
        
            
                
            
        

    
Boardroom to Babyhood


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Ultimatum

Monday morning light sliced through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Kane Enterprises’ executive boardroom, painting sharp golden bars across the long mahogany table. Logan Pierce sat in his usual seat—third from the head—feeling every inch the rising star he had fought to become. At twenty-eight, lean and sharp in a tailored charcoal suit, he projected calm confidence. His tousled dark hair was just messy enough to look intentional, his piercing blue eyes steady as he delivered his quarterly projections with the smooth authority that had earned him the nickname “the Closer” among the junior analysts.

Serena Kane presided at the head of the table like a queen on her throne. Thirty-six, statuesque at five-foot-eleven, she wore a cream silk blouse that hugged the generous swell of her breasts and a pencil skirt that accentuated her hourglass figure. Cascading blonde waves framed a face of elegant menace—high cheekbones, full lips painted deep crimson, and emerald eyes that missed nothing. She listened to Logan’s presentation with a faint, knowing smile that made something in his stomach tighten, though he told himself it was nothing.

The meeting ended with the usual polite applause and murmured approvals. Logan gathered his tablet and notes, already mentally shifting to the afternoon’s client calls. He was halfway to the door when Serena’s voice cut through the dispersing crowd like a velvet blade.

“Logan. A word in my office. Now.”

It wasn’t a request. Heads turned. A few colleagues shot him sympathetic or curious glances before quickly looking away. Logan’s pulse ticked up, but he kept his expression neutral. Probably just a follow-up on the projections, he told himself. Nothing serious.

He followed her down the corridor to the corner office, the one with the private terrace overlooking the city. Serena closed the heavy door behind them with a soft click that sounded far too final. The lock engaged.

“Sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair in front of her massive glass desk.

Logan sat, smoothing his tie. The office smelled of her—expensive perfume, leather, and something faintly powdery that he couldn’t quite place. Serena moved behind the desk with predatory grace, her heels clicking sharply on the marble floor. She didn’t sit immediately. Instead, she picked up a slim manila folder and let it drop onto the glass with a soft slap.

“Open it,” she commanded.

Logan hesitated only a second before flipping the cover. His stomach plummeted.

Printed screenshots. Chat logs. Browser history. Forum posts. Private messages on obscure ABDL sites where he’d used the handle “LittleLaceyLogan.” Images he’d saved—frilly pink diapers, satin sissy dresses, chastity cages nestled against lace panties, captions about helpless regression and strict Mommy Dommes. There were even a few voice clips he’d recorded in his apartment, breathy and ashamed, begging to be turned into a “useless baby girl.”

His face burned. His hands started to tremble.

“How…?” he whispered, voice cracking.

Serena finally sat, crossing her long legs with deliberate slowness. The hem of her skirt rode up just enough to reveal the lace top of her thigh-high stockings. She leaned forward, emerald eyes glittering with dark amusement.

“Your work laptop, darling. You really should clear your cache more thoroughly. Or at least use incognito when you’re touching yourself to the thought of being diapered and humiliated during company time.”

Logan’s mouth went dry. “This is… private. You can’t—”

“I can and I have,” she interrupted smoothly. “And before you start babbling about privacy laws or HR, let me remind you that the laptop is company property. Everything on it belongs to Kane Enterprises. Including your filthy little secrets.”

She tapped a perfectly manicured nail on the folder. “There’s enough here to ruin you, Logan. Not just your career here—your entire professional reputation. I could forward these to every contact in your network, every headhunter, every board member. By tomorrow morning you’d be unemployable in this city. Maybe in this industry entirely.”

Logan’s heart hammered against his ribs. He could feel sweat gathering at the small of his back, soaking into the crisp cotton of his dress shirt. His cock—traitorous, shameful—twitched inside his boxers at the casual cruelty in her voice. He hated how his body reacted even as terror flooded his veins.

“What do you want?” he managed, voice barely above a whisper.

Serena smiled, slow and predatory. “Smart boy. Or should I say… smart little girl?”

She slid a second document across the desk. It was thick, professionally bound, with her signature already at the bottom.

“This is a private rehabilitation contract. Very discreet. You will sign it, and for the next sixteen weeks you will belong to me. Every weekend, every evening after work, and any additional time I deem necessary. You will submit to a full retraining program designed to address your… special needs. In exchange, your secrets stay between us. Your job remains secure. And—who knows?—you might even discover that this is exactly what a weak, secretly perverted boy like you has always craved.”

Logan stared at the contract. The language was brutally explicit: “total feminization,” “permanent diaper discipline,” “psychological regression,” “surrender of adult autonomy,” “enforced chastity and orgasm denial.” There were clauses about body modifications, voice training, public risk, and a final irrevocable section about “permanent identity reassignment” if he completed all sixteen stages.

His hands shook so badly the paper rustled. “This… this is insane. You can’t seriously expect me to—”

“Oh, but I do.” Serena stood and circled the desk until she loomed over him. She placed one hand on his shoulder, nails digging in just enough to sting through his suit jacket. With the other, she tilted his chin up, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Look at you. Already trembling. Already hard in your boring little suit, aren’t you? I can see it in your eyes—the shame, the fear… and the sick little thrill.”

She leaned closer, her perfume enveloping him, her breath warm against his ear. “Sign it, Logan. Or walk out that door right now and watch your entire life burn before lunch.”

The silence stretched, thick and suffocating. Logan’s mind raced—career, reputation, the years of clawing his way up, all balanced against this beautiful, terrifying woman who now held every dirty secret he’d ever tried to bury. And beneath the panic, deep in his gut, that dark, shameful heat uncoiled. The same heat that had driven him to those websites night after night. The craving to be stripped of control. To be forced. To surrender.

His cock throbbed painfully against the confines of his trousers.

With a trembling hand, he picked up the pen she offered. The ink flowed across the signature line in shaky strokes.

Logan Pierce.

Serena took the contract, examined it, and smiled with genuine satisfaction. “Good girl.”

She didn’t let him leave immediately. Instead, she made him sit there while she explained the first few “rules” in calm, clinical detail—how he would wear whatever she chose under his work clothes, how he would address her as “Miss Kane” in private and “Mommy” when they were alone at her residence, how any disobedience would result in immediate punishment and potential exposure.

By the time she finished, Logan’s face was flushed crimson and his underwear was damp with pre-cum.

Serena checked her watch. “It’s only 11:30. Plenty of time to begin.”

“But… the weekend?” Logan stammered. “The contract said weekends—”

“The contract says I decide when the weekend begins,” she corrected sweetly. “And as far as I’m concerned, it started the moment you signed your name.”

She pressed a button on her desk phone. “Cancel Mr. Pierce’s remaining appointments for today and tomorrow. Family emergency.”

Then she gathered her coat and purse, took Logan firmly by the elbow, and guided him out of the office. They took the private elevator down to the underground parking garage. Logan moved like a man in a dream—numb, terrified, and unbearably aroused.

Serena’s car was a sleek black Mercedes with tinted windows. She opened the passenger door for him like a gentleman, then slid behind the wheel. As the engine purred to life, she reached over and rested her hand high on his thigh, squeezing possessively.

“Relax, little one,” she murmured, pulling out of the garage and into the bright city streets. “You’re not going home tonight. Or any night soon. I’m taking you straight to my private residence. My mansion has everything a naughty boy like you needs—a fully equipped nursery, a soundproof playroom, and a very strict Mommy who knows exactly how to break proud executives down into helpless, diapered little sissies.”

Logan swallowed hard, staring out the window as the city gave way to tree-lined suburbs. His hands were still trembling in his lap. He could feel the printed evidence folder sitting in the back seat like a loaded gun.

Serena’s voice dropped to a husky whisper as she drove. “The weekend has already begun, Baby Logan. And by Sunday night, you’re going to be soaked, messy, and begging Mommy to keep you forever.”

She turned onto a private road leading to a secluded estate. Tall iron gates swung open automatically. Beyond them sprawled a sprawling modern mansion surrounded by high walls and dense woodland—completely isolated.

Logan’s heart raced as the gates closed behind them with a heavy metallic clang.

There was no turning back now.

Raw, tense, sensory, and dripping with that mix of dread and forbidden arousal you wanted. Logan’s reluctance is real, but the shameful excitement underneath is already leaking through.


Chapter 2: Secret Under the Suit

The heavy iron gates of Serena Kane’s secluded mansion closed behind the Mercedes with a final, resounding clang that made Logan’s stomach twist. The long driveway wound through manicured grounds and dense woodland, isolating the sprawling modern estate from the outside world. Tall windows reflected the late afternoon sun, but the house felt more like a luxurious prison than a home. Logan’s hands were still clenched in his lap, damp with nervous sweat, his charcoal suit suddenly feeling too tight, too formal, too much like the armor he was about to lose.

Serena killed the engine and turned to him with that elegant, predatory smile. Her emerald eyes sparkled with dark delight as she studied his flushed face.

“Welcome home, little one,” she purred, her voice low and maternal. “Or should I say… welcome to your new reality. Out of the car.”

Logan’s legs felt weak as he stepped onto the gravel. The air was crisp, carrying the faint scent of pine and something sweeter—baby powder? He shook the thought away. Serena took his elbow in a firm grip, guiding him up the wide stone steps and through the grand double doors. The foyer was all marble and crystal chandeliers, but Serena didn’t give him time to admire it. She led him straight down a side hallway, past several closed doors, until they reached a heavy oak door at the end.

“Inside,” she commanded.

The room beyond was a private dressing suite—soft lighting, full-length mirrors, and a large vanity. But Logan’s eyes immediately locked on the items laid out on the velvet chaise: a pair of delicate pink satin panties with delicate lace trim and a small white bow at the front, and beside them, a gleaming steel chastity cage with a tiny pink heart-shaped lock.

His mouth went dry. His cock—already half-hard from the humiliating drive—twitched traitorously in his trousers.

Serena closed the door and locked it with a soft click. She removed her coat, revealing the curve of her voluptuous hourglass figure in that cream silk blouse and pencil skirt. Her cascading blonde hair swayed as she stepped closer, towering over his 5’8” frame in her heels.

“Strip,” she ordered calmly. “Everything off. Slowly. I want to watch my ambitious little executive peel away his big-boy facade.”

Logan hesitated, heart hammering against his ribs. “Miss Kane… Serena… please. This is—”

“Mommy,” she corrected sharply, stepping forward so her breasts brushed his chest. One manicured hand cupped his chin, forcing his piercing blue eyes to meet her emerald ones. “When we’re alone, you call me Mommy. And right now, you’re not an executive. You’re a trembling little sissy who just signed away his weekends—and more—to me. Strip. Now.”

The authority in her voice sent a shameful jolt straight to his groin. With shaking fingers, Logan loosened his tie, then unbuttoned his dress shirt. He shrugged it off, revealing his trim, lean torso and the soft definition of his boyish physique. Serena watched with hungry approval, her lips curving.

“Such pretty skin,” she murmured. “So smooth. Perfect for lace and frills.”

Next came the belt. Logan kicked off his polished dress shoes, then slid his trousers down his legs. He stood there in just his black boxer briefs, his cock now fully hard and tenting the fabric, a small wet spot of pre-cum already darkening the front. He felt exposed, ridiculous—still half-dressed in his executive socks while his ruthless CEO eyed him like fresh meat.

Serena clicked her tongue. “Those boring things too. Off.”

He pushed the boxers down. His cock sprang free, average in size but throbbing with humiliating need. The cool air of the room kissed his skin, making his balls tighten. Logan’s face burned crimson as he stood completely naked before her, boyish features flushed, tousled dark hair falling into his blue eyes.

Serena circled him slowly, her heels clicking. She ran a finger down his spine, making him shiver. “Lean build. Narrow hips. Such a dainty little thing hiding under that suit. No wonder you crave being turned into a girl.”

She picked up the pink satin panties first. The fabric shimmered in the light, delicate and undeniably feminine. “Step in, baby.”

Logan’s legs trembled as he lifted one foot, then the other. Serena slid the panties up his smooth legs, the satin whispering against his skin like a dirty secret. The material was cool and slick, cupping his balls and cradling his erection in soft, teasing embrace. The lace trim tickled the crease of his thighs, and the little white bow sat right above his trapped cock like a mocking gift tag. The panties were snug—designed to hold everything in place while accentuating the feminine curve of his ass.

He let out a soft, involuntary whimper as the satin rubbed against his sensitive head.

Serena chuckled, low and throaty. “Feel that, little one? That’s just the beginning. Now… for the real fun.”

She held up the steel chastity cage. It was small, unforgiving—crafted from polished metal with a curved tube and a tight ring that would lock behind his balls. A tiny pink heart-shaped padlock dangled from the base.

Logan’s eyes widened. “Wait—Mommy, please. Not that. I can’t… at work tomorrow—”

“You can and you will,” she interrupted, dropping to one knee in front of him. Her face was level with his throbbing cock. She blew a gentle puff of air across the tip, making it jerk. “This pathetic little thing doesn’t get to decide anymore. It belongs to Mommy now.”

She coated the tube with a slick, cool lubricant from a small bottle on the vanity, then expertly worked the ring behind his balls. The metal was cold, clinical. Logan gasped as she squeezed his sac gently, forcing his testicles through the tight gap. Then came the tube. She pressed his erection down—ignoring his desperate twitch—and slid the cold steel over his shaft. The fit was brutally tight. His cock strained against the unyielding metal, the head pressing painfully against the slotted end, unable to grow fully erect.

