Not the contract.”

“What are you asking?”

“I’m asking if you’re mine. Not for sixty days. Not for a bet. Mine.”

Jess’s eyes filled.

She tilted her chin up, exposing her neck.

“Please.”

Kira buckled the collar with steady hands. It sat against Jess’s throat like it had always been there—soft, warm, certain.

Jess touched the tag, feeling the engraved word with her fingertip.

Mommy’s.

She smiled so wide her cheeks hurt.

Day Forty: Kira began nursing.

She’d been taking supplements for weeks—fenugreek, blessed thistle, a careful regimen she’d researched extensively. Jess hadn’t known. The changes had been gradual: Kira’s breasts slightly fuller, her nipples more sensitive. Now, sitting in the rocking chair with Jess in her lap, she pulled her shirt aside.

“Try.”

Jess latched instinctively—a motion that felt as natural as breathing after weeks of bottles. Kira’s skin was warm against her lips. She sucked gently, expecting nothing.

A thin sweetness coated her tongue.

Jess moaned, eyes closing, and sucked harder. More came—not much, not yet, but enough. Warm and sweet and alive.

Kira’s hand cradled the back of her head, fingers in her hair.

“That’s it, baby. Take what you need.”

Jess nursed until the flow ebbed, then switched sides. The second breast gave a little more. She drank slowly, savoring it, diaper warm beneath her, collar soft against her throat.

When she finally pulled away, drowsy and full, Kira’s eyes were damp.

“I didn’t think that would work,” Kira whispered.

“It works,” Jess murmured against her skin. “Everything works.”

Nursing became part of the daily routine: morning, afternoon, bedtime. The supply grew slowly, steadily. Within a week, Kira could fill Jess’s belly with milk alone for at least one feeding.

Day Forty-Two: the contract.

Jess was in the playpen, sorting through a bin of stuffed animals Kira had ordered online, when she noticed a piece of paper wedged under the mat.

She pulled it out.

The original bet contract. The one from the party, written in Kira’s handwriting, signed by both of them. Creased from being folded, slightly stained from a spilled drink at Shana’s.

Jess read it slowly. The terms. The stakes. The safe word. The sixty-day timeline.

She read it once. Then again.

Then she tore it in half.

Then quarters. Then smaller. Tiny pieces that fluttered into her padded lap like confetti.

Kira appeared in the doorway.

“What was that?”

Jess looked up, eyes clear and certain.

“The bet. I don’t need it anymore.”

Kira’s breath caught.

“I’m not here because I lost a bet, Kira. I’m here because this is where I belong. I’m here because I love you and you love me and this—” She gestured at the nursery, at herself, at the torn paper in her diapered lap. “This is real. This is us. No expiration date.”

Kira crossed the room in three strides, knelt beside the playpen, and kissed her hard.

When they pulled apart, Jess was smiling.

“Also, I need a change.”

Kira laughed—a real, bright laugh that filled the nursery.

“Of course you do, baby. Come on.”

That week, their friends started asking questions.

Shana texted Kira: Where has Jess been? She’s not answering her phone. Is she alive?

Kira replied smoothly: She’s taking some personal time. Health stuff. She’s okay. I’m keeping an eye on her.

Marcus called: Yo, is Jess okay? She hasn’t posted on Instagram in like a month.

Kira deflected with practiced ease. Jess was resting. Jess was dealing with something. Jess was fine.

Then, on Day Forty-Four, Shana dropped by unannounced.

The buzzer rang at 2:00 p.m. Jess was in the playpen in a pale pink onesie, diaper visible below the snapped crotch, pacifier in her mouth, half-asleep from a post-lunch bottle. The nursery door was open.

Kira moved fast.

She closed the nursery door, crossed to the intercom, and buzzed Shana in. By the time Shana climbed the stairs, Kira was at the front door, body blocking the hallway view.

“Hey! Just checking on our girl. Can I come in?”

“She’s napping,” Kira said, warm but firm. “Bad day. I don’t want to wake her.”

Shana peered past her. “Is she really okay? She’s been MIA forever.”

“She’s getting better. Taking it slow. I promise I’m taking care of her.”

Something in Kira’s tone—the steadiness, the quiet protectiveness—made Shana pause. Then nod.

“Okay. Tell her I miss her. And that Marcus owes her fifty bucks from the bet pool.”

Kira smiled. “I will.”

The door closed. Kira leaned against it, exhaling.

From the nursery, muffled by the closed door, came a small voice:

“Mommy? I had an accident.”

