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Chapter 1

Dax stood in the middle of his new living room, the hardwood floor cold beneath his socks, surrounded by a fortress of half-unpacked cardboard boxes. The suburban house smelled of fresh paint and stale moving-truck air, the kind of sterile emptiness that made every footstep echo too loudly. At thirty-two, he had told himself this move would be the reset he needed after years of grinding in the tech startup world—long nights chasing funding, endless video calls where he projected cocky confidence he barely felt anymore. His lean-athletic frame, honed from stress-fueled gym sessions at dawn, ached now with a deeper fatigue. Dark tousled hair fell into his ice-blue eyes, eyes that usually cut through boardrooms like blades but today looked hollow, shadowed by exhaustion that no amount of espresso could fix.

The rescue cat, a sleek black thing he’d named Shadow, wound between his legs, meowing plaintively for attention he barely had the energy to give. Dax crouched, scratching behind its ears, the soft fur a small anchor in the chaos. “Yeah, I know, buddy. Tomorrow I’m gone for three days. Who the hell is going to feed you while I’m sealing this deal?” The words hung in the empty space, underscoring how alone he felt. The suburbs were supposed to quiet the roar in his head, but the silence only amplified the secret cravings he buried under layers of armored swagger—the yearning for total surrender, for someone to peel away the weight of decisions and deadlines and just… take charge. He shoved the thought down hard, jaw tightening. He was a man in control, not some broken boy craving maternal hands to guide him. Still, the exhaustion clawed deeper, making his shoulders slump as he straightened.

He glanced out the front window at the quiet suburban street. Afternoon light slanted golden across manicured lawns, the kind of peaceful tableau that felt alien after city life. Across the way, the neighbor’s house sat neat and inviting, white shutters framing windows that glowed with warm lamplight. Adelaide. He’d met her briefly during the move—she’d stepped out in a simple blouse and slacks, raven hair swept into an elegant chignon, offering directions to the movers with a calm efficiency that had made his chest tighten unexpectedly. There was something in her warm smile that had lingered in his mind, a maternal steadiness that unsettled him even as it drew him. Practical, he told himself. Just ask her to check on the cat. Nothing more.

Dax grabbed his keys, slipped on shoes, and stepped outside. The air carried the faint scent of cut grass and distant barbecue smoke, the street hushed except for a distant lawnmower hum. His footsteps sounded too loud on the sidewalk, heart picking up an odd rhythm. He climbed her porch steps, knuckles rapping the door before he could overthink it. The quiet suburban world outside felt watchful, like the houses themselves were holding their breath.

The door opened, and there she was. Adelaide. Forty-two, but carrying it with the kind of effortless grace that made age irrelevant. Raven hair still in that perfect chignon, a few soft strands framing her face. Her eyes—deep, knowing—met his with a warm smile that seemed to see straight through the cocky executive facade and into the raw exhaustion beneath. She wore a soft cream sweater that hugged her full curves and tailored slacks, exuding the quiet confidence of someone who had spent years in pediatric nursing, hands that had soothed countless vulnerabilities now resting lightly on the doorframe.

“Dax,” she said, voice soft but carrying a subtle command that made his spine straighten instinctively. “What a nice surprise. You look like you could use a moment off your feet. Come in for coffee?”

He hesitated only a second, the scent of her drifting out—lavender and something powdery, clean and intimate, like fresh linens and warm skin. It wrapped around him, easing the knot in his chest before he could stop it. “Actually, I was hoping to ask a favor. I’ve got a business trip tomorrow—three days—and Shadow, my cat, needs someone to check in. Feed him, make sure he’s not destroying the place. I know it’s last minute, but—”

Adelaide’s smile deepened, that maternal gaze holding his just long enough to make his cheeks warm. She stepped aside, gesturing him in with one soft hand. “Of course. But not on the doorstep. Inside. Coffee first. You look like a man who’s been carrying the world alone far too long.”

The interior of her home enveloped him immediately—cozy, lived-in, with plush rugs underfoot and shelves lined with books and framed photos of smiling families. The lavender-and-powder scent grew stronger, clinging to the air like a gentle embrace. She led him to the kitchen, her movements graceful, hips swaying with quiet authority. Dax followed, eyes tracing the elegant line of her neck, the way her sweater clung to the swell of her breasts. His body reacted before his mind could catch up—a low stir in his groin that he tried to ignore.

She poured two mugs of coffee, the rich aroma mixing with her own scent as she set one before him at the island counter. Her soft hands brushed his fingers accidentally, sending a spark up his arm. “Sit. Tell me about this trip. You moved in what, two weeks ago? And already running off again?”

Dax took a sip, the hot liquid grounding him as he perched on the stool. The quiet suburban street visible through the window felt worlds away, like stepping into a pocket of calm. “Yeah. Big pitch meeting. Startup life doesn’t slow down just because you buy a house with a yard.” He forced a cocky grin, but it felt brittle. “Shadow’s easy. Dry food in the morning, wet at night. Litter box is in the laundry room. I’d owe you big.”

Adelaide leaned against the counter opposite him, arms crossed loosely under her breasts, drawing his gaze despite himself. Her eyes never left his face, that warm smile seeing too much. “I’d be happy to help, Dax. But you don’t have to rush off. You seem… overwhelmed. The move, the work—your shoulders are practically up around your ears.” Her voice dropped to that soft, commanding timbre, like a nurse coaxing a reluctant patient. “Breathe for me. Let the coffee do its work.”

He laughed, short and tense, but obeyed without thinking, shoulders dropping an inch. The powder-lavender scent filled his lungs again, stirring something deep and unnamed. “I’m fine. Just the usual grind. Tech exec thing—always on, always closing.”

She tilted her head, maternal gaze sharpening with unsettling insight. “Mm. You say that, but your eyes tell a different story. Ice-blue and so tired. Like you’re fighting a war no one else sees.” She reached across the counter, her warm hand covering his for a moment—soft, strong from years of nursing. The touch sent heat pooling low in his belly. “You look like a man who needs someone to take charge for once.”

The words landed like a hook in his chest, pulling at the exact vulnerability he hid from everyone. His cock twitched hard in his jeans, thickening against the fabric as her gaze held him captive. Shame flooded him, hot and immediate, but his body betrayed him further, pulse quickening, breath shallow. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, mind racing. She’s the neighbor. Polite favor. Not… this. Yet the craving surged—years of armored control cracking under her soft command, the yearning for surrender flooding his veins like warm honey. He shifted on the stool, trying to hide the growing bulge, but her eyes flicked down knowingly, that smile never wavering.

“I… yeah, maybe,” he muttered, voice rougher than he intended. “It’s been a lot. The move, the deal. Feels like I’m drowning sometimes.”

Adelaide circled the island slowly, her presence filling the space. The quiet street outside seemed to fade, leaving only the two of them in this cocoon of scent and warmth. She stopped beside him, one hand resting lightly on his shoulder, thumb tracing a soothing circle through his shirt. “That’s it. No more pretending. Let me see you, Dax. Really see you.” Her free hand cupped his chin gently, tilting his face up. The maternal touch undid him—soft yet unyielding, her eyes dark with something deeper than neighborly concern.

His cock was fully hard now, straining painfully against his zipper, precum already dampening his boxers. Interior conflict raged: Pull away. She’s just being nice. But fuck, her hands… that voice… I need this. Psychological surrender crept in, slow and treacherous, his armored confidence dissolving under her gaze. Body betrayal complete—nipples tight, skin flushing, every nerve alight.

She leaned closer, breath warm against his ear, lavender and powder wrapping him tighter. “Good. Now stand up for me.”

Dax rose on shaky legs, heart hammering. Adelaide guided him gently but firmly into the adjacent living room, plush couch waiting like an invitation. She sat first, patting the spot beside her, then pulled him down so his thigh pressed against hers. Her hand slid up his leg with deliberate slowness, nails grazing denim until she cupped the thick outline of his cock through his jeans.

“Shh,” she murmured as he sucked in a sharp breath. “No fighting it. You need this. Mommy’s going to take care of that ache.” The word slipped out soft, commanding, maternal—rung one of something darker he couldn’t name yet. Her fingers worked his belt open, zipper rasping down, freeing his throbbing cock into the cool air. It sprang up heavy and flushed, veins pulsing, the head already glistening with slick precum that beaded at the slit.

Dax groaned low, head falling back against the cushions as her soft hand wrapped around the base. Her grip was perfect—firm, warm, stroking up the full length with a slow twist that made his balls draw tight. “Fuck… Adelaide…”

“None of that,” she corrected gently, voice like velvet over steel. Her thumb circled the sensitive head, spreading the leaking precum in lazy strokes while her other hand cradled the back of his neck, pulling his face to rest against the soft swell of her breasts through her sweater. The powder-lavender scent was everywhere, intoxicating, her heartbeat steady under his cheek. “Just let go. Feel how hard you are for me already. Poor stressed boy, carrying everything alone. This cock needs release, doesn’t it?”

She pumped him faster now, long deliberate strokes from root to tip, fingers squeezing just under the head on every upstroke. Slick sounds filled the room—wet, obscene—his precum coating her palm until her hand glided effortlessly. Dax’s hips bucked involuntarily, chasing the friction, mind fracturing between shame and bliss. This is insane. She’s my neighbor. But her hand… so soft… so in control. Psychological walls crumbled further; the surrender felt like falling, terrifying and perfect. His lean body tensed, muscles corded under his shirt, ice-blue eyes half-lidded as he watched her hand work him.

Adelaide’s breathing had quickened too, cheeks flushed, but her control never slipped. She leaned in, lips brushing his temple. “That’s it. Give it to me. Come for me, Dax. Show me how much you need someone to take charge.” Her strokes turned relentless—tight, fast, twisting at the head—milking every drop of precum until his cock jerked wildly in her fist.

The orgasm built like a tidal wave, low in his spine, balls tightening to the point of pain. “Adelaide—fuck—I’m gonna—”

“Come,” she commanded softly, voice maternal and absolute.

It hit him hard. Dax cried out, body shuddering as the first thick rope of cum erupted from his cock, splattering hot across his own stomach in heavy, pulsing spurts. One, two, three—each jet visible and obscene, white and sticky against his toned abs, some landing on her wrist as she kept stroking through it, drawing out every shuddering wave. His hole clenched uselessly, prostate throbbing in empty ecstasy, cock twitching wildly as more cum leaked in weaker pulses, dripping down her fingers. The pleasure crested white-hot, ripping a guttural moan from his throat, vision blurring at the edges while his lean frame convulsed against her.

Adelaide milked him dry with slow, soothing strokes, cooing praises. “Good boy. Look at all that. So much tension you were holding. Let it all out.” She didn’t stop until the last weak spurt dribbled over her knuckles, his cock softening but still sensitive in her warm hand. The scent of sex mingled with lavender and powder, thick and heady.

Dax slumped against her, chest heaving, mind reeling in the afterglow. Shame flickered, but the relief was deeper—bones liquid, exhaustion momentarily banished. She wiped her hand on a nearby tissue with clinical care, then pulled him closer, letting him rest against her breasts a moment longer. The quiet suburban street outside the window looked the same, unchanged, yet everything inside him had shifted.

Finally, she eased him back, helping him tuck himself away with gentle efficiency. “I’ll check on Shadow every day. Morning and night. You focus on your trip.” Her smile was warm again, but that knowing depth lingered. “And when you get back… we’ll talk more about how to take the load off those broad shoulders.”

Dax stood on unsteady legs, buckling his belt, cheeks burning but body humming with an inexplicable pull. He wanted to bolt, to reclaim his armor, but her care wrapped around him like a trap already snapping shut—gentle, maternal, inevitable. As he stepped out her door into the quiet suburban street, the afternoon light now softer, he felt it deep in his chest: the inexplicable draw toward her, the quiet promise of surrender he hadn’t known he needed so badly. Unaware, the diaper trap had already begun to close around him, one crinkling step at a time.


Chapter 2

Dax paced the empty living room of his suburban house, the same hardwood floors now familiar under his socks but offering no comfort. Three days away on the business trip had done nothing to settle the storm Adelaide had stirred in him. His cock still twitched at the memory of her warm hand stroking him to a shattering orgasm against her breasts, her soft command echoing in his ears. He’d come back to a clean litter box and a note in elegant handwriting: Shadow is well. Come see me when you’re home. The words had left him unsettled, half-hard in his suit pants during the drive. Work stress piled back on immediately—emails, deadlines, investor calls—but beneath the cocky executive armor, his body craved her lavender-powder scent and that maternal gaze that saw too much.

Shadow meowed from the windowsill, but Dax barely registered it. His lean-athletic frame felt wired, dark tousled hair messy from running his hands through it, ice-blue eyes shadowed with exhaustion and something sharper: shameful need. I’m not going back there. It was a one-time thing. Stress relief. Nothing more. Yet his cock thickened at the thought of her soft hands, her voice saying he needed someone to take charge. He fought it, jaw clenched, but the pull won. Grabbing his keys, he crossed the quiet street in the late afternoon light, heart hammering against his ribs.