Serena clicked the cage shut with a decisive snick. The tiny pink heart lock clicked into place, the key dangling teasingly from a chain around her neck, nestled between her full breasts.

Logan whimpered, shifting his weight. The cage was heavy, restrictive. Every tiny movement caused the metal to tug at his balls and press against his desperate flesh. The pink satin panties now hugged the cage, the lace trim framing the shiny steel like a obscene gift. His cock throbbed uselessly inside its prison, leaking pre-cum that quickly soaked into the satin, creating a dark, humiliating wet patch right over the little white bow.

Serena stood, admiring her work. She ran her palm over the front of the panties, pressing the cage firmly against his body. “Look at you. Still in your executive socks, but with pretty pink panties and a locked-up clitty. How does it feel, knowing you’ll wear this under your suit all day tomorrow? Every meeting, every conference call… no one will know that the ambitious Logan Pierce is secretly caged and pantied like a helpless sissy.”

She stepped back and picked up his discarded clothes. One by one, she helped him redress—sliding his trousers back up over the bulging, satin-covered cage, buttoning his shirt, knotting his tie with precise, mocking care. The suit looked perfectly normal on the outside. But underneath, the satin whispered with every shift of his hips, and the steel cage tugged relentlessly at his groin, a constant, aching reminder.

Logan stood there in his full executive attire once more—charcoal suit, crisp white shirt, polished shoes—but his face was flushed, his blue eyes glassy with shame and unwanted arousal. His cock strained futilely against the cage, sending sharp twinges of denial through his body. The panties cradled his locked package in soft, feminine luxury, the lace edges constantly teasing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs.

Serena adjusted his tie one last time, her fingers brushing his throat. “Perfect. No one at the office will suspect a thing. But you’ll feel it every second. The cage biting into your desperate little clitty. The satin rubbing against your smooth skin. The knowledge that Mommy owns what’s between your legs now.”

She leaned in, her voluptuous body pressing against his lean frame, her lips brushing his ear. “And if you’re very good, maybe tomorrow night I’ll let you leak a little more. But only if you beg nicely.”

Logan’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. His heart pounded so hard he could hear it in his ears. The drive from the city had been torture enough—sitting beside her with the contract burning a hole in his mind. Now this. Locked. Pantied. Owned.

Serena stepped back and picked up his briefcase from where she’d set it down. She handed it to him with a sweet, maternal smile that didn’t reach the sadistic gleam in her emerald eyes.

“Here you go, sweetie. All ready for work tomorrow. Report to the office exactly as you are—caged and pantied. Wear the same suit if you like. Just remember: any attempt to remove the cage or the panties without my permission, and those lovely screenshots go straight to the board. Understood?”

Logan swallowed hard, the weight of the steel cage and the slick satin a constant, humiliating presence beneath his professional exterior. “Y-yes… Mommy.”

She patted his cheek. “Good girl. Now, let’s get you settled in your new temporary quarters. The weekend has only just begun, after all.”

There it is, Polly—tight, sensory, and dripping with the humiliating contrast between Logan’s crisp executive suit and the silky, steel-trapped secret underneath. The reluctance is there, but the shameful throb of arousal leaks through every paragraph.


Chapter 3: Lingerie Lesson

The sleek black Mercedes purred to a stop in the underground parking garage beneath Serena Kane’s secluded mansion just after 6:30 PM. Logan Pierce sat rigid in the passenger seat, his charcoal executive suit still immaculate on the outside, but underneath it was pure torment. All day at the office he had endured the relentless bite of the steel chastity cage locked tight around his cock and the constant, silky caress of the pink satin panties hugging his caged package. Every step in the boardroom, every meeting, every time he crossed his legs under the conference table had sent fresh waves of humiliating awareness through his body. The lace trim had chafed teasingly against his inner thighs, the little white bow now darkened with dried pre-cum, and the metal tube had kept him in a state of aching, denied arousal that left his balls heavy and throbbing.

He had barely been able to concentrate. During a crucial client call, he had shifted in his chair and the cage had tugged sharply, forcing him to stifle a whimper. Now, as Serena killed the engine, his piercing blue eyes were glassy, his boyish face flushed beneath the tousled dark hair.

“Out, little one,” Serena commanded, her voice rich with maternal authority. She stepped from the car in her elegant pencil skirt and silk blouse, her voluptuous hourglass figure swaying with predatory grace. At 5’11” in heels, she towered over his 5’8” frame as she took his briefcase from his trembling hands.

Logan followed her inside on unsteady legs, the satin panties whispering obscenely with every movement. The mansion’s marble foyer felt colder tonight, more intimate. Serena led him straight back to the private dressing suite from the night before, locking the heavy oak door behind them with a decisive click.

“Strip,” she ordered without preamble, her emerald eyes gleaming. “Everything off this time. Mommy wants to see exactly how her caged sissy survived his first full day in panties and steel.”

Logan’s fingers shook as he loosened his tie, then unbuttoned his white dress shirt. The fabric slid off his lean shoulders, revealing his trim physique—soft jawline, narrow waist, and the faint sheen of nervous sweat on his smooth chest. He kicked off his polished shoes and socks, then slid his trousers down. The pink satin panties came into view, stretched tightly over the gleaming steel chastity cage. A large wet spot darkened the front where his denied cock had leaked helplessly all day. The lace edges were slightly frayed from constant friction against his skin.

Serena clicked her tongue in mock disapproval as she circled him. “Look at the mess you’ve made, baby. Soaking your pretty panties like a leaky little girl. That clitty must be desperate inside its tiny prison.”

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and slowly peeled the saturated satin down his legs. Logan’s caged cock sprang into the cool air, the steel tube glistening with pre-cum, his balls swollen and tight behind the ring. The pink heart-shaped lock swayed mockingly. He stood completely naked now, trembling, his boyish features burning with shame while his trapped erection strained futilely against the unyielding metal.

Serena smiled, satisfied. “Good. Now, let’s dress you properly for your first lingerie lesson.”

From the large walk-in closet she brought out a full set of delicate pink lace lingerie. First came the matching bra—push-up style with delicate floral lace cups and thin satin straps. Serena fastened it around his chest, adjusting the straps so the empty cups sat high and perky on his flat pectorals. “We’ll fill these properly soon enough,” she murmured, giving his nipples a teasing pinch that made him gasp.

Next were the garter belt and stockings. The belt was a wide band of pink satin and lace that cinched around his narrow waist, with four dangling garter straps. Serena rolled sheer black stockings up his smooth legs, the nylon whispering sensually against his skin. She clipped each strap into place with practiced snaps, the tension pulling the stockings taut and accentuating the feminine curve of his lean thighs and calves.

Then came the pièce de résistance: the full pink lace teddy. It was sheer and delicate, with a plunging neckline, high-cut legs, and a thong back that would nestle perfectly between his cheeks. Serena helped him step into it, pulling the stretchy lace up his body. The material hugged his caged cock and balls snugly, the front panel sheer enough to show the outline of the steel prison beneath. The thong disappeared between his firm ass cheeks, the lace tickling his sensitive hole with every tiny movement.

Finally, she produced a pair of sky-high patent leather heels—six-inch stilettos in glossy pink with delicate ankle straps and little bows at the back. “Step in, princess.”

Logan wobbled dangerously as he slipped his feet into the heels. The height forced his posture to change instantly—ass pushed out, back arched, chest forward. His calves tightened under the sheer stockings, and the garter straps tugged with every shift of weight. Serena buckled the ankle straps tightly, then stepped back to admire her creation.

The mirror on the opposite wall showed a humiliating vision: a lean, boyish 28-year-old executive completely transformed. Tousled dark hair falling into wide blue eyes, soft jawline flushed pink, body encased in delicate pink lace lingerie that screamed sissy. The steel chastity cage bulged obscenely under the sheer teddy, his nipples visible through the bra cups, legs elongated and feminized by the stockings and towering heels. He looked ridiculous. Vulnerable. Pathetically aroused.

Serena’s voluptuous body pressed against his back as she stood behind him, her hands roaming possessively. One palm cupped his lace-covered cage, squeezing gently until he whimpered. The other traced the garter straps, snapping one lightly against his thigh.

“Walk for Mommy,” she commanded, stepping back and gesturing to the open space in front of the mirrors. “Small steps. Hips swaying. Chin up. I want to see a proper sissy strut.”

Logan took a tentative step. The heels clicked loudly on the hardwood floor, forcing his hips to roll in an exaggerated feminine sway. The lace teddy rode up slightly, the thong digging deeper between his cheeks. The garter straps pulled taut with every movement, and the steel cage swung heavily between his legs, tugging at his swollen balls. Pre-cum continued to leak from the slotted tip, soaking into the sheer fabric and making the pink lace darken obscenely.

“Again,” Serena said, her voice husky. “Slower. Roll those hips like the desperate little slut you are. Feel how the lace teases your clitty? How the heels make your ass stick out so invitingly?”

He practiced for what felt like hours. Back and forth across the room, posing in front of the mirrors while Serena corrected his posture—making him arch his back more, point his toes, thrust his chest forward. She had him practice curtseys, crossing his legs daintily, even bending over to touch his toes so the thong pulled tight and exposed the smooth curve of his ass.

Every movement sent fresh sparks of humiliating pleasure through his body. The nylon stockings whispered constantly. The lace bra cups rubbed his sensitive nipples raw. The chastity cage kept his cock painfully denied, throbbing uselessly while his prostate ached with building pressure. Sweat beaded on his skin, making the lingerie cling wetly. His boyish face in the mirror grew more flushed, his blue eyes glassy with shame and unwanted lust.

Serena watched with dark satisfaction, occasionally stepping in to adjust a strap or deliver a sharp smack to his lace-covered ass when his walk wasn’t feminine enough. “That’s it, baby. Feel how natural it becomes? This is what you were always meant for—pretty lace, high heels, and a locked-up clitty dripping for Mommy’s approval.”

By the time she finally allowed him to stop, Logan was panting, legs trembling in the sky-high heels, the entire lingerie set damp with sweat and pre-cum. The pink lace teddy was nearly transparent in places from the moisture. His cock strained desperately against the steel tube, the heart-shaped lock bouncing with every ragged breath.

Serena approached, her emerald eyes glowing with approval. She ran her hands over his lace-encased body, tracing the curve of the bra, snapping the garters, tugging the thong deeper between his cheeks until he moaned.

“You’re learning quickly, my pretty sissy,” she whispered, her full lips brushing his ear. “Tomorrow at the office, you’ll wear something even more humiliating under your suit. Something that will make today’s panties and cage feel like child’s play.”

She left the promise hanging in the air, heavy and ominous, as Logan stood there in full pink lingerie and heels, trembling with exhaustion, shame, and aching, denied need.

There’s Chapter 3, Polly—full of raw sensory detail: the constant teasing of lace and nylon, the painful tug of the cage, the humiliating sway in those sky-high heels, and the growing fog of reluctant arousal. Logan’s executive facade is cracking further, but the shameful thrill keeps him compliant.


Chapter 4: The First Padding

Logan’s legs were still trembling from the endless lingerie lesson when Serena finally led him out of the dressing suite. The sky-high pink heels had been removed, but the delicate pink lace teddy, bra, garter belt, and sheer black stockings remained clinging to his sweat-dampened skin. The steel chastity cage throbbed relentlessly between his legs, his denied cock leaking steadily into the sheer fabric, creating dark, sticky patches that made the lace cling obscenely to the metal tube. His nipples were raw from rubbing against the bra cups, his inner thighs chafed from the garter straps, and every step sent fresh ripples of humiliating awareness through his lean 5’8” frame.

Serena’s hand rested possessively on the small of his back as she guided him down a softly lit hallway he hadn’t seen before. The air grew warmer, sweeter—thick with the unmistakable scent of baby powder and talc. She pushed open a heavy door, and Logan’s stomach dropped.

It was a fully equipped nursery.

Soft pastel pink walls, white crown molding, and thick, padded flooring designed for crawling. A large wooden crib with high bars dominated one corner, its sheets printed with little ducks and rattles. Shelves overflowed with diapers, bottles, pacifiers, and stacks of frilly plastic pants. In the center of the room stood a sturdy adult changing table, complete with restraints, a padded top, and overhead mobile of dangling pastel blocks.

Logan froze in the doorway, his boyish face flushing crimson, piercing blue eyes wide with a mix of dread and that dark, traitorous heat uncoiling in his gut. “Mommy… please. Not this. Not yet—”

Serena’s voluptuous 5’11” figure pressed against him from behind, her cascading blonde hair brushing his shoulder as her full breasts molded to his back. One hand slid down to cup the lace-covered bulge of his chastity cage, squeezing until he whimpered. “Shhh, little one. You signed the contract. This is rung four. Your very first diapering. And from the way your clitty is leaking, I’d say part of you has been waiting for this moment for years.”

She guided him firmly toward the changing table. “Up you go, baby. On your back. Knees weak from all that prancing in heels? Good. It’ll make you appreciate how much better a nice thick diaper feels between those pretty legs.”

Logan’s heart hammered as he climbed onto the padded table. The pink lace teddy rode up, exposing the curve of his ass and the steel cage nestled in the thong. Serena wasted no time. She fastened soft Velcro restraints around his wrists and ankles, spreading his legs wide and securing them to the corners of the table. He lay there helpless, lingerie-clad body on full display, the garter straps pulling taut across his thighs.

Serena hummed a soft, maternal tune as she gathered supplies. She returned with an armful: a thick, adult-sized disposable diaper in pristine white with cute pastel prints of teddy bears and blocks along the landing zone. It crinkled loudly in her hands. Next came a large container of sweet-scented baby powder, a bottle of lotion, and a pair of translucent pink plastic pants with delicate lace trim at the legs and waist.

