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Chapter 1: The Gaze That Undid Him

Soren slumped deeper into the black leather chair of his penthouse office. The city lights blurred beyond the floor-to-ceiling glass. Sixteen hours straight. Again. His raven hair stuck to his forehead in damp strands. Green eyes, usually sharp as code, felt heavy and dull.

The contract had arrived two days ago. “Executive Rejuvenation Protocol.” Exclusive. Discreet. Expensive enough to make even him hesitate. But the burnout clawed at his ribs every night. He needed someone else to carry the weight. Just for a while.

A soft knock echoed through the empty suite.

“Come in.”

The door opened without sound. Thalia stepped inside like she already owned the room.

She was taller than he expected. Statuesque. Bronze skin glowing under the recessed lighting. Waist-length auburn waves pinned in an elegant twist that looked both effortless and unbreakable. Hazel eyes - calm, deep, missing nothing - locked onto him instantly.

Soren straightened despite himself. His tailored shirt suddenly felt too tight across his slim chest.

“Mr. Vale,” she said. Her voice was warm honey poured over steel. “I’m Thalia.”

She crossed the room in three graceful strides. No heels clicking. Just the faint rustle of her silk blouse and the subtle sway of her full hips. She stopped directly in front of his desk. Close enough that he caught the faint scent of warm vanilla and something darker. Maternal. Commanding.

“Sit,” she said softly.

He was already sitting. Still, his body obeyed before his mind caught up. He sank back down.

Thalia didn’t sit. She leaned one hip against the edge of his desk, towering over him even in that relaxed pose. Those hazel eyes never left his face.

Soren cleared his throat. “The proposal was… detailed.”

“It was,” she agreed. One perfectly manicured finger traced the edge of his untouched coffee mug. “You read every clause.”

He had. Three times. The words still burned behind his eyes: total surrender of decision-making, structured regression, physical dependency protocols, complete confidentiality.

His cock twitched traitorously at the memory.

Thalia’s gaze dropped for half a second. Just long enough. Then back to his eyes. A flicker of knowing heat.

“You’re exhausted, Soren.” She used his first name like it already belonged to her. “Boardrooms. Numbers. Decisions that never stop. Your shoulders carry the weight of an empire, don’t they?”

He tried to summon the CEO smirk. It came out weak. “Something like that.”

Her eyes softened, but the softness had teeth. She reached across the desk and brushed a stray lock of raven hair from his sharp cheekbone. The touch was light. Maternal. Electric.

Soren’s breath hitched.

“Poor boy,” she murmured. “So competent on the outside. So very tired inside.”

His cock thickened against the confines of his slacks. He shifted, trying to hide it. Her gaze followed the movement anyway.

Heat flooded his face.

Thalia smiled. Small. Knowing. Not mocking - worse. Understanding.

“You don’t have to pretend with me,” she said. Her voice dropped lower. “Not anymore.”

She circled the desk slowly. Each step deliberate. Graceful authority radiating from every inch of her statuesque frame. When she reached his side, she stopped. Looked down at him with those calm hazel eyes that seemed to peel back layers he hadn’t known were there.

Soren’s heart hammered. He was twenty-eight. CEO of a nine-figure company. And right now he felt stripped bare by a single look.

“Tell me what you need,” Thalia whispered. She didn’t touch him again. She didn’t have to. Her presence pressed against him like warm, heavy blankets.

“I… I don’t know,” he lied.

Her eyebrow arched. Just slightly. “Liar.”

The single word landed like a caress between his legs. His cock pulsed harder. A bead of pre-cum slicked the inside of his boxers.

Thalia’s eyes narrowed with quiet delight. She leaned down until her face was level with his. Auburn strands slipped free from her elegant twist, brushing his shoulder.

“I see you, little one,” she breathed. “I see the boy who wants someone else to carry everything. The boy who’s so very hard right now just from Mommy looking at him.”

Soren’s mouth went dry. “I’m not - ”

“Shh.” One finger pressed gently to his lips. Soft. Warm. Commanding silence. “Your body already told me the truth.”

His cock throbbed visibly against the thin fabric of his slacks now. No hiding it. The outline was unmistakable. Thick. Aching. Betraying him completely.

Thalia’s half-smile deepened. She didn’t touch his erection. She simply let her gaze linger there, then returned to his flushed face.

“Good boy,” she praised softly. “Letting Mommy see how much you need this.”

Soren’s hips jerked involuntarily. A tiny, humiliated sound escaped his throat.

She straightened, but the weight of her gaze stayed pinned to him. Those hazel eyes held him more securely than any rope ever could.

“Let’s begin properly,” she said. Her tone shifted into something smoother. Professional yet dripping with maternal promise. “The initial consultation. No contracts yet. Just honesty.”

She moved to the sleek couch along the far wall and sat with perfect posture. Legs crossed. Skirt riding up just enough to hint at strong, smooth thighs.

“Come here, Soren.”

He stood on shaky legs. Crossed the room like a man walking toward his own execution - and his deepest relief.

When he reached her, Thalia patted her lap once.

Soren hesitated. His cock strained painfully now. The front of his slacks tented obscenely.

Thalia waited. Calm. Unmoving. Those eyes never wavering.

He lowered himself awkwardly onto her lap. Slim body folding into her statuesque frame. Her arms came around him immediately. One hand cradling the back of his head. The other resting possessively on his thigh.

His raven hair brushed her chin. He could smell her skin - warm, clean, faintly sweet like milk and vanilla.

“Relax,” she whispered against his ear. “Mommy’s got you.”

His cock throbbed against her hip. Hard. Leaking. Mortifying.

Thalia rocked him gently. Slow. Rhythmic. Like soothing a fussy child.

“You’ve been such a big boy for so long,” she cooed. “Carrying everything. Making every decision. No one to tuck you in. No one to tell you it’s okay to let go.”

Soren’s breath came faster. His intelligent green eyes fluttered half-closed despite himself.

Her hand stroked his back in wide, comforting circles. Lower. Lower still. Until her fingers brushed the waistband of his slacks.

He whimpered.

“Feel that?” she asked softly. “That ache? That’s your body begging for regression. Begging for diapers. For bottles. For Mommy’s milk and Mommy’s rules.”

His cock jerked hard at her words. A wet spot bloomed on the front of his slacks.

Thalia noticed. Of course she did.

“Poor desperate boy,” she murmured. Her voice never lost its calm perfection. “Already making a mess just from sitting in Mommy’s lap.”

Soren buried his face against her full breasts. The silk of her blouse was cool against his burning cheek. He could feel the soft weight of her beneath it. The faint outline of nipples that made his mouth water shamefully.

She held him tighter. One hand slid up to cradle his head like an infant’s.

“Look at me.”

He lifted his gaze. Green eyes glassy with unwanted arousal and exhaustion.

Thalia’s hazel eyes bored into him. Piercing. Maternal. Knowing every filthy secret he’d buried under boardroom bravado.

“You want this,” she stated. Not a question. “You want to be small. Helpless. Diapered. Nursing. Controlled completely by a woman who knows exactly what her little boy needs.”

His cock pulsed again. Another spurt of pre-cum soaked through.

“Yes,” he whispered. The admission tore out of him like surrender.

Thalia’s smile was slow. Radiant. Terrifying in its tenderness.

She leaned in until her lips brushed the shell of his ear.

“Then we begin tomorrow. At my estate. You will arrive ready to sign. Ready to regress. Ready to let Mommy strip away every last shred of that tired CEO and replace him with my sweet, dependent baby boy.”

Soren shuddered in her arms. His hips rocked once against her thigh without permission. Seeking friction. Seeking relief.

She allowed it. One slow rock. Then stilled him with a firm hand on his hip.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “Good boys wait for Mommy’s permission.”

He whined. Actually whined.

Thalia pressed a soft kiss to his forehead. Chaste. Maternal. Possessive.

Her calm hazel eyes held his one final time.

That knowing half-smile curved her perfect lips.

It promised everything.

It promised that she already understood desires he had never voiced aloud.


Chapter 2: Terms of Surrender

Soren’s hands still trembled as he stepped into the private study of Thalia’s secluded estate the next morning. The drive had been silent, his driver dismissed at the wrought-iron gates. Now the weight of last night’s lap-sitting humiliation pressed between his legs like a brand.

Thalia waited behind an antique oak table. Sunlight slanted through tall windows, catching the bronze glow of her skin. Her auburn waves were pinned in flawless perfection again. Hazel eyes calm, patient, already stripping him bare.

“Sit, sweet boy.”

He obeyed. The heavy wooden chair creaked under his slim frame. Across from her lay a thick leather-bound document. Gold lettering on the cover read simply: BABY PROTOCOL - EXECUTIVE REGRESSION CONTRACT.

Thalia slid it toward him with one graceful finger. “Read every word, Soren. Out loud where it matters. Mommy wants to hear you admit it.”

His cock twitched at the word “Mommy.” He opened the first page.

Section 1: Total Identity Surrender.

“I, Soren, aged 28, hereby surrender all adult decision-making authority to Thalia for a minimum period of thirty days. I consent to complete age regression, including but not limited to…”

His voice cracked. Thalia’s hazel eyes never blinked.

“Continue.”

“…including but not limited to the mandatory wearing of thick adult diapers at all times, removal of all adult clothing, use of pacifiers, bottles, and crib confinement. I acknowledge that my body will be cared for as an infant’s, with no right to refuse changes, feedings, or disciplinary measures.”

Soren’s cheeks burned. His slacks felt too tight. The memory of her lap, her scent, her voice calling him “poor desperate boy” made his cock swell against the zipper.

Thalia leaned forward slightly. Full breasts pressing against the silk of her blouse. “Louder on the next part, little one.”

Section 2: Physical Dependency Protocols.

“I consent to full breastfeeding dependency. Thalia’s breasts will be my sole source of nutrition when she deems appropriate. I will nurse on demand, restrained if necessary, and will swallow every drop of Mommy’s milk without protest.”

His voice dropped to a whisper on “Mommy’s milk.” Pre-cum leaked steadily now, soaking his boxers.

Thalia smiled that small, knowing half-smile. “Good boy. Keep reading.”

Section 3: Diaper and Elimination Control.

“I agree to wear only thick, crinkling adult diapers provided by Thalia. All bathroom privileges are revoked. I will wet and soil my diapers like the baby I am becoming. I consent to intimate diaper changes on the padded table, including thorough cleaning, powdering, creaming, and re-diapering. Any resistance will result in extended time in a wet or messy diaper.”

Soren’s cock throbbed painfully. He shifted in the chair. The oak table hid nothing from Thalia’s piercing gaze.

Section 4: Sexual Surrender and Arousal Management.

“I consent to sexual use by Thalia in any form she chooses, including vaginal penetration, anal penetration, oral service to her pussy and breasts, and Mommy riding her little boy’s cock. I understand that orgasms are a privilege granted only by Mommy. Edging, denial, and forced orgasms while nursing or diapered are explicitly permitted and expected. My cock, balls, and ass belong to Mommy for her pleasure and my regression.”

His breath came in short pants. The words blurred. His intelligent green eyes flicked up to hers, pleading.

Thalia rested her chin on her interlaced fingers. “You’re hard again, aren’t you? Reading your own surrender makes that pretty cock leak for Mommy.”

Soren nodded before he could stop himself. Shame and arousal twisted hot in his gut.

“Stand up. Show me.”

He rose on shaky legs. The front of his slacks bulged obscenely. A small dark wet spot had formed.

Thalia’s hazel eyes drank it in. “Strip from the waist down. Mommy wants to see what her contract is doing to you.”

His fingers fumbled with belt and zipper. Slacks and boxers dropped to his ankles. His slim cock sprang free - seven inches of flushed, veined hardness, head glistening with pre-cum that dripped in a thin string toward the floor.

Thalia made a soft, approving sound. “Such a needy little boy cock. Already dripping just from reading rules about diapers and nursing.”

She rose slowly and circled the table. Her statuesque body moved with deliberate grace. When she reached him, one warm hand cupped his balls gently, rolling them as if weighing a baby’s needs.

Soren gasped. His hips jerked forward.

“No thrusting,” she murmured. “Mommy inspects her property.”

Her thumb brushed the slick head, spreading pre-cum in slow circles. His cock jumped in her grip.

“Back to the contract. Sit. Naked from the waist down. I want your bare bottom on that chair while you finish reading.”

He sat. The cool wood pressed against his ass and balls. His erection stood straight up, twitching with every heartbeat.

Section 5: Permanent Escalation Clause.

“At the end of thirty days, both parties may sign an extension for permanent ownership. If signed, Soren will legally and permanently become Thalia’s little boy. All assets will transfer to a trust managed by Thalia. His adult identity will be erased. He will live as her diapered, nursing dependent for life.”

Soren’s voice broke on the final words. His cock leaked a fresh bead that rolled down the shaft.

Thalia returned to her seat. She unbuttoned the top three buttons of her blouse, revealing deep cleavage and the lacy edge of a nursing bra. “Keep going, baby. Almost done.”

Section 6: Safety and Consent.

“All activities are between consenting adults. Safe words are ‘yellow’ for slow down and ‘red’ for immediate stop. However, once regression begins, safe words may only be used during medical emergencies. Everyday discomfort, humiliation, and involuntary arousal are part of the protocol.”

Thalia’s hazel eyes sparkled. “You won’t be using them, will you, sweet boy? Not when your cock betrays you so eagerly.”

Soren shook his head. His raven hair fell into his eyes. He brushed it back with a trembling hand.

Final page. Signature lines.

