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Chapter 1: Her Voice

Aiden lay in the darkness of his small apartment, the glow of his phone screen casting a faint blue light across his pale face. The earbuds were snug in his ears, blocking out the distant hum of the city outside his window. His thin frame was curled under a thin blanket, but beneath it, the diaper crinkled with every slight shift of his hips.

He pressed play on the latest voice message. Camille’s voice poured into his head like warm honey, smooth and commanding, wrapping around his thoughts. “Hello, my sweet boy,” she purred, each word deliberate, dripping with maternal warmth that made his chest tighten.

His fingers gripped the phone tighter. He could picture her, even though he’d never seen her face. Curvy, red-haired, a voice actress who knew exactly how to wield her tone like a weapon.

“Mommy’s been thinking about you all day, baby,” she continued. Her words sank into him, heavy and intimate. “I know you’re wearing your diaper for me right now. Aren’t you, my good boy?”

His breath hitched. The diaper felt thicker, louder, as if her words made it more real. He shifted again, the plastic crinkling under the blanket, a sound that both shamed and thrilled him.

“That’s right,” Camille murmured, her voice dropping lower. “I want you to feel it, baby. Feel how safe it makes you. Feel how much Mommy takes care of you.”

Aiden’s face burned. He was a grown man, twenty-five, an IT support worker who fixed computers all day. But at night, alone in this tiny room, he wasn’t that man. He was BabyA, her baby boy, lost in a fantasy that had started with a single message over a year ago.

Her voice kept going, pulling him deeper. “I want you to touch the front of your diaper for Mommy. Rub it slow. Let me hear how much you need me.”

His hand moved before he could think. He pressed his palm against the padded front, the crinkle echoing in the quiet room. His cock twitched beneath the thick layers, already half-hard from her voice alone.

“Good boy,” she whispered through the earbuds, and those two words hit him like a physical touch. His hips jerked slightly, a moan slipping out before he could stop it. He hated how much power she had over him, how much he craved this every night.

Aiden closed his eyes, letting her voice wash over him. He remembered the first time he’d sent her a photo, a shaky shot of himself in a diaper, his face hidden. Her reply had been instant—a voice message calling him her sweet boy, praising his bravery. That was the start of his addiction.

Every night since, he’d wait for her messages. Instructions to diaper up. Commands to wet for Mommy, to let go of all control. And the worst part? He did it. He’d lie here, feeling the warmth spread through the padding, his face burning with shame as he surrendered. Then her voice would come again, soothing, telling him it was okay, that Mommy loved taking care of him.

“Touch yourself harder now, baby,” Camille’s voice commanded in his ear. “I want to hear you gasp for me. I know you’re aching under there.”

His hand moved faster, rubbing through the diaper, the friction building heat. His cock throbbed, trapped in the padding, desperate for more. He bit his lip, trying to stay quiet, but a whimper escaped anyway.

“That’s my boy,” she cooed, and he felt the words in his core. His hips bucked against his hand, the crinkle of the diaper growing louder, more obscene. He was close, so close, her voice pushing him to the edge.

But then she said something new. Something that stopped his heart cold.

“You’ve been my good boy for a year now,” Camille said, her tone shifting, softer but heavier. “Don’t you think Mommy deserves to hold you for real?”

Aiden froze. His hand stilled on the diaper. The earbuds felt suddenly too tight, her voice too close.

“I think it’s time we met, baby,” she continued, each word slow and deliberate. “I want to see my sweet boy in person. I want to touch you, change you, hold you in my lap. Don’t you want that too?”

His chest tightened. Fear clawed at him, sharp and cold. This wasn’t supposed to be real. It was a fantasy, safe behind a screen, hidden in the dark of his apartment. Meeting her meant exposure, meant risking everything.

But under the fear, there was something else. A desperate, aching want. He wanted to see her, to feel her hands on him, to hear that voice not through earbuds but right in front of him.

He pulled the earbuds out, the silence of his room crashing over him. His phone screen glowed, her message still paused, waiting. His heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his throat.

Meeting her. Real life. Not just photos and voice messages. Not just BabyA hiding behind a username. Aiden, standing in front of her, diapered, vulnerable, seen.

He couldn’t do it. Could he?

His cock was still hard, throbbing under the padding, a traitor to his panic. He pressed his hand against it again, trying to focus, but all he could hear was her voice on repeat in his mind. “Don’t you think Mommy deserves to hold you for real?”

Aiden stared at the ceiling, the darkness pressing in. He’d spent a year building this secret world with her. Every night, he’d diaper up, listen to her commands, and come to the sound of her praise. It was his escape, his comfort, his shame.

But meeting her changed everything. It wasn’t just a voice anymore. It would be her hands, her eyes, her control in the flesh. He wasn’t ready for that. He wasn’t ready to be that exposed.

Or was he?

He thought about the photos he’d sent her over the months. Blurry shots of his diapered hips, his thin legs, the padding sagging after he’d wet for her. She’d seen him at his most vulnerable, even if it was through a screen. And her voice messages after—calling him her good boy, telling him how proud she was—had made him feel safe in a way nothing else ever had.

His phone buzzed, snapping him out of his thoughts. A new text from her. His stomach dropped as he opened it.

“Thinking of you, baby. Did you listen to Mommy’s message?”

His fingers hovered over the keyboard. He typed a reply, then deleted it. Typed again, deleted again. Twelve times, he tried to find the right words, his heart racing with every attempt.

What could he say? That he was terrified? That he wanted it more than anything? That her voice alone made him hard, made him crave her control, but the thought of meeting her made him feel like he’d shatter?

He rubbed his face, the crinkle of the diaper reminding him of where he was, who he was in this moment. BabyA, her baby boy, aching for her even now. His cock twitched again, and he groaned, hating how much he needed this, needed her.

Finally, he typed two words. His thumb hesitated over the send button, his breath shallow. Then he pressed it.

“Where, Mommy?”

The message sent, and the weight of it hit him immediately. No going back now. He’d opened the door, even if just a crack. His phone glowed in the dark, waiting for her reply, and Aiden lay there, diapered and trembling, wondering what he’d just done.

Across the city, Camille sat in her recording studio, a small smile curving her lips as she read his message. Her red hair was pulled back, her curvy frame relaxed in her chair, but her eyes were sharp with intent. She’d been planning this for months, mapping every one of Aiden’s triggers, every shy confession he’d typed to her.

She leaned forward, her fingers brushing the microphone she used to record for him. Her voice had been her tool, her weapon, drawing him in night after night. But now, it was time for more. Time to feel his thin frame in her arms, to see the shame and want in his dark-circled eyes, to change his diaper with her own hands and watch him surrender completely.

Her thighs pressed together at the thought, heat blooming low in her belly. She’d had dozens of online babies, but Aiden was different. His vulnerability, his desperate need for her, got under her skin in a way no one else had.

She typed her reply slowly, savoring the moment. “Soon, my sweet boy. Mommy will take care of everything. Just wait for me.”

She sent it, then leaned back, her hand slipping between her thighs. She was wet already, just from the thought of him lying there, diapered, waiting for her. Her fingers moved, slow at first, then faster, imagining his pale face buried against her chest, nursing from her, whimpering for Mommy.

Her breath came quicker, her body tightening. She came with a soft gasp, her eyes fixed on the phone, on the thought of Aiden waiting for her command. Soon, she’d have him for real. Soon, she’d make every fantasy they’d shared online into something he could feel, something that would break him open and rebuild him as hers.

Aiden didn’t see her reply right away. He was still lying there, staring at the ceiling, his heart a wild drum in his chest. The diaper felt heavier now, the padding a constant reminder of what he’d just agreed to. He didn’t know where this would lead, didn’t know if he could handle seeing her in person.

But one thing was certain. He couldn’t stop now. He needed her, needed Mommy, more than he’d ever needed anything. And that terrified him as much as it thrilled him.

His phone buzzed again, her reply waiting. He didn’t look at it yet. Not yet. He just lay there, the crinkle of his diaper the only sound in the dark, knowing that everything was about to change.


Chapter 2: The Coffee Shop

Aiden’s leg bounced under the small table in the corner of the coffee shop. The noise of the place buzzed around him—clinking cups, murmured conversations, the hiss of the espresso machine. He barely noticed it, his eyes glued to the door, heart hammering in his thin chest.

He was still in the same clothes from last night, a plain gray hoodie and jeans, hiding the diaper underneath. The padding crinkled softly every time he shifted, a constant reminder of the secret he carried. He hadn’t changed it since listening to Camille’s voice message, the one that had flipped his world upside down with talk of meeting for real. The diaper was dry, but heavy with the weight of his shame.

His phone sat face-down on the table. He hadn’t looked at her latest reply yet. Not since he’d sent that reckless “Where, Mommy?” message in the dark of his apartment. Fear gnawed at him, sharp and cold, but under it, there was a desperate pull. He needed to see her. Needed to know if her voice matched the woman he’d built in his mind.

The door chimed, and his head snapped up. A woman walked in, and his breath caught. Red hair cascaded over her shoulders, vibrant even in the dim light of the coffee shop. She was curvy, dressed in a simple black sweater and skirt, but there was a confidence in her walk that made his stomach twist. She scanned the room, and when her eyes landed on him, they locked.

It was her. Camille. He knew it instantly.

She smiled, a slow curve of her lips that sent heat rushing through him. Aiden’s hands gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white. She moved toward him, each step deliberate, her presence filling the space around her like a wave he couldn’t escape.

“Hello, Aiden,” she said, her voice exactly as he’d heard it through his earbuds a thousand times. Warm honey, smooth and commanding, but now it was real, vibrating in the air between them. His name in her mouth felt like a claim.

He couldn’t speak. His throat was tight, his face burning. She slid into the chair across from him, setting a small black bag on the table. Her perfume reached him—a soft, floral scent that made his head spin. Up close, she was more beautiful than he’d imagined, her green eyes sharp and knowing, her skin pale with a faint flush on her cheeks.

“You look exactly how I imagined,” she said, leaning forward slightly. Her gaze pinned him in place. “Scared, beautiful, and already mine.”

His cock twitched under the diaper, traitorously eager. He shifted in his seat, the crinkle of the padding loud in his ears, though he knew she couldn’t hear it over the coffee shop noise. His hands stayed glued to the table, trembling.

“I… I didn’t know if you’d come,” he managed, his voice barely above a whisper. He sounded small, pathetic, and he hated it.

Camille tilted her head, her smile softening but not losing its edge. “Of course I came, baby. Mommy doesn’t leave her sweet boy waiting.”

That word—baby—hit him like a punch. His face burned hotter, and he dropped his gaze to the table, unable to meet her eyes. She knew him as BabyA, knew every vulnerable photo he’d sent, every shaky confession typed in the dark. And now she was here, seeing him, the real him, with dark circles under his eyes and a diaper hidden under his jeans.

She reached across the table, her hand covering his. Her skin was warm, her fingers firm but gentle as they curled over his trembling ones. “Breathe, baby,” she said softly, her thumb stroking the back of his hand. “I’ve got you.”

He sucked in a shaky breath, the heat of her touch grounding him even as it set his nerves on fire. His leg stopped bouncing, but his heart didn’t slow. Her hand lingered, possessive, and he couldn’t pull away even if he’d wanted to.

“I know this is a lot,” she continued, her voice low, intimate, as if they were the only two people in the room. “But we’ve been building to this for a year. Every message, every photo, every time you listened to Mommy’s voice. It was all leading here.”

Aiden nodded, barely, his eyes still on their joined hands. Her words wrapped around him, pulling him deeper into the space they’d created online. But this wasn’t a screen. This was real. Her warmth, her scent, the weight of her gaze—it was overwhelming.

Camille leaned back slightly, but her hand stayed on his. She nudged the small black bag toward him with her other hand. “Open it,” she said, her tone shifting to something firmer, a quiet command.

His fingers hesitated, then reached for the bag. The fabric was soft, unassuming, but his stomach churned as he unzipped it. Inside was a pacifier, pale blue, nestled on top of a folded note. His breath hitched, his face flushing even deeper. He glanced up at her, wide-eyed, but her expression was calm, almost maternal.

“Read the note,” she instructed, her voice steady.

He unfolded it with shaking hands. Her handwriting was neat, elegant, and the words made his chest tighten. Put this in your pocket. It’s your safe word. If you need to leave, show it to me.

Aiden stared at the note, then at the pacifier. The idea of carrying it, of having it in his pocket while sitting in this public place, made his skin prickle with shame. But there was something else too—a strange comfort in knowing it was there, a tether to her control.

“Do it now, baby,” Camille said, her voice soft but unyielding. “Mommy wants to know you’re safe.”

He swallowed hard, his hand closing around the pacifier. The silicone felt smooth against his palm, the weight heavier than he expected. He slipped it into his hoodie pocket, the note folded beside it. The small bulge felt like a secret, a brand, something tying him to her even more tightly.

“Good boy,” she murmured, and those words sent a shiver through him. His cock throbbed under the diaper, and he shifted again, the crinkle reminding him of how trapped he was, how exposed he felt even in this crowded coffee shop.

Camille’s hand squeezed his one last time before pulling back. She picked up the menu, her posture casual now, as if they were just two people meeting for coffee. “What do you like to drink, Aiden?” she asked, her tone normal, almost playful. But her eyes still held that knowing glint, that edge of control.

“Uh… just black coffee,” he mumbled, barely able to focus on her question. The pacifier in his pocket felt like it was burning a hole through the fabric, a constant reminder of what this meeting really was.

She nodded, waving over a barista to order for both of them. Aiden watched her, unable to look away. The way she moved, the way she spoke with such ease—it was hypnotic. She was everything he’d imagined and more, her presence filling every corner of his mind.

When the coffee arrived, she pushed his cup toward him, her fingers brushing his again. “Drink, baby,” she said quietly, the word slipping into the conversation so naturally that no one else would notice. But he did. He felt it in his core, a reminder of who he was to her.

He lifted the cup with unsteady hands, the hot liquid doing little to calm his nerves. Camille sipped her own drink, watching him over the rim of her mug. Her gaze was heavy, assessing, and he felt stripped bare under it, even with his clothes on, even with the diaper hidden.

“You’re doing so well,” she said after a moment, her voice dropping low again. “I know you’re scared. I can see it in your eyes. But you’re here, with Mommy, and that makes me so proud.”

His chest tightened at her words. Proud. That single word hit him harder than he expected, warming something deep inside him. He wanted to be good for her, wanted to hear that praise again, even if it came with this terrifying vulnerability.

“Thank you, Mommy,” he whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it. His face burned instantly, and he glanced around, panicked that someone might have heard. But no one was looking. The coffee shop hummed on, oblivious to the dynamic unfolding at their small table.

Camille’s smile widened, a flicker of heat in her eyes. “That’s my boy,” she said softly, her hand reaching under the table to rest on his knee. The touch was light, but it sent a jolt through him, straight to his cock. He bit his lip, trying to stay still, but the diaper crinkled anyway, a quiet confession of his state.

Her fingers lingered on his knee, tracing small circles through his jeans. “I’ve thought about this moment for so long,” she murmured, her voice a caress. “Seeing my sweet boy in person. Touching you. Taking care of you the way you need.”

Aiden’s breath came faster. Her hand on his knee felt like a claim, a promise of more. He wanted to pull away, to hide, but he couldn’t. Her touch, her voice, her presence—it was all too much, too perfect.

Under the table, her hand slid up his thigh, slow and deliberate. His eyes widened, his body tensing as her fingers stopped just short of the diaper’s edge. She didn’t touch it, didn’t acknowledge it, but he knew she knew. She’d seen the photos. She knew exactly what was under his jeans.

“Relax,” she whispered, her hand still on his thigh. “Mommy’s here. You don’t have to hide from me.”

His cock was fully hard now, straining against the padding. The diaper felt tighter, hotter, and he shifted uncomfortably, the crinkle louder in his mind than it probably was. Shame flooded him, but so did want. He wanted her to keep touching him, wanted her to take control right here, even in this public place.

Camille pulled her hand back, breaking the spell for a moment. She took another sip of her coffee, her eyes never leaving his. “I’ve got a place not far from here,” she said, her tone casual again, but the undercurrent was unmistakable. “My apartment. It’s quiet. Safe. I think you’d like it.”

His heart stopped. Her apartment. The words hung in the air, heavy with implication. This wasn’t just coffee anymore. This was a step into something real, something he couldn’t undo.

“I…” He couldn’t find the words. His mind raced, torn between fear and desperate need. The pacifier in his pocket felt heavier, a lifeline if he needed it, but he didn’t want to use it. Not yet. Not when her voice, her touch, her control felt so right.

She leaned forward, her hand finding his under the table again. “You don’t have to decide right now, baby,” she said, her thumb stroking his palm. “But I want you to know Mommy’s ready to take care of you. Really take care of you.”

His cock throbbed at her words, the diaper doing nothing to hide his arousal. He wanted to say yes, wanted to follow her anywhere, but the fear still clawed at him. What if he couldn’t handle it? What if seeing her apartment, being in her space, broke him completely?

Camille watched him, her gaze patient but piercing. She could see every thought on his face, every flicker of doubt and desire. Her hand squeezed his, grounding him again. “Finish your coffee,” she said, her tone gentle but firm. “Then tell me what you want.”

He nodded, lifting the cup to his lips with a shaky hand. The coffee was bitter, grounding, but it did nothing to slow his racing heart. He stole glances at her, at the way her red hair caught the light, at the curve of her lips as she watched him. She was everything he’d dreamed of, everything he’d feared.

When his cup was empty, he set it down, his hands fidgeting on the table. The pacifier in his pocket pressed against his side, a silent option to escape. But he didn’t reach for it. He couldn’t. Not when her eyes held him like this, not when her voice still echoed in his mind.

“I want to see it,” he said finally, his voice barely audible. “Your apartment.”

Her smile was slow, triumphant, and it sent a shiver through him. “Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with approval. She stood, gathering her things, and held out a hand to him. “Let’s go, baby. Mommy’s got so much to show you.”

He stood before she even finished the sentence, his legs unsteady but his body moving on instinct. Her hand closed around his, warm and firm, and she led him toward the door. The crinkle of the diaper followed him, a quiet reminder of what he was stepping into, but with her touch guiding him, he couldn’t turn back now.


Chapter 3: First Touch

Aiden’s hand trembled in Camille’s as they stepped out of the coffee shop into the cool evening air. Her grip was firm, guiding him down the sidewalk with a quiet confidence that made his heart pound. Under his jeans, the diaper crinkled with every step, a secret weight he couldn’t ignore, especially not with her so close.

She didn’t speak at first, just led him through the city streets, her red hair catching the fading light. He stole glances at her, at the curve of her hips in her black skirt, the way her sweater clung to her frame. His mind raced, torn between the urge to bolt and the pull of her presence, her warmth, her control.

They stopped outside a modest apartment building, the brick facade unassuming but somehow intimidating. Camille turned to him, her green eyes soft yet piercing. “This is it, baby,” she said, her voice that same warm honey he’d heard through earbuds for a year, but now it was real, resonating in the space between them.

His throat tightened. He nodded, unable to form words. The pacifier in his hoodie pocket pressed against his side, a silent escape if he needed it, but his fingers didn’t reach for it. Not yet. Not when she was looking at him like that.

She unlocked the door and led him inside, her hand never leaving his. The hallway was narrow, dimly lit, but her apartment door opened to a warm, softly glowing space. The scent of lavender hit him first, subtle but grounding, mixing with the faint hum of a diffuser in the corner. In one corner, he spotted her ASMR studio—a small desk with a microphone, headphones draped over the chair, a soundproof panel on the wall. His stomach twisted at the sight, knowing that’s where her voice had come from, night after night, pulling him apart.

Camille released his hand and shut the door behind them. The click of the lock felt final, a line crossed. She turned to him, her smile gentle but carrying that edge of authority he’d come to crave.

“Come here, sweet boy,” she said, walking to a plush gray couch in the center of the room. She sat down, her skirt shifting slightly as she crossed her legs, then patted her lap. “Like we practiced online. Head in my lap.”

Aiden froze. His breath came shallow, his legs rooted to the spot. Online, this had been a fantasy—typing out his surrender, listening to her voice guide him through it. But now, her lap was real, inches away, waiting for him to submit in the flesh.

She tilted her head, her gaze steady. “I know it’s scary, baby. But Mommy’s here. Come to me.”

Her words tugged at something deep inside him, a need he couldn’t fight. His feet moved before his mind caught up, slow steps bringing him to the couch. He lowered himself awkwardly, lying down with his head resting on her thighs. The warmth of her body seeped through her skirt, soft and solid beneath him, and his face burned with the intimacy of it.