Logan’s breath came in short gasps. His caged cock strained harder than ever inside the steel tube, a fresh bead of pre-cum dripping down the slotted end.

Serena untied the sides of the pink lace teddy and peeled it away, leaving him in just the bra, garter belt, and stockings. She carefully unclipped the garters but left the stockings on, rolling them down slightly for access. Then she lifted his hips with surprising strength and slid the thick diaper underneath him. The padding felt impossibly bulky already—soft, cushioned, and noisy. The plastic backing crinkled with every tiny shift.

“Such a good girl, lying still for Mommy,” she cooed, her emerald eyes sparkling with sadistic warmth. She squeezed a generous amount of creamy lotion into her palm and began rubbing it thoroughly over Logan’s smooth groin and ass. Her fingers worked the slick lotion around the base of the chastity cage, teasing his swollen balls and tracing the sensitive skin behind them. Logan moaned, hips twitching involuntarily as the cool lotion met his overheated skin.

Next came the powder. Serena shook the container liberally, a thick white cloud rising in the air. The sweet, powdery scent filled the nursery, coating his lotion-slick skin in a soft, talc-y layer. She rubbed it in thoroughly—between his thighs, over his caged cock, under his balls, and all across his ass cheeks—until his entire lower half was dusted white and smelled overwhelmingly like a helpless baby. The powder clung to the lotion, creating a smooth, protective barrier that made his skin feel impossibly soft and sensitive.

Logan’s face burned with shame. He could hear the crinkle of the diaper every time he breathed. His boyish features were twisted in reluctant ecstasy, blue eyes half-lidded as the sensory overload assaulted him.

“Now for the best part,” Serena murmured. She folded the front of the thick diaper up between his legs. The padding was massive—extra absorbent, with tall leak guards and a wide crotch that forced his thighs apart. She pressed the bulky material firmly against his steel cage, the soft padding compressing the metal tube and muffling the desperate throbbing inside. The tapes ripped loudly as she sealed the diaper snugly around his waist—tight enough to hold everything in place, but loose enough for the inevitable swelling of use.

The diaper felt enormous. Heavy. Crinkly. It pushed his legs into a permanent waddle position even while lying down. The thick padding cradled his caged cock and balls like a humiliating pillow, the powder and lotion creating a warm, soft cocoon that made every tiny movement send powdery clouds and crinkling sounds through the room.

Serena wasn’t finished. She picked up the translucent pink plastic pants—waterproof, with delicate ruffled lace at the leg openings and waistband. She worked them up his stockinged legs, stretching the shiny material over the bulky diaper. The plastic pants snapped into place with a tight, sealing pop, locking the thick padding inside a crinkly, noisy prison. The pink plastic gleamed under the nursery lights, the lace trim adding a final feminine touch that made the whole ensemble look absurdly babyish on his lean, lingerie-topped body.

“Up you get, padded princess,” Serena said, releasing the restraints.

Logan slid off the changing table on shaky legs. The moment his feet hit the padded floor, the full weight and bulk hit him. The diaper was so thick it forced his thighs wide apart, making him waddle awkwardly. Every step produced loud, unmistakable crinkles—the plastic pants rustling over the disposable, the padding squishing softly between his legs. The powder shifted inside, creating a warm, talc-y cloud that tickled his skin. His caged cock, compressed deep inside the bulky padding, throbbed uselessly, leaking more pre-cum that was quickly absorbed by the thirsty material.

Serena guided him around the nursery, making him parade back and forth in front of a large mirror. “Waddle for Mommy. Swing those hips. Feel how the diaper hugs your locked clitty? How the plastic pants seal everything in nice and tight? This is what you get for being a secret sissy, Logan. Thick, crinkly padding instead of big-boy underwear.”

He waddled in circles, the black stockings still clinging to his legs, the pink lace bra still cupping his chest, but everything below the waist transformed into pure babyhood. The crinkling was deafening in the quiet room. His ass cheeks compressed the bulky rear of the diaper with every step, the plastic pants stretching taut over the padding. Shame burned through him, but so did that dark, shameful arousal—his prostate aching, his balls heavy and full, trapped in the warm, powdered embrace.

Serena watched with maternal satisfaction, occasionally reaching out to pat the front of his diaper firmly, pressing the padding against his cage until he whimpered. “Such a soggy little mess already, and you haven’t even used it yet. We’ll fix that soon.”

After nearly twenty minutes of humiliating waddling practice, Serena finally led him to the large crib. She helped him climb in, the thick diaper forcing him to lie on his back with legs slightly spread. The crinkling intensified as he settled onto the soft sheets.

She pulled a light blanket over his lingerie-topped torso and padded bottom, tucking it snugly around him. The overhead mobile began to turn slowly, playing a soft lullaby.

“Sleep well in your first diaper, baby,” Serena whispered, leaning down to kiss his forehead. Her emerald eyes held a warning gleam. “Mommy expects you to stay dry tonight. But if there’s an accident… well, accidents in this house are punished. Severely. Wet or messy diapers mean spankings, corner time, and even thicker padding the next day. Understand?”

Logan nodded weakly, his body exhausted, his mind swirling with the overwhelming sensations of powder, plastic, and padding. The thick diaper hugged him like a constant, crinkly reminder of his surrender. As Serena dimmed the lights and left the room, locking the door behind her, he lay there in the crib—still wearing the pink lace bra, stockings, and now a heavily powdered, plastic-sealed adult diaper—heart pounding with reluctant, aching need.

The weekend had only just begun, and already he was being tucked in like the helpless baby girl he secretly craved to become.

There’s Chapter 4, Polly—raw, sensory-heavy, and thick with the humiliating contrast of lingering lingerie against the bulky, crinkly first diaper. The powder, the plastic pants, the waddling, the denial—every detail is explicit and unapologetic, with Logan’s reluctant arousal leaking through the shame.


Chapter 5: Mirror of Shame

Logan woke to a warm, heavy squish between his legs.

The sensation hit him before full consciousness—thick, swollen padding pressing heavily against his inner thighs, the unmistakable warm wetness spreading through the absorbent core. His overnight diaper was soaked. The thick disposable had done its job, swelling dramatically overnight into a sagging, yellow-tinted bulge that sagged heavily between his spread thighs. The translucent pink plastic pants were fogged with condensation on the inside, and every tiny shift produced a loud, soggy squelch that filled the quiet nursery.

He lay frozen in the crib, heart pounding, cheeks burning with fresh shame. The pink lace bra still cupped his chest, the black stockings clung to his legs, but everything below the waist was pure infantile humiliation. The steel chastity cage was buried deep inside the warm, urine-soaked padding, his denied cock twitching uselessly against the wet material. A faint ammonia scent mixed with the sweet baby powder that still clung to his skin from last night’s diapering.

The nursery door opened with a soft click. Serena Kane stepped in wearing a silk robe that hugged her voluptuous hourglass figure, her cascading blonde hair loose around her shoulders. Emerald eyes immediately dropped to the obvious sag of his diaper, and her full lips curved into a knowing, maternal smile.

“Good morning, my little soaked sissy,” she purred, approaching the crib. “Look at you. Woke up in a properly wet diaper like a real baby. Mommy’s so proud.”

Logan’s voice cracked as he tried to sit up, the heavy wet padding shifting with a loud squish. “Mommy… I… I didn’t mean to. Please, can I—”

“Shhh.” Serena lowered the crib rail and helped him out, her strong hands steadying his wobbly legs. The soaked diaper forced an even more pronounced waddle, the plastic pants crinkling wetly with every step. “No big-boy excuses. Babies wet their diapers. That’s what they’re for. Now come along. It’s time for your first full sissy baby outfit and a little mirror time to help you understand exactly what you’ve become.”

She led him—still in the sagging, soaked diaper, bra, and stockings—to the center of the nursery where a large, ornate full-length mirror stood beside the changing table. Logan caught his reflection and wanted to sink into the floor. His boyish 28-year-old face stared back—soft jawline flushed pink, tousled dark hair messy from sleep, piercing blue eyes wide with humiliation. Below that, the swollen, yellowed diaper sagged obscenely, plastic pants gleaming, garter straps still attached to the stockings that now looked ridiculous against the infantile bulk.

Serena wasted no time. She lifted him onto the changing table again, securing his wrists lightly this time. With practiced efficiency she removed the soaked diaper, the cool air hitting his wet skin and making him shiver. The used padding landed in a lined pail with a heavy, wet thud. She cleaned him thoroughly with cool wipes, paying special attention to the steel chastity cage and his swollen, aching balls, then liberally reapplied baby powder in thick, fragrant clouds. The sweet scent filled the air once more.

But instead of another plain diaper, Serena brought out the full ensemble.

First came a fresh, even thicker disposable diaper—extra plush with extra-high absorbency and prominent babyish prints of smiling teddy bears and alphabet blocks. She powdered him generously again, the white talc coating his groin and ass until he smelled like pure infancy. The diaper was taped on snugly, forcing his thighs apart once more. Over it she pulled a pair of shiny white plastic pants with rows of delicate pink ruffles at the legs and waist.

Then the dress.

It was a frilly pink baby dress made of layers of satin and organza, with a high lace collar, puffed sleeves, and a full, poofy skirt that barely covered the top of his diaper. White lace trim and tiny satin bows decorated every edge. Serena slipped it over his head, zipping it up the back so the bodice hugged his torso while the skirt flared out dramatically, making the bulky diaper underneath even more obvious. The hem rode high enough that the ruffled plastic pants peeked out with every movement.

Next came the bonnet—a matching pink satin bonnet with white lace frills and a large bow tied under his chin, framing his boyish face in pure sissy humiliation. Soft pink booties with little bells on the toes were laced onto his feet, completing the look. The bells tinkled softly with every twitch.

Serena stepped back and admired her creation, then turned Logan to face the full-length mirror.

“Look at yourself, Baby Logan,” she commanded, standing behind him with her hands on his shoulders. Her voluptuous body pressed against his back, her emerald eyes meeting his in the reflection. “Every single detail. And you’re going to repeat after Mommy. Loud and clear.”

Logan stared at the ridiculous figure in the mirror. The ambitious executive was gone. In his place stood a frilly, diapered sissy baby. The pink dress poofed out over the massively padded bottom, the ruffled plastic pants clearly visible beneath the short hem. The bonnet made his soft jawline and blue eyes look even more delicate and helpless. The booties forced him onto his toes, bells jingling. Beneath it all, the thick diaper crinkled loudly, the steel chastity cage locked away inside the warm, powdered padding.

Serena pointed to each part, her voice firm and teasing.

“Say it: ‘I am a pathetic sissy baby who belongs in diapers.’”

Logan’s voice trembled. “I… I am a pathetic sissy baby who belongs in diapers.”

“Louder, princess. And look yourself in the eyes while you say it.”

“I am a pathetic sissy baby who belongs in diapers!”

“Good girl. Now this: ‘My little clitty is locked away because big girls don’t get to cum like men.’”

His face burned hotter. The cage throbbed inside the fresh padding. “My little clitty is locked away because big girls don’t get to cum like men.”

Serena’s hands roamed over the dress, fluffing the skirt so more of the ruffled plastic pants showed. “Look how short this dress is. Everyone can see your bulky diapers. Say: ‘My diapers are thick and obvious because I can’t be trusted in big-girl panties anymore.’”

“My diapers are thick and obvious because I can’t be trusted in big-girl panties anymore,” Logan repeated, voice cracking with shame. His cock strained uselessly against the steel, sending sparks of denied pleasure through the warm, powdered interior.

She continued for long minutes, forcing him to catalog every humiliating detail:

“These frilly booties make me waddle like the baby I am.”

“The bonnet makes me look like a silly little girl.”

“My padded bottom is meant for spanking and accidents.”

“Mommy knows best and I am just a helpless sissy ABDL slut.”

Each affirmation came out weaker and more broken, his blue eyes glassy in the mirror as the words sank deeper into his mind. The constant crinkling of the fresh diaper, the jingle of the bootie bells, the way the short dress fluttered to reveal the plastic pants—it all combined into an overwhelming sensory assault of shame and forbidden arousal. Pre-cum leaked steadily into the new diaper, mixing with the sweet powder.

Serena finally turned him to face her directly, cupping his chin so he couldn’t look away. “You’re not Logan Pierce anymore when you’re in this nursery. You’re my pretty little padded princess. And you’re going to stay that way until you fully accept it.”

She released him and watched as he stood there, frilly pink dress poofing out, bonnet tied neatly, booties jingling. The thick diaper forced a permanent waddle, the plastic pants crinkling with every breath.

Then her expression turned stern. “Now, about that toilet you were about to beg for earlier—no. Big girls might use the potty, but you are not a big girl. You are a baby. Your next change will come only after you wet yourself like a real baby. Properly. Fully. Until that diaper is heavy and sagging and you’re squishing with every step. Only then will Mommy consider changing you. Understand?”

Logan’s knees weakened. The fresh, thick padding between his legs suddenly felt like both prison and promise. He nodded slowly, the bonnet ribbons brushing his cheeks.

“Yes, Mommy…”

Serena smiled sweetly and patted the front of his diaper firmly, pressing the padding against his locked cage. “Good girl. Now go play in your playpen while Mommy prepares your bottle. And remember—no holding it. Real babies let go without thinking.”

She guided the frilly, diapered sissy toward the large playpen, the mirror still reflecting his complete transformation back at him with merciless clarity.

