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Growing Pains

“You? Move out?” Claudia said, her tone light and teasing as she leaned against the kitchen counter. She crossed her arms, smirking. “Oh, sure. You’re going to live on your own and be some big, independent man. I’ll believe it when I see it.”

Carter glared at her, his jaw tightening. “I am moving out, Mom. I’ve been saving for months. I’m this close,” he said, holding his thumb and forefinger a fraction of an inch apart. “You’ll see.”

Claudia chuckled, shaking her head. “You can’t even keep your room clean half the time, but sure, you’re going to manage bills, groceries, rent, and whatever else life throws at you. Let me guess—you’ll be back here the second things get hard, won’t you?”

“That’s not going to happen,” Carter said, his voice sharp. He folded his arms, lifting his chin slightly. “I’ve got everything figured out. I’ll have a job, my own place, and I won’t need you breathing down my neck all the time.”

Claudia tilted her head, her smirk widening. “This is coming from the boy who wet the bed until he was fourteen. You sure you’re ready to handle all that responsibility, Mr. Independent?”

Carter’s face turned red, his embarrassment fueling his anger. “That was a long time ago,” he snapped. “I’m not a kid anymore. I can handle myself.”

“Mm-hmm,” Claudia said, nodding sarcastically. “Sure you can. I’ll just sit back and wait for you to come running home, begging me to bail you out.”

“Whatever,” Carter muttered, grabbing his coat from the back of the chair. “I don’t have time for this. I’ve got work to do.”

“Work?” Claudia asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes, work,” he said, heading for the door. “I’m going next door to help out Mrs. Dolores. She’s paying me twenty bucks an hour, and it’s going straight into my savings.”

Claudia rolled her eyes, the teasing grin still firmly in place. “Alright, Mr. Big Shot. Don’t let me keep you from your important work.”

“I won’t,” Carter said flatly, slamming the door behind him.

Claudia stood in the empty kitchen for a moment, shaking her head and sighing. “We’ll see how long that lasts,” she muttered to herself before turning back to the dishes.


A Long Day

Carter cut through the field behind his house, the tall grass brushing against his jeans. The ground was uneven, forcing him to watch his step as he made his way toward the tree line. The woods weren’t thick, but the dirt path was just overgrown enough to slow him down. He muttered under his breath about ticks as he swatted at the occasional buzzing fly. By the time he reached Dolores’s yard, the sun was high in the sky, and he was already sweating.

Her yard was a mess. Weeds choked what little grass there was, curling around the bases of a few gnarled trees. The whole place looked like it hadn’t been touched in decades, and the house itself loomed in the distance—large, dilapidated, and strangely foreboding. Carter shuddered as he stepped onto the property, his sneakers crunching on the gravel path.

The door opened before Carter could knock. Dolores stood in the doorway, her dark, frizzy hair spilling over her shoulders. She wore a long, flowing gown that looked like something out of a medieval painting—deep green with gold embroidery, the fabric clinging to her in all the right places. Carter’s face flushed as he took her in. She was older, sure, but there was something about her—full curves, piercing eyes—that made her undeniably attractive. He never told anyone, but he’d always thought so.

“You’re here,” she said, her voice low and rich. “Come in.”

Carter stepped inside, immediately struck by the strange atmosphere of the house. The walls were lined with old, gilded frames, each one holding a faded photograph or an oil painting of somber-looking people. Half-burnt candles sat on almost every surface, their wax dripping into ornate holders. There were shelves of crystals and tarot cards, and pieces of folk art hung from the ceiling, twisting slowly in the air.

“Your job’s upstairs,” Dolores said, motioning for him to follow. Her gown trailed behind her as she led him up the narrow staircase to the attic. “I need you to clear out that corner.” She pointed to a cluster of boxes piled haphazardly against the far wall. “Everything in there is being thrown away.”

Carter nodded. “Got it.”

The attic was hot and dusty, the air thick and stifling. Carter coughed as he pulled the first box down, a plume of dust rising into the air. One by one, he carried the boxes down the creaking stairs, his shirt sticking to his back as sweat dripped down his forehead.

He couldn’t help but peek inside some of the boxes as he worked. Most were filled with old books, faded crafts, or stacks of yellowed papers. One box held a collection of seashells, while another was crammed with moth-eaten clothes. He brought each box out to the end of Dolores’s street, setting them down by the curb for garbage collection. The walk was long, and the summer heat beat down on him mercilessly.

By the time he brought down the last few boxes, Dolores appeared in the kitchen with a glass of what looked like cranberry juice. “Here,” she said, handing it to him. “You look like you could use a drink.”

“Thanks,” Carter said, gulping it down. The drink was earthy and slightly bitter, but he didn’t complain. He really needed something to cool off.

The last box he carried down caught his attention immediately. Unlike the others, it was a hodgepodge of items—tarot cards, old movie trading cards, and, to his surprise, a small stack of Pokémon cards. His heart skipped a beat as he thumbed through them, his breath catching when he saw it: a first-edition Charizard. The card was worn, its edges frayed and a crease running through the corner, but Carter knew it was still worth a small fortune—easily over $1,000, maybe more if he found the right buyer.

“Hey,” he called to Dolores, holding up the card. “Do you mind if I take some of these?”

Dolores’s expression darkened. “Don't you dare,” she said firmly. “Everything in that box needs to be thrown away. There’s bad energy in it.”

Carter blinked, surprised. “Bad energy?”

“That’s what I said,” she replied, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Throw it all away.”

He shrugged, trying to act like he didn’t care. But as he carried the box out to the curb, his mind raced. Bad energy? What a ridiculous excuse. She didn’t even know what she had. As he set the box down, he slipped the Charizard card into his pocket. No harm done, he told himself. She wouldn’t miss it.

The sun was dipping below the horizon by the time Carter finished his work. He wiped the sweat from his brow and headed home, his legs aching and his shirt sticking to his skin. By the time he reached the porch, the sky was streaked with orange and pink. Claudia was sitting on the porch swing, watching the sunset.

“There you are,” she said as he climbed the steps. “I was starting to think you’d run off to the big city already.”

Carter rolled his eyes. “Very funny, Mom.”

But before he could say more, a strange sensation hit him. Warmth spread down the front of his jeans, and he froze, realizing with horror what had just happened. He had wet himself—right there, in front of his mother.

Claudia stared at him for a moment, then burst out laughing. “Oh, my goodness,” she said, clutching her stomach. “Is this your way of showing me you’re a big boy who can live on his own?”

Carter’s face burned as he turned and bolted into the house. He pulled the Charizard card out of his pocket, ran to the bathroom, stripping off his wet clothes and tossing them into the laundry before retreating to his room. After tucking away the card in his desk drawer, he lay on his bed, staring at the ceiling, wishing he could disappear.

Carter was just starting to drift off when there was a knock at the door. “What?” he called, his voice muffled by his pillow.

Claudia’s voice came from the other side. “I was just wondering... Do you need me to run out and grab some diapers?”

“Mom!” Carter shouted, sitting up, his face flaming. “No!”

“Alright, alright,” Claudia said, laughing as she walked away. “Just checking.”

Carter groaned, pulling the blanket over his head. This day couldn’t get any worse.


A New Low

Carter woke with a jolt; his blankets tangled around him. For a moment, he thought the dampness he felt was just sweat. But as he shifted, the truth became painfully clear: his bed was wet. His heart sank, panic flooding him as he stared at the large stain spreading across the sheets.

“What the hell is going on?” he whispered, running his hands through his hair. He couldn’t believe it. He hadn’t wet the bed since he was a kid.

He quickly gathered up the soaked sheets and his damp clothes, bundling them into a ball. The thought of his mom finding out sent a shiver down his spine. I just have to get these washed before she sees, he told himself, throwing on a fresh t-shirt and jeans.

Carter raced down to the laundry room, his bare feet slapping against the hardwood floor. He shoved the bundle into the washing machine, fumbling with the detergent as he tried to work as quickly as possible. Just as he poured the detergent in, he heard his mother’s voice echo from upstairs.

“Carter!” Claudia yelled, her tone sharp. “What is this?”

His stomach dropped. He froze, listening to her footsteps stomping down the hall, growing louder as she approached. He slammed the washing machine door shut and started the cycle just as she appeared in the doorway.

Claudia stood there, her hands on her hips, her face a mixture of confusion and irritation. “There’s a wet stain on your bed,” she said, her voice cutting through the silence. “Tell me what happened.”

Carter’s heart pounded. He avoided her gaze, staring at the washing machine as if it held the answer. “You know what happened,” he muttered, his face turning red.

“No,” Claudia said, stepping closer and towering over him. “I want you to tell me what happened.”

Carter clenched his fists, his cheeks burning. “I...” He swallowed hard, barely able to force the words out. “I wet the bed last night. I don’t know what’s going on, but it’s not going to happen again.”

Claudia raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching into a smirk. “Oh, it’s not going to happen again?” she said. “You’re right—it’s not. Because we’re going to the pharmacy right now to get you some diapers.”

“Mom, come on,” Carter protested, his voice cracking.

“No arguments,” she said firmly. “Go grab your shoes. We’re leaving.”

The drive to the pharmacy felt like a death march. Carter slumped in the passenger seat, wishing he could disappear. When they arrived, Claudia strode in with purpose, dragging him along like a scolded child.

The diaper aisle loomed before them, and Carter’s face burned as Claudia grabbed a pack of the thickest, bulkiest diapers on the shelf. “These look perfect,” she said, holding them up for him to see. “Extra absorbent, just in case. What do you think?”

“Mom, keep it down,” Carter hissed, glancing nervously at the other shoppers.

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic,” she said, waving him off. She tossed the pack into the cart and grabbed another one for good measure. “We’ll need a few of these to start.”

She continued browsing, her voice loud enough to carry across the aisle. “Hmm... Should we get some rash cream too? And powder? Better to be safe, right?”

