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Just In Case

He should have insisted on self-checkout.

They talked about it in the car. His mom had nodded, even said fine — as long as he didn’t drag his feet. It was one of those rare compromises he’d learned to take when he could. Because otherwise, days like this were unbearable.

They were here for one thing: diapers.

Technically, a few other things had made it into the cart — toothpaste, hand soap, two new button-down shirts — but that was all camouflage. The real reason they were here was sitting right on top of the cart in full view: a big plastic-wrapped bundle of adult diapers.

Craig kept his eyes on the floor as they moved toward the checkout lanes. The store was bright, cool, sterile. The cart squeaked slightly with every step.

He glanced toward self-checkout — it was clear.

But then his mother slowed.

“Oh,” she said. “Isn’t that Randy from the club?”

Craig looked up.

No.

There he was — Mr. Henley, from church and the country club. Tall, tanned, perfectly aged like an avocado that somehow didn’t bruise. He was standing at one of the manned registers — and of course, it was Betsy’s.

Craig’s stomach dropped.

“Let’s go through this lane,” his mom said, already turning the cart.

“Mom, you said we’d do self-checkout,” he muttered.

“Oh, don’t be dramatic,” she replied, not even looking at him. “I want to say hello.”

He reached for the cart. “Please. You promised—”

“Craig,” she snapped, loud enough that the couple in the next aisle glanced over. “Stop being a baby!”

He let go immediately.

His cheeks were burning.

They rolled into the lane behind Mr. Henley. Craig didn’t look up, but he didn’t need to — he could already hear his mother’s voice turn syrupy.

“Randy! What a surprise.”

Craig stared down at the tiled floor, counting the scuffs.

“Well, look who it is,” Mr. Henley chuckled. “I hardly recognized you out of the clubhouse.”

Craig pretended not to exist.

And then he felt it — the unmistakable pressure of someone looking at him.

He glanced up.

Betsy.

Red shirt. Blonde bob. Her makeup was perfect. She was watching the interaction from behind the register, eyes sharp, mouth still, but not unfriendly.

Their eyes met.

Craig looked away instantly.

He could hear his mother now, going on about how Craig was heading off to college in August, how proud she was, how it was “a full scholarship, of course.”

Mr. Henley’s voice shifted. “Good for you, young man.”

Craig nodded once, barely lifting his head. “Thanks.”

Then came the worst part.

Craig knew it was coming before it happened.

He saw Henley glance down at the cart — at the diapers — and then pause.

“Oh, those?” his mother said, cheerful as ever. “They’re for Craig. He doesn’t wet the bed every night anymore, but I like to be prepared. You never know when stress will bring it back.”

Craig felt the heat surge behind his eyes.

Henley made a soft sound, a cough maybe. “Smart. Can’t be too careful.”

“Exactly,” his mom said. “Most boys his age get prideful. I prefer preparedness over accidents.”

Craig stared at the chewing gum display, jaw clenched.

When Henley left, his mother began unloading the cart like nothing had happened.

Betsy smiled at him. Kindly. Almost gently.

He wished she wouldn’t.

“Hey,” she said, “you did really good during that derivatives presentation last month. You explained it better than the teacher.”

His mouth opened — then closed. Nothing came out.

“Very sweet of you,” his mom said, stepping between them like a defensive line. “But Craig doesn’t need distractions right now. He’s got college to prepare for.”

Craig nodded mutely, his face a furnace.

Betsy didn’t say anything else. She just scanned the rest of the items, calm and clean.

They paid. Left.

And as they walked toward the car, his mother sniffed. “How do you know that girl?”

“From school,” he muttered. “Honor's math.”

“I don’t like her,” she said flatly. “Something about her’s off.”

Craig said nothing.

But behind his burning face, something small — something disobedient — flickered for the first time in a long while.


A Short Walk

The mower hummed in Craig’s hands, the engine vibrating through his palms as he followed the same route he always did: front yard first, then side, then back. Every line straight. Every corner neat. His mom expected it. She noticed if he missed a spot. She didn’t yell exactly — but the silence she gave him after? That was worse.

He was halfway through his usual pattern when he saw her.

Betsy.

Walking up the sidewalk. Athletic tank, white pleated skirt, hair bouncing lightly with every step. He noticed everything about her in an instant — the way the skirt fluttered just above her thighs, the way her smile widened when their eyes met, the way he couldn’t look anywhere else.

He killed the mower.

“Oh—hey,” he called out, louder than he meant to.

“Hey,” she said back, like it was nothing. “Fancy seeing you again.”

He stood still, suddenly unsure what to do with his arms. His palms were sweaty. His stomach full of mom's spaghetti.

“You mow the lawn every Sunday?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s on my chores list.”

“Of course it is,” she grinned. “You’re consistent.”

He laughed a little. Awkward. Embarrassed.

She stepped closer. Not too close, but enough to notice. Her voice dipped just slightly, playful.

“Let’s go for a walk.”

His brain locked up.

“I—I can’t,” he said. “My mom—she’ll be mad.”

“She’s not out here,” Betsy said, glancing toward the house. “You’ll be back before she notices.”

“I—I don’t know—”

“You’re allowed to do something for yourself, Craig.”

He opened his mouth, closed it again. He couldn’t look away from her eyes.

She reached for his hand.

Her fingers laced into his — soft, confident, warm.

“I’m going to start walking,” she said, voice lower now. “And if you want to come with me, just… don’t let go.”

Then she turned.

He stood still for a second.

Then followed.

They made it to the sidewalk and turned the corner. Her grip on his hand was firm — not yanking, but insistent.

Craig kept glancing back.

“She’s going to be so mad,” he whispered.

“She doesn’t own you,” Betsy replied.

He didn’t answer.

His heart was pounding in his ears.

They turned another corner, into a row of tall hedges and wide driveways. Quiet. Empty.

“You ever hang out with any girls?” she asked.

He turned even redder. “Not really.”

“Didn’t think so.”

They walked a few more steps in silence.

Then, faint and distant:

“Craig?!” his mother shouted

He flinched.

“She’s like a mother hen,” Betsy muttered.

“It's not funny. She’ll freak out.”

“Let her. Maybe she needs practice losing arguments.”

Craig didn’t laugh, but he didn’t disagree either.

They continued down the block.

“You’re really good at math,” she said.

Craig blinked. “You are too.”

“I know,” she said with a smirk.

He smiled in spite of himself.

Then another shriek, farther away:

“Craig!”

He winced. “She’s going to punish me.”

“Really?” Betsy said. “For what? Taking a walk?”

“She told me not to talk to you.”

She stopped. Turned to face him, still holding his hand.

“Craig, Do you like me?”

Craig froze.

“Yeah. I mean. You’re… amazing.”

“Thanks,” she said, tilting her head. “So what are you so scared of?”

He couldn’t answer.

“She’s not going to let me see you again,” he said quietly.

“Then let’s make this count,” Betsy said. “One little rebellion. Just for us.”

Craig looked down at their hands. Then back at her.

She smiled.

“Come on,” she whispered. “Let’s just walk. I won’t bite.”

Another shout echoed faintly in the distance.

Craig imagined what his punishment would be.


The Lesson

The front door was already open when he got back.

She was waiting.

Marilyn stood in the doorway wearing red yoga shorts, gripping a lemonade, lips tight, her posture saying everything before she even opened her mouth.