Adelaide’s colonial home stood welcoming, white shutters framing windows that glowed invitingly. He knocked, throat dry. The door opened almost immediately. There she was—raven hair in its elegant chignon, wearing a soft cream blouse that clung to her full breasts and a flowing skirt that swayed with her hips. Her smile was warm, maternal, eyes lighting with recognition that made his stomach flip.

“Dax. Right on time. You look like the trip didn’t ease that weight on your shoulders at all.” Her voice was soothing, low and commanding in that gentle way, wrapping around him like a blanket. She stepped aside, the scent of lavender and powder drifting out. “Come in, darling. I have something better than coffee today.”

The living room enveloped him in soft lamplight, plush couch where she’d milked him dry still prominent. Her hand brushed his lower back as she guided him inside—gentle touching, warm through his shirt. The fabric of her blouse looked impossibly soft, begging to be pressed against. Dax’s cock stirred traitorously, already half-hard as she closed the door, shutting out the quiet suburban street.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” she said, leading him to the couch. “Sit. Let me help you unwind properly this time.”

He sat, muscles tense, the cushions sinking under him. Adelaide settled close beside him, her thigh pressing against his. The soft fabric of her blouse brushed his arm as she turned toward him, her steady heartbeat visible in the subtle rise of her chest. Up close, her scent was stronger, powder-fresh and calming, stirring that deep yearning he tried to bury.

Adelaide’s hand rested on his knee, thumb stroking slow circles. “The big pitch went well, I assume? But you’re still carrying it all, aren’t you? Poor thing.”

Dax swallowed, voice rough. “It was fine. Closed the round. But the pressure… it doesn’t stop. Meetings at all hours, decisions that could sink everything.” His ice-blue eyes flicked to her hand, then away, shame heating his face. Why does her touch feel like relief already? I’m a grown man, tech executive. Not some boy who needs… this.

She leaned in, her blouse’s soft fabric grazing his shoulder. “That’s why I offered this private session. Stress-relief tailored for men like you. No more fighting alone. Just let Mommy guide you.” Her fingers trailed up his thigh, gentle but sure, stopping short of his growing bulge. “Breathe with me. Deep and slow.”

The word Mommy sent a jolt straight to his cock, making it throb fully erect against his zipper. Psychological conflict raged inside him—This is dangerous. She’s pulling me deeper. I should leave.—but his body betrayed him, hips shifting subtly toward her touch, breath syncing to her rhythm without thought. Surrender crept in, warm and treacherous, the exhaustion melting under her maternal tone.

They sat like that for long minutes, her hand stroking his thigh, her steady heartbeat a lullaby as he rested his head against her shoulder. The soft fabric of her blouse was heaven against his cheek, warm and yielding. Her fingers moved higher, cupping the thick outline of his cock through his pants, squeezing gently.

“Feel how hard you are already,” she murmured, voice soothing. “All that stress trapped right here. Let Mommy handle it.”

Dax groaned softly, head falling back. “Adelaide… this is—”

“Shh.” She unzipped him slowly, freeing his aching dick into the cool air. It stood rigid, flushed dark, precum already beading at the slit. Her soft hand wrapped around the base, stroking with perfect pressure while her other arm pulled him closer, pressing his face into the valley of her breasts through the blouse. Her heartbeat thumped steady and strong against his ear, lavender-powder scent filling his lungs.

The first scene stretched, her hand working him in long, luxurious strokes—base to tip, twisting gently under the head—while she cooed praises. Dax’s lean body tensed, muscles flexing under his shirt, balls drawing tight as pleasure built. Interior monologue swirled: I shouldn’t let her call herself Mommy. It’s humiliating. But fuck, it feels so right. I need her to take over. Body betrayal complete—nipples pebbled, skin flushed hot, cock leaking steadily over her fingers.

Adelaide’s soothing tone never wavered. “That’s it, darling. Just feel. No big decisions here. Only my hands on you.”

The escalation beat deepened as she guided him to lie back fully on the couch, kneeling between his spread thighs. Her skirt rode up slightly, revealing smooth skin, but her focus stayed on him. She peeled his pants lower, exposing his heavy balls, then leaned down. Her warm breath ghosted over his throbbing cock.

“Look at this beautiful dick,” she whispered, maternal pride in her voice. “So full for Mommy. You need release, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Dax breathed, voice cracking. The dialog hung thick between them. “Please… I can’t stop thinking about last time.”

Adelaide smiled up at him, eyes dark with dominance. “Good boy for admitting it. Let Mommy handle the big decisions, darling.” Her lips parted, taking the head of his cock into her hot, wet mouth.

The sensation was electric—soft lips sealing around him, tongue swirling over the sensitive underside as she sank down, taking half his length in one smooth glide. Wet heat enveloped him, suction perfect and rhythmic. Dax’s hands fisted the couch cushions, hips bucking up instinctively. She hummed around him, the vibration shooting pleasure up his spine, her steady heartbeat somehow still audible in his mind as she bobbed.

Sensory details overwhelmed: the slick sounds of her mouth—wet slurps, gagging softly as she took him deeper—the soft fabric of her blouse brushing his thighs, her raven hair tickling his stomach as the chignon loosened slightly. Her hands cradled his balls, rolling them gently while she sucked harder, cheeks hollowing. Psychological surrender accelerated; every bob of her head dismantled another layer of his armor. I’m letting my neighbor suck my cock like a desperate boy. And I love it. I need more of her control.

Action progressed as Adelaide took him to the back of her throat, nose pressing to his pelvis, holding there while her throat muscles squeezed. She pulled back with a gasp, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening dick, then dove down again, faster. Her tongue pressed flat along the underside, milking him with expert strokes. Dax’s breathing turned ragged, the build starting deep in his groin.

“Mommy—fuck—I’m close,” he gasped, dialog breaking into moans.

She pulled off just long enough to command, “Come in my mouth, darling. Give Mommy every drop.” Then she plunged down, sucking relentlessly, one hand pumping the base while the other pressed a finger firmly behind his balls.

The orgasm crashed over him. Dax cried out, body arching as the first powerful spurt erupted straight down her throat. Thick ropes of cum jetted from his pulsing cock—hot, heavy pulses that she swallowed greedily, her throat working around him. He shuddered violently, another spurt, then another, filling her mouth until some leaked from the corner of her lips, white and creamy against her chin. His asshole clenched, prostate throbbing as the climax ripped through him, cock jerking wildly between her lips. Pleasure exploded white-hot, leaving him moaning her name, hips stuttering as weaker spurts dribbled onto her tongue.

Adelaide milked him through every wave, sucking softly until he was spent, then licked him clean with long, tender strokes of her tongue. She rose, wiping her chin with a satisfied smile, cum still glistening on her lower lip. “Such a good boy. So much tension released.”

Dax lay panting, body limp and glowing, mind hazy with aftershocks. The second scene had blurred into deeper intimacy—her guiding him to return the favor. She hiked up her skirt, revealing no panties, her pussy already wet and swollen, dark curls neatly trimmed. “Now taste Mommy. Show me your gratitude.”

He knelt between her thighs on the plush rug, the sensory shift immediate: her soft skin, the musky-sweet scent of her arousal mixing with lavender. His tongue traced her folds, finding her clit and circling it as she sighed, fingers threading through his dark hair. Her steady heartbeat quickened under his palm on her thigh. Interior thoughts fractured further: I’m eating her out like a pet. This is wrong… but I’d do anything she asked.

Dialog flowed as she guided him. “Slower on the clit, darling. Yes—like that. You’re learning so well.” Her hips rocked against his face, juices coating his chin. Action built as she grew wetter, thighs trembling. Dax sucked her clit gently, then firmer, sliding two fingers into her tight cunt, curling them against her front wall. She came with a low, maternal moan, pussy clenching around his fingers, fresh slick flooding his mouth.

They moved to the third beat on the couch again, her straddling his lap, blouse open now to bare heavy breasts. She fed one nipple into his mouth while grinding her wet cunt along his spent but recovering cock. “Let Mommy handle everything,” she repeated, voice soothing as she stroked him back to full hardness between her slick folds, not penetrating but teasing the length against her clit.

The psychological pull deepened with every gentle touch. Dax’s exhaustion lifted, replaced by strange lightness—dependence seeding in his chest. He suckled her nipple like a man starved, her heartbeat strong against his lips, soft fabric of the open blouse framing them. Tension stayed electric even after release, her hands roaming his body possessively.

Finally, as evening light faded outside the quiet suburban street, Adelaide eased him up, helping him dress with caring efficiency. His cock was tucked away, body humming with multiple releases, mind quieter than it had been in years.

Dax stood at her door, legs unsteady, the inexplicable lightness making the world feel softer. The first seeds of dependence had been planted deep, pulling him toward her maternal world even as his armored self whispered warnings. He crossed the street under the streetlights, already wondering when he could return, the trap tightening with every gentle invitation.


Chapter 3

Dax stood on Adelaide’s porch, heart pounding against his ribs like a trapped animal. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the quiet suburban street, but inside him churned a restless mix of anxiety and forbidden arousal. Three more sessions with her in the past week, each one stripping away another layer of his control. He’d come home from work each night half-hard, cock twitching at the memory of her mouth swallowing him down, her soft commands pulling moans from his throat. Now he was back, drawn like a moth despite the cocky executive in him screaming to stop. His lean-athletic body felt tight under his button-down, dark tousled hair falling into ice-blue eyes that betrayed the deepening crack in his armor. This is getting dangerous. She’s just a neighbor. But fuck… I need her hands on me again.

The door opened before he could knock. Adelaide stood there in a soft ivory blouse and flowing skirt, raven hair swept into its elegant chignon, her smile warm and knowing. The faint scent of lavender and baby powder drifted out, making his cock thicken instantly against his thigh.

“Dax, darling. You came. I could see how anxious you were from my window.” Her voice was soothing maternal velvet, gentle touching as she drew him inside with a hand on his lower back. The door clicked shut, sealing them in her colonial home’s cozy embrace.

The living room smelled stronger of powder now, a fresh, clean scent layered over her usual lavender. Plush furniture invited surrender. Adelaide guided him to the couch, her soft hands already working the buttons of his shirt open with practiced care. “You’ve been holding so much again, haven’t you? Work stress building up. We’re going to take care of that properly today.”

Dax sank into the cushions, the fabric warm from afternoon sun. Her blouse brushed his bare chest as she leaned over him, full breasts pressing softly against his shoulder. His cock was fully hard now, straining painfully. Interior monologue raged: I’m a 32-year-old tech executive. I close million-dollar deals. Why does the thought of her powder and care make me leak like a teenager? This is humiliating… and I can’t stop wanting it.

“Adelaide, I… I keep thinking about last time,” he admitted, voice rough. “The way you took care of me. It’s messing with my head.”

She smiled, cupping his cheek. “That’s why you’re here, my good boy. Let Mommy handle everything. Breathe with me.” Her fingers trailed down his chest, nails grazing nipples that tightened instantly. The dialog flowed easy under her command, his resistance melting as she praised his honesty.

Action progressed as she stripped him efficiently—shirt off, pants pooled at his ankles—until he sat naked and exposed, cock throbbing upright, precum already glistening at the slit. Her hands roamed his lean frame, soothing yet possessive, building the tension until he was panting.

The escalation beat began when Adelaide stood, slowly unbuttoning her blouse to reveal heavy, bare breasts, nipples dark and erect. She hiked her skirt and straddled his lap, her wet, bare cunt sliding along the underside of his rigid dick. No panties. Just slick heat grinding against him.

“Feel how ready Mommy is for you,” she murmured, voice soft and commanding. She reached down, guiding his thick cock to her entrance, then sank down in one smooth motion.

Dax groaned loud as her tight cunt swallowed him whole—hot, velvety walls gripping every inch, stretching around his girth until he bottomed out deep inside her. Her juices coated his balls, dripping down as she settled fully. The sensory overload hit hard: her steady heartbeat thumping against his chest through her open blouse, the soft fabric draping over their joined bodies, the wet squelch of her pussy as she began to ride him.

“Fuck—Adelaide—so tight,” he gasped, hands gripping her hips. Psychological conflict tore through him: I’m letting her fuck me like this. No protection, raw. She’s taking everything. Yet his body betrayed him completely, hips bucking up to meet her downward strokes, cock plunging deep into her dripping cunt again and again.

She rode him with maternal control—slow, deep grinds that let him feel every ripple of her inner walls, then faster, bouncing so her ass slapped against his thighs. Wet sounds filled the room: slick, obscene fucking noises, her juices coating his shaft and balls. Her breasts bounced heavily in front of his face; he latched onto one nipple, sucking hard as she moaned softly above him.

“That’s it, darling. Fill Mommy’s cunt. Let all that stress out inside me.” Her dialog was breathy but commanding, one hand in his dark hair, the other steady on his shoulder.