Carter wished the ground would swallow him whole. To make matters worse, he spotted Mrs. Hardwick, one of their neighbors, at the end of the aisle. She gave them a curious glance, her eyebrows raising slightly as she took in the scene.

Claudia, of course, didn’t notice—or didn’t care. “Do you think these will be enough while you sleep?” she asked, turning to Carter with a smirk. “Or maybe you should wear them all the time. What do you think? Can you hold it in until we get home?”

“Yes,” Carter mumbled, his face on fire.

“Yes, what?” Claudia pressed, her grin widening.

“Yes, I can hold it in,” Carter said through gritted teeth.

“Good,” Claudia said, patting his shoulder. “Now, let’s check out.”

At the register, Claudia pulled out his wallet from her purse and handed it to him. “Here you go,” she said cheerfully. “You’re paying for these. I already have to take care of you; I’m not buying your diapers too.”

Carter stared at her, stunned. “You’re serious?”

“Dead serious,” Claudia said. “Go on, sweetie. You’ve got the money.”

With trembling hands, Carter opened his wallet and handed over the cash he’d earned the day before. Each dollar felt like a step further from his dream of moving out. As the cashier bagged the diapers, Carter kept his head down, unable to meet her eyes.

“Thank you!” Claudia said brightly, grabbing the bags. “Let’s go.”

An Unwelcome Surprise

The ride home was silent, but Carter’s humiliation was deafening. He stared out the window, trying to block out the sound of the crinkling bags in the back seat.

As they turned onto their street, a sharp cramp hit Carter’s stomach. He clenched his jaw, hoping it would pass, but the pain only worsened. Before he could stop it, a horrible realization hit him.

“Oh, no,” he whispered, his face going pale.

“What’s wrong?” Claudia asked, glancing at him.

Carter didn’t answer. He couldn’t. The warmth spreading through his jeans said everything.

Claudia wrinkled her nose as the smell hit her. “Carter,” she said, her voice dripping with exasperation. “Did you just...?”

Carter’s face burned as he buried it in his hands. He couldn’t bring himself to respond.

“Well,” Claudia said, shaking her head. “I guess it’s a good thing we bought those diapers after all.”


A Humiliating Truth

The car ride home was silent, but Carter’s mind was anything but. His thoughts raced, looping through every possible way he could save enough money to still move out. He’d been so close—so close to escaping his mother’s suffocating control, to finally being independent. But now, every dollar was slipping away with each humiliating expense.

Maybe I can sell my old games, he thought, clutching his wallet. Or pick up extra shifts at the store. There’s still the Charizard card... that’ll cover most of it if I sell it fast enough.

Beside him, Claudia was practically beaming. She glanced at him and smirked. “You know, Carter, I think your body’s trying to tell you something. Maybe this whole ‘moving out’ idea is just too much for you to handle.”

“Mom, stop,” Carter muttered, his fists tightening.

“I’m just saying,” she continued, her tone teasing and triumphant. “Either you’re doing this on purpose because you don’t really want to leave, or you’re so stressed about moving out that your nerves are getting the better of you. Either way, looks like you still need your mommy.”

As soon as they got home, Claudia handed him the bag of supplies with a smirk. “You probably need my help putting this on, don’t you?”

“No, I don’t,” Carter snapped, grabbing the bag and stomping up the stairs. “I can handle it.”

Claudia laughed softly. “Sure you can,” she called after him. “Let me know when you change your mind.”

Carter slammed his bedroom door, his face burning with frustration. He tossed the bag onto the bed and headed to the bathroom, taking a quick shower to clean himself up. The hot water helped calm his nerves, but the knot in his stomach remained.

After drying off, he returned to his room and sat on the bed. He ripped open the package of diapers. The thick, white plastic looked foreign and humiliating, but he steeled himself. Just get it over with, he thought.

But as soon as his fingers touched the diaper’s edges, a sharp, searing pain shot through his hands. He yelped, dropping the diaper as his fingers cramped up, twisting unnaturally. “What the—” he muttered, shaking his hands.

He tried again, but the same thing happened. Every time he touched the diaper, his hands locked up, useless. It felt like touching something scalding, the pain radiating through his fingertips. Carter’s panic grew with each failed attempt. What the hell is going on?

Desperate for some reassurance, Carter reached for his secret weapon: the Charizard card. “This is my way out,” he thought as he opens his desk drawer. But when he pulled it out, his breath caught in his throat.

It wasn’t the Charizard card anymore. It was a tarot card—the Ten of Swords. The card was bent and creased in the exact same places as the Charizard, the familiar wear unmistakable. Carter stared at it, his heart pounding as he tried to make sense of what he was seeing.

“No, no, no,” he whispered, digging deeper into the drawer, hoping the Charizard card was still there. But it wasn’t. The tarot card was all he had, and the image on it—a man lying face-down with ten swords stabbing into his back—made his stomach churn.

What is happening?” he thought, his hands trembling. It felt like the universe was mocking him, stripping away his last hope.

Defeated, Carter trudged downstairs, his shoulders slumped. Claudia was sitting on the couch, flipping through a magazine. She looked up and smirked when she saw him.

“Let me guess,” she said, setting the magazine aside. “You need my help.”

Carter hesitated, his pride warring with his desperation. “I... I can’t do it,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “My hands... they won’t work.”

Claudia’s smirk widened. “Oh, Carter,” she said, standing up. “I knew it. I knew you’d come crawling back. You still need your mommy after all.”

“Mom, please,” Carter muttered, his face burning. “Just... get it over with.”

Claudia led him to his room, her grin never fading. “Lie down,” she instructed, pulling out a diaper. Carter obeyed, his humiliation mounting with every step.

“This is going to be fun,” Claudia said, unfolding the thick diaper with an exaggerated flourish. “Lift your hips.”

Carter did as he was told, his cheeks burning as she slid the diaper under him. The plastic crinkled loudly, a constant reminder of his predicament.

“We don’t want you getting a rash,” Claudia said, squeezing a generous amount of diaper rash cream onto her hands. She rubbed it over his skin with clinical efficiency, but her tone was anything but professional. “This is what happens when little boys try to act like big men.”

“Mom, can you not?” Carter muttered, staring at the ceiling.

“Oh, I’m just stating the obvious,” she said, grabbing the baby powder. She shook it liberally over him, the sweet scent filling the room. “Lots of powder to keep you nice and dry.”

Finally, she pulled the diaper up between his legs and taped it securely in place. The thickness was impossible to ignore, forcing his legs slightly apart. Claudia patted the front of the diaper and grinned. “There we go. All snug.”

Carter covered his face with his hands, wishing he could disappear.

“You know,” Claudia said, stepping back to admire her work, “I think this suits you. You’re not big enough to move out—you’re just a big baby in his diaper.”


Growing Pains

Carter lay on the floor, staring at the ceiling, still trying to process what had just happened. The fresh diaper wrapped around his waist crinkled slightly as he shifted, the sensation foreign and humiliating. He could still smell the baby powder in the air.

Claudia looked down at Carter and let out a contented sigh. “There,” she said, dusting her hands off like she had just finished cleaning up a spill. “My little boy is all fresh.”

Carter’s face burned as he pushed himself up, swallowing back every sharp retort bubbling on his tongue. He wanted to yell at her, to tell her that she had no right to talk to him like a child. But instead, he just lay there, fists clenched, unwilling to meet her eyes.

Claudia stretched her arms and let out a satisfied sigh. “Alright, I’ve got work to do.”

Good. Maybe she’d stay in the living room, and he could go back to his own space and pretend, even for a little while, that none of this had happened. Without another word, he turned and hurried to his bedroom, shutting the door behind him.

He grabbed a clean pair of jeans from his dresser and yanked them on. They were tight. Uncomfortably so. He had already been outgrowing them before, but with the added bulk of the diaper underneath, it felt like the seams might burst. Still, it was better than walking around in just a diaper and a t-shirt.

Just as he finished buttoning them, his mom’s voice rang out from the other room.

“Carter! Come out here and keep me company while I work!”

Carter froze, his pulse quickening.

She had to be joking.

He took a slow breath, considering ignoring her. Maybe she’d forget about it. Maybe if he just stayed in here long enough, she’d move on.

“Carter!” she called again, louder this time. “Don’t make me come in there and get you!”

His stomach churned. With reluctance, he cracked the door open.

Their house wasn’t big, and their living room had always been more than just a place to sit and watch TV. It was also Claudia’s workspace—cluttered with sewing materials, bolts of fabric, and half-finished garments draped over chairs. A dress form stood in the corner; pins stuck into it at odd angles. Thread spools, measuring tape, and fabric scraps covered the coffee table.

Claudia was already settled in her usual spot, the TV on some trashy reality show as she worked on a hemline. She barely looked up as she waved him over.

“Come sit,” she said. “I want to be able to keep an eye on you.”

Carter’s jaw tightened. “Why?”

She gave him a flat look. “Because I’m the one changing your diapers now, and I don’t want to have to chase you all over the house to check if you need it.”

His face flared hot. “You don’t need to check me—”

She scoffed. “Oh, sure, because you did such a great job of managing things on your own this morning.”

Carter felt his whole body tense. He wanted to argue, wanted to fight back—but his mind scrambled for something to say that wouldn’t just end with her laughing at him.

She patted the armrest of the couch. “Come on, sit.”

Carter hesitated, but after another long moment, he let out a frustrated breath and made his way to the recliner instead.

Claudia smirked but didn’t push further. “That’s better.”

Carter pulled out his phone and did his best to ignore her.

The first hour passed in stiff silence. The tightness of his jeans was unbearable, but he refused to take them off. Every shift in his seat reminded him of the thick padding underneath, and the soft crinkling sound it made when he moved was mortifying.

Claudia, meanwhile, worked with ease, her attention divided between her sewing and the television. It wasn’t until she reached for a sip of her drink that she said, almost absently, “Go grab me a snack.”

Carter stiffened. “What?”

She glanced at him. “I said, get me a snack.”

His fingers tightened around his phone. “Get it yourself.”