Craig stepped inside slowly. His fingers were still warm from where Betsy had held them.

He didn't get a word out before it began.

“Where were you.”

Not a question. A sentence. A strike.

“I was just—”

“You left this property,” she snapped. “With her. After I specifically told you that girl is not to be trusted.”

“I didn’t mean to—”

“Oh, I know you didn’t mean to,” she hissed. “That’s the problem. You don’t think. You don’t respect the rules I’ve put in place to protect you.”

Craig’s heart pounded. “I’m sorry.”

She turned away, pacing three hard steps, then spun back toward him. Her voice dropped to something colder, tighter.

“I’ve done everything for you. Everything. And now I have to stop my day — my Sunday — to fix this. I have to take time out of my schedule to punish you.”

Craig’s stomach turned.

“You humiliated me. What if someone saw you walking off with her? What if she told people what kind of boy you really are?”

“I didn’t tell her anything—”

“You don’t know what girls like that do,” she said sharply. “You think she wants you? Please. She’s using you for a laugh. And now I have to go back to full-time supervision mode. I have to do even more work, just to undo this.”

“I’m sorry,” Craig whispered again.

She stepped closer.

“Pants. Off.”

“What—”

“Now.”

He didn’t move.

She crossed her arms.

“Unless you want me to fetch the dress instead?”

His face went white.

She tapped her foot once.

Craig unbuckled his belt, his fingers shaking. The clink of the buckle was deafening. He pulled down his pants and stood there in his underwear, eyes locked on the hardwood floor.

She walked past him without another word.

Then she pointed to the couch.

“Over the arm.”

He hesitated.

“Don’t make me say it again.”

Craig moved.

He laid over the armrest, bracing himself.

The spanking was hard. Cruel. Deliberate.

Her voice didn’t shout — it scolded. Every word laced with injury.

“You think I enjoy this?”

“I gave you structure, and you spit on it.”

“I should’ve known that girl would pull something like this.”

“You don't appreciate me. You never have.”

He cried.

Real, full-body sobs that he couldn’t hold back. And she just kept going — like his tears were proof she was doing the right thing.

When it was finally over, she straightened her hair like she’d just finished sweeping the porch.

“Upstairs,” she said. “You know the drill.”

She diapered him without a word. No cream, no powder — just cold plastic and tight tapes.

Then she stood back, arms crossed.

“For the rest of the summer,” she said, “you are back in diapers. Day and night. At all times.”

He sniffled. “Mom—”

“No. You don’t get to talk right now.”

She went to the closet.

And pulled out the dress.

Light pink. Short sleeves. White collar.

Craig stared at it in horror.

“I swear—”

“Push me again,” she said. “And you’ll be wearing this when we go back-to-school shopping. Maybe then she’ll get a real look at you.”

He shook his head. “No—please. I’ll be good. I’ll wear them.”

She left the dress on the doorknob.

“Good,” she said. "Early bedtime tonight."

Then she turned off the light and shut the door.


Just a Little Stain

Craig woke up to the sound of the door opening.

His bedroom was dim, just a trace of morning light filtering through the blinds. He was still under the covers, still in the thick, crinkly diaper his mother had taped onto him the night before. The memories of what had happened — the walk, the punishment, the dress on the door — came back fast and hard.

Marilyn stepped in like she always did: no knock, no hesitation. She carried a small plastic bin with fresh wipes, powder, and a folded diaper on top.

“Up,” she said briskly. “We’ve got a lot to do today.”

She pulled the blanket back and began unfastening the tapes like she was unwrapping groceries. The air was cold on his thighs. He winced.

“Looks like you wet yourself,” she said.

He didn’t respond.

She dropped the used diaper into a bag, wiped him off efficiently, and slid the fresh one beneath him.

“Mom,” he said, barely above a whisper. “Can I just… not wear one during the day? I haven’t had an accident in years.”

She taped the left side down sharply.

“Oh is that right sweetie?” She mocked

“I don’t need it,” he insisted. “I really don’t.”

She didn’t reply.

Instead, she stood and crossed the room to his laundry bin. Dug down past his shirts and socks. Pulled something out.

A pair of briefs.

She held them up by the waistband.

There, barely visible — the faintest brown streak.

“Does this look like someone who knows how to use the toilet properly?”

Craig’s face went pale.

He opened his mouth. Nothing came out.

She tossed the underwear in the laundry basket like it had confirmed every theory she’d ever had.

“I should have never taken you out of diapers,” she said.

She walked back over to him, hands on her hips.

“You think that girl wants to date someone who can’t even clean himself?”

Craig’s ears turned red.

“I didn’t—”

“She’s not going to like you,” Marilyn continued. “Not while you’re in diapers. And guess what? You’ll be wearing them. Every. Single. Day.”

She leaned in, mock-gentle.

“Maybe I’ll hire her as a babysitter. Maybe she can come over and change your poopy diapers.”

Craig looked away, shame washing over him in waves.

“You think this is funny?” she snapped. “You embarrassed me. In public. So this is the consequence.”

She patted the front of the diaper — firm, sealing the humiliation in place.

“There,” she said. “Bathroom is off limits.”

And with that, she turned and walked out.


The Summer Schedule

The day after his punishment, everything changed.

Craig’s mother had declared it clearly, with the same tone she used to cancel cable or return a shirt: “You’ll be in diapers for the rest of the summer. That’s final.”

And she meant it.

From that point on, the toilet was off-limits. She didn’t just discourage him from using it — she kept the bathroom door locked, except for when she escorted him in to the shower. Even then, she waited outside, timing him. No privacy. No slip-ups.

Every morning, she woke him up before 7 a.m., changed him, fed him breakfast, and reminded him — again — that college was coming and he needed to be focused. Focused on academics. Focused on routine. Focused on not getting distracted by girls.

“You’re not like the others,” she told him almost daily. “You’re brilliant. But you need your mother.”

At home, Craig wasn’t allowed to wear pants unless she gave him explicit permission. Most days, he was in just his diaper. If he asked for something more modest, she’d offer the dress. Pale pink. Same one as before. Frilly, short, infantilizing. But technically covering.

He only requested it once.

She praised him for that.

He didn’t see his friends that summer.

Not that he had many.

He declined every invitation. Stopped going to the bookstore. Said no to church youth group. All out of fear — fear that someone would see something, hear something, notice the way his walk had changed.

The few times he went out with his mother — grocery store runs, office supply shopping, orientation at college — she allowed him to wear his regular clothes. Button-down shirt, khakis, belt. But always with a diaper underneath.

Every week, like clockwork, he mowed the lawn.

It became the only hour he spent alone outside.

But even that wasn’t truly his.

Because every week, she showed up.

Betsy.

She always found a reason — a walk, a flyer for some local event, a made-up question about returning books. She’d appear near the sidewalk with that same teasing smile, her tennis skirt fluttering in the breeze.

And every time, Marilyn was ready.

She’d charge out of the house within moments, scolding Craig for talking to her, accusing Betsy of stalking, shouting until her face turned red.

The arguments grew nastier each time.

Craig would stand there, frozen, diaper squishing under his shorts, watching as these two women — one who controlled him, and one who wanted to — shouted over his head like he wasn’t even there.

Betsy never backed down.

Marilyn never let her win.

Not yet.

But the tension was building.