Thalia slid a heavy fountain pen across the table. “Read the last paragraph aloud.”

“I, Soren, acknowledge that I am entering this regression willingly because it arouses me. I crave the loss of control. I crave thick diapers, Mommy’s milk, and total surrender to Thalia’s maternal dominance. My signature binds me for thirty days, renewable at her discretion.”

His voice was hoarse. The pen felt heavy in his fingers.

Thalia watched him sign. The scratch of ink on paper sounded deafening in the quiet study.

She signed beneath his name with elegant, flowing script. Then she stood, rounded the table, and pulled his chair back slightly.

Her hand wrapped around his aching cock. Slow, firm strokes from base to leaking tip.

Soren moaned. His hips tried to buck but she held him still with her other hand on his slim thigh.

“Such a good boy for Mommy,” she praised. Her voice wrapped around him like warm blankets. “Signing away your adulthood while your cock drips all over my fingers.”

She pumped him faster. Thumb swirling over the sensitive head. His balls drew tight.

“Don’t come,” she warned softly. “Not yet. This is just a preview of how Mommy will milk her little boy.”

Soren whimpered. His green eyes watered with desperate need. Pre-cum flowed freely now, coating her hand.

Thalia brought her slick fingers to his lips. “Clean Mommy’s hand.”

He opened his mouth. Sucked his own salty pre-cum from her fingers while she continued slow strokes with her other hand.

The taste humiliated him. The submission made his cock throb harder.

When her fingers were clean, she released his erection. It bobbed angrily in the air, denied.

Thalia buttoned her blouse again with calm precision. She leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead.

With his signature still wet on the page, Thalia whispered that the real program would begin at sunrise.


Chapter 3: Threshold of the Nursery

Soren’s bare cock still throbbed from the signing as Thalia took his hand. Her fingers were warm, firm, maternal. She led him from the study without a word, his slacks and boxers left crumpled on the study floor behind him. The cool air of the estate kissed his exposed erection, making it bob with every step.

Heart hammering, he followed her down a long hallway he had not noticed before. Soft carpet swallowed their footsteps. Thalia’s statuesque frame moved ahead of him with graceful authority, auburn waves swaying gently against her back. His slim body felt small beside her. Raven hair tousled, green eyes wide with a mix of dread and shameful heat.

She stopped at a heavy white door decorated with a simple wooden plaque: Nursery.

Thalia turned the knob. The door swung open on silent hinges.

Pastel colors washed over him. Soft mint walls. Pale yellow accents. White furniture edged in gentle curves. The scent hit first - baby powder, warm milk, faint plastic and talc. His cock jerked hard at the smell.

“Welcome to your new beginning, little one,” Thalia murmured. Her hazel eyes watched his face, missing nothing.

She tugged his hand and pulled him inside.

The crib dominated the center. Tall wooden bars painted white, with a mobile of soft stars and moons hanging above. The mattress was thick, covered in a waterproof sheet that crinkled faintly when Thalia pressed it. A soft blue blanket folded neatly at the foot. Soren imagined himself locked inside, legs kicking helplessly, and his balls tightened.

Beside it stood the changing table. Padded top with raised sides. Straps dangling from the corners - velvet-lined but sturdy. Shelves underneath held stacks of thick adult diapers in crisp white with babyish prints. Blue teddy bears. Yellow ducks. Some plain medical-grade ones that looked even bulkier. Bottles lined up next to them, nipples in various sizes. Powder, cream, wipes in neat rows.

Soren’s mouth went dry. His cock stood rigid, the head flushed dark and glistening with fresh pre-cum.

Thalia noticed. Of course she did. Her calm half-smile appeared.

“Feel how your body reacts, Soren. That pretty cock knows exactly what this room is for.”

She guided him closer to the changing table. Ran her free hand over the padded surface.

“This is where Mommy will lay you down every time you need changing. Legs up. Bottom wiped clean. Powder dusted thick between your cheeks and around your little boy parts. Then a fresh, crinkling diaper taped snug around your waist.”

Soren’s hips twitched. A bead of pre-cum dripped onto the carpet.

Thalia released his hand and picked up one of the diapers. She unfolded it with deliberate slowness. The plastic shell crinkled loudly in the quiet nursery. Thick padding. Wide tapes. The scent of fresh diaper plastic filled the air.

“Feel it.” She pressed the soft, bulky front against his bare cock.

He gasped. The material was warm from her hand, impossibly thick. His erection nestled into the padding as she rubbed it gently up and down his shaft.

“Imagine this wrapped around you. Your hard cock trapped inside all that bulk. No way to touch yourself. Just crinkling with every wiggle while you suck on a pacifier.”

Soren moaned. His slim thighs trembled. Thalia’s bronze hand looked so strong holding the diaper against his pale skin.

She set the diaper aside and opened a drawer. Pulled out a pacifier - large, adult-sized, with a soft silicone nipple and a cute blue shield.

“Open.”

He parted his lips. She slipped the pacifier in. The nipple filled his mouth instantly. Instinct made him suck. Gentle, rhythmic pulls. His cheeks hollowed slightly.

Thalia’s hazel eyes darkened with approval. “Look at you. Already sucking like a good baby and we haven’t even started.”

His cock leaked steadily now. The pacifier muffled his whimper.

She led him to the rocking chair in the corner. Oversized, with wide arms and a deep seat perfect for holding an adult-sized little. Thalia sat and patted her lap.

“Come here, sweet boy.”

Soren climbed onto her statuesque thighs. His bare ass settled against the soft fabric of her skirt. His cock pressed hot and hard against her hip. The pacifier bobbed in his mouth as he sucked harder.

Thalia wrapped one arm around his back, cradling him. Her other hand stroked his raven hair, then trailed down his sharp cheekbone.

“This room is fully equipped for your regression,” she said softly. “Every bottle warmed to the perfect temperature. Every onesie sized for your slim frame. Shelves of toys for playtime when you’ve been good. And the crib - locked at night so my little boy can’t wander.”

Soren’s green eyes fluttered. The pacifier made wet sucking sounds. His cock throbbed against her, leaving a wet smear on her skirt.

Thalia rocked them gently. Slow, hypnotic motion. Her full breasts rose and fell beneath her blouse, inches from his face.

“You can feel it already, can’t you? The pull to let go. To stop being the CEO. To become Mommy’s dependent baby who needs his diapers changed and his mouth filled with nipple.”

He nodded around the pacifier. A helpless little sound escaped.

Her hand slid down his chest, over his flat stomach, and wrapped loosely around his leaking cock. Not stroking. Just holding. Possessive.

“Tomorrow this room would no longer be a place he visited. It would become his entire world.”


Chapter 4: Lap and Bottle

Soren’s bare cock still dripped from the nursery tour as Thalia led him back to the oversized rocking chair. The pacifier was gone now, tucked into her pocket. His slim body felt exposed, vulnerable, every nerve raw after signing away his adulthood.

“Sit on the edge, little one,” Thalia instructed, her voice calm and warm like heated milk.

He perched awkwardly on the wide seat. The chair felt enormous beneath his slim frame. Sharp cheekbones flushed pink. Tousled raven hair fell into his intelligent green eyes. His cock stood stiff and aching between his thighs, the head shiny with pre-cum.

Thalia sat fully in the chair first. Her statuesque body filled the space with graceful authority. She patted her lap once.

“Come here, baby. Mommy’s going to feed you properly.”

Soren hesitated only a second. Then he crawled into her arms. His bare ass settled against her soft thighs. His back pressed to her full, heavy breasts. The silk of her blouse felt cool against his skin. He felt strangely small, folded into her embrace like an oversized infant.

Thalia wrapped one strong arm around his waist, holding him securely. Her other hand reached for the prepared bottle on the side table. Warm formula. Creamy. The nipple was large, adult-sized, with a slow-flow hole.

“Open wide for Mommy.”

His lips parted. She slipped the rubber nipple between them. Warm liquid immediately flooded his tongue - sweet, slightly metallic, perfectly tempered.

“Suck, sweet boy. Nice and steady.”

Soren’s cheeks hollowed. He drew on the nipple. Warm formula streamed into his mouth. Swallow after swallow. The taste filled him, coating his throat. His green eyes widened at the sensation.

Thalia rocked them slowly. The chair creaked in gentle rhythm. Her bronze arm cradled him tighter against her soft chest. He could feel the heavy swell of her breasts pressing into his back and side. Her heartbeat steady beneath the silk.

“Good boy,” she cooed. Hazel eyes locked on his face, watching every suckle. “Drinking your bottle like a proper baby. No more big-boy decisions. Just Mommy’s warm formula filling that hungry little tummy.”

The liquid sloshed softly in the bottle with each pull. Soren’s cock throbbed harder against his own stomach. Every swallow made it twitch. Pre-cum leaked in a steady drip onto his slim thigh.

Thalia noticed. Her free hand slid down his chest, over his flat belly, and wrapped loosely around his leaking erection. Not stroking. Just holding. Possessive warmth.

“Feel how hard you get when Mommy feeds you? Your cock knows you’re meant to be small. Meant to nurse and wet and let Mommy handle everything.”

Soren moaned around the nipple. Formula bubbled slightly at the corners of his mouth. He sucked harder, greedy now. The warmth spread through his belly. His balls drew tight.

Thalia’s thumb brushed the sensitive head of his cock, spreading the slick pre-cum in slow circles. Her touch was maddeningly light. Enough to keep him aching. Not enough to let him thrust.

“None of that,” she murmured. “Babies don’t hump. They just drink and leak for Mommy.”

His hips jerked anyway. A helpless little rock. She tightened her arm around his waist, pinning him still against her soft chest.

The bottle continued to empty. Warm formula flowed down his throat in rhythmic gulps. His stomach felt full, rounded slightly under her palm. The sensation was humiliatingly intimate - being held, fed, controlled.

Thalia leaned down and pressed a kiss to his raven hair. “Such a good little sucker. Look at your cheeks working. Mommy loves watching her boy drink every drop.”

Soren’s green eyes fluttered half-closed. The rocking motion combined with the steady nursing made his head swim. His cock pulsed in her loose grip. Another thick bead of pre-cum oozed out, coating her fingers.

She brought those fingers to his lips, right beside the bottle nipple. “Taste how excited you are.”

He sucked the salty slickness along with the formula. The mixed taste made him whimper. Shame burned hot in his chest even as arousal spiked.

Thalia rocked faster now. Her full breasts jiggled softly against his back with the motion. He could feel her nipples hardening through the silk, pressing into him like invitations.

“Imagine when it’s not formula anymore,” she whispered against his ear. “When it’s Mommy’s real milk straight from the breast. You’ll be latched on, suckling hard while I ride that desperate little cock of yours.”

Soren groaned loudly around the bottle. His erection jerked violently in her hand. More pre-cum flowed.

She chuckled softly, the sound pure maternal delight. “Yes, baby. Mommy’s going to use you. Fill you with milk and fill herself with your cum. But only when you’ve earned it in your diapers.”

The formula level dropped steadily. Soren sucked with increasing desperation. His slim body trembled in her secure hold. The oversized chair made him feel even smaller, cradled like an infant against her statuesque frame.

Thalia’s hand finally began slow, deliberate strokes along his shaft. Base to tip. Firm enough to make his toes curl. Her palm glided over the slick head on every upstroke.

“Keep drinking,” she commanded gently. “Don’t stop sucking just because Mommy’s playing with your cock.”

He obeyed. Gulps and sucks filled the room alongside the wet sounds of her hand on his erection. His balls ached. Pressure built low in his gut.

Thalia edged him expertly. Slowing when his hips tried to buck. Speeding up when his sucking faltered. Always keeping him right on the brink.

“Such a leaky boy,” she praised. “Formula in your tummy. Pre-cum all over Mommy’s fingers. Soon it’ll be real milk and real cum mixing inside you.”

Soren’s vision blurred. The bottle was nearly empty. His stomach felt warm and heavy. His cock throbbed painfully in her grip, denied release.

Thalia tilted the bottle higher, forcing the last drops into his mouth. He sucked frantically, tongue working the nipple.

When the final swallow went down, she pulled the empty bottle free with a soft pop.

Soren gasped, lips shiny and swollen. A thin trail of formula dribbled down his chin.

Thalia wiped it away with her thumb, then offered it to his mouth again. He cleaned her finger obediently.

The bottle emptied far too quickly, yet Thalia's eyes promised many more feedings to come.


Chapter 5: Pacified

Soren stood barefoot in the center of the nursery, the taste of warm formula still thick and sweet on his tongue. His slim cock hung heavy and half-hard between his thighs, a thin string of pre-cum dangling from the flushed tip. Thalia’s hazel eyes moved over his naked body with calm possession.

“Arms up, little one.”

He obeyed before his mind could protest. The oversized rocking chair still rocked gently behind them from the bottle feeding. His stomach felt full, rounded, the formula sloshing softly with every small shift of his weight.

Thalia lifted a soft onesie from the shelf. Pale blue with little white stars scattered across the fabric. The material looked impossibly infantile - thick cotton with a snap crotch and short sleeves. She shook it out, the faint rustle filling the pastel room.

“Such a good boy after his bottle. Now it’s time to dress my baby properly.”

She stepped close. Her statuesque frame towered over his slimmer one. Bronze skin glowed under the soft nursery lights. Auburn waves pinned perfectly as always. She slipped the onesie over his head. The fabric slid down his torso like a gentle embrace. It was snug across his sharp cheekbones and narrow shoulders, but loose enough around his slim waist and hips.