Claudia turned fully to face him, raising an eyebrow. “Oh? That’s funny, because I’m the one changing your dirty diapers. That’s not much fun for me, but I do it for you. So you can do this for me.”

Carter’s stomach turned. His throat felt tight, his fists clenched. He wanted to say something. To push back. But the words wouldn’t come.

Grinding his teeth, he shoved himself up and stalked into the kitchen. He grabbed a bag of chips and tossed it onto the couch beside her.

Claudia grinned. “Good boy.”

His eye twitched.

The rest of the morning went like that. Every time he got comfortable, Claudia had another order. “Go grab me a drink,” or “Wash your poopy jeans,” or “Scrub your mattress—seriously, we both know it needs it.”

But the worst part? The checking.

Every time he got up and came back, Claudia would hold out her hand.

“Come here.”

And every time, Carter stiffened and said, “Mom, I’m fine.”

And every time, she insisted, pressing her fingers against the front of his jeans, squeezing just enough to check for dampness.

It made his skin crawl. But no matter how much he protested, she never stopped.

Until finally—

“Oh,” she said, her smirk widening. “I can tell. You wet yourself.”

Carter’s stomach dropped.

Claudia beamed. “Time to change your diaper.”

The words hit him like a hammer.

And just like that, the last shred of dignity he had left slipped away.


No Way Out

Carter stood frozen in place, his mother’s words ringing in his ears.

"Time to change your diaper."

His stomach twisted. He wanted to protest, to tell her that he didn’t need a change yet, that she was being ridiculous—but before he could get a word out, Claudia patted the carpet beside her.

She reached for his waistband, but Carter took a step back, heart hammering. “Mom, stop! I’ll—”

He didn’t get to finish. Claudia unbuttoned his jeans and, with a firm tug, yanked them down to his knees in one swift motion.

“Mom!” Carter shouted, panic flaring in his chest. “What the fuck—”

Before he could finish, a sharp smack landed on the back of his thigh.

Carter flinched, gasping in shock as the sting spread through his skin.

“You watch your mouth, little boy,” Claudia said, her voice firm and unimpressed. “I’m your mother, and I will put you over my knee if I need to.”

The threat sent an icy chill through Carter’s body. His breathing was shaky, his face hot with anger and embarrassment. He wanted to argue, to tell her how unfair this was, but the warning in her voice made it clear—she wasn’t bluffing.

Swallowing hard, he looked away, fists clenched at his sides.

Claudia took that as permission to continue. With practiced ease, she pulled his jeans the rest of the way off and set them aside. “Much better,” she said lightly. “You’re just making things harder on yourself, you know.”

Carter said nothing. He was too busy fighting the sting in his eyes, trying not to let her see how much this was getting to him.

“Lay down,” Claudia instructed.

His whole body was tense, every muscle screaming at him to not obey. But the alternative was another smack—or worse. Defeated, he lowered himself onto the floor, staring up at the ceiling as Claudia knelt beside him.

“That’s a good boy,” she cooed, her voice dripping with amusement.

Carter gritted his teeth.

She hummed as she undid the tapes of his wet diaper, peeling it away with a casual efficiency that made his stomach churn. “You know, this all feels a little familiar,” she mused.

Carter’s jaw clenched. He already knew what was coming.

“You used to wet the bed way later than the other kids,” Claudia continued, pulling a baby wipe from the pack and running it over his skin. “We thought you’d never grow out of it.”

“Mom,” Carter muttered, mortified.

“And then there was that time in the mall,” she went on, ignoring him. “Oh, that was a disaster. We thought you were ready for big boy underwear, and what happened? You had an accident right in the middle of the store.” She laughed, shaking her head. “That was the day we realized you weren’t ready at all.”

Carter squeezed his eyes shut. “Can you not?”

Claudia chuckled, spreading a fresh diaper under his bottom then reaching for the diaper rash cream. “Oh, don’t be so sensitive. I’m just reminiscing.” She popped the cap open and squeezed a very generous amount onto her fingers.

Carter flinched as the thick, cool cream was rubbed over him. “You’re using too much,” he muttered.

“I’m making sure you don’t get a rash,” Claudia corrected.

“I barely wet myself,” he argued, his frustration finally bubbling over. “I don’t even need to be changed yet! I’m the one paying for these diapers and the cream, you know.”

Claudia sighed, shaking her head. “Oh, Carter,” she said, as if he was being ridiculous. “As long as I’m the one changing you, I’m not going to let my little boy run around in a wet and messy diaper.”

Her smirk widened as she tapped his thigh playfully. “Unless… is that what you want? Do you like wearing wet and messy diapers?”

Carter’s face burned hotter than ever. “What? No!”

She laughed, straightening the diaper under him. “Mmm, I don’t know,” she teased, sprinkling baby powder liberally over his skin. “Seems like you’re getting very defensive about it.”

Carter bit down on his lip so hard it hurt.

The fresh diaper was pulled snugly between his legs; the tapes sealed firmly in place. Claudia gave the front of it a few pats before standing up. “There we go! All clean again.”

The rest of the afternoon was a blur of chores, each one feeling more humiliating than the last.

Then it was dinner—Carter was made to cook while Claudia kept working, as if things had always been this way.

Then more diaper checks, more teasing, more reminders of just how much control she had over him now.

By the time bedtime rolled around, Carter was completely drained.

Claudia changed him one last time in his room before going to bed, this time making an offhanded remark as she struggled to remove his jeans.

“These are gonna have to go,” she said. “They’re way too tight. And honestly, I’m sick of fighting with them every time I have to change you.”

Carter stiffened. “Wait, what?”

Claudia shrugged. “It’s not like you have a say. I bought all these clothes anyway.” She stood up and stretched. “I’ll make some adjustments so they fit you better.”

With that, she walked straight to his dresser and started pulling out more of his clothes.

Carter’s stomach sank. “What are you doing?”

“I’m just grabbing what I need,” she said simply. “Go to bed, sweetheart.”

Carter wanted to protest. Wanted to stop her.

But he couldn’t.

Instead, he just watched as she carried an armful of his clothing out of the room, humming to herself as she disappeared down the hall.

He shifted in his bed, the fresh diaper crinkling beneath him.

His chest ached, his throat tight as he stared at the ceiling.

The day had started badly. And somehow… it had ended even worse.


A New Low

Carter stirred awake, shifting slightly under his blanket before freezing.

Something felt… different.

As awareness crept in, his stomach clenched. The thick, swollen bulk between his legs was unmistakable. He was soaked.

His breath hitched as he pushed himself up slightly, pressing his hand against the front of his diaper.

Pain shot through his fingers like fire.

Carter yelped, yanking his hands away as they cramped up, curling inward against his will. A sharp, burning sensation spread up his arms, like he had just touched something scalding hot. His pulse pounded as he shook them out, trying to make the pain stop.

It faded after a few moments, leaving a dull ache in his fingers. But the message was clear.

He couldn’t touch his diaper.

His chest tightened. He had almost forgotten about that—how, for some reason, his body refused to cooperate whenever he tried. No matter how much he wanted to, no matter how badly he needed to—he physically couldn’t change himself.

His mother’s voice echoed in his mind. I knew you’d end up back in this situation because you need your mommy.

Carter swallowed hard, his throat dry. He hated to admit it.

But she was right.

Carter’s gaze drifted toward his nightstand. His fingers hesitated before sliding open the drawer.

The tarot card sat inside. The Ten of Swords.

It was still not a Pokémon card.

His pulse quickened as he stared at it, remembering what Dolores had said about bad energy. He needed answers. If there was any chance this had something to do with what was happening to him, he needed to talk to her.

But for now, he had a bigger problem.

He peeled back his blanket, cringing at the feeling of his soaked diaper pressing against his skin. He had no choice but to go downstairs and face his mother.

Carter descended the stairs slowly, his legs stiff, his diaper sagging slightly. As he stepped into the living room, he stopped short.

Claudia was already awake, watching TV and casually sipping her coffee. But it wasn’t the sight of her that made his stomach drop—it was the mess around her.

His clothes.

Or at least, what was left of them.

Fabric scraps littered the floor, his old jeans cut apart at the seams, his t-shirts in separate panels, everything reduced to pieces waiting to be sewn into something new. His mother’s sewing machine hummed softly, a half-finished garment draped across her lap.

Carter’s jaw tightened. “What are you doing?”

Claudia barely glanced up. “Oh, good morning, sweetheart. I told you—I’m making some adjustments so your clothes fit you properly.”

His stomach twisted. “You tore up all my clothes?”

She waved a hand. “Not all of them. Just the ones that weren’t working for you anymore. Besides, I already finished one outfit! You can try it on after we change your diaper.”

Carter’s face burned. “I want to talk about what you did to my clothes,” he muttered.

Claudia smirked, setting aside her sewing. “Oh, that’s right—you like wearing wet diapers, don’t you?”

Carter’s hands balled into fists. “I—what?! No!”

She gave a dramatic sigh. “Then let’s get you changed.”

Carter lay on the floor again, cheeks burning as Claudia unfastened the tapes of his soaked diaper.

“I don’t see why you’re so grumpy,” she teased as she wiped him clean. “I worked hard on these outfits for you.”

Carter clenched his jaw. “You destroyed my clothes.”

Claudia’s smile faltered. “Destroyed?” She let out a scoff. “Destroyed? Oh, Carter, I have slaved away trying to make sure your clothes actually fit over your diapers, and this is the thanks I get?”

Carter swallowed, sensing the shift in her tone.

She reached for another wipe, but instead of continuing, she set it aside and grabbed his arm.

Before he could react, she rolled him onto his stomach.

“Mom—”

SMACK!

A sharp sting spread across his backside.

Carter yelped.

SMACK! SMACK!

Two more swift, firm spanks landed across his bare bottom.

“You will be more respectful to your mother,” Claudia said sternly. “I didn’t ask for all this extra work. You think I wanted to be changing diapers again? Fixing all your clothes? This is your doing, Carter. And as long as you’re living under this roof, you will show some appreciation.”