Kira laughed softly, shaking her head, and went to change her baby girl.


Chapter 10: Week Seven – The Test

Day Forty-Seven.

Thirteen days left on the original bet. Not that anyone was counting anymore—but the calendar was still on the wall, and Jess couldn’t help glancing at it each morning from the crib while Kira prepared for the first change of the day.

The morning started normally. Overnight diaper at full capacity—multiple wettings and a messy accident she’d slept through entirely. Kira lifted her out, laid her on the table, began the long, patient cleanup. Plug removed, cleaned, set aside. Wipes, warm cloth, powder, lotion. The ritual that had become as familiar as breathing.

But today, instead of reaching for a fresh diaper, Kira paused.

She opened a drawer Jess hadn’t seen her use before and pulled out a folded pair of pale pink cotton panties. Simple bikini cut. The kind you’d buy in a six-pack at Target.

She laid them on the edge of the changing table.

Then she walked to the closet and pulled out a hanger: dark jeans. A soft gray sweater. A bra. Normal clothes. Adult clothes.

She hung them on the back of the nursery door.

Jess lay on the table, naked and freshly cleaned, and stared at the panties like they were a live grenade.

“Thirteen days left,” Kira said, leaning against the changing table. Her voice was neutral—carefully, deliberately neutral. “The bet ends in less than two weeks. I want you to have a choice. A real one.”

She gestured at the panties and clothes.

“You can start transitioning back today. Slowly. Panties during the day. Toilet privileges. We ease you out. Your phone is charged in the kitchen. Your laptop is on the shelf. Your boss approved your leave through next month, so there’s no rush, but the door is open.”

Then she reached into the drawer again and pulled out a diaper. Not just any diaper—custom-printed, the landing zone covered in soft gray script: Mommy’s Forever Girl.

“Or,” Kira said, “you stay.”

She set the diaper beside the panties.

The two options lay side by side on the vinyl surface. Cotton and crinkle. Before and after. Two versions of Jess’s life, separated by eighteen inches of changing table.

Kira stepped back.

“Take as long as you need. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

She left the nursery, closing the door softly behind her.

Jess sat up slowly.

The changing table vinyl was cool against her bare skin. She was naked, still slightly damp from the wipes, the sweet smell of powder lingering. The collar sat warm against her throat.

She looked at the panties.

Reached out and touched them. The cotton was thin. Insubstantial. She rubbed it between her fingers and tried to remember what it felt like—that smooth, minimal nothing against her skin. No bulk. No crinkle. No weight.

She tried to imagine putting them on. Walking to the bathroom. Sitting on the toilet. Pulling up her jeans. Driving to work. Answering emails. Having meetings. Being Jess Moreno, marketing coordinator, competent adult.

The images came, but they felt like watching a movie about someone else. A character she used to play but couldn’t remember the lines for.

She picked up the panties and held them in her lap.

Then she looked at the diaper.

Mommy’s Forever Girl.

The script was delicate, almost pretty. The diaper itself was thick and white and impossibly familiar—the padding that had cradled her for seven weeks, caught everything she couldn’t control, kept her safe and held and small.

She touched the printed words with one fingertip.

Forever.

Something broke open in her chest—not breaking apart, but breaking through. Like a seed cracking its shell. Like a door finally swinging wide.

She set the panties back on the table, carefully, respectfully. Then she pushed them to the far edge.

She picked up the diaper.

She lay back on the table, lifted her hips, and slid it underneath herself the way she’d watched Kira do hundreds of times. The padding settled against her, soft and enormous and right.

She pulled the front up, pressed it against herself, and fumbled with the tapes.

They weren’t as neat as Kira’s. Slightly crooked. One a little too tight, one a little loose.

But they held.

She sat up.

The diaper crinkled. Her thighs spread around the bulk. The familiar, grounding pressure settled between her legs.

She looked at her reflection in the full-length mirror on the closet door. Naked except for the diaper and the collar. Hair messy. Eyes clear.

She smiled.

Then she raised her voice:

“Mommy?”

The door opened immediately. Kira had been right outside.

She took in the scene: Jess on the table in the custom diaper, panties pushed aside, clothes still hanging untouched on the door.

Kira’s eyes glistened.

“You did the tapes wrong,” she said, voice thick.

Jess laughed—a real, bright, tear-streaked laugh. “I know. I need Mommy to fix them.”

Kira crossed the room, laid her back down gently, and retaped the diaper with sure hands. Snug. Perfect. Then plastic pants over it, snapped into place. A clean onesie.