Soren’s arms found the sleeves. The short length left his wrists exposed. Thalia smoothed the material over his chest, her palms brushing his nipples until they pebbled.

“Feel how soft it is?” she murmured. “No more stiff shirts and ties. Just baby clothes for Mommy’s boy.”

His cock twitched visibly beneath the hanging front of the onesie. Thalia noticed and gave the half-hard shaft a gentle pat, making it bounce.

She knelt gracefully in front of him. Her face level with his groin. Warm breath ghosted over his balls as she gathered the bottom of the onesie.

“Legs in.”

He stepped into the openings one at a time. The fabric slid up his thighs. Thalia’s fingers brushed the sensitive skin behind his knees, then higher, cupping his ass cheeks briefly before pulling the onesie up to cover his cock and balls.

The material cupped his package loosely. His erection began to fill again, pressing against the soft cotton. A small tent formed at the front.

Thalia smiled that knowing half-smile. “Already getting excited about being dressed like a baby.”

She reached for the snaps at the crotch. Four strong plastic fasteners. She aligned them carefully, her fingers deliberately grazing his balls and the underside of his cock with every movement.

Snap.

The first one closed right beneath his sack, lifting his balls slightly in the soft fabric.

Snap.

The second pressed the cotton more firmly against his shaft.

Snap.

The third trapped his cock completely, the head now outlined clearly through the material.

Snap.

The final one sealed him in. The onesie hugged his slim body from neck to crotch, the short legs ending high on his thighs. He looked ridiculous. Infantile. And his cock strained harder than ever against the snaps.

Thalia stood, admiring her work. One hand smoothed down his back, then cupped his padded bottom through the thin cotton.

“Perfect. My sweet little boy in his first onesie.”

Soren’s face burned. He shifted his weight. The fabric rustled softly. His green eyes darted to the shelves, then back to her calm hazel gaze.

Thalia reached into a drawer and pulled out the pacifier. Thicker than the one from earlier. Larger nipple. Heavy silicone shield with a cute yellow duck printed on it. A short ribbon clip attached to the ring.

“Open wide, baby.”

His lips parted automatically, still tasting formula. She slid the thick pacifier between them. The nipple filled his mouth more completely than the bottle had. His tongue pressed against the soft bulb. Instinct took over. He began to suck.

Gentle, rhythmic pulls. Wet, quiet sounds filled the nursery.

Thalia clipped the ribbon to the front of his onesie, right over his chest. The pacifier bobbed with every suckle, the yellow duck dancing.

“Look at you,” she cooed. “Pacified and dressed. Sucking so sweetly while your little cock tries to poke through the snaps.”

Soren moaned around the thick silicone. His hips rocked once, helplessly. The onesie stretched over his erection, the snaps straining but holding.

Thalia’s hand slid down his front. She pressed her palm firmly over the tented fabric, rubbing slow circles against his trapped cock.

“Feel how the material teases you? No bare skin. No hand. Just soft cotton and Mommy’s control.”

He sucked harder. Saliva gathered at the corners of his mouth. A thin trail escaped and dripped onto the onesie.

Thalia wiped it away with her thumb, then brought the wetness to her own lips and licked it clean. Her hazel eyes never left his.

“Such a drooly baby already.”

She guided him to the full-length mirror on the nursery wall. Stood behind him, her statuesque body framing his smaller one. One arm wrapped around his waist. The other hand rested possessively on the front of his onesie, cupping his hard cock through the snaps.

“Look at yourself, Soren. No more CEO. Just Mommy’s pacified little boy in his soft onesie.”

His reflection stared back - raven hair messy, green eyes glassy with arousal, cheeks flushed, thick pacifier bobbing between swollen lips. The onesie made his slim frame look even more boyish. The prominent bulge at his crotch screamed his humiliating excitement.

Thalia rocked him gently from behind. Her full breasts pressed into his upper back. He could feel her hardened nipples through her blouse.

“Suck, baby. Nice and steady. Let the pacifier calm you while your cock leaks into your onesie.”

He obeyed. Wet sucking sounds echoed softly. Pre-cum soaked the cotton at the tip of his trapped erection, creating a growing dark spot.

Thalia’s fingers traced the wet patch. She pressed one finger firmly against the head, rubbing through the fabric until he whimpered around the pacifier.

“Good boy. Making a mess already and you’re not even diapered yet.”

She turned him to face her again. Her hands roamed over the onesie - smoothing the shoulders, tugging the short legs lower on his thighs, then slipping two fingers under the leg openings to tease the sensitive skin of his inner thighs.

Soren’s knees weakened. He leaned into her. The pacifier muffled his needy sounds.

Thalia kissed his forehead, then his pacifier-stuffed mouth, pressing the silicone deeper with her lips.

“You’re doing so well, sweet boy. Letting Mommy dress you. Letting the pacifier fill that pretty mouth.”

Her hand returned to his crotch. She unsnapped the bottom two fasteners with deliberate slowness. The onesie front fell open. His cock sprang free instantly - rock hard, veined, the head dark and slick with fresh pre-cum.

Thalia wrapped her warm hand around the shaft. Slow, firm strokes from base to leaking tip. Her thumb swirled over the sensitive slit, gathering the wetness and spreading it down the length.

“Such a desperate little cock. Trapped in baby clothes and still trying to beg for attention.”

Soren sucked frantically on the thick pacifier. His hips thrust into her fist. The onesie hung open around his waist, framing his slim torso and rigid erection.

Thalia pumped him steadily. Not fast enough for release. Just enough to keep him edging, leaking, whimpering.

“Mommy loves how your body betrays you. Every suck on the pacifier makes your cock throb harder.”

She leaned in and whispered against his ear while her hand worked him.

“Soon the pacifier won’t be the only thing filling you. But for now, suck and leak for me, baby.”

His balls drew up tight. Pressure built fast. Thalia sensed it and slowed her strokes to torturous drags.

“Not yet. Good babies don’t come until Mommy says.”

She released his cock. It bobbed angrily in the air, denied again. A long string of pre-cum stretched from the tip to the floor.

Thalia snapped the bottom two fasteners back into place, trapping his wet, aching erection once more inside the soft onesie. The cotton immediately clung to the slick head.

Soren whined around the pacifier. His green eyes pleaded.

Thalia simply smiled and adjusted the clip on his chest, making sure the yellow duck sat neatly.

The onesie snaps were secured, but Thalia was already reaching for something thicker.


Chapter 6: The First Padding

Soren lay on the padded changing table, the soft onesie top still covering his torso while the bottom snaps hung open. His slim legs dangled off the edge until Thalia lifted them high, knees bent and pressed toward his chest. The position exposed everything - his tight ass, heavy balls, and the rigid cock that refused to soften.

Cool air kissed his bare skin. The nursery lights glowed soft pastel overhead. Thalia stood between his spread thighs, statuesque and calm, her hazel eyes drinking in every inch of his vulnerability.

“Such a good position for Mommy’s first diapering,” she murmured. One warm hand rested on the back of his thighs, holding his legs up effortlessly.

Soren’s raven hair stuck to his forehead. Green eyes wide. The thick pacifier still bobbed between his lips, clipped to the onesie, his cheeks hollowing with nervous sucks.

Thalia reached for the shelf beneath the table. She selected a thick adult diaper - pristine white with faint blue teddy bear prints. The plastic backing crinkled loudly as she unfolded it. The sound filled the room like a promise.

“Listen to that, baby. That’s the sound of your new underwear.”

She slid the bulky padding underneath his raised bottom. The soft inner padding brushed his cheeks. Soren shivered. His cock twitched hard, a fresh bead of pre-cum rolling down the veined shaft and dripping onto his stomach.

Thalia smoothed the diaper flat. Her fingers deliberately grazed the sensitive skin behind his balls. Then she lowered his bottom onto the thick cushion. The padding compressed slightly under his weight, already making his hips feel wider.

“Legs nice and high again.”

She lifted them once more, folding him almost in half. His asshole and balls were completely on display. Thalia’s free hand reached for the bottle of baby powder. She shook it generously over his exposed skin. White clouds dusted his crack, his sack, and the base of his cock.

The talc scent flooded the nursery - sweet, powdery, infantile.

Soren whimpered around the pacifier. The cool powder tickled. His cock jerked upward, harder than ever.

Thalia set the powder aside and squeezed a generous ribbon of thick white cream onto her fingers. “This will keep my baby’s skin so soft and protected.”

She rubbed the cream slowly between his cheeks. One finger circled his tight hole, pressing lightly but not entering. Then she coated his balls, rolling them gently in her slick palm until they glistened. Finally, she wrapped her cream-covered hand around his throbbing cock and stroked from base to leaking tip in long, deliberate pulls.

Soren moaned loudly. His hips tried to buck but her grip on his legs kept him folded and helpless. Pre-cum mixed with the cream, making obscene wet sounds as she worked him.

“Feel Mommy creaming your little boy parts? Every inch gets taken care of before the diaper goes on.”

Her thumb swirled over the sensitive head, spreading the mixture. His cock pulsed in her fist, veins standing out sharply. Another thick spurt of pre-cum oozed out.

Thalia released him just before he could tip over the edge. She wiped her hands on a soft cloth, then brought the front of the diaper up between his thighs.

The thick padding rose high, cupping his balls and pressing firmly against his erection. She pulled it snug against his slim hips. The plastic outer layer crinkled sharply with every adjustment.

“Time to tape my baby nice and tight.”

She fastened the first tape on the right side - strong, sticky, pulling the diaper firmly around his waist. Then the left. Two more tapes followed, lower down, cinching the bulky material even snugger between his legs.

The padding forced his thighs apart. The thick crotch bulged obscenely. Every small movement made loud, unmistakable crinkles.

Thalia lowered his legs slowly. They rested on the table, spread wide by the massive bulk between them. She ran her hands over the finished diaper, smoothing the tapes, patting the front where his cock strained visibly against the padding.

“Perfect. Look at that thick, crinkling diaper on my twenty-eight-year-old CEO. All taped up like the helpless little boy he really is.”

Soren sucked frantically on the pacifier. His face burned crimson. The diaper felt enormous - warm, padded, restrictive. His cock was trapped inside the soft inner lining, pressed flat against his belly but still rock-hard. Every tiny shift sent fresh crinkles echoing through the nursery.

Thalia helped him sit up on the edge of the changing table. The diaper compressed under his bottom with a loud crinkle. The bulk pushed his thighs apart so far he couldn’t close them properly.

She stood back, admiring her work. Her bronze skin and elegant auburn waves contrasted sharply with his infantile state.

“Stand up for Mommy. Let me see how my baby walks in his first diaper.”

Soren slid off the table on shaky legs. The moment his feet hit the floor, the full weight and thickness became real. The diaper sagged heavily between his thighs. Loud crinkles accompanied every awkward step. His slim hips rolled in an embarrassing waddle. The onesie top rode up slightly, exposing the white tapes and the top edge of the padding.

His cock throbbed inside the bulk. The soft padding rubbed against the sensitive head with every movement, teasing without mercy.

Thalia clapped her hands once, delighted. “That’s it. Waddle for Mommy. Feel how the thick padding forces your legs apart. No more big-boy strides. Just baby steps in your crinkly diaper.”

She circled him slowly. One hand patted his padded bottom firmly, making the plastic shell rustle. Then she reached between his legs from behind and cupped the bulky crotch, squeezing gently.

Soren gasped around the pacifier. The pressure pushed the padding tighter against his trapped erection. Pre-cum leaked freely inside the diaper now, soaking into the absorbent core.

“Already making the inside wet,” Thalia observed with calm approval. “Good boys leak for their diapers.”

She guided him to the mirror again. Stood behind him, her statuesque body framing his smaller, padded one. Her hands rested on his hips, thumbs brushing the diaper tapes.

“Look at yourself, Soren. Legs spread by that obscene bulk. Cock hard and leaking inside its new home. Pacifier in your mouth. Onesie half-open. This is what you signed for.”

His green eyes stared back at the reflection. The sight was humiliating. Degrading. And it made his cock pulse harder against the thick padding. Another crinkle sounded as he shifted.

Thalia’s hand slid around to the front. She rubbed the diapered bulge in slow, firm circles. The plastic crinkled loudly under her palm. The pressure teased his trapped cock without letting him get proper friction.

“Feel how safe and contained you are? No touching. No stroking. Just thick, crinkling padding holding your desperate little cock.”

Soren whimpered. His hips rocked forward into her hand. The diaper rustled and crunched with the motion.

Thalia pressed a kiss to the side of his neck. “Mommy’s going to keep you like this for a long time. Diapered. Pacified. Controlled.”

She turned him to face her. Her hazel eyes bored into his glassy green ones. One finger tapped the pacifier shield.

“Suck nice and hard while you get used to your padding.”

He obeyed. Wet sucking sounds mixed with the constant soft crinkling of the diaper as he shifted his weight.

Thalia reached down and adjusted the leg gathers, making sure they sealed snugly around his slim thighs. Her fingers brushed the sensitive skin just above the tapes.

The bulk between his thighs felt obscene, yet his body was already responding to its presence.


Chapter 7: The Warmth Spreads

Soren waddled slowly across the nursery floor, the thick diaper crinkling loudly with every awkward step. The heavy padding forced his slim thighs apart, making his gait wide and infantile. His bare feet padded softly on the carpet while the plastic shell rustled and whispered constantly between his legs. The onesie top rode up slightly, exposing the white tapes and the bulging crotch.

Thalia watched from the center of the room, her statuesque frame relaxed, hazel eyes calm and knowing. She had removed the pacifier for now, clipping it back to his onesie. His raven hair was tousled, green eyes glassy with a mix of shame and lingering arousal.