Craig could feel it — in the set of his mother’s jaw, in the venom in Betsy’s tone, in the way each encounter ended with one of them breathing too hard, or clutching a purse strap too tightly.

It all built, week after week, through that hot, quiet summer.

Until one day, at the end of August, Marilyn finally snapped.


What Breaks

It was supposed to be just another Saturday morning.

Craig had been mowing for ten minutes — khaki shorts over a thick diaper, the waistband pressing against his hips with every step, the crinkle just barely hidden by the hum of the mower.

The air was already heavy with heat.

And then she appeared again.

Betsy.

She walked toward the sidewalk like she belonged there.

Craig’s heart leapt and sank at the same time.

“Hey, lawn boy,” she called, smiling. “Don’t you ever take a break?”

He cut the mower.

“I—uh—”

She stepped closer. “You’re starting to miss me, aren’t you?”

He opened his mouth, but didn’t get a word out.

Because the screen door slammed.

Marilyn.

In tight white shorts, a visor, and a sleeveless blouse. And of course, a full glass of lemonade in her hand.

Her eyes were already wild.

“I’ve had enough of this,” she snapped, storming down the steps. “You—you—get away from my son!”

“Here we go again,” Betsy muttered.

Marilyn’s voice rose to a full scream. “You think you can just waltz up here every week, flaunting yourself, manipulating him? You are nothing. You are garbage.”

Craig flinched.

Betsy folded her arms. “Settle down boomer.”

Marilyn jabbed a finger toward her. “Stay away from my house.”

“Or what?” Betsy said, stepping forward. “You’ll diaper me too?”

Craig’s breath caught.

Marilyn took the last step and shoved Betsy.

Hard.

Betsy staggered — but didn’t fall.

Instead, she shoved her back.

Marilyn’s foot slipped on the curb. Her white tennis shoes slid in the damp grass. She fell backward, arms flailing, and landed butt-first in a shallow, muddy puddle near the edge of the driveway.

Her lemonade flew up and spilled forward — soaking the front of her white shorts with a sharp yellow splash.

Splat.

Marilyn lay there for a second. Legs splayed. White shorts now stained brown on the back, yellow on the front.

Exactly like a messy diaper.

Betsy looked down at her. One eyebrow raised.

“Oh dear,” she said. “Looks like someone had a little accident.”

Craig held back a laugh.

Betsy didn’t stop.

“Do you need a change, Marilyn? Should I go get your diapers?”

Marilyn’s face contorted.

A sound came out of her — something like a growl, then a scream.

“YOU—”

And then she stopped.

Her eyes widened. Her whole body went rigid. Her arms trembled, then collapsed.

The lemonade glass rolled off her stomach and onto the grass.

Craig dropped the mower handle and ran to her side.

“Mom? MOM—!”

Her eyes were open, but her mouth wasn’t moving. One side of her face drooped. Her hand twitched and stilled.

“Call 911,” Betsy said, already pulling out her phone.

The ambulance came fast.

Craig rode in the back, knees bouncing, hands clasped. He didn’t cry. He couldn’t cry.

Not yet.

Betsy followed in her car and met him in the ER lobby. She didn’t ask questions. She just sat beside him. Close. Quiet.

When the doctor came out, Craig’s chest nearly collapsed.

“She’s had a moderate stroke,” the doctor said calmly. “She’s alert, but her motor functions are limited. She’ll need help with mobility. Speech is impaired. She’s still herself. But she’s not… the same.”

Craig nodded, dazed.

The doctor walked away.

And then Betsy’s hand found his back.

He sat very still.

“It’s going to be okay,” she said gently.

He blinked.

Then leaned into her.

His head found her shoulder, and her arm wrapped around him. She held him close, stroked his hair, and patted the seat of his diaper softly — like a child who had just survived the scariest moment of his life.

And somehow, that was what broke him.

He sobbed.

And let her hold him.


Continuity of Care

The hospital halls were quieter than Craig expected.

He sat in the family lounge, tucked into a corner near a vending machine, staring at the floor with his knees pressed together. His mother was stable.

His diaper was soaked.

He could feel it now — heavy, swollen, warm, sagging against his skin. His shorts weren’t enough to hide the bulk, and he was too nervous to stand up. If he walked, it would be obvious. At least… to someone like Betsy.

She returned a few minutes later.

“Got it,” she said, holding up a small blue bag.

Craig blinked. “Got what?”

“A fresh one,” she said. “I told to the nurse that you are incontinent, and I asked if they had any extra diapers.”

“You told them I wear diapers?”

Betsy smiled. “Craig, you’re leaking.”

He looked down.

“The seat of your shorts has two wet spots,” she added gently.

He flushed. “I… usually have my diaper changed by now.”

“I know,” she said, setting the bag down beside him. “Which is why I got us a private room. The same nurse showed me the family room at the end of the hall. Couch, sink, privacy.”

Craig blinked slowly. “You’re going to change me?”

She didn’t flinch. “Yes.”

“I just… I mean, usually my mom—”

Her tone didn’t change. “She can’t right now. And I’m here. And I know how.”

He hesitated. “Do I really still need it?”

Betsy stepped forward and crouched beside him, her voice soft.

“I think you need stability right now. And you need to feel like nothing else is spinning out of control. You’ve been through a lot.”

Craig stared at her.

“And you’ve done really well,” she said. “But it’s okay to lean on someone. Let me help you keep the structure you’re used to. You don’t have to be embarrassed.”

He looked at the bag. Then back at her.

And nodded.

The family room was dim, quiet, and smelled faintly of lemon disinfectant.

Betsy led him in with a soft hand on his back, then helped him gently onto the padded bench. She spread the blanket out beneath him with practiced grace, set the supplies beside her, and crouched down to unbuckle his belt.

Craig lay back, trying not to squirm.

She undid the button of his shorts and tugged them down carefully — and there it was: the bloated, yellow-tinged diaper, clearly over-saturated.

“Poor thing,” she murmured. “You’ve been soaked for hours.”

He covered his face with his hands. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Hush,” she said sweetly, placing her hand gently on his thigh. “I told you. This is normal now. This is just what we do.”

She peeled away the tapes.

Left. Right. Left. Right.

As the front of the diaper came down, Craig felt a horrible rush of heat. His body reacted — visibly. He hardened without meaning to, completely involuntarily.

He whimpered and covered his face tighter with both hands.

“Oh,” Betsy said softly, a smile in her voice.

She reached out and stroked him, still using the same calm, nurturing voice.

“You like me, Craig. I like you too.”

“I didn’t mean—” he mumbled into his palms.

She shushed him again and went on with the change.

She wiped him slowly, gently, her hand never leaving his leg.

Then powder — cool and sweet-smelling.

Then the fresh diaper, fluffed and slid beneath him.

She pulled the front up over him, fastened the tapes securely —

Left. Right. Left. Right.

— then gave the front a smoothing press with her palm.

“There,” she said. “Much better.”

She helped him sit up, adjusted his shorts, and refastened his belt for him. Then she leaned forward and kissed the top of his head.

“You’re safe now,” she whispered.

And in that moment, he believed her.

Then she stepped back and smiled.

“That wasn't so bad, was it?”

“No,” he said.

But deep down, he thought it wasn't bad at all. It was actually really nice.


Good Girl

The walk down the hospital hallway felt like walking through glass.