There’s Chapter 5, Polly—intense mirror humiliation, layered affirmations, the soaked morning wake-up, and the explicit sensory details of the frilly outfit over the thick, freshly powdered diaper. Logan’s reluctance is palpable, but the shameful arousal keeps building.


Chapter 6: Potty Training Failure

Hours dragged by in the pastel pink nursery, each minute a slow, torturous eternity of desperate need.

Logan stood in the center of the large playpen, dressed in the humiliating full sissy baby outfit Serena had forced on him that morning. The frilly pink baby dress with its layers of satin and organza barely covered the top half of his massively thick disposable diaper. The short, poofy skirt fluttered uselessly with every squirm, constantly revealing the shiny white plastic pants underneath, their delicate pink ruffles framing the bulky padding like a obscene bow on a gift. The matching pink bonnet was still tied under his soft jawline, its white lace frills tickling his flushed cheeks. Soft booties with jingling bells encased his feet, forcing a constant, infantile waddle. Beneath it all, the fresh thick diaper—generously powdered and taped snugly—crinkled loudly with every tiny movement, the steel chastity cage buried deep inside, pressing relentlessly against his swollen, aching prostate.

He had been holding for what felt like forever.

Serena had started the strict potty denial the moment she placed him in the playpen after the mirror affirmations. “No potty for my baby today,” she had cooed, patting the front of his diaper firmly. “Big girls might ask to use the toilet, but you are not a big girl. You are Mommy’s helpless little sissy. You will hold it until you can’t anymore, and then you will mess and wet right into your thick diapers like the infant you are becoming.”

Now, after hours of teasing, Logan was a trembling, desperate mess.

His lean 5’8” body was slick with sweat under the frilly dress. His piercing blue eyes were glassy, his boyish face twisted in humiliated concentration. He shifted from foot to foot, the bootie bells jingling mockingly as the thick padding between his thighs forced his legs wide apart. The pressure in his bladder was agonizing—a hot, heavy fullness that made his lower belly bulge slightly against the bodice of the baby dress. Worse was the building need in his bowels. A thick, heavy urge that had been growing steadily, making his plugged asshole clench desperately against the inevitable.

Serena lounged elegantly on a nearby rocking chair, her voluptuous hourglass figure poured into a tight emerald silk dress that matched her eyes. Her cascading blonde hair spilled over one shoulder as she watched him with dark amusement, slowly sipping a glass of wine.

“Having trouble, princess?” she asked sweetly, crossing her long legs. “You look so cute squirming in your pretty dress. That big, bulky diaper must feel so snug right now. Tell Mommy how full your tummy is.”

Logan whimpered, hands clutching the poofy skirt of the dress, lifting it unconsciously to reveal the ruffled plastic pants. “Mommy… please… I need to go. I can’t hold it much longer. It’s too much…”

Serena laughed softly, a rich, maternal sound. “Oh, baby. That’s the point. No toilet. No potty. No big-boy privileges. Only your thick, crinkly diapers. Feel that pressure building? That heavy, warm load pushing against your little hole? That’s what babies feel. And soon you’re going to push it all out into your padding like a good little girl.”

She stood and approached the playpen, reaching through the bars to pat and rub the front of his diaper in slow, teasing circles. The pressure on his chastity cage made his locked cock throb painfully. “Look how desperate you are. Your little clitty is trying so hard to get hard inside its cage, but it can’t. All that denied need is just making your tummy worse, isn’t it? Every squirm pushes that messy load closer to coming out.”

Logan moaned, knees buckling slightly. The thick diaper crinkled loudly as he doubled over, one hand pressing against the bulky front. “Mommy… I’m gonna… I’m gonna have an accident…”

“Not yet,” she teased, pulling her hand away. “Hold it longer. Show Mommy how much of a big, strong executive you still think you are. Squeeze that little hole tight. Feel the warm piss sloshing in your bladder, begging to flood your diaper. Feel that thick log pressing, stretching you open. Babies don’t fight it. They just let go.”

For another agonizing twenty minutes she tormented him—describing in explicit detail how the warm urine would soak the padding, how the mess would spread and squish, how the smell would rise and mark him as a helpless, regressed sissy. She made him repeat affirmations again while squirming: “I am a diaper baby. I belong in messy diapers. Big boys don’t mess themselves—sissy babies do.”

Finally, the inevitable happened.

Logan’s face contorted in shame and relief as his control shattered. A hot, powerful spurt of urine flooded into the front of his diaper first, soaking the absorbent core with a loud hissing sound that echoed in the nursery. The padding swelled instantly, growing warmer and heavier between his legs. He couldn’t stop it—the stream turned into a full, uncontrollable flood, urine rushing out in waves that made the diaper sag heavily, the plastic pants containing the deluge with wet, crinkling sounds.

Then came the mess.

With a deep, mortified groan, Logan pushed. The thick, firm log began to crown, stretching his hole as it slid slowly into the seat of the diaper. It was warm, heavy, and humiliatingly solid at first, then softer as it spread. He felt every inch of it—coiling, squishing, filling the back of the thick padding and pushing the material outward. Another wave of piss followed, mixing with the mess, turning the entire interior into a warm, soggy, stinking slurry. The smell rose faintly—earthy, shameful—trapped inside the plastic pants but unmistakable.

Logan stood there panting, legs trembling, the frilly pink dress hiked up around his waist. The once-thick diaper now sagged heavily between his thighs, the plastic pants bulging obscenely at the seat with the messy load. Every tiny shift produced a loud, wet squish and crinkle. His chastity cage was buried in the warm, filthy mess, the constant pressure sending unwanted sparks of humiliated arousal through his body.

Serena clapped her hands with genuine delight. “There it is! My perfect little baby had her very first messy accident. Look at that sagging, dirty diaper. So heavy and full. Come here, sweetie. Let Mommy change her stinky girl.”

She helped him out of the playpen and onto the changing table, laying him on his back. The messy diaper squished loudly beneath him as his weight settled, spreading the warm load even more across his ass and between his cheeks. Logan whimpered in utter degradation, tears of shame pricking his eyes while his caged cock leaked steadily into the filth.

Serena took her time with the change—deliberately slow and intimate.

She untaped the front of the heavily soiled diaper, the tapes ripping loudly. The stench bloomed stronger as she folded the front down, revealing the disgusting mess coating his skin, the chastity cage, and the inside of the padding. “Such a big mess for such a little baby,” she cooed, using warm wipes to clean him thoroughly. Her fingers worked carefully around the steel cage, wiping away every trace of urine and shit from his balls, his taint, and the sensitive skin of his ass. She powdered him again liberally, the sweet baby powder cutting through the smell and creating a fresh, talc-y cloud.

A new, even thicker diaper was slid underneath him—extra wide and absorbent for “heavy users.” She oiled and lotioned him generously, then taped the fresh padding snugly into place. Clean pink plastic pants with extra ruffles were pulled up over the bulk, sealing everything tight.

Throughout the entire slow change, Serena cooed endlessly: “Mommy’s so proud of her baby for letting go. This is what you were made for—messy diapers and total dependence. No more fighting it. No more pretending to be a big executive. Just my sweet, stinky, padded little sissy.”

When he was finally changed and re-dressed in the frilly pink baby dress (now with a fresh, even bulkier diaper underneath), Serena lifted him into her lap on the rocking chair. She picked up a large baby bottle filled with warm, creamy formula—slightly thickened, sweet, and milky.

“Here’s your reward for such a perfect accident, Baby Logan,” she whispered, pressing the nipple to his lips. “Drink up like a good girl. Fill that tummy while your messy memories sink in. This is only the beginning.”

Logan’s trembling lips parted. The warm formula flowed into his mouth as Serena rocked him gently, her free hand patting the thick, clean diaper between his legs.

He suckled obediently, the sweet taste flooding his senses while the heavy, crinkly padding reminded him exactly what he had just done—and what he would be doing again and again.

There’s Chapter 6, Polly—raw, explicit, and sensory-rich with the long desperate build-up, the humiliating loss of control, the slow messy change, and the intimate bottle feeding as “reward.” The shame, the squish, the smells, the denial, and the reluctant arousal are all front and center.


Chapter 7: Bottle and Paci Time

The nursery was quiet except for the soft creak of the rocking chair and the wet, rhythmic sucking sounds filling the air.

Logan sat cradled in Serena’s lap, his lean body dwarfed by her voluptuous frame. The frilly pink baby dress still poofed out around him, its short hem doing nothing to hide the fresh, massively thick disposable diaper she had just taped onto him after his humiliating messy accident. The padding was even bulkier than before—extra-high absorbency with reinforced leak guards—swelling between his spread thighs and forcing a permanent waddle even while sitting. Shiny pink plastic pants with extra ruffles hugged the diaper tightly, sealing in the generous cloud of baby powder that coated his freshly cleaned skin. The sweet, talc-y scent rose with every shift, mixing with the faint lingering aroma of his earlier shame.

His steel chastity cage remained locked tight beneath the warm, cushioned padding, his denied cock still twitching from the slow, intimate change. The pink lace bra had been removed, leaving his smooth chest bare under the dress bodice, nipples slightly puffy from earlier teasing. The matching pink bonnet remained tied under his chin, framing his boyish face with white lace frills, while the soft booties with their jingling bells dangled from his feet.

Serena rocked him gently, one arm supporting his back, her full breasts pressing softly against his side through her emerald silk dress. Her cascading blonde hair fell like a curtain as she looked down at him with that perfect blend of maternal warmth and sadistic control. In her free hand she held an oversized baby bottle—easily twice the size of a normal one—filled with thick, creamy formula. The nipple was wide and soft, already glistening with the first drops of warm liquid.

“Open wide, my sweet baby,” she cooed, pressing the nipple against his trembling lips. “It’s bottle time. No more big-boy food for you. No steaks, no salads, no fancy executive lunches. Only Mommy’s special formula from now on. Thick, milky, and full of everything a growing little sissy needs to soften that brain and keep those diapers nice and full.”

Logan hesitated, his piercing blue eyes glassy with lingering shame from the messy accident. The memory of pushing that warm load into his diaper was still fresh—the squish, the smell, the utter loss of control. His cheeks burned under the bonnet as he parted his lips. The large nipple slid into his mouth, stretching his lips slightly around its girth.

“Good girl,” Serena praised, tilting the bottle so the warm formula began to flow. It was rich, slightly sweet, with a creamy thickness that coated his tongue and throat. He had no choice but to suckle—long, deep pulls that made soft, wet sucking noises echo in the nursery. Each swallow sent the warm liquid sliding down into his stomach, already starting to fill him with a heavy, babyish fullness.

As he nursed, Serena rocked him slowly, her free hand rubbing slow circles over the front of his thick diaper. The plastic pants crinkled loudly under her palm, the padding compressing and releasing with every gentle press. “That’s it… suckle nice and steady. Feel how the formula warms your tummy? Soon it’ll go straight through you and straight into your diapers. No more bathroom breaks. No more choices. Just constant, helpless wetting and messing like the infant you’re becoming.”

Logan whimpered around the nipple, the sound muffled and infantile. His hands clutched at the poofy skirt of the dress, the bells on his booties jingling softly as his legs twitched. The chastity cage tugged with every swallow, his prostate aching from the denied arousal and the building pressure in his bladder and bowels from the liquid filling him.

Serena continued talking in that low, hypnotic voice, explaining the new rules while he drank. “Big-boy food is forbidden now, princess. No more chewing, no more adult meals. Everything will be blended, bottled, or spoon-fed like proper baby food. Mommy will decide exactly what goes into your tummy and when. And every bottle will be measured—so I know exactly how much is coming out the other end into your pretty padded bottom.”

She tilted the bottle higher, forcing him to suckle faster. The formula kept coming, warm and endless. Logan’s belly began to swell slightly under the dress, a soft, rounded bulge pressing against the bodice. The sucking became more automatic, his blue eyes growing heavier as the rocking and the rhythmic nursing lulled him into a hazy, regressed state.

After the first bottle was drained—his cheeks hollowing with the effort—Serena set it aside and reached for something else from the side table. A thick, oversized pacifier. It was pink, with a large, bulbous silicone nipple and a shield decorated with little hearts and bows. The ring was oversized, making it impossible to spit out easily.

“Since you did so well with your bottle, you get your very first paci,” she announced with a smile. She slipped the thick nipple between his lips before he could protest. It filled his mouth even more than the bottle nipple, stretching his lips wide and pressing down on his tongue. The taste was faintly sweet, like the formula. Logan instinctively began to suckle on it, the pacifier bobbing gently between his frilly bonnet and chin.

Serena’s emerald eyes sparkled with delight. “Look at you… sucking so eagerly already. This paci is going to be your new best friend. Whenever you’re not eating from a bottle or talking in your pretty baby voice, this will keep that mouth busy and quiet. No more big-boy words unless Mommy allows them. Just suckling and gurgling like a proper little sissy baby.”

She continued rocking him, one hand now gently patting the thickly padded seat of his diaper in a steady rhythm. The crinkling mixed with the wet sucking sounds of the pacifier, creating a symphony of regression. Logan could feel the formula already working—his bladder starting to ache again with a familiar warm pressure. The heavy load in his bowels from earlier had been cleaned away, but the new liquid was already promising to refill him soon.

Serena leaned down, her full lips brushing his forehead. “You’re doing so well, Baby Logan. Every bottle brings you closer to where you belong—completely dependent, completely padded, completely mine. No more decisions. No more control. Just soft, warm diapers and endless suckling.”