“Keep walking, baby. Mommy wants to see how well you move in your first padding.”

Soren tried to ignore the constant crinkle. Every shift of his hips sent fresh waves of sound through the quiet nursery. The bulk between his thighs felt enormous, rubbing against his still-hard cock with every waddle. The soft inner lining teased the sensitive head, keeping him leaking steadily into the absorbent core.

His bladder had been filling slowly since the bottle feeding. Warm formula sloshed in his belly. He clenched instinctively, trying to hold it like the adult he no longer was.

Thalia stepped closer. Her bronze skin glowed under the soft lights. Auburn waves pinned perfectly. She placed one hand on his padded bottom and squeezed, making the diaper crinkle sharply.

“No holding, little one. Babies don’t fight it. Let the warmth spread. Let Mommy see you wet your diaper like a good boy.”

Soren’s cheeks burned. His cock throbbed harder inside the thick padding. He stopped in front of her, legs spread wide by the bulk. Sharp cheekbones flushed deep red. Intelligent green eyes pleaded silently.

“I… I can’t,” he whispered.

Thalia’s smile was soft, maternal, merciless. “You can. And you will. Right here. Standing in front of Mommy.”

She cupped the front of his diaper with her warm palm, rubbing slow circles over the crinkling plastic. The pressure pushed the wet spot from his earlier leaks deeper into the padding.

“Feel that pressure in your tummy? That’s Mommy’s formula asking to come out. Let it go, sweet boy. Flood your nice thick diaper for me.”

Soren trembled. His slim body tensed. He tried to clench tighter, but the command in her calm voice chipped away at his control. The need grew urgent. His cock pulsed in time with his racing heart.

Thalia leaned in, her full breasts brushing his chest through her blouse. Her lips ghosted against his ear.

“Wet for Mommy, baby. Let the warmth spread through your padding. Show me how much you need to be diapered.”

The first spurt escaped without warning. Hot urine flooded the front of the diaper. Soren gasped sharply. His green eyes widened in shock and humiliation.

The warmth spread quickly. The absorbent core swelled as liquid soaked in. A soft hiss filled the air, barely audible under the crinkling plastic. More urine flowed, unstoppable now. It pooled around his cock and balls, soaking the padding thoroughly. The heavy bulk grew warmer, heavier, sagging slightly between his thighs.

Thalia’s hand stayed pressed to the front, feeling the heat bloom under her palm. She rubbed gently, encouraging the flow.

“That’s it. Good boy. Flooding your diaper like the helpless little baby you are. Feel how warm and wet it’s getting? All that formula turning into a nice soggy mess for Mommy.”

Soren moaned. His cock remained rock-hard inside the swelling padding. The warm urine bathed his erection, making the soft lining cling wetly to every inch. Pleasure twisted with the shame. Involuntary arousal surged through him as he continued to wet.

The stream lasted long seconds. His bladder emptied completely, the last trickles soaking deep into the core. The diaper sagged heavily now, the crotch bulging even more obscenely. Loud crinkles accompanied every tiny shift of his hips.

Thalia kept her hand there, squeezing the warm, swollen padding. She could feel the squish under her fingers.

“Look at you. Standing there wetting yourself right in front of Mommy. Your cock is still so hard inside that wet diaper. Leaking pre-cum mixed with your own piss.”

Soren’s knees weakened. He waddled in place, trying to adjust to the new heavy, warm weight between his legs. Every movement made the soaked padding squish audibly and crinkle louder. The urine-soaked material rubbed against his sensitive cock with every waddle, keeping him edged and desperate.

Thalia circled him slowly. Her graceful steps contrasted with his awkward, padded shuffle. She patted his sagging bottom firmly, making the wet diaper slap wetly against his skin.

“Such a soggy baby already. The padding is all swollen and warm. Feel how it forces your legs even farther apart? No hiding it. Everyone would know you’re a wet little boy if they saw you.”

She stopped in front of him again. One finger hooked under his chin, tilting his flushed face up to meet her hazel eyes.

“Tell Mommy how it feels.”

Soren’s voice came out hoarse and broken. “It’s… warm. Heavy. Wet. My cock… it won’t go down. It feels good and awful at the same time.”

Thalia’s half-smile deepened. She leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead.

“Good boy for admitting it. Wetting your diaper is natural now. No more toilets for my baby. Just thick padding to soak up every accident.”

She guided him to take a few more waddling steps. The wet diaper sagged lower, the leg gathers stretching to contain the load. Loud, squishing crinkles filled the nursery with every movement. His cock slid inside the warm, soaked interior, the wet lining stroking him relentlessly.

Pre-cum continued to leak from his tip, mixing with the urine. The combined wetness made the padding even mushier around his trapped erection.

Thalia watched with calm delight. Her bronze hand occasionally reached out to pat or squeeze the bulging front, feeling the heat and weight.

“Waddle faster, little one. Get used to moving in a wet diaper. Mommy loves how your hips roll now. So babyish. So helpless.”

Soren obeyed, cheeks burning hotter. The constant crinkle and squish humiliated him with every step. His slim body glistened with a light sheen of sweat. The onesie top clung slightly to his skin. His intelligent green eyes stayed fixed on the floor, unable to meet her gaze for long.

Yet his cock never softened. It throbbed inside the warm, wet prison, begging for friction that the swollen padding only teased.

Thalia finally stopped him in front of the changing table. She turned him to face her, both hands resting on his padded hips.

“You did so well for your first wetting, sweet boy. Mommy is very proud. Now the wet diaper needs attention.”

The wet diaper sagged obscenely, but Thalia was already guiding him toward the changing table again.


Chapter 8: Ritual of the Changing Table

Soren lay on his back on the padded changing table, legs lifted high and knees pressed toward his chest. The soaked diaper sagged heavily between his spread thighs, the plastic shell cool and clammy now against his skin. Urine had cooled in the thick padding, making the bulk feel even more humiliating. His slim cock remained stubbornly hard, trapped inside the mushy, wet interior.

Thalia stood between his raised legs, her statuesque frame radiating calm authority. Auburn waves pinned perfectly. Hazel eyes focused and gentle as she surveyed the damage.

“Such a soggy baby,” she murmured. Her bronze fingers traced the swollen tapes. “Mommy’s going to take care of every inch of you now. Nice and slow. This is our ritual.”

She peeled the first tape open with a loud rip. The wet diaper front fell away slightly, releasing a strong scent of warm urine and pre-cum. Soren’s cheeks burned hotter. His green eyes squeezed shut for a moment.

“Eyes on Mommy, little one. Watch while I clean my boy.”

The second and third tapes came free. Thalia unfolded the heavy, soaked padding completely. The front panel dropped open, exposing his cock and balls glistening with cooled piss. Strings of pre-cum mixed with urine stretched from his flushed tip to the inner lining.

Thalia made a soft, approving sound. “Look at that desperate little cock. Still leaking even after flooding your diaper. Good boys get hard when Mommy changes them.”

She lifted his bottom slightly with one hand and slid the ruined diaper out from underneath him. The wet plastic crinkled one last time before she dropped it into a nearby pail with a heavy thud.

Soren lay completely exposed now. Legs still held high. Ass and cock on full display. His raven hair stuck to his damp forehead. Sharp cheekbones flushed deep crimson.

Thalia reached for the warm wipes. She pulled several thick ones from the warmer and folded them neatly.

“Time to clean every little fold.”

She started at his thighs, wiping the streaks of urine from his pale skin in slow, thorough strokes. Then she moved between his cheeks. The warm cloth pressed firmly against his tight hole, circling gently, cleaning every trace of wetness. Soren whimpered as the wipe teased the sensitive ring.

“Shh, baby. Mommy has to make sure you’re fresh and clean.”

One wipe after another. She cleaned his balls carefully, rolling them in the warm cloth, lifting them to wipe underneath. Then she wrapped a fresh wipe around his rigid cock. Slow, deliberate strokes from base to leaking tip. She cleaned the head thoroughly, thumb pressing lightly into the slit to wipe away the mixed fluids.

Soren’s hips jerked. A fresh bead of pre-cum welled up immediately. Thalia wiped it away too, only for more to appear.

“Such a leaky boy. Your cock loves being cleaned on the table, doesn’t it?”

She continued the intimate cleaning. Another wipe between his cheeks, this time pressing the cloth firmly against his hole and holding it there while she watched his face. Soren moaned, the sound raw and broken. His cock throbbed visibly, veins standing out.

When every inch was clean and glistening, Thalia set the wipes aside. She picked up the bottle of baby cream.

“Time for protection, sweet boy.”

She squeezed a thick ribbon of white cream onto her fingers. The scent of aloe and gentle lotion filled the air. She rubbed it slowly between his ass cheeks, coating his hole generously. One fingertip circled the tight pucker, pressing just enough to make him clench and then relax.

Then she moved to his balls. Rolling them in her slick palm, coating them completely until they shone. Finally, she wrapped her cream-covered hand around his aching cock and stroked with long, firm pulls.

Soren gasped loudly. His slim body arched on the table. The cream made her hand glide smoothly over his shaft. She twisted her wrist on every upstroke, thumb swirling over the sensitive head.

“Feel Mommy creaming your little boy cock? Every inch gets covered so you stay soft and protected inside your fresh diaper.”

She edged him slowly. Stroking just fast enough to make his balls draw tight, then slowing when his hips tried to thrust. Pre-cum flowed freely now, mixing with the cream and dripping down his shaft onto his powdered belly.

Thalia leaned over him, her full breasts pressing against the back of his raised thighs. Her hazel eyes locked onto his glassy green ones.

“Look at Mommy while I take care of you. This is what you signed for. Intimate care. No privacy. Just Mommy’s hands on your most private places.”

Soren sucked in sharp breaths. His mouth hung open. The pleasure built relentlessly under her skilled touch. Cream and pre-cum made wet, obscene sounds as she pumped his cock.

Just before he could tip over the edge, Thalia released him. His erection bobbed angrily in the air, denied again. A long string of mixed fluids stretched from the tip.

She smiled softly. “Not yet, baby. Good boys wait for permission.”

Next came the powder. She shook the bottle generously over his clean skin. White clouds dusted his crack, his balls, and the base of his cock. The sweet talc scent mixed with the cream. Thalia used her hand to rub the powder in thoroughly, patting it into every fold until his skin felt silky and protected.

Soren lay there panting, legs still high, body trembling with denied need. The changing table felt like the center of his world now.

Thalia reached for a fresh diaper. She unfolded the thick padding with a loud crinkle and slid it underneath his raised bottom. The soft inner lining brushed his powdered skin. She brought the front up between his thighs, pressing the bulky material firmly against his throbbing cock and balls.

“Time to tape my clean baby up again.”

She fastened the tapes one by one. First the right side, then the left, pulling the diaper snug around his slim waist. Two more lower tapes cinched the thick crotch tightly between his legs. The fresh padding forced his thighs apart once more. Loud crinkles accompanied every adjustment.

When the last tape was secured, Thalia lowered his legs gently. The new diaper sat high and bulky on his hips, the plastic shell gleaming white under the nursery lights. His cock was trapped again inside the thick, crinkling padding, still hard and leaking.

She ran her hands over the finished product, smoothing the tapes and patting the swollen front.

“Fresh and dry for now, little one. But we both know how long that lasts with my leaky boy.”

Soren lay there, breathing hard, the clean diaper crinkling softly with every small movement. His body felt cared for, controlled, owned.

Fresh diaper taped on, yet Thalia's expression told him the next step would be far more intimate.


Chapter 9: Suckling at the Source

Soren sat trembling on Thalia’s lap in the oversized nursery glider. The fresh diaper crinkled loudly beneath him, thick padding forcing his slim thighs wide apart. His onesie top had been unsnapped at the crotch again, the front hanging open to expose the bulky white padding. Soft velvet restraints circled his wrists, clipping them gently but firmly to the sides of the glider so his arms rested uselessly at his sides.

Thalia cradled him securely against her statuesque body. One strong arm supported his back. Her free hand stroked his tousled raven hair. Hazel eyes watched his flushed face with calm, hungry tenderness.

“Time for your first real feeding, baby boy,” she whispered. Her voice wrapped around him like warm silk. “No more bottles. Just Mommy’s breast.”

Soren’s green eyes widened. His cock throbbed hard inside the thick, clean diaper. The fresh powder and cream made the lining feel impossibly soft against his leaking tip. He shifted once. Loud crinkles filled the quiet nursery.

Thalia unbuttoned her silk blouse with deliberate slowness. The fabric parted to reveal a lacy nursing bra. She reached behind and unclasped it. Full, heavy breasts spilled free - bronze skin glowing, dark nipples already stiff and swollen. A single bead of milk glistened at the tip of the right one.

Soren stared, mouth watering shamefully. His intelligent mind screamed embarrassment, but his body leaned forward instinctively.

Thalia cupped the back of his head with one hand and guided his face to her right breast. The soft, warm flesh pressed against his cheek first, then his lips brushed the leaking nipple.

“Open for Mommy. Suckle nice and deep.”

His lips parted. The thick nipple slid into his mouth. Warm, sweet milk immediately flooded his tongue as he sealed his lips around the areola and began to suck.

The first strong pull drew a heavy spurt of rich milk down his throat. Soren moaned loudly around the breast. His eyes fluttered half-closed. The taste was sweeter than the formula - creamy, slightly nutty, perfectly warm. He sucked harder, cheeks hollowing with rhythmic pulls.