Carter squeezed his eyes shut, his face burning hotter than ever. He was humiliated. Angry. But more than anything, he felt… defeated.

After a long, tense moment, Claudia rolled him back onto his back. His face was red, his throat tight.

“Now,” she said, her tone light again as if nothing had happened. “Let’s get you diapered up, and then you can try on your new outfit.”

The diaper change was over before Carter could process everything, and before he knew it, Claudia was holding up the outfit she had made.

Carter’s stomach dropped.

It was a jumper.

A one-piece outfit with a zipper up the back. Short sleeves. Short shorts. A little belted waist.

Made from his own clothes.

His breath hitched. It looked babyish.

He stared at it, horror creeping into his expression. “Mom… I can’t—”

Claudia’s eyes darkened. “You can and you will,” she said, voice low with warning. “Unless you want a real spanking.”

Carter’s shoulders tensed, his entire body on high alert. His thigh still stung from earlier.

He clenched his jaw. His eyes prickled. He hated this. But he knew there was no winning.

His voice was barely above a whisper. “…Fine.”

Claudia’s face lit up. “That’s my good boy!”

She unzipped the back of the jumper and helped him step into it. Carter’s stomach twisted as she pulled it up over his arms and zipped it up fully, trapping him inside.

She sinched up the belted waist as her eyes sparkled with delight. “Oh my gosh, this is perfect.”

Carter swallowed thickly, staring down at himself. He could hardly recognize his old clothes in the new design. The jumper fit snugly over his diaper, the belted waist making the bulk beneath it more obvious.

His mother grinned. “See? So much better than those awful jeans. No more struggling when I have to change you.”

Carter bit his lip hard. His fists clenched at his sides. He felt ridiculous.

Claudia patted his shoulder. “Alright, you’ve got chores to do. Go make yourself some breakfast while I finish sewing the rest of your outfits.”

Carter turned away quickly, his throat tight, his body stiff.

He didn’t want to cry.

But this had been the worst morning of his life.

And the day wasn’t even over yet.


Dinner Plans

Carter spent the entire day trapped in the living room, stuck in a humiliating cycle of trying on new jumpers and being ordered around like a servant.

Each time Claudia finished another jumper, she made him strip down to his diaper and step into it so she could assess the fit. Every time he protested, she simply waved him off with a smirk and a reminder that "I put in all this work for you, so the least you can do is try it on like a good boy."

As the hours dragged on, he was assigned a rotating list of chores—fetching her snacks, scrubbing the bathroom, sweeping the floor—each task serving as another reminder of just how little control he had left.

By the time the sun started setting, Carter was exhausted, frustrated, and completely worn down. All he wanted was to disappear upstairs and be alone. But, as always, his mother had other plans.

“You know what?” Claudia said suddenly, setting aside her sewing. “Let’s do something special. Let’s go out for dinner.”

Carter’s stomach twisted. “No,” he said immediately.

Claudia arched an eyebrow. “No?”

“I don’t want to,” he muttered, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. The jumper she had dressed him in that afternoon still hugged his body in all the wrong ways, making him feel more like a dressed-up toddler than anything remotely close to an adult.

Claudia sighed dramatically. “Well, good thing you’re not in charge. Because I’m the one changing diapers around here, which means I’m the one making the decisions. And I’ve decided we’re going out.”

Carter clenched his fists. “Mom, please—”

“Oh, I’m sorry, sweetheart, are you saying you don’t want to go out with your mommy?” Claudia put a hand to her chest in mock offense. “Because if that’s the case, you’re always welcome to move out and fend for yourself. Oh, wait…” Her smirk widened. “That might be a little hard since you need someone to change your diapers.”

Carter’s face burned. He wanted to argue, to refuse, to fight back. But she had him trapped, and she knew it.

His hands trembled as he forced himself to his feet.

Claudia beamed. “That’s my good boy. Let’s get going.”

Carter knew something was wrong the second they pulled into the parking lot.

His breath caught in his throat as his eyes landed on the bright neon sign, his stomach flipping when he recognized the building.

No. No, no, no.

Out of all the restaurants in town, his mother had chosen this one—the one where he had applied for a job.

His pulse pounded in his ears.

He gripped the edge of his seat. “I’m not going in there.”

Claudia put the car in park and turned to him with a knowing smirk. “Yes, you are.”

“No, I’m not,” he hissed. “This is so messed up—”

Claudia’s expression hardened. “Carter, you have two choices. You can walk in there with me like a good boy, or I just leave you here since, apparently, you don’t like following my rules under my roof.”

Carter’s blood ran cold.

His hands clenched into fists, his legs frozen in place.

Claudia arched an eyebrow. “What’s it gonna be?”

Carter stared at the dashboard, jaw tight, his whole body shaking with fury. He wanted to refuse. Wanted to run. But she was right. He needed her.

Wordlessly, he reached for the door handle and stepped outside.

Claudia smiled. “That’s what I thought.”

Walking through the restaurant felt like a nightmare.

Every step in his jumper made him feel more exposed, the slight bulk of his diaper underneath making him hyper-aware of every movement.

He could feel people looking at him. Could hear the crinkle with every step.

Claudia, of course, was completely unbothered. She strolled to the hostess stand, greeting the waitress cheerfully before they were led to a booth in the middle of the restaurant.

Carter sat stiffly across from her, his hands balled into fists beneath the table.

The waitress, a girl who looked barely out of high school, came by a moment later. “Hey there! Can I get you guys started with anything?”

Claudia smiled. “Actually, before we order, could you do me a favor and ask the manager a question for me?”

The waitress blinked. “Um… sure?”

Claudia gestured toward Carter. “My son here had an interview a while back about working here, but before we move forward with anything, I just need to know—does the restaurant have someone who can change his diapers during his shifts?”

Carter’s stomach dropped.

The waitress’s eyebrows shot up. “Wait—what?”

Claudia nodded as if this was a perfectly reasonable question. “I usually handle all of his diaper changes at home, but obviously, I won’t be here while he’s working. So I just need to make sure someone else would be available to do that for him.”

The waitress covered her mouth, barely holding back laughter. “You’re… you’re joking, right?”

Claudia smiled. “Oh, no, sweetie. I’m completely serious.”

The waitress let out a small giggle. “O-okay, um… I-I’ll ask.”

She turned and hurried toward the kitchen, shoulders shaking with barely contained laughter.

Carter buried his face in his hands. “Oh my god.”

And then—

His stomach cramped.

His breath hitched.

Panic flooded his body as an awful, uncontrollable warmth spread through his diaper.

No. Not here. Not now.

But it was too late.

By the time the manager approached the table, Carter was frozen in place, his entire body tense with humiliation.

The woman smiled politely, though her nose twitched slightly as she caught the smell. “Carter, right? I remember you from your interview.”

Carter’s whole body locked up.

Claudia, ever the opportunist, leaned forward with a smirk. “Oh! Here’s a great example,” she said, gesturing toward him. “Right now, Carter just pooped his diaper and would need somebody to change his diaper for him. Would you be willing to do that?”

The manager hesitated for a beat, clearly suppressing a laugh. “Ah… no, Carter, I wouldn’t be able to change your diaper for you.” She gave him a small, condescending smile. “I don’t think this job is going to work out for you.”

Then, with an air of forced professionalism, she added, “And I don’t know if our facilities are really suited for, um… changing Carter here. Since you haven’t gotten your food yet, how would you feel about me offering you a complimentary takeout meal? Two of our specials?”

Claudia beamed. “Oh, that’d be great.”

Carter’s head spun.

A few minutes later, the young waitress returned, still giggling as she handed them a takeout bag with two burgers and fries.

Claudia stood, grabbing Carter’s hand before leading him toward the door. “Thank you so much for the free meal!” she called out loudly. “And I’m so sorry my son pooped his diaper in your restaurant and made it stinky in here!”

The staff held back laughter as Claudia led Carter outside, his face burning hotter than ever.

He had never been more humiliated in his entire life.


A Witch’s Wisdom

The early morning air was crisp as Carter made his way down the dirt path toward Dolores's house. His jumper—one of the many humiliating outfits his mother had crafted—felt snug against his body, the belted waist doing nothing to hide the bulk of the diaper underneath. Every step sent a quiet crinkle into the otherwise peaceful morning; a constant reminder of how much his life had changed.

He barely noticed the cool breeze or the golden sunrise stretching across the sky. His mind was too busy replaying the past few days—the relentless diaper checks, the endless chores, the taunting smirks his mother wore whenever she teased him about his situation.

Things hadn’t let up since the restaurant. If anything, they had gotten worse.

Claudia had made sure he stayed right by her side all day, every day. While she worked on alterations and sewing projects for her customers, Carter had been made to sit in the living room with her, fetching her snacks, scrubbing floors, and waiting for the next humiliating diaper check. He wasn’t even allowed to keep the money he earned anymore—his mother had sent him to the neighbor’s house with strict instructions that his pay be sealed in an envelope and returned directly to her.

Because, as she had so kindly reminded him, diapers aren’t cheap.

Carter’s stomach twisted as the house came into view. Dolores didn’t like many people, and he had no idea what she’d think of him now, standing at her doorstep in a jumper and a very obvious diaper.

He hesitated before knocking.

The door opened before his fist could make contact.

Dolores stood in the doorway, her sharp green eyes scanning him in a way that made Carter’s stomach sink. He had always known she was perceptive, but now it felt like she could see straight through him.

Her gaze flicked over his jumper. Then his legs. Then—oh god—his diaper.

One eyebrow arched.

“Well,” she said, arms crossing. “What exactly happened to you?”

Carter swallowed hard, his face burning. He hadn’t even spoken yet, and he already felt like a fool. “I, uh…” He shifted on his feet. “I’ve been… having some accidents.”

Dolores’s lips twitched slightly, but she said nothing.

“And, um… my mom made me these clothes,” he muttered, glancing away. “And… now I have to wear… you know.”

Dolores let the silence stretch.