Dax’s lean body tensed, muscles corded, ice-blue eyes locked on where his cock disappeared into her slick pussy over and over. The build was relentless—pressure coiling tight in his balls, prostate throbbing with every thrust. He could feel her getting closer too, cunt fluttering and squeezing around him.

“Come for me,” she ordered, grinding down hard, clit rubbing against his pelvis. “Now.”

The orgasm exploded through him. Dax cried out, burying his face between her breasts as his cock pulsed violently inside her. Thick ropes of cum erupted deep into her cunt—hot, heavy spurts that flooded her walls, spilling out around his shaft with every thrust. He shuddered hard, another powerful jet, then more, pumping her full until creamy white cum leaked down his balls in messy drips. His asshole clenched in rhythm, body convulsing as pleasure ripped him apart, visible cum coating their joined sexes. Adelaide moaned low, her own climax milking him with rhythmic squeezes, drawing out every last drop.

She kept riding through his aftershocks, slower now, letting his softening cock stay nestled in her cum-filled pussy. When she finally lifted off, a thick glob of his cum dripped from her stretched hole onto his thigh. She smiled, satisfied, and kissed his forehead.

“Such a good release. But Mommy noticed something during your stress. You’ve had little accidents in the past, haven’t you? When the pressure gets too much.”

Dax flushed deep red, still catching his breath. “I… sometimes. Just leaks. Nothing serious.”

The third beat shifted as Adelaide stood, taking his hand. She led him to the adjacent room—a softly lit space with a large changing table-like surface covered in soft towels. The scent of baby powder grew stronger. On the surface lay a thick adult diaper, white with subtle padding, plastic backing faintly visible.

“Today we’re going to protect you properly,” she said gently, guiding him to lie back. “No shame. Just care.”

Dax’s heart raced as she lifted his legs, sliding the thick diaper underneath him. The padding was plush and crinkly, forcing his thighs slightly apart. Sensory details flooded him: the cool plastic backing against his ass, the soft inner lining hugging his spent cock and balls as she pulled the front up. Her soft hands worked the tapes—ripping sounds as she fastened them snugly, one side then the other, securing the thick bulk around his waist.

The crinkle was loud with every small movement, humiliating and strangely comforting. Powder scent enveloped him as she sprinkled generous amounts inside, her fingers smoothing it over his cock, making it twitch back to life despite the recent orgasm.

Interior monologue spiraled: I’m lying here in a diaper. A grown man, taped up like this. It’s degrading… but my body feels lighter. Safer. Fuck, why does the crinkle turn me on? Surrender deepened, his cock hardening again inside the padded confines, creating a visible bulge.

“Talk to me, darling,” Adelaide cooed, hands adjusting the leg cuffs with expert care. “How does it feel?”

“It’s… thick. Heavy. I can feel it forcing my legs apart,” Dax admitted, voice shaky. “The crinkle every time I breathe. And the powder… it’s everywhere.”

She leaned over him, breasts brushing his chest, securing the last tape with a firm pat. “There we go. Doesn’t that feel better already, my good boy?” Her key line landed soft and maternal, eyes warm with dark pleasure.

Dax stood on wobbly legs at her command, the diaper crinkling loudly with every shift. The thick padding pushed his thighs apart in a permanent waddle, his cock trapped snugly inside, half-hard again from the humiliating sensation. Powder scent clung to his skin, mixing with the smell of sex still on him. He looked down—white bulk obvious under his open shirt, tapes secure and unyielding.

Shame burned hot in his cheeks, but a wave of humiliating comfort washed over him too. The pressure in his mind eased, the constant adult weight lifting just a little under the padded embrace. His body relaxed despite his mind’s protests, the trap of dependence closing tighter. Standing there in his first diaper, Dax felt exposed, owned, and strangely, undeniably cared for in a way he couldn’t deny.

He gathered his clothes slowly, the crinkle following him as he moved toward the door. The quiet suburban street waited outside, but inside him, the seeds of regression had taken firm root. The pull toward Adelaide’s care was now impossible to ignore.


Chapter 4

Dax shifted uncomfortably in the driver’s seat of his car, the thick adult diaper crinkling loudly with every small movement under his tailored work slacks. The padding forced his lean thighs apart in a subtle waddle as he crossed the quiet suburban street toward Adelaide’s colonial home, the plastic backing warm and snug against his ass after a full day at the office. Shame burned in his cheeks even as his cock twitched traitorously inside the padded confines, half-hard from the constant reminder of her care. At thirty-two, the tech executive in him railed against the humiliation—I closed another funding round today in this thing. No one knew. But every step made me leak a little.—yet the secret bulk brought a strange, soothing pressure that eased the relentless stress. His dark tousled hair fell into exhausted ice-blue eyes as he knocked, heart racing with anxious arousal.

Adelaide opened the door immediately, raven hair in its elegant chignon, wearing a soft navy blouse that hugged her full breasts and a knee-length skirt. Her warm maternal smile deepened as she inhaled his scent. “Dax, darling. Come inside. I can already hear that crinkle. Mommy’s been waiting for you.”

The door shut behind him, lavender and baby powder enveloping him like a trap. She guided him straight to the living room couch with a gentle hand on his lower back, the soft fabric of her blouse brushing his arm. The quiet suburban street outside the window felt distant, irrelevant.

She sat first, patting her lap. “Let Mommy check you. Long day in your protection?”

Dax hesitated, then lay across her thighs, the thick diaper rustling noisily. Her soft hands smoothed over the front, pressing firmly against his growing bulge. The padding compressed, sending sparks through his cock.

“You’re damp already,” she murmured, voice soothing. “Poor stressed boy. We’re going to fix that.”

Interior monologue churned as her fingers worked the tapes open with practiced efficiency. This is insane. I’m letting my neighbor change my piss-soaked diaper like I’m helpless. But her hands… fuck, I need this. Body betrayal hit hard—cock swelling fully as cool air kissed his skin, balls heavy and drawn tight.

Adelaide cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, powdering him generously before sliding a fresh, thicker diaper underneath. The crinkle was louder this time, padding plush and bulky as she fastened the tapes snug. “There. Much better.”

The escalation beat began as she helped him sit up, then guided his head to rest against her breasts. “You need more than just padding today, darling. Mommy’s going to feed you properly.” From a side table she lifted a large adult feeding bottle filled with warm milk, nipple already attached. The sweet, faintly sweet scent rose as she uncapped it.

Dax’s eyes widened, but her soft commanding tone held him. “Open for me.”

He parted his lips instinctively. The silicone nipple slipped into his mouth, warm milk flooding his tongue as she tilted the bottle. The sweet taste filled him—creamy, comforting, laced with something subtly calming. He sucked slowly at first, then deeper, the rhythmic nursing sounds mixing with the crinkle of his fresh diaper every time he shifted.

Adelaide rocked him gently in her arms, one hand stroking his dark hair, the other slipping inside the diaper to wrap around his throbbing cock. “That’s it. Suck for Mommy. Big boys don’t need to think right now.”

The sensory focus overwhelmed: the warm milk pulsing down his throat with every pull, her steady heartbeat thumping against his cheek through the soft blouse, the thick padding forcing his legs wide while her fingers stroked his dick in time with his sucking. Psychological surrender deepened—I’m nursing from a bottle in a diaper. A fucking executive reduced to this. It feels too good to stop. Shame and comfort warred, his ice-blue eyes half-lidded as dependence crept higher.

Action progressed as she increased the flow, milk dribbling slightly from the corner of his mouth while her hand pumped him faster inside the crinkling diaper. His hips rocked, chasing friction, the plastic backing rustling obscenely.

After he drained the bottle, she eased the nipple free and replaced it with a thick adult pacifier. The bulb filled his mouth perfectly, soft silicone pressing against his tongue. He sucked on it without thinking, the gentle rocking continuing as she praised him. “Good boy. Look at you, so relaxed already.”

The dialog hung heavy between them. “How does the milk taste, darling?” she asked, fingers still lazily stroking his cock through the padding.

“Sweet… warm,” Dax mumbled around the pacifier, voice muffled. “Makes my head fuzzy.”

“That’s the point,” Adelaide cooed. “Let Mommy handle everything. No big decisions. Just suck and feel.”

She guided him to his knees on the plush rug, diaper crinkling as he positioned between her spread thighs. Hiking her skirt, she revealed her bare, glistening cunt. “Now thank Mommy properly while you nurse that pacifier.”

Dax leaned in, pacifier still between his lips, and buried his face in her pussy. His tongue lapped at her slick folds, tasting her arousal as she sighed above him. The pacifier muffled his moans, the sweet residual milk mixing with her tangy juices. Her soft hands held his head steady, hips rocking gently against his mouth while she praised his efforts.

The penetration requirement escalated fully when Adelaide pulled him up onto the couch, turning him so he knelt facing away from her, diaper pulled down just enough to expose his ass. She slicked his hole with generous lube from a nearby bottle, her fingers circling, then pushing inside—two at first, scissoring deep to stretch him open.

“Relax for Mommy,” she commanded softly, adding a third finger. The stretch burned deliciously, his cock leaking inside the lowered diaper front.

Dax moaned around the pacifier, pushing back onto her hand. Internal conflict raged: She’s going to fuck my ass while I’m padded and sucking like this. I’m completely hers. Yet his body opened eagerly, hole fluttering around her fingers.

Adelaide removed her fingers and positioned herself behind him. She wore a thick, realistic strap-on—veined and heavy—that she had retrieved seamlessly. The wide head pressed against his lubed asshole, then pushed forward in one firm thrust.

Dax cried out around the pacifier as the thick cock split him open, stretching his tight ring wide. Inch after inch sank deep, bottoming out with her hips flush against his padded ass. The fullness was overwhelming—prostate pressed hard, every nerve singing. She gripped his hips and began to fuck him with deep, powerful strokes.

The pounding was relentless. Wet, slick sounds of lube mixed with the constant crinkle of the diaper as she railed him. Each thrust drove the strap-on to the hilt, balls-deep, her pelvis slapping his cheeks. She angled perfectly to hammer his prostate on every inward plunge, pulling almost out before slamming home again.

“Take it, darling,” she groaned, voice maternal even as she fucked him open. “Mommy’s cock owns this hole now.”

Dax’s lean body shook, hands fisting the couch cushions, pacifier sucking frantically as pleasure built like a freight train. His own cock hung heavy and untouched inside the diaper front, swinging with every pounding thrust, leaking steadily onto the padding.

The build crested fast—prostate battered mercilessly, ass stretched and stuffed full. “Mommy—fuck—I’m gonna come,” he gasped around the pacifier.

“Come hands-free for me,” she ordered, railing him harder, deep strokes that bottomed out with wet smacks.

The orgasm exploded through him. Dax shuddered violently, a guttural moan muffled by the pacifier as his cock erupted inside the diaper. Thick ropes of cum spurted hard against the soft inner lining—pulse after pulse of hot, sticky seed soaking the padding, visible as the front bulged and darkened. Another powerful jet, then more, his asshole clenching rhythmically around the thick strap-on buried inside him. Pleasure ripped white-hot through his body, prostate milking every drop while Adelaide kept pounding through the climax, drawing out shudders and weak spurts until cum leaked out around the edges of the diaper tapes.

She fucked him through the aftershocks, slower but still deep, before pulling out with a wet pop. His stretched hole gaped momentarily, lube and cum trickling down his thighs. Adelaide gently pulled the diaper back up, taping it snug over his spent, messy cock, the fresh crinkle sealing in the warm, sticky load.

She turned him around, cradling him against her breasts again, the pacifier still in his mouth. Gentle rocking resumed as she stroked his hair. The sweet taste from the earlier bottle lingered, mixing with the pacifier’s silicone as he sucked instinctively, body limp and glowing.

Sensory details lingered: the heavy, cum-filled padding between his legs, warm and squishing with every shift, her steady heartbeat under his cheek, the soft fabric of her blouse. Psychological surrender settled deeper—I just got ass-fucked in a diaper and came hands-free like a baby. And I want more. The fight in him weakened further, replaced by hazy, comforting dependence.

Adelaide kissed his forehead. “Drink up for Mommy. Big boys don’t need to think right now.” She offered another bottle, and he accepted it without protest, nursing slowly while she rocked him.

As the session stretched, the quiet suburban light fading outside, Dax realized how easily she was slipping him into little space. The pacifier bobbed between his lips, the thick, cum-soaked diaper a constant, crinkling reminder of his place. Humiliating comfort wrapped around him completely, the trap of maternal control tightening with every suck and every padded step. He was falling, and part of him no longer wanted to climb out.


Chapter 5

Dax descended the stairs into his own basement, the weight of the fresh diaper crinkling softly under his jeans with every step. At thirty-two, the tech executive who had once commanded boardrooms now felt his ice-blue eyes dart nervously, dark tousled hair damp with anxious sweat. The conflict tore at him daily—long hours closing deals while padded and powdered, his cock half-hard from the constant reminder of Adelaide’s control. This is my house. My reset. Yet I’m hard just thinking about her turning my unused basement into… what? A place where I disappear completely? Shame burned hot, but so did the pull, the growing need for her maternal authority that made adult decisions feel like burdens too heavy to carry.