Camille’s hand found his hair, her fingers threading through it with a tenderness that made his chest ache. “There’s my good boy,” she murmured, her voice vibrating through her body into his, each word a physical caress. It was overwhelming, hearing her live, feeling the resonance of her tone against his skin. His earbuds had never captured this—the depth, the warmth, the way it seemed to wrap around his very bones.

He closed his eyes, unable to handle the weight of her gaze. Her fingers moved gently, stroking his scalp, tracing down to the nape of his neck. Each touch sent shivers through him, his body hyper-aware of every point of contact. Under his jeans, his cock stirred, pressing against the diaper, the padding a constant reminder of his vulnerability.

“You’re trembling, baby,” she said softly, her other hand resting on his shoulder, grounding him. “But you don’t have to be afraid. Mommy’s got you now. Really got you.”

A lump formed in his throat. He wanted to speak, to say something, but the words wouldn’t come. Her voice, her touch—it was too much, breaking down walls he’d built over a year of hiding behind a screen. He felt exposed, raw, but also safe in a way he hadn’t expected.

Her hand moved from his shoulder, sliding down his side, slow and deliberate. His breath hitched as her fingers brushed the waistband of his jeans, lingering there. “Let’s see what my sweet boy brought for me,” she said, her tone shifting to something deeper, more possessive.

His eyes snapped open, panic flaring. She knew. Of course she knew. He’d sent her photos, told her in shaky messages how he diapered up for her every night. But having her touch it, confirm it, made his face burn with shame.

Camille’s fingers dipped under the edge of his hoodie, tugging it up just enough to expose the top of his jeans. She undid the button with a practiced ease, the sound of the zipper loud in the quiet room. His heart pounded as she pushed the fabric aside, revealing the white plastic waistband of the diaper beneath.

A soft hum escaped her lips, a sound of approval that sent heat rushing through him. “You wore it for me. I knew you would. Such a good, brave boy,” she said, her voice thick with pride and something darker, something hungry.

His cock twitched hard at her words, straining against the padding. He wanted to hide, to pull away, but her hand pressed flat against the front of the diaper, holding him in place. The crinkle filled the room, obscene and humiliating, but her touch was gentle, possessive, making it impossible to focus on anything else.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her fingers tracing the tapes at his hips. “All ready for Mommy. Just like you promised in those pictures.”

Aiden bit his lip, a whimper slipping out. Her hand moved slowly, rubbing the front of the diaper, the friction sending sparks through him. He was fully hard now, the padding doing little to hide it, and she felt it. Her breathing changed, a subtle quickening that told him she noticed, that she liked it.

“You’ve wanted this for so long, haven’t you?” she said, her voice low, vibrating against his ear as his head rested on her lap. “To be here, with me, letting Mommy take care of you for real.”

He nodded, barely, his face pressed against her thigh. Her scent surrounded him—lavender and something warmer, uniquely her. Her fingers kept moving, slow circles over the diaper, teasing him through the thick layers. His hips shifted without his permission, seeking more, and the crinkle grew louder, a confession of his need.

Camille’s other hand tightened in his hair, holding him still. “Shh, baby. Let Mommy decide,” she said, her tone firm but warm. “Good boys wait for permission.”

His face burned hotter, shame mixing with desperate want. He wanted to beg, to plead for more, but her control held him in place, her authority a weight he couldn’t shake. Her hand stopped moving, just resting over his cock through the padding, and the denial made him ache even more.

She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear. “I’ve thought about this moment for months,” she whispered, her voice sending shivers down his spine. “Feeling my sweet boy under my hands. Seeing how much you need me. It makes Mommy so wet, baby.”

His eyes widened at her words, heat flooding through him. The idea of her arousal, of her getting off on his surrender, made his cock throb harder. He could feel the dampness in the diaper now, not from wetting but from precum leaking into the padding, a humiliating proof of how much he wanted this.

Camille straightened, her hand still on the diaper, but her other hand moved to his cheek, turning his face toward her. “Look at me, baby,” she said softly, and he couldn’t disobey. His eyes met hers, green and intense, filled with a mix of tenderness and hunger that made his chest tighten.

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. He didn’t know why—shame, relief, the weight of a year of isolation breaking under her gaze. A single tear slipped down his cheek, landing on her thigh, and her expression softened even more.

“Oh, my sweet boy,” she murmured, wiping the tear away with her thumb. “It’s okay. Let it out. Mommy’s here to hold you through it all.”

The tears came faster then, silent but unstoppable, soaking into her skirt as he pressed his face against her lap. Her hand moved to his back, rubbing slow circles, her touch grounding him even as he unraveled. He’d spent so long alone, hiding behind a username, listening to her voice in the dark. Now she was here, real, seeing him at his most vulnerable, and it broke something open inside him.

She let him cry, her fingers never stopping their gentle strokes. “You’ve been so brave, baby,” she said after a moment, her voice a soothing balm. “Coming to meet me. Wearing your diaper for Mommy. Letting me see you like this. I’m so proud of you.”

Those words—proud—hit him harder than anything else. A sob escaped him, raw and shaky, but her arms tightened around him, pulling him closer. His head rested against her stomach now, her warmth surrounding him, and he felt small, safe, cared for in a way he hadn’t known he needed.

Camille’s hand returned to the diaper, checking the tapes at his hips with a practiced touch. “Let’s make sure this is snug, baby,” she said, her tone shifting back to that maternal authority. She adjusted the tapes, pulling them tighter, the crinkle loud as the padding pressed closer to his skin. His cock was still hard, aching under her touch, and she noticed, her fingers lingering just a moment too long.

“There we go,” she said, satisfied, her hand resting flat against the front again. “All safe and secure for Mommy. Just how I like you.”

His hips twitched at her words, a desperate need building low in his belly. He wanted more, wanted her to keep touching him, but her hand stilled, denying him. Her control was absolute, and the denial only made him crave her more.

She shifted slightly, guiding his head back to her lap, her fingers threading through his hair again. “You’ve done so well, baby,” she murmured, her voice vibrating through her body into his. “Coming here. Trusting me. Letting me see my sweet boy for real.”

Aiden’s tears slowed, his breathing uneven but calmer now. Her lap felt like a sanctuary, her touch a tether keeping him from floating away. Under the diaper, his cock still throbbed, a constant reminder of his arousal, but her presence made it bearable, made it something he could surrender to.

Camille’s breathing changed again, a subtle hitch that caught his attention. He glanced up at her, catching the faint flush on her cheeks, the way her thighs pressed together beneath him. She was aroused, he realized, and the thought sent a fresh wave of heat through him. She got off on this—on his regression, on his tears, on his need for her.

Her hand slipped from his hair, moving down her own body, subtle but unmistakable. She touched herself through her skirt, her fingers pressing between her thighs, and a soft gasp escaped her lips. “Seeing you like this, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “It does things to Mommy. Things you can’t imagine.”

His cock pulsed at her words, at the sight of her pleasuring herself while he lay in her lap. He wanted to touch her, to be the one making her gasp, but her control held him still. He was hers to command, hers to care for, and the thought of her coming while watching him made his shame and arousal burn hotter.

Her movements quickened, her breathing growing ragged. “My sweet boy,” she gasped, her hand pressing harder between her thighs. “Look at you. So perfect for me.” Her body tensed, a quiet moan slipping out as she came, her eyes locked on his, her flush deepening.

Aiden stared, transfixed, his own arousal almost painful now. The diaper felt tighter, the padding soaked with precum, and he shifted uncomfortably, the crinkle a loud confession. Camille’s hand stilled, her breathing slowing, and she smiled down at him, a satisfied, possessive smile that made his heart race.

“You see what you do to Mommy?” she said softly, her hand returning to his hair, stroking gently. “You make me feel so good, baby. Just by being here, being mine.”

He nodded, unable to speak, his face pressed against her lap again. Her warmth, her scent, her voice—it was all too much, but he didn’t want it to stop. He wanted more, wanted everything she’d promised online, everything they’d built in a year of messages and photos.

Camille leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead in a tender kiss. “We’re just getting started, my sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice a promise that sent shivers through him. “Let’s do everything we’ve talked about. Starting now.”

His breath caught at her words, anticipation and fear mixing in his chest. Everything they’d talked about—nursing, changing, complete surrender—flashed through his mind. He didn’t know if he was ready, didn’t know if he could handle it, but with her holding him like this, her voice resonating through him, he couldn’t say no.

He didn’t want to say no.

Her hand rested on the diaper again, a quiet claim, and he knew there was no turning back. Not now. Not ever.


Chapter 4: Everything We Talked About

Camille’s voice broke the quiet hum of her apartment, pulling Aiden out of the haze that had settled over him. “Time to take care of you properly, baby.” Her tone was warm, laced with that unyielding authority that made his stomach twist in the best way.

He was still lying on her lap, his head resting against her soft thighs, the diaper under his jeans crinkling faintly with every shaky breath. The pacifier remained in his hoodie pocket, untouched, a silent lifeline he hadn’t reached for yet. Her hand rested on his side, a steady weight, while the faint flush on her cheeks from her earlier release lingered, a reminder of how much she craved this too.

She shifted beneath him, guiding him to sit up with a gentle push. His legs felt weak as he moved, the diaper’s bulk pressing against his still-hard cock, a constant humiliation that burned through him. Camille stood, her curvy frame towering over him for a moment, her red hair catching the soft light of the room.

“Come with Mommy, sweet boy,” she said, holding out her hand. Her green eyes locked on his, and he couldn’t look away, couldn’t resist the pull of her command.

He took her hand, trembling, and let her lead him across the apartment. They passed the ASMR studio corner, the microphone a stark reminder of the voice messages that had started all this. She brought him to a small hallway, then opened a door to a room he hadn’t expected. His breath caught sharp in his throat.

It was a nursery. A real one, set up just for him—or at least, that’s how it felt. A crib stood against one wall, its white bars gleaming softly under a dim lamp. A changing table sat nearby, stocked with diapers, wipes, and a canister of baby powder, the faint scent of it already in the air. A rocking chair waited in the corner, plush and inviting, with a pale blue blanket draped over the arm. The walls were painted a soft pastel, and a mobile of little stars hung above the crib, spinning slowly.

Aiden’s face burned. This wasn’t just a fantasy anymore. It was real, tangible, surrounding him. His heart pounded as he took it all in, the weight of his regression sinking deeper.

Camille squeezed his hand, grounding him. “I’ve been preparing for you,” she said, her voice thick with intent. “Every diaper, every bottle, every toy. All for this moment.”

Her words hit him like a wave. She’d planned this, down to the last detail. Every message, every photo he’d sent as BabyA—she’d used it to build this space, to map out his surrender. His cock twitched in the diaper, a traitor to his shock, and he hated how much he wanted this, needed this.

She led him to the changing table, her hand firm on his. “Up you go, baby,” she said, patting the padded surface. It was covered in a soft, crinkly plastic sheet, the sound echoing in the quiet room as she waited for him to obey.

His legs shook as he climbed onto it, lying back awkwardly. The table was just big enough for him, his thin frame fitting within its edges, but the position made him feel smaller, more exposed. The diaper crinkled loudly under him, the sound obscene in this nursery setting, and his face flushed deeper as he stared at the ceiling, avoiding her gaze.

Camille stood over him, her presence filling the space. She smiled down at him, maternal but hungry, her fingers brushing his cheek before moving to his jeans. “Let’s get these off, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice a caress that sent shivers through him.

She unbuttoned his jeans again, slower this time, dragging the zipper down with deliberate care. The cool air hit his skin as she tugged the fabric past his hips, exposing the white diaper fully. His cock was still hard, pressing against the padding, and her eyes flicked to it, a flicker of heat in her gaze.

“Look at you,” she said softly, her hands resting on the tapes at his sides. “So ready for Mommy to take care of you. Just like we talked about online.”

His breath hitched. He remembered those late-night messages, typing out his fantasies of her changing him, her hands on him, her voice guiding him through every step. Now it was happening, and the reality was heavier, hotter, than anything he’d imagined.

She peeled the tapes back one by one, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet room. The front of the diaper fell away, exposing him, and his face burned with shame as his erection sprang free, precum glistening at the tip. He wanted to cover himself, to hide, but her hands held his hips still, her touch firm and possessive.

“Shh, baby,” she cooed, reaching for a wipe from the stack on the table. “Mommy’s got you. Let me clean you up.”

The wipe was cool against his skin, a stark contrast to the heat of his arousal. She moved slowly, dragging it over his inner thighs, then up to his cock, her touch clinical but intimate. He bit his lip, a whimper slipping out as she wiped the tip, the sensation almost too much. His hips twitched, seeking more, but she pressed a hand to his stomach, holding him down.

“Stay still, sweet boy,” she said, her voice firm. Her fingers lingered for a moment, wrapping lightly around his cock through the wipe, and he gasped, the touch sending sparks through him. She didn’t stroke, didn’t give him more—just held him there, teasing, controlling.

She pulled the wipe away, tossing it aside, and reached for the baby powder. The scent filled the air as she sprinkled it over him, her hand smoothing it across his skin, down his thighs, over his cock. The powder felt silky, cool, and her touch made his breath come faster, his body aching for release.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured, her fingers lingering as she rubbed the powder in. Her breathing had changed, a subtle quickening, and he saw the flush on her cheeks deepen. She was getting off on this, on seeing him like this, and the thought made his cock throb harder.

Camille grabbed a fresh diaper from the stack, the same brand he’d told her he liked in those shy messages months ago. She unfolded it with a crinkle, sliding it under his hips, and the familiar bulk settled beneath him. Her hands moved with practiced ease, pulling the front up, securing the tapes one by one. The padding pressed against his cock, trapping his arousal, and the shame of it burned through him, mixing with desperate need.

“There we go,” she said, patting the front of the diaper with a satisfied smile. “All safe and snug for Mommy.”

His face was on fire, but her praise sent a warmth through him, deeper than the shame. He wanted to be good for her, wanted to hear more of that approval in her voice. She helped him sit up, then guided him off the table, her hand on his back as she led him to the couch in the living room.

“Let’s get you fed, baby,” she said, sitting down and pulling a bottle from a small warmer on the side table. The milk inside was already prepared, warm to the touch, and the sight of it made his chest tighten. Another detail she’d planned, another piece of their online fantasies made real.

She patted her lap again, and he hesitated only a moment before lying down, his head resting on her thighs once more. The diaper crinkled under him, loud in the quiet, and his cock was still hard, pressing against the fresh padding. Camille adjusted him, cradling his head in the crook of her arm, and brought the bottle to his lips.

“Open for Mommy,” she instructed, her voice soft but commanding.

He parted his lips, and the nipple of the bottle slipped in, warm and smooth. The milk flowed slowly, sweet and comforting, coating his tongue as he sucked instinctively. His eyes closed, the act pulling him deeper into that little space she’d created for him. Her fingers threaded through his hair, stroking gently, and the warmth of her lap, the taste of the milk, the crinkle of the diaper—it all wrapped around him, making him feel small, safe, cared for.

“That’s my good boy,” she murmured, her voice vibrating through her body into his. “Drinking so well for Mommy. I’ve wanted to see this for so long.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, his cock throbbing under the diaper. He sucked harder on the bottle, the milk flowing faster, and her hand tightened slightly in his hair, a subtle sign of her own arousal. He could feel her thighs shift beneath him, pressing together, and he knew she was wet, turned on by watching him regress like this.

The warmth of the milk, the rhythm of sucking, the comfort of her lap—it all built something inside him, a pressure he hadn’t expected. His bladder tightened, a familiar urge rising, and his face burned as he realized what was happening. He tried to hold it, to resist, but the regression, the bottle, her voice—it was too much.

The warmth spread through the diaper, slow at first, then faster, the padding soaking it up with a faint crinkle. His cock twitched as it happened, the shame mixing with relief, with surrender. He whimpered around the bottle, unable to stop, the wetness heavy between his thighs now.

Camille felt it. Her hand moved to the front of the diaper, pressing lightly, and a soft gasp escaped her lips. “There it is,” she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction. “That’s what Mommy’s been waiting for.”

His face burned hotter, tears pricking at his eyes, but her hand stayed there, possessive, rubbing slow circles over the wet padding. “It’s okay, baby,” she cooed, her fingers stroking his hair again. “That’s what diapers are for. You let go for Mommy. Such a good boy.”

Those words—good boy—hit him hard, breaking through the shame. He sucked on the bottle again, slower now, the milk grounding him as the wetness settled in the diaper, heavy and warm against her thigh. Her breathing quickened, her thighs pressing tighter together beneath him, and he knew she was aroused by this, by his complete surrender.

She pulled the bottle away when it was empty, setting it aside, and tilted his chin up to look at her. Her green eyes were dark with desire, her cheeks flushed, and her hand lingered on the diaper, feeling the warmth there. “You’ve made Mommy so happy, baby,” she said softly, her voice a mix of tenderness and hunger.

Aiden’s chest tightened, his cock aching under the wet padding. He wanted more, wanted her to keep touching him, to take him further, but her control held him in place. She shifted beneath him, guiding him to sit up, and stood to lead him back to the nursery.

“Let’s change you again, sweet boy,” she said, her hand firm on his as they returned to the changing table. The wet diaper sagged under him as he climbed up, the weight a constant reminder of what he’d done, and his face burned as she undid the tapes once more.

This time, her fingers lingered longer as she cleaned him, the cool wipes dragging over his skin, teasing his still-hard cock. She powdered him again, her touch slow, deliberate, and he gasped as her hand wrapped around him for a moment, stroking once, twice, before pulling away. His hips bucked, desperate, but she pressed him down, denying him.

“Not yet, baby,” she murmured, her voice thick with promise. “Good boys earn their rewards. And we’ve only done chapter one of your training.”

His breath caught at her words, anticipation and fear mixing in his chest. Chapter one. That meant there was more, so much more, and the thought made his cock throb even as his mind reeled. She slid a fresh diaper under him, taping it snug, and helped him off the table, her hand resting possessively on the padding.

She led him to the crib, lifting the side bar and patting the soft mattress inside. “In you go, baby,” she said, her tone gentle but unyielding. “Mommy wants to watch you rest for a bit.”

He climbed in, the diaper crinkling loudly, and lay down, the bars rising around him like a cage of comfort. The mobile of stars spun slowly above, and the soft blanket she draped over him felt heavy, grounding. Camille stood over the crib, her smile warm but hungry, her eyes locked on him as he settled.

“Sleep for now, my sweet boy,” she said, her voice a quiet command. “Mommy’s got plans for you. So many plans.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, his cock still hard under the diaper, his mind racing with what those plans might be. She lowered the crib bar just enough to lean down, her lips brushing his forehead in a tender kiss, and the warmth of it lingered as she stepped back.

He watched her through the bars, her curvy frame moving to the rocking chair in the corner. She sat down, pulling the pale blue blanket over her lap, and her hand slipped beneath it, subtle but unmistakable. Her breathing changed as she touched herself, her eyes never leaving him, and a soft moan escaped her lips as her movements quickened.

Aiden’s face burned, his own arousal almost painful now. The diaper felt tighter, the padding pressing against him, and he shifted under the blanket, the crinkle a quiet confession. Camille’s gaze held him, her pleasure building as she watched him in the crib, regressing for her, surrendering completely.

Her body tensed, a quiet gasp slipping out as she came, her eyes dark with satisfaction. She stilled, her breathing slowing, and smiled at him through the bars. “You see what you do to Mommy, baby?” she whispered, her voice thick with afterglow. “You’re perfect. And we’re just getting started.”

His heart pounded at her words, anticipation building low in his belly. Just getting started. The promise of more, of everything they’d talked about online, hung in the air between them. He didn’t know if he could handle it, didn’t know how deep this would go, but with her watching him like this, her control absolute, he didn’t want to stop.

He couldn’t stop.

Camille stood, adjusting her skirt, and stepped closer to the crib, her hand resting on the bar above him. “Rest now, sweet boy,” she said, her tone a mix of tenderness and authority. “Because when you wake up, Mommy’s got a whole new chapter waiting for you.”

Her words lingered as she turned off the dim lamp, casting the nursery into soft shadows. The mobile spun slowly above him, the crinkle of his diaper the only sound in the quiet. Aiden closed his eyes, his cock still aching, his mind spinning with what was coming next.

Whatever it was, he knew one thing for sure. He was hers now, completely, and there was no turning back.


Chapter 5: Voice Training

The soft hum of the nursery filled the early morning air as Aiden stirred in the crib. The pastel walls glowed faintly with the first light of dawn slipping through the curtains, and the mobile of little stars above him spun lazily. He shifted under the pale blue blanket, the diaper crinkling beneath him, still snug and dry from the change Camille had done last night.