For the next hour she fed him a second bottle, slower this time, while keeping the pacifier nearby for breaks. She made him burp like a baby—patting his back firmly until he let out loud, embarrassing belches that made her laugh with maternal affection. Each time he finished a section of the bottle, she praised him lavishly: “Such a good little nurser. Mommy’s perfect padded princess. Feel that tummy filling up? Soon it’ll all come out again, right where it belongs.”

By the time the second bottle was empty, Logan’s eyes were half-closed, his body heavy and relaxed in her arms despite the constant crinkling and the growing need between his legs. The thick diaper felt even warmer now, the powder shifting softly inside. His mind was foggy—thoughts of boardrooms and deadlines fading under the relentless sensory assault of the bottle, the pacifier, the rocking, and the thick padding hugging his caged cock and swollen balls.

Serena finally stood, lifting him effortlessly in her strong arms. She carried him to the large crib, the bootie bells jingling with every step. She laid him down on the soft, padded sheets printed with little ducks and rattles. The thick diaper squished slightly as his weight settled, the plastic pants crinkling loudly in the quiet room.

“Time for crib, baby,” she whispered. She raised the high bars with a solid click, locking them in place. Then she took a roll of soft medical tape and gently but firmly strapped the thick pacifier into his mouth—two strips crossing over the shield and anchoring to his smooth cheeks. The pacifier was now impossible to push out, forcing him to continue suckling even as drowsiness took over.

“There we go,” Serena said, tucking a light blanket over his frilly dress and bulky diapered bottom. “Pacifier stays in all night. No spitting it out. Mommy will check on you, and if I find it removed, there will be extra thick diapers and a sore bottom in the morning.”

She dimmed the nursery lights, leaving only the soft glow of the mobile turning slowly overhead, playing gentle lullabies. Logan lay there in the crib, freshly changed and powdered, thickly diapered in his frilly pink dress, bonnet still tied, pacifier taped securely between his lips. The warm formula sloshed in his tummy, promising another wet and messy night ahead. His blue eyes fluttered as he suckled automatically, the constant crinkling of his diaper a humiliating lullaby of its own.

Serena blew him a kiss from the doorway. “Sleep tight, my little bottle baby. Tomorrow we start making that regression even deeper.”

The door clicked shut, leaving Logan alone in the crib with nothing but the thick pacifier, the heavy diaper, and the growing, inevitable urge to let go once again.

There’s Chapter 7, Polly—thick with sensory suckling details, the heavy formula filling him, the constant crinkling and powder, the relentless maternal teasing, and the final helpless strapping into the crib with the pacifier taped in. The regression is sinking in, layer by humiliating layer, while the arousal and shame stay raw and explicit.


Chapter 8: Cribbed and Cradled

The nursery was bathed in soft, pastel glow from the night-light shaped like a smiling moon. The oversized crib dominated the center of the room, its high wooden bars casting long shadows across the padded floor. Logan lay on his back inside it, the thick, freshly changed disposable diaper crinkling loudly with every tiny shift of his body. The frilly pink baby dress had been left on, its short poofy skirt bunched up around his waist so the shiny pink plastic pants and the massively swollen padding beneath were fully exposed. The heavy absorbency core pressed warmly against his steel-chastity-caged cock and swollen balls, the generous baby powder still fragrant and talc-soft between his thighs.

His piercing blue eyes were heavy-lidded, drowsy from the two large bottles of thick, creamy formula that now sloshed heavily in his stomach. The warm liquid had created a gentle, bloated pressure low in his belly, already hinting at the inevitable nighttime wetting to come. The oversized pink pacifier remained taped firmly in place across his cheeks with medical tape, forcing his lips to stretch around the thick silicone bulb. He suckled automatically, slow and rhythmic, the wet sucking sounds mixing with the gentle lullaby from the slowly turning mobile overhead—tiny pastel blocks and teddy bears dancing in lazy circles.

Logan felt utterly helpless. At 28, the ambitious executive who had once commanded boardrooms now lay cribbed like an infant, bonnet still tied under his soft jawline, booties jingling faintly on his feet, and a diaper so thick it kept his legs splayed apart. The steel cage tugged with every suckle, a constant reminder that even his arousal belonged to Mommy now.

The crib rail had been locked high, trapping him securely inside. He could only stare up at the turning mobile and the soft glow of the night-light, his mind fogged by the formula and the relentless regression.

The nursery door opened quietly. Serena Kane stepped in, her voluptuous 5’11” figure silhouetted against the hallway light. She wore a long, flowing silk nightgown that clung to her hourglass curves, the deep emerald fabric shimmering as she moved. Her cascading blonde hair fell loosely over one shoulder, and her emerald eyes sparkled with dark maternal affection as she approached the crib.

“Look at my precious little one,” she murmured, lowering the rail just enough to lean over him. One manicured hand reached through the bars and gently stroked his bonnet-covered head. “All drowsy and suckling so sweetly on your paci. The formula is already working, isn’t it? Making that tummy nice and full, softening that silly adult brain.”

Logan whimpered around the taped pacifier, the sound coming out as a muffled, infantile gurgle. His blue eyes met hers, glassy with reluctant surrender. The warm fullness in his bladder was already building again, a familiar hot pressure that made him squirm. The thick diaper crinkled loudly in response.

Serena smiled and climbed carefully into the large crib with him—it was oversized precisely for moments like this. She settled beside him, pulling his head gently onto her soft, pillowy lap so his cheek rested against the swell of her breasts through the silk nightgown. Her scent—expensive perfume mixed with warm skin and a faint powdery note—enveloped him completely.

“Time for bedtime stories, baby,” she whispered, picking up a large, illustrated book from the side of the crib. The cover showed cartoonish sissy babies in frilly dresses and bulging diapers, with titles like The Sissy Who Never Grew Up and Mommy’s Perfect Padded Princess.

She opened the book and began reading in a soft, melodic voice, her free hand slowly rubbing circles over the front of his plastic-pants-covered diaper. The crinkling was constant, soothing, and deeply humiliating.

“Once upon a time, there was a silly boy named Logan who thought he was a big, important executive. He wore sharp suits and gave orders all day. But deep down, he was really a little sissy baby who needed thick diapers and a strict Mommy to take care of him…”

As she read, Serena’s hand pressed more firmly against the bulky padding, massaging the warm, powdered interior against his locked cage. Logan’s breath hitched around the pacifier. The story continued in excruciating detail—describing how the boy fought at first, but every time he wet or messed his diaper, he felt happier and smaller. How his clitty was locked away forever so he could focus only on being soft and dependent. How he eventually begged to stay in diapers and frilly dresses for the rest of his life.

“‘Please, Mommy,’ the little sissy cried, ‘I don’t want to be a big boy anymore. I want to stay in my crib, sucking my paci and filling my diapers like a good baby girl.’ And Mommy smiled and said, ‘Of course, darling. Big boys grow up. Sissy babies never do.’”

Logan’s face burned with shame beneath the bonnet, but his body betrayed him. The constant rubbing of the thick diaper against his cage, combined with the warm formula sloshing in his tummy and the hypnotic rhythm of Serena’s voice, kept him in a haze of humiliated arousal. His prostate ached dully, sending helpless twinges through the steel tube. Every few minutes a small spurt of urine escaped into the diaper, warming the padding further without his full control. The absorbent core swelled slightly, the crinkle turning softer and soggier.

Serena turned the pages slowly, reading story after story—all variations on the same theme: proud men reduced to permanent, diapered sissies who found true happiness only when they fully surrendered. She described in vivid, explicit detail the sensations of warm, heavy messes spreading in thick padding, the shame of public waddling, the endless cycle of bottles, changes, and crib time.

Between stories she would pause to rock him gently in her lap, cooing praises. “You’re already so much smaller than you were this morning, aren’t you? That formula is melting away all those silly adult thoughts. Soon you’ll only think about your paci, your diapers, and pleasing Mommy.”

Logan suckled harder on the taped pacifier, the wet noises filling the crib. His eyelids grew heavier, the combination of the rocking, the stories, the constant diaper rubbing, and the full belly pulling him deeper into regression. He felt small. Vulnerable. Pathetically aroused and deeply ashamed all at once.

As the final story ended with the sissy baby happily living in permanent babyhood, Serena closed the book and set it aside. She leaned down and kissed his forehead tenderly, then carefully adjusted the tape on his pacifier to make sure it stayed securely in place all night.

“Such a good listener,” she whispered. “Now it’s time for sleep, my sweet padded princess. Mommy has one more thing to set up.”

She climbed out of the crib and raised the rail again, locking it with a solid click. From a shelf she took a sleek baby monitor—complete with camera and audio. She positioned it on a high stand at the foot of the crib, angling it so the lens had a clear view of his entire diapered, frilly form.

“There we go,” she said, turning it on. A small red light blinked to life. “Mommy will be able to see and hear everything from her room. Every little squirm, every suckle, every time that diaper gets wetter or messier during the night.”

Logan’s drowsy eyes widened slightly in fresh humiliation, but the pacifier kept any protest muffled to soft, infantile whimpers.

Serena leaned over the bars one last time, her emerald eyes locking onto his. “And remember, baby—if you cry or fuss too much, if Mommy hears you making a big scene through the monitor, there will be punishment in the morning. A very sore bottom, extra-thick diapers, and perhaps a nice long session in the high chair with even bigger bottles. Good babies sleep quietly and let their diapers do all the work. Understand?”

He nodded weakly, the bonnet ribbons brushing his cheeks, the pacifier bobbing with the motion.

Serena smiled sweetly. “That’s my good girl. Sweet dreams, little one. Mommy will check on you soon.”

She dimmed the night-light further, leaving only the soft glow of the moon-shaped lamp and the turning mobile. The lullaby continued its gentle loop as she slipped out of the nursery, closing the door with a soft click.

Logan lay alone in the oversized crib, cribbed and cradled like the helpless sissy baby he was rapidly becoming. The thick diaper crinkled softly with every breath. The warm formula gurgled in his tummy. The pacifier stayed taped firmly in his mouth, forcing constant, soothing suckling. His mind drifted in the hazy space between shame and surrender, knowing that any moment now his body would betray him again—flooding the padding with warm urine while the baby monitor watched silently from the foot of the crib.

The mobile turned. The lullaby played. And deep inside the swollen, powdered diaper, his locked clitty twitched with reluctant, aching need.

There’s Chapter 8, Polly—intimate, drowsy, and thick with the sensory details of the crib, the humiliating bedtime stories, the constant pacifier suckling, and the building nighttime regression. The formula haze, the slow diaper rubbing, and the final baby monitor warning set up the helplessness perfectly.


Chapter 9: Maid in Diapers

Logan woke to the heavy, warm squish of a thoroughly soaked diaper and the faint, ammonia-tinged scent of his own overnight shame.

The oversized crib rails loomed above him, the turning mobile still spinning lazily in the soft morning light filtering through the nursery curtains. His frilly pink baby dress was bunched up around his chest, leaving the massively swollen disposable diaper fully exposed. The thick padding had done its job overnight—now sagging heavily between his spread thighs, the absorbent core bloated and yellowed from multiple helpless wettings. The shiny pink plastic pants were fogged on the inside, stretched taut over the bulging mess of urine-soaked fluff. Every tiny movement produced a loud, soggy squelch and crinkle that filled the quiet room.

His steel chastity cage was buried deep in the warm, wet padding, pressing uncomfortably against his swollen balls. The thick pacifier was still taped securely in his mouth, and he had been suckling on it unconsciously all night. His piercing blue eyes fluttered open, heavy with the lingering haze of formula and regression. A cranky, infantile whimper escaped around the pacifier as the full reality of his wet, helpless state hit him.

He was no longer Logan Pierce, the ambitious 28-year-old executive. He was Mommy’s padded little sissy, waking up in a crib like a baby after a long night of uncontrollable wetting.

The nursery door opened and Serena Kane swept in, radiant and commanding in a fitted black silk blouse and tight pencil skirt that hugged her voluptuous hourglass figure. Her cascading blonde hair was pinned up elegantly, emerald eyes sparkling with amusement as they immediately dropped to the obvious, sagging bulk between his legs.

“Awww, look at my cranky little wet baby,” she cooed, lowering the crib rail with a decisive click. “Such a heavy, soggy diaper first thing in the morning. Did someone have lots of accidents during the night? That formula really goes right through you, doesn’t it?”

Logan let out a muffled, frustrated whine around the taped pacifier, his boyish face flushing crimson beneath the pink bonnet that was still tied under his chin. He tried to sit up, but the heavy, sagging diaper made it awkward, forcing his legs wide apart and causing another loud squish.

Serena chuckled softly and helped him out of the crib, her strong hands steadying his wobbly, bootie-clad feet. The bells jingled pathetically as he stood, the soaked padding swinging heavily between his thighs and pulling the plastic pants downward with its weight. “No big-boy tantrums, princess. Wet diapers are normal for babies like you. But since you’re awake and cranky, it’s time for some chores. Mommy’s little sissy maid is going to earn her keep today.”

She wasted no time stripping him of the wet nighttime ensemble. The soaked diaper was untaped with loud rips, the heavy, yellowed padding landing in the diaper pail with a wet thud. Serena cleaned him thoroughly with cool wipes, paying special attention to the steel cage and the sensitive skin around his balls, then liberally dusted him with fresh baby powder until a thick white cloud rose and the sweet scent filled the nursery once more.

But instead of another plain baby outfit, Serena brought out something far more humiliating.