Adelaide followed close behind, her soft hand on his lower back guiding him firmly. Raven hair in its elegant chignon, she wore a fitted blouse and slacks that accentuated her curves, carrying a toolbox and several large bags. The basement air was cool and musty, concrete floors bare under harsh overhead lights.

“I’ve been planning this for you, darling,” she said, voice soothing yet commanding. “Your home office upstairs stays for show. Down here… this will be your special place.”

The arrival beat settled as she flicked on more lights, revealing the empty space. Dax’s lean-athletic frame tensed, but his body betrayed him—cock thickening inside the thick padding at the mere thought. The scent of her lavender and powder already cut through the basement mustiness.

They unpacked supplies together: heavy plastic sheets, cans of soft pastel paint in muted blues and creams, a large flat-pack crib, and a sturdy changing table frame. Adelaide’s soft hands brushed his as they worked, sending sparks up his arm.

“How does it feel, knowing Mommy is claiming this space for you?” she asked, eyes warm with dark intent.

Dax swallowed, voice rough. “Conflicted. This is my basement. Part of me wants to stop you… but the other part needs it. Needs you in charge.”

“Good boy for admitting it,” she praised, pulling him close. Her breasts pressed against his chest through her blouse as she kissed his forehead. The dialog lingered, her maternal tone dismantling his resistance piece by piece.

Action progressed slowly at first—they spread thick plastic sheets across the floor, the crinkle loud and plastic-sharp underfoot. Fresh paint cans opened, the chemical scent blooming strong and new. Adelaide directed him to assemble the crib frame while she unpacked the changing table components, her movements efficient and possessive.

The escalation beat deepened as tools whirred—screwdrivers tightening bolts on the crib rails, the metallic clinks and ratcheting sounds echoing off concrete walls. The crib took shape: sturdy wood sides rising high, mattress base lowering into place with a solid thud. Dax’s hands shook slightly as he fitted the pieces, the reality sinking in. Adelaide worked beside him on the changing table, its wide padded surface emerging, complete with built-in shelves and straps.

“Look at it coming together,” she murmured, stepping back. Pastel paint rollers appeared next. She handed him one, and they began coating the walls in soft cream with blue accents—long, deliberate strokes that transformed the stark basement into something intimate, enclosed, safe in a way that terrified and aroused him.

Sensory details overwhelmed: the thick smell of fresh paint mixing with plastic sheeting, the cool basement air growing warmer with their bodies moving, the constant soft crinkle of his diaper as he shifted on his knees to reach lower sections. His cock strained hard against the padding now, leaking precum into the inner lining.

Interior monologue raged while he painted: I’m helping turn my own basement into a nursery for my regression. Where did my control go? I fight this every day at work, yet here I am, hard and obedient. Psychological surrender crept higher, body flushing hot, nipples tight under his shirt.

Adelaide set her roller down and approached him from behind, hands sliding around his waist to press firmly on the front of his diaper. “Feel how excited you are. Mommy sees it all.”

She guided him to the newly assembled changing table, helping him up onto the padded surface. The height forced his legs to dangle, diaper crinkling loudly. With expert care she opened his jeans and tapes, exposing his throbbing cock—veins pulsing, head slick with precum.

“Time for a break, darling. Let Mommy take care of that ache while the nursery forms around us.”

Dax lay back, heart hammering as she stripped her slacks and climbed onto the table, straddling him. Her bare cunt hovered over his rigid dick, already wet and glistening. She lowered slowly, taking every thick inch in one smooth descent until he was buried to the hilt inside her tight, velvety heat.

“Fuck—Adelaide—so deep,” he groaned, hands gripping her hips.

She rode him with controlled, maternal rolls of her pelvis—grinding deep so her clit rubbed his base, then lifting to slam back down. Wet, slick sounds of her cunt devouring his cock filled the basement, mixing with the faint scent of paint and plastic. Her full breasts bounced under her open blouse as she braced her hands on his chest, steady heartbeat thumping against his palms when he reached up.

The fucking intensified. She planted her feet and began pounding herself onto him—hard, rhythmic slams that made his balls slap her ass and the changing table creak. Her inner walls squeezed him perfectly, milking every inch on every upward stroke.

“Take Mommy’s cunt,” she commanded softly. “Fill it while your nursery builds around you.”

Dax’s lean body arched, ice-blue eyes locked on where his cock disappeared repeatedly into her dripping pussy—juices coating his shaft, running down to soak the fresh diaper beneath him. The build coiled tight in his groin, prostate throbbing from the angle.

Psychological depth hit harder: I’m getting fucked raw on my own changing table while painting my regression room. She owns this house now. Shame and bliss merged; his body surrendered completely, hips bucking up to meet her pounding.

Adelaide’s pace turned punishing—fast, wet slaps echoing, her cunt fluttering as she neared her peak. “Come inside me, darling. Give Mommy everything.”

The orgasm detonated. Dax cried out, body convulsing as the first thick rope of cum exploded deep into her cunt. Heavy spurts followed—pulse after powerful pulse flooding her walls, hot and creamy. He shuddered violently, another jet shooting straight against her cervix, then more until excess cum squeezed out around his shaft with every thrust, dripping messily onto the diaper and table padding. His asshole clenched, whole body shaking through the cresting waves, visible white seed leaking from her stretched hole as she ground down through his climax, milking every drop. Pleasure ripped white-hot, leaving him moaning and spent, cock twitching inside her cum-filled pussy.

She rode him through the aftershocks, then lifted off slowly, a thick glob of his cum dripping from her cunt onto his softening dick. Smiling, she cleaned him gently with wipes before taping him back into a fresh diaper from her bag—thicker this time, crinkling loudly as the tapes fastened tight.

The third beat continued the nursery transformation. They resumed painting, the walls now mostly coated in soft pastels. Adelaide assembled a high-backed rocking chair in the corner while Dax installed soft lighting fixtures. The crib mattress went in with a plastic protector that crinkled sharply when pressed. Changing table stocked with powders, creams, and stacks of diapers. The lock on the basement door clicked heavily as she tested it—solid, secure, a final barrier.

Sensory immersion deepened: fresh paint fumes heady and enclosing, plastic sheets rustling underfoot, the warm glow of new lamps casting gentle light over the emerging space. His padded crotch squished with residual cum and fresh powder, legs forced apart by the bulk.

Dialog flowed as they worked. “This will be your special place, safe with Mommy,” Adelaide said, key line delivered with warm finality as she adjusted the crib mobile—simple, elegant shapes, no cartoons.

Dax stood back, chest tight. “It’s really happening. My basement… it’s not mine anymore.”

Action wrapped with final touches—soft rugs unrolled, curtains hung over small windows. The room transformed: a complete adult nursery, pastel and padded, ready for his deeper surrender.

As the nursery took shape under the warm lights, the lock on the door clicking shut one final time, Dax understood his home was no longer truly his. Every crinkle, every pastel wall, every piece of furniture screamed Adelaide’s control. The conflict remained—his old armored self screaming—but the humiliating comfort and dependence had rooted too deep. He followed her upstairs on shaky, padded legs, already craving the next session in his new special place, the trap now spanning his entire world.


Chapter 6

Dax stood at the top of the basement stairs, heart hammering against his ribs like a caged animal. The thick overnight diaper Adelaide had insisted on earlier crinkled loudly under his sweatpants with every nervous shift of his weight. At thirty-two, the lean-athletic tech executive felt stripped bare despite the layers—dark tousled hair messy from anxious hands, ice-blue eyes wide with a cocktail of dread and shameful excitement. First full night under her lock and key. In my own basement. What the fuck am I doing? I run companies. I don’t get locked in nurseries like some helpless boy. Yet his cock was already half-hard inside the bulky padding, leaking at the thought of total surrender for the next twelve hours.

Adelaide’s soft hand settled on his lower back, guiding him down. “Come along, darling. Mommy has everything ready for your first overnight.”

The basement nursery glowed under the soft nightlight—a warm amber bulb casting gentle shadows over pastel walls, the sturdy crib with its high rails, the changing table stocked and waiting. The scent of fresh paint had faded into clean powder and plastic, the air thick with regression. Adelaide wore a simple silk robe that clung to her full curves, raven hair loose for once, falling in dark waves over her shoulders.

She led him to the changing table first. “Up you go. Let’s get you properly prepared for bedtime.”

Dax climbed on, the padded surface cool beneath him. Her hands worked efficiently—stripping his clothes, then opening the current diaper with practiced rips of the tapes. Cool air kissed his skin as she cleaned him thoroughly, powdering his cock and balls generously. The new overnight diaper was massive—thicker, more absorbent, with extra padding in the seat. She slid it under him, the plastic backing crinkling sharply, then pulled the front up snug between his legs. The bulk forced his thighs wide apart. Four strong tapes fastened with loud, final snaps, sealing him in.

The sensory weight was immediate: heavy, warm compression around his groin and ass, legs splayed in permanent waddle. His cock throbbed trapped inside the plush layers.

“Adelaide… I don’t know if I can do a whole night like this,” he said, voice tight.

She cupped his cheek, maternal gaze steady. “You can and you will. This is what you need. Mommy’s in charge now. No more adult worries until morning.”

Interior conflict raged as she helped him down: Locked in my own house. Padded like this. Part of me wants to run. The rest is already aching for her control. Body betrayal was total—cock fully erect and leaking into the fresh diaper.

Action progressed as she guided him around the nursery, showing the nightlight, the locked door with its solid deadbolt, the crib mattress covered in a waterproof sheet. “You’ll sleep here tonight. Safe. Contained.”

The escalation beat ignited when Adelaide pushed him gently onto the changing table again, this time face down. She pulled the thick diaper down just enough to expose his ass, spreading his cheeks with soft but firm hands. Lube, cold and slick, drizzled over his hole. Two fingers pushed in immediately, scissoring deep, stretching him open with practiced strokes.

“Relax for Mommy,” she murmured. “Tonight you’re going to feel me claim every part of you before I tuck you in.”

Dax moaned into the padded surface, pushing back onto her fingers despite the shame. His mind fractured: She’s going to fuck my ass raw right here in the nursery she built in my basement. I’m consenting… but I’m losing myself. Yet his hole fluttered greedily, prostate already singing.

Adelaide removed her fingers and positioned herself behind him. The thick, veined strap-on—larger than before—pressed against his lubed ring. She gripped his padded hips and thrust forward in one powerful motion.

Dax cried out as the fat cock split his asshole open, stretching him wide around its girth. Inch after thick inch sank deep, bottoming out with her pelvis pressed firm against the back of his heavy diaper. The fullness was brutal—prostate crushed, every nerve alight.

“Fuck—Mommy—it’s so big,” he gasped, hands fisting the changing pad.

She didn’t give him time to adjust. She pulled back almost to the head, then slammed home again—hard, deep strokes that made the diaper crinkle violently with every impact. The pounding was relentless. Wet, obscene lube sounds mixed with the plastic rustle as she railed him. Each thrust drove the strap-on to the hilt, her hips slapping his cheeks, the fat head battering his prostate on every plunge.

“Take Mommy’s cock,” she commanded, voice soft yet steel-edged. “This hole belongs to me now. Feel it splitting you open.”

Dax’s lean body rocked forward with every powerful fuck, the thick overnight diaper squishing under him, cock trapped and grinding against the soaked padding. Pleasure built fast—deep, prostate-driven waves that made his balls draw tight. He moaned loudly, drooling onto the table as she fucked him harder, faster, bottoming out with wet smacks that echoed off the nursery walls.

The build crested mercilessly. “Mommy—I’m gonna come—please—”

“Come hands-free on my cock,” she ordered, pounding him without mercy—deep, punishing strokes that stuffed him full and dragged over his prostate on every retreat.

The orgasm ripped through him like lightning. Dax shuddered violently, a guttural cry tearing from his throat as his untouched cock erupted inside the thick diaper. Thick ropes of cum spurted hard against the inner lining—pulse after heavy pulse, hot and sticky, soaking the padding in messy jets. Another powerful spurt, then more, his asshole clenching rhythmically around the thick strap-on buried balls-deep inside him. Pleasure exploded white-hot, prostate milking every drop while Adelaide kept railing him through the climax, drawing out shudders and weaker spurts until cum leaked out around the edges of the lowered diaper, dripping down his thighs. His whole body convulsed, hole fluttering and squeezing the invading cock as the orgasm tore him apart.

She fucked him through every aftershock, slower but still deep, before finally pulling out with a wet pop. His stretched asshole gaped, lube and cum trickling down. Adelaide wiped him clean, then taped the massive overnight diaper back up snug over the fresh load, the padding now even heavier and warmer.

She helped him into the crib, laying him on his back. The rails rose high with solid clicks. A soft blanket settled over him. The nightlight cast a gentle glow over the pastel walls and locked door.