His thin frame felt heavy with the weight of sleep, but his mind buzzed with everything that had happened. Lying in her crib, surrounded by the nursery she’d built just for him, made his chest tighten. The bars around him were both a cage and a comfort, a reminder of how deep he’d sunk into her control.

Camille’s scent lingered on the blanket—lavender and something warmer, uniquely her. He clutched it closer, his cock twitching at the memory of her hand on the diaper, her voice calling him her good boy. The pacifier was still in his hoodie pocket, draped over the crib bar, untouched but there as a silent escape he hadn’t needed yet.

The door creaked open, and her presence filled the room before she even spoke. Aiden’s eyes snapped to her, heart picking up speed. Camille stood in the doorway, her curvy frame wrapped in a soft gray robe, red hair tousled from sleep but still framing her face like fire. Her green eyes locked on him, warm but sharp with intent.

“Good morning, my sweet boy,” she said, her voice that familiar honey, smooth and commanding, vibrating through the quiet nursery. She stepped closer, her bare feet silent on the carpet, and lowered the crib bar with a practiced ease. “Did you sleep well for Mommy?”

He nodded, barely, his throat tight. Her gaze pinned him in place, and the diaper felt louder, thicker, as if her attention made it more real. He shifted under the blanket, the crinkle echoing in the stillness, and his face burned with the familiar mix of shame and want.

Camille smiled, a slow curve of her lips that sent heat rushing through him. She reached down, her hand brushing his cheek, then trailing to his hair, threading through it with a tenderness that made his chest ache. “You look so perfect in there, baby. My little one, all safe in Mommy’s crib.”

Her words hit him hard, pulling him deeper into that little space she’d crafted. His cock stirred under the diaper, and he bit his lip, trying to stay still. But her touch, her voice—it was too much, already unraveling him.

“Let’s get you up,” she murmured, helping him sit, then guiding him out of the crib. Her hands were firm but gentle, one on his back, the other on his arm, and the warmth of her skin through the robe made his breath hitch. The diaper crinkled with every move, a constant reminder of his regression, and her eyes flicked to it, a flicker of hunger in her gaze.

She led him out of the nursery, her grip steady, and brought him to the corner of the living room where her ASMR studio sat. The small desk was tidy, the microphone gleaming under a soft light, headphones draped over the chair. A soundproof panel lined the wall behind it, and a tiny red recording light blinked on a device nearby, waiting to be activated.

Aiden’s stomach twisted. He knew this space from last night’s glimpse, knew it was where her voice had poured into his earbuds for over a year, breaking him apart with every word. Now he was here, in person, standing in the heart of her control.

“Mommy’s got work to do this morning,” Camille said, her tone shifting to something lighter but still edged with authority. She gestured to the floor beside her chair, where a small cushion waited. “I want you to lie here, baby. Right at my feet. Can you do that for me?”

His face burned hotter. Lying at her feet, in a diaper, while she worked—it felt so small, so humiliating. But her eyes held him, and the pull of her command was stronger than his shame. He nodded, sinking to his knees, then lying down on the cushion, his head near her chair, the diaper crinkling loudly as he settled.

Camille sat down, adjusting her robe so it parted slightly, revealing the curve of her thighs. She leaned forward, her hand resting on his diapered hip, a possessive touch that made his cock twitch. “Stay quiet, baby. Mommy’s working. But keep being good, and I’ll reward you after.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, anticipation building low in his belly. He lay still, staring up at the underside of her desk, the red recording light blinking in his peripheral vision. Her hand stayed on his hip, warm through the padding, and the weight of it kept him grounded, even as his mind raced.

She reached for the microphone, adjusting it with a soft click, and slipped the headphones over her ears. Her fingers tapped a button, and the red light steadied, glowing solid now. Recording. Aiden’s breath caught, the reality of it sinking in. She was creating content, her voice about to flow through that mic, and he was here, diapered, at her feet.

“Hello, my darlings,” Camille purred into the microphone, her ASMR voice dropping low, intimate, wrapping around him even though it wasn’t meant just for him. “Mommy’s got a special story for you today. Something real, something I’ve been waiting to share.”

His heart pounded. A story. He knew, instinctively, it was about him. His face burned, shame mixing with a strange thrill as he lay there, her hand still on his diaper, her voice surrounding him. The studio quality made every word sharper, deeper, resonating in the small space and sinking into his skin.

“I had a visitor last night,” she continued, her tone soft but laced with heat. “A sweet, shy boy who needed Mommy so badly. He came to me, trembling, ready to be taken care of in ways he’d only dreamed of.”

Aiden’s cock throbbed under the diaper, her words painting the memory of last night—his tears in her lap, the diaper change, the crib. She didn’t name him, didn’t break the anonymity, but he knew. He was her content now, his surrender her story, and the thought made his skin prickle with humiliation and arousal.

Her hand moved on his hip, sliding to the front of the diaper, pressing lightly over his hardening cock. He bit his lip, a whimper threatening to escape, but her earlier command—stay quiet—held him in check. Her fingers traced slow circles through the padding, teasing him, and her breathing changed, a subtle hitch that told him she felt his reaction.

“We started with the basics,” she murmured into the mic, her voice a caress. “Making sure he was safe, snug, all wrapped up for Mommy. I held him close, felt every shiver, every little sound he tried to hide.”

Her hand pressed harder now, rubbing him through the diaper, the crinkle faint but constant under her touch. Aiden’s hips twitched, desperate for more, but he clenched his jaw, staying silent, not wanting to ruin her recording. The red light glowed, unyielding, a silent witness to his struggle.

Camille’s thighs shifted in the chair above him, pressing together, and he knew she was wet, aroused by her own words, by his body under her hand. “He needed so much,” she whispered, her voice dropping even lower, thick with desire. “Needed Mommy to take away every worry, every thought. And I did. I made him mine, piece by piece.”

Her fingers curled inward through the padding, finding the outline of his cock, stroking slow and deliberate. Aiden’s breath came faster, shallow, and he turned his face into the cushion, muffling any sound. The heat built low in his belly, her voice and touch pushing him closer to the edge, and he fought to stay quiet, to be good for her.

“I could feel how much he wanted it,” she purred, her words for the listeners but cutting straight through him. “Every tremble, every gasp. Mommy felt it all. And it made me ache, darlings. Made me need to take care of him even more.”

Her hand moved faster now, rubbing him through the diaper, the friction almost too much. Aiden’s body tensed, his cock throbbing, precum soaking into the padding as he teetered on the brink. He couldn’t hold it much longer, couldn’t stop the wave building inside him, but he pressed his lips tight, desperate not to make a sound.

Camille’s breathing hitched again, her voice faltering for just a moment, a sign of her own arousal. Her thighs squeezed tighter, and her hand didn’t stop, pushing him further. “He was perfect,” she whispered, her tone raw now, hungry. “So perfect for Mommy. Letting go, giving everything to me.”

That was it. Aiden’s body locked up, the orgasm hitting him hard, silent but devastating. His cock pulsed under her hand, cum spilling into the diaper, hot and thick, soaking the padding as he trembled on the cushion. He bit down on the inside of his cheek, stifling any moan, his breath ragged but quiet, hoping the mic didn’t pick it up.

Her hand stilled, feeling the warmth, the subtle shift in the diaper, and a soft smile crept into her voice as she continued speaking. “That’s what Mommy does, darlings,” she said, her tone smooth again, masking the moment. “Takes care of every need. Every single one.”

Aiden lay there, spent, his chest heaving silently, the wet diaper heavy between his thighs. Shame washed over him, hot and sharp, at coming during her recording, at being her story, but her hand stayed on him, possessive, grounding. She knew. Of course she knew. And the approval in her touch made the shame bearable, even sweet.

She wrapped up the session, her voice a soothing lull as she signed off. “Until next time, my darlings. Remember, Mommy’s always here for you.” Her fingers tapped the button, and the red light blinked off, the recording ending.

Camille slipped the headphones off, setting them on the desk, and looked down at him, her green eyes dark with satisfaction. A slow smile spread across her lips, and she leaned forward, her hand still on the diaper, feeling the warmth of his release. “Good boy,” she murmured, the praise hitting him deeper than ever in this raw, vulnerable moment. “You stayed so quiet for Mommy.”

His face burned, but his chest warmed at her words. He nodded, barely, unable to speak, still catching his breath. The wet diaper sagged under her hand, a humiliating reminder of what had just happened, but her touch made it feel like a victory, like surrender was his strength.

She stood, helping him up from the cushion, her grip firm on his arm. “Let’s get you changed, baby,” she said, her voice soft but commanding, leading him back to the nursery. His legs felt weak as he followed, the crinkle louder now with the added weight, and his mind spun with the intensity of what had just passed.

In the nursery, she guided him to the changing table, patting the padded surface. He climbed up, lying back, the wet diaper pressing against him as she stood over him, her robe slipping open slightly to reveal the curve of her chest. His cock twitched again, already stirring despite the release, and her eyes caught it, a flicker of heat in her gaze.

She undid the tapes with slow, deliberate movements, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet room. The front fell away, exposing the mess inside, and his face burned as she reached for a wipe, cleaning him with that same clinical intimacy. Her touch was gentle but firm, dragging over his skin, and when her fingers brushed his cock, he gasped, already hardening under her hand.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she teased, her voice thick with promise as she powdered him, her fingers lingering just enough to keep him on edge. She slid a fresh diaper under him, taping it snug, and patted the front with a satisfied smile. “All clean for Mommy.”

His breath came faster, arousal building again despite the denial, and she helped him off the table, guiding him to the rocking chair in the corner. She sat down, pulling him into her lap, his head resting against her chest, the fresh diaper crinkling under him. Her arms wrapped around him, warm and possessive, and the scent of lavender surrounded him, grounding him.

“You did so well, baby,” she murmured, her fingers stroking his hair, her voice vibrating through her body into his. “Being quiet for Mommy’s work. Letting me use your story. I’m so proud of you.”

Those words—proud—hit him hard, a warmth spreading through his chest that outshone the lingering shame. He pressed closer to her, his face buried against her robe, and felt her heartbeat under his cheek, steady and strong. Her hand moved to the front of the diaper again, resting there, a quiet claim.

“But we’re not done,” she continued, her tone shifting to something heavier, a promise that sent shivers through him. “Mommy’s got a special treat for you now. Something we’ve talked about online for so long.”

His heart raced at her words, anticipation mixing with a flicker of fear. He knew what she meant, remembered the late-night messages about nursing, about her guiding him to her breast, about the ultimate act of regression. His cock throbbed under the diaper, and he looked up at her, wide-eyed, caught between want and nerves.

Camille smiled, her hand moving to the tie of her robe, loosening it slowly. The fabric parted, revealing her full breasts, the skin soft and pale, her nipples already hardening in the cool air. His breath caught, his mouth dry, as she cupped one breast, her thumb brushing over the nipple, a subtle invitation.

“Come here, baby,” she whispered, guiding his head closer, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Mommy wants to feed you. Just like we dreamed.”

His face burned, but the pull was too strong. He shifted in her lap, his lips parting as she pressed him to her breast, the warmth of her skin against his mouth overwhelming. Her nipple brushed his lips, hard and soft at once, and he hesitated only a moment before closing around it, sucking gently.

A soft moan escaped her, her breathing changing instantly, quickening with arousal. Her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him there, and the taste of her skin, the warmth of her breast, pulled him deeper into little space. He sucked harder, instinctive, and her body tensed beneath him, her thighs pressing together under his diapered hips.

“That’s it, my good boy,” she gasped, her voice thick with need. “Take what Mommy gives you. Let it all go.”

Her words, her touch, the intimacy of nursing—it was too much. His cock ached under the diaper, pressing against her thigh, and he whimpered around her nipple, the sound muffled but raw. Her other hand slipped between her own thighs, under the robe, and he felt her movements, subtle but unmistakable, as she touched herself, aroused by his surrender.

Her breathing grew ragged, her body trembling beneath him, and a quiet moan slipped out as she came, her fingers tightening painfully in his hair for a moment before relaxing. The warmth of her release, the way she held him through it, made his own need burn hotter, but she didn’t touch him there, didn’t give him more. Not yet.

She pulled him back slightly, her nipple slipping from his lips, and looked down at him, her cheeks flushed, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “You’re perfect, baby,” she murmured, her thumb brushing his wet lips, wiping away a trace of her. “So perfect for Mommy.”

His chest heaved, his cock throbbing painfully now, but her control held him in place. She adjusted her robe, covering herself, and cradled him closer, rocking the chair gently. The motion soothed him, even as his arousal lingered, and the crinkle of the diaper under him was a quiet reminder of his place, his regression.

Camille tilted his chin up, her gaze piercing. “We’ve got more to do today, sweet boy,” she said, her voice a mix of tenderness and promise. “But first, I want to listen to that recording again. I want to hear how your breathing changed. My listeners are going to love this one.”

His face burned at her words, the thought of others hearing his vulnerability, even anonymized, sending a fresh wave of shame through him. But her smile, her hand on his diaper, the warmth of her lap—it made it okay, made it something he could bear. For her.

He nodded, barely, and she kissed his forehead, her lips lingering there. The day was just beginning, and he knew, deep down, that every moment with her would pull him further into her world, her control. And as terrifying as that was, he didn’t want it to stop. Not now. Not ever.


Chapter 6: Feeding Time

Camille’s warm breath brushed against Aiden’s forehead as she held him in the rocking chair, her arms a firm cradle around his thin frame. The nursery was quiet, save for the faint creak of the chair and the soft crinkle of the fresh diaper under his hips. Morning light filtered through the pastel curtains, casting a gentle glow over the crib and changing table, making the space feel both safe and suffocating.

His head rested against her chest, the gray robe still loosely tied, the warmth of her skin seeping through the fabric. The diaper felt snug, a constant reminder of his surrender, and though he was clean now after the change following his release during her recording, his cock stirred faintly at the memory of her hand on him. The pacifier remained in his hoodie pocket, draped over the crib bar across the room, untouched but ever-present.

“Look at me, baby,” Camille murmured, her voice a low hum of authority and care. Her fingers tilted his chin up, forcing his dark-circled eyes to meet her sharp green ones. A slow smile curved her lips, sending a shiver through him.

He swallowed hard, his throat tight. Her gaze held him, peeling away every layer of resistance he’d tried to cling to. He wanted to hide, to bury his face against her again, but her touch kept him still, exposed.

“You’ve been so good for Mommy this morning,” she continued, her thumb brushing over his bottom lip, lingering there. “Quiet during my work. Letting me change you. I think my sweet boy deserves something special now.”

His heart raced at her words. Special. The promise in her tone made his stomach twist with anticipation and a flicker of fear. He knew what she’d hinted at before—the nursing they’d fantasized about online for months. The thought made his face burn, but his cock twitched under the diaper, eager despite his nerves.

Camille’s hand moved to the tie of her robe, loosening it further. The fabric parted, revealing more of her full breasts, the pale skin glowing in the soft light. Her nipples were already hard, peeking through the gap, and his breath caught as she cupped one breast, her fingers tracing the curve with deliberate slowness.

“I’ve been getting ready for you, baby,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, thick with intent. “Mommy’s body knew you were coming before you did. I’ve been making milk for you.”

His eyes widened, shock mixing with raw need. Milk. Real milk. The reality of it hit him hard, heavier than any fantasy they’d shared through messages. She’d prepared for him, physically, in a way that felt so intimate, so overwhelming, he could barely process it.

“Shh, don’t be scared,” she cooed, reading the panic in his expression. Her hand slid to the back of his head, fingers threading through his hair, guiding him closer. “Come to Mommy. Let me feed you.”

Aiden’s breath trembled as his face neared her breast. The warmth of her skin brushed his cheek, and her nipple grazed his lips, soft yet firm, a silent command. He hesitated, shame clawing at him—a grown man, 25 years old, about to nurse like a baby. But her grip tightened in his hair, gentle but unyielding, pulling him forward.

“Open for me, sweet boy,” she whispered, her tone a mix of tenderness and control.

His lips parted, and he closed around her nipple, the warmth flooding his mouth. A faint sweetness hit his tongue, warm and unexpected, as her milk flowed slowly. He sucked instinctively, the taste coating his mouth, rich and comforting, unlike anything he’d imagined. A soft moan escaped her, her breathing quickening instantly, and the sound sent heat rushing through him.

“That’s it, baby,” Camille gasped, her fingers tightening in his hair, holding him to her breast. “Take what Mommy gives you. Let it all go.”

Her words pushed him deeper into that little space, his mind quieting as he sucked harder, the rhythm pulling him under. The warmth of her milk, the softness of her breast against his lips, the scent of her skin—it wrapped around him, making him feel small, cared for, utterly hers. His cock hardened under the diaper, pressing against the padding, the crinkle faint but constant as he shifted in her lap.

Camille’s thighs pressed together beneath him, her body trembling slightly. He felt her arousal, the way her breathing grew ragged, the subtle hitch in her voice as she murmured, “Good boy. My good, sweet boy.” Her other hand moved, slipping between her thighs under the robe, and he knew she was touching herself, getting off on this intimate act of regression.

Her nipple hardened further in his mouth, the flow of milk steady as he sucked, each pull drawing a quiet gasp from her. Her fingers moved faster between her legs, her body tensing, and he felt the heat of her thigh against his diapered hip. His own need built, his cock throbbing painfully now, trapped in the padding, desperate for more.

Aiden whimpered around her nipple, the sound muffled but raw, and tears pricked at his eyes. The intimacy, the shame, the comfort—it was too much. A single tear slipped down his cheek, landing on her breast, and her hand in his hair softened for a moment, stroking gently even as her other hand kept moving, pushing herself closer to the edge.

“Oh, baby,” she breathed, her voice thick with emotion and desire. “It’s okay. Cry for Mommy. Let it out while you feed.”

The tears came faster then, silent but unstoppable, soaking into her skin as he nursed. Her body shuddered beneath him, her quiet moan turning into a gasp as she came, her fingers tightening painfully in his hair for a split second before relaxing. The warmth of her release, the way she held him through it, made his own arousal burn hotter, his cock aching against the diaper, pressing into her thigh.

She didn’t pull him away, didn’t stop him from nursing even after her orgasm. Her breathing slowed, but her hand stayed in his hair, guiding him, encouraging him to keep sucking. The milk flowed slower now, the taste lingering on his tongue, and he felt her nipple soften slightly, though her arousal still lingered in the air, in the way her thighs shifted beneath him.

“You feel that, baby?” she whispered, her voice raw with afterglow. “Feel how much Mommy loves feeding you? How much it does to me?”

He nodded, barely, his lips still around her nipple, the tears slowing as her words sank in. His cock pulsed under the diaper, the need almost unbearable now, and she felt it against her thigh, a soft chuckle escaping her lips. Her hand moved from her own body, slipping down to the front of his diaper, pressing lightly over the bulge there.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her fingers tracing his hardness through the padding. “So eager for Mommy. So hard while you nurse. I love seeing you like this.”

Aiden’s face burned, but he couldn’t pull away, couldn’t stop sucking even as her touch teased him through the diaper. The crinkle filled the quiet nursery, a humiliating sound that only made him harder, and her fingers curled inward, rubbing slow circles, building the heat low in his belly.

Her thigh shifted beneath him, pressing up against the diaper, and the friction made him gasp around her nipple. She rocked the chair slightly, the motion grinding her thigh against him, and the pressure was too much, too perfect. His body tensed, the orgasm building fast, and she felt it, her hand pressing harder, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“Come for Mommy, baby,” she urged, her fingers tightening in his hair again. “Let go while you’re nursing. Show me how much you need this.”

Her permission broke him. His cock pulsed hard under the diaper, cum spilling into the padding, hot and thick, soaking it as he trembled in her lap. A muffled moan escaped around her nipple, raw and desperate, and his hips bucked against her thigh, the crinkle loud as the warmth spread. Tears fell again, mixing shame with relief, with surrender, as he rode out the release.

Camille held him through it, her hand still on the diaper, feeling the warmth of his cum through the padding. “Good boy,” she whispered, the praise hitting him deeper than ever in this vulnerable moment. “Such a good boy for Mommy. Coming while you feed. I’m so proud of you.”

His chest heaved, the tears slowing as he sucked softer now, the milk barely flowing but the comfort of her nipple still grounding him. She guided him off her breast, her nipple slipping from his lips with a faint wet sound, and tilted his chin up to look at her. Her cheeks were flushed, her green eyes dark with satisfaction, a trace of her own arousal still lingering in her expression.

“Look at my sweet boy,” she murmured, wiping a tear from his cheek with her thumb. “All fed and taken care of. But we’re not done yet, baby. Mommy wants to keep feeding you.”

His breath hitched, confusion flickering through the haze of afterglow. She smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips, and adjusted him in her lap, helping him sit up slightly. The wet diaper sagged under him, heavy with his release, and the shame of it burned through him again, though her touch kept him steady.