Craig kept his eyes low, one hand held tightly by Betsy, the other brushing lightly at the back of his shorts. The diaper change had helped, but the faint, damp marks on the seat of his pants were still there — two soft, diagonal shadows, just dark enough to make him twitch every time someone passed.

Betsy noticed.

She stepped in close behind him, resting a gentle palm across his bottom, her fingers brushing just enough to cover the stains. To the world, it might’ve looked like a protective gesture — a girlfriend comforting a stressed boyfriend.

To Craig, it felt like being guarded.

“Almost there,” she whispered. “You’re doing great.”

He nodded, cheeks still burning.

As they reached Marilyn’s room, the nurse at the door smiled politely.

“Oh, good timing. I was just about to help your mom,” she said. “She needs a diaper change.”

Craig stiffened.

Betsy, without missing a beat, smiled. “I can take care of that.”

The nurse blinked. “Are you sure?”

“We are good friends,” Betsy said warmly. “And it’s probably less embarrassing for her if someone familiar helps.”

The nurse hesitated — then nodded. “Of course. I’ll get out of your way. Call if you need anything.”

As the nurse left, Craig stepped into the room slowly.

Marilyn was propped up slightly in bed. Her hair was limp, her expression unreadable. One hand rested against her stomach; the other trembled softly beside a plastic water cup.

She saw them.

Her eyes flicked from Craig… to Betsy.

Her lips twitched. She tried to speak. Nothing came out but a raspy breath.

Betsy moved to the bedside, slipping on a fresh pair of gloves.

“Hi, Marilyn,” she said cheerfully. “We’re just going to get you cleaned up, okay?”

Marilyn blinked.

“Let’s get these blankies out of the way,” Betsy cooed, folding the sheet back like she was uncovering a toddler. “We don’t want any wiggly bottoms sitting in wet pants, do we?”

Craig stood frozen.

Marilyn’s face darkened.

Betsy reached for the waistband of her hospital pants and pulled them down with practiced ease. The adult diaper beneath was soaked — sagging, faintly yellow.

“Oh my goodness,” Betsy said. “Did we make a little oopsie?”

Marilyn’s eyes blazed.

Craig looked at the floor.

Betsy unfastened the tapes.

Left. Right. Left. Right.

“There we go. Let’s get that tushie all freshened up,” she said in a singsong tone. “Can’t have visitors while you’re all soggy.”

She wiped her down gently, but efficiently. Each stroke was calm, controlled — as if she were changing a doll.

Marilyn’s face turned red.

Betsy didn’t stop.

“Oh, you’re doing so well,” she said, looking right into Marilyn’s eyes. “Good girl. Just let Auntie Betsy help, hmm?”

Craig swallowed hard.

This wasn’t how his mother was supposed to look. This wasn’t how she was supposed to be.

Betsy reached for the fresh diaper, fluffed it out, and slid it beneath Marilyn’s hips.

She taped it on firmly.

Left. Right. Left. Right.

Then she patted the front panel gently.

“There,” she whispered. “All snug and dry, just like we like it.”

Marilyn closed her eyes.

Betsy peeled off her gloves and smiled.

Craig didn’t know what to say.

But one thing was for sure.

He would never look at his mother the same way again.


Sign Here, Sweetheart

The automatic doors hissed open with a quiet shiver of cold air.

Craig looked up from his seat in the waiting room just in time to see a woman step through the entrance — tall, trim, her stride crisp and composed. She wore a tailored navy blazer over a cream blouse, pressed gray slacks, and low heels that didn’t click when she walked so much as announce her presence.

She looked like Betsy — same chin-length bob, same angular cheekbones, same clear, assessing gaze. But sharper. More polished. Like someone used to winning.

“Mom!” Betsy stood up quickly and wrapped her arms around the woman’s shoulders.

“Hi, sweetheart,” the woman said warmly, kissing the top of her head. “You holding up okay?”

“I’m fine,” Betsy said, glancing toward Craig. “We’ve had kind of a week.”

The woman turned to him and extended a hand.

“I’m Eleanor,” she said. “Betsy’s mom.”

Craig stood automatically. “Uh—hi. I’m Craig.”

She gave his hand a firm but gentle shake. “I’ve heard good things.”

Before Craig could respond, Betsy chimed in. “I’m going to go see if I can get us a family room.”

She gave Craig a wink and walked off down the hallway.

Eleanor sat in the chair next to Craig, crossing her legs neatly.

“So,” she said softly, “your mom’s in a rough spot.”

Craig nodded. “Yeah.”

“And you’re the only one here for her?”

“Yeah,” he said again. “It’s always just been us.”

Eleanor’s gaze didn’t waver. “That’s a lot of weight for a young man.”

He didn’t know what to say. She didn’t seem to expect an answer.

A moment later, Betsy’s voice rang down the hallway. “Hey you two — over here! I got us a room.”

Eleanor smiled and stood. “Let’s go get comfortable.”

The family room was quiet, softly lit, and surprisingly cozy. A padded sofa sat near the window, and a side table had been cleared of the usual hospital brochures. Betsy had already laid out a folded blanket and placed her tote on the armrest.

Eleanor waited until they were seated, then opened her structured bag and pulled out a slender, neatly organized folder.

“I want to talk to you about something,” she said, looking Craig in the eye. “Nothing’s set in stone yet. But with your mother’s condition… decisions will need to be made. Someone has to be able to make them.”

Craig shifted in his seat.

Eleanor continued, her tone calm. “There’s no extended family in the picture. That means you’re her next of kin. And if we file for emergency guardianship tonight, you’ll have legal authority to manage her medical care, her finances, and her household.”

Craig blinked. “That sounds like a lot.”

“It is,” Eleanor said. “But you’re already going to be doing it. This just makes it official — and easier. You’ll have control of her assets, access to her accounts, and the power to get her the care she needs.”

She pulled a pen from her bag and laid it on top of the forms.

Craig stared.

“Is this what she’d want?” he asked.

Eleanor tilted her head. “She raised you to be responsible. This is you living up to that.”

Craig swallowed hard.

And nodded.

Eleanor opened the folder, turned the pages, and guided him through each signature.

When the last line was signed, Betsy quietly closed the folder and slid it back into Eleanor’s bag.

“Good,” Eleanor said. “You’ve taken the first step."

Betsy stood and opened her tote. “You need a change, Craig. It’s been a while. I grabbed a fresh one while I was with the nurse.”

His face went crimson. “Wait, now? I—I can wait until we get home.”

Eleanor turned to him, voice gentle but steady. “You’ve been through a lot. Let us help.”

“I just—”

Eleanor reached out and placed her hand on his shoulder.

Her touch was calm. Reassuring. Parental.

“You’re safe here,” she said. “Let us take care of you.”

Slowly, reluctantly, Craig nodded.

Betsy unfolded the blanket on the couch. Eleanor opened the diaper. Craig lay down, face flushed, body tense.

Betsy unbuttoned his waistband while Eleanor tugged his pants down, revealing the soaked padding beneath.

Betsy untaped it with practiced ease.

Left. Right. Left. Right.

Eleanor gently lifted Craig’s hips while Betsy pulled the diaper away and folded it neatly. Eleanor began to wipe him — calm, efficient, with no hesitation.

Craig covered his face with both hands.