She helped Jess sit up and pulled her into a crushing hug.

“I was hoping you’d choose this,” Kira whispered into her hair.

“There was never really a choice,” Jess whispered back. “This is who I am.”

Kira held her for a long time.

Then she kissed her temple and said, “We’re going to need a bigger apartment. The nursery needs a proper crib.”

Jess beamed.

“With higher rails.”

“With higher rails.”


Chapter 11: Day 60 – The Last Day

The calendar on the nursery wall was completely filled.

Sixty red X’s. Every one crossed by Kira’s hand each morning after the first change. Jess had watched them accumulate from the crib like watching a garden grow—slowly at first, then all at once, until suddenly the empty squares were gone and there was nothing left to count.

Day Sixty. The last day of the bet.

Jess woke before the alarm—a rare occurrence now, as the regression had made her a deep, heavy sleeper. She lay in the modified crib, moonlight fading into dawn gray, pacifier loose against her lip, overnight diaper swollen and warm from the automatic wettings that happened while she dreamed.

She felt the weight of the day like a presence in the room.

Not because she was afraid. Not because anything was uncertain. She’d made her choice two weeks ago on the changing table, and she’d made it again every day since—in the way she lifted her hips for changes, in the way she opened her mouth for bottles, in the way she said Mommy without a trace of self-consciousness.

The weight was ceremonial. Today was an ending and a beginning. The closing of one chapter and the opening of something without a final page.

Kira appeared at seven, as always. She lowered the rail and looked down at Jess with an expression that was trying very hard to be calm and not quite managing it.

“Morning, baby girl. Big day.”

Jess reached up for her. “Morning, Mommy.”

The morning change was slow. Intentional. Kira took her time with every step—removing the heavy diaper, cleaning her with warm water and cloths instead of wipes, lotioning every inch of skin with hands that lingered. The plug came out and wasn’t replaced. Not yet.

She dressed Jess in something new: a white sundress, delicate and pretty, with a Peter Pan collar and tiny pearl buttons. Under it, the custom Mommy’s Forever Girl diaper. Locking plastic pants with a small key Kira wore on a chain around her neck. White socks with lace trim. The collar, as always, at her throat.

Hair brushed and braided. A touch of lip gloss—the first cosmetic she’d worn in two months.

When Kira led her to the living room, Jess saw what had been prepared.

The small dining table was set with care: a white tablecloth, two candles, a vase of fresh peonies. At one place setting, a bottle of champagne and a crystal flute. At the other, a baby bottle filled with sparkling cider.

And in the center: a thick new document, printed on cream paper, bound with a ribbon.

Permanent Regression Agreement

The title was in elegant script.

Kira pulled out Jess’s chair and lifted her into it—a gesture Jess no longer found patronizing but deeply loving. She settled into the seat, diaper crinkling, and looked at the document.

“Read it if you want,” Kira said, sitting across from her. “Or I can summarize.”

“Summarize.”

Kira poured champagne for herself and held Jess’s bottle across the table.

“It says you’re mine. Permanently. No countdown. No end date. Diapers always. Full dependency. I care for you completely—changes, feedings, decisions, everything. You surrender completely—control, autonomy, the whole beautiful mess of it.”

She paused.

“The safe word stays. Midnight. Not because I expect you to use it, but because love requires a door, even if you never open it. If you ever need to pause, renegotiate, adjust—we talk. Always. This is about surrender, not silence.”

Jess’s eyes were shining.

“And one more thing.” Kira’s voice went rough. “It says I love you. That’s the most important clause.”

Jess picked up the pen that lay beside the document.

She didn’t read the pages. She didn’t need to.

She signed at the bottom, in the same looping cursive she’d used at Shana’s party two months ago:

Jess Moreno

Mommy’s Forever Girl

Kira signed beneath her:

Kira Novak

Mommy. Always.

They lifted their respective drinks—crystal flute and baby bottle—and clinked them together.

“To us,” Kira said.

“To us,” Jess echoed around the nipple.

They drank.

That evening, Kira carried her to the nursery for the last time as a temporary arrangement.

She laid Jess on the changing table, opened the white dress, and unsnapped the onesie.

The diaper came off. For a long moment, they were still—Kira looking down at her, Jess looking up.

“Mine,” Kira said softly. Not a question.

“Yours,” Jess whispered. “Forever.”

Kira leaned down and kissed her—slow, deep, trembling with emotion. Her hands found Jess’s hips, her waist, her face. The kiss went on until they were both breathless.