Camille stood, guiding him to his feet, her hand firm on his arm as she led him out of the nursery. The diaper crinkled with every step, louder now with the added weight, and his face flushed as they moved to the kitchen. A small high chair waited in the corner, painted white with a soft padded seat, another piece of her carefully planned world for him.

“Up you go, baby,” she said, patting the seat. Her tone was gentle but unyielding, and he climbed in, the diaper pressing against the padding of the chair, the crinkle echoing in the quiet space. His legs felt weak, his mind still reeling from nursing, from coming in her lap, but her presence kept him moving, kept him surrendering.

She secured a small tray in front of him, locking it in place with a click, and turned to the counter. A plate of cut-up fruit and small sandwiches sat ready, clearly prepared earlier, and the sight of it made his chest tighten. Another detail, another sign of how much she’d thought this through, how much she wanted to care for him in every way.

Camille sat on a stool beside the high chair, her robe still loosely tied, her curvy frame close enough that he could feel her warmth. She picked up a piece of strawberry, holding it between her fingers, and brought it to his lips. “Open for Mommy,” she instructed, her voice soft but commanding, the same tone she’d used for the bottle, for nursing.

He parted his lips, and the sweet, cool fruit touched his tongue, the taste sharp after the warmth of her milk. She fed him slowly, her fingers brushing his lips with each bite, lingering just a moment too long. His face burned at the act, a grown man being fed like a child, but her gaze held him, her approval wrapping around him like a blanket.

“That’s my good boy,” she murmured, picking up a small piece of sandwich next, feeding it to him with the same deliberate care. Her other hand rested on his thigh, close to the diaper, a quiet claim that made his cock stir again despite the recent release. “Eating so well for Mommy. I love seeing you like this.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, the praise sinking deep. He chewed slowly, the sandwich soft and familiar, but the act of her feeding him made it intimate, regressive. The wet diaper pressed against the high chair, the warmth a constant reminder of his earlier surrender, and her hand on his thigh felt heavier, more possessive.

Camille fed him another piece of fruit, her fingers tracing his bottom lip as she pulled back, and her breathing changed, a subtle quickening that told him she was aroused again. Her thighs pressed together on the stool, her robe shifting slightly, and he caught a glimpse of her flushed skin, the heat in her eyes as she watched him eat from her hand.

“You make Mommy so happy, baby,” she said softly, her voice thick with desire. “Sitting here, letting me take care of you. It makes me ache, seeing my sweet boy like this.”

His cock twitched at her words, the diaper feeling tighter despite the wetness, and he shifted in the high chair, the crinkle loud in the quiet kitchen. Her hand on his thigh moved higher, brushing the edge of the diaper, and he bit his lip, a whimper threatening to escape. She felt his reaction, a slow smile spreading across her lips, but she didn’t touch him further, didn’t give him more. Not yet.

She fed him the last piece of strawberry, her fingers lingering on his lips, wiping a trace of juice away with her thumb. “All done, baby,” she murmured, her gaze locked on his, heavy with intent. “But Mommy’s not finished with you. We’ve got so much more to do this weekend.”

His heart raced at her promise, anticipation building low in his belly. The wet diaper sagged under him, a humiliating weight, and he knew she’d change him soon, knew it would be another ritual of control and intimacy. Her hand stayed on his thigh, grounding him, and he felt the pull of her world, her authority, sinking deeper with every moment.

Camille leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, “Can you imagine staying here, baby? Living with Mommy, letting me care for you every day?” Her words hung in the air, a question and a lure, and his chest tightened, the idea both terrifying and perfect.

He turned to her, his voice barely audible, raw with need. “Can I move in?”

Her smile widened, triumphant and warm, and she kissed his forehead, her lips lingering there. “Oh, my sweet boy,” she murmured against his skin. “Mommy’s already clearing the closet for you.”


Chapter 7: Moving Day

Camille’s voice cut through the quiet of the kitchen, sharp with purpose. “Let’s get your things settled, baby.” Her tone carried that familiar mix of warmth and command, pulling Aiden’s attention from the lingering taste of strawberry on his lips.

He sat in the high chair, the wet diaper sagging under him, heavy with his earlier release during nursing. The padded seat pressed against the crinkle of the padding, a constant reminder of his surrender. His thin frame felt small in the oversized chair, the tray still locked in front of him, trapping him in her carefully crafted world.

Camille stood beside him, her curvy frame close, her gray robe loosely tied, hinting at the softness beneath. Her red hair caught the morning light streaming through the window, and her green eyes held a glint of excitement as she unlocked the tray with a soft click. “Up, sweet boy. Mommy’s got a big day planned for you.”

His heart raced at her words. He climbed out of the high chair, legs shaky, the diaper crinkling louder with the added weight. Shame burned his pale cheeks, but her hand on his arm steadied him, guiding him toward the apartment door where two small bags waited—everything he’d brought with him. The rest of his life was already in storage, a decision made in a haze of need after her promise to clear a closet for him.

She picked up one bag, her grip firm, and nodded for him to take the other. “Follow me, baby. Let’s see your new home.” Her voice was a lure, pulling him deeper into her control as she led him down the hallway.

They stopped at a door he hadn’t noticed before, just past the nursery. Camille pushed it open, and Aiden’s breath caught in his throat. It was a spare room, but not anymore. She’d transformed it into a full nursery, far more detailed than the glimpses he’d seen last night. The air smelled fresh, like new paint and baby powder, a scent that hit him with a wave of regression.

A white crib dominated one wall, larger than the one he’d slept in, with soft blue bedding and a mobile of tiny clouds spinning slowly above. A changing table sat nearby, stocked with stacks of diapers, wipes, and a canister of powder, the plastic sheet on top crinkling faintly as if waiting for him. A rocking chair rested in the corner, a plush pale blanket draped over the arm, and a small shelf held bottles, pacifiers, and a few folded onesies in pastel colors. The walls were painted a gentle lavender, and a soft rug covered the floor, thick and inviting underfoot.

Aiden’s knees went weak. His bag slipped from his hand, hitting the floor with a dull thud. This wasn’t just a room. It was a declaration, a space built for his complete surrender.

Tears stung his eyes, hot and sudden. Shock turned to a raw ache in his chest, then to a trembling relief he couldn’t name. She’d done this for him, planned every detail, made a place where he could be her baby boy, fully and without shame.

Camille set her bag down and turned to him, her hand brushing his cheek, catching a tear before it fell. “I’ve been waiting to show you this, my sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with emotion and intent. “This is where you belong. With Mommy, in your nursery, safe and cared for.”

He couldn’t speak. The tears came faster, silent but heavy, soaking his cheeks as he stared at the crib, the changing table, the life she’d built for him. Her arms wrapped around him, pulling him close, and he pressed his face into her chest, the wet diaper crinkling against her thigh as he trembled.

“It’s okay, baby,” she whispered, her fingers threading through his hair, stroking gently. “Let it out. Mommy’s got you now. Really got you.”

Her words broke something open inside him. He sobbed, raw and quiet, the weight of a year of isolation, of hiding behind a screen, crashing down under her warmth. She held him tighter, rocking him slightly, her scent—lavender and her—grounding him even as he unraveled.

After a moment, she pulled back, tilting his chin up to meet her gaze. Her green eyes were soft but piercing, a mix of maternal care and hungry control. “Let’s get you settled, little one. Mommy wants you dressed right for your new home.”

His breath hitched. Dressed right. He knew what she meant, remembered the online messages about onesies, about being fully hers in every way. His face burned, but his cock twitched under the wet diaper, traitorously eager despite the tears.

Camille led him to the changing table, patting the padded surface. “Up, baby,” she said, her tone gentle but firm. He climbed on, lying back, the wet padding pressing against him as she stood over him, her hands moving with practiced ease to undo the tapes.

The ripping sound was sharp in the quiet nursery as she peeled the diaper away, exposing the mess inside. His erection sprang free, still half-hard from earlier, and his cheeks flushed deeper as she reached for a wipe, cleaning him with slow, intimate strokes. Her touch lingered on his cock, a faint tease that made him gasp, but she didn’t give more, just smiled with a knowing glint in her eye.

She powdered him next, the silky coolness spreading over his skin as her fingers smoothed it in, brushing his inner thighs, grazing his cock just enough to keep him on edge. A fresh diaper slid under his hips, the crinkle loud as she taped it snug, patting the front with satisfaction. “All clean for Mommy,” she murmured, her voice sending heat through him.

But she wasn’t done. She reached for a folded onesie from the shelf, pale blue with little white stars, soft and infantile. His stomach twisted as she held it up, her smile widening. “Arms up, sweet boy. Let’s get you dressed proper.”

He hesitated, shame clawing at him. A grown man in a onesie—it felt ridiculous, humiliating. But her gaze held him, and the pull of her authority was stronger than his resistance. He lifted his arms, trembling, and she slipped the fabric over his head, guiding it down his thin frame.

The onesie was soft, snug against his skin, the snaps at the crotch clicking shut over the diaper with a finality that made his face burn. She tugged on a pair of matching socks, pulling them over his feet, and stepped back to admire him, her eyes dark with arousal. “Look at you, my baby boy,” she said, her voice thick. “So perfect for Mommy.”

His cock throbbed under the diaper and onesie, the praise hitting him hard. He shifted on the table, the crinkle of the padding mixing with the soft fabric, and her hand rested on his thigh, possessive and warm. She helped him down, guiding him to the rocking chair, and sat with him in her lap, his head against her chest.

“We’ve got rules now, baby,” Camille said, her tone shifting to something firmer, a quiet command. “You’re living with Mommy, so we need structure. Diapers at all times—never off unless I change you. Pacifier for sleep, no exceptions. No phone after 8 PM; Mommy decides when you need it. And nursing twice a day, morning and night, to keep you close to me.”

His breath caught at the rules, each one a tether binding him deeper to her control. No phone after 8 PM—that meant cutting off the outside world, surrendering even more. Nursing twice daily—the intimacy of it made his cock twitch again, even as his mind reeled at the thought of such routine regression.

“Do you understand, little one?” she asked, her fingers stroking his hair, her voice a mix of care and steel.

“Yes, Mommy,” he whispered, his voice small, raw with need and nerves. Her smile was immediate, warm with approval, and she kissed his forehead, her lips lingering there.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the words sinking into him like a physical touch. His chest warmed, even as the weight of the rules settled over him, a structure he both craved and feared.

They sat like that for a while, her rocking the chair gently, the motion soothing even as his mind spun. The nursery surrounded them, the scent of baby powder and new paint grounding him in this new reality. The onesie felt soft against his skin, the diaper a constant bulk beneath, and her warmth wrapped around him, making him feel small, safe, utterly hers.

Hours passed in a blur of quiet care. She fed him again, this time with a warm bottle of milk, his head in her lap as she stroked his hair, murmuring soft praise. The day slipped into evening, the light outside fading, and the clock in the living room ticked closer to 8 PM. Aiden barely noticed, lost in the rhythm of her control, until he glanced at his phone on the counter, a sudden urge to check it flaring in his chest.

His hand reached out, instinctive, fingers brushing the device. He just wanted to see the time, to ground himself in something familiar. But Camille’s voice cut through the quiet, sharp and immediate.

“No, baby.” She stood from the couch where they’d been sitting, her tone firm, laced with disappointment. “Your phone is for the old Aiden. Baby Aiden doesn’t need a phone. Baby Aiden has Mommy.”

His hand froze, shame flooding him hot and fast. He pulled back, face burning, but her gaze pinned him in place, her curvy frame towering as she stepped closer. “You broke a rule, little one,” she said, her voice low, heavy with intent. “And Mommy doesn’t let that slide. Come here.”

His heart pounded as she sat back on the couch, patting her lap—not for comfort this time, but for something else. Punishment. His legs trembled as he moved to her, the diaper and onesie crinkling with every step, and she guided him over her knee, his stomach pressing against her thighs, his face near the cushion.

“Rules keep you safe, baby,” she murmured, her hand resting on the snaps of the onesie, undoing them with a soft click. The fabric parted, and she tugged the diaper down just enough to bare his bottom, the cool air hitting his skin. “When you break them, Mommy has to correct you.”

He tensed, shame and fear mixing with a strange anticipation. Her hand rubbed his bare skin for a moment, warm and gentle, before it lifted. The first spank landed with a sharp sting, her palm firm against his flesh, and he gasped, the sound raw in the quiet room. Pain bloomed hot across his skin, and his cock twitched against her thigh, traitorously hard despite the humiliation.

“Count for Mommy,” she instructed, her voice steady, commanding.

“One,” he whimpered, his face burning as the second spank came, harder this time, the sting sharper. “Two.”

Each strike burned more, her hand relentless but controlled, spreading heat across his bare bottom. He counted to five, his voice shaky, tears pricking at his eyes from the mix of pain and shame. His cock pressed harder against her thigh, the friction building with every spank, and she felt it, a soft hum of approval escaping her lips.

“That’s my boy,” she said after the fifth, her hand pausing to rub his red, stinging skin, soothing the ache with slow circles. “Taking your punishment so well. But we’re not done, baby.”

His breath hitched as her fingers dipped lower, brushing the edge of his cock through the half-pulled-down diaper. She wrapped her hand around him, stroking once, twice, the touch light but deliberate, sending sparks through him. He moaned, hips twitching against her thigh, desperate for more, but she stopped, pulling her hand away with a quiet chuckle.

“Not yet, sweet boy,” she teased, her voice thick with arousal. “Good boys earn their rewards. You broke a rule, so Mommy decides when you come.”

Denial burned through him, hot and painful, his cock throbbing against her thigh as she adjusted the diaper back up, taping it snug over his aching erection. The onesie snaps clicked shut again, trapping his need beneath the layers, and she helped him off her lap, guiding him to stand. His bottom stung, the heat lingering, a reminder of her discipline, and his face was flushed with shame and unfulfilled want.

Camille stood too, her gaze heavy with satisfaction, her cheeks faintly flushed. She was aroused by this, by punishing him, by controlling him so completely. Her hand rested on the front of his diaper, feeling his hardness through the padding, and her breathing quickened, a subtle sign of her own need.

“You’ll learn, baby,” she murmured, her thumb brushing over the bulge, teasing him further. “Mommy’s rules are for your own good. And when you follow them, the rewards are so sweet.”

His chest heaved, the promise in her words making his cock pulse harder, even as the denial ached. She led him to the crib, lifting the bar and patting the soft mattress inside. “In you go, little one. It’s past 8 PM. Time to rest for Mommy.”

He climbed in, the diaper crinkling loudly, the onesie soft against his skin as he lay down. The bars rose around him, a comforting cage, and she draped the pale blue blanket over him, tucking it around his thin frame. The mobile of clouds spun slowly above, and the scent of baby powder lingered in the air, grounding him in this new home, this new life.

Camille reached for a pacifier from the shelf, pale blue to match his onesie, and pressed it to his lips. “Open, baby,” she said softly, and he did, the silicone slipping into his mouth, the weight familiar from online fantasies but heavier now, real. He sucked gently, the rhythm pulling him deeper into little space, and her smile was warm, approving.

“Sleep now, my sweet boy,” she whispered, her hand brushing his cheek, lingering there. “Mommy’s so proud of you for moving in. Tomorrow, we’ll start fresh.”

Her words wrapped around him, soothing even as his cock ached under the diaper, the denial a lingering punishment. She stepped back, turning off the dim lamp, casting the nursery into soft shadows. The door creaked as she left, but it didn’t close fully, a sliver of light spilling in from the hallway.

Aiden lay there, sucking on the pacifier, the sting of his bottom fading into a dull warmth, the crinkle of the diaper a quiet reminder of his place. His mind spun with the day—moving in, the nursery reveal, the rules, the spanking—but exhaustion pulled at him, heavy and inevitable.

Then, through the cracked door, he heard it. A faint buzz, soft but unmistakable, coming from her room next door. His breath caught around the pacifier as her quiet moan followed, low and breathy, carried through what must be a baby monitor she’d left on. She was touching herself, getting off on the day, on his surrender, on the control she wielded so completely.

His cock throbbed under the diaper, the sound of her pleasure cutting through the quiet nursery, pulling him back from the edge of sleep. He shifted under the blanket, the crinkle loud in his ears, and knew there was no escaping her, not even in rest. She was everywhere, in every sound, every thought, every ache.

And as her soft gasps grew quicker, building to a muffled peak, he knew one thing for sure. He was hers now, in every way, and tomorrow would only sink him deeper.


Chapter 8: Baby Monitor

The faint creak of the crib mattress beneath Aiden broke the stillness of the nursery. He lay there, surrounded by lavender walls, the pale blue blanket draped over his thin frame, and the mobile of tiny clouds spinning lazily above. The pacifier rested in his mouth, the silicone smooth against his tongue, a weight that pulled him deeper into little space as he sucked gently, rhythmically.

His onesie, soft and pale blue with little white stars, clung to his skin, the snaps at the crotch securing the diaper beneath. The padding was still clean, taped snug after Camille’s last change, but his cock stirred faintly at the memory of her hands on him, the sting of the spanking from breaking her rule still lingering as a dull warmth on his bare bottom. The bars of the crib framed his world, a comforting cage in the dim shadows of the night.

A sliver of light spilled through the cracked door, a reminder of her presence just beyond. His heart thudded unevenly, the memory of her soft moans through the baby monitor last night echoing in his mind. She’d been listening, always listening, even as he slept, and the thought sent a shiver through him, mixing shame with a quiet thrill.

He shifted under the blanket, the diaper crinkling softly, the sound loud in the stillness. His dark-circled eyes flicked to the small device on the shelf near the crib—a baby monitor, its tiny red light blinking like an unblinking eye. She could hear him, every breath, every rustle, every whimper. The realization hit him hard, a flush creeping up his pale cheeks.

His hand moved instinctively to the front of the diaper, pressing lightly through the onesie. The padding yielded under his fingers, and his cock twitched, already half-hard at the thought of her listening. He sucked harder on the pacifier, the rhythm a tether to his regression, and let out a small, deliberate whimper, muffled but clear enough to carry through the monitor.

“Mommy,” he mumbled around the pacifier, his voice small, needy, barely above a whisper. He wanted her to hear. Wanted her to know he was awake, waiting, performing for her invisible gaze. His face burned with the shame of it, but the need was stronger, pulling him to act.

The diaper crinkled louder as he shifted again, rolling onto his side, pressing his thighs together. The pressure built low in his belly, a familiar urge rising, and he didn’t fight it this time. He let go, the warmth spreading slow and hot through the padding, soaking it as his cock throbbed against the wet bulk. A soft moan slipped past the pacifier, raw and unfiltered, and he knew the monitor caught it.

His hand rubbed the front of the diaper now, feeling the warmth, the sagging weight, and his breath hitched. “Mommy, please,” he whimpered again, louder this time, the pacifier muffling the words but not the tone. He was hers, completely, and he wanted her to come for him, to take care of him, to claim this moment.

Minutes stretched in the quiet, his heart pounding as the wet diaper pressed against him, heavy and humiliating. Then, the door creaked wider, and her silhouette filled the frame. Camille stepped into the nursery, her curvy frame wrapped in a silky black nightgown, the fabric clinging to her hips and chest, her red hair loose over her shoulders. Her green eyes glinted in the dim light, sharp with hunger and something softer, something maternal.

“I heard you calling for me, baby,” she said, her voice warm honey, low and intimate, vibrating through the small room. “Mommy always comes when you need her.”

His chest tightened at her words, his cock hardening fully under the wet padding. She crossed to the crib, lowering the side bar with a quiet click, and sat on the edge of the mattress, her weight dipping it slightly. Her hand reached for his face, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead, then trailing down to the pacifier, tugging it gently from his lips.

“You made such sweet sounds for me, little one,” she murmured, setting the pacifier aside on the shelf. Her fingers lingered on his cheek, warm and possessive, before sliding down to the front of his onesie, feeling the bulk of the diaper through the fabric. “And you wet for Mommy, didn’t you?”

His face burned, shame flooding him as he nodded, barely able to meet her gaze. The warmth of the diaper sagged between his thighs, a confession he couldn’t hide, and her smile widened, a mix of approval and desire. Her hand pressed harder against the padding, feeling the wetness, and a soft gasp escaped her lips, her thighs shifting together under the nightgown.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, my sweet boy,” she said, her tone firm but tender. She stood, guiding him to sit up, then helped him out of the crib, her hands steady on his trembling frame. The wet diaper crinkled loudly with every move, and she led him to the changing table, patting the padded surface with a quiet command.