“You’re doing great,” Eleanor said.

Betsy opened the fresh diaper and fluffed it.

Eleanor slid it under him. Betsy guided him back down.

Together, they taped it on.

Left. Right. Left. Right.

The two women shared a small smile.

“There,” Eleanor said. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”

Craig exhaled slowly, not sure if he wanted to speak.

Betsy ran a hand through his hair.

“You’re so cute when you are embarrassed,” she whispered.

And Craig, still too embarrassed to look at either of them, blushed even deeper.


All Tucked In

The wheelchair creaked softly as Craig rolled it up the new aluminum ramp he’d installed two days earlier. It was clean, functional, and — like everything else in the house lately — exactly how Betsy wanted it.

She was waiting for them at the front door.

Hair in perfect place, her arms folded as she leaned lightly against the frame. She looked like she belonged there. Like she had been standing at that door for years.

And when she saw them approach, her expression lit up with sunshine.

“Welcome home!” she beamed, straightening and stepping aside. “Are you excited to see your new room, Marilyn?”

Marilyn didn’t respond — she couldn’t — but her eyes darted toward Betsy with unmistakable recognition.

“Come on in, sweetie,” Betsy said, placing a hand on the back of the wheelchair and gently guiding it into the hall. “You’ve had a long trip, but everything’s ready for you.”

Craig closed the door behind them and followed quietly as Betsy led the way past the freshly repainted hallway — no more  old art prints, just pastel tones and floral touches — and toward Craig’s old bedroom.

The door was already open.

Inside, it was unmistakable: a nursery in disguise.

Walls painted soft pink. Lavender bedspread printed with ponies and stars. White dresser topped with stuffed animals and a musical mobile, already spinning lazily overhead. A faint scent of baby powder lingered in the air.

Craig pushed the wheelchair through the threshold.

“Now let’s get you comfy,” Betsy cooed.

She and Craig lifted Marilyn gently from the chair, one at her arms, one under her legs, and laid her softly onto the bed. The moment her weight settled onto the mattress, a loud crinkle sounded beneath her.

A thick, plastic-lined mattress protector covered the bed, almost shining beneath the sheets.

“All snug and safe,” Betsy said brightly, brushing a hand across Marilyn’s hair. “But we can’t have you sleeping in a hospital gown forever, now can we?”

She turned to the closet and returned with a soft, baby-pink dress — Peter Pan collar, puffed sleeves, and tiny white daisies embroidered along the hem.

Marilyn’s eyes widened.

Betsy began unfastening the hospital gown. “Let’s get this old thing off you. Time to feel pretty again.”

They slid the gown down Marilyn’s shoulders and arms, folding it neatly at the foot of the bed. Then they dressed her with practiced gentleness — guiding her arms into the sleeves, buttoning the back, smoothing the fabric down over her lap.

“There we go,” she said, giving her a satisfied nod. “Now you look like the little lady you are.”

Then she leaned in and pressed two fingers to the front of Marilyn’s diaper.

“Oof,” she said with mock concern. “Looks like somebody’s soggy.”

She reached into the dresser and pulled out a fresh diaper — pink and frilly, with little cartoon characters across the waistband. She laid it beside her and began to work.

Craig stood quietly by the door, hands behind his back.

Betsy peeled away the wet tapes.

Left. Right. Left. Right.

She wiped Marilyn clean, dusted her with powder, and taped on the fresh diaper in smooth, practiced motions.

“Much better,” she said, smoothing the front panel down with her palm.

Then she reached beneath the bed and pulled out the soft restraints — padded cuffs that attached to the frame.

“For safety,” she said cheerfully. “We don’t want you tumbling out of bed, do we?”

She fastened one at each ankle, then the wrists, and finally a wide chest strap — placed gently beneath Marilyn’s arms to keep her from rolling.

“There we go,” Betsy whispered. “All snug as a bug.”

The mobile above the bed spun slowly, chiming its gentle melody.

Craig watched silently.

Betsy turned to the light dimmer, adjusting it to a warm glow, and flipped on the pink bunny-shaped nightlight.

“Night-night, little Marilyn,” she whispered.

She gave the mobile a little spin.

Then she stepped back, motioned to Craig, and together they slipped out of the room, closing the door with a soft click.


Finish It

The morning sunlight filtered in through the sheer curtains, striping the comforter in soft gold lines. Marilyn’s old bedroom had already begun its transformation — the wallpaper was gone, replaced by neutral tones and floral accents. A new lamp sat on the dresser, and the bedding was crisp and white with soft pink trim.

On the bed, Craig stirred beneath the covers.

He felt a familiar warmth around his waist, the bulk between his legs a gentle pressure. It was one of the first sensations he registered each morning now — not quite shameful, not quite comforting. Just present.

And beside him, Betsy shifted.

She rolled toward him slowly, her arm slipping over his chest, her leg sliding between his like it had done a dozen times now. Her head rested against his shoulder, and she gave a small hum of contentment before pressing a soft kiss to his cheek.

“Mmm,” she murmured, eyes still closed. “Good morning, my sweet boy.”

Craig turned his head and smiled — sleepy, docile.

Her fingers traced small circles on his chest.

For a moment, they just lay there — quiet, close, safe.

Then Betsy slid her hand gently under the blanket, and he knew exactly what she was checking.

“Oof,” she said lightly. “Somebody’s soaked.”

Craig flushed but didn’t object.

“Let’s get you into a dry one before breakfast,” she said with a kiss to his temple.

She changed him right there on the bed — efficiently, tenderly. She laid out the fresh diaper beside him, peeled away the tapes from the wet one —

Left. Right. Left. Right.

— wiped him down, powdered him, and taped him into a clean one with practiced ease.

“There,” she said, smoothing the front panel. “Ready for the day.”

Then she laid out his clothes.

Crisp khakis. A white button-down. A belt. Brown shoes already waiting by the dresser.

He dressed while Betsy got ready in the adjoining bathroom.

They stepped into the nursery, and the smell hit them immediately — unmistakable and thick in the warm air.

Craig wrinkled his nose slightly, but didn’t flinch.

Betsy walked over to the bed, gave the back of Marilyn’s diaper a light pat, and smiled brightly.

“Oh dear,” she said. “Somebody’s tummy was busy last night.”

Marilyn’s eyes narrowed with slow, cold fury.

Betsy beamed. “Good morning, Marilyn! You made such a big stinky, didn’t you?”

Craig stood quietly beside the bed, expression neutral.

Betsy glanced over. “All right, sweetie. Come stand here — I want you to watch carefully. I’m going to show you exactly how I want it done.”

She reached down and untaped Marilyn’s diaper.

Left. Right. Left. Right.

Craig winced slightly at the smell, but didn’t flinch.

Betsy wiped her down calmly, narrating each step in a clear voice.

“We always wipe front to back. Use a fresh one for each pass. Fold the old diaper in, keep the mess contained.”

Craig nodded, watching closely.

“We powder just a little — not too much, or it clumps.”

She opened a fresh diaper — one of the pink, boutique-style ones with cartoon characters — and slid it beneath Marilyn’s hips.

Left. Right. Left.

Then she paused.

She held the final tape and offered it to Craig.

“Go ahead,” she said. “Finish it.”

He hesitated.

Then leaned forward, took the tab, and pressed it into place.

Right.

Betsy smiled.