Thalia sighed softly, rocking the glider in slow, gentle rhythm. Her arm tightened around his slim body, pressing him closer to her bare chest.

“That’s it, sweet boy. Nurse from Mommy’s breast. Drink every drop like the dependent little baby you are.”

Milk flowed steadily with each suck. Soren swallowed greedily, the warm liquid filling his belly again. His freshly diapered crotch pressed against her thigh through the thick padding. Every rock of the glider rubbed the soft inner lining against his rigid cock, teasing him mercilessly.

Thalia’s free hand roamed over his body. She stroked his sharp cheekbone, then trailed down to pat the front of his crinkling diaper. Her palm pressed firmly over the bulky padding, feeling the hard outline of his trapped erection.

“Feel how hard you get while nursing? Your little cock loves Mommy’s milk. Leaking inside that nice thick diaper already.”

Soren whimpered around her nipple. He sucked deeper, tongue working the underside of her breast to draw more milk. A thin trickle escaped the corner of his mouth and ran down her bronze skin. Thalia wiped it away with her thumb and brought the wetness to his lips, letting him lick it clean while still latched.

The restraints kept his wrists pinned. He could only squirm helplessly in her lap, the thick diaper crinkling constantly beneath him. His slim hips rocked in tiny, desperate movements, grinding his padded cock against her thigh.

Thalia noticed. She shifted him slightly so the bulky front pressed more firmly against her. The glider continued its slow, hypnotic rock.

“Grind for Mommy while you nurse. Let the wet warmth of your diaper remind you who owns that cock now.”

Soren obeyed without thought. His hips rolled in small circles. The thick padding squished softly against her leg. Pre-cum soaked into the fresh core, mixing with the faint scent of powder. Every suckle on her breast sent jolts of pleasure straight to his trapped erection.

Thalia’s breathing deepened. She cupped her free breast with one hand and squeezed gently, a small bead of milk forming at that nipple too. She rubbed the leaking tip against his cheek while he continued nursing from the other.

“Such a hungry boy. Both of Mommy’s breasts are full for you. You’ll empty them every day from now on.”

Milk continued to flow. Soren’s stomach grew warm and heavy again. The rhythmic sucking made wet, greedy sounds that filled the nursery alongside the constant crinkle of his diaper. His green eyes looked up at her through long lashes, glassy with submission and arousal.

Thalia’s hazel eyes darkened with growing heat. She watched his lips work her nipple, watched his throat bob with every swallow. Her own thighs pressed together beneath him, seeking subtle friction.

She slipped her hand inside the leg gather of his diaper from the side. Warm fingers found his slick cock and wrapped around it loosely inside the padding. Not stroking. Just holding. Feeling every throb and leak while he nursed.

Soren moaned loudly around her breast. The dual sensation - warm milk flooding his mouth, warm hand cradling his cock inside the crinkling diaper - pushed him closer to the edge.

“No coming yet, baby,” Thalia warned softly, though her voice had grown husky. “You nurse. Mommy decides when that little cock gets relief.”

She rocked the glider faster now. Her full breast jiggled gently with the motion, pressing deeper into his mouth. Soren suckled harder, desperate pulls that made more milk spurt across his tongue.

Thalia’s free breast leaked steadily now. She guided the nipple to his lips when he finally released the first one with a wet pop. He latched onto the second immediately, sucking with renewed hunger. Fresh milk filled his mouth again.

Her hand inside the diaper gave one slow, firm stroke along his cream-slick shaft. Then another. Teasing. Edging. Keeping him right on the brink while he drank from her.

Soren’s restrained wrists tugged uselessly at the velvet cuffs. His slim body trembled in her lap. The diaper crinkled and rustled loudly with every desperate rock of his hips. Pre-cum flowed freely over her fingers inside the padding.

Thalia pressed her lips to the top of his raven hair, breathing in his scent mixed with baby powder and milk.

“My perfect little boy. Nursing so sweetly at Mommy’s breast. Draining me while your cock leaks helplessly in its diaper.”

She continued rocking him. Continued feeding him. Her own nipples throbbed with every strong suckle. Heat built low in her belly, her pussy growing slick beneath her skirt as she watched her once-powerful CEO reduced to this trembling, suckling baby.

Soren’s sucking slowed slightly as his belly filled, but he kept latched, gentle rhythmic pulls now. Milk trickled steadily down his throat. His eyes fluttered with overwhelming sensation.

Thalia’s breathing had grown ragged with her own arousal as she watched him nurse.


Chapter 10: The Secret Buzz

Soren lay on his back on the changing table, freshly changed after the long nursing session. His slim body still trembled with the aftershocks of suckling at Thalia’s breast. Warm milk sat heavy in his belly. His lips felt swollen and sensitive. The new overnight diaper - thicker, even bulkier than the daytime ones - had just been taped snugly around his hips. The extra padding forced his thighs wide apart, the plastic shell gleaming white under the soft nursery lights.

Thalia stood between his spread legs, her blouse still open, full breasts glistening faintly with residual milk. Hazel eyes dark with satisfaction as she looked down at her diapered boy.

“You nursed so beautifully, sweet one. Drained both of Mommy’s breasts like a good hungry baby. Now it’s time for your bedtime surprise.”

Soren’s green eyes widened. His cock, still half-hard from the nursing, twitched inside the fresh, thick padding. The heavy diaper crinkled loudly as he shifted nervously on the padded table.

Thalia reached into a drawer and pulled out a thick, black silicone plug. It was substantial - tapered base widening to a heavy bulb, with a flared safety base designed for long wear. A thin wire led to a small remote. She held it up so he could see every inch.

“This is going inside you tonight, little boy. Deep in your tight little bottom where it belongs. Under your nice thick overnight diaper so you can’t touch it. Can’t remove it. Mommy controls every buzz.”

Soren’s breath hitched. His restrained wrists from earlier had been freed, but he still felt helpless under her calm gaze. “It’s… too big.”

Thalia smiled that knowing half-smile. “It’s exactly the right size for my baby’s training. Legs up higher.”

She lifted his ankles with one strong hand, folding his slim legs back toward his chest. The thick diaper compressed under his bottom, crinkling sharply. His powdered ass and tight hole were completely exposed between the leg gathers.

Thalia squeezed a generous amount of thick, clear lube onto her fingers. The cool gel glistened as she rubbed it slowly around his puckered entrance. One finger circled the tight ring, then pressed inside with gentle but firm pressure.

Soren gasped. His cock jerked hard inside the bulky diaper. The lube was slick and warm from her hand. She worked the single finger in and out slowly, stretching him, coating his inner walls.

“Relax for Mommy. This plug is going to keep you full and buzzing all night. Every vibration will remind you who owns this little hole.”

She added a second finger, scissoring gently. Soren moaned, hips twitching uselessly in the air. Pre-cum leaked steadily into the fresh diaper core, soaking the front of the padding.

Thalia pumped her fingers deeper, curling them to brush his prostate. Pleasure shot through him like electricity. His cock throbbed violently against the thick padding.

“Feel that? That’s where the plug will press. Buzzing right against your special spot while you’re locked in your crib.”

She withdrew her fingers and coated the thick plug liberally with lube. The black silicone shone obscenely. She pressed the tapered tip against his slick hole and began to push.

“Bear down gently, baby. Let it in.”

Soren whimpered. The plug stretched him wide as the thickest part breached his ring. A burning fullness spread through his ass. Inch by inch, the heavy bulb sank deeper until the flared base nestled snugly between his cheeks.

The plug felt enormous inside him - stretching, filling, pressing firmly against his prostate. His cock pulsed desperately in the diaper, leaking more pre-cum.

Thalia patted the base of the plug through the diaper, making it shift inside him. “Perfect. All the way in. Now let’s seal it nice and safe.”

She reached for another fresh overnight diaper - this one even thicker, designed for heavy use. She slid it underneath his raised bottom, the soft padding crinkling loudly. Bringing the front up between his spread thighs, she pressed the bulky material firmly over the plug and his leaking cock.

The extra thickness trapped the plug even deeper. The heavy padding compressed around the base, holding it securely in place.

Thalia taped the new diaper on with slow, deliberate movements. Four strong tapes pulled the massive bulk tight around his slim waist and between his legs. The overnight diaper was obscenely thick now - swelling his crotch into a huge, rounded bulge that forced his thighs even farther apart.

She lowered his legs and helped him sit up on the edge of the table. The plug shifted inside him with the movement, pressing hard against his prostate. Soren moaned, the sound raw and needy. The thick double-diaper crinkled constantly, loud and unmistakable.

Thalia picked up the small remote. She pressed a button.

A low, gentle vibration started deep in Soren’s ass. The plug buzzed steadily against his prostate, sending waves of pleasure through his trapped cock. His hips jerked. The diaper rustled and crinkled with the motion.

“Oh fuck - ” he gasped.

Thalia increased the intensity slightly. The vibrations grew stronger, pulsing in slow waves. Soren’s cock strained painfully against the thick, padded front. Pre-cum flowed freely, soaking into the overnight core.

“Feel that, baby? Mommy’s little secret buzzing inside you. You’ll wear this plug every night from now on. Sometimes low and teasing. Sometimes strong enough to make you leak and whimper in your crib.”

She turned it off suddenly. Soren whined in protest, hips rocking uselessly.

Thalia leaned in close, her bare breasts brushing his chest. Her hazel eyes bored into his glassy green ones.

“No coming without permission. The plug stays in until Mommy decides to take it out. Under your thick diapers where it belongs.”

She pressed another button. A single, sharp buzz jolted through him, making his whole body jerk and the diaper crinkle loudly.

Soren’s mouth fell open in a silent cry. His cock throbbed violently inside the massive padding.

Thalia slipped the remote into the pocket of her skirt with a satisfied smile.

The remote disappeared into her pocket with a promise that he would feel it soon.


Chapter 11: Stroll in Secret

Soren stood in the nursery, dressed in loose grey sweatpants and a soft oversized hoodie that Thalia had chosen for him. The clothing looked almost normal from the outside, but underneath the truth was humiliating. The overnight diaper was obscenely thick, forcing his slim thighs apart in a permanent waddle. The heavy vibrating plug stretched his ass full, its flared base pressed firmly between his cheeks, sealed deep beneath layers of crinkling padding.

Every tiny movement made the diaper rustle loudly. The plug shifted inside him, pressing against his prostate and sending faint echoes of fullness through his body.

Thalia stood before him, statuesque and elegant in a flowing sundress that hugged her full breasts and wide hips. Her auburn waves were pinned perfectly. Hazel eyes sparkled with quiet command as she held up the small black remote.

“Time for your garden stroll, little one. Mommy wants to see how well her baby boy can behave with his secret buzzing inside him.”

She took his hand and led him down the long hallway toward the back doors of the estate. Soren’s steps were careful and wide, the bulky diaper forcing an unmistakable infantile gait even under the loose sweatpants. The plastic shell crinkled with every shift of his hips. His cock, already half-hard from the constant pressure of the plug, rubbed against the soft, powder-scented interior.

The private garden was secluded, high walls covered in climbing roses and tall hedges blocking any outside view. Soft evening light filtered through the trees. Gravel paths wound between flower beds and a small fountain.

Thalia walked beside him, her graceful stride contrasting sharply with his awkward waddle. She kept hold of his hand like a mother guiding a toddler.

“Walk nicely for Mommy. Try not to let anyone hear how thick your diaper is.”

They had barely taken ten steps when Thalia pressed the remote in her pocket.

A sudden low buzz erupted deep in Soren’s ass. The plug vibrated firmly against his prostate, sending sharp jolts of pleasure straight to his cock. His knees buckled slightly. A loud, involuntary crinkle echoed as he stumbled.

“Thalia - Mommy - ” he gasped, voice strained.

“Keep walking, baby. Fight it.”

The vibrations pulsed in slow, teasing waves. His cock swelled rapidly inside the thick diaper, leaking pre-cum in heavy spurts that soaked into the padding. The sweatpants hid the bulge, but the constant loud crinkling of the massive diaper gave him away with every step.

Soren tried to walk normally. His slim hips rolled in an embarrassing shuffle. The plug buzzed harder for a few seconds, then stopped. He let out a shaky breath, sweat already beading on his sharp cheekbones.

Thalia smiled calmly and continued leading him deeper into the garden. Birds sang overhead. The fountain bubbled softly. But all Soren could focus on was the heavy, invasive fullness in his ass and the way his diaper rubbed against his aching erection.

They reached a small bench surrounded by lavender. Thalia sat gracefully and patted the spot beside her.

“Sit, little one.”

He lowered himself carefully. The moment his padded bottom touched the wood, the thick diaper compressed, pushing the plug even deeper. A soft squish sounded from the padding. His cock throbbed painfully.

Thalia waited until he was settled, then activated the remote again.

This time the vibrations were stronger. Deep, rhythmic pulses that made the plug massage his prostate relentlessly. Soren’s green eyes widened. His hands gripped the edge of the bench. A low whimper escaped his throat as his cock jerked hard inside the diaper, leaking steadily.

“Mommy… it’s too much,” he whispered, voice breaking. His thighs trembled. The loose sweatpants tented slightly at the front from his trapped erection.

“Shh. Breathe through it. Good babies learn to control themselves even when their bottoms are buzzing.”

The vibrations cycled higher, then dropped to a teasing hum, then surged again. Soren rocked helplessly on the bench, the diaper crinkling loudly with every small movement. Pre-cum flowed freely now, making the front of the padding warm and mushy. His balls ached with the need to come.

Thalia watched him with serene pleasure. One hand rested on his thigh, feeling the constant tremors running through his slim body.