He climbed on, lying back, the onesie snaps undone with a quick flick of her fingers. She tugged the fabric up to his chest, exposing the sagging diaper, and peeled the tapes back, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet nursery. His cock sprang free, hard and glistening with precum, and his face flushed deeper as she reached for a wipe, cleaning him with slow, intimate strokes.

Her touch lingered on his erection, a faint tease as she dragged the cool wipe over the tip, making him gasp. “Look at you, baby,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal. “So hard for Mommy, even in the middle of the night.” Her hand wrapped around him briefly, stroking once, twice, before pulling away, leaving him aching.

She powdered him next, the silky coolness spreading over his skin, her fingers brushing his inner thighs, grazing his cock just enough to keep him on edge. A fresh diaper slid under his hips, the crinkle loud as she taped it snug, but she didn’t snap the onesie back yet. Instead, her gaze darkened, her breathing quickening as she stood over him, her nightgown slipping slightly off one shoulder.

“Mommy needs you closer, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice raw with need. She helped him off the table, guiding him back to the crib, but this time, she climbed in with him. The mattress dipped under her weight, the bars framing them both as she straddled his hips, her nightgown riding up to reveal the curve of her thighs, the lace of her panties barely covering her.

His breath caught, his cock throbbing under the fresh diaper as she leaned down, her full breasts pressing against his chest through the thin fabric. Her hands moved to the tapes of the diaper, peeling them back just enough to pull the front aside, exposing him again. His erection stood hard between them, and she smiled, a hungry, possessive smile that sent heat rushing through him.

“You’re so perfect for me, baby,” she murmured, her fingers wrapping around his cock, stroking slow and deliberate. He moaned, hips bucking against her hand, the crib bars rattling faintly as he gripped them for support. Her touch was electric, building the heat low in his belly, but she stopped, pulling her hand away, leaving him gasping.

“Not yet, little one,” she teased, reaching for the pacifier on the shelf. She pressed it to his lips, her voice a quiet command. “Open for Mommy.”

He parted his lips, and the silicone slipped back in, muffling his moans as he sucked instinctively. Her eyes darkened at the sight, her thighs squeezing around his hips, and she shifted, guiding his cock to her entrance, pushing her panties aside. The warmth of her pussy brushed against him, wet and ready, and his eyes widened, a muffled whimper escaping around the pacifier.

“That’s it, baby,” she gasped, lowering herself onto him, taking him deep in one slow thrust. Her heat enveloped him, tight and slick, and he moaned louder, the sound stifled by the pacifier as she began to move, riding him with deliberate rhythm. The crib creaked under them, the bars framing their bodies, a perfect cage for this forbidden act.

Her hands gripped the bars above his head, her breasts bouncing softly under the nightgown as she rocked faster, her breathing ragged now. “Suck that pacifier, sweet boy,” she urged, her voice thick with arousal. “Show Mommy how much you need this.”

He sucked harder, the rhythm matching her thrusts, his hips bucking up to meet her, the diaper crinkling beneath them, still half-pulled aside. Her pussy clenched around him, wet and hot, and he felt her body tense, her thighs trembling as she neared the edge. His own release built fast, his cock throbbing inside her, but he held on, desperate to wait for her permission.

Camille’s head tilted back, a soft moan escaping her lips as she came, her body shuddering above him, her pussy pulsing tight around his cock. “Good boy,” she gasped, the praise hitting him hard, raw and devastating in this moment of vulnerability. Her fingers tightened on the bars, her chest heaving as she rode out the waves, her eyes locked on his through the afterglow.

She didn’t stop moving, though, her hips rocking slower now, building again, her arousal relentless. “Mommy’s not done, baby,” she whispered, her voice a mix of tenderness and hunger. “I need more. And so do you.”

His muffled moans grew louder around the pacifier, his legs trembling as they pressed against the crib bars, the wood cool against his skin. Her movements quickened, her pussy tightening around him again, wet and demanding, and he felt her second orgasm building, her breath hitching with every thrust. His own need burned, his cock aching for release, precum dripping inside her as he fought to hold on.

“Come with me, sweet boy,” she urged, her voice raw now, her thighs squeezing tight around him. “Let go for Mommy. Right now.”

Her permission shattered him. His cock pulsed hard, cum spilling deep inside her, hot and thick, as his body locked up, trembling under her weight. A muffled cry escaped around the pacifier, raw and desperate, the crib creaking louder as his hips bucked against her. Her pussy clenched around him, her second orgasm hitting at the same time, a quiet gasp slipping from her lips as she came again, her body shuddering above him.

They stayed like that for a moment, her weight heavy on him, the crib bars framing their tangled bodies, the diaper crinkled beneath them. His chest heaved, the pacifier still in his mouth, muffling his ragged breaths as the afterglow washed over him. Shame flickered through the haze, a grown man fucked in a crib, diaper pulled aside, pacifier silencing his moans, but her warmth, her presence, made it bearable, even sweet.

Camille leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead, lingering there as she caught her breath. She pulled the pacifier from his mouth gently, setting it aside, and tilted his chin up to meet her gaze. Her cheeks were flushed, her green eyes dark with satisfaction, a trace of her own vulnerability in her expression after coming twice.

“My perfect baby boy,” she murmured, her thumb brushing his wet lips, wiping away a trace of saliva from the pacifier. “You took Mommy so well. I’m so proud of you.”

His chest warmed at her praise, the shame fading under her approval. She shifted off him, adjusting the diaper back over his softening cock, taping it snug with a quiet crinkle. The onesie snaps clicked shut again, and she lay beside him in the crib, the space just wide enough for her to curl against his side, her arm draping over his thin frame.

“Time to rest now, little one,” she whispered, her voice a soothing balm. Her hand moved to his hair, stroking gently, and she guided his head to her chest, the nightgown slipping down to expose one breast. “Come here, baby. Nurse back to sleep for Mommy.”

His breath hitched, but the pull was too strong. He shifted closer, his lips closing around her nipple, the warmth of her skin against his mouth grounding him. A faint sweetness hit his tongue as her milk flowed slowly, and he sucked gently, the rhythm pulling him deeper into little space. Her breathing changed instantly, quickening with arousal even after two releases, and her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him there.

“That’s it, my good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with need. Her thighs pressed together beside him, her body trembling faintly, and he knew she was wet again, aroused by this intimate act. But she didn’t touch herself this time, just held him, rocking slightly in the crib, the bars creaking softly around them.

Her nipple softened in his mouth, the milk slowing, and his eyes grew heavy, exhaustion pulling at him after the intensity of the night. Her hand kept stroking his hair, her warmth surrounding him, the scent of her skin—lavender and her—wrapping around him like a blanket. The crib felt safe, a perfect cage for this moment, and he drifted, her voice a quiet hum above him.

“Sleep, baby,” she whispered, her lips brushing his temple. “Mommy’s got you. Always.”

He slipped into sleep, her breast still against his lips, the diaper crinkling faintly under the blanket, the bars of the crib a silent guard around them. The night deepened, the nursery quiet save for their steady breaths, and he knew, even in dreams, that he was hers completely.

---

Morning light filtered through the pastel curtains, casting a soft glow over the nursery as Aiden stirred in the crib. Camille was already up, her warmth gone from beside him, but the memory of last night lingered—her weight on him, the pacifier muffling his moans, the taste of her milk as he drifted off. The diaper felt snug, still clean from the change in the dark, and the onesie clung to his skin, a constant reminder of his place.

He sat up slowly, the crib bars rattling faintly, and rubbed his dark-circled eyes. The pacifier rested on the shelf nearby, untouched since she’d pulled it from his mouth, and the mobile of clouds spun lazily above. His cock stirred faintly at the thought of her listening, always listening, through the baby monitor still blinking its red light on the shelf.

Camille’s voice called from the kitchen, warm and firm. “Come here, baby. Breakfast is ready.”

His heart picked up speed as he climbed out of the crib, the diaper crinkling with every step, and shuffled down the hallway. She stood by the counter, her red hair pulled back, wearing a simple white blouse and skirt, her curvy frame commanding even in the mundane setting of morning. A plate of cut-up fruit and toast waited on the high chair’s tray, but beside it sat the baby monitor, its light still blinking, a small speaker attached.

She smiled as he approached, her green eyes glinting with intent. “Sit, sweet boy,” she said, patting the high chair. He climbed in, the diaper pressing against the padded seat, and she locked the tray in place with a click, her hand lingering on his thigh through the onesie.

“Mommy recorded something special last night,” she murmured, reaching for the monitor, her fingers brushing a button. “Let’s listen together, baby. I want you to hear how much you needed me.”

His face burned as the speaker crackled to life, his own whimpers filling the kitchen, soft and needy through the static. “Mommy, please,” his voice echoed, muffled by the pacifier, followed by the faint crinkle of the wet diaper, the raw moan as he let go. Her breath hitched beside him, her hand tightening on his thigh, and he knew they were far from done reliving the night.


Chapter 9: The Convention

Camille’s hand lingered on Aiden’s thigh, her fingers pressing lightly through the soft fabric of his pale blue onesie as she leaned over the high chair. “Time to get ready, baby,” she said, her voice a warm command that cut through the morning stillness of the kitchen. The plate of fruit and toast sat half-eaten on the tray, but her focus had shifted, her green eyes sharp with intent.

Aiden’s heart thudded in his thin chest. He sat locked in the high chair, the diaper crinkling beneath him, still clean from the midnight change after their intense moment in the crib. The onesie clung to his skin, the snaps secure over the padding, and the baby monitor on the counter blinked its red light, a silent witness to the sounds of his surrender that had played just moments ago.

“Ready for what, Mommy?” His voice came out small, trembling, as he shifted in the seat. The diaper made a faint crinkle, a constant reminder of his regression.

Her smile curved slowly, a mix of maternal warmth and something hungrier. “Mommy’s got an event today. An ASMR convention. And you’re coming with me, sweet boy.”

His stomach dropped. A convention. Public. The word echoed in his mind, fear clawing at him sharp and cold. He’d been safe in her apartment, in the nursery, hidden behind closed doors. But out there, with people, the thought made his pale face flush hot with shame.

Camille unlocked the tray with a soft click, her hand guiding him out of the high chair. “Don’t be scared, baby. Mommy’s got everything planned. You’ll be perfect for me.” Her tone soothed, but the authority beneath it held him in place.

He stood on shaky legs, the diaper bulk heavy between his thighs, and followed her to the nursery. The pastel walls and scent of baby powder surrounded him as she led him to the changing table, patting the padded surface. “Up, little one. Let’s get you dressed right for the day.”

His chest tightened, but he climbed on, lying back as she unsnapped the onesie with quick, practiced fingers. The diaper tapes ripped open, and she cleaned him briefly, her touch efficient but still sending a shiver through him as her fingers brushed his cock. A fresh diaper slid under him, taped snug, the crinkle loud in the quiet room.

She didn’t reach for another onesie, though. Instead, she pulled out a pair of loose jeans and a plain gray hoodie from a drawer—his old clothes, a stark contrast to the nursery’s softness. His breath hitched as she dressed him, the normalcy of the outfit jarring against the diaper beneath. The padding pressed against the denim, a hidden secret, and his face burned at the thought of it being there in public.

Camille’s hands lingered on his hips, adjusting the jeans, her gaze catching the faint bulge of the diaper. “No one will know, baby,” she murmured, her voice low and reassuring. “Just you and Mommy. Our little secret.”

His cock twitched at her words, the shame mixing with a strange thrill. He wanted to protest, to beg to stay hidden in the nursery, but her eyes held him, her control absolute. She reached into a small bag on the shelf, pulling out something that made his stomach twist—a tiny vibrating egg, sleek and black, attached to a thin wire.

“Mommy wants you to feel me, even in a crowd,” she said, her tone thick with intent. She tugged the waistband of the diaper down just enough, her fingers slipping the egg inside, nestling it against his cock through the padding. The cool surface made him gasp, and she secured it with a small piece of tape, ensuring it stayed in place before pulling the diaper back up.

His breath came faster, panic and arousal warring inside him. “What… what if it—” He couldn’t finish, his face burning hotter.

She smiled, pulling her phone from her pocket and tapping the screen. A faint buzz started, the egg vibrating against him, sending a jolt through his core. His hips twitched, a soft moan slipping out before he could stop it, and his cock hardened instantly under the diaper.

“Mommy controls it, baby,” she said, turning it off just as quickly, leaving him aching. “You’ll feel me when I want you to. And you’ll be good, won’t you?”

He nodded, barely, his mind reeling. The diaper crinkled as she helped him off the table, the egg a silent threat nestled inside, and she dressed herself next, slipping into a fitted black dress that hugged her curvy frame, her red hair cascading over her shoulders. She looked commanding, professional, a stark contrast to the secret they carried.

The drive to the convention center was a blur. Aiden sat in the passenger seat, the diaper hidden under his jeans, the egg a constant awareness against his cock. Camille’s hand rested on his knee, possessive even in silence, and the city passed by outside, a world he no longer felt part of. His heart pounded as they parked, the massive building looming ahead, voices and footsteps echoing from the entrance.

“Stay close, sweet boy,” she murmured as they walked in, her arm looping through his, guiding him through the crowded lobby. Booths lined the halls, people milling about with headphones and microphones, the air buzzing with chatter about ASMR and sound design. His face burned under the fluorescent lights, sweat beading on his forehead, the diaper crinkling faintly with every step. He prayed no one heard it over the noise.

Camille led him to a large auditorium, her panel scheduled soon. She sat him in the front row, her hand squeezing his thigh before she left for the stage. “Be good, baby,” she whispered, her voice a quiet command, and then she was gone, stepping up to join other creators at a long table, a microphone in front of her.

Aiden’s hands gripped the armrests, his breath shallow. The auditorium filled, dozens of people taking seats around him, oblivious to the diaper under his jeans, to the egg nestled inside. His eyes stayed on Camille, her confident posture, her red hair catching the stage lights as she smiled at the crowd. She was in her element, powerful, untouchable, and he felt smaller, more exposed, just watching her.

The panel began, her voice pouring through the speakers, smooth and intimate, the same tone that had unraveled him night after night through earbuds. “Hello, everyone,” she purred, and his cock twitched, the diaper pressing tighter against him. “I’m thrilled to share some new content ideas today. Stories of care, of surrender, that resonate deeply.”

Her words felt personal, cutting straight to him, and his face burned as he shifted in his seat, the crinkle faint but deafening in his mind. Then, without warning, the egg buzzed to life, a low hum against his cock, sending a shock through his body. He bit his lip hard, stifling a gasp, his hands tightening on the armrests.

Camille’s eyes flicked to him briefly, a knowing glint there, her phone hidden in her lap as she tapped the screen. The vibration intensified for a moment, making his hips twitch, his cock hardening fully under the diaper. Sweat trickled down his neck, the convention lights hot on his skin, and he fought to stay still, to not draw attention.

She kept speaking, her voice a caress through the speakers. “Sometimes, the deepest relaxation comes from letting go completely. From trusting someone to take control.” The egg pulsed in rhythm with her words, a slow throb that built heat low in his belly, and he clenched his jaw, a soft whimper threatening to escape.

The crowd applauded at something she said, the noise loud around him, and the vibration spiked suddenly, a sharp buzz that made his cock throb painfully. His breath hitched, his body trembling, and he felt the edge approaching, the urge to come right there in the auditorium, surrounded by strangers. His face burned with shame, his hands gripping the seat so hard his knuckles turned white.

Camille’s gaze found him again, her smile subtle but triumphant, and the vibration stopped just as he teetered on the brink. His chest heaved, relief and frustration crashing over him, his cock aching under the diaper, precum soaking into the padding. She’d edged him, controlled him, right in front of everyone, and no one knew but them.

The panel dragged on, her voice a constant tease, and he sat there, trembling, the diaper a heavy secret, the egg a silent threat. When it finally ended, the crowd dispersed, and Camille stepped off the stage, her walk deliberate as she approached him. Her hand found his shoulder, squeezing possessively. “Come with me, baby. Mommy needs a moment alone with you.”

His legs felt weak as he stood, the diaper crinkling faintly, and she led him through a side door to a backstage area, then into a small, private bathroom. The door locked with a click, the space tight and quiet, the hum of the convention muffled beyond the walls. His heart raced as she turned to him, her green eyes dark with hunger.

“Lift your shirt, sweet boy,” she commanded, her voice low, and he obeyed instantly, tugging the hoodie up to reveal the waistband of his jeans. She unbuttoned them with quick fingers, pulling them down just enough to expose the diaper, the faint bulge of the egg visible through the padding.

Her hand pressed against it, feeling the warmth of his arousal, and a soft gasp escaped her lips. “Look at you, baby. So hard for Mommy, even in public.” Her fingers slipped under the tapes, peeling them back, and the egg came free, slick with his precum. She set it aside on the counter, then cleaned him with a wipe from her bag, her touch slow, teasing, making his cock twitch under her hand.

“You did so well, staying quiet up there,” she murmured, her fingers wrapping around him briefly, stroking once, twice, before pulling away. His hips bucked, a moan slipping out, but she pressed a hand to his chest, holding him still. “Not yet, little one. Mommy decides.”

His face burned, denial aching through him, and she taped a fresh diaper snug around his hips, the crinkle loud in the small bathroom. Her breathing had quickened, her cheeks flushed, and he saw the heat in her eyes, the way her thighs pressed together under her dress. She was wet, aroused by his struggle, by controlling him in such a public space.

Footsteps echoed outside, other creators passing by, their voices muffled through the door. Aiden’s heart pounded, the risk of being caught sharpening every sensation, and Camille’s smile widened, a flicker of thrill in her expression. “They’re all out there, baby,” she whispered, her hand resting on the front of the diaper, possessive. “And none of them know you’re Mommy’s sweet boy, do they?”

He shook his head, barely, his cock throbbing under her touch. The door rattled as someone tried the handle, then moved on, and her fingers curled inward through the padding, teasing him further. “We’re not done yet,” she said, adjusting his jeans back up, hiding the diaper once more. “Mommy’s got friends to introduce you to.”

His stomach twisted as she led him out of the bathroom, her arm looping through his, guiding him back into the convention chaos. The crowd buzzed around them, and she steered him toward a small group of creators near a booth, their faces familiar from online videos he’d seen. They smiled at Camille, warm and professional, and she pulled him closer, her grip firm.

“Everyone, this is Aiden, my partner,” she said, her voice smooth, casual, but the word ‘partner’ carried a weight that made his face burn. The group nodded, exchanging pleasantries, but one woman, a tall brunette with a knowing smirk, leaned in slightly, her eyes flicking to him with curiosity.

She winked at Camille, her voice low but clear. “He’s the baby from the recordings, isn’t he?”

Aiden’s blood ran cold. His breath stopped, his face flushing so hot he thought he’d faint. The diaper crinkled faintly as he shifted, the sound deafening in his mind, though no one else seemed to notice. Camille’s hand tightened on his arm, grounding him, and she laughed softly, a sound that masked the tension.

“Oh, you caught that, did you?” she teased, her tone light, but her gaze on the woman was sharp, protective. “He’s my inspiration, let’s just say that.”

The group chuckled, moving on to other topics, but Aiden’s heart didn’t slow. He felt exposed, raw, even if it was just a guess, just a wink. Camille’s hand slid to his lower back, a quiet claim, and she leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. “Don’t worry, baby. Mommy’s got you. No one really knows but us.”

Her words soothed, but the shame lingered, mixing with the heat of her touch. They stayed with the group for a few more minutes, her presence a shield around him, before she excused them, leading him away toward a quieter corner of the convention hall. His legs trembled, the diaper a constant bulk under his jeans, his cock still half-hard from the edging in the bathroom.

She stopped near a secluded bench, sitting him down, her hand resting on his knee. “You’re doing so well, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice low, intimate, even in this public space. “Mommy’s so proud of how you handled that. Almost outed, and you stayed so quiet for me.”

His chest warmed at her praise, even as his face burned. He nodded, barely, his eyes on the floor, the diaper crinkling faintly as he shifted. Her hand squeezed his knee, possessive, and he felt her arousal in the way her breathing changed, the subtle flush on her cheeks.

The convention dragged on, hours of her networking, of him trailing behind, the diaper a secret weight, the egg now gone but its memory lingering in every twitch of his cock. By the time they left, the sun was setting, the drive back to her apartment a quiet relief. His body ached, exhaustion and unfulfilled need mixing in his thin frame, and she guided him inside, her touch gentle but firm.

Back in the nursery, she undressed him, peeling off the jeans and hoodie, leaving him in just the diaper. She sat him on the changing table, her hands undoing the tapes, cleaning him with slow care, her fingers teasing his cock just enough to make him gasp. “Not yet, baby,” she whispered, taping a fresh diaper snug around him, denying him once more.