The frilly sissy maid dress was a masterpiece of degradation: layers of black satin and white lace, with a ridiculously short skirt that flared out over multiple layers of petticoats. The bodice was tight and corseted, pushing his chest up into a mock cleavage while leaving his shoulders bare. White lace-trimmed apron, puffy sleeves with ruffled cuffs, and a large white maid’s cap completed the top half. Below the waist, the short skirt did nothing to hide what lay beneath—a fresh, ultra-thick disposable diaper taped snugly in place, followed by shiny black plastic pants with delicate white ruffles at the legs and waist. Sheer black stockings with garter straps were rolled up his smooth legs, clipped to a lacy garter belt hidden under the petticoats. Finally, glossy black Mary Jane shoes with low heels and little white bows were laced onto his feet.

Serena stepped back and admired her creation. The outfit was pure sissy maid baby—frilly, feminine, and utterly infantile. The short skirt barely covered the top third of the massively padded black plastic pants, making the bulky diaper impossible to ignore with every movement. The white maid’s cap sat atop his tousled dark hair, and a delicate lace collar circled his neck with a small silver bell that tinkled softly.

“Perfect,” Serena purred, handing him a feather duster with a pink handle. “Today you’re Mommy’s diapered sissy maid. You’re going to dust and clean the entire nursery on your hands and knees. Every surface, every toy, every inch of the floor. And if you make even one mistake—lazy dusting, poor posture, or forgetting to keep that diapered bottom wiggling properly—Mommy’s paddle will remind you how to behave.”

Logan’s face burned with fresh shame. Dressed like this—frilly maid dress poofing out over a thick, crinkling diaper, stockings whispering against his thighs, the constant jingle of the bell at his collar—he felt more ridiculous and exposed than ever. His locked cock throbbed uselessly inside the fresh padding as Serena guided him down onto his hands and knees.

The position was immediately humiliating. The short skirt rode up completely, fully exposing the shiny black ruffled plastic pants and the bulky diaper beneath. His ass stuck out prominently, the thick padding forcing his thighs apart and making every crawl produce loud, rhythmic crinkles. The bells on his collar and shoes tinkled with every movement.

“Start with the shelves, maid,” Serena ordered, settling into the rocking chair with a wooden paddle resting across her lap. “Bottom high, back arched, and keep that duster moving.”

Logan began crawling, the feather duster clutched awkwardly in one hand. He reached up to dust the lower shelves, his padded bottom swaying and crinkling loudly. The petticoats rustled, the plastic pants stretched taut over the thick diaper. Every shift sent powdery clouds shifting inside the padding and teased his caged cock with soft, frustrating pressure.

Serena supervised with sharp, maternal precision. “Higher on your knees, baby. Arch that back more—show Mommy what a good little diapered maid looks like. That’s it… wiggle that padded tush while you work.”

For nearly an hour he crawled around the nursery, dusting every surface, wiping down the changing table, organizing toys in the playpen, and polishing the crib bars. The constant kneeling and crawling made his knees ache, but far worse was the growing pressure in his bladder from the morning formula. He tried to hold it, clenching desperately, but the thick diaper and the relentless teasing made resistance feel impossible.

Serena noticed immediately when his movements became more desperate and squirmy. “Uh-oh. Is my little maid needing to potty? Too bad. Maids in diapers don’t get to use the toilet. If you have to go, you go right there in your padding while you keep cleaning. No stopping.”

A sharp crack of the paddle landed on his exposed, plastic-pants-covered bottom when he paused too long to squeeze his thighs together. The sting bloomed hot through the thick padding, making him yelp around a soft whimper.

“Back to work, sissy. Wiggle more. Crinkle louder. Show Mommy how much you love being her padded maid.”

Another mistake—missing a spot on the mirror—earned two more firm swats. Each paddle strike made the diaper squish and crinkle dramatically, the impact pushing the warm padding against his cage and sending unwanted sparks of humiliated arousal through his body.

By the time the nursery was spotless, Logan was panting, sweating under the frilly dress, his diaper now warm and slightly damper from a few desperate, uncontrollable spurts of urine that had escaped during the chore session. The short skirt was disheveled, the black plastic pants gleaming with every crinkle, and his face was flushed with exertion and shame.

Serena set the paddle aside and pulled him up onto his wobbly feet, straightening his maid’s cap and apron with mock tenderness. She ran her hands over the short skirt, lifting it to inspect the slightly swollen diaper underneath.

“You did well enough for your first time as my diapered maid, princess,” she said, her voice dripping with condescending praise. “But we’re going to make this a regular part of your routine. And tomorrow… you’re going to wear this exact maid outfit under your boring executive suit to the office.”

Logan’s eyes widened in horror, a muffled protest bubbling around the memory of the pacifier that was no longer there. The thought of sitting through meetings with the thick, crinkly diaper and frilly maid elements hidden beneath his charcoal suit—stockings, garters, plastic pants, and all—sent a fresh wave of terror and shameful excitement through him.

Serena leaned in close, her full lips brushing his ear as her hand patted the front of his padded crotch firmly.

“Yes, baby. The frilly sissy maid outfit stays on underneath tomorrow. No one at the office will know… but you will. Every step, every meeting, every time you sit down, you’ll feel the thick diaper, the rustling petticoats, and the constant reminder that you’re Mommy’s secret padded maid now.”

She gave the bulky front one final, possessive squeeze, making the plastic pants crinkle loudly.

“Get used to it, little one. The maid duties are only just beginning.”

There’s Chapter 9, Polly—raw and explicit with the soggy morning wake-up, the frilly sissy maid transformation, the humiliating hands-and-knees cleaning, the paddle discipline, and the shocking announcement about wearing the maid outfit under his suit tomorrow. The constant crinkling, powder, chastity tease, and reluctant arousal are all dialed up high.


Chapter 10: Baby Talk Training

Logan stepped through the front door of Serena’s secluded mansion just after 6:15 PM, his charcoal executive suit still perfectly pressed on the outside, but underneath it was pure, crinkling hell.

The entire workday had been an exercise in silent torment. Beneath the tailored trousers and crisp white shirt, the thick disposable diaper — the same one Serena had taped on him that morning before he left for the office — was now warm, slightly swollen, and damp from several desperate, uncontrollable wettings he’d been forced to release during meetings. The black plastic pants with their delicate white ruffles rustled softly with every step he took down the hallway. Hidden beneath the suit jacket were the remnants of the frilly sissy maid outfit: the tight corseted bodice, puffy sleeves, and layers of petticoats that had bunched uncomfortably all day. The garter straps tugged at the sheer black stockings on his legs, and the constant, muffled crinkle of the ultra-thick padding between his thighs had made every conference call, every hallway conversation, and every trip to the water cooler feel like he was one loud rustle away from total exposure.

His cock remained locked in the steel chastity cage, throbbing uselessly against the warm, powdered, urine-soaked interior of the diaper. By the time Serena’s Mercedes had pulled into the garage, Logan’s boyish face was flushed, his piercing blue eyes glassy with exhaustion and humiliated arousal.

Serena greeted him in the foyer wearing a elegant crimson wrap dress that clung to her voluptuous hourglass figure. Her cascading blonde hair swayed as she closed the door behind him and immediately began unbuttoning his suit jacket with possessive fingers.

“Welcome home, little one,” she purred, her emerald eyes gleaming. “Did my secret padded maid behave herself at the office today? Or did that thick diaper make it hard to focus on all those big-boy numbers?”

Logan opened his mouth to answer in his normal voice, but Serena pressed a finger to his lips before he could speak.

“No. Not anymore. From now on, when we’re alone, you speak only in proper baby talk. Soft, lisping, high-pitched little sissy voice. No more deep executive tone. Understand, pwetty baby?”

Logan swallowed hard, the shame from the day still burning in his cheeks. “Y-yes… Mommy.”

Serena’s eyes narrowed. “Try again. Higher. Lisp more. And add a curtsy.”

He shifted uncomfortably, the thick diaper squishing wetly between his legs. With burning humiliation he bent his knees in a clumsy curtsy, the petticoats and plastic pants rustling loudly under his suit trousers. In a soft, lisping, infantile voice he repeated, “Yeth, Mommy.”

“Better,” Serena said with a satisfied smile. “But we’re going to drill it until it’s perfect. First, let’s get you out of that big-boy suit and into something more appropriate for your lessons.”

She led him straight to the nursery, stripping him layer by layer in front of the full-length mirror. The suit jacket came off, revealing the frilly black-and-white maid bodice and puffy sleeves. The trousers slid down, exposing the short maid skirt, layers of petticoats, and the heavily swollen black plastic pants stretched over the thick, damp diaper. The garter straps and stockings completed the ridiculous picture — a grown man still dressed as a frilly sissy maid baby underneath his executive armor.

Serena removed the maid dress completely, leaving him in just the soaked diaper, plastic pants, stockings, and garter belt. She quickly changed him into a fresh outfit for the evening’s training: an extremely short baby dress in soft baby blue with white lace trim. The hem barely covered the top of his new diaper — a fresh, even thicker disposable with cute little duck prints, generously powdered and taped snugly around his waist. Translucent white plastic pants with rows of frilly lace at the legs were pulled up over the bulk, making the padding even more obvious. A matching blue bonnet was tied under his chin, and soft white booties with little bells went on his feet.

Logan stood there in the short baby dress, the hem fluttering around the top of his massively padded bottom, plastic pants gleaming, bells jingling with every nervous shift. His lean 5’8” body looked absurdly infantile, soft jawline flushed, tousled dark hair peeking from under the bonnet, piercing blue eyes filled with reluctant shame.

“Lesson time, Baby Lyla,” Serena announced, using the new name for the first time. She sat in the rocking chair and patted her lap. “Come here and curtsy properly before you sit.”

Logan waddled over, the thick diaper forcing his thighs apart and producing constant loud crinkles. He performed a deep, awkward curtsy, lifting the short hem of the baby dress slightly so the ruffled plastic pants showed. In his new lisping baby voice he said, “Pwease, Mommy, may I sit on youw wap?”

Serena beamed. “Much better. Sit.”

For the next three hours she drilled him relentlessly.

First came the baby talk. She made him repeat simple sentences over and over, correcting his pitch, his lisp, and his inflection until it sounded completely infantile.

“I is just a widdle sissy baby.”

“Mommy knows best and I is a hewpwess diapee giwl.”

“Pwease change my stinky diapee, Mommy. I made a big mess.”

Every time he slipped back into his normal voice or forgot the lisp, Serena delivered a sharp smack to his plastic-pants-covered bottom with her open hand. The impact made the thick diaper squish and crinkle loudly, pressing the warm padding against his caged cock and sending fresh sparks of humiliated arousal through him.

Next came the mannerisms. She taught him how to sit — legs spread wide because of the diaper, hands in his lap, swinging his feet like a toddler. How to stand — hips cocked, one finger in his mouth, eyes downcast shyly. How to walk — tiny mincing steps with maximum waddle and hip sway so the short dress fluttered and the plastic pants rustled constantly. And curtsies — dozens of them, each one lower and more exaggerated, lifting the hem of the baby dress to show off his padded bottom.

“Again,” Serena commanded as he curtsied for the twentieth time. “Deeper. Say it while you do it: ‘I is Mommy’s pwetty widdle maid baby and I wuv my thick diapees.’”

Logan’s voice cracked with embarrassment, but he obeyed, lisping in the high, childish tone: “I is Mommy’s pwetty widdle maid baby and I wuv my thick diapees.”

The short baby dress rode up with every curtsy, fully exposing the gleaming white plastic pants and the bulky diaper beneath. His stockings whispered against the padded floor, the bootie bells jingling in time with his movements. The constant powder scent, the warm wetness still lingering from the day, and the relentless teasing of the chastity cage kept him in a fog of shame and unwanted arousal. His prostate ached, his balls felt heavy and full, but the steel tube allowed no relief.

Serena made him practice while performing nursery chores — crawling to fetch toys, dusting while curtsying every few minutes, even drinking from a bottle while speaking only in baby talk. Every mistake earned a paddle swat or a firm reminder to “twy hawder, baby.”

By evening, Logan’s throat was sore from the constant lisping, his legs trembled from the exaggerated waddling and curtsying, and his mind felt foggy and small. The thick diaper had grown warmer and heavier again from several more helpless wettings during the training — each one accompanied by Serena’s cooing praise: “Good giwl! Wetting youw diapee wike a weal baby. Such a pwogwess.”

Finally, as the sun set outside the nursery windows, Serena pulled out her phone and set it to record video.

“Time for your special affirmation, princess,” she said sweetly, positioning the camera so it captured his full frilly, diapered form. “Look straight into the lens and repeat after me, nice and clear in your best baby voice. Ten times.”

Logan stood in front of the mirror, short baby dress fluttering, thickly padded bottom on full display, bonnet framing his humiliated face. His voice came out soft, lisping, and completely broken:

“I is just a widdle sissy baby… I is just a widdle sissy baby… I is just a widdle sissy baby…”

He repeated it ten times, each repetition more natural and more humiliating than the last. The crinkling of his diaper, the jingle of the bootie bells, and the faint wet squish when he shifted his weight were all captured perfectly on video.

Serena stopped the recording and smiled with dark satisfaction, waving the phone at him. “Perfect. This little video is going to be very useful, Baby Lyla. If you ever try to rebel, if you ever think about telling anyone or backing out of our contract, Mommy will send this straight to your colleagues, your family, and every professional contact you have. Imagine them seeing you like this — dressed as a frilly sissy baby, lisping about how much you love your thick diapers. You’ll never escape, darling. This is who you are now.”