After several long minutes she turned the plug off. Soren sagged against her, panting. His face was flushed, raven hair damp against his forehead.

“Up. Continue our stroll.”

He stood on shaky legs. The sudden movement made the plug shift inside him, pressing firmly on that sensitive spot. Another loud crinkle accompanied his first waddling step.

They walked along the gravel path. Thalia pointed out flowers and plants as if they were on a perfectly normal evening walk. Every few minutes she would casually press the remote.

Short buzz. Long buzz. Random patterns that left him gasping and fighting to keep his moans quiet. At one point the vibrations hit a steady, intense rhythm while they stood near the fountain. Soren’s knees nearly gave out. He had to grip her arm for support as his cock throbbed violently inside the soaked padding, right on the edge of orgasm without any direct touch.

“Please… Mommy… I’m going to - ”

“No coming,” she said softly but firmly. The vibrations stopped instantly.

Soren whimpered, hips twitching in the air. The denial burned. His diaper felt heavy and warm from all the pre-cum leaking into it. The plug sat thick and heavy inside his stretched hole, a constant reminder of her control.

They continued the walk. His waddle grew more pronounced as the thick, leaking diaper sagged between his thighs. The loose sweatpants did little to hide the bulky outline now. Every step announced his padded, plugged state with loud, crinkling betrayal.

Thalia led him in a slow circle around the garden. She activated the plug twice more - once with gentle teasing pulses while they stood under a blooming tree, and once with a sharp, sudden burst that made him double over slightly, biting his lip to stay silent.

By the time they returned to the estate doors, Soren was trembling. Sweat dampened his hoodie. His cock ached with unrelieved need. The diaper felt warm and swollen from hours of leaking. The plug continued to shift with every waddling step, keeping him on edge.

Thalia closed the garden door behind them. The cool indoor air washed over his flushed skin.

She turned to face him, hazel eyes glittering with her own growing need.


Chapter 12: Bound in Velvet

Soren’s legs still trembled from the garden stroll as Thalia led him back into the nursery. The thick overnight diaper sagged heavily between his thighs, warm and swollen from hours of leaking pre-cum. The vibrating plug continued its low, teasing hum deep inside his ass, pressing relentlessly against his prostate with every waddling step. Loose sweatpants did nothing to hide the obscene bulge or the constant loud crinkling.

Thalia guided him straight to the large wooden crib. The white bars rose high, the thick mattress waiting with its waterproof sheet. She lowered the side rail with a smooth click.

“Time for extended playtime, little one. Mommy wants her baby completely helpless tonight.”

She stripped the hoodie and sweatpants off him in one fluid motion, leaving him in nothing but the massively padded diaper. The plastic shell gleamed under the soft nursery lights. His slim cock strained visibly against the front, the outline clear through the swollen padding.

“Up into the crib, baby. On your back.”

Soren climbed in awkwardly, the thick diaper forcing his legs wide. He lay down on the soft mattress. The plug shifted deeper as his bottom settled, sending a fresh jolt through his prostate. He moaned softly, hips twitching.

Thalia climbed in after him. Her statuesque body moved with graceful authority. She took his left wrist first, wrapping a soft velvet-lined cuff around it. The cuff was thick, padded, and buckled securely. A short chain attached to one of the crib slats, holding his arm stretched toward the corner.

The right wrist received the same treatment. Velvet cuffs clicked shut. Chains pulled his arms apart, spreading them wide above his head. He tugged once. The restraints held firm but gentle, velvet soft against his skin.

“Such pretty wrists all locked up for Mommy.”

Next came the spreader bar. Thalia fastened thick velvet cuffs just above his knees. The rigid bar clicked into place, forcing his legs apart in a wide, humiliating V. His diapered crotch was completely exposed and vulnerable, the thick padding bulging obscenely between his spread thighs.

Soren tested the bonds. Wrists pulled tight. Legs held open. The heavy diaper crinkled loudly with every small struggle. The plug buzzed steadily inside him, keeping his cock rock-hard and leaking.

Thalia knelt between his spread legs, her sundress riding up her strong thighs. She held the remote in one hand and smiled down at him.

“Still buzzing from the garden, aren’t you? Poor desperate boy. Let’s see how much more you can take.”

She pressed the remote. The vibrations surged stronger. Deep, rhythmic pulses massaged his prostate without mercy. Soren arched on the mattress, a loud whimper tearing from his throat. His cock throbbed violently inside the thick diaper, pushing the padding outward in clear pulses.

Thalia set the remote aside and placed both hands on the front of his diaper. She rubbed slow, firm circles over the swollen bulge, pressing the mushy, pre-cum-soaked padding against his aching erection.

“Feel that? All that leaking you did in the garden. Your diaper is nice and warm and wet inside now. And Mommy’s going to tease every drop out of you.”

Her palms pressed harder, kneading the thick padding. The plastic crinkled sharply under her touch. The pressure forced the soft inner lining to rub relentlessly against his cockhead and shaft. Combined with the strong buzzing of the plug, the sensation was maddening.

Soren’s hips tried to buck but the spreader bar and restraints kept him pinned. His slim body twisted helplessly. Raven hair stuck to his sweaty forehead. Green eyes glassy with desperate need.

“Please… Mommy… I need to come…”

Thalia leaned down, her full breasts brushing his chest. Her hazel eyes locked onto his.

“No, baby. Not tonight. This is denial playtime. Mommy wants to feel how hard and leaky you get when you can’t finish.”

She continued the slow, torturous rubbing. Sometimes squeezing the entire bulky front in both hands, sometimes dragging her thumbs along the outline of his trapped cock through the padding. The vibrations inside him never stopped. They cycled from low teasing hums to strong, pulsing waves that made his balls draw up tight.

Pre-cum flowed in a steady stream now. The front of the diaper grew heavier, warmer, mushier. Loud squishing sounds mixed with the constant crinkling every time Thalia pressed down.

She slipped one hand under the leg gather of the diaper, her warm fingers finding his slick, cream-coated cock. She wrapped them loosely around the shaft inside the padding and gave one slow stroke from base to leaking tip.

Soren cried out. His wrists yanked hard against the velvet cuffs. The spreader bar rattled against the crib slats.

Thalia stroked him again - slow, deliberate, maddeningly gentle. Her thumb circled the sensitive head, spreading fresh pre-cum over the slick skin.

“Such a desperate little cock. Throbbing and leaking while locked in its thick diaper. Mommy can feel every pulse. Every twitch.”

She edged him for long minutes. Stroking just enough to keep him right on the brink, then stopping completely when his hips tried to thrust. The plug continued its relentless buzzing against his prostate, never letting the pressure drop.

Soren’s breathing came in ragged gasps. Sweat glistened on his sharp cheekbones. His slim chest heaved. The restraints held him spread and helpless while Thalia played with him through the diaper.

She removed her hand from inside the padding and returned to rubbing the outside. Both palms pressed and kneaded the swollen, leaking front. The wet, mushy core squished audibly under her touch.

“Look at you, all bound in velvet for Mommy. Wrists cuffed. Legs spread wide. Thick diaper bulging and leaking. Plug buzzing deep in your ass. And still no release.”

Thalia leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear while her hands continued their torment.

“You’re going to stay like this for a long time tonight. Mommy’s going to watch you squirm and leak and beg. And when I finally turn the plug off, you’ll still be hard and aching and denied.”

She increased the vibrations again. The plug buzzed harder, faster, hammering his prostate with intense pulses. Soren’s entire body tensed. A broken moan escaped him as another heavy spurt of pre-cum flooded the diaper.

Thalia kept rubbing. Kept teasing. Kept him right there on the edge for what felt like hours.

Finally she slowed the vibrations to a low, constant hum. She sat back on her heels, admiring her bound and desperate boy.

Soren lay there panting, wrists still encased in velvet-lined cuffs, legs held wide by the spreader bar. His thick diaper was soaked at the front, sagging heavily between his spread thighs. His cock throbbed visibly through the padding, denied and aching.

She left him bound and aching, promising the denial would only get harder.


Chapter 13: Edged by Mommy

Soren lay bound and trembling in the crib, the thick diaper soaked at the front from hours of leaking. The vibrating plug still hummed low and steady inside his ass, pressing mercilessly against his prostate. Velvet cuffs held his wrists to the slats. The spreader bar kept his legs wide, exposing the bulging, crinkling padding.

Thalia knelt beside the crib, her hazel eyes dark with maternal hunger. She finally unclipped the restraints. The velvet cuffs came off with soft clicks. The spreader bar followed, freeing his legs. Soren gasped in relief, but the freedom lasted only seconds.

“Come here, baby. Up into Mommy’s lap.”

She helped him climb out of the crib on shaky legs. The heavy, leaking diaper sagged between his thighs, crinkling loudly with every waddling step. Thalia sat in the oversized glider and pulled him onto her lap, facing her. His slim body straddled her strong thighs, the massive diaper pressing against her belly.

Thalia opened her blouse and unclasped her nursing bra. Her full, heavy breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff and leaking tiny beads of milk. She cupped the back of his raven head and guided his mouth to her right breast.

“Latch on, sweet boy. Nurse while Mommy plays with you.”

Soren’s lips closed around the swollen nipple. Warm milk flooded his mouth instantly. He suckled greedily, cheeks hollowing with deep, rhythmic pulls. The sweet, creamy taste coated his tongue as he swallowed.

Thalia sighed softly, rocking the glider in slow, gentle rhythm. One arm cradled his back securely. Her other hand slipped between their bodies and pressed firmly over the front of his soaked diaper.

“Such a leaky baby. All that pre-cum from the garden and the crib. Mommy’s going to edge this desperate little cock while you drink.”

Her palm rubbed slow circles over the swollen padding. The wet, mushy core squished under her touch. The constant crinkling mixed with the wet sucking sounds of his nursing. Soren moaned around her breast, the vibration traveling straight to her nipple.

Thalia’s fingers found the outline of his rigid cock through the thick diaper. She stroked along the length with firm, deliberate pressure, pressing the soaked lining against his shaft and sensitive head.

Soren’s hips jerked. Milk spilled from the corner of his mouth as he gasped. He sucked harder, desperate to stay latched while pleasure surged through him.

“That’s it. Suckle deep. Let Mommy feel every pull while I tease your cock.”

She increased the pressure, rubbing faster now. The plug continued its low buzz inside him, amplifying every stroke. His cock throbbed violently against the padding, leaking fresh spurts of pre-cum that soaked deeper into the core.

Thalia edged him perfectly. She brought him right to the brink - his balls drawing tight, his slim body tensing, hips trying to thrust - then stopped all movement. Her hand simply rested on the bulging front, feeling every desperate pulse.

Soren whimpered loudly around her nipple. His green eyes watered with frustration. He tried to grind against her hand but she held him still with her strong arm.

“No, baby. Not yet. Good boys nurse and leak. They don’t come until Mommy says.”

She waited until his breathing slowed, then started again. Slow, firm strokes through the diaper. Rubbing the mushy, pre-cum-soaked padding relentlessly against his aching cock. The vibrations from the plug never let up.

Soren suckled frantically at her breast, milk flowing steadily down his throat. His belly grew warm and full again. Every swallow sent sparks of pleasure straight to his trapped erection.

Thalia switched him to her other breast. He latched on immediately, sucking with renewed hunger. Her free hand returned to his diaper, this time slipping under the leg gather. Warm fingers wrapped around his slick, cream-coated cock inside the padding.

She stroked him skin-to-skin now - slow, tight pulls from base to leaking tip. Her thumb circled the sensitive head, spreading fresh pre-cum over the flushed crown.

Soren cried out around her nipple. His body arched. The glider rocked faster with his desperate movements. Tears of need pricked at the corners of his eyes.

Thalia pumped him steadily, bringing him right to the edge again. His cock swelled in her fist, veins pulsing. His balls tightened. Just as he was about to explode - She released him completely. Her hand withdrew from the diaper, leaving his erection throbbing angrily in the soaked padding.

Soren sobbed around her breast. Milk dribbled down his chin. His hips bucked uselessly, seeking friction that wasn’t there.

“Shh, sweet boy. Mommy’s not done edging you yet.”

She repeated the cycle again and again. Nursing deeply at her leaking breast while her hand worked him through the diaper or directly on his cock. Every time he neared release she stopped. Every time she brought him back down only to build him higher.

His cock was painfully hard now, dark and slick. Pre-cum flowed in a near-constant stream, turning the front of the diaper into a warm, heavy mess. The plug buzzed on, massaging his prostate without mercy.

Thalia’s own breathing had grown heavier. Her nipples throbbed under his hungry sucks. She watched his tear-streaked face with dark satisfaction as she denied him over and over.

After the fifth edge, Soren was shaking uncontrollably. Tears streamed down his sharp cheekbones. His green eyes were glassy and desperate. Milk and saliva coated his chin.

Thalia finally pulled her nipple from his mouth with a wet pop. She lifted him gently from her lap and laid him back on the changing table.

“Time for a fresh diaper, my frustrated little boy. You’ve been such a good patient baby for Mommy’s edging.”

She untaped the ruined overnight diaper. The heavy, soaked padding fell open, releasing the strong scent of pre-cum and powder. His cock sprang free - angry red, veined, dripping steadily. Thalia cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, stroking his shaft slowly as she wiped every inch.

She creamed him again, her slick hand pumping him with long, torturous strokes while he whimpered. Then fresh powder, patted thick over his balls and around his throbbing cock.

Finally she slid a new thick diaper underneath him and taped it snugly into place. The fresh padding enveloped his aching erection, trapping it once more in soft, crinkling bulk.