She dressed him in a soft onesie, pale green this time, the snaps clicking shut over the padding, and led him to the crib, lifting the bar as he climbed in. The blanket draped over him, soft and heavy, and she pressed the pacifier to his lips, her voice a quiet command. “Open, little one.”

He parted his lips, sucking gently on the silicone, the rhythm pulling him deeper into little space. Camille stood over the crib, her gaze warm but hungry, her hand brushing his cheek. “Rest now, my sweet boy,” she said, her tone thick with promise. “Because in the hotel tonight, after the convention’s done, Mommy’s got plans. Next year, I want you in your onesie. On stage.”

His heart stopped at her words, a new wave of fear and anticipation crashing over him. On stage. In a onesie. The thought was terrifying, humiliating, but her smile, her control, made it something he couldn’t refuse. Not now. Not ever.

She turned off the dim lamp, casting the nursery into shadows, the mobile spinning slowly above. The pacifier muffled his shallow breaths, the diaper crinkling faintly under the blanket, and he knew, as he drifted toward sleep, that every step with her pulled him deeper. Deeper into her world, her authority, her love. And he didn’t want it to stop.


Chapter 10: Punishment Recording

“Up, baby. Time for a very special lesson.” Camille’s voice sliced through the quiet of the nursery, firm and laced with a dark promise that made Aiden’s stomach twist.

He blinked against the soft shadows, still curled under the pale blue blanket in the crib, the bars framing his small world. The pale green onesie hugged his thin frame, the snaps secure over the fresh diaper she’d taped on last night after the convention. The pacifier rested in his mouth, the silicone smooth against his tongue, muffling his shallow breaths as he sucked gently. His dark-circled eyes widened, heart picking up speed as he registered her tone—something colder, sharper than the warmth of last night’s care.

Camille stood over the crib, her curvy frame wrapped in a sleek black blouse and pencil skirt, her red hair pulled back tight, accentuating the hard edge in her green eyes. She lowered the side bar with a quiet click, her movements precise, controlled. “You’ve been such a good boy, Aiden. But Mommy found something this morning that broke her heart.”

His chest tightened, confusion and dread mixing as he sat up slowly, the diaper crinkling beneath him. The pacifier slipped from his lips, dangling as he mumbled, “What, Mommy?” His voice was small, trembling, already shrinking under her gaze.

She reached into her skirt pocket, pulling out her phone, and turned the screen to him. A chat log glowed in the dim light, his username—BabyA—next to a message he barely remembered sending. A desperate, late-night note to an old online Mommy, someone from before Camille, typed in a moment of weakness weeks ago. “Miss you,” it read, simple but damning.

His face burned hot, shame flooding him so fast he felt dizzy. He’d forgotten about it, buried it under the whirlwind of moving in with Camille, of surrendering to her completely. But she’d found it. She knew.

“You thought you could hide this from Mommy?” Her voice was quiet, but it cut like a blade, each word heavy with cold fury. She stepped closer, her hand gripping the crib bar, knuckles white. “You want to message other Mommies? Let’s let them hear what you sound like when you’re punished.”

His breath stopped. Punished. The word hung in the air, heavy with threat, and his cock twitched under the diaper despite the fear clawing at his chest. He shook his head, barely, words tripping over themselves. “I—I didn’t mean it, Mommy. It was before… before this. I swear.”

Her eyes narrowed, unyielding, but a faint flush crept up her cheeks, a sign of something else beneath the anger—arousal at his desperation, at the chance to reclaim him. “Swearing doesn’t fix betrayal, baby. Mommy needs to make sure you remember who you belong to. And I’m going to record every second of it.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. Record. The baby monitor on the shelf blinked its red light, a silent witness, but this was different. This was deliberate, public in a way that terrified him. He wanted to beg, to plead for forgiveness, but her gaze pinned him in place, her authority a weight he couldn’t shake.

She reached for his arm, pulling him out of the crib with a firm grip. The diaper crinkled loudly as he stumbled to his feet, the onesie soft against his skin, and she led him out of the nursery, down the hallway to her ASMR studio corner in the living room. The small desk waited, the microphone gleaming under a soft light, headphones draped over the chair, and a recording device sat ready, the red light off but poised to activate.

“Stand here, sweet boy,” she commanded, positioning him in front of the mic, close enough that every sound would be captured. Her hands moved to his onesie, unsnapping the crotch with quick, precise clicks, and tugged the diaper tapes open, letting the padding fall to his ankles. His cock sprang free, already half-hard from the mix of fear and her control, and his face burned as she stepped back, assessing him with a hungry, punishing stare.

She reached into a drawer, pulling out a pair of studio headphone cables, thick and black, and his breath hitched as she looped them around his wrists, binding them together in front of him. The cables bit into his skin, tight but not painful, and she secured them with a knot, her fingers brushing his trembling hands. “No hiding, baby. Mommy wants every whimper, every cry, on tape.”

His knees went weak, shame and arousal warring inside him. The cool air hit his bare bottom, his cock exposed in the quiet studio, and the red recording light blinked on as she pressed a button on the device. A faint hum filled the space, the mic live, capturing the silence before the storm.

“Testing,” Camille purred into the mic, her voice smooth, intimate, the same tone that had broken him night after night. “This is a special session for my darlings. A lesson in loyalty. My sweet boy forgot who his Mommy is, and now he’s going to learn. Listen close.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, his cock twitching harder, precum beading at the tip. The shame of being recorded, of his vulnerability becoming content, burned hot in his chest, but her presence, her control, made it impossible to resist. He stood there, wrists bound, bottom bare, waiting for her next move.

Camille stepped behind him, her hand resting on his lower back, warm through the onesie fabric still bunched at his waist. “Bend over, baby,” she instructed, her voice a quiet command in his ear, though the mic caught every word. He hesitated, trembling, but her hand pressed firmer, guiding him to lean forward, his bound wrists resting on the desk, his bare bottom exposed to her.

The first spank landed without warning, her palm sharp against his skin, the sound a loud crack in the quiet studio. He gasped, the sting blooming hot across his flesh, and the mic picked it up, amplifying his reaction for anyone who’d listen. His cock throbbed against the desk edge, traitorously eager, and tears pricked at his eyes from the mix of pain and humiliation.

“Count for Mommy,” she said, her tone cold but thick with arousal, her breathing quickening as she felt his body tense under her hand.

“One,” he whimpered, his voice shaky, raw, echoing through the mic. The second spank came harder, the sting sharper, spreading heat across his skin. “Two.”

Each strike burned more, her hand relentless, controlled, the rhythm deliberate as she marked him. He counted to five, tears slipping down his pale cheeks, his cock pressing harder against the desk, the friction building with every spank. The mic caught every gasp, every shaky number, and Camille’s soft hum of approval followed, her own arousal clear in the way her thighs pressed together behind him.

“Such a good boy, taking your punishment,” she murmured, her hand pausing to rub his red, stinging skin, soothing the ache with slow circles. The mic picked up the subtle shift in her tone, the hunger beneath her words, and her fingers dipped lower, brushing the base of his cock, making him moan softly. “But we’re not done, baby. Mommy needs to make sure you never forget.”

His breath hitched as she reached into the drawer again, pulling out a small black plug, sleek and cold, its surface glinting under the studio light. His eyes widened, fear spiking through him, but his cock throbbed harder, the shame of being recorded only fueling his arousal. She held it up, letting him see, letting the mic capture the faint clink as she set it on the desk momentarily.

“Relax for Mommy,” she whispered, her voice a caress now, though the mic still caught it, making it public. She squeezed a dollop of lube onto her fingers, the wet sound amplified in the quiet, and spread it over the plug, then over him, her touch cool and slick as she circled his tight entrance. He tensed, a whimper escaping, but her other hand rubbed his lower back, grounding him.

The plug pressed against him, slow and unyielding, stretching him as she pushed it in. He gasped, the intrusion sharp but bearable, the cold surface warming inside him as it settled. His cock pulsed, precum dripping onto the desk, and the mic caught his ragged breaths, his muffled moan as she adjusted it, ensuring it stayed in place.

“There we go, baby,” she said, her voice thick with satisfaction, her hand patting his stinging bottom lightly. “Feel that? That’s Mommy claiming you. Every inch of you is mine.”

His face burned, tears falling faster now, but his cock ached, trapped against the desk, desperate for more. Camille stepped to the side, reaching for a small vibrator from the drawer, its sleek shape buzzing to life with a faint hum as she turned it on. His heart raced, anticipation and dread mixing as she pressed it against the front of his cock, the vibration sending a shock through him.

“Listen to this, darlings,” she purred into the mic, her voice a performance now, intimate and cruel. “This is what happens to naughty boys who forget who their Mommy is. They get punished, claimed, and edged until they beg.”

The vibrator moved slow, teasing the tip of his cock, the buzz building heat low in his belly. He moaned, the sound raw through the mic, his hips twitching against the desk, the plug shifting inside him with every move. Her hand held him steady, controlling the pace, and her breathing quickened, her thighs squeezing together, wet with arousal at his torment.

“Please, Mommy,” he gasped, his voice breaking, the words captured for anyone to hear. “I’m sorry. I’m yours. Only yours.”

Her smile was audible in her hum, a sound of dark pleasure as she pressed the vibrator harder, circling the sensitive head. “That’s right, baby. Beg for Mommy. Let them hear how much you need me.”

His body trembled, the edge so close, his cock throbbing under the relentless buzz, the plug a constant pressure inside him. Tears soaked his cheeks, shame and need crashing over him, and he begged again, his voice raw, desperate. “Please, Mommy. I’ll be good. I promise.”

Camille’s breath hitched, her own arousal peaking as she watched him break under her control. Her free hand slipped between her thighs, under her skirt, and he heard the faint wet sound as she touched herself, her gasps soft but clear through the mic. Her body tensed, a quiet moan escaping as she came, her fingers tightening on the vibrator, pushing him closer but not over.

“Good boy,” she gasped, the praise devastating in this raw moment, her voice thick with afterglow. “Such a good boy, begging for Mommy. You’ve earned a little mercy.”

She turned the vibrator off, leaving him aching, trembling on the edge, his cock dripping precum onto the desk. His chest heaved, denial burning through him, but her hand rubbed his back, soothing even as she denied him release. She pulled the plug out slowly, the wet pop loud in the quiet studio, captured by the mic, and his moan followed, raw and humiliated.

Camille unbound his wrists, the headphone cables falling away, and helped him stand, his legs weak, his bottom still stinging from the spanking. His cock stood hard, exposed, and she wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slow, deliberate, building the heat again. “One more chance, baby,” she murmured, her voice a mix of tenderness and control, the mic still recording. “Come for Mommy. Show them who you belong to.”

Her permission shattered him. His cock pulsed hard in her hand, cum spilling hot and thick, splattering onto the desk as his body locked up, trembling under her touch. A raw cry escaped, loud through the mic, his hips bucking as the release crashed over him, tears falling faster now, mixing shame with relief. The aftermath left him shaky, spent, his cum pooling on the desk, a visible confession of his surrender.

She held him through it, her hand slowing, milking every drop, her breathing still quick from her own release. “That’s my boy,” she whispered, the praise sinking deep, her thumb brushing the sensitive tip, making him whimper. “So perfect for Mommy. Everyone will hear how much you’re mine.”

His face burned, the reality of the recording hitting him hard now, the red light still glowing on the device. She turned it off with a click, the hum fading, but the weight of what they’d done lingered. She cleaned him with a wipe from her bag, her touch gentle now, and taped a fresh diaper snug around his hips, the crinkle a quiet reminder of his place.

Camille pulled the onesie snaps shut, dressing him fully, and guided him to the couch outside the studio, sitting him in her lap. His head rested against her chest, the warmth of her blouse grounding him, and she stroked his hair, her touch softer now, maternal. “You took that so well, baby,” she murmured, her voice vibrating through her body into his. “Mommy needed to do that. Needed to claim you again.”

He nodded, barely, tears drying on his cheeks, his bottom still stinging, his cock soft but aching from the intensity. The shame of the recording burned, but her warmth, her approval, made it bearable. He pressed closer, needing her, needing the safety of her lap after the punishment.

She tilted his chin up, her green eyes softer now, though the hunger lingered. “I’ve edited it already, sweet boy. Anonymous, of course. No names, no faces. But it’s going up tonight. Everyone will hear how much you need your Mommy.”

His stomach twisted, a fresh wave of shame mixing with a strange thrill at her words. Everyone. He couldn’t stop it, couldn’t hide from it, but her hand in his hair, her voice wrapping around him, made it something he could accept. For her.

Camille kissed his forehead, her lips lingering there, warm and possessive. “Rest now, baby. Because in a week, that recording will hit fifty thousand listens. And you’ll hear yourself everywhere.”

His breath caught, the thought a sharp hook sinking deep, pulling him into a future he couldn’t escape. Fifty thousand. Everywhere. The weight of it pressed down, but her arms held him tight, her scent—lavender and her—surrounding him, and he knew, even as fear lingered, that he was hers. Completely. And there was no turning back.


Chapter 11: Complete

Camille’s voice hummed softly through the apartment, a gentle melody that pulled Aiden from the haze of his thoughts. “Time to wake up, my sweet boy.” Her tone was warm, but it carried an undercurrent of purpose that made his heart skip.

He stirred on the couch, still nestled in her lap from the aftermath of the punishment recording. The pale green onesie clung to his thin frame, the snaps secure over the fresh diaper she’d taped on after cleaning him. His wrists bore faint marks from the headphone cables she’d used to bind him, and his bottom still tingled with the lingering sting of her spanks. His dark-circled eyes blinked open, meeting her sharp green gaze, and a flush crept up his pale cheeks.

She smiled down at him, her red hair loose now, framing her face as her curvy frame shifted beneath him. “We’ve had a heavy morning, baby. But Mommy wants to show you how life with me really is. Our daily routine, just you and me.”

His chest tightened at her words. Routine. The idea of a shared life, of sinking deeper into her world, both thrilled and unnerved him. He nodded, barely, the diaper crinkling faintly as he adjusted in her lap.

Camille guided him to sit up, her hands firm but tender on his shoulders. “Let’s start with something special, little one.” She stood, pulling him to his feet, and led him back to the nursery, the pastel walls and scent of baby powder wrapping around him like a familiar embrace.

The crib stood against one wall, its bars a comforting cage, while the changing table waited nearby, stocked with diapers and wipes. She didn’t head there, though. Instead, she moved to the rocking chair in the corner, settling into it with a grace that made his breath catch. Her fingers patted her lap, a silent command.

Aiden hesitated, shame flickering through him at how quickly he wanted to obey. But her gaze held him, green and unyielding, and he shuffled forward, the diaper crinkling with each step. He lowered himself into her lap, his head resting against her chest, the warmth of her blouse seeping into his skin.

“There’s my good boy,” she murmured, her fingers threading through his hair, stroking gently. Her other hand reached for her phone on the small table beside the chair, tapping a button. A soft hum started, the sound of her ASMR recording setup coming to life in the living room studio, connected through a speaker in the nursery.

His stomach twisted. Recording again. After the punishment session, the thought made his face burn, but her touch kept him grounded, her voice a soothing anchor. “Mommy’s making content for her listeners, baby. And I want you close while I do it. I want them to hear how much you need me.”

He swallowed hard, his cock twitching under the diaper at her words. The idea of being part of her audio, even indirectly, sent a shiver through him. He pressed closer to her chest, seeking comfort in her warmth, and she chuckled softly, her hand tightening in his hair.

Camille adjusted him in her lap, guiding his head lower until it rested against the curve of her breast. She unbuttoned her blouse with slow, deliberate movements, the fabric parting to reveal the softness beneath. Her nipple peeked out, already hardening in the cool air, and his breath hitched as she cupped her breast, her thumb brushing over it.

“Come here, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice a quiet command that vibrated through her body into his. She pressed his face closer, and his lips parted instinctively, closing around her nipple. The warmth of her skin flooded his mouth, a faint sweetness hitting his tongue as her milk flowed slowly.

A soft moan escaped her, her breathing changing instantly, quickening with arousal. Her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him there, and the taste of her, the intimacy of nursing, pulled him deeper into little space. He sucked harder, the rhythm grounding him, and her body trembled beneath him, her thighs squeezing together under his diapered hips.

“That’s it, baby,” she gasped, her voice thick with need, echoing through the nursery and into the recording device. “Take what Mommy gives you. Let them hear how safe you feel with me.”

Her words made his cock throb under the diaper, pressing against her thigh through the onesie. The mic in the other room caught the faint wet sounds of his suckling, the subtle gasps from her lips, and his face burned with shame at being so exposed, even if anonymously. But her hand in his hair, her warmth surrounding him, made it bearable—made it something he craved.

Camille’s other hand slipped between her thighs, under her skirt, and he felt her movements, subtle but unmistakable. Her breathing grew ragged, her body tensing beneath him, and a quiet moan slipped out as she came, her fingers tightening painfully in his hair for a moment before relaxing. The warmth of her release, the way she held him through it, made his own need burn hotter, his cock aching against the padding.

She didn’t pull him away, though, letting him nurse even after her orgasm. Her voice dropped to a whisper, still carrying through the recording. “My darlings, can you hear that? That’s the sound of pure trust. My sweet boy, needing Mommy so much, letting go completely.”

His tears pricked at his eyes, the intimacy and exposure mixing into a raw ache in his chest. He sucked softer now, the milk slowing, but the comfort of her nipple kept him tethered, small and safe in her lap. The recording light blinked in his mind, a silent witness to this moment, and Camille’s hand stroked his hair again, soothing him through the vulnerability.

After a few more minutes, she turned off the recording with a tap on her phone, the hum fading into silence. She guided his head back, her nipple slipping from his lips with a faint wet sound, and tilted his chin up to meet her gaze. Her cheeks were flushed, her green eyes dark with satisfaction, a trace of her arousal still lingering in her expression.

“You were perfect, baby,” she murmured, wiping a tear from his cheek with her thumb. “They’ll love hearing you. This will be my most popular track yet.”

His face burned hotter, but her praise warmed his chest, easing the shame. She stood, helping him off her lap, and led him to the changing table, patting the padded surface. “Let’s check you, little one. Mommy needs to make sure you’re all snug.”

He climbed up, the diaper crinkling as he lay back, and she unsnapped the onesie with quick fingers, peeling the tapes of the diaper open. His cock was hard, straining against the padding, and her eyes flicked to it, a flicker of heat in her gaze as she cleaned him briefly with a wipe. Her touch lingered just enough to make him gasp, but she didn’t give more, taping a fresh diaper snug around his hips.

“All clean for now,” she said, snapping the onesie back in place, her hand patting the front with a possessive smile. She helped him down, guiding him out of the nursery and into the bathroom, where a small tub waited, already filled with warm water and bubbles, the scent of lavender filling the air.

“Time for a bath, baby,” she said, her tone soft but firm. She undressed him fully, peeling off the onesie and diaper, leaving him bare under her gaze. His face flushed as she helped him into the tub, the warm water enveloping his thin frame, the bubbles tickling his skin.

Camille knelt beside the tub, a soft cloth in her hand, and began washing him with slow, deliberate movements. The cloth dragged over his shoulders, down his chest, the warmth soothing even as her touch sent shivers through him. Her fingers lingered on his skin, tracing the lines of his body, and his cock hardened again under the water, the bubbles hiding it but not his reaction.

“Look at you, my sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with warmth. “So small and perfect for Mommy. I love taking care of you like this.”

Her words hit him deep, pulling him further into that little space where shame faded under her care. She washed between his legs, her touch gentle but teasing, brushing his cock just enough to make him moan softly. But she didn’t linger there, moving on to his legs, his feet, her hands claiming every inch of him with maternal control.

After the bath, she wrapped him in a soft towel, drying him with the same slow care, her hands possessive as they moved over his body. His cock stayed hard, aching now, and she noticed, a small smile curving her lips as she led him back to the nursery. A fresh diaper waited on the changing table, and she taped it snug around his hips in a quick, practiced motion, followed by a clean onesie, pale blue again, the snaps clicking shut.

“Let’s go somewhere, baby,” she said, her tone shifting to something lighter, though the authority remained. “Mommy wants to show you off, just a little. A quiet trip to the park.”

His heart stopped. The park. Public again, after the convention, after the recording. Fear clawed at him, sharp and cold, but her gaze held him, unyielding, and he nodded, barely, unable to refuse her. She dressed him over the onesie with loose jeans and a hoodie, hiding the diaper beneath, though the bulk felt obvious to him with every step.

Camille pulled out a stroller from a closet, a sleek design that looked more like a wheelchair from a distance, discreet but still infantilizing in its purpose. His face burned as she guided him into it, securing a small strap around his waist, the padding of the seat pressing against the diaper. “Just relax, sweet boy,” she murmured, kissing his forehead before pushing the stroller out the door.