Then Kira made love to her on the changing table.

Slow and careful and devastating. Fingers first, then more—everything unhurried, everything building. Jess came with Kira’s name on her lips, then with Mommy, then with sounds that weren’t words at all.

When the waves subsided, Kira cleaned her tenderly. Powder. Lotion. The largest permanent plug—inserted with love and lube, locked into place.

A fresh overnight diaper. The thickest she’d ever worn. Plastic pants locked with the tiny key on Kira’s chain.

Kira carried her to the rocking chair. A warm bottle—half Kira’s milk, half formula. Jess latched to the bottle, then to Kira’s breast, nursing until she was full and drowsy.

Kira rocked her slowly. The chair creaked. The nursery was golden with lamplight.

“No more counting,” Jess murmured against Kira’s skin.

“No more counting,” Kira agreed.

She carried Jess to the crib—their crib now—and climbed in beside her.

The rail went up with a soft click.

They lay tangled together in the small, safe space—Kira’s arm around Jess’s padded middle, Jess’s head on Kira’s chest. The diaper crinkled with every breath. The plug hummed on low. The collar sat warm against Jess’s throat.

Outside, the city hummed its nighttime song.

Inside, two women held each other in a crib built for forever.

Jess fell asleep first, as she always did now. Deep, heavy, trusting.

Kira stayed awake a little longer, listening to her baby breathe, feeling the diaper’s warmth as a small, unconscious wetting soaked quietly into the padding.

She kissed the top of Jess’s head.

“Goodnight, baby girl.”

And closed her eyes.


Chapter 12: Epilogue – Ours

Six months later.

The new apartment was perfect.

Two bedrooms in a quiet building with thick walls and understanding neighbors. Kira had chosen it specifically: ground floor for easy stroller access, a large second bedroom with an attached half-bath she’d converted into a changing station, and a living space open enough that she could see the playpen from the kitchen.

The nursery was twice the size of the old one. A proper custom crib—solid oak, high rails, wide enough for two. A professional-grade changing table with built-in storage: diapers in every thickness and print, wipes, powders, lotions, gloves, suppositories, the medical supplies that kept Jess’s body exactly where it needed to be. A nursing chair wide enough for them both, with a side table for bottles and a reading lamp for bedtime stories.

Shelves overflowed with soft clothes—onesies, rompers, dresses, footie pajamas, all in Jess’s size. A toy chest. A bookcase of coloring books and picture books and the romance novels Kira read aloud each night while Jess nursed. A sound machine that played white noise. Blackout curtains.

The playpen sat in the living room corner, permanently set up, stocked with toys and a thick mat and a small tablet for cartoons during quiet time. A high chair at the kitchen table. A booster seat in the car with tinted windows.

It was, in every way, a home built for a permanent baby girl and the woman who loved her.

Jess hadn’t worn anything but diapers in eight months.

She no longer remembered what panties felt like. The question itself seemed absurd—like asking what it felt like to breathe underwater. Her body had fully accepted its new reality: wetting happened without thought, messing happened without warning, and the padding was always there to catch it.

Her old job was a memory. Kira had handled the resignation months ago—a polite, professional email about a career change and personal priorities. Nobody questioned it. Jess’s LinkedIn still existed somewhere in the digital ether, a ghost of a woman in a blazer who made campaign decks and negotiated media buys. That woman was gone.

In her place was someone softer. Smaller. A woman who spent her mornings in a playpen with crayons and her afternoons napping in a crib, who drank from bottles and nursed from her Mommy’s breast and wore a collar that read Mommy’s and meant every letter.

She was, by every measure that mattered to her, happy.

A typical day:

Morning. Kira lifts the crib rail, finds Jess heavy and soaked from overnight, often messy. The change is long and loving—warm cloths, gentle hands, soft words. Fresh diaper. Onesie. Downstairs for breakfast: a bottle in the high chair while Kira makes her own coffee.

Mid-morning. Playpen time. Coloring, cartoons, sometimes a picture book Kira reads aloud from the nursing chair while Jess lies on her belly, diaper puffing out behind her. Mid-morning change when the padding gets heavy.

Lunch. Kira feeds her—soft foods from a spoon, bottle of milk to wash it down. Jess sits in the high chair, bib around her neck, and lets herself be fed without a flicker of self-consciousness.

Afternoon nap. Crib. Pacifier. The sound machine’s gentle rain. She sleeps for two hours and wakes wet, always wet, sometimes more. Kira changes her and carries her to the nursing chair for a feeding—warm milk from Kira’s breast, now flowing steadily, enough for a full meal.