Tears of frustration stung his eyes as she sealed him back into a fresh diaper still throbbing.


Chapter 14: No Control Left

Soren waddled slowly across the nursery floor, each step a humiliating ordeal. The fresh thick diaper Thalia had just taped on him after the merciless edging already felt too heavy between his slim thighs. Hours of denial had left his cock throbbing painfully inside the soft padding, still leaking steadily. The vibrating plug continued its low, relentless buzz deep in his ass, pressing against his prostate with every awkward movement.

His belly had been cramping for the last hour. The multiple bottle feedings and long nursing sessions had filled him with warm formula and rich breast milk. The pressure built low in his gut, insistent and unstoppable. He tried to clench, to hold it like the adult he used to be, but his body no longer obeyed.

Thalia sat in the rocking chair, legs crossed gracefully, watching him with calm hazel eyes that glittered with open arousal. Her blouse remained open, full breasts still slightly flushed from his earlier nursing. She held the remote loosely in one hand.

“Keep waddling for Mommy, sweet boy. Show me how full that diaper looks when you move. Let me see you struggle.”

Soren’s sharp cheekbones burned crimson. Raven hair damp with sweat. Green eyes glassy with shame and lingering desperate need. The loose onesie top barely covered the top of the massive diaper. Every waddling step made loud, constant crinkles echo through the pastel room. His thighs rubbed against the bulky padding, forcing his legs wide apart.

Another cramp hit harder. He stopped mid-step, hands instinctively pressing against the front of his diaper. The plug buzzed a little stronger as if sensing his distress.

“Mommy… I think I need to - ”

“No toilets, baby,” Thalia interrupted softly, her voice warm and commanding. “Babies use their diapers. All of it. Let it happen. Mommy wants to watch.”

Soren whimpered. His slim body trembled. The pressure in his bowels grew unbearable. His cock, still rock-hard from the edging and the constant prostate stimulation, pulsed harder inside the padding.

He tried one last time to hold it. His cheeks clenched around the thick plug. But the cramp twisted sharply and his body betrayed him completely.

The first warm, soft mess pushed out against the seat of the diaper. Soren gasped loudly, eyes widening in horror and humiliation. Hot, mushy waste spread slowly across his bottom, filling the back of the thick padding. The plastic shell expanded outward with a faint, unmistakable squelch.

Thalia leaned forward slightly, lips parting. Her bronze cheeks flushed deeper. One hand unconsciously pressed between her own thighs as she watched.

“That’s it, little one. Let it all out. Fill your diaper for Mommy like the helpless baby you are.”

Another wave hit. More mess forced its way out in a long, uncontrollable push. The thick diaper sagged heavily at the back, the padding swelling and compressing around the load. The warm, mushy weight settled between his cheeks, pressing the vibrating plug even deeper inside him. The sensation was overwhelming - humiliating, invasive, strangely intimate.

Soren’s knees buckled. He stood there frozen in the middle of the nursery, legs spread wide by the now even heavier diaper. The front of the padding was soaked with pre-cum while the back bulged obscenely with his accident. Loud crinkles mixed with soft squishing sounds every time he shifted his weight.

Tears of shame stung his green eyes. His cock remained traitorously hard, throbbing against the front of the messy diaper. The plug continued buzzing, turning the mess into a warm, shifting pressure that rubbed against his most sensitive places.

Thalia rose from the chair with graceful authority. She circled him slowly, her statuesque body moving like a predator admiring her prey. One hand reached out and patted the heavily sagging seat of his diaper. The mushy load squished audibly under her palm.

“Such a big mess for such a little boy,” she murmured, voice thick with arousal. “Feel how heavy it is now? All warm and soft against your bottom. The plug is buried nice and deep in all that mess, isn’t it?”

Soren nodded miserably, a broken whimper escaping his lips. His slim hips rocked involuntarily. The messy diaper shifted and squelched with the movement, pushing the plug harder against his prostate. Fresh pre-cum leaked from his tip, soaking the front even more.

Thalia pressed her hand more firmly against the back, kneading the swollen padding gently. The squishing sound filled the room. She could feel the warm load move under her fingers.

“Look at Mommy while you stand there in your messy diaper. Let me see those pretty green eyes while you accept what you’ve done.”

He lifted his gaze. Tears rolled down his sharp cheekbones. His intelligent eyes were filled with total surrender and unwanted arousal. His cock strained visibly against the front of the bulging diaper.

Thalia’s breathing had grown heavier. Her full breasts rose and fell faster. A visible damp spot had formed on the front of her skirt where she had been pressing her thighs together.

“Good boy,” she praised softly. “Making such a complete mess while your cock stays so hard for Mommy. This is what total loss of control feels like. No fighting it anymore.”

She guided him to take a few more waddling steps. The heavy, messy diaper sagged lower with every movement, the load shifting and spreading further across his bottom and between his cheeks. The plug buzzed steadily, turning the accident into constant, filthy stimulation. Soren moaned with every step, the combination of shame, fullness, and denied pleasure overwhelming him.

Thalia finally stopped him in front of the changing table. She lifted him onto the padded surface with surprising strength, laying him on his back. His legs fell open naturally, the massively swollen diaper on full display - front soaked with pre-cum, back heavily padded and bulging with his mess.

She stood between his spread thighs, hazel eyes dark with visible arousal. Her hands rested on the tapes of the ruined diaper.

“The change that followed was longer and more intimate than any before.”


Chapter 15: Her Pleasure, His Shame

Soren lay on the changing table, emotionally raw and trembling after the long, intimate cleanup. Thalia had taken her time - wiping every trace of the heavy mess from his bottom and between his cheeks, creaming and powdering him with slow, thorough strokes, her fingers lingering on his still-hard cock until he whimpered with renewed shame. The fresh thick diaper now hugged his slim hips, crinkling softly with every shallow breath. His green eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed, the memory of losing all bowel control still burning hot in his chest.

Thalia lifted him gently into her arms. Her statuesque body felt warm and strong as she carried him to the oversized glider. She sat down and arranged him straddling her lap, facing her, his thickly padded crotch pressed directly against her lower belly. The onesie top remained unsnapped at the crotch, leaving the bulky white diaper fully exposed between them.

“Time to nurse again, my sweet, messy boy,” she murmured, voice husky with lingering arousal. “Mommy needs her pleasure now while you suckle.”

She opened her blouse completely and freed both heavy breasts. The right nipple was still slightly swollen from earlier feedings. She cupped the back of his raven head and guided his mouth to it.

Soren latched on without hesitation. Warm milk flowed instantly across his tongue as he began to suckle in deep, rhythmic pulls. The taste filled him, grounding him even as fresh shame twisted in his gut.

Thalia sighed in pleasure, rocking the glider slowly. One arm cradled his back securely. Her free hand slid down between their bodies and pressed firmly over the front of his fresh diaper, feeling the hard outline of his denied cock trapped inside the thick padding.

“That’s it, baby. Suckle nice and deep while Mommy uses your padded little crotch.”

She began to grind against him. Slow, deliberate rolls of her hips that dragged her damp, clothed pussy along the bulky front of his diaper. The thick padding compressed and squished under her weight with every movement, rubbing the soft inner lining relentlessly against his aching erection.

Soren moaned loudly around her breast. Milk spilled from the corner of his mouth as his hips twitched helplessly. The constant crinkling of the diaper mixed with the wet sucking sounds of his nursing. The plug, still buried deep inside him, buzzed faintly on its lowest setting, adding another layer of torment.

Thalia’s breathing quickened. She ground harder, her full breasts jiggling gently with each roll of her hips. The friction of the thick, crinkling diaper against her clit through her thin skirt was driving her higher.

“Look at you,” she breathed, voice thick with lust. “Nursing so sweetly after filling your diaper like a baby. Your hard little cock trapped and leaking while Mommy rides your padding to orgasm.”

She increased the pace, grinding with firm, purposeful strokes. The diaper rustled and crinkled loudly between them. Soren’s cock throbbed violently inside the soft core, pre-cum soaking the fresh padding as her weight pressed down again and again.

He suckled harder, desperate pulls that made more milk spurt across his tongue. His slim body rocked in her lap, matching her rhythm as much as the thick diaper allowed. Tears of lingering shame and overwhelming arousal pricked at his eyes.

Thalia’s free hand slipped under the leg gather of his diaper. Warm fingers wrapped around his slick cock and gave one slow, tight stroke before she pulled back out and returned to grinding with both hands on his hips, pulling him harder against her.

“Yes… just like that,” she moaned. Her hazel eyes fluttered half-closed. Her strong thighs flexed as she rode the bulky padding with increasing urgency. The wet spot on her skirt grew darker, soaking through as her arousal coated the front of his diaper.

Soren whimpered around her nipple, the vibration traveling straight to her breast. He could feel her clit swelling, rubbing frantically against the crinkling plastic shell. Every grind pushed the thick padding firmly against his own leaking cock, teasing him without mercy while she chased her pleasure.

Thalia’s movements grew erratic. Short, sharp rocks of her hips. Her full breasts heaved. She pressed her forehead against his, breathing hot and ragged against his raven hair.

“Mommy’s going to come on your diaper, baby… while you nurse like a good little boy…”

Her climax hit hard. A deep, shuddering moan tore from her throat as her body tensed. Her pussy clenched and pulsed against the thick padding, flooding her skirt and soaking the front of his diaper with her juices. She ground down hard through the waves, riding every pulse of pleasure against his trapped cock and the crinkling bulk.

Soren suckled frantically through her orgasm, milk flowing steadily down his throat while her powerful release soaked into his fresh diaper. The wet heat of her cum against the padding made his own denied cock throb even harder.

Thalia rode out the last tremors, slow, lazy grinds that dragged her sensitive clit along the mushy, now-damp front of his diaper. Her breathing gradually slowed, but her hazel eyes remained dark with satisfaction.

She finally pulled her nipple from his mouth with a soft pop. A thin trail of milk connected his swollen lips to her breast before breaking. Soren panted, face flushed and tear-streaked, his cock still painfully hard and leaking inside the now-wet padding.

Thalia cupped his sharp cheekbone with one hand, thumb brushing away a tear. Her voice was soft, almost tender, yet laced with deeper hunger.

Her satisfaction only seemed to deepen her determination to break him completely.


Chapter 16: Cribbound

Soren’s body felt heavy with exhaustion and warm milk as Thalia lifted him from the glider. His freshly soiled front - now damp with her cum and his own endless pre-cum - clung to his throbbing cock inside the thick diaper. The plug still hummed faintly inside him, a constant low reminder. His green eyes were half-lidded, sharp cheekbones flushed, raven hair sticking to his damp forehead.

Thalia carried him as if he weighed nothing, her statuesque frame moving with effortless grace toward the large wooden crib. The side rail was already lowered. The mattress waited, covered in a soft white sheet with faint pastel stars.

“Bedtime for my little boy,” she whispered against his ear. “Mommy’s going to tuck you in nice and tight.”

She laid him on his back in the center of the crib. The thick diaper compressed beneath him with a loud, prolonged crinkle. His slim legs fell open naturally, the bulky padding forcing them apart. Thalia reached for the extra overnight diaper she had prepared - thicker than any before, with extra absorbent layers and taller sides.

“Lift your bottom, baby.”

He obeyed without thinking, hips rising just enough for her to slide the massive new diaper underneath him. The soft padding felt impossibly thick. She brought the front up between his spread thighs and taped it securely into place with four strong tapes, pulling it snug around his waist and cinching the crotch extra tight. The new layer doubled the bulk, swelling his crotch into an enormous, rounded mound that made any movement impossible without loud rustling.

Soren lay there, completely regressed, the double-thick diaper forcing his thighs wide. His cock remained trapped and aching inside all that padding, still denied from the long edging session.

Thalia raised the crib side rail with a solid click. It locked into place with a heavy metallic sound. She fastened soft velvet restraints around his wrists, clipping them to rings on the sides of the crib so his arms rested comfortably but securely above his head. A wide velvet belt went across his waist, buckling him gently but firmly to the mattress so he couldn’t roll or sit up.

“Safe and sound,” she murmured, smoothing the front of his enormous diaper with both hands. The plastic shell crinkled loudly under her palms. She gave the bulging front a gentle pat, feeling his hard cock twitch beneath.

The mobile above the crib began to spin slowly - soft stars and moons turning in lazy circles. Gentle lullaby music started playing from a hidden speaker, soft piano and hummed melodies filling the nursery.

Thalia dimmed the lights until only a soft nightlight glowed, casting gentle pastel hues across the room. She pulled up the thick, padded crib blanket and tucked it snugly around his diapered body, leaving only his upper chest and restrained arms visible.

“Mommy will be right here watching you all night,” she said softly. She positioned a comfortable chair beside the crib where she could see every inch of him. A baby monitor screen sat on the small table next to her, showing a clear view of his face and padded crotch even in the low light.

Soren’s eyes fluttered. The lullaby wrapped around him like warm blankets. The thick double diaper hugged him everywhere - warm, restrictive, safe in the most humiliating way. The plug inside him buzzed once, a gentle pulse, then settled into a faint, soothing hum.

Thalia began to sing along with the music, her voice low and perfect, a soft maternal croon that sank deep into his exhausted mind.

“Hush little baby, don’t say a word… Mommy’s got you, her sweet little boy…”

She reached through the bars and stroked his raven hair, then trailed her fingers down to pat the massive front of his diaper again and again in slow, rhythmic taps. Each pat made the padding crinkle and squish softly.