The park was quiet, a small green space not far from her apartment, the air cool with the faint rustle of leaves and distant chatter of other visitors. Aiden’s hands gripped the armrests, his heart racing under the hoodie, the diaper crinkling faintly with every bump of the stroller. He felt exposed, even if no one could see the truth beneath his clothes, even if the stroller looked innocuous from afar.

Camille pushed him along a winding path, her pace slow, deliberate, her voice a soft hum beside him. “Look at the trees, baby. So pretty, just like you.” Her words were quiet, meant only for him, but they deepened his regression, making him feel smaller, more dependent on her care.

They stopped near a secluded bench, the park sounds fading into a gentle background—birds chirping, leaves rustling, the distant laugh of someone far off. She sat beside the stroller, her hand resting on his knee through the jeans, grounding him. “You’re doing so well, little one,” she said, her tone warm with pride. “Out here with Mommy, letting me take care of you.”

His chest warmed at her praise, even as a familiar pressure built low in his belly. He shifted in the stroller, the diaper crinkling louder, and his face burned as he realized what was happening. He couldn’t hold it, not with her beside him, not with the regression pulling him under. The warmth spread through the padding, slow and hot, soaking it as his cock twitched against the wet bulk.

Camille felt the subtle shift in his body, her hand tightening on his knee. A soft gasp escaped her lips, her eyes darkening with satisfaction. “There it is, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with arousal. “That’s what diapers are for. Let go for Mommy.”

His face burned hotter, tears pricking at his eyes, but her hand stayed there, possessive, reassuring. She stood, pushing the stroller back toward the parking lot, her pace calm but purposeful. “Let’s get you changed, sweet boy,” she said, her tone a mix of care and hunger.

In the back of her car, away from prying eyes with the windows tinted, she laid a small changing mat on the seat. She helped him out of the stroller, guiding him to lie back, and tugged his jeans down just enough to expose the wet diaper. His cock was half-hard, pressing against the soaked padding, and her fingers lingered as she peeled the tapes open, cleaning him with wipes from her bag.

Her touch was slow, intimate, teasing his erection just enough to make him gasp, but she didn’t give more. “Not yet, baby,” she murmured, powdering him with a silky coolness before taping a fresh diaper snug around his hips. She adjusted his jeans back up, hiding the secret once more, and helped him into the stroller, her hand brushing his cheek.

Back at the apartment, the day slipped into evening, the light fading through the windows as she led him to the nursery once more. She settled into the rocking chair, pulling him into her lap, a children’s book in her hand, its cover bright with cartoon animals. “Time for a story, little one,” she said, her voice a soothing caress.

She read to him, her tone warm and rhythmic, the words washing over him as his head rested against her chest. The nursery surrounded them, the crib and changing table silent witnesses, and the scent of lavender lingered in the air, grounding him in her world. His cock stirred faintly under the diaper, the intimacy of her voice pulling at him, but the moment was softer, quieter, a gentle regression after the day’s intensity.

As she finished the story, her hand moved to his hair, stroking gently, and she shifted him in her lap, guiding him to face her. “Mommy wants you closer, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with a new kind of need. She unbuttoned her blouse again, revealing her breasts, and his breath caught as she pulled him to her, but this time it was different.

She lay back in the chair, adjusting so he was on top of her, face to face, his diapered hips between her thighs. Her skirt rode up, exposing the lace of her panties, and she tugged the crotch of his onesie open, the snaps clicking as she pulled the front of the diaper aside just enough. His cock sprang free, hard and aching, and her eyes darkened, her hands guiding him closer.

“Make love to Mommy, sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice raw with emotion, pulling her panties aside to reveal her wet pussy. She guided him inside her, slow and deep, the heat enveloping him as he thrust gently, her thighs wrapping around his diapered hips. Her hands cupped his face, holding his gaze, and tears pricked at her eyes, mirroring the ones in his own.

“My baby, my baby,” she whispered, her voice breaking as they moved together, slow and intimate, the rocking chair creaking beneath them. His cock throbbed inside her, the connection raw and overwhelming, and tears slipped down his cheeks, landing on hers as they mixed in the quiet nursery. The shame of the diaper, of his regression, faded under the weight of her gaze, her need, her love.

Her body tensed beneath him, her pussy clenching tight around his cock as she came with a soft gasp, her tears falling faster now, her hands trembling on his face. “Good boy,” she breathed, the praise devastating in this tender moment, and it pushed him over the edge. His cock pulsed hard, cum spilling deep inside her, hot and thick, as his body trembled, a quiet moan escaping his lips.

They stayed like that, tangled in the chair, his diaper crinkling faintly beneath them, tears drying on both their cheeks. Her arms wrapped around him, holding him close, and the nursery felt like a sanctuary, a place where every vulnerability was safe. His chest heaved, the afterglow mixing with a raw ache of connection, and she kissed his forehead, her lips lingering there.

Camille shifted, sitting up slowly, still holding him in her lap, and reached for her phone on the table. She tapped the screen, pulling up a dashboard of numbers, her income from ASMR content glowing in the dim light. “Look at this, baby,” she said, her voice steady now, though the emotion lingered. “The MDLB content featuring us—it’s my top earner. We built this together.”

His breath caught, the reality of their shared world sinking deeper, a hook that pulled him into a future he couldn’t escape. But with her arms around him, her warmth surrounding him, he didn’t want to escape. Not now. Not ever.


Chapter 12: The Collar

Camille’s hand brushed against Aiden’s cheek, a soft touch that pulled him from the lingering haze of their intimate moment in the rocking chair. “Come with me, baby,” she said, her voice a warm command laced with something new, something electric. Her green eyes gleamed with intent as she stood, guiding him up from her lap.

Aiden’s thin frame trembled slightly, still wrapped in the pale blue onesie, the snaps secure over the fresh diaper she’d taped on after their park trip and car change. The nursery surrounded them, the pastel walls and scent of baby powder grounding him in this space she’d built for his regression. His dark-circled eyes flicked to hers, uncertainty mixing with a deep, aching need to obey.

She led him out of the nursery, her curvy frame moving with deliberate grace, her red hair catching the dim evening light filtering through the apartment windows. They stopped in her ASMR studio corner, the small desk and microphone a familiar sight, but something new sat beside it—a sleek black collar, thin and unobtrusive, with a tiny speaker embedded in the leather. His stomach twisted at the sight, anticipation and nerves warring inside him.

“Mommy’s been working on this for you, sweet boy,” Camille said, picking up the collar, her fingers tracing the smooth surface. Her voice dropped low, intimate, as she stepped closer, her warmth pressing against him. “I’ve recorded something special in here. Something to keep me with you, always.”

His breath hitched. The diaper crinkled faintly as he shifted, his cock stirring under the padding at her words. He wanted to ask what it was, what she meant, but her gaze held him silent, her authority a weight he couldn’t shake.

She lifted the collar, unbuckling it with a soft click, and wrapped it around his neck. The leather felt cool against his skin, snug but not tight, settling just above the collar of his onesie. Her fingers lingered at the back, securing it, and the faint weight of the speaker pressed against his throat, a constant reminder of her presence.

“There,” she murmured, stepping back to admire him, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “Now you can hear Mommy even when I’m not holding you. You’ll never be alone again.”

Her words hit him hard, a raw ache blooming in his chest. Never alone. The idea of her voice always with him, embedded in this collar, was both comforting and overwhelming. His face burned, but his heart raced with a desperate want to hear it, to feel her control in this new, intimate way.

Camille reached for a small remote in her pocket, her thumb brushing over a button. A soft hum vibrated through the collar, and then her voice poured from the tiny speaker, warm honey against his skin. “Good boy. Mommy loves you.”

The sound sent a shiver down his spine, his cock twitching hard under the diaper. Her recorded voice was softer than in person, but just as commanding, vibrating directly against his throat, sinking into his very core. His knees felt weak, the praise devastating even through a speaker, and he gripped the edge of the desk to steady himself.

She smiled, a slow curve of her lips, her own arousal flickering in her gaze as she watched his reaction. “I recorded that just for you, baby,” she said, stepping closer, her hand resting on the front of his onesie, feeling the bulge of the diaper beneath. “Every time you need me, press the button on the side. My voice will be there, holding you.”

His fingers trembled as they brushed the small button on the collar’s edge, the leather cool under his touch. He didn’t press it yet, not with her watching, but the promise of her voice, always accessible, made his chest tighten with a mix of comfort and surrender. The diaper felt heavier now, the padding a reminder of his regression, and her hand pressed firmer, teasing his hardening cock through the layers.

“Let’s take this to bed, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice thick with need, her thighs pressing together beneath her skirt. She guided him away from the studio, down the hallway to her bedroom, a space he’d only glimpsed before. The room was warm, softly lit by a bedside lamp, her bed draped in deep blue sheets, a stark contrast to the pastel nursery.

Aiden’s heart pounded as she led him to the edge of the bed, her hands moving to the snaps of his onesie, undoing them with quick, practiced clicks. The fabric parted, exposing the white diaper beneath, and her fingers lingered on the tapes, peeling them back slowly. His cock sprang free, already hard from the collar’s vibration, from her recorded praise, and his face burned as she slid the diaper down his legs, leaving him bare from the waist down.

She reached into a drawer by the bed, pulling out a sleek black cock ring, the metal cool in her hand. His breath caught, nerves spiking, but her gaze softened, reassuring even as it commanded. “Mommy wants to make this last, baby,” she said, sliding the ring over his erection, settling it at the base with a firm grip. The pressure was tight, constricting, sending a jolt through him as his cock throbbed against it.

He moaned softly, the sound raw, and the collar vibrated faintly with his voice, a reminder of her ever-present control. Camille’s hand wrapped around him, stroking slow and deliberate, the ring intensifying every touch, building heat low in his belly. His hips twitched, desperate for more, but she pulled back, denying him with a knowing smile.

“Not yet, little one,” she teased, her fingers trailing up his chest, brushing the collar at his throat. She reached for another toy from the drawer—a small vibrating plug, black and smooth, its surface glinting under the lamp light. His eyes widened, a flicker of fear mixing with want, and she squeezed a dollop of lube onto her fingers, the wet sound loud in the quiet room.

“Relax for Mommy,” she murmured, her voice a caress as she spread the lube over the plug, then over him, circling his tight entrance with slick, cool fingers. He tensed, a whimper escaping, but her other hand rubbed his thigh, grounding him. The plug pressed against him, slow and unyielding, stretching him as she pushed it in, the intrusion sharp but bearable.

His cock pulsed against the ring, precum beading at the tip, and he gasped as the plug settled inside, a constant pressure that made his knees tremble. Camille turned it on with a small remote, a low buzz starting, sending vibrations through him, intensifying the ache in his cock. His moan was louder now, raw and desperate, vibrating through the collar at his throat.

She stood, stepping back to undress herself, her skirt and blouse falling to the floor, revealing the curve of her hips, the fullness of her breasts, her nipples already hard in the warm air. Her panties followed, exposing her wet pussy, and his breath hitched, need burning through him as she climbed onto the bed, kneeling over him.

“Let’s get closer, baby,” she said, her voice thick with arousal, guiding his head to her chest. Her breast pressed against his lips, the warmth of her skin overwhelming, and he parted them, closing around her nipple. The faint sweetness of her milk hit his tongue, flowing slowly as he sucked, the rhythm pulling him deeper into little space.

Camille’s breathing changed instantly, quickening with raw desire, her fingers tightening in his hair as she held him there. “That’s it, my good boy,” she gasped, her thighs trembling around him, her pussy pressing against his stomach through the onesie fabric. Her body tensed, a soft moan slipping out as she came quietly, her nipple hardening further in his mouth, her milk flowing faster with her release.

His cock throbbed painfully under the ring, the vibrating plug intensifying every sensation, and he whimpered around her nipple, tears pricking at his eyes from the mix of need and intimacy. She didn’t pull him away, letting him nurse even after her orgasm, her hand stroking his hair, grounding him through the ache. Her breathing slowed, but the heat in her gaze remained, her arousal relentless.

She shifted, guiding him off her breast, her nipple slipping from his lips with a faint wet sound, and moved to the edge of the bed, leaning over the side. Her curvy frame bent forward, her hands gripping the bars of a small crib she’d placed nearby—a portable piece from the nursery, dragged into her room for this moment. Her ass pressed back against him, her pussy wet and inviting, and she looked over her shoulder, her green eyes dark with hunger.

“Take Mommy now, sweet boy,” she commanded, her voice raw with need, her fingers white-knuckled on the crib bars. She tugged the onesie fabric aside, pulling the diaper down just enough to expose his cock, the ring still tight around the base, the plug buzzing inside him.

Aiden’s hands trembled as he positioned himself behind her, his cock brushing her entrance, the heat of her pussy sending a shiver through him. He thrust slowly, sliding deep, her wetness enveloping him, tight and slick. A moan escaped his lips, vibrating through the collar, and her gasp followed, loud in the quiet room as he filled her.

Her body rocked with each thrust, her hands gripping the crib bars harder, the wood creaking under her strength. “Harder, baby,” she urged, her voice breaking with arousal, her hips pushing back to meet him. The vibrating plug shifted inside him with every move, intensifying the pressure on his cock, the ring holding him on the edge, denying release even as the heat built.

Camille’s breathing grew ragged, her moans louder now, her pussy clenching tight around him as she neared the edge. “Good boy,” she gasped, the praise hitting him hard, raw and devastating in this vulnerable moment. Her body tensed, a sharp cry escaping as she came, her pussy pulsing around his cock, her knuckles whitening on the crib bars, her thighs trembling beneath him.

The sight of her, the sound of her release, pushed him closer, his cock throbbing painfully under the ring, the plug’s buzz relentless. Tears slipped down his cheeks, the need to come almost unbearable, but the constriction held him back, prolonging the ache. He thrust harder, desperate, his moans raw through the collar, the speaker vibrating faintly with his sounds.

She turned her head, her flushed face meeting his gaze, her eyes dark with afterglow and hunger. “Not yet, my sweet boy,” she panted, her voice a mix of tenderness and control. “Mommy wants to feel you longer. Hold on for me.”

Denial burned through him, hot and painful, his cock aching inside her, his hips slowing under her command. She shifted, pulling him out slowly, her pussy slick with her release, and turned to face him, guiding him to lie back on the bed. She straddled his hips, her hands undoing the cock ring with a quick flick, the metal sliding off, freeing him from the constriction.

Relief mixed with raw need as his cock pulsed, free now, and she lowered herself onto him again, taking him deep in one slow thrust. Her pussy clenched tight, wet and hot, and she rocked slowly, her hands on his chest, fingers brushing the collar at his throat. “Now, baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with promise. “Come for Mommy. Fill me up.”

Her permission shattered him. His cock pulsed hard, cum spilling deep inside her, hot and thick, as his body locked up, trembling under her weight. A raw cry escaped, vibrating through the collar, the speaker amplifying his release with a faint hum. His hips bucked against her, the plug shifting inside him, intensifying every contraction, tears falling faster now as the orgasm crashed over him.

Camille’s body tensed above him, a quiet gasp slipping out as she came again, her pussy pulsing around his cock, milking every drop. Her hands gripped his shoulders, her breathing ragged, her cheeks flushed with satisfaction. She leaned down, her lips brushing his forehead, lingering there as they both caught their breath, the crib bars a silent witness beside them.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the praise sinking deep, her thumb brushing a tear from his cheek. “You took Mommy so well. I’m so proud of you.”

His chest heaved, the afterglow mixing with a raw ache of connection, the collar still vibrating faintly with their shared breaths. She shifted off him, pulling the plug out with a slow, wet pop, making him gasp as it left him empty. She cleaned him briefly with a wipe from the bedside table, her touch gentle now, and taped the diaper back snug around his hips, the crinkle a quiet reminder of his place.

She lay beside him, her curvy frame curling against his side, her arm draping over his thin body. The collar pressed against her as she nestled closer, her fingers brushing the leather, a possessive touch that made his heart race even in the quiet aftermath. Her breathing slowed, her warmth surrounding him, and he felt the weight of the day, the intensity of their connection, pulling him toward rest.

But sleep didn’t come immediately. After her soft breaths evened out, signaling she’d drifted off, Aiden lay there, the collar’s weight a constant presence at his throat. His fingers trembled as they found the small button on the side, hesitating for a moment before pressing it.

The soft hum started again, and her voice poured from the speaker, warm and intimate against his skin. “Good boy. Mommy loves you.”

The words wrapped around him, a balm to the rawness of the day, and his chest warmed, tears pricking at his eyes once more. The diaper crinkled faintly as he shifted closer to her sleeping form, the nursery just down the hall a silent promise of more regression, more surrender. With her recorded voice echoing in the dark, vibrating through the collar, he closed his eyes, sleep pulling him under instantly, safe in the knowledge that Mommy was always with him.


Chapter 13: Live Stream

“Wake up, baby. Mommy’s got something exciting for you.” Camille’s voice cut through the quiet of her bedroom, sharp with anticipation, pulling Aiden from the foggy edges of sleep.

He blinked against the soft morning light filtering through the curtains, his thin frame still curled against her curvy warmth on the bed. The pale blue onesie clung to his skin, the snaps secure over the diaper she’d taped on after their intense night. The black collar rested snug around his neck, the tiny speaker pressing lightly against his throat, a constant reminder of her recorded voice—“Good boy. Mommy loves you.” His dark-circled eyes fluttered open, meeting her sharp green gaze, and a flush crept up his pale cheeks as he registered the gleam of intent in her expression.

Camille sat up beside him, her red hair tousled from sleep, framing her face as she leaned over him. Her nightgown slipped off one shoulder, revealing the curve of her breast, and her hand rested on his chest, possessive through the soft fabric of the onesie. “We’re doing something new today, my sweet boy,” she said, her tone warm but edged with control. “Something thousands will see.”

His heart jolted, a spike of fear mixing with curiosity. Thousands. The word echoed in his mind, heavy with implication, and his cock twitched under the diaper despite the nerves clawing at his chest. He shifted, the padding crinkling faintly, and swallowed hard. “What, Mommy?”

Her smile curved slowly, a mix of maternal care and dark hunger. She reached for her phone on the bedside table, tapping the screen to pull up a streaming app, the interface glowing in the dim room. “A live ASMR stream, baby. With you. No faces shown, just my hands, your body. They’ll watch Mommy take care of her little one.”

His breath stopped. A live stream. Public, even if anonymous. The convention had been terrifying enough, with the hidden diaper and the vibrating egg buzzing in front of strangers. But this—being seen, even partially, by thousands—was a new level of exposure. His face burned hot, shame flooding him, but under it, a shameful thrill stirred, his cock hardening against the padding.

Camille set the phone down, her hand sliding to the collar at his throat, fingers brushing the leather. “Don’t be scared, sweet boy. Mommy’s got everything planned. You’ll be perfect for me.” Her voice soothed, but the authority beneath pinned him in place.

She stood, pulling him up with her, her grip firm on his arm. The diaper crinkled louder as he moved, a constant reminder of his regression, and she led him out of the bedroom, down the hallway to her ASMR studio corner in the living room. The small desk was already set up, a camera mounted on a tripod, angled low to capture bodies without faces. The microphone gleamed under a soft ring light, and a laptop sat open, the streaming app ready, a viewer count at zero but waiting to climb.

His stomach twisted as he saw the setup. A pale blue changing mat lay on the floor in frame, a stack of fresh diapers beside it, along with wipes, baby powder, and a folded onesie in pastel green. A rocking chair sat just out of shot, a pacifier resting on its arm. The nursery details were deliberate, a stage for his surrender, and his knees felt weak at the thought of thousands watching.

Camille guided him to stand beside the mat, her hands moving to the snaps of his onesie, undoing them with quick clicks. “Let’s get you ready, baby,” she murmured, her voice a quiet command as she tugged the fabric up to his waist, exposing the white diaper beneath. His cock was already half-hard, pressing against the padding, and her eyes flicked to it, a flicker of heat in her gaze.

She stepped to the laptop, tapping a key to start the stream, the viewer count ticking up immediately—10, 20, 50. His heart raced as she adjusted the camera, ensuring his face was out of frame, only his diapered hips and her hands visible. The chat window popped up on the screen, messages scrolling fast even before anything began.

“Look at that, sweet boy,” she said, her voice dropping to that warm ASMR tone, intimate and commanding, speaking to both him and the audience. “They’re already here for you. They want to see Mommy take care of her little one.”

His face burned hotter, shame clawing at him as the viewer count climbed past 100, then 200. He wanted to hide, to pull away, but her hand rested on his lower back, grounding him, her control absolute. She knelt beside him on the mat, her fingers peeling the diaper tapes back, the ripping sound loud in the quiet room, amplified by the mic for thousands to hear.