Carter’s ears burned. He had expected teasing, maybe even laughter, but instead, she just studied him like he was a puzzle she was piecing together.

Then, suddenly, she let out a knowing hum.

“Mmm. I see.”

Carter frowned.

Dolores simply turned on her heel. “Come in. You have work to do.”

Carter was assigned to clean out the guest bedroom.

He had barely stepped inside before realizing how much work was ahead of him—the room was cluttered with boxes, old furniture, and a thick layer of dust.

As he worked, Dolores disappeared for a while, letting him struggle with moving boxes and stacking things neatly in the attic. When she eventually returned, she carried a glass of something cold and red, condensation trailing down the sides.

“Drink,” she said, handing it to him.

The drink was tart and slightly bitter, but refreshing enough that he didn’t complain. As he swallowed, something flickered in his mind—a thought that had been lingering since he started losing control of himself.

Now was his chance.

“So…” He shifted his weight. “I wanted to ask you something.”

Dolores leaned against the doorway, waiting.

He cleared his throat. “What does the Ten of Swords mean? Like, in tarot?”

Dolores didn’t react right away. Her expression remained neutral, but there was something sharp in her gaze, something aware.

That was another piece of the puzzle for her.

Another confirmation.

She exhaled, tilting her head. “The Ten of Swords is about being pinned down,” she said simply. “It represents a low point, a period of life where progress is impossible. It means you’re stuck. Stagnant. Unable to move forward because you’re meant to remain in that place.”

Carter frowned. “Meant to?”

Dolores smirked, taking the glass back from him. “Sometimes, difficult times can’t be avoided. Sometimes, you have to stay in them until you’ve learned what you’re supposed to. Sometimes, that can take a while."

Carter’s stomach twisted. He didn’t like the sound of that.

Carter was still thinking about the card when Dolores pulled out her phone and tapped the screen. “You should know,” she said casually, “I have company coming soon.”

Carter glanced up. “Oh?”

“My niece,” Dolores said, turning the phone to show him a picture.

Carter nearly choked.

The girl in the photo had dark, dramatic eyes, sleek black hair, and a smirk that sent a weird jolt through his stomach.

He stared, frozen.

“She just finished school,” Dolores continued, lowering the phone. “She’ll be staying with me for a while.”

Carter’s heart pounded. A girl his age was moving in next door? A girl who looked like that?

And the first thing she’d see when she met him was this—a diaper, a jumper, and no dignity left.

“Oh,” Carter said weakly. “Cool.”

Dolores smirked. “Something wrong?”

“No,” Carter blurted, too quickly. “Just—uh—didn’t know you had a niece.”

Dolores chuckled. “There’s a lot you don’t know.”

Carter forced himself to focus on his work, but all he could think about was the girl in the photo.

She’s going to see me in a diaper. Oh my god.

Hours later, as Carter dusted off his hands and sighed in exhaustion, Dolores leaned against the doorframe, watching him.

“Well,” she said, “I suppose that’ll do.”

Carter wiped his forehead. “Great. So I’ll just—”

Dolores held up an envelope.

She smirked. “Your mom was very clear that this should be sealed. Wouldn’t want you stealing anything, after all.”

Carter’s stomach sank.

Dolores handed him the envelope, her fingers lingering for just a moment longer than necessary. Her smirk deepened.

“Because we all know what happens when you steal.”

Carter swallowed hard. “Right.”

Dolores’s smirk widened.

Then, as he turned to leave, she added, “Oh, and Carter?”

He stiffened.

She let her eyes drift downward, scanning him one last time before flashing a knowing smile.

“It’s probably good you’re heading home,” she said lightly. “From the looks of things… you could really use a change.”

Carter felt his entire body go rigid.

His face burned as realization hit—his diaper was sagging. Obviously.

His humiliation was complete.

Dolores chuckled, smacking his swollen bottom. “Run along now.”

Carter turned and walked stiffly toward the door, his ears burning as he stepped back onto the path toward home.

He didn’t look back.

He couldn’t.


Increased Thickness

Carter’s footsteps felt heavier with each step he took toward home.

The sealed envelope in his hands was nothing but a reminder of how little control he had left. He had worked for this money—hours of sorting, dusting, and cleaning—and yet, it wasn’t his. It never was. His mother had made sure of that.

But that wasn’t the only thing gnawing at him.

His mind kept circling back to what had just happened at the neighbor’s house. How she had noticed his sagging diaper. How she had given him that smirk, that knowing look, as if she understood exactly what was happening.

His face burned as he replayed the moment, feeling his stomach churn. How many times had he wet himself without even noticing?

Dolores' words about the Ten of Swords echoed in his head.

"It means you’re stuck. Stagnant. Unable to move forward because you’re meant to remain in that place."

His chest tightened. Did that mean this wasn’t ending soon? Did it mean that no matter what he did, no matter how much he fought, he had to stay like this for a while?

And then there was the girl in the photo.

His breath hitched at the thought of her—sharp eyes, sleek dark hair, that confident smirk. She was so cute. But as quickly as the excitement came, it was crushed under a wave of dread.

She was going to see him like this.

She was going to see him in diapers.

Carter squeezed his eyes shut, a sinking feeling settling in his gut. There was no way—no way—she could ever think he was cute. Not when she saw him dressed like this.

Not when she found out what he was.

His grip tightened on the envelope as he turned onto his lawn, dreading what was waiting for him at home.

Claudia was already outside when Carter approached the house, sitting on the porch swing with her arms crossed. The moment she saw him, she patted the seat beside her.

“Come sit,” she said, her voice carrying that usual knowing tone. “And hand me that envelope.”

Carter hesitated but obeyed, climbing onto the swing with a quiet crinkle. He handed her the envelope, watching as she tore it open and counted the bills inside.

She let out a pleased hum. “A hundred dollars,” she mused. “Perfect. Diapers aren’t cheap, you know.”

Carter gritted his teeth.

She tucked the money into her pocket and stood up. “Come on,” she said, stretching. “Let’s go inside and get you changed.”

Carter sighed and pushed himself to his feet—

Claudia had turned back toward the swing, her eyes narrowing at the seat where he had just been sitting.

His stomach dropped.

“Carter,” she said, her tone shifting into something sharper. “You leaked onto our patio furniture.”

His breath caught in his throat. “What? No, I—” He looked down at the seat in horror. A faint but very visible wet spot had been left behind.

Claudia exhaled through her nose, pressing her fingers to her temples. “Looks like your diaper didn’t hold up.”

Carter’s face burned.

“I told you,” She continued, turning back to him with an exasperated shake of her head. “You wet your pants like a baby now, apparently. And apparently, these diapers aren’t thick enough for you.”

Carter flinched, his whole body hot with humiliation.

Claudia sighed dramatically. “Unbelievable. Well, come on. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Inside, Claudia wasted no time stripping him down.

The jumper—his last shield of dignity—was pulled off unceremoniously, revealing his swollen, leaking diaper.

She made a tsk sound. “Completely soaked. You really didn’t notice?”

Carter looked away, his face red. “I—I guess not.”

Claudia shook her head as she cleaned him up, wiping him down with cool efficiency. “You know, I do so much for you,” she muttered, more to herself than to him. “Changing your diapers, making sure you have clothes that fit over them, keeping track of your allowance so you don’t waste it—”

Carter clenched his jaw.

“—and this is the thanks I get?” she continued, rubbing in rash cream with more force than necessary. “Leaky diapers all over my furniture?”

“I didn’t mean to,” Carter muttered.

Claudia scoffed. “Of course you didn’t.”

She dusted on the baby powder, pulled up a fresh diaper, and taped it snugly in place. “There. Fresh as a daisy.”

Then, as she stood, she placed her hands on her hips. “But we cannot have this happening again. I don’t have time to be scrubbing pee out of everything you sit on.”

She pulled her laptop onto the table and started typing.

Carter propped himself up on his elbows, stomach twisting. “What are you doing?”

“Looking for a better diaper for you,” she said simply.

Carter’s blood ran cold.

It didn’t take long before she found something. Her eyes brightened as she clicked on a listing.

“Ah-ha! These should work.”

Carter sat up fully, his stomach flipping when he saw the screen.

The diapers were huge. Thick. Bulky. And worst of all—

They had baby prints on them. Dinosaurs.

His face burned. “Mom, no—”

“Oh, yes,” Claudia countered, already clicking through to the checkout. “You clearly need something more absorbent and you love Dinosaurs.”

“But they’re expensive!” Carter blurted.

Claudia shrugged. “Diapers aren’t cheap. Good thing you worked hard today, huh?”

Carter’s stomach dropped as she entered the total. The entire $100 was wiped away in an instant.

Claudia grinned. “And there we go! Your new diapers are on the way.”

Carter’s heart sank.

“Mom,” he tried, voice weak, “please—”

Claudia closed the laptop and smirked. “Oh, Carter,” she said sweetly. “Boys who aren't old enough to use the potty don’t get to pick what diapers they wear. Mommies do.”

His breath hitched.

She leaned down, patting his freshly changed diaper. “I’m the one doing all the work, aren’t I? Changing your dirty diapers, making your clothes, taking care of everything for you.” Her grin widened. “So I think I get to decide what my baby wears.”

Carter felt like the floor was falling out from beneath him.

His voice barely worked. "But—”

Claudia beamed, standing up fully. “I can’t wait to see you in your new diapers.”

Carter swallowed hard, his whole body going cold.

There was no stopping this.

There was no stopping any of it.

And as his mother walked off, humming to herself, he realized—

It was only going to get worse.


The First Meeting

The knock at the door came suddenly.

Carter froze, his stomach twisting.

For the past week, his life had only gotten more humiliating. His thinner diapers were gone, replaced with bulkier, crinklier ones covered in babyish dinosaur prints. The extra thickness pushed his legs apart, making every movement louder, more obvious.

And, of course, he was still wearing only jumpers—short cinched-waist outfits that left nothing to the imagination. The new diapers made the fit even worse, bulging under the tight shorts, straining against the belt. Every single step crinkled.