“Sleep tight, baby. Mommy’s got you now,” Adelaide whispered, her key line warm against his ear as she leaned in to kiss his forehead. She closed the crib rail with a final latch, then crossed to the door. The deadbolt clicked loudly, locking him in.

The conclusion beat stretched through the night. Alone in the crib, Dax tossed in the heavy, crinkling bulk. The soaked morning light filtered through the small high window when he woke—diaper sagging heavily between his legs, warm and unmistakably wet. He had pissed himself in his sleep, the overnight padding swollen and squishy, pressing the mess of cum and urine against his skin. Helplessness crashed over him as he lay there, unable to get out, cock stirring again inside the drenched padding.

Interior monologue swirled in the quiet nursery glow: I woke up in a soaked diaper. Locked in my own basement. This is real now. No turning back. Shame flooded him, hot and deep, but so did the twisted comfort—the knowledge that Adelaide would come unlock the door, change him, care for him. His old life felt distant. The point of no return had been crossed the moment that lock clicked shut.

Waking wet and helpless in the crib, thick soaked diaper sagging heavily between his splayed thighs, Dax knew he was no longer the man who had moved to the suburbs for a reset. He was hers now, completely, and the humiliating thrill of that truth settled deep in his bones. The nursery door remained locked, waiting for Mommy to claim the next piece of him.


Chapter 7

Dax sat at his upstairs home office desk, the glow of multiple monitors casting harsh light across his exhausted ice-blue eyes. Notifications pinged relentlessly—investor emails, board messages, urgent Slack threads about the startup’s cash burn and missed milestones. His dark tousled hair was unkempt, lean-athletic frame slumped in the ergonomic chair. Under his tailored trousers, the thick daytime diaper crinkled with every frustrated shift of his hips, the heavy padding soaked from an earlier accident he hadn’t even noticed until the warmth spread. I used to close eight-figure rounds in my sleep. Now I can’t string together a coherent reply because all I can think about is the nursery downstairs and Adelaide’s hands taping me up. The regression pulled at him constantly, making adult decisions feel distant and overwhelming. His cock twitched inside the warm, squishy bulk despite the stress, betraying him again.

The doorbell rang. He knew it was her before he stood. Every crinkle as he walked downstairs sent fresh shame and arousal through him.

Adelaide waited on the porch, raven hair in a perfect chignon, wearing a fitted blouse and skirt that hugged her mature curves. Her warm maternal smile held an edge of command as she stepped inside without waiting for invitation. “Darling, you look completely distracted. Mommy’s here to fix that.”

She guided him straight to the living room couch with a firm hand on his lower back, the soft fabric of her blouse brushing his arm. The quiet suburban street outside felt like another world. Inside, her lavender-powder scent wrapped around him, already easing the knot in his chest even as his phone buzzed again in his pocket.

“Sit,” she ordered softly. Dax obeyed, the diaper crinkling loudly as he lowered himself. Adelaide settled beside him, one hand resting possessively on his padded crotch, pressing the warm, wet bulk against his hardening cock. “Your phone has been going off all morning. Show Mommy.”

He handed it over. She scrolled through the flood of urgent messages, her expression turning to maternal disapproval. “This is exactly why you need structure. No more big boy worries. Mommy handles everything important now.”

The arrival/setup beat stretched as she silenced the phone and set it aside on the coffee table, face down. Dax’s heart raced. “Adelaide, the board is panicking. We have a runway crisis. I can’t just—”

Her soft hand squeezed his diaper front, fingers finding the outline of his stiffening dick through the padding. “You can and you will. From now on, your schedule belongs to me. Work calls only during designated hours—and only if I approve. The rest of the day is for proper care and regression. Understood?”

Interior monologue churned violently: She’s taking my company from me. My empire is crumbling and I’m letting her because her hand on my soaked diaper feels better than closing deals. Psychological conflict tore deep—old armored confidence screaming against the sweet relief of surrender. His body betrayed him completely, cock leaking fresh precum into the already wet padding.

“Yes, Mommy,” he whispered, voice cracking.

Action progressed as she dictated his new daily rhythm: nursery time in the morning, scheduled changes every three hours, no screen time after 6 PM, mandatory bottle feedings and crib time. Each rule landed like a soft hammer, dismantling another piece of his autonomy. Her hand never left his crotch, rubbing slow circles that made the crinkle constant and obscene.

The escalation beat moved them downstairs to the basement nursery. Adelaide’s hand guided him firmly by the elbow, the diaper crinkling with every step down the stairs. The pastel walls, sturdy crib, and changing table welcomed them under the soft nightlight glow. She locked the door behind them with a heavy click, sealing them in.

“Strip and up on the table,” she commanded. Dax complied, trousers and shirt discarded, climbing onto the padded surface in just his sagging diaper. Adelaide opened the tapes with practiced rips, the soaked, yellowed padding peeling away to reveal his cock—hard, flushed, slick with precum and traces of urine. She cleaned him thoroughly, the cool wipes making him shiver, then powdered him generously before sliding a fresh, even thicker diaper underneath.

But first, she wanted more. Adelaide shed her skirt and blouse, revealing full breasts and bare, glistening cunt. She climbed onto the changing table, straddling his face. “Lick Mommy while I get you ready.”

Dax buried his tongue in her wet folds, tasting her arousal as she ground down. Her soft thighs framed his head, steady heartbeat visible in the pulse of her neck. He lapped eagerly, sucking her clit while she moaned softly above him.

After bringing her to a shuddering climax that flooded his mouth with slick juices, she turned and positioned herself over his rigid cock. Lowering slowly, her tight cunt swallowed every inch until he was buried balls-deep inside her. The heat was velvet perfection, walls rippling around him.

“Fuck—Mommy—so wet,” Dax groaned, hands gripping her hips.

She rode him with deep, controlled grinds, then faster bounces that made her ass slap against his thighs. Wet, slick sounds of her cunt devouring his dick filled the nursery. Her breasts bounced heavily as she braced on his chest, eyes locked on his with maternal dominance.

The fucking turned harder. She planted her feet and began pounding down onto him—relentless, wet slams that drove him deep into her dripping pussy on every descent. Juices coated his balls and ran down to soak the fresh diaper beneath him. The changing table creaked under their rhythm.

Dax’s lean body arched, muscles corded, ice-blue eyes fixed on where his thick cock disappeared repeatedly into her stretched cunt. The build coiled tight in his groin, balls drawing up.

“Mommy—I’m close—”

“Not yet,” she scolded gently, slowing to torturous grinds before slamming down again. “Mommy decides when you fill her.”

She rode him mercilessly for long minutes, bringing him to the edge repeatedly before easing off, maternal scolding mixing with praise. “Good boy, holding for me. No more big boy worries. Just Mommy’s cunt.”

Finally, she leaned forward, breasts pressing to his chest, and rode him with punishing speed. “Now. Come deep inside Mommy.”

The orgasm detonated through Dax like fire. He cried out, body convulsing as the first thick rope of cum erupted violently into her cunt. Heavy, powerful spurts followed—pulse after pulse flooding her depths, hot creamy seed painting her walls. He shuddered hard, another jet shooting deep, then more until excess cum squeezed out around his shaft with every thrust, dripping messily down his balls onto the diaper. His asshole clenched in rhythm, prostate throbbing as the climax ripped through him, visible white cum leaking from her overstuffed pussy. Pleasure exploded white-hot, leaving him moaning and twitching, cock jerking inside her as weaker spurts continued to fill her.

Adelaide ground down through his orgasm, her own climax milking him with rhythmic squeezes, drawing out every drop. When she finally lifted off, a thick glob of his cum poured from her stretched hole onto his spent cock.

She cleaned him efficiently, then taped the fresh diaper snug around his waist—thicker, with extra overnight padding even for daytime. The crinkle was louder, bulk forcing his legs wider.

The third beat unfolded as they returned upstairs. Adelaide kept his phone, answering a few critical emails herself in cool, professional tones that made his stomach twist. Notifications kept coming—board members questioning his absence, investors demanding updates. She ignored most, silencing the device again.

“See? Mommy handles it,” she said, guiding him back toward the nursery stairs with a hand on his padded ass. Every frustrated shift in his chair earlier had been replaced by this new reality—crinkling helplessly as she dictated the rest of his schedule.

Dax’s old life crumbled visibly on the screen: missed calls from his CFO, urgent texts about emergency meetings. The board was openly questioning his leadership now, rumors of instability spreading.

As the afternoon light faded outside the suburban windows, the hook settled deep. His empire was fading, emails piling unanswered while he sat padded and owned in his own home. The pull toward the nursery downstairs grew stronger than any boardroom panic. Adelaide’s control was absolute, and with every ignored notification and maternal scolding, Dax felt another piece of his adult identity dissolve into humiliating, comforting surrender. The trap had claimed his career, and he was too deep in little space to fight it.


Chapter 8

Dax adjusted his loose button-down shirt for the third time in the hallway mirror, heart pounding as he stared at his reflection. The thick diaper beneath his khakis felt obscenely bulky, forcing his lean thighs into a subtle waddle he prayed no one would notice. At thirty-two, the former tech executive looked every bit the unraveling man—dark tousled hair slightly unkempt, ice-blue eyes shadowed with paranoia. They’ll hear the crinkle. They’ll see the way I walk. Adelaide’s been parading me out more, and the changes are showing—paler skin from less sun, distant stares during conversations. His startup was in freefall, emails ignored under her schedule, but today’s neighborhood block party felt like the ultimate test. One wrong shift and the plastic backing would rustle loud enough to expose him.

Adelaide appeared behind him in the mirror, raven hair in an elegant chignon, wearing a tasteful sundress that hugged her full breasts and hips. Her soft hand smoothed down his back, pressing lightly against the diaper waistband hidden under his shirt. “You look perfect, darling. Remember Mommy’s rules. Stay close.”

The quiet suburban street buzzed with chatter as they stepped outside. Grills smoked, kids played in the cul-de-sac, neighbors milled with drinks and plates. The air smelled of charcoal and cut grass, but all Dax could focus on was the constant, terrifying possibility of crinkling too loud with every step.

They arrived at the central lawn gathering. Adelaide guided him with a gentle hand on his lower back, her public maternal tone already slipping in. “Smile, darling. You’re among friends.”

Setup beat expanded as they mingled. Dax nodded through small talk with the Millers and the Thompsons, forcing laughs while hyper-aware of the thick padding between his legs. Every shift of weight brought a soft, private crinkle that made sweat bead on his forehead. Adelaide stayed glued to his side, her warm smile never faltering.

“Everything alright, Dax?” old Mr. Hargrove asked, eyeing his slight waddle. “You seem a bit… stiff lately.”

Adelaide answered for him smoothly. “He’s just been working too hard. I’ve been helping him relax more.” Her hand discreetly dropped to pat his padded rear under the cover of her body, a hidden diaper check that sent heat flooding his face. “Be a good boy and smile for the neighbors.”

The words landed like a spark. Dax’s cock twitched hard inside the diaper, shame and arousal twisting together. Interior monologue spiraled: She’s touching my diaper in public. If anyone saw… I’m a grown man reduced to this, and my body loves it. Psychological conflict raged—paranoia screaming to flee, surrender pulling him deeper into her control. His bladder twinged warningly from the earlier bottle she’d made him finish.

Action progressed as they moved toward the refreshment table. Adelaide kept up the subtle humiliations: guiding him by the elbow like a child, whispering corrections in his ear with that soft commanding tone. “Posture, darling. No slouching.” Neighbors smiled politely, oblivious, but the fear of exposure clawed at him. When no one was looking directly, she pressed two fingers firmly against the front of his khakis, checking the diaper’s bulk again. “Still dry. Good boy for now.”

The escalation beat intensified near the shaded gazebo. Adelaide pulled him slightly aside, behind a cluster of tall hedges that offered partial privacy from the main crowd. The party noises—laughter, music—felt distant yet dangerously close. “Mommy needs to check you properly,” she murmured, turning him to face the hedge.

Her hand slipped boldly under his waistband, fingers diving into the diaper to cup his half-hard cock and feel for wetness. The intimate touch in semi-public made his breath hitch. “A little damp. But we can fix that soon.”

Dax’s paranoia peaked—Someone could walk around the corner any second. Yet his body betrayed him utterly, cock swelling fully under her fingers, leaking precum. “Adelaide… not here…”

“Shh. Be good.” She stroked him once, twice, through the padding, then withdrew. The public maternal tone continued as guests wandered nearby. “You’re doing so well, darling. Just a bit longer.”

The tension built unbearably. Dax felt the familiar urge, fighting it until Adelaide’s knowing look broke him. Warmth spread through the diaper as he wet himself helplessly in the middle of the gathering—hot urine flooding the absorbent core, swelling the padding against his skin. The sensation was mortifying and intensely erotic: the growing squish, the subtle sag, the fear that the scent or sound might betray him. His face burned crimson while he smiled at passing neighbors, cock now rock-hard and trapped in the warm, wet mess.

Adelaide noticed immediately, her hand giving another hidden pat. “There we go. Wet for Mommy already. Such a good boy.”