“Perfect.”

Craig stood back, his face uncertain — but something flickered beneath it. A quiet sense of completion.

Betsy reached down and patted the diaper gently.

“All done, little Marilyn.”

She turned to Craig, brushing her hands together.

“Now let’s go get Marilyn’s bottles ready so she can have breakfast.”


All Planned Out

The nursery was quiet and warm, the dim early light filtering through pink curtains. A faint lavender scent lingered in the air. The mobile above the bed moved gently, its slow spin barely noticeable.

Marilyn lay half-upright in her safety bed, propped at a soft incline. Her wrists and ankles were secured with padded cuffs; a wide chest strap kept her steady, wrapped snugly beneath her arms. Her pink dress, freshly ironed and simple, fell neatly to her thighs. Her eyes flicked up toward the ceiling, then to the doorway.

Betsy stepped in with two warmed bottles, holding them by the rings, her fingers perfectly steady. She looked bright, clean, confident — like someone exactly where she was meant to be.

Craig followed a few steps behind and stood in the corner, still buttoned into his khakis and neatly tucked-in shirt.

Betsy said nothing at first.

She moved to the bed and placed the bottles gently on the tray table beside her, then pulled a chair close to Marilyn's side and sat down.

She brushed a few strands of hair away from Marilyn’s face and tucked them gently behind her ear.

“There we go,” she whispered. “Now we can see those pretty eyes.”

Marilyn blinked.

Betsy picked up the first bottle and leaned in, gently resting the nipple against Marilyn’s lips.

Marilyn kept her mouth closed, her tongue pressed forward in quiet resistance.

“That’s okay,” Betsy said, her voice low and soothing. “I know it’s a big adjustment. You just take your time.”

She didn’t pull the bottle away.

Instead, she kept it there, steady, letting the tip rest gently on her lips. Her other hand moved beneath Marilyn’s chin to stroke the soft skin of her neck and jaw.

“We’ll just hold it right here,” she murmured. “Whenever you’re ready, sweetheart.”

She began to gently massage Marilyn’s throat — slow, small circles — and with her fingers, she tilted the bottle slightly, letting a trace of warmth collect near the tip.

Marilyn’s eyes shifted toward her, unblinking.

A faint, involuntary twitch passed through her jaw. Then a subtle swallow.

Betsy smiled.

“There we go. That’s my good baby.”

The bottle was still nearly full, maybe just a sip gone, when she glanced toward Craig.

“Now,” she said, still stroking Marilyn’s throat, “let’s talk about tomorrow.”

Craig nodded.

“You’ll be up at seven. We’ll get you changed first thing, then I’ll pack your bag. Your first lecture starts at nine, and you’ve got four blocks before your break.”

She turned the bottle slowly, gently, as Marilyn began to sip in slow, irregular gulps.

She looked back at Marilyn, moving a hand to support the bottle while her other resumed the gentle pressure at the base of her throat.

Marilyn’s lips twitched again. Another swallow.

“That’s it,” Betsy whispered. “Keep drinking baby girl. You’re doing so well.”

She turned slightly in her chair, still not looking at Craig, but speaking clearly enough for him to hear.

“We’ll insert the plug before you leave. Just like we practiced. That way there won’t be any… interruptions. No accidents during class. And you’ll be wearing the extra soaker liners too.”

Marilyn swallowed again. The bottle was now a little more than half empty.

“And I know,” she added lightly, still stroking Marilyn’s throat, “you’re worried about how it’ll look. Your diaper’s already thick, and the soaker adds puff — makes your pants tighter, more obvious under your belt.”

Marilyn’s eyes were half-lidded now, steady, resigned.

“But we’ve talked about that,” Betsy continued. “You’re not at school to impress anyone. What matters is that you’re comfortable, focused, and cared for.”

She turned the bottle again and wiped a tiny bit of milk from Marilyn’s lower lip with the side of her thumb.

“You’ll never miss class for a bathroom break. Never fall behind. That’s the advantage you’ll have. Everyone else will be juggling schedules and stress.”

Marilyn let out a soft exhale between swallows.

Betsy adjusted her hold again.

She leaned in closer.

“I’ll be here the whole time,” she said, voice still warm. “Taking care of your mom.”

Her fingers stroked Marilyn’s temple.

“It’s just going to be me and her.”

Marilyn blinked once — slow, long.

The bottle emptied with one last sip.

Betsy pulled it away, wiped Marilyn’s lips gently, and placed the bottle on the tray.

Then she leaned forward and gave Marilyn a soft pat on the cheek.

“You did such a good job baby,” she whispered. “Just one more.”

She picked up the second bottle.

And smiled.


Thanksgiving

The dining room glowed with soft amber light, the walls freshly painted a pale rose. Though technically still Marilyn’s house, the atmosphere said otherwise. Eleanor sat at the head of the table like she’d always belonged there, and Betsy’s tasteful decor choices—doilies, pastels, a vase of silk hydrangeas—had erased the house’s sharper edges.

It wasn’t just the space that had changed. The roles around the table had shifted too.

At Eleanor’s right sat Betsy, who held Marilyn’s limp hand in her lap as if she were a child or a doll. Marilyn, dressed in a lace-trimmed velour romper with matching socks, sat in her wheelchair with her head gently supported by a floral travel pillow. Her expression was neutral, but her eyes—her only reliable communicators—told a deeper story. Toward Betsy, her eyes were soft, resigned. Toward Eleanor, they were slanted and cold, narrowed with suspicion.

Across the table sat Craig, fidgeting in his chair, knees together, napkin draped with precise awkwardness across his khakis. Beside him was Ivy—Betsy’s older sister.

Ivy was striking—tall and athletic, with sharp cheekbones and long brown hair she wore in a high ponytail. Her voice was calm, clinical, and dryly playful. She worked in the medical device field as a mechanical engineer, and the precise confidence of her trade carried into her posture and speech. She wore a navy sweater dress with compression tights, and her smile never quite reached her eyes—but her hands were always reaching for Craig’s cheeks.

“Look at these,” she teased, giving one cheek a firm pinch as he tried not to recoil. “Soft, nervous, and so squeezable.”

“Please don’t—” Craig started, turning red.

“Aww, he hates it,” she grinned, reaching over to tweak the other side.

“Betsy, dear,” Eleanor said smoothly, carving the turkey with a silver-handled knife. “Would you mind feeding Marilyn her bottle before it gets too cold?”

“Of course.” Betsy smiled and reached for the pre-warmed bottle. She gently nestled the nipple against Marilyn’s lips. “Here you go, sweetheart.”

Marilyn’s eyelids drooped slightly, and her mouth accepted the bottle with slow, mechanical precision. Her eyes fluttered toward Betsy—calm, maybe even grateful.

Eleanor turned her attention to Craig. “And how are classes going, sweetheart?”

Craig blinked. “Um… pretty good. I mean—fine.”

Betsy stepped in. “Only one class where he doesn’t have a hundred. It’s history. A ninety-four on one quiz dropped his average a little.”

Eleanor tilted her head. “Ivy, anything we can do?”

Ivy didn’t look up from her wine glass. “Sure. I’ve got a little wearable camera we can stick to his lapel. Syncs with a phone app. That way we can see what’s distracting him.”

“That’s settled, then,” Eleanor said, nodding. “Now—about the wedding. Betsy?”