And now someone was at the door.

Claudia barely glanced up from her sewing. “Go see who it is.”

Carter hesitated, his face already hot, but he had no choice.

Crinkle. Crinkle.

Every step betrayed him as he shuffled to the door, dreading whoever was on the other side.

He opened it.

And his stomach dropped.

It was her.

The girl from the photo Dolores showed him.

And she was stunning.

Long, sleek black hair, lined eyes, dark lipstick. A silver nose ring, an oversized black sweater draped off one shoulder, ripped stockings, heavy boots. She looked like she had stepped out of some dark fairytale—mysterious, effortless, completely out of place in front of his house.

And she was staring right at him.

Her dark eyes swept over his outfit, lingering on the obvious bulk beneath it, the way the jumper cinched everything tightly in place.

Carter felt his entire body heat up.

Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god.

His mind screamed at him to say something—but he couldn’t. He was too mortified.

Her smirk deepened.

“Hi” she said, her voice smooth, confident, amused. “You must be Carter.”

Before he could even think of reacting, she stepped inside.

Claudia finally looked up, her brows knitting together. “And who are you?”

The girl in black flopped onto the couch like she’d been there a hundred times.

“I’m Alessandra,” she said simply, crossing her legs. “Dolores’s niece. Just moved in next door.”

She turned to Carter, grinning.

“So… are you wearing a diaper?”

Carter’s breath hitched.

His face went bright red.

He couldn’t speak.

Alessandra just tilted her head, waiting.

When he still didn’t answer, Claudia sighed dramatically and answered for him. “Yes, he is.”

Alessandra nodded like that was perfectly normal.

“And… who changes your diaper?” she asked next, completely unfazed.

Carter’s stomach twisted.

Again, he couldn’t force the words out.

Claudia did instead. “I do.”

Alessandra’s lips twitched. “Huh.”

She glanced over his jumper, then back to Claudia. “Do you always dress him like this?”

Carter wanted to disappear.

Claudia just shrugged. “He outgrew his old clothes. I make all his outfits now.”

Alessandra’s smirk grew.

She locked eyes with Carter, leaning forward slightly.

“Must be a lot of work for you,” she said, voice casual—but there was something pointed in the way she said it.

Claudia’s jaw twitched.

Carter felt like he was about to explode.

And then—

“You know what, Carter?” Alessandra suddenly grabbed his hand.

Carter stiffened.

“Why don’t you show me your room?”

She tugged him to his feet before Claudia could protest.

Her grip was strong—like she wasn’t asking, she was taking.

And for some reason… Carter loved it.

The moment they entered his room, Alessandra let go of his hand and immediately started snooping.

Carter stood there, still flustered, watching as she touched everything—his desk, his dresser, his books.

She walked over to his dresser first, pulling open a drawer.

Her eyebrows lifted.

“Wow,” she said, smirking. “Is this all you wear?”

Carter’s stomach sank as she ran her fingers over the neatly folded jumpers—his only remaining clothes.

She pulled one out, holding it up.

“These are actually really cute,” she mused, glancing between the jumper and Carter himself. “Do you like wearing them?”

Carter’s face burned. “I—uh—”

She grinned. “Because I think they’re adorable on you.”

Carter’s heart stuttered.

Alessandra casually tucked the jumper back into the drawer and turned, moving toward his dresser again. This time, she pulled open a different drawer—pausing when she saw what was inside.

Her smirk deepened.

She reached in, plucking a diaper from the stack.

Carter’s breath caught as she unfolded it slightly, turning it over in her hands, inspecting it.

“These are huge,” she said, amused.

Carter practically whimpered.

She flicked a glance at him, tilting her head. “So… how does it feel? Having your mom—” her lips curved into something sharper, “or should I say, your mommy—change your diapers?”

Carter’s stomach flipped.

“I—I don’t—”

“Would you rather I do it?” Alessandra asked bluntly, arching a brow.

Carter almost choked.

His heart hammered in his chest.

She was watching him closely, her dark eyes hungry, curious, sharp.

Like she was studying him.

He had never met a girl like this.

Never.

Flustered beyond belief, he barely noticed when she tossed the diaper back into the drawer and turned, continuing to poke around the room.

Eventually, she wandered over to his desk, tugging open a drawer.

She paused.

Something caught her eye.

She reached in—this time, pulling out a single tarot card.

Carter swallowed hard.

The Ten of Swords.

Alessandra’s smirk flickered.

She turned the card over in her fingers, her eyes narrowing slightly.

“Huh,” she murmured.

She knew.

She knew something.

But instead of saying anything, she just gave him a long, unreadable look before setting the card back down.

Before Carter could process it, a voice cut through the moment.

“You know what?”

Carter jumped.

Claudia stood in the doorway, glaring.

“I think we’ve had such a nice visit,” she said flatly, “but it’s dinner time, and I think it’s time for you to go.”

Alessandra didn’t react.

She just… smirked.

“Okay,” she said lightly. She strolled past Claudia without another word.

Carter watched her go, his heart still racing.

He wasn’t sure how to feel.

His entire body still burned with embarrassment, and yet… he also felt something else.

Something like anticipation.

He had never met a girl like that before.

And, god, he kind of hoped she’d come back.

The front door shut behind her.

Claudia huffed.

Then she turned to Carter, crossing her arms.

“I don’t like that girl,” she said. “As a matter of fact, as your mother, I think it’s important that I set down clear rules.”

“If I catch you hanging out with that girl,” Claudia continued, her tone firm, “you’re going to get a spanking.”

Carter’s stomach flipped.

Carter swallowed. “Mom—”

Claudia sighed dramatically. “And you know I don’t want to have to spank you, sweetheart,” she added, shaking her head. “But sometimes a mother has to put consequences in place when they’re trying to take care of their little babies.”

Carter’s face flamed.

Alessandra had been in his room.

Alessandra had seen him like this.

And for some reason…

That thought made his stomach flip even more than the threat of a spanking from his mother.


Gathering the Ingredients

Alessandra walked barefoot through the woods, the cool evening air swirling around her ankles, the damp earth soft beneath her steps. She liked the feeling of it—wild, grounding, connected. It was the perfect time for collecting magical ingredients—dusk, when the sky was still deep violet, but the first stars had started to peek through. This was when the veil between energies was at its most balanced—not too light, not too dark.

She knew this because she had done it hundreds of times before.

Back at school, Potions was precise—a science, an art. Not just words and willpower, but careful preparation. And she had excelled at it. Potions had always been her strongest subject, the one class where she had gotten truly outstanding marks. Some of her classmates had struggled with complex potions, but for Alessandra? It was second nature.

And tonight, she had two very specific goals.

One was a love potion—subtle, but powerful, meant to nudge Carter’s emotions into something more obsessive, devoted, permanent.

The other? A charm potion—for his mother, Claudia. A way to reshape her thinking, to make her see things the way Alessandra wanted her to.

Neither of these were experiments. They were formulas, tried and true, things she had worked on in her studies before. She had spent years perfecting this kind of magic. She knew exactly what she was doing.

But beneath all the confidence—beneath the precision, the skill, the steady collection of ingredients—there was something else.

Something unexpected.

Her mind kept drifting back to Carter.

She had met him once. Just once. And yet…

She couldn’t stop thinking about him.

For as long as she could remember, she had been surrounded by girls.

Witch school had been an endless cycle of girls, girls, girls. Girls practicing spells together, girls debating magical theory, girls as roommates, girls in the halls, girls in every single class, girls in the shower. It had been fun, sure, but there had been no boys. No distractions. No one to look at, no one to flirt with, no one to fantasize about.

She hadn’t realized how much she had longed for a boy until she saw Carter standing in that doorway.

And now?

She was obsessed.

Not just because he was shy and flustered, not just because he was easy to mess with—but because he was beautiful.

His legs.

She couldn’t stop thinking about his legs.

She had seen plenty of girls' legs before—dressed up, bare, in skirts, in stockings—but his were different.

His were strong.

Handsome.

His thighs had tensed when he walked, pushing against the tight fabric of those ridiculous little shorts. His skin was smooth and warm-looking, the shape of his calves just so. The jumper he wore had cinched high on his waist, making his legs look even longer, even more exposed.

She wanted them.

She wanted to touch them.

She wanted to climb into his lap and run her fingers up the length of his thighs, feel the heat of his skin, press her mouth against them, bite down just enough to make him shiver—

Alessandra sucked in a breath, shaking herself out of the thought.

She had work to do.

But her thoughts drifted back to Carter.

She wanted all of him.

His hair—that soft, messy, adorable mop of brown. She wanted to run her fingers through it, tug on it, kiss his forehead and hear him whimper.

His chest—broad, but not too broad, not like the men in books who were all muscle and no softness. He was just right. She wanted to press her palm flat against it, feel his heartbeat, feel him shudder under her touch.

His mouth—god, she wanted to kiss him.

And the diaper?

Not a problem.

If anything, it made things easier.

It meant Carter wasn’t really in control. It meant he needed someone to take care of him. It meant that once he was hers, he would be hers completely.

It was perfect.

She smiled to herself, stepping over a fallen branch.

She had spent her entire life surrounded by girls. She had longed for something different.

And now?

She knew what she wanted.

And she was going to make sure she got it.

First, she needed Hawthorn Berries.

She spotted them growing in clusters along the path and plucked them carefully, dropping them into her basket.

Hawthorn had been used in love magic for centuries—binding, deepening, and reinforcing emotions. Alone, it was weak. But combined with the other ingredients? It was unbreakable.

Next, she searched for Damiana Leaves, which took a bit more effort. She found the wild herb growing low to the ground and gently pulled a few sprigs, rubbing the leaves between her fingers to release their heady, intoxicating scent.

This was an old trick—Damiana heightened attraction, made people weak in the knees. It would ensure that every time Carter saw her, his heart would race a little faster.

For a true obsession, though, she needed something stronger.

Raw Honey.