Soren’s breathing slowed. The constant gentle crinkling, the spinning mobile, the lullaby, and Thalia’s watchful hazel eyes all blended together. His intelligent mind grew quieter, fuzzier. The CEO who once commanded boardrooms felt further and further away.

Thalia kept singing. Soft, repetitive verses about sleeping babies, warm milk, and safe cribs. Every few minutes she would stand and lean over the rail to check on him - adjusting the blanket, pressing a kiss to his forehead, or giving the front of his diaper another possessive pat.

“Such a good baby in your thick night diaper,” she whispered during one check. “All locked in for Mommy. No big-boy thoughts. Just sleep and wet and dream of nursing.”

Soren whimpered softly, hips twitching once inside the restraints. The thick padding rustled loudly. His cock gave another helpless throb, but exhaustion pulled him deeper.

Thalia returned to her chair, legs crossed, eyes never leaving him. The monitor screen glowed with his image - diapered, restrained, small. She watched as his eyelids grew heavier, as his sucking motions on an imaginary nipple slowed, as his body finally surrendered to the crib.

Hours passed in the soft glow. Soren drifted in and out of light sleep. Every time he stirred, the lullaby would swell gently or Thalia would hum louder. Sometimes she activated the plug for a few seconds - just enough to make him whimper and leak more into the already swelling diaper - then turned it off again.

Once, in the deepest part of the night, he wet without waking. A long, warm flood soaked into the extra-thick core. The diaper grew heavier, warmer, sagging slightly between his spread thighs. Thalia noticed immediately on the monitor. She smiled with quiet pride and whispered praise through the bars.

“Good boy… filling your night diaper just like Mommy wants.”

By the time the first hints of dawn lightened the nursery windows, Soren lay completely limp in the crib. The massive diaper was swollen and warm from multiple wettings. His wrists rested peacefully in the velvet restraints. The mobile still turned slowly overhead. The lullaby had become a soft background hum.

Thalia stood beside the crib, looking down at her thoroughly regressed boy. His face was slack with deep, infantile sleep. No trace of the sharp CEO remained in his expression.

By morning he would no longer remember how to fight the regression.


Chapter 17: Release at Last

Soren woke slowly in the crib, his body heavy and warm. The enormous overnight diaper sagged heavily between his spread thighs, swollen and warm from multiple unconscious wettings during the night. The thick padding pressed slick and mushy against his cock, which had stayed half-hard even in sleep. The plug still nestled deep inside him, silent now but a constant reminder of fullness. Velvet restraints held his wrists gently to the sides. The mobile above had stopped spinning, but the faint lullaby still played on loop.

His green eyes fluttered open. Raven hair stuck to his damp forehead. Sharp cheekbones flushed with the deep, helpless shame of waking soaked and diapered like an infant. His cock throbbed painfully inside the saturated core, desperate after a full night of denial.

The crib rail lowered with a soft click. Thalia stood over him, statuesque and radiant in the early morning light. Her auburn waves fell loose around her shoulders today, framing her flawless bronze skin. She wore only a thin silk robe, loosely tied, the deep V revealing the heavy swell of her bare breasts.

“Good morning, my sweet baby boy,” she cooed, voice warm and husky. “Look at that soggy diaper. You slept so deeply for Mommy.”

She unfastened the restraints and the waist belt, then lifted him easily from the crib. Soren’s legs dangled, the massive wet diaper sagging low and crinkling loudly with every movement. Thalia carried him straight to the glider and settled into it, arranging him straddling her lap once more, facing her.

His thick, soaked padding pressed heavily against her bare thighs. She untied her robe completely, letting it fall open. Her full breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff and leaking tiny beads of milk.

“Time to nurse, little one. Mommy has a special reward for her good crib baby today.”

Soren leaned forward hungrily. His lips closed around her left nipple. Warm, sweet milk flooded his mouth the moment he began to suckle. Deep, rhythmic pulls emptied her breast in strong spurts. He moaned around the nipple, the taste and fullness grounding him even as fresh desperation surged through his body.

Thalia rocked the glider slowly, one arm cradling his back. Her free hand slid down between them and pressed firmly over the front of his massively swollen, wet diaper.

“Such a wet little boy,” she whispered. “All that pee soaking your thick night diaper while you dreamed of Mommy. Feel how heavy it is? How warm and squishy against your desperate cock?”

She began to rub the soaked padding in slow, firm circles. The wet core squelched audibly under her palm, the plastic shell crinkling sharply. The pressure forced the mushy lining to slide relentlessly against his aching erection.

Soren suckled harder, cheeks hollowing. Milk flowed steadily down his throat as his hips twitched helplessly in her lap. The double-thick diaper compressed and shifted with every grind of her hand.

Thalia’s fingers found the outline of his rigid cock through the saturated padding. She stroked along the length with deliberate pressure, rubbing the soaked material up and down his shaft while he nursed.

“That’s it, baby. Suckle deep while Mommy milks you through your wet diaper. You’ve been such a patient boy. No orgasms for so long. Today Mommy is finally going to let you come while you nurse at her breast.”

His green eyes widened with desperate hope. He moaned loudly around her nipple, sucking with renewed hunger. Milk spilled from the corners of his mouth as his body trembled.

Thalia switched him to her right breast. He latched on instantly, pulling hard. Fresh warm milk flooded his mouth. At the same time, she slipped her hand under the leg gather of the heavy diaper. Warm fingers wrapped directly around his slick, pre-cum-coated cock inside the wet padding.

She began to stroke him properly - slow, tight, perfect pulls from base to leaking tip. Her thumb swirled over the sensitive head on every upstroke, spreading the mixture of pre-cum and residual urine.

Soren cried out around her breast. His slim body arched. The glider rocked faster with his frantic movements. The thick wet diaper crinkled and squished loudly between them as he thrust into her fist.

Thalia pumped him steadily, never breaking rhythm. “Drink Mommy’s milk while I stroke your little boy cock. You’re going to come hard for me today, baby. All that built-up cum is finally going to explode while you’re latched on and nursing like the dependent little boy you are.”

She edged him once, twice, bringing him right to the brink and then slowing her strokes until he whimpered in protest. Each time he calmed, she started again - faster, firmer, twisting her wrist on the upstroke.

Soren suckled frantically, milk pouring down his throat in heavy swallows. His balls drew up tight. Pressure built unbearably low in his gut. The plug inside him suddenly buzzed to life on a strong, pulsing setting, hammering his prostate in perfect time with her strokes.

“Please… Mommy… I’m so close - ” he gasped around her nipple, words muffled and broken.

“Come for Mommy,” Thalia commanded, voice low and commanding. “Come while you nurse. Fill your wet diaper with all that cum while you drink from my breast.”

Her hand flew faster inside the diaper. Tight, relentless strokes. The plug buzzed harder. Soren’s entire body tensed like a bowstring.

The orgasm shattered him.

A raw, guttural cry tore from his throat around her nipple as the first powerful spurt erupted from his cock. Thick ropes of cum blasted into the already soaked padding, pulse after pulse after pulse. His slim hips bucked wildly in her lap, the heavy wet diaper squelching and crinkling violently with every thrust. Milk continued to flow into his mouth as wave after wave of blinding pleasure ripped through him.

Thalia kept stroking him through the entire climax, milking every last drop from his pulsing cock while he nursed desperately. Her own breathing grew ragged as she watched him fall apart - eyes rolled back, tears streaming down his sharp cheekbones, body convulsing in helpless ecstasy.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. Long, shattering spurts that left the front of his diaper even heavier, warm cum mixing with the urine already saturating the core. When the final weak pulses faded, Soren collapsed against her chest, still latched, sucking gently now in exhausted aftershocks.

Thalia slowed her hand, giving his spent cock a few final gentle squeezes before withdrawing it from the ruined diaper. She stroked his raven hair, pressing soft kisses to his forehead while he continued to nurse in a dazed, regressed haze.

Even after the pleasure faded, he knew one final document remained.


Chapter 18: Permanent Little Boy

Soren knelt naked except for the thickest diaper yet at Thalia’s feet in the quiet study. The massive padding - triple-layered, extra tall, and wider than any before - forced his slim thighs wide apart in a permanent waddle even while kneeling. The plastic shell gleamed bright white under the soft lamplight, already slightly warm from a fresh morning wetting. His cock, still sensitive from yesterday’s shattering release, pressed hard and leaking against the soft inner lining.

Thalia sat in the high-backed leather chair before him, legs slightly parted, silk robe open to bare her full, heavy breasts. Auburn waves cascaded loose over her bronze shoulders. Hazel eyes glowed with calm, possessive triumph as she watched her completely regressed boy.

“Time to make it forever, little one,” she said softly. “Mommy’s permanent little boy. No more thirty-day contract. No escape clause. Just you, your thick diapers, and Mommy’s milk for the rest of your life.”

She placed the thick stack of permanent ownership documents on the low table in front of him. The top page read in elegant gold lettering: PERMANENT REGRESSION AND OWNERSHIP AGREEMENT. Below it, line after line of clauses he had already read during the initial contract but now carried far heavier weight - total asset transfer, legal identity erasure, lifelong dependency, irrevocable surrender of all adult rights.

A heavy fountain pen lay beside the papers.

Soren’s green eyes were glassy, unfocused, his intelligent mind buried deep beneath layers of regression. Raven hair fell messily over his sharp cheekbones. He shifted on his knees, the enormous diaper crinkling loudly.

Thalia cupped one breast and lifted it toward him. “Nurse while you sign, baby. Mommy wants you latched and sucking when you give yourself to me completely.”

He leaned forward eagerly, lips closing around her stiff nipple. Warm, rich milk flooded his mouth the instant he began to suckle. Deep, greedy pulls emptied her breast in strong rhythmic spurts. A soft, wet sucking sound filled the study.

Thalia sighed in pleasure, one hand cradling the back of his head, pressing him firmly to her chest. Her other hand reached down and rubbed slow circles over the front of his massive diaper.

“Good boy. Drink Mommy’s milk while you sign away the last of your old life.”

Soren’s free hand trembled as he picked up the pen. He tried to focus on the signature line, but the warm milk flowing down his throat and the constant crinkling of his thick diaper made everything hazy and soft. His cock throbbed harder inside the padding, already leaking fresh pre-cum.

Thalia pressed the remote in her other hand. The thick plug buried deep in his ass buzzed to life - strong, steady pulses hammering directly against his prostate.

Soren moaned loudly around her nipple. His hips jerked forward, grinding his diapered cock against nothing but air and the heavy padding. Milk spilled from the corners of his mouth as pleasure surged through him.

“Sign the first page, sweet boy,” Thalia commanded gently. “Initial every clause that says you belong to Mommy forever.”

His hand moved shakily across the paper. The pen scratched out his name - Soren - then initialed each line confirming permanent ownership, asset transfer, identity dissolution. Every signature made the plug buzz stronger for a few seconds as reward.

Thalia rocked her breast gently against his face, feeding him deeper. “That’s it. Keep sucking. Keep signing. Feel how hard your little cock is getting while you give up everything.”

She slipped her hand under the leg gather of the enormous diaper and wrapped warm fingers around his slick shaft. Slow, firm strokes began in time with his nursing. The thick padding rustled and crinkled with every movement of her arm.

Soren’s signing grew messier, the ink wobbling as pleasure built. He latched harder, sucking with desperate hunger while his hips rocked into her fist inside the diaper. Pre-cum flowed freely over her fingers, soaking the already warm core.

“Next page, baby. The one that says you will never wear big-boy clothes again. Only diapers, onesies, and cribs for the rest of your life.”

He scribbled his name, barely legible now. Thalia rewarded him by pumping his cock faster, twisting her wrist on every upstroke, thumb swirling over the sensitive head.

The plug buzzed harder, relentless against his prostate. Soren’s slim body trembled violently. Tears of overwhelming surrender and pleasure rolled down his flushed cheeks as he kept nursing, kept signing, kept leaking.

Thalia’s own breathing grew ragged. Her free breast leaked steadily, milk running down her bronze skin. She watched him with dark, possessive hunger - her once-powerful CEO reduced to a kneeling, diapered, nursing baby signing his life away while she stroked him to the edge.

“Last page, little one. The final signature that makes you Mommy’s property. Irrevocable. Permanent. Say goodbye to Soren.”

His hand shook so badly he could barely hold the pen. Thalia guided his wrist gently, helping him form the letters while her hand flew faster inside the massive diaper. The plug hit its highest setting, vibrating violently against his prostate.

Soren cried out around her nipple, the sound muffled and broken. His entire body tensed as the mind-shattering orgasm crashed over him.

Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted from his cock, flooding the front of the enormous diaper in long, pulsing jets. His hips bucked wildly, the thick padding squelching and crinkling violently as he came harder than he ever had in his life. Wave after wave of blinding pleasure ripped through him while he continued to nurse frantically at Thalia’s breast, milk pouring down his throat in perfect sync with every spurt of cum.

Thalia moaned softly, her own arousal peaking as she watched him shatter completely. She kept stroking him through the entire climax, milking every last drop into the already swollen diaper until his cock gave one final weak twitch and began to soften.

When the pen finally dropped from his limp fingers, the documents were signed. His name - now meaningless - sat wet and permanent on every page.

Thalia gently pulled her nipple from his mouth. A long string of milk connected his swollen lips to her breast before breaking. Soren collapsed forward against her thighs, panting, tears streaming, body limp and utterly spent inside the cum-soaked, piss-warm, massively thick diaper.

She stroked his raven hair tenderly, hazel eyes shining with complete ownership.

There was no longer any adult left to return to.
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