Betsy beamed. “We’re going to the Justice of the Peace next Monday.”

“I’ll go with them, of course,” Eleanor added. “Ivy, you’ll stay here and take care of Marilyn?”

“Sure,” Ivy said, brushing a crumb from Craig’s collar with mock ceremony. “But I'd rather babysit Craig.”

Dinner wrapped up pleasantly—until a sour, unmistakable odor drifted into the air. Craig froze. Ivy’s nose wrinkled. Even Eleanor paused mid-sentence.

“Oh,” Betsy said with a little laugh, glancing at Marilyn. “Well. That’s our cue, I think.”

“Time to change the babies,” Eleanor said, lifting her napkin off her lap.

Betsy stood and leaned toward Marilyn. “C’mon, sweetheart. Let’s get you cleaned up and cozy.”

Craig stood too, but Ivy grabbed his wrist. “Tonight, you’re getting the plug.”

He blushed deep crimson.

In the master bedroom, Ivy had Craig laying on the bed naked. She applied lube to the plug without ceremony.

“You’re such a good boy,” she said quietly, guiding the plug into place. “But I don't change poopy diapers. This stays in until I leave tomorrow.”

Craig nodded, breath shallow. She pushed it in a bit further than necessary, then slid a diaper under him, powdered him, and taped it up tight.

As she helped him into his pajamas, she skipped the pants and gave his cheek one more hard pinch.

“There. Much better.” She smiled. “Now let’s go show everyone your cute diapered butt.”


Christmas

The house smelled of cinnamon and ham, lit by a flickering fireplace and dotted with red velvet bows and soft-glow fairy lights. A pine-scented candle burned on the mantle, and a tinsel garland framed the family portrait—recently updated. In it, Betsy and Craig stood together in matching cream sweaters, Craig’s smile nervous, Betsy’s hand placed firmly on his chest.

They were married now. Official.

At the head of the holiday table sat Eleanor, dressed in winter white with a rhinestone pin at her collar. She raised her glass as the meal began.

“To the newlyweds,” she declared warmly. “To Betsy and Craig Kettleman.” She turned slightly and smiled at Betsy. “Isn’t it wonderful, dear, having it all official now? Betsy Kettleman—it suits you.”

Betsy beamed. “I like the sound of it.”

Across from her, Craig offered a shy smile. He shifted in his seat, acutely aware of the snug plug already nestled inside him. Betsy had taken care of that earlier, during his morning change. “You know Ivy’s visiting,” she’d whispered while powdering him. “And you know how she feels about changing poopy diapers.” He hadn’t argued.

Ivy, seated beside Craig once again, reached over and pinched his cheek—hard.

“Still my little baby-in-law,” she said playfully. “You know, I really missed these cheeks.”

Craig chuckled nervously, rubbing his cheek.

Betsy turned to Marilyn, who sat to her right in a soft fleece dress with a bib. Her hands were in padded mittens, resting quietly in her lap, and her lips were still slick from her last bottle. Her eyes—always expressive—drifted toward Betsy with a glazed softness. But when they landed on Eleanor, seated at the head of her former table, they hardened into sharp little slits.

“We also found something very special this week,” Betsy said to Marilyn. “I was cleaning out that old chest in the attic—the one wrapped in wool—and guess what I found?”

She leaned closer.

“Your great-grandmother’s jewelry collection. Real gold. Very impressive.”

Marilyn’s eyes widened slightly, alert.

“But don’t worry,” Betsy continued sweetly. “We sold it. Used the money for grown-up things. But we didn’t forget you…”

Eleanor reached down into a velvet bag and drew out a pink plastic bracelet, sparkly with faux gems. Then came matching clip-on earrings—purple hearts—and a necklace strung with candy-colored beads.

“Merry Christmas, darling,” Eleanor said, affixing the jewelry to Marilyn’s wrists and ears with gentle precision.

Craig couldn’t help it—he laughed.

Ivy raised an eyebrow. “Careful. Keep giggling like that, and you’ll be the one in earrings and a dress.”

Craig’s smile vanished instantly.

Later, over dessert, Eleanor brought up the school footage. “So, Ivy,” she said, slicing into a pecan tart, “you said the camera revealed something useful?”

“Oh, yes,” Ivy said, pulling up the video on her phone. “There are two girls in Craig’s class—always distracted, always behind. They nudge him constantly to ask what page they’re on or when things are due. He tries to help, but it breaks his focus.”

Craig flushed.

“He can't help but obey strong women,” Betsy added.

“Well, that won’t do,” Eleanor said. “Any suggestions, Ivy?”

“Simple.” Ivy wiped her mouth. “We make him wear a pacifier. A big one. Pink. With the word sissy on it.”

Craig’s head snapped up.

“And a face mask over it,” Ivy continued matter-of-factly. “No one will know. But he won’t be able to talk. Keeps him quiet. Keeps him focused.”

Eleanor nodded, delighted. “That’s perfect. We can order one after dinner.”

“I already know a site,” Ivy said.

Craig’s ears burned. Ivy's hand reached under the table and gave his thigh a reassuring squeeze.

As the evening wrapped up, Eleanor leaned back with a satisfied sigh. “I think that’s everything.”

“Well,” Betsy said, rising, “time for someone’s evening diaper change.”

She took Marilyn’s chair and wheeled her toward the nursery, her voice soft and syrupy. “You’ve had such a big day, haven’t you? All dressed up with your new jewelry…”

Marilyn’s eyes flickered with insulted awareness, but she didn’t resist as the wheels turned and the nursery door clicked closed.

Meanwhile, Ivy stood and stretched. “Alright, sweet cheeks,” she said to Craig, patting his rear. “Let’s check that plug and get you into a fresh diaper.”

Craig gulped and followed her down the hall.


Easter

The table was set with pastel linens and ceramic bunny napkin rings. A vase of fresh tulips brightened the center, and Eleanor had insisted on real silverware for the occasion. The sun slanted softly through the bay window, casting gentle light across the dining room, where the family was gathered once again.

“He’s been doing wonderfully in school again,” Betsy said brightly as she cut her ham. “Ever since we implemented the no-talking-on-weekdays rule, his focus has skyrocketed.”

Eleanor nodded, pleased. “So the pacifier remains in after school too?”

“Oh yes,” Betsy said. “Every weekday. It helps him stay centered. He even told me weekends feel more special now, since that’s when he earns the right to speak again.”

“Smart system,” Ivy added, swirling her wine. “Speaking of which…”

She walked to the coat closet and pulled out a small garment bag. Unzipping it slowly, she revealed a delicate lavender baby dress with puffed sleeves, a Peter Pan collar, and embroidered ducklings along the hem. A matching bonnet peeked out from the folds.

“I got him something,” Ivy said casually. “I'd really love it if Craig wore dresses when mom and I visit for holidays. He’s just so much cuter that way.” She reached over and gave his cheek a firm pinch—too hard, as always.

Craig flinched. “No. I won't.” he mumbled softly.

The table went silent.

Even Marilyn, in her high-backed chair beside Betsy, blinked rapidly. Her eyes moved to Craig, then back to Eleanor.

Everyone turned toward the head of the table.

Eleanor set down her fork. “That’s quite unfortunate, Craig,” she said, her voice cool but calm. “You know you’re not supposed to say no to us. That kind of refusal tells me… maybe you’re not as focused as we hoped.”