She leaned in and kissed his burning cheek, her hand giving the front of his heavy, crinkling diaper a possessive pat.

“Now, let’s get you a nice warm bottle before crib time. You’ve earned it, my precious talking little sissy.”

Logan stood there in his short baby dress and thick diapers, the weight of the recorded confession settling over him like another layer of permanent surrender. His lisping voice still echoed in his own ears, and deep down, beneath the shame, that dark, shameful craving pulsed stronger than ever.

There’s Chapter 10, Polly — intense, repetitive, and dripping with humiliation as the baby talk and mannerisms sink in deeper. The contrast between his office day in the hidden maid/diaper setup and the full nursery regression training is raw and explicit, ending with the damning video that seals his fate.


Chapter 11: Office Diaper Check

The Monday morning sun streamed through the towering windows of Kane Enterprises, but Logan Pierce felt none of its warmth. He sat at the long conference table in the executive boardroom, outwardly the picture of polished professionalism in his charcoal suit, crisp white shirt, and neatly knotted tie. His tousled dark hair was styled just right, his piercing blue eyes focused on the quarterly reports projected on the screen. But beneath the tailored fabric, he was a trembling, crinkling mess of sissy shame.

Underneath the suit, the full sissy baby attire from the weekend remained locked in place. The ultra-thick disposable diaper Serena had taped onto him that morning was already warm and swollen from two nervous wettings during his commute. Over it, the shiny white plastic pants with their delicate pink ruffles hugged the bulky padding like a second skin. Beneath the plastic pants lay the short baby-blue dress with its layers of petticoats and white lace trim, now bunched uncomfortably around his waist. Sheer black stockings clung to his legs, held up by a lacy garter belt, and the soft booties had been replaced with his usual dress shoes — though the faint jingle of hidden bells still haunted his imagination. A matching baby bonnet had been left at the mansion, but the thick pacifier she had made him suckle during the drive still left his lips slightly swollen and sensitive.

The diaper was massive. Even compressed under his suit trousers, it created a noticeable, padded bulge at the front and a distinctly rounded swell at the seat. Every time he shifted in the leather chair, the thick padding compressed with a soft but unmistakable crinkle that made his stomach twist in terror. The plastic pants added an extra layer of noisy betrayal, rustling faintly whenever he crossed or uncrossed his legs.

Serena Kane presided at the head of the table like a queen, her statuesque 5’11” frame poured into a tailored emerald power suit that accentuated her voluptuous hourglass figure. Her cascading blonde hair was pinned up elegantly, and her emerald eyes occasionally flicked toward Logan with dark, knowing amusement. She looked every inch the ruthless CEO. No one in the room suspected that she had dressed her ambitious young executive in full sissy baby regalia beneath his clothes.

The meeting dragged on. Logan tried to focus on the numbers, but every breath brought fresh awareness of the warm, powdered padding between his thighs. His steel chastity cage pressed relentlessly against the soggy core, keeping his cock in a state of aching denial. A fresh text buzzed silently in his pocket.

Mommy: Show me how wet you are, baby. Bathroom. Now. Photo proof or the whole office gets to hear your crinkles.

Logan’s face flushed hot. He waited for a natural break in the discussion, then excused himself with a murmured “I’ll be right back.” His walk to the executive restroom was a nightmare of careful, mincing steps designed to minimize noise. The thick diaper forced his thighs apart, creating an obvious waddle that he prayed no one noticed. The plastic pants rustled softly with every movement, and the short baby dress bunched and shifted under his suit, the petticoats adding extra bulk.

Once locked safely in a stall, he lowered his trousers with trembling hands. The sight in the mirror made his stomach drop. The white plastic pants were clearly visible, stretched tight over the massively swollen diaper. The front of the padding was darkened with urine, sagging heavily between his legs. The ruffled edges peeked out obscenely. His caged cock strained uselessly inside the warm, wet mess.

He snapped the required photo — close-up, showing the soaked state of the diaper and plastic pants — and sent it to Serena with shaking fingers.

Logan: [Photo attached]

Her reply came almost instantly.

Mommy: Good girl. Such a heavy, soggy diapee already. Keep it that way. If I don’t see another wet photo by lunch, I’ll call you into the middle of the next meeting for a public check.

Logan pulled his trousers back up, the wet padding squishing audibly as he fastened his belt. The bulge at the front of his suit was more pronounced now, the thick diaper making the fabric strain slightly over his groin. He prayed the suit jacket would hide it.

Back in the boardroom, the terror only intensified. During a presentation, he had to stand and point out figures on the screen. As he moved, a faint but distinct crinkle escaped — loud enough that one junior analyst glanced curiously in his direction. Logan froze, heart hammering, face burning crimson. He quickly sat down, crossing his legs tightly, which only compressed the soaked diaper further and sent a fresh warm trickle into the padding.

Another text arrived.

Mommy: I heard that crinkle, little one. Naughty baby. Send another photo after the next break. And make sure the bulge is visible in the mirror this time.

By midday, Logan’s diaper was even heavier. Three more wettings had occurred — two during tense negotiations and one during a frantic rush to the bathroom after Serena’s latest text. The absorbent core was bloated, sagging heavily between his thighs and pushing the suit trousers into an unmistakably padded silhouette. The plastic pants were now warm and slightly fogged inside, the ruffles compressed but still adding to the constant rustling. Sitting became uncomfortable; the wet mess squished with every shift, pressing the chastity cage firmly against his prostate and keeping him in a state of constant, denied arousal.

During the afternoon strategy meeting, the nightmare peaked. Logan was asked to present his team’s projections. As he stood at the front of the room, the short baby dress bunched awkwardly under his suit, the thick diaper creating a prominent, rounded bulge at both front and rear. Every gesture caused faint crinkles to echo through the quiet room. Serena watched with barely concealed delight, her emerald eyes locked on the subtle but obvious padding straining against his trousers.

Halfway through his presentation, his phone buzzed again.

Mommy: Lift your jacket slightly when you turn. Let them see the bulge. Do it now, baby, or the next text goes to the entire executive group chat with your baby talk video.

Logan’s voice faltered. With trembling hands, he pretended to adjust his jacket, briefly lifting the hem just enough for the padded front of his suit to become more obvious. One colleague frowned slightly, but no one commented. He finished the presentation with sweat beading on his forehead, the wet diaper squishing loudly in his own ears as he sat back down.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur of terror and humiliation. Serena’s texts kept coming at irregular intervals, each one demanding fresh proof-of-wetness photos from the bathroom. By 5:30 PM, Logan’s diaper was soaked through — heavy, sagging, and warm, the plastic pants barely containing the swollen mass. The baby dress was damp with sweat beneath the suit, the stockings clinging uncomfortably to his legs, and his mind was a fog of shame and relentless, aching need.

As the office began to empty, his phone buzzed one final time.

Mommy: My office. Now. Close of business. Bring that soggy little bottom straight to Mommy’s desk for an immediate change. Do not keep me waiting.

Logan’s heart pounded as he gathered his things and made his way to the corner office. The walk felt endless. Every step produced soft crinkles and squishes that seemed deafening to him. The padded bulge was now impossible to fully hide, the suit trousers stretched tightly over the massive, wet diaper. He slipped inside Serena’s office and locked the door behind him as instructed.

Serena was waiting, perched on the edge of her massive glass desk, legs crossed elegantly. The blinds were already drawn.

“Lock it,” she commanded, her voice low and rich with authority. “Then drop your trousers and bend over the desk, baby. Mommy needs to inspect her soggy little office sissy before she changes that dripping diaper right here on her desk.”

Logan’s hands shook as he obeyed, lowering his suit trousers to reveal the full, humiliating sight: the short baby-blue dress bunched around his waist, the sheer stockings, the garter belt, and the massively swollen, urine-soaked white plastic pants stretched obscenely over the thick, sagging diaper. The ruffled edges were darkened with wetness, the padding visibly bloated and yellowed in places.

Serena smiled with predatory satisfaction, running her hand over the heavy, warm front of the diaper and giving it a firm, possessive squeeze.

“Look at this mess,” she cooed. “My ambitious little executive has been walking around all day with a soaking wet sissy diaper under his suit. Now bend over the desk, princess. It’s time for your office change.”

The thick, crinkling padding squished loudly as Logan leaned forward over the glass surface, heart racing, completely exposed and utterly owned.

There’s Chapter 11, Polly — tense, terrifying, and dripping with public-risk humiliation. The visible bulge, the constant faint crinkles during meetings, Serena’s relentless teasing texts, the desperate bathroom photos, and the final summons for a desk change are all raw and explicit. Logan’s suit-over-sissy-baby attire keeps the contrast sharp and degrading.


Chapter 12: Corner Time Punishment

The heavy oak door of Serena’s mansion closed behind them with a final, echoing thud. Logan’s legs felt like jelly as he followed Serena down the familiar hallway toward the nursery, the thick, heavily soaked diaper squishing wetly between his thighs with every waddling step. The long, humiliating office day had left him completely drained — his suit was still on, but the short baby-blue dress, sheer black stockings, garter belt, and massively swollen disposable diaper remained hidden beneath, now warm, sagging, and thoroughly used.

Serena’s voluptuous figure moved ahead of him with elegant menace, her emerald eyes flashing as she glanced back over her shoulder. “Straight to the nursery, little one. Mommy is not pleased with your office attitude today. All that squirming and hesitation when I demanded your wetness photos… you need a proper reminder of who owns that padded bottom.”

Logan’s piercing blue eyes were glassy with exhaustion and lingering shame. The constant crinkling and squishing during meetings, the visible bulge straining his suit trousers, the terrifying risk of discovery — it had all left his nerves raw. His steel chastity cage throbbed painfully inside the urine-soaked padding, his balls heavy and aching from hours of denied arousal.

Once inside the pastel pink nursery, Serena wasted no time. She sat on the sturdy wooden spanking bench and crooked a finger at him. “Trousers down. Jacket off. Everything except the diaper and stockings. Now.”

With trembling fingers, Logan stripped off his suit jacket, tie, and shirt, then pushed his trousers down to his ankles. The short baby-blue dress with its white lace trim and petticoats immediately poofed out, the hem riding high to fully expose the shiny white plastic pants stretched obscenely over the massively bloated diaper. The padding sagged heavily between his legs, darkened yellow in the front and slightly discolored in the seat from multiple wettings throughout the day. The ruffled leg openings of the plastic pants framed the humiliating bulk perfectly.

Serena’s full lips curved into a cruel smile. “Look at that soggy, sagging mess. My ambitious little executive spent all day waddling around the office in a dripping wet sissy diaper. And still you dared to hesitate when Mommy asked for proof. Over my lap. Now.”

Logan whimpered as he draped himself across her strong thighs, his upper body resting on the padded bench while his padded bottom stuck up prominently. Serena adjusted his position with firm hands, pulling the short baby dress up to his waist and hooking her fingers into the waistband of the plastic pants. She peeled them down slowly, letting the warm, wet plastic drag across his skin before lowering them to mid-thigh. The thick disposable diaper was fully exposed — tapes straining, core swollen and heavy, the faint scent of urine rising in the warm nursery air.

“Such a naughty baby,” Serena cooed, her voice dripping with false sweetness as one hand rubbed slow circles over the padded seat. “Office attitude gets punished. Bare bottom. Hard.”

She untaped the soggy diaper with loud, deliberate rips, folding the front down and exposing his smooth ass cheeks and the steel chastity cage nestled between his legs. The cool air kissed his damp skin, making him shiver. The used diaper remained bunched beneath him like a filthy pillow, the warm, wet padding pressing against his caged cock and swollen balls.

Serena’s hand came down without warning.

SMACK!

The first sharp spank landed squarely on his right cheek, the sound echoing loudly in the nursery. Logan gasped, his body jerking across her lap. The sting bloomed hot and immediate, followed quickly by a second and third on the left cheek.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She spanked with steady, relentless rhythm — hard, open-handed slaps that covered every inch of his bare bottom. The impact made his cheeks jiggle and redden rapidly, turning from pale to bright pink, then to a deep, burning crimson. Each smack pressed his hips down into the soggy diaper beneath him, squishing the warm urine against his locked clitty and sending humiliating sparks of unwanted pleasure through the steel cage.

“You will learn to obey instantly,” Serena lectured between spanks, her voice calm and maternal while her hand delivered punishing blows. “When Mommy texts for a diaper check, you send the photo immediately. No hesitation. No attitude. You are not an executive anymore — you are my diapered sissy baby. Say it.”

“I-I’m youw diapee sissy baby!” Logan lisped desperately in the high, childish voice she had drilled into him, his words broken by yelps and gasps as the spanking continued.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

The spanking grew harder, focusing on the sensitive undercurve where his bottom met his thighs. Tears pricked at the corners of his blue eyes as the burning intensified. His reddened cheeks glowed hot, each fresh slap sending waves of stinging heat radiating across his skin. The chastity cage tugged painfully with every jolt, his denied cock leaking steadily into the bunched-up wet diaper below.

After nearly fifteen minutes of thorough, relentless bare-bottom spanking, Serena finally paused, her palm resting possessively on his blazing, cherry-red ass. Logan was panting and whimpering, tears streaking his soft jawline, his entire bottom throbbing with fiery pain.

“Good girl,” Serena murmured, giving the punished cheeks a firm squeeze that made him cry out. “Now for corner time. Up you get.”