They slipped away during a lull, Adelaide guiding him toward the nearby community clubhouse bathroom reserved for the event. The single-occupancy room locked with a click behind them, party sounds muffled but present. The escalation exploded into raw need.

She pushed him against the sink counter, yanking his khakis down to his ankles. The heavy, soaked diaper sagged visibly, tapes straining. Adelaide ripped the tapes open with quick efficiency, letting the warm, yellowed padding drop heavily to the floor. His cock sprang free—throbbing, flushed dark, slick with precum and traces of urine.

“On your knees first,” she ordered, hiking her sundress. No panties. Her bare cunt glistened with arousal. Dax dropped, mouth watering, and buried his face between her thighs. He licked hungrily, tongue plunging into her wet folds, sucking her swollen clit while she gripped his dark hair. Her juices coated his chin as she ground against his mouth, soft moans escaping despite the risk.

After she came with a shuddering whisper, thighs clamping his head, Adelaide pulled him up and turned around. She bent over the sink, bracing her hands on the mirror, sundress rucked up over her hips. “Fuck Mommy hard, darling. Quick and deep. Fill me before someone knocks.”

Dax didn’t hesitate. He gripped her full hips and thrust forward, his thick cock splitting her slick cunt open in one smooth plunge. Her velvety walls gripped him perfectly, hot and dripping. He pounded into her from behind—deep, urgent strokes that made wet slapping sounds echo off the tiles. Each thrust bottomed out, his balls smacking her clit, her ass rippling with impact.

“Fuck—Mommy—so tight,” he groaned, lean muscles flexing as he railed her. The mirror reflected their joined bodies: his ice-blue eyes wild, her breasts bouncing free from the dress, nipples hard.

Adelaide pushed back to meet him, voice breathy but commanding. “Harder. Use that cock Mommy owns. Be a good boy and fill me.”

The fucking turned frantic. Dax gripped her tighter, slamming deep, the wet squelch of her cunt obscene in the small room. Pleasure coiled fast in his spine, balls tightening as her walls fluttered around him.

“I’m close—Mommy—”

“Come inside me,” she demanded, reaching back to pull him deeper. “Now.”

The orgasm crashed over him. Dax buried his face in her shoulder to muffle his cry as the first powerful spurt erupted deep into her cunt. Thick ropes of cum jetted violently—pulse after heavy pulse flooding her walls, hot and creamy. He shuddered hard against her back, another thick jet shooting straight against her cervix, then more until excess cum squeezed out around his pounding shaft, dripping down her thighs in visible white streaks. His asshole clenched in rhythm, prostate throbbing as the climax tore through every nerve. Pleasure exploded white-hot, cock jerking wildly inside her as weaker spurts continued to pump her full. Adelaide moaned low, her own orgasm milking him with rhythmic squeezes, drawing out every drop until cum leaked steadily from her stretched hole onto the floor.

They stayed locked together, panting, his softening cock still nestled in her cum-filled pussy. Quick cleanup followed—wipes for him, fresh diaper from her discreet bag taped snug around his spent cock and freshly wetted core. The crinkle sounded deafening in the small room as she fastened the tapes tight.

They slipped back into the gathering separately, faces flushed but composed. The conclusion beat unfolded with renewed paranoia. Dax moved carefully, the fresh diaper now warm and bulky again, every step a reminder of the public wetting and risky fuck. Neighbors chatted obliviously, but Mrs. Langley—a sharp-eyed woman from three houses down—gave him a lingering, knowing look as he passed. Her gaze dropped briefly to his waist, then back to his face with a small, secretive smile.

Adelaide leaned in close, whispering the key line again. “Be a good boy and smile for the neighbors.”

Dax forced the smile, but inside, terror and thrill mixed. One neighbor had seen something—the waddle, the flush, the way Adelaide hovered. The first seeds of exposure had been planted in the suburban whispers, and with his soaked secret locked between his legs and his old life crumbling, there was no undoing the slow unraveling. The trap was tightening in public now, and part of him craved the moment it finally snapped shut for everyone to see.


Chapter 9

Dax sat rigidly in the passenger seat of Adelaide’s car, the thick diaper crinkling softly under his chinos with every small bump in the road. His ice-blue eyes darted nervously to the passing suburban houses, dark tousled hair falling across his forehead. Curiosity and terror warred inside him after weeks of deepening surrender. She has a wellness practice. Clients. And now she wants me to meet some of them. What if they see me like this—padded, owned, leaking? His cock stirred traitorously in the warm, slightly damp padding, the constant bulk a humiliating reminder that his old armored confidence was almost gone. The startup had collapsed into silence; his phone stayed with Adelaide now. All that remained was her control, and tonight it was expanding.

Adelaide drove with calm authority, raven hair in its elegant chignon, wearing a soft emerald blouse and tailored skirt. Her hand rested possessively on his thigh, squeezing the crinkle. “Relax, darling. These are special clients. They understand Mommy’s care completely.”

The car pulled up to a discreet, upscale colonial home on the edge of the neighborhood—her private wellness practice. Warm lights glowed from downstairs windows. Dax’s heart hammered as they approached the door. Adelaide’s soft hand guided him inside with gentle pressure on his lower back.

The arrival/setup beat unfolded in a beautifully appointed lounge. Soft lighting, plush seating, and the faint scent of lavender and powder. Three other men waited— all in their thirties or forties, dressed casually but with the same subtle signs: slight waddles, distant eyes, flushed cheeks. Two women in their late thirties, maternal and confident, sat beside them.

“Everyone, this is Dax,” Adelaide announced warmly. “My newest good boy.”

The eyes turned to him—judging yet approving, knowing. One man, broad-shouldered with a nervous smile, shifted and produced a distinct crinkle. The women nodded with understanding smiles. Shared nursery equipment lined one wall: a large changing table, stacked thick diapers, padded mats on the floor.

“Welcome, Dax,” said the taller woman, Elena. “We all started scared too.”

Dax swallowed hard. Interior monologue screamed: They’re just like me. Regressed. Padded. And they’re looking at me like fresh meat for the circle. Body betrayal hit instantly—his cock thickened against the diaper, nipples tightening under his shirt. Shame flooded him, but so did dark relief. He wasn’t alone in the trap.

Dialog flowed easily under Adelaide’s orchestration. “How long have you been with your Mommy?” Dax asked one man, voice shaky.

“Fourteen months,” the man replied. “Couldn’t live without it now. Work? Gone. Decisions? Hers.”

Adelaide smiled, proud. “See? You’re not the only one who needs Mommy’s special care.”

Action progressed as the group moved to the larger back room—clearly the heart of the practice. Multiple changing stations, a oversized crib, soft mats, and discreet straps. The air grew thicker with powder scent. The clients shed outer layers casually, revealing bulky diapers beneath. One man was already wet, sagging visibly. The maternal women checked them openly, hands pressing fronts, praising or scolding with soft voices.

Adelaide guided Dax to a central mat. “Strip to your diaper, darling. Let them see.”

His hands trembled but obeyed. Khakis came down, exposing the thick, slightly yellowed padding. The group’s eyes drank him in—approving, hungry. Heat burned across his skin.

The escalation beat deepened as the session turned intimate. Adelaide had him lie back on the changing table while the others watched. She opened his tapes slowly, the loud rip echoing. His cock sprang free, hard and leaking. She powdered him generously, fingers stroking his shaft openly while the circle observed.

“Beautiful boy,” Elena murmured. “So responsive.”

Another man was placed on an adjacent mat, his own Mommy—Lena—strapping him down gently. The witnessed regression sent Dax spiraling: the man’s thick cock was stroked to full hardness while he sucked on a pacifier, eyes glassy with surrender. Crinkles and soft moans filled the room.

Adelaide climbed onto the table, straddling Dax’s hips after shedding her skirt. No panties. Her bare, slick cunt hovered over his throbbing dick. “Watch closely, everyone. This is how we bond our boys.”

She sank down in one smooth motion, taking his entire length into her tight, dripping cunt. Dax groaned loud as wet heat engulfed him, walls rippling around every vein. The group watched intently—judging, approving—as Adelaide began to ride him with deep, rolling grinds.

“Fuck—Mommy—so tight in front of them,” Dax gasped, hands gripping her thighs.

The fucking built steadily. Adelaide braced on his chest and began bouncing harder, her full breasts swaying under her open blouse. Wet, obscene sounds of her cunt swallowing his cock filled the room—slick squelches, skin slapping skin. Juices ran down his balls, soaking the open diaper beneath him. The spectators touched their own padded partners, stroking cocks through diapers or fingering wet pussies, soft maternal praises mixing with the scene.

Dax’s lean body arched, muscles corded, ice-blue eyes flicking between Adelaide’s face and the watching eyes. Psychological surrender crashed over him: They’re all seeing me get fucked like a diapered toy. And I’m leaking for it. Shame and exposure twisted into raw pleasure.

Adelaide rode him faster, slamming down so her ass clapped against his thighs. “Take Mommy’s cunt while they watch. Show them what a good boy you are.”

The pace turned punishing. She fucked him with long, powerful strokes—lifting nearly off before driving back down, bottoming out each time. Her clit ground against his pelvis on every descent. Dax’s balls tightened, prostate throbbing from the angle and the sheer humiliation.

“I’m gonna come—Mommy—they’re watching—”

“Come deep,” she commanded, voice maternal steel. “Fill Mommy for the group.”

The orgasm exploded through him. Dax cried out, body convulsing violently as the first thick rope of cum erupted hard into her cunt. Heavy, powerful spurts followed—pulse after pulse flooding her walls with hot, creamy seed. He shuddered uncontrollably, another jet shooting straight against her cervix, then more until thick white cum squeezed out around his pounding shaft, dripping messily down his balls and onto the changing table. His asshole clenched in rhythm, prostate milking every drop as pleasure ripped white-hot through every nerve. Cock jerked wildly inside her, weaker spurts still pumping her full while the group watched with hungry, approving eyes. Adelaide moaned low, her own climax squeezing him rhythmically, drawing out every last spurt until cum leaked steadily from her stretched hole.

She stayed seated on him through the aftershocks, cum dripping between them, then finally lifted off. A thick glob poured from her cunt onto his spent cock. The circle clapped softly, maternal praise filling the air.

The third beat expanded the group dynamic. Dax was cleaned and retaped into a fresh, extra-thick diaper while others received changes. One man was bent over and pegged gently by his Mommy while the rest watched, moans mixing with crinkles. Shared equipment meant Dax was placed beside another regressed man on a large mat, both sucking pacifiers as their Mommies rocked them. Hands roamed—Adelaide’s and Elena’s—stroking padded bulges, checking wetness.

Dialog deepened the bond. “You’ll join us regularly now,” Elena told him. “We support each other’s boys.”

Adelaide kissed Dax’s forehead. “See? You’re not the only one who needs Mommy’s special care.”

As the evening wound down, the hook settled heavy in Dax’s chest. The trap extended far beyond Adelaide. This circle of Mommies and regressed men operated quietly in the suburbs, sharing nurseries, secrets, and boys. Exposure was now communal—judging yet approving eyes that would watch his further descent. His old life was gone; this hidden world had claimed him fully. Walking out with Adelaide, fresh diaper crinkling, Dax understood he belonged to something much larger and inescapable now. The wellness practice wasn’t just hers. It was their network, and he was the newest addition.


Chapter 10

Dax sat on the padded floor of the basement nursery, legs splayed wide by the massive overnight diaper that had swollen overnight from multiple wettings. His mind felt wrapped in thick fog, thoughts slow and syrupy after weeks of constant regression. The pastel walls, soft nightlight glow, and endless crinkle of plastic had become his whole world. At thirty-two, the lean-athletic frame that once powered through boardrooms now felt heavy and pliant. Dark tousled hair fell into exhausted ice-blue eyes that struggled to focus on anything beyond Adelaide’s voice. What day is it? Did I have a company once? None of it matters when Mommy’s here. His cock rested half-hard inside the warm, squishy padding, twitching lazily at the mere thought of her hands.

Adelaide descended the stairs carrying a slim leather folder, raven hair in its elegant chignon, wearing a soft cream blouse and skirt that hugged her full curves. The scent of lavender and baby powder washed over him as she approached. She smiled warmly, maternal dominance radiating from every movement.

“Come sit at the desk, darling. Mommy has some important papers for you today.”

She helped him to his feet, the thick diaper sagging heavily between his thighs, forcing that permanent waddle. The changing table had been cleared; a sturdy wooden desk now held neatly stacked documents. Dax lowered himself into the chair, the diaper compressing with a loud, humiliating crinkle, warm and bulky against his ass and balls.

The arrival/setup beat stretched as Adelaide arranged the papers in front of him. Power of attorney forms, temporary custody agreements, financial directives—everything transferring control of his remaining assets, decisions, and even medical choices to her. His signature would make it legal. Foggy as he was, a flicker of old fear stirred.

“Adelaide… this is everything,” he murmured, voice thick.