Craig’s eyes widened slightly. He looked at his plate, the color draining from his face.

Eleanor’s brows lifted slightly. “She turned to Ivy. “Could we do something about that?”

Ivy continued. “We might want to rethink the plug he wears. If he’s too used to it, it might not serve as a proper reminder anymore.”

Craig visibly stiffened.

“I could design a new model,” Ivy went on. “Something with… deeper reinforcement. A plug that reminds him who’s in charge.”

Betsy chimed in gently. “You know, I think he still feels like a big boy when he goes pee. Like he still gets to control when it happens. I wonder if that's getting in the way of his progress.”

“We can fix that,” Ivy said, already intrigued. “I can build a custom chastity cage that tracks urinary flow. If it detects he hasn’t gone in, let's say, thirty minutes, it could trigger a small behavioral correction shock. Nothing intense—just enough to encourage a steady stream.”

Eleanor smiled. “That would teach him to let go.”

Betsy nodded. “Exactly. We want it to be natural. Automatic.”

Craig’s eyes welled, but he kept his head down.

Eleanor gave a small sigh, dabbing her mouth with her napkin. “You know what, dear,” she said to Betsy, “I think now would be the perfect time to put Craig in that Easter Sunday dress Ivy brought. He’s being such a pouty little baby—might as well dress the part.”

Betsy stood calmly, patting Craig’s head. “Let’s go, sweetie. Time for your Easter outfit.”

Craig didn’t move at first, but then he rose slowly from his chair, face red, hands trembling at his sides.

Ivy smiled, already standing to help. “You’re gonna look so pretty.”

As they guided him from the room, Marilyn blinked once, her gaze following the scene with quiet understanding.

And as the lavender dress disappeared around the hallway corner, Eleanor beamed at her daughters as her pride swelled. She had raised them right.


Fourth of July

The dining room was a swirl of Americana: red napkins, blue candles, white tablecloth. Patriotic bunting hung over the windows, and Marilyn—dressed in a bib with a little embroidered eagle—sat peacefully, blinking slowly.

But all eyes were really on Craig.

He stood beside his chair, dressed in a custom-made candy-striper miniskirt, striped red, white, and blue. The fabric barely grazed the top of his thighs, puffed out with a built-in petticoat. His matching halter top hugged his chest, and his legs were bare save for a pair of frilly ankle socks and soft-soled Mary Janes. A red bow clipped into his neatly combed hair.

“I just love that you’re wearing dresses now when we visit,” Ivy said, giving one of his cheeks a firm pinch. “You’re too cute not to.”

Craig sat down quickly, avoiding her eyes.

“You know,” Betsy added with a casual smile, “his mom used to put him in dresses sometimes. But I’ve tried not to go overboard. We do plan to have kids one day, and I already have a story ready for the diapers—that Daddy’s always needed them, and Mommy helps take care of him.”

She paused and laughed lightly.

“But I haven’t figured out how to explain why Daddy’s always in a dress. So I’ve kind of held back there.”

“Well,” Ivy said, folding her napkin with flair, “you’re not there yet. So in the meantime, I get to have fun.” She reached for his cheek again.

Craig winced and looked like he was about to protest—when suddenly, everything in him shifted.

He gasped.

His shoulders shot up; his knees flew apart; and his back arched violently as if hit with a wave of pressure. His thighs slid outward, wide open under the skirt, spreading around the seat in a desperate attempt to ease the growing intrusion.

He slumped forward hard, collapsing against the edge of the table, arms limp at his sides. His head lay turned on the tablecloth, eyes half-lidded and crossed, mouth wide and drooling onto the linen. The sound he made was soft, sustained, and helpless.

His hips twitched as he instinctively lifted his backside into the air, high and presented, miniskirt riding up and exposing the ruffled edges of his diaper. It was obscene, involuntary—and he couldn’t stop moaning.

“Oh wow,” Eleanor said with a little smirk, sipping her wine. “Fifteen minutes already?”

“That new plug is no joke, Ivy,” Betsy added, raising her brows. “Baseball-sized balloon at the base? Seriously?”

“It inflates and glides up and down the shaft for a minute,” Ivy said proudly. “It's meant to leave a lasting impression.”

Craig’s eyes fluttered, and his drool pooled beneath him.

“Actually…” Ivy tapped her lip. “Betsy, would you mind handing me one of Marilyn’s bottles?”

Betsy blinked, then smiled knowingly. She retrieved a prepared bottle from the warmer and passed it over.

Ivy uncapped it, then gently tilted Craig’s head toward her, stroking his hair back. He moaned louder but didn’t resist.

“There we go,” she murmured, slipping the nipple into his mouth.

His lips latched weakly. Then—slowly—he began to suck. Still moaning, still drooling, still twitching. But now… nursing.

“There,” Ivy said warmly, fingers stroking the back of his head. “Much better.”

As the plug's cycle finally ended, Craig slumped against the table fully, still weakly suckling from the bottle.

But the relief didn’t last.

…Zzzap.

Craig yelped around the nipple, eyes flying open in panic. His whole body jolted, and a sharp hiss followed as he wet himself uncontrollably—his legs twitching, his diaper swelling audibly beneath the miniskirt.

“Oh dear,” Ivy said lightly. “That must’ve been the thirty-minute mark. You’re going to have to really start letting go without thinking, Craig, or that shock’s going to keep coming.”

Then something inside him broke.

His lips quivered around the bottle nipple.

And a soft, barely audible whimper escaped him—a high, shuddery little breath that cracked into something pitiful and wet. He began to cry. Quietly. Not dramatic or loud—just slow, weak sobs. The sound of someone too far gone to resist, but too embarrassed to ask for comfort.

Tears slipped down his cheeks as he continued to suckle. His moans faded into that soft, rhythmic weeping, his face still pressed to the table, his butt still lifted high. The bottle bobbed gently with each breath.

“Oh my God,” Ivy said, absolutely delighted. “That is the cutest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Eleanor’s eyes sparkled. “He’s finally figuring it out.”

Ivy leaned in and gently wiped a tear from his temple. “That’s what surrender looks like.”

Betsy leaned over and wiped his cheek tenderly. “He’s been needing this for so long.”

Eleanor nodded slowly, almost solemnly. “This is a powerful moment… a moment he’ll remember. Betsy, let’s make sure it sticks.”

Betsy looked up, already intrigued.

Eleanor smiled. “Turn the plug back on. Ten minutes this time.”

Craig's eyes widened slightly through his tears—just before he let out a soft gasp around the bottle nipple. His legs began to tremble again.

“Done,” Betsy said, tapping her phone.

There was a brief pause—then a deep mechanical hum from within him. Craig's moan returned immediately, louder now, almost panicked. His hips bucked helplessly in the air as the enlarged balloon re-inflated inside him, rolling up the shaft once... twice... again.

Craig’s cries grew louder—but they were different now. Not protesting. Not resisting. Just helpless.

He couldn’t do anything but moan, cry, and suck his bottle.

“Ten full minutes,” Ivy said proudly, stroking his hair again. “By the time it’s over, he won’t even remember his name.”

Eleanor folded her napkin, satisfied. “Good.”

Fireworks boomed faintly in the distance.

And at this table, it was clear:

Craig’s independence had been thoroughly denied.




The End
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