The front of the diaper fell away, exposing his erection, and a soft hum escaped her lips, a sound of approval that sent heat rushing through him. “Look at my baby boy,” she purred, her voice vibrating through the mic, the chat exploding with comments—so cute, Mommy’s perfect boy, look at that. His cock twitched at her words, precum beading at the tip, and he bit his lip, a whimper slipping out, captured for all to hear.

Camille reached for a wipe, her movements slow, deliberate, dragging it over his inner thighs, then up to his cock, her touch intimate but teasing. “Mommy’s got to clean you up first,” she said, her tone maternal but thick with arousal, her breathing quickening as she felt his reaction. The chat scrolled faster, viewers reacting to every sound, every move, and his shame burned deeper, mixing with desperate need.

She powdered him next, the silky coolness spreading over his skin as her fingers smoothed it in, lingering on his erection just enough to make him gasp. Her hand wrapped around him briefly, stroking once, twice, sending sparks through his body, but she pulled away, denying him with a soft chuckle. “Not yet, sweet boy. Good boys wait for Mommy’s permission.”

His hips twitched, the denial aching, and the viewer count hit 500, then 600, the chat a blur of excitement. Camille slid a fresh diaper under him, the crinkle loud as she taped it snug, her hand patting the front with possessive satisfaction. “All safe and snug for Mommy,” she murmured, her voice a caress through the mic, and the audience responded, messages like perfect baby and Mommy’s so good flooding the screen.

She helped him lie back on the mat, adjusting the camera to capture his diapered form, her hands moving to a folded onesie nearby. “Let’s dress you proper, little one,” she said, sliding the pastel green fabric over his head, guiding his arms through, the snaps clicking shut over the diaper. His cock throbbed beneath, trapped in the padding, and her fingers lingered on the snaps, teasing through the layers.

The viewer count climbed past 1000, the chat a frenzy now, and Camille’s breathing changed, a subtle hitch that told him she was aroused by this, by showing him off. She leaned in, her lips brushing his ear out of frame, whispering just for him. “Show them, baby. Show them how good Mommy takes care of you.”

His chest tightened at her words, the weight of thousands watching sinking in, but her voice pulled him deeper into surrender. She guided him to sit up, moving them both to the rocking chair just in frame, settling him in her lap. Her blouse was already unbuttoned, the fabric parted to reveal her full breasts, her nipples hard in the cool air, and his breath caught as she cupped one, pressing it to his lips.

“Come to Mommy, sweet boy,” she purred, her voice thick with need, vibrating through the mic for the audience. His lips parted, closing around her nipple, the warmth of her skin flooding his mouth, a faint sweetness hitting his tongue as her milk flowed slowly. He sucked gently, the rhythm pulling him into little space, and a soft moan escaped her, her breathing quickening instantly, captured for thousands to hear.

Her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him there, her body trembling beneath him. “That’s it, baby,” she gasped, her voice raw with arousal, the chat exploding again—so hot, listen to Mommy, perfect. Her thighs squeezed together under his diapered hips, and he felt her heat, knew she was wet, getting off on this intimate act in front of an audience.

Aiden’s cock ached under the diaper, pressing against her thigh, and he whimpered around her nipple, the sound muffled but clear through the mic. Tears pricked at his eyes, the exposure raw, overwhelming, but her hand in his hair grounded him, her warmth a sanctuary even with thousands watching. Her body tensed, a quiet gasp slipping out as she came, her nipple hardening further in his mouth, her milk flowing faster with her release.

The viewer count hit 2000, the chat a blur of reactions, and Camille’s hand moved to the front of his diaper, pressing through the onesie, feeling his hardness. “Look at my sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with afterglow, reading the chat aloud for him. “They say, ‘He’s so eager for Mommy.’ And you are, aren’t you, baby?”

His face burned, shame flooding him as he nodded, barely, still sucking on her nipple. Her fingers curled inward through the padding, rubbing slow circles, edging him as the audience watched, the mic picking up his faint whimpers. His hips twitched, desperate for more, the heat building low in his belly, and the chat reacted—make him come, edge him more, Mommy’s control is so hot.

She kept him there, teetering on the edge, her hand relentless but controlled, denying him release. “Not yet, little one,” she whispered, her voice a mix of tenderness and steel, her breathing still quick from her own orgasm. “Good boys earn their rewards, and Mommy wants them to see you let go completely.”

His breath hitched, anticipation and fear mixing as she shifted him in her lap, her hand still on the diaper. The viewer count climbed past 3000, a number that made his head spin, and she pressed harder, stroking him through the padding, pushing him closer. His body trembled, a raw moan escaping around her nipple, and the chat exploded again, begging for his release.

“Now, baby,” she finally said, her voice a quiet command, thick with arousal. “Come for Mommy. Show them how much you need me.”

Her permission broke him. His cock pulsed hard under the diaper, cum spilling hot and thick into the padding, soaking it as his body locked up, trembling in her lap. A muffled cry escaped around her nipple, raw and desperate, amplified by the mic for thousands to hear. His hips bucked against her hand, the crinkle of the wet diaper loud, the warmth spreading between his thighs as the orgasm crashed over him.

Camille held him through it, her hand slowing, feeling the warmth of his release through the padding. “Good boy,” she gasped, the praise devastating in this vulnerable moment, her voice vibrating through the mic. Her thighs squeezed tighter under him, her own arousal spiking again at his surrender, and the chat went wild—so hot, perfect baby, Mommy’s amazing.

His chest heaved, tears slipping down his cheeks as he sucked softer on her nipple, the milk slowing, the afterglow mixing with raw shame. The viewer count hit 4000, an overwhelming number, and Camille guided his head back, her nipple slipping from his lips with a faint wet sound. She tilted his chin up, out of frame, her green eyes dark with satisfaction as she wiped a tear from his cheek.

“Look at them, baby,” she murmured, glancing at the laptop screen, the chat still scrolling fast. “They love you. They love seeing Mommy take care of her sweet boy.” Her voice was thick, her cheeks flushed, and he knew she was wet again, aroused by the exhibitionism, by his complete surrender in front of thousands.

She tapped a key on the laptop, ending the stream with a soft sign-off. “Thank you, darlings. Until next time, remember Mommy’s always watching.” The viewer count froze at 4200, the chat slowing as the screen went dark, and silence crashed over the room, heavy after the intensity.

Camille turned to him, her hands cupping his face, pulling him into a deep, possessive kiss out of anyone’s view. Her lips were warm, hungry, and he melted into it, his body still trembling from the release. She pulled back, her breath quick, and stood, helping him off the rocking chair, the wet diaper sagging under the onesie.

“Let’s take this somewhere private, sweet boy,” she whispered, her voice raw with need, leading him back to her bedroom. The nursery passed by in a blur, the crib and changing table silent witnesses, and she pushed him onto the bed, her nightgown slipping off completely as she climbed over him.

Her curvy frame straddled his hips, her pussy already wet, glistening in the dim light, and she tugged the onesie snaps open with desperate fingers, peeling the wet diaper aside just enough to expose his softening cock. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking slow, bringing him back to hardness despite the recent release, and he moaned, the sound raw in the quiet room.

“You did so well, baby,” she gasped, her thighs trembling as she lowered herself onto him, taking him deep in one thrust. Her pussy clenched tight, hot and slick, and she rode him hard, her hands gripping his shoulders, her breasts bouncing with each movement. “Mommy’s so turned on by showing you off. I need you now.”

Her words sent heat rushing through him, his cock throbbing inside her, the wet diaper crinkling beneath them with every rock of her hips. Her breathing grew ragged, her moans loud now, unrestrained without an audience, and her body tensed, a sharp cry escaping as she came, her pussy pulsing around him, her nails digging into his skin.

The sight of her, the raw hunger after the stream, pushed him over again. His cock pulsed hard, cum spilling deep inside her, hot and thick, as his body trembled beneath her weight. A raw moan escaped, his hips bucking against her, the afterglow crashing over him with fresh tears, the intensity of the day breaking something open inside him.

Camille collapsed onto him, her chest heaving, her warmth surrounding him as they lay tangled on the bed. Her fingers brushed the collar at his throat, a possessive touch, and she kissed his forehead, her lips lingering there. “They love you almost as much as I do,” she whispered, her voice thick with emotion, a promise that sent a shiver through him.

His chest tightened, the weight of her words sinking in. The clip would trend, anonymous but known to them, a hook pulling him deeper into her world. And with her arms around him, the wet diaper a quiet reminder beneath, he knew he didn’t want to escape. Not now. Not ever.


Chapter 14: Our Frequency

Camille’s fingers traced the edge of the black collar around Aiden’s neck, her touch light but possessive, sending a shiver through his thin frame. “Time to rest properly, my sweet boy,” she murmured, her voice a warm blanket of control wrapping around him. They lay tangled on her bed, the deep blue sheets cool against his skin, the pale blue onesie still clinging to his body, snaps secure over the wet diaper beneath.

His dark-circled eyes fluttered, exhaustion pulling at him after the intensity of the live stream and their raw, desperate connection moments ago. The collar’s tiny speaker pressed against his throat, a silent promise of her voice always with him, and the lingering warmth of his release soaked into the padding, a heavy reminder of his surrender. Her curvy frame pressed close, her nightgown discarded on the floor, her bare skin radiating heat against him.

She shifted, sitting up slightly, her red hair spilling over her shoulder as she looked down at him with a gaze both tender and commanding. “Let’s get you settled for the night, baby,” she said, her tone thick with intent. Her hand slid down to his hip, patting the front of the diaper, feeling the wetness there, and a faint flush crept up her cheeks, her arousal flickering in her green eyes.

Aiden’s face burned at her touch, shame mixing with a quiet need for her care. He nodded, barely, his body still trembling from the day’s exposure—thousands watching him nurse, come, surrender. The weight of it lingered, but her presence grounded him, her authority a tether he craved.

She stood, helping him up, her grip firm on his arm as the diaper crinkled with every shaky step. They moved down the hallway, back to the nursery, the pastel walls glowing softly under the dim lamp. The crib waited against one wall, its white bars a comforting cage, and the changing table sat nearby, stocked with fresh diapers and wipes, the scent of baby powder thick in the air.

“Up, little one,” she said, patting the padded surface of the changing table. Her voice was gentle but unyielding, pulling him to obey despite the exhaustion weighing on his limbs. He climbed on, lying back, the wet diaper sagging beneath him as she stood over him, her hands moving with practiced ease to unsnap the onesie.

The fabric parted, and she peeled the tapes of the diaper back, the ripping sound sharp in the quiet nursery. His cock was soft now, spent from earlier, but her touch as she cleaned him with a cool wipe sent a faint shiver through him. She worked quickly, powdering him with a silky dusting before taping a fresh diaper snug around his hips, the crinkle a quiet confession of his place.

“There we go,” she murmured, snapping the onesie back in place, her hand lingering on the front, possessive. “All clean for Mommy.” Her fingers pressed lightly, a subtle tease, and his breath hitched, even as fatigue pulled at him.

She helped him down, guiding him to the crib, lifting the side bar as he climbed in. The soft blue bedding felt cool against his skin, and she draped a pale blue blanket over him, tucking it around his thin frame. The mobile of tiny clouds spun lazily above, casting faint shadows, and the nursery’s warmth wrapped around him, making him feel small, safe, utterly hers.

Camille reached for a pacifier from the shelf, pale blue to match his onesie, and pressed it to his lips. “Open, baby,” she instructed, her voice a quiet command. He parted his lips, the silicone slipping into his mouth, the weight familiar as he sucked gently, the rhythm pulling him deeper into little space.

Her smile was soft, approving, as she lowered the crib bar just enough to lean down, her lips brushing his forehead in a tender kiss. “Sleep now, my sweet boy,” she whispered, her breath warm against his skin. “Mommy’s got something special planned for tomorrow. Something to show you how far we’ve come.”

His heart fluttered at her words, a mix of anticipation and nerves stirring beneath the exhaustion. The pacifier muffled his shallow breaths, the diaper crinkling faintly under the blanket as he shifted, and her gaze held him for a moment longer before she stepped back, turning off the dim lamp. The nursery fell into soft shadows, the sliver of light from the hallway spilling through the cracked door.

Aiden lay there, sucking on the pacifier, his mind spinning with the day’s intensity—the live stream, the thousands of eyes, her raw need after. But sleep tugged at him, heavy and inevitable, her kiss lingering on his forehead like a claim. His eyes drifted shut, the mobile spinning above, the nursery a sanctuary of surrender as he slipped into rest.

Hours later, the soft creak of the door stirred him from sleep. His eyes fluttered open, the nursery still cloaked in shadows, the faint glow of dawn just beginning to peek through the pastel curtains. The pacifier rested in his mouth, the diaper still snug and clean beneath the onesie, and the collar pressed lightly against his throat, a silent tether to her voice.

Camille stood in the doorway, her curvy frame wrapped in a silky black robe, her red hair pulled back, her green eyes sharp with purpose even in the early light. “Good morning, baby,” she said, her voice warm honey, vibrating through the quiet space as she stepped closer, lowering the crib bar with a quiet click. “Did you rest well for Mommy?”

He nodded, barely, the pacifier muffling any sound, his face flushing under her gaze. She smiled, a slow curve of her lips that sent heat creeping through him, and reached down to brush a strand of hair from his forehead. Her touch was gentle, but the intent in her eyes hinted at something more, something waiting.

“Let’s get you up, sweet boy,” she murmured, helping him sit, then guiding him out of the crib. The diaper crinkled with every move, a reminder of his vulnerability, and she led him to the changing table, patting the padded surface. He climbed on, lying back as she unsnapped the onesie, her fingers quick but deliberate as she checked the diaper, finding it still dry.

“Still good for now,” she said, a faint hum of approval in her tone as she snapped the onesie back in place. Her hand lingered on the front, pressing lightly, and his cock stirred faintly under the padding, even as sleep still clung to his mind. She helped him down, her grip steady, and guided him out of the nursery, down the hallway to the living room.

The space was already set up, her ASMR studio corner transformed into something softer, more intimate. A plush blanket lay on the floor, pale blue to match his onesie, surrounded by small pillows, creating a cozy nest in front of the couch. A laptop sat on the coffee table, closed for now, but a pair of earbuds rested beside it, wired to her phone, a silent promise of what was to come.

“Lie down here, baby,” she instructed, patting the blanket, her tone gentle but firm. He lowered himself onto it, the diaper crinkling as he settled among the pillows, his thin frame curling slightly, the pacifier still in his mouth. The blanket was soft beneath him, the pillows propping his head, and the morning light filtered through the windows, casting a warm glow over the scene.

Camille sat beside him on the edge of the couch, her robe parting slightly to reveal the curve of her thigh, her presence filling the space around him. She reached for the earbuds, unwinding the cord with deliberate care, and leaned down, her fingers brushing his ear as she slipped them in place. The small buds nestled snugly, blocking out the faint hum of the city outside, leaving only the anticipation of her voice.

“I’ve got something for you, my sweet boy,” she said, her real voice warm and close before she tapped her phone screen, connecting the earbuds. Her recorded tone poured through, smooth and intimate, vibrating in his ears just as it had through the collar last night. “Hello, baby. Mommy’s here with you, always.”

His breath hitched, the sound of her voice so close, so personal, sending a shiver down his spine. His cock twitched under the diaper, the familiar warmth of her words pulling him deeper into that little space she’d crafted over months. He sucked harder on the pacifier, the rhythm grounding him, and his eyes fluttered shut, lost in the sensation of her presence through the earbuds.

Camille’s real hand rested on his chest, her touch grounding even as her recorded voice continued, low and soothing. “You’ve been such a good boy, Aiden. Mommy’s so proud of how far we’ve come. From messages in the dark to lying here, mine completely.”

The use of his real name hit him like a punch, raw and intimate, a reminder of how much she knew him, owned him. Tears pricked at his eyes, emotion swelling in his chest, and her real fingers stroked lightly over the onesie, tracing down to the front of the diaper, feeling the faint bulge there. Her breathing changed, a subtle quickening, and he knew she was aroused, watching him surrender to her voice.

Her recorded words shifted, dropping even lower, a whisper in his ears. “I’ve thought about this moment for so long, baby. Holding you for real, feeling you in my arms, changing you, nursing you. You’ve changed my life, my sweet boy.”

His chest tightened, the depth of her words sinking in, a confession that felt more personal than anything they’d shared online. A tear slipped down his cheek, soaking into the pillow beneath him, and her real hand moved to wipe it away, her thumb brushing his skin with tenderness. The pacifier muffled his soft whimper, but the earbuds amplified her voice, making it the only thing in his world.

She leaned closer, her real breath warm against his ear as she whispered over the recording. “Listen to every word, baby. This is just for you. Not for subscribers, not for anyone else. Just my sweet Aiden.”

His heart raced, the dual sensation of her recorded voice and her real presence overwhelming. Her recorded tone continued, thick with emotion. “I love every shiver, every blush, every time you let go for me. I love how you trust Mommy with everything. You’ve made me whole, baby boy.”

Tears fell faster now, silent but heavy, soaking the pillow as his chest ached with the weight of her love, her claim. Her real hand pressed firmer on the front of the diaper, feeling his hardening cock through the padding, and a soft gasp escaped her lips, her thighs squeezing together beneath the robe. She was wet, he knew it, aroused by his vulnerability, by this moment of complete connection.

The recording shifted again, her voice a lullaby now, soothing and possessive. “Rest with me, baby. Feel my arms around you, even when I’m not there. Mommy’s keeping you forever, my sweet boy.”

His body trembled, the words a promise that sank deep, pulling him further into surrender. Camille’s real form shifted, lying down beside him on the blanket, her curvy body pressing close, her arm draping over his thin frame. Her warmth surrounded him, mirroring the recorded promise, and she pulled the earbuds gently from his ears, the silence of the room crashing over him after the intimacy of her voice.

She removed the pacifier from his mouth, setting it aside, and tilted his chin to face her, her green eyes dark with emotion, mirroring the tears in his own. “You found me through a screen. But I’m keeping you with these arms. Forever, baby.”

Her words echoed the recording, but hearing them live, raw and real, broke something open inside him. A sob escaped, quiet but shattering, and she pulled him closer, his head resting against her chest, the warmth of her robe seeping into his skin. His tears soaked into the fabric, the diaper crinkling faintly as he curled into her, needing her, needing this.

Her fingers threaded through his hair, stroking gently, and her breathing hitched, a sign of her own emotion, her own need. “I’ve never felt this with anyone else, baby,” she whispered, her voice trembling slightly, a vulnerability he hadn’t heard before. “You’re my everything. My sweet boy, my life.”

His sobs slowed, her confession wrapping around him like a blanket, deeper than any fantasy they’d shared online. He pressed closer, his face buried against her, the collar at his throat a quiet claim, her real arms a sanctuary stronger than any recording. The morning light grew brighter, casting a golden glow over the blanket and pillows, the living room a cocoon for this moment.

Camille shifted slightly, her hand sliding down to rest on the front of the diaper, feeling the warmth of his arousal through the padding. Her touch was light, not teasing now, just possessive, and her breath quickened again, her thighs pressing together. “Feel me, baby,” she murmured, guiding his hand to her chest, letting him feel her heartbeat, fast and strong beneath his palm.

His cock throbbed under the diaper, but the moment wasn’t about release—it was about connection, about the full circle from online messages to this, lying in her arms, hearing her voice in reality. Tears dried on his cheeks, his breathing evening out, and her heartbeat grounded him, a rhythm he wanted to live inside forever.

She pulled back just enough to look at him, her hand cupping his cheek, her thumb brushing over his tear-streaked skin. “We’ve built so much, Aiden,” she said softly, her voice steady now, but thick with meaning. “And we’re not done. There’s room for more in our world.”

His brow furrowed, confusion flickering through the haze of emotion, but before he could speak, her phone buzzed on the coffee table, a sharp interruption to the quiet. She reached for it, her gaze flicking to the screen, and a slow smile spread across her lips, a glint of something new in her eyes. She turned the phone to him, showing a message from a subscriber, the words glowing in the dim light.

“I’ve been listening for months. Can we meet?”

His breath caught, a spike of uncertainty mixing with the warmth of their moment. Another. Someone else. The idea felt heavy, unfamiliar, but Camille’s hand tightened on his, grounding him as she nodded, her smile widening with intent.

“Tell them to come, baby,” she said, her voice a quiet command, thick with promise. “We have room for one more.”

His heart raced, the weight of her words sinking in, a new chapter hovering on the horizon. But with her beside him, her arms around him, the collar at his throat, he knew he’d follow wherever she led. Forever.
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

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

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

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

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

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

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


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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