She stroked his hair, soft hand guiding his chin up. “Yes, sweetie. This makes it all official for Mommy. No more big decisions. No more worrying. Just let me handle your life completely.”

Interior monologue drifted through the haze: I’m signing my freedom away while sitting in a soaked diaper. The man I was would have fought this. But that man is gone. Her care feels safer than any contract I ever closed. Body betrayal was immediate—his cock stiffened fully inside the warm padding, pressing against the absorbent material.

Adelaide noticed, smiling. “Good boy. Your body already understands.” Her hand slipped under the desk to rub the front of his diaper in slow circles, pressing the squishy bulk against his throbbing dick. The crinkle filled the quiet nursery.

Dialog continued softly as she explained each page. “This one gives Mommy power of attorney. Sign here. This one handles your accounts. Initial there. You trust Mommy, don’t you?”

“Yes,” Dax breathed, the word slipping out easily. “I trust you.”

Action progressed as she placed the pen in his hand, her soft fingers covering his, guiding the first signature. The ink flowed across the paper while her other hand continued rubbing his padded crotch, building slow heat.

The escalation beat deepened when Adelaide stood and hiked her skirt, revealing no panties and a glistening, bare cunt. She cleared space on the desk, then bent over it, presenting herself. “Before you finish signing, you’re going to fuck Mommy right here. Let the pleasure help you surrender completely.”

Dax rose on shaky legs, diaper sagging heavily. He stepped behind her, hands gripping her full hips. His thick cock sprang free as she quickly opened the front tapes, the cool air kissing his flushed, leaking shaft. He pressed the head against her slick entrance and thrust forward, sinking deep into her tight, velvety cunt in one smooth stroke.

“Fuck—Mommy—so warm,” he groaned, bottoming out with his balls against her.

Adelaide pushed back, taking every inch. “That’s it, darling. Deep strokes while you sign.”

She slid the next document under his hand. Dax began signing with one hand while his hips started moving—slow, deep thrusts that made wet, slick sounds echo softly in the nursery. Her cunt gripped him perfectly, juices coating his shaft and dripping down to soak the open diaper hanging between his legs.

The fucking built rhythm. He gripped her hip tighter with his free hand and began pounding harder, long powerful strokes that drove his cock to the hilt each time. Her ass rippled with every impact, wet slaps mixing with the constant crinkle of his diaper. Adelaide moaned softly, pushing back to meet him, her inner walls fluttering around his thickness.

“Sign the next one, sweetie. Mommy’s cunt is rewarding you.”

Dax’s lean body flexed, muscles corded as he railed her over the desk. Pleasure coiled tight in his groin while his pen scratched across legal papers that would erase his independence. Psychological surrender crashed through the fog: I’m fucking her while signing my life over. This is permanent. And it feels right. Shame and bliss merged into white-hot need.

Adelaide reached back, spreading herself wider. “Harder. Stuff Mommy full while you make it official.”

He obeyed, slamming deep—relentless, wet pounding that bottomed out with every thrust. Her cunt grew wetter, juices running freely down his balls. The desk creaked under them. Dax’s ice-blue eyes glazed as the build intensified, balls drawing up tight.

“I’m close—Mommy—”

“Sign first,” she commanded breathlessly, sliding the final document forward. “Then fill me.”

His hand shook but completed the last signature. The moment the pen lifted, Adelaide clenched around him. “Now. Come deep inside Mommy.”

The orgasm detonated through Dax like lightning. He cried out, burying his cock to the hilt as the first powerful rope of cum erupted violently into her cunt. Thick, heavy spurts followed—pulse after pulse flooding her walls with hot, creamy seed. He shuddered hard against her back, another thick jet shooting straight against her cervix, then more until excess cum squeezed out around his pounding shaft, dripping in visible white streaks down her thighs and onto the open diaper below. His asshole clenched rhythmically, prostate throbbing as the climax tore through him, cock jerking wildly inside her with every spurt. Pleasure exploded white-hot, leaving him moaning and twitching, weaker pulses still pumping her full while Adelaide moaned her own release, milking every drop with rhythmic squeezes.

He stayed buried deep through the aftershocks, cum leaking steadily from her stretched hole around his softening cock. Adelaide finally straightened, turning to kiss him tenderly, then cleaned him with warm wipes before taping the thick diaper back up snug over his spent dick. The fresh tapes fastened with loud, final snaps.

The conclusion/hook beat settled as they reviewed the signed documents together. Adelaide’s hand rested possessively on his padded crotch, pressing the warm, cum-scented bulk. The ink had dried on every page—power of attorney, asset transfers, temporary custody clauses that legally placed him under her care. His old life, the remnants of his tech empire, his autonomy—gone.

“Perfect,” she murmured, stroking his hair. “Sign here, sweetie. This makes it all official for Mommy.” The key line wrapped around his foggy mind like a warm blanket.

Dax leaned against her, the thick diaper squishing between his legs, mind hazy with post-orgasm bliss and total surrender. The papers sat neatly stacked, signatures bold and permanent. No loopholes. No escape. The suburban nursery felt smaller, more final. His fate was sealed in black ink and white padding. From this moment forward, every decision, every dollar, every aspect of his existence belonged to Adelaide. The trap had closed completely, and in the warm, crinkling embrace of his diaper, Dax felt only deep, helpless relief.


Chapter 11

Dax lay on the oversized changing table in the basement nursery, the thick overnight diaper sagging heavily between his spread thighs, warm and swollen from a night of helpless wettings. His mind floated in permanent fog, dark tousled hair damp against the padded surface, ice-blue eyes half-lidded and unfocused. At thirty-two, every trace of the cocky tech executive had been erased. No phone, no computer, no decisions. Only the perpetual bulk of padding, the constant crinkle, and Adelaide’s soft commands. His lean-athletic body had softened into pliant surrender, cock resting contentedly in the squishy, urine-soaked lining. Big boy things are gone. Only Mommy’s schedule. Only this warm, safe heaviness. He no longer fought it. He craved the next tape rip, the next bottle, the next touch.

Adelaide descended the stairs carrying a fresh stack of supplies, raven hair in a perfect chignon, wearing a simple white blouse and flowing skirt. The scent of lavender and powder filled the nursery as she approached with a warm, possessive smile.

“Good morning, my sweet boy. Time to start our perfect 24/7 day. No more adult privileges at all.”

She helped him sit up, the soaked diaper squishing loudly under his weight. The arrival/setup beat unfolded with clinical tenderness. Adelaide ripped open the overnight tapes, the loud tearing sound echoing off pastel walls. Cool air kissed his skin as the heavy, yellowed padding peeled away, revealing his cock—half-hard, skin shiny from overnight confinement. She cleaned him thoroughly with warm wipes, taking extra time to stroke his shaft and balls until he whimpered.

“No bathroom today, darling. Or any day. That’s for big boys. You use your diaper like the dependent little one you are.”

Dax nodded slowly, body already responding. Interior monologue drifted through the haze: I used to piss in toilets like a man. Now I leak whenever Mommy allows and it feels… right. Safer. His cock stiffened fully under her cleaning strokes, betraying any lingering resistance.

She powdered him generously, the sweet scent rising thick, then slid a fresh ultra-thick diaper underneath. The padding was massive—extra absorbent core, tall waistband, reinforced seat. She pulled it up snug between his legs, forcing them wider, then fastened the tapes with four decisive rips. The bulk was immediate and overwhelming, pushing his thighs apart in a permanent waddle, crotch swollen forward obscenely.

“First feeding,” she announced, guiding him to the rocking chair. She settled him on her lap, cradling his head against her full breasts. A large bottle of warm, nutrient-rich formula waited. The nipple slipped between his lips and she tilted it, sweet liquid flooding his mouth. Dax sucked instinctively, the rhythmic nursing sounds mixing with the constant crinkle of his fresh diaper every time he shifted.

The dialog was soft and absolute. “Drink it all, sweetie. This is your new schedule. Bottle every three hours. Change every two to three, or whenever you’re soaked. No exceptions. You don’t need to be a big boy anymore. Ever.”

Dax moaned around the nipple, sucking harder. Action progressed as she rocked him gently, one hand slipping inside the diaper to stroke his hard cock in time with his nursing. The perpetual bulk pressed against her wrist, warm and crinkly.

The escalation beat intensified after the bottle. Adelaide laid him back on the mat for a full morning routine. She stripped her skirt, revealing her bare, already wet cunt, and straddled his face first. Dax licked eagerly, tongue plunging deep into her slick folds, tasting her arousal while she ground down. Her juices coated his chin as she sighed praises above him.

After she shuddered through a quiet climax, she turned and positioned herself over his throbbing cock. The thick diaper stayed on, front pulled down just enough to free his erection. She sank onto him slowly, her tight cunt swallowing every inch until he was buried to the hilt in velvet heat.

“Mommy’s going to ride you while we talk about your new rules,” she murmured, beginning to roll her hips.

Dax groaned loud as her walls gripped him. She rode with deep, deliberate strokes—lifting until only the head remained inside, then slamming down so her ass clapped against the swollen diaper. Wet, obscene squelching filled the nursery. Her juices ran down his shaft, soaking into the open diaper edges.

The fucking built steadily. Adelaide planted her feet and began pounding harder—long, powerful strokes that drove his cock deep into her dripping cunt on every descent. Her full breasts bounced under the open blouse, nipples hard. Dax’s hands gripped her thighs, lean body rocking beneath her as the changing table creaked.

“Harder, Mommy—please,” he begged, voice muffled with need.

She obliged, railing herself onto him with relentless rhythm. The sensory overload was total: her slick heat squeezing his cock, the heavy diaper squishing and crinkling violently under her impacts, the sweet powder scent mixing with raw sex. Psychological surrender deepened with every thrust. I have nothing left. No job, no choices, only her cunt owning me while I lie padded and helpless. The helplessness only made him harder.

Adelaide leaned forward, breasts pressing to his chest, and fucked him with short, brutal slams that bottomed out each time. “That’s it. Fill Mommy while you accept your new life. No more toilet. No more clothes except diapers. Constant care. Total dependence.”

The build coiled viciously in Dax’s groin. His balls tightened, prostate throbbing from the angle. “I’m gonna come—Mommy—I’m so close—”

“Come deep,” she commanded, grinding down hard and circling her hips. “Give it all to Mommy.”

The orgasm detonated through him. Dax cried out, body convulsing as the first thick rope of cum erupted violently into her cunt. Heavy, powerful spurts followed—pulse after heavy pulse flooding her walls with hot, creamy seed. He shuddered violently beneath her, another jet shooting straight against her cervix, then more until thick white cum squeezed out around his shaft with every thrust, dripping messily down his balls and soaking the diaper beneath. His asshole clenched in rhythm, prostate milking every drop as pleasure ripped white-hot through every nerve. Cock jerked wildly inside her, weaker spurts still pumping her full while Adelaide moaned her own release, inner walls squeezing him rhythmically, drawing out every last spurt until cum leaked steadily from her stretched hole onto the saturated padding.

She stayed seated on his cock through the aftershocks, gently rocking, letting his softening shaft remain nestled in her cum-filled pussy. When she finally lifted off, a thick glob of mixed fluids poured out, soaking the front of his diaper.

Adelaide cleaned him tenderly, then taped him back into the same thick diaper, now even heavier with her juices and his cum mixed into the core. “Good boy. That’s one feeding and one change done. Many more today.”

The third beat stretched through the long day. Constant changes became ritual. Every two to three hours she brought him back to the table, opening the tapes to reveal increasingly soaked and messy padding. Each time she cleaned, powdered, and re-taped him with fresh, even bulkier diapers. Forced feedings followed—bottles of formula, soft purees spoon-fed while he lay cradled in her arms. No bathroom access meant every urge resulted in warm, spreading wetness or heavier messes that she praised him for.

By evening, Dax lay on the large nursery mat, legs splayed wide by the swollen, triple-thick diaper. The perpetual bulk pressed constantly against his cock and balls, warm, squishy, and inescapable. Helplessness wrapped around him like a second skin. He no longer even glanced toward the locked nursery door. His world was this room, this padding, her hands.

Adelaide knelt beside him, stroking his hair as another bottle touched his lips. “You don’t need to be a big boy anymore. Ever.”

Dax sucked eagerly, eyes locked on hers with pure, unfiltered craving. Interior monologue had gone quiet. No more conflict. Only deep, blissful dependence. The fog in his mind felt like home. Every crinkle, every wetting, every feeding reinforced it: he belonged here, completely owned.

As night fell and she prepared him for the crib, Dax no longer fought the pull. He craved her next command, her next change, her next touch. The trap had consumed him entirely, and in the warm, heavy embrace of his soaked diaper, he had never felt more complete. Total dependence was no longer a loss. It was everything.