Afternoon activity. Stroller walks when the weather is good—Jess in an oversized medical stroller Kira found online, thick diaper hidden under a blanket, pacifier in her mouth. To anyone passing, she’s a patient with a disability. The medical bracelet on her wrist reads: Incontinent – Caregiver Kira Novak – Do Not Assist. Nobody looks twice.

Dinner. High chair. Bottles. Sometimes Kira lets her have a treat—ice cream from a small cup, fed by spoon.

Bath time. Kira washes her in the tub, gentle and thorough, the way she’s done every night for months. No solo bathing. No privacy. No need for it.

Evening training. The changing table, the plug, the vibration, Kira’s hands and voice coaxing her higher and higher until she shatters. Every night ends with an orgasm and a fresh diaper.

Bedtime. Crib. Bottle. Story. Pacifier. Kira climbs in beside her. Rail up. Lights off.

The same, every day. The same, forever.

Jess wouldn’t change a second of it.

Kira’s personal training business thrived from home.

She’d shifted to online coaching—video calls, custom programs, a growing client list that let her work from the apartment without leaving Jess for more than the length of a session. Between clients, she’d check the playpen, change a diaper, hold a bottle. Her life had seamlessly integrated both roles: entrepreneur and Mommy.

Their friends had adjusted. Shana had visited once—carefully arranged, with Jess in regular-looking clothes and the nursery door closed—and had left with a vague sense that Jess was “going through something” but seemed happy. Marcus stopped asking. The group chat quieted.

Jess’s parents were the harder conversation.

Kira handled it in month four. A phone call, then a carefully managed visit. Jess wore a long sundress over her diaper, the bulk less obvious standing up. Kira introduced herself as Jess’s partner and caretaker—“She’s dealing with some health challenges, and I’m here full-time.”

Her mother noticed the medical bracelet. The slight waddle. The way Kira cut Jess’s food and held her water glass.

She pulled Kira aside in the kitchen.

“Is she okay? Really?”

Kira met her eyes. “She’s the happiest she’s ever been. I promise you that.”

Her mother looked through the doorway at her daughter—sitting on the couch, smiling at something on her phone (Kira let her have supervised screen time for family visits), a glow about her that hadn’t been there in years.

“She does look happy,” her mother admitted.

“She is.”

They left it at that.

A quiet evening. Late autumn. Rain on the windows.

Kira carried Jess to the changing table for the final change of the day. The dress came off. The onesie unsnapped. The diaper—warm and heavy from a late-afternoon accident Jess hadn’t noticed until Kira checked—was untaped and peeled away.

Kira cleaned her slowly. Thoroughly. Lovingly. Every touch deliberate, every motion a small act of devotion.

Fresh powder. Fresh lotion. The largest overnight diaper, with extra boosters for the long night ahead.

As Kira taped it on, Jess reached up and touched her face.

Kira paused, looking down at her.

“Thank you,” Jess whispered.

“For what, baby girl?”

“For seeing me. For building me a world where I don’t have to pretend. For loving the parts of me I thought were unlovable.”

Kira’s eyes shone.

“Nothing about you is unlovable, Jess. Not the mess. Not the diapers. Not the three a.m. changes or the tantrums or the tears. You’re my baby. My partner. My whole heart.”

She leaned down and kissed her—long and slow and tasting like forever.

Then she scooped Jess up and carried her to the crib.

Bottle first—warm milk from her breast, Jess latching and nursing with the deep, rhythmic pull that had become as essential as breathing. Kira’s hand stroked her hair. The rocking chair creaked.

When the bottle was done, Kira read a chapter from their current book—a romance about two women finding each other against impossible odds. Jess listened with heavy eyes, pacifier in her mouth, diaper already warm from the first small wetting of the night.

Kira set the book down, climbed into the crib, and pulled the rail up behind them.

They settled into their positions—Kira on her back, Jess curled against her side, padded bottom resting against Kira’s thigh, head on her chest.

The rain intensified against the windows. The sound machine whispered. The nightlight cast soft stars across the ceiling.

“Kira?” Jess murmured, half-asleep.

“Hmm?”

“I love you.”

A kiss on the top of her head.

“I love you too, baby girl. Now and always.”

Jess smiled into Kira’s skin.

The diaper crinkled softly as she shifted. The plug hummed on low. The collar pressed gentle against her throat.

Safe. Loved. Permanent.

Home.

Rail up.

Lights off.

Crinkling in the dark.




The End
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane
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