She crouched near a hollowed-out tree, where she had spotted wild bees earlier that day. With a whispered incantation, she calmed the hive, reaching in carefully to extract golden, sticky drops of honey.

Sweetness, devotion, an irresistible pull.

She smiled as she sealed the honey in a small vial.

That’s for you, Carter.

For Claudia, she needed something more persuasive, more subtle.

She wandered deeper into the woods, knowing exactly what to look for.

First, she found Valerian Root, pulling it from the ground with ease. It was used for calming, for making people more suggestible. This would soften Claudia, make her less combative.

Next, Yarrow Flowers—a symbol of harmony and trust. This was key. Claudia didn’t just need to be calmed; she needed to be convinced. She needed to believe that Alessandra was a natural, necessary part of Carter’s life.

The final ingredient was the hardest to find—a piece of Ironwood Bark.

She searched until she found a tree deep in the forest, its bark smooth and unyielding.

Ironwood was stubborn, unmoving, just like Claudia. But ground into powder and mixed properly, it would soften even the most rigid beliefs.

With a small knife, she carefully scraped off a few shavings, tucking them away in a black silk pouch.

By the time she stepped out of the woods, the sky was dark, and the moon hung low and bright.

Her basket was full.

Hawthorn for binding.

Damiana for attraction.

Honey for devotion.

Valerian to soften.

Yarrow for trust.

Ironwood to break through.

She had everything.

She walked back toward the house, her bare feet silent against the dirt path, already thinking ahead to the next steps.

Carter was going to love her.

Claudia was going to accept her.

With a satisfied smirk, Alessandra stepped onto the porch, basket full of exactly what she needed.


Alessandra’s Influence Deepens

The knock at the door came out of nowhere.

Carter sat in the living room, staring at his phone, not really paying attention to anything. Claudia sat across from him, hunched over her sewing machine, the steady whir of the needle filling the air.

His thick, crinkly diaper pressed uncomfortably against his thighs beneath the tight jumper, its dinosaur print humiliatingly childish beneath the strained fabric. It was all he had to wear now—his mother’s creation, short and snug, cinched at the waist, cutting into the bulk beneath it.

The knock startled him.

Claudia barely looked up. “Go get it,” she muttered, focused on her stitching.

Carter sighed and stood, the crinkle of his diaper deafening in the silence. He shuffled to the door, dreading whoever it was.

He opened it.

And there she was.

Alessandra.

Carter’s breath caught in his throat.

She leaned lazily against the doorframe, smirking, her dark-lidded eyes locking onto his—but this time, there was something different.

She wasn’t just smirking at him.

She was hungry for him.

Carter felt it. The way her gaze traveled over him, sweeping up his exposed thighs, lingering on the snug fit of his jumper, tracing every bit of his. She looked at him like she wanted him.

No girl had ever looked at him like that before.

It burned.

His whole body flushed with warmth.

“Hey,” she said, her voice smooth and confident. “Come with me.”

Just like that. No explanation. No excuses.

Just come with me.

Carter stiffened, his heart hammering.

He knew the risk.

He knew the consequence.

And, as if to remind him, Claudia’s voice rang out from the other room.

“Carter, you know what the consequence is if you leave! Don’t you dare—”

But it didn’t matter.

Not anymore.

Alessandra wanted him.

Carter stepped out, letting the door fall shut behind him.

Alessandra’s smirk widened.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

They walked together, leaving the house behind. The path between their homes was narrow, barely a trail, just a strip of tall grass between two properties. It swayed around them as they walked, brushing against their legs.

Alessandra tucked her hands behind her back, glancing at him.

“So,” she said, amused, “what did your mommy say she was gonna do to you?”

Carter’s stomach flipped.

“She… she said if I hung out with you, I’d get a spanking.”

Alessandra’s lips parted slightly, her expression flickering with something else—something wicked.

“A spanking, huh?” she mused.

Carter swallowed hard.

Alessandra’s eyes flicked down, sweeping over him again—only this time, she wasn’t just staring at his outfit.

She was imagining it.

She was picturing the jumper unzipped, his diaper peeled away, the soft skin of his bare bottom under her hands, red and warm from a spanking.

She could almost see it.

She wanted to see it.

“Oh, Carter,” she cooed, her voice teasing, “I bet your butt is really cute.”

Carter’s face went scarlet.

Alessandra giggled.

“And I bet it’d be even cuter after it’s all red.”

Carter shuddered.

She reached out and patted his butt, her palm lingering just long enough to make him gasp.

“You’re so sweet,” she purred. “Coming out with me even though it means your mommy’s gonna spank you.”

Carter felt lightheaded.

He was too flustered to respond.

Alessandra just grinned and kept walking, sneaking one last appreciative glance at his legs as the tall grass brushed against them.

God. She could eat him alive.

Carter barely had time to process what was happening before he was in her room—dark walls, hanging fairy lights, black silk sheets, a full-length mirror in the corner.

And then—

Alessandra pushed him gently onto the bed.

Carter swallowed hard.

She climbed onto the mattress beside him, grabbing something off her nightstand.

“I have a little present for you,” she murmured.

Carter’s heart pounded.

She pulled out a bottle—glass, filled with a shimmering, rose-gold liquid.

His stomach flipped.

It was a baby bottle.

Alessandra tilted it toward him, her smirk playful.

“Drink,” she said.

Carter hesitated.

Alessandra leaned in closer, her body practically against his.

Her fingers slid over his thigh, trailing slowly up and down his leg, brushing over the fabric of his jumper’s leg holes, the soft gathering of fabric that barely covered his diaper.

Carter’s breath hitched.

She was touching him.

She was touching him there.

Alessandra’s fingertip traced the delicate ruffles of his diaper’s edges, skimming over the elastic, dipping just slightly against his skin.

The ritual needed touch.

Needed contact.

She kept her eyes locked on his.

“Carter,” she whispered, “I want you to keep looking at me, okay?”

His breath came in shaky little gasps.

“Even after I’m done feeding you this bottle,” she continued, “I want you to keep looking at me.”

Carter nodded weakly.

He couldn’t think. He couldn’t resist.

The moment the potion touched his tongue, his whole body warmed. A deep, intoxicating glow spread through him, wrapping around his chest, his stomach, his heart.

He sighed, sinking deeper into the silky softness of her bed.

And everything changed.

His world narrowed. Nothing mattered anymore.

Not Claudia. Not the spanking. Not his embarrassment.

Only Alessandra.

Her voice. Her hands. Her smile.

His heart pounded for her. His whole body ached to please her. He would do anything for her.

Alessandra smiled down at him, her fingers still teasing over his thighs, brushing the edge of his diaper just enough to make his stomach flutter.

“There we go,” she whispered.

Carter stared up at her, completely lost.

And then—

She set the bottle down, running her fingers through his hair.

“Well,” she said casually, “I better get you back home so you can get that spanking from your mommy.”

Carter blinked drowsily. The words barely registering.

But before he could respond, Alessandra stood up, stretching.

“You know what?” she mused. “I do need to change first.”

“Carter.”

His breath hitched.

“Look at me.”

And he did.

He watched her as she started pulling her sweater over her head.

Carter’s breath caught.

Beneath it, she wore a sheer black bra, tight against her milky white skin. The contrast was striking—black lace against pale flesh, every detail highlighted in the dim light.

Carter’s brain short-circuited.

Then she kicked off her skirt and his stomach flipped.

She was standing in front of him, wearing nothing but black lace undergarments, her curves perfectly framed.

Carter couldn’t move.

His chest ached. His head was spinning.

And then—

In a single, fluid motion, she reached back and unclasped her bra.

He sunk deep into himself and realized that she was all that mattered anymore.

As he watched her slowly change into a fresh pair of black undergarments, something inside him locked in place. The potion had done its job. She was everything he wanted.

Walking back through the tall grass, Alessandra strolled beside him, humming softly.

Carter’s mind was hazy, his body warm.

“Hey,” she asked. “What’s your mom’s favorite treat?”

Carter stiffened.

For the first time, reality crept back in.

Oh. Right. The spanking.

His stomach twisted. But before the panic could take hold, he answered automatically.

“Blueberry streusel muffin.”

Alessandra grinned.

“Good to know.”

She stopped, patting his butt playfully.

“I had a really fun time today,” she teased. “I’m not gonna walk you all the way to the door. Your mom might attack me. Or even worse, your mommy might try to diaper me.”

Carter’s face burned.

She gave him one last smirk—then smacked his butt.

“Go home to your mommy, baby boy. It's time for your spanking.”

And Carter?

He obeyed.


Claudia’s Last Stand

Carter knew he was in trouble the moment he stepped through the front door.

Claudia was waiting for him, arms crossed, her expression firm but calm. The moment he stepped inside, she closed the door behind him with a sharp click.

“Where were you?” she asked, her tone even.

Carter swallowed hard.

But even as dread curled in his stomach, even as he knew what was about to happen—

His thoughts kept drifting back to Alessandra.

The way she had touched him. The way she had looked at him. The way she had smirked when she patted his butt.

Something warm stirred in his chest, confusing and overwhelming all at once.

“With Alessandra—I was just—”

Claudia sighed. “That’s all I needed to hear.”

She took his wrist and led him to the couch and pulled him in front of her.

Carter tensed.

“Mom—wait—”

“You knew the consequence,” she said, her voice still gentle, but firm. “I told you what would happen if I caught you with that nasty girl again. And you went anyway.”

Carter’s stomach twisted.

She spun him around, her hands steady as she unzipped his jumper.

His face burned as she pulled it off, leaving him in nothing but his thick diaper.

He squirmed, suddenly hyper-aware of how vulnerable he was.

Even more so because—

Why was he still thinking about Alessandra?

Why was his mind flooded with images of her instead of focusing on what was happening right now?

He barely had time to think before Claudia untaped his diaper and pulled it away.

Carter yelped, the rush of cool air sending a shiver down his spine.

She sat on the couch and pulled his naked body over her lap.