Chapter 12

Dax waddled slowly down the sidewalk of the cul-de-sac, the massively thick daytime diaper sagging heavily between his thighs and forcing his lean legs into an unmistakable, permanent spread. The warm, squishy bulk had already absorbed two wettings since morning, pressing wetly against his cock and balls with every step. His dark tousled hair was neatly combed by Adelaide’s hands, ice-blue eyes glassy with deep regression. At thirty-two, he wore only a loose oversized shirt that barely covered the obvious diaper bulge and tapes peeking at the waistband. No pants. No underwear. No dignity. The entire street knew now. Knowing suburban smiles followed him from every window and porch.

Adelaide walked beside him, raven hair in an elegant chignon, her soft hand resting possessively on the small of his back. “Head up, darling. The neighbors like seeing how well you’re doing.”

The arrival/setup beat unfolded as they reached the central green space where several neighbors had gathered for an informal afternoon “check-in.” Mrs. Langley, Elena from the wellness circle, and two other maternal women waited with warm, approving expressions. Their husbands—also padded beneath loose clothes—stood quietly nearby, eyes down in shared understanding.

Dax’s face burned, but his cock thickened inside the soaked padding at the public exposure. Interior monologue drifted through permanent fog: They all see me like this. Waddling in a pissy diaper down my own street. And it makes me harder. I don’t fight anymore. I need their eyes on me.

“Such a good boy for coming out,” Mrs. Langley cooed, stepping forward. She didn’t hesitate—her hand dropped straight to the front of his diaper, pressing firmly against the warm, swollen bulk. “Already wet. Excellent progress.”

Adelaide smiled proudly. “He’s been 24/7 for weeks now. No bathroom access at all. He uses his diaper like he’s supposed to.”

Dialog flowed with casual suburban politeness laced with dark maternal authority. “How does it feel, Dax?” Elena asked, her fingers joining Mrs. Langley’s in a casual group check, squeezing the squishy padding. “Knowing the whole cul-de-sac is watching your regression?”

“It feels… right,” Dax murmured, voice soft and regressed. “I belong like this.”

Action progressed as the women guided him toward a shaded gazebo with a discreet changing station hidden behind tall hedges. They laid him on the padded bench, shirt lifted, thick diaper on full display to anyone who might walk past the opening. Fingers roamed openly—checking tapes, pressing the wet core, stroking the obvious bulge of his hardening cock through the padding. Knowing suburban smiles watched from nearby lawns.

The escalation beat deepened inside the gazebo. Adelaide opened the tapes with loud rips, peeling the heavy, yellowed diaper down. Dax’s cock sprang free, flushed and leaking. The women murmured approval while Adelaide cleaned him thoroughly, then powdered him generously. The sweet scent rose thick as fresh, even bulkier diapers were produced from a shared supply bag.

But first, need overtook the group. Adelaide straddled Dax’s hips right there on the changing bench, hiking her skirt and sinking onto his rigid cock in one smooth motion. Her tight, dripping cunt swallowed him to the hilt, velvety walls gripping every inch.

“Watch how well he serves Mommy,” Adelaide told the others, beginning to ride him with deep, rolling grinds. Wet sounds filled the enclosed space as her juices coated his shaft.

Dax groaned, hands gripping her thighs while the neighbors observed with hungry, maternal eyes. Mrs. Langley stroked his hair, Elena teased his nipples through his shirt. The public-yet-private setting sent humiliation and arousal spiraling through him. Anyone walking the cul-de-sac could hear the slick fucking if they passed close enough.

Adelaide rode harder, slamming down so her ass clapped against his bare skin and the fresh diaper beneath him. “Take Mommy’s cunt while the neighbors watch, darling. Show them how completely you’ve surrendered.”

The pounding intensified. She braced her hands on his chest and fucked him with long, powerful strokes—lifting nearly off before driving back down, bottoming out each time with wet smacks. Her breasts bounced heavily under her blouse. Dax’s lean body rocked beneath her, cock plunging deep into her slick heat again and again. The sensory focus was overwhelming: her cunt squeezing him rhythmically, the crinkle of the open diaper underneath, the scent of powder and sex, the approving eyes of the women surrounding them.

Psychological surrender was absolute. The whole street is part of this now. They’re watching me get fucked like a diaper boy in public. And I love it. I need it. No conflict remained—only blissful helplessness and the building pressure in his balls.

“Harder, Mommy,” he begged openly. “Please.”

Adelaide obliged, railing herself onto him with relentless speed. The bench creaked. Wet, obscene squelching echoed. The other women stroked his thighs and whispered praises. “Such a good little resident,” Mrs. Langley murmured. “This is exactly where you belong.”

The orgasm built like a tidal wave. Dax’s balls tightened, prostate throbbing. “I’m going to come—Mommy—they’re all watching—”

“Come deep inside me,” Adelaide commanded, grinding down hard and circling her hips. “Fill Mommy for the cul-de-sac.”

The climax exploded through Dax. He cried out, body convulsing violently as the first thick rope of cum erupted hard into her cunt. Heavy, powerful spurts followed—pulse after heavy pulse flooding her walls with hot, creamy seed. He shuddered uncontrollably beneath her, another jet shooting straight against her cervix, then more until thick white cum squeezed out around his shaft with every thrust, dripping messily down his balls and onto the fresh diaper. His asshole clenched in rhythm, prostate milking every drop as pleasure ripped white-hot through every nerve. Cock jerked wildly inside her, weaker spurts still pumping her full while Adelaide moaned her own release, inner walls squeezing him rhythmically, drawing out every last spurt until cum leaked steadily from her stretched hole onto the padding below. The women watched every visible pulse and drip with satisfied smiles.

Adelaide stayed seated on his cock through the aftershocks, gently rocking, before finally lifting off. A thick glob of mixed cum poured from her cunt onto his spent dick. The neighbors helped tape him into the fresh, ultra-thick diaper, hands lingering on his skin and the new bulky padding. Tapes fastened with loud, final snaps. The bulk was enormous, forcing his legs even wider.

The conclusion beat expanded as they walked him back through the cul-de-sac. More neighbors waved from porches, their knowing suburban smiles warm and conspiratorial. Several stepped forward for casual checks—hands patting his massively padded crotch openly, commenting on the fresh change and visible sag. Children played nearby, oblivious, while adults shared quiet nods. The entire street had become complicit.

Adelaide kept her hand on his back the whole way. “The neighbors all agree—this is where you belong.”

Dax waddled beside her, thick diaper crinkling loudly with every step, cum still leaking from Adelaide’s cunt down her inner thigh. He no longer felt shame. Only deep, warm acceptance. The cul-de-sac had transformed into an extension of the nursery—every house, every resident part of his permanent trap. Public checks would be routine now. Group care expected. His regression was no longer private. It was communal. Suburban. Complete.

As they reached their front door, Dax leaned into Adelaide’s side, craving the next command, the next change, the next set of knowing eyes. The entire street had sealed his fate, and in the heavy, warm embrace of his public diaper, he had never felt more perfectly owned.


Chapter 13

Dax lay spread on the oversized changing table in the basement nursery, the thickest diaper yet cradling his body in an immense, pillowy embrace. The ultra-absorbent core had already swollen heavily from multiple wettings, warm and squishy against his cock and balls, forcing his lean thighs wide apart in permanent, helpless splay. His dark tousled hair was damp with sweat, ice-blue eyes soft and unfocused in total blissful surrender. At thirty-two, every last fragment of the ambitious tech executive had dissolved. No resistance remained—only deep, humming contentment in the perpetual padding, the constant crinkle, and Adelaide’s absolute rule. The cul-de-sac had claimed him publicly. His mind floated in perfect fog. This is me now. Padded. Owned. Home.

Adelaide stood over him, raven hair in its elegant chignon, wearing a soft white blouse and skirt. Her smile radiated triumphant maternal love as she held a final set of documents. Several neighbors—Mrs. Langley, Elena, and two other maternal women from the circle—stood nearby, watching with warm, approving eyes. The scent of lavender and fresh baby powder hung thick in the air.

“Today we make it permanent, darling,” Adelaide said softly, stroking his cheek. “No more temporary. No more escape clauses. You belong to Mommy forever.”

The arrival/setup beat stretched luxuriously. Adelaide helped him sit up, the monstrous diaper compressing with a loud, wet squish. The final custody papers lay on the small desk beside the changing table—permanent guardianship, full asset transfer, legal declaration of dependence. The neighbors murmured soft approval, their knowing suburban smiles sealing the moment.

Dax’s cock twitched happily inside the soaked padding. Interior monologue drifted through perfect peace: They’re all here to watch me sign my life away. And it feels like the warmest hug. I don’t want anything else. Just this thick diaper and her control. Body betrayal had become bliss—nipples tight, skin flushed, cock steadily hardening against the wet lining.

Adelaide placed the pen in his hand, guiding his fingers while the women watched. “Sign here, sweetie. This makes it all official.”

Dax signed slowly, each stroke a final surrender. The women clapped gently, hands occasionally reaching out to pat his massive diaper front, pressing the warm bulk against his throbbing erection.

Action progressed as Adelaide rewarded him immediately. She stripped her skirt, revealing a thick, veined strap-on already glistening with lube. The neighbors helped position Dax on all fours on the large nursery mat, his enormous diaper pulled down just enough to expose his ass while the front stayed snug around his leaking cock.

“Time to celebrate your permanent home,” Adelaide murmured, kneeling behind him.

She pressed the fat head of the strap-on against his willing hole and pushed forward. Dax moaned loudly as the thick cock split him open, stretching his ring wide before sinking deep in one long, relentless glide. The fullness was overwhelming—prostate crushed instantly, every nerve singing.

“Fuck—Mommy—so deep,” he gasped, pushing back greedily.

Adelaide gripped his hips and began to fuck him hard. Deep, powerful strokes that bottomed out with every thrust, her pelvis slapping against the back of his sagging diaper. The wet, slick sounds of lube mixed with constant crinkling as the massive padding shifted and squished. Each pounding plunge drove the strap-on to the hilt, dragging perfectly over his prostate.

The neighbors watched with hungry maternal eyes, hands stroking his back, teasing his nipples, occasionally reaching under to squeeze his cock through the diaper front. The group attention amplified everything.

“Take Mommy’s cock, my perfect little boy,” Adelaide commanded, railing him faster. Long, brutal strokes that split him open again and again. The strap-on pounded deep, bottoming out with wet smacks, stretching his hole wide around its girth. Dax’s lean body rocked forward with every impact, moaning into the mat, drooling with pleasure.

Psychological surrender was absolute and euphoric. This is forever. The whole street watching me get ass-fucked in my permanent diaper. I’m home. I’m hers. No conflict. Only white-hot bliss and total dependence.

Adelaide fucked him mercilessly—deep, punishing strokes that made his heavy diaper swing and crinkle violently. The women praised him constantly: “Such a good permanent baby,” “Look how happily he takes it,” “This is exactly where he belongs.”

The build coiled unbearably fast. Dax’s prostate throbbed under the relentless pounding, balls tightening, cock leaking steadily into the diaper.

“Mommy—I’m going to come—please—”

“Come hands-free on my cock,” Adelaide ordered, slamming into him harder, angling perfectly to hammer his prostate on every thrust. “Show the neighbors how broken and happy you are.”

The orgasm detonated through Dax like an explosion. He cried out into the mat, body convulsing violently as his untouched cock erupted inside the thick diaper. Thick ropes of cum spurted hard against the inner lining—pulse after heavy pulse, hot and sticky, soaking the padding in messy jets. Another powerful spurt, then more, his asshole clenching rhythmically around the thick strap-on buried balls-deep inside him. Pleasure ripped white-hot through every nerve, prostate milking every drop while Adelaide kept pounding through the climax, drawing out shudders and weaker spurts until cum leaked out around the edges of the lowered diaper tapes. His whole body shook, hole fluttering and squeezing the invading cock as the orgasm tore him apart in long, rolling waves.

Adelaide fucked him through every aftershock, slower but still deep, before finally pulling out with a wet pop. His stretched hole gaped momentarily, lube trickling down. The neighbors helped tape the enormous diaper back up snug over his spent, cum-soaked cock, the fresh tapes snapping loudly.

The third beat unfolded with final formality. Adelaide had Dax sign the last line while still on all fours, ass still tingling. The documents were sealed with witnesses’ signatures—Mrs. Langley, Elena, and the others adding their names with satisfied smiles. Permanent custody was now ironclad. The cul-de-sac had collectively endorsed his new life.

They carried him to the oversized crib, laying him on his back in the thickest diaper yet. The rails rose with solid clicks. Adelaide leaned over the side, pulling him into a deep, possessive embrace, her breasts soft against his chest.

“Welcome home forever, my perfect little boy.”

Dax nuzzled into her, the massive diaper crinkling loudly with every tiny movement, warm and heavy and perfect. The entire community had witnessed and approved. There was no escape—not legally, not socially, not in his own mind. And for the first time, he didn’t want one. The suburban nursery, the cul-de-sac conspiracy, the endless padding and care—they were his entire world now.

He looked up at Adelaide with pure, blissful devotion, craving nothing except her next command, her next change, her eternal control. The diaper trap had closed completely, and in its warm, crinkling embrace, Dax had found his true forever home.
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