“Mom—please—”

And then—

Smack!

Carter gasped, the sting of a wooden hairbrush lighting up his skin immediately.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Carter kicked involuntarily, his face hot with embarrassment.

“Mom—ow—please”

Claudia kept going, landing steady, firm smacks, her voice calm as she spoke.

“Mommies have to set rules, Carter,” she said, emphasizing each word with another sharp swat. “And little boys have to listen.”

Smack!

“Otherwise, they make bad decisions.”

Smack!

“Like sneaking around with a girl they barely know.”

Smack!

Carter wriggled, his face wet with tears, but the strangest thing was—

His mind still kept drifting.

What if it were Alessandra?

What if it were her lap he was over?

What if it were her hand bringing down each firm, measured swat?

His whole body flushed hotter.

He didn’t want to think about that.

But now he couldn’t stop.

Claudia landed a final firm smack before resting her hand on his back.

“All done,” she said simply.

Carter sniffled, still trembling slightly as the heat in his bottom throbbed.

Claudia sighed, her fingers gentle again as she wiped his face, brushing his hair out of his eyes.

“I don’t like spanking you, sweetheart,” she said. “But you have to listen when Mommy sets a rule. Do you understand?”

Carter nodded weakly, his heart still pounding.

Claudia smiled softly, reaching for a fresh diaper.

Carter flinched slightly as she lifted his legs and slid it beneath him.

His skin was warm, sensitive, and even the soft padding made him wince a little.

Claudia felt a little proud of herself.

Because she had done what needed to be done.

She dusted powder over his sore skin and pulled the diaper up between his legs, taping it snugly.

“There we go,” she murmured, smoothing her hand over the front of his diaper. “All safe and sound.”

Carter just nodded hazily, his mind still in a strange fog.

Claudia helped Carter up and led him to his room in just his diaper.

Claudia kissed his forehead, tucking him into bed.

She went downstairs and set up her sewing machine. She had once been commissioned to make baby outfits for a client, and she had extra material.

Working late into the night, her fingers were steady, her focus sharp.

Soft baby blue.

Puffy sleeves.

Cartoon animals embroidered across the chest.

But the most important part?

The bottom half wasn’t normal shorts.

It was a full diaper cover.

Elastic leg holes, thick and ruffled, sealing the diaper inside.

It wasn’t just humiliating. It was inescapable.

She zipped up the back, holding it up for inspection.

Her perfect solution. Now all she had to do—

Was put him in it.


The Charm Takes Hold

Carter winced as he shifted on his chair at breakfast.

His bottom was still sore, and every movement sent a fresh ache through him, reminding him of the spanking from the night before.

But that wasn’t the worst part.

The worst part was what he was wearing.

His new outfit.

Claudia had put it on him first thing that morning, her hands brisk and efficient as she tugged it into place.

It wasn’t like his old jumpers.

This one had tight, elastic leg holes, hugging the edges of his diaper the way a baby’s diaper cover would. There was no looseness, no room to hide—just thick padding, snug elastic, and childish embroidery stretched across his chest.

He had begged his mother not to make him wear it.

But Claudia had just smiled, adjusting the collar.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she had said, her voice mocking but sweet, “let’s see how much your girlfriend likes you in your new outfit.”

Carter had gone bright red, shifting uncomfortably.

Now, as he sat at the table, squirming with every tiny movement, he tried not to think about what Alessandra would say when she saw him like this.

There was a knock at the door.

Carter froze.

Claudia looked up from her coffee, raising an eyebrow.

“Well?” she said. “Go get it.”

Carter swallowed hard and stood, wincing again as the soreness in his backside flared up.

His heart pounded as he shuffled to the door.

He already knew who it was. And when he opened it—

He felt his whole body flush with heat.

Alessandra was looking at him like she wanted to eat him alive. Her dark eyes roamed over him, her lips curving into a slow, knowing smirk.

She looked hungry.

Carter felt his knees go weak. He wanted to disappear.

But at the same time—He wanted her to keep looking at him like that.

Then... he felt a wetness spread across the front of his diaper.

She stepped past him, tilting her head.

“Well,” she purred, “looks like you got your spanking from your mommy last night.”

Carter’s face burned.

She had spotted the bruises.

The tops of his thighs, peeking out from the elastic of his new outfit, were black and blue, still tender from last night.

Alessandra’s smirk deepened.

She reached out, tracing one fingertip just lightly over the bruised skin.

Carter shuddered.

Claudia, still at the table, huffed.

She crossed her arms, watching narrowly.

“Yes, he did,” she said, her tone sharp but satisfied.

Alessandra looked at her, still smirking.

“Well,” she mused, “you really did go all out.”

Claudia just raised an eyebrow.

“I told him what would happen if he disobeyed me,” she said simply.

Alessandra hummed, her fingers still lingering on Carter’s thigh.

Carter’s breath hitched. Then Alessandra reached into the small bag she had brought with her and pulled out a muffin.

She set it gently on the table in front of Claudia.

“I brought you something,” she said smoothly.

Claudia narrowed her eyes.

“Oh?”

Alessandra nodded, all charm and ease.

“Carter told me you love blueberry streusel muffins,” she said. “So I made you one myself.”

Claudia’s lips pressed together.

She glanced at Carter.

“You told her that?”

Carter shifted uncomfortably, feeling the tightness of his jumper’s thickly padded bottom as he winced again from the soreness.

“I—I guess so?”

Alessandra nudged the muffin closer, keeping her expression warm, inviting.

“Go on,” she said sweetly. “You deserve a little treat after all the hard work you do taking care of Carter.”

Claudia hesitated.

Her favorite muffin. Her absolute favorite.

She didn’t trust this girl. But… She couldn’t pass up her favorite.

With a sigh, she picked up the muffin and took a bite.

It was perfect.

Soft. Sweet. Exactly how she liked it.

And while she ate, Alessandra began the second half of the ritual.

“I have to say, Claudia,” Alessandra said, leaning back against the couch, “you really are an amazing mom.”

Claudia paused mid-chew, caught off guard.

“Oh?”

“Absolutely,” Alessandra continued, her voice smooth and deliberate. “It takes so much effort to do what you do—keeping up a house, taking care of Carter. It’s incredible.”

Claudia’s body relaxed slightly.

She kept eating.

“And,” Alessandra added, gesturing at the neatly stacked sewing projects nearby, “your sewing is amazing. I mean, that romper you made Carter? So well-made, so creative. I could never make something like that.”

Claudia exhaled slowly, chewing thoughtfully.

“Really,” Alessandra continued, “everything here is just so nice—your house is so cozy and homey, and you always look so put together.”

Claudia shifted slightly, her lips almost twitching into a small smirk.

“Not to mention,” Alessandra said, tilting her head just right, “that spanking you gave Carter last night? That was perfect. You were absolutely right to discipline him like that. You’re such a good mom for making sure he learns boundaries.”

Claudia’s chewing slowed.

Something shifted in her expression. She glanced at Carter, her gaze softening slightly.

For the first time, she looked at Alessandra and thought…

"This girl really gets it."

The muffin was working.

The spell was taking effect.

Claudia wasn’t resisting anymore—she was starting to rethink everything. Carter was still her baby, but…

She wasn’t going to be around forever.

Maybe… Maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea to start thinking about who would take care of him after her.

And Alessandra…

Well. Alessandra was starting to seem like a pretty good choice.

Claudia set the napkin down, dusting off her hands, her gaze shifting to Carter.

“Alessandra,” she said suddenly, “why don’t you check Carter’s diaper for me? I need to get some sewing done.”

Carter’s stomach dropped.

Alessandra’s smirk widened.

“With pleasure,” she said.

She turned toward Carter, her dark eyes glinting, and patted her lap.

“Come here, baby boy,” she purred.

Carter’s face burned, but his body moved automatically.

As soon as he was close, Alessandra pressed her hand against the front of his diaper, her fingers pressing into the thick padding through his romper.

She squeezed gently, testing the soft, swollen bulk, her touch slow and deliberate.

Carter barely breathed.

She turned to Claudia and gave a bright, deferential smile.

“Oh, Claudia, you were absolutely right!” she said sweetly. “He is wet! Would you like me to change him for you?”

Claudia, fully under the spell, responded warmly, “That would be wonderful if you could do that.”

Internally, she was already thinking "This girl is so responsible, so understanding… she would be perfect to help take care of Carter."

Alessandra pulled him into his room, closing the door behind them.

Carter’s stomach flipped.

He had barely processed what was happening before Alessandra was unzipping his jumper.

She slid it off him, leaving him in nothing but his diaper.

Alessandra reached for the tapes, ripping them open effortlessly.

Carter gasped, his face burning as she pulled the diaper away.

But instead of immediately replacing it with a new one—She laid him onto his stomach.

Carter blinked in surprise.

“What—”

“I’m going to help soothe your sore bottom,” Alessandra murmured.

She grabbed a bottle of oil from her pocket, poured a generous amount into her palm, and slowly, deliberately, began rubbing it into his bruised skin.

Carter shuddered.

The touch was gentle, soothing, but it sent shivers up his spine.

Alessandra took her time.

She massaged in the oil slowly, running her fingers over his reddened, tender skin, pressing lightly into the worst bruises, taking in every detail.

She was enjoying this.

Carter’s breath hitched, his body relaxing under her touch.

By the time she was done, Carter was practically melting beneath her hands.

She rolled him onto his back, slipping a fresh diaper beneath him.

Then she pulled out a second baby bottle. “Drink,” she whispered.

Carter obeyed.

The moment the formula touched his tongue, the warmth deepened.

His mind slowed, hazy and full of nothing but Alessandra.

"Look at me," She commanded.

Carter drank obediently as he watched her pour the rest of the oil onto his stomach. 

She took her time massaging the warm oil.

Carter nursed the potion as he began to swell. She was everything. A goddess to be worshiped.

He was hers forever.

His legs were hers.

His chest was hers.

His hair was hers.

His bottom was hers.

Forever and ever.
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