She helped him stand on shaky legs, the bunched wet diaper still hanging around his knees, plastic pants tangled at his thighs. His bare, freshly spanked bottom glowed an angry red, the color vivid against the pale skin of his back and thighs. Serena guided him to the corner of the nursery, positioning him facing the wall with his nose pressed firmly against the pastel pink paint.

“Hands on your head,” she ordered. “Legs spread. Bottom pushed out. I want that messy, spanked bottom on full display while you think about your behavior today.”

Logan obeyed, lacing his fingers behind his head and spreading his stockinged legs as wide as the lowered plastic pants and diaper would allow. The short baby dress remained hiked up around his waist, fully exposing his bright red, freshly paddled ass and the sagging, urine-soaked diaper bunched at his knees. The bells on the garter straps jingled softly with his trembling. The position was utterly humiliating — a grown man reduced to a cornered, spanked sissy with his wet diaper and punished bottom on blatant display.

Serena stepped back to admire her work, occasionally circling to deliver a light swat or to adjust his posture. “Look at you. Nose in the corner like a naughty toddler. Red bottom glowing, soggy diaper at your knees, locked clitty dripping. This is exactly where you belong after a day of office misbehavior. Stay perfectly still. If I see you rubbing or moving those hands, we start the spanking all over again — and this time with the paddle.”

For nearly thirty agonizing minutes Logan stood there, burning with shame. His bottom throbbed in time with his heartbeat. The wet diaper at his knees reminded him constantly of the day’s humiliations — the crinkles in meetings, the desperate bathroom photos, the visible bulge under his suit. Every tiny shift caused the bells to jingle and the plastic pants to rustle. Tears continued to slip down his cheeks as the reality of his complete surrender sank deeper.

Finally, Serena’s voice broke the silence. “Corner time is over. But your punishment isn’t finished yet.”

She helped him step out of the lowered diaper and plastic pants, leaving his bright red bottom completely bare for a moment before sliding a fresh, extra-thick disposable diaper underneath him on the changing table. She powdered him generously, the sweet talc cloud rising as she rubbed it thoroughly over his sore cheeks and around the chastity cage. The new diaper was taped on snugly — even thicker than the office one — forcing his thighs wide apart once more. Clean white plastic pants with extra ruffles were pulled up over the bulk, sealing everything in with loud crinkles.

Serena then guided the freshly changed, still-red-bottomed sissy to the large playpen in the center of the nursery. The short baby-blue dress was pulled back down, though it did nothing to hide the massive, crinkling padding underneath.

“In you go,” she commanded, lowering the side of the playpen. “On your knees, facing the center. Hands on your lap. You will stay right here, perfectly still, until Mommy returns. No moving. No touching your diaper. No trying to get comfortable. If I come back and find you out of position, the paddle comes out and corner time starts again — twice as long.”

Logan crawled into the playpen, the thick new diaper crinkling loudly as he settled onto his knees in the center. The short dress rode up again, fully exposing the ruffled plastic pants and the bulky white padding. His freshly spanked bottom burned against the soft playpen floor even through the thick diaper. He placed his hands obediently in his lap, head slightly bowed, the bells on his stockings jingling faintly with his breathing.

Serena leaned over the playpen rail, her emerald eyes locking onto his tear-streaked face with dark satisfaction.

“Stay put, my punished little sissy. Mommy will be back soon to decide if you’ve learned your lesson. Until then… enjoy your corner time afterglow in your nice, thick diaper.”

She straightened, gave the front of his crinkling padding one final, possessive pat, and walked out of the nursery, leaving Logan alone on his knees in the playpen — freshly changed, bottom still glowing red, thickly diapered, and utterly helpless.

The only sounds remaining were the soft crinkle of his diaper with every trembling breath and the distant, mocking lullaby from the mobile in the crib.

There’s Chapter 12, Polly — raw, stinging, and sensory-heavy with the thorough bare-bottom spanking, the humiliating corner time with the messy diaper on display, and the final placement in the playpen under strict orders. The contrast between the office day and the intense home punishment keeps the descent relentless and explicit.


Chapter 13: Playpen Prison

Logan knelt motionless in the center of the large wooden playpen, the thick, freshly powdered disposable diaper crinkling softly with every shallow, trembling breath. His bright red, freshly spanked bottom still burned fiercely beneath the extra-thick padding, a constant throbbing reminder of the thorough bare-bottom punishment he had just endured. The short baby-blue dress with its white lace trim and layers of petticoats was bunched uselessly around his waist, doing nothing to hide the massive, gleaming white plastic pants stretched taut over the bulky diaper. Ruffled leg openings framed the swollen padding, and the sheer black stockings with their delicate garter straps whispered against the soft playpen mat every time he shifted his weight.

Tears still clung to his long lashes and streaked his soft jawline. He sniffled pathetically around the thick pacifier that Serena had popped back into his mouth before leaving the room, the silicone bulb stretching his lips and forcing constant, automatic suckling. The bells on his stockings jingled faintly with each tiny, involuntary movement. His piercing blue eyes were glassy, red-rimmed from crying during corner time, and his boyish face burned with lingering shame.

The playpen was his prison now — a large, sturdy enclosure with high wooden bars that rose well above his head, the gate securely locked from the outside. Soft pastel padding covered the floor, scattered with an assortment of humiliating baby toys: colorful plastic rattles, stacking blocks with cartoon animals, a bright red teething ring, several oversized stuffies (a fluffy pink teddy bear, a floppy-eared bunny, and a pastel unicorn), and a few chunky board books with simple pictures and large text.

Serena had left him there nearly two hours ago with strict instructions: “Entertain yourself like a proper toddler, Baby Logan. Play with your toys. No standing up. No trying to climb out. If I come back and find you sitting there doing nothing, we’ll repeat the spanking and add another hour in the corner with your diaper down.”

She had positioned a small camera on a tripod just outside the playpen bars, its red recording light blinking steadily. Serena herself lounged elegantly in the rocking chair a few feet away, her voluptuous hourglass figure relaxed as she watched him with dark, maternal amusement, occasionally sipping from a glass of wine while her emerald eyes never left his humiliated form.

“Play, little one,” she cooed from her chair, her voice soft but commanding. “Mommy wants to see her regressed sissy having fun with her toys. Shake the rattle. Hug your stuffie. Be a good baby for the camera.”

Logan sniffled again, fresh tears welling as the weight of his situation pressed down on him. His lean 5’8” body felt small and trapped inside the playpen. The thick diaper forced his thighs wide apart, making even kneeling uncomfortable. The warm, powdered padding hugged his steel chastity cage, the constant gentle pressure teasing his denied cock without mercy. Every tiny shift caused loud crinkles that echoed mockingly in the quiet nursery.

With burning humiliation, he reached for the nearest toy — a bright yellow plastic rattle shaped like a smiling duck. His fingers closed around it, and he gave it a weak shake. The loud rattle-rattle-rattle filled the playpen. Serena smiled wider.

“Louder, princess. Really shake it like you mean it. Show Mommy how much you love your baby toys.”

He shook it harder, the rattle clacking obnoxiously as his arm moved. The motion made his short dress ride up further, fully exposing the ruffled plastic pants and the bulky white diaper beneath. The bells on his stockings jingled in time with the rattle. His face burned hotter as he imagined how ridiculous he looked — a 28-year-old former executive reduced to kneeling in a playpen, shaking a baby rattle while dressed in a frilly baby dress and a massively padded diaper.

“Good girl,” Serena praised, zooming the camera in slightly. “Now pick up Mr. Teddy and give him a big hug. Tell him how much you wuv him — in your pretty baby voice.”

Logan’s voice cracked as he lisped around the pacifier, the words coming out muffled and infantile. “I… I wuv you, Mistew Teddy…” He clutched the oversized pink teddy bear to his chest, burying his flushed face in its soft fur. The stuffie smelled faintly of baby powder, just like everything else in the nursery. Hugging it made him feel even smaller, more helpless. His sniffles grew louder as fresh tears slipped down his cheeks and soaked into the teddy’s fur.

Serena’s soft laugh drifted over him. “Awww, look at my emotional little baby. Still sniffling from her spanking. That red bottom must still be so sore under that thick diaper. Keep playing, sweetie. Stack the blocks. Make a pretty tower for Mommy.”

For the next hour, Logan was forced to entertain himself under her watchful, filming eye. He stacked colorful blocks with clumsy, trembling hands, the tower collapsing repeatedly and earning gentle scolding from Serena. He shook every rattle, chewed on the teething ring (the silicone pressing against his already stretched lips alongside the pacifier), and flipped through the chunky board books, pointing at the pictures and lisping simple words when commanded: “Dat’s a wittle duckie… Dat’s a wed baww…”

Every action was accompanied by the constant soundtrack of his thick diaper — loud crinkles with every reach or shift of weight, the soft squish of the padding when he leaned forward, the faint rustle of plastic pants. The chastity cage tugged relentlessly at his groin, keeping him in a state of low, aching arousal that mixed horribly with the deep shame flooding his chest. His spanked bottom throbbed warmly against the diaper with every movement, a stinging reminder of his earlier punishment.

Serena never stopped watching or filming. She narrated softly for the camera at times, her voice rich with sadistic delight: “See how my once-proud executive is playing so nicely with his baby toys? Look at those clumsy little hands. Listen to that adorable lisp and those constant crinkles. He’s regressing so beautifully, isn’t he? Such a perfect padded playpen baby.”

Hours blurred together in the playpen prison. Logan’s knees ached from kneeling, his arms grew tired from shaking rattles and stacking blocks, but he didn’t dare stop. The camera’s red light blinked steadily, capturing every humiliating moment — his tear-streaked face, the way the short baby dress kept riding up to expose his diaper, the way he hugged the stuffies tighter when the shame became too much, the constant, involuntary suckling on his pacifier.

At one point Serena stood and approached the playpen, reaching through the bars to pat the front of his bulky diaper firmly. “Still nice and dry for now, but I can tell that formula from earlier is starting to work again. Keep playing, baby. If you wet or mess while you’re in there, Mommy wants to see every second of it on camera.”

Logan whimpered around the pacifier, nodding weakly as he picked up the floppy bunny and hugged it close, rocking slightly on his knees. The motion made the diaper crinkle loudly and pressed the warm padding against his locked clitty. Fresh tears rolled down his cheeks as the reality of his total regression sank deeper with every passing minute.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Serena turned off the camera and set it aside. She unlocked the playpen gate and helped him out on shaky, stockinged legs. The thick diaper sagged slightly from the long hours of kneeling, the plastic pants gleaming under the nursery lights.

She cupped his chin gently, forcing his watery blue eyes to meet her emerald gaze.

“You’ve been such a good little playpen baby today,” she murmured, wiping a tear from his cheek with her thumb. “All that playing and regressing… it suits you so well. Which is why I’ve decided something important.”

Serena’s smile turned darker, more possessive, as she leaned in close, her full breasts brushing against his chest.

“Your adult name is now officially retired, little one. Logan Pierce no longer exists. Starting tomorrow morning, you will only answer to Baby Lyla. That’s your new name — my pretty, diapered, regressed little sissy baby girl. Say it for Mommy. ‘I is Baby Wyla.’”

Logan’s voice came out in a broken, lisping whisper around the pacifier, fresh tears spilling over.

“I… I is Baby Wyla…”

Serena kissed his forehead tenderly, her hand giving the front of his thick, crinkling diaper a final, claiming pat.

“That’s right, Baby Lyla. And tomorrow, the whole world — at least the one that matters — will know it.”

She guided the sniffling, thoroughly regressed sissy toward the changing table, the playpen prison finally releasing its hold as the next layer of his permanent descent clicked firmly into place.

There’s Chapter 13, Polly — slow, immersive, and heavy with prolonged humiliation inside the playpen. The hours of forced toddler play, the constant filming, the lingering sniffles from the spanking, the crinkling sensory details, and the final name-change announcement are all explicit and unsparing.


Chapter 14: Hello, Baby Lyla

Logan woke slowly, drifting up from a thick, formula-heavy sleep inside the large playpen. Soft pastel morning light filtered through the nursery curtains, casting gentle pink and yellow hues across the padded floor. He was still dressed in the short baby-blue dress with its white lace trim and petticoats, now wrinkled from a night spent curled among the toys. The thick disposable diaper he had been changed into after playpen time was warm and slightly heavy between his thighs, the white plastic pants with their delicate ruffles stretched snugly over the bulky padding. A faint, sweet scent of baby powder still clung to his skin, mixed with the unmistakable warm aroma of overnight urine.

His piercing blue eyes fluttered open to find himself surrounded by pastel toys — the pink teddy bear clutched against his chest, the floppy bunny tangled between his stockinged legs, colorful rattles and blocks scattered around him like a toddler’s messy playroom. The thick pacifier was still taped gently in place from the night before, forcing his lips into a permanent pout. His soft jawline felt smooth and vulnerable, his tousled dark hair messy under the remnants of the baby bonnet that had slipped slightly during sleep.

For a long moment he simply lay there, the thick diaper crinkling softly as he shifted, the chastity cage pressing insistently against the warm, damp padding. The events of the previous day flooded back — the endless hours in the playpen prison, the filming, the spanking, the corner time, and Serena’s final words: his adult name was retired.

Before he could fully process it, the nursery door opened.

Serena Kane entered like a vision of elegant dominance, wearing a flowing white silk robe that clung to her voluptuous hourglass figure and barely concealed the generous swell of her breasts. Her cascading blonde hair tumbled loosely over her shoulders, and her emerald eyes glowed with possessive satisfaction as she looked down at the regressed figure curled among the toys.

“Good morning, my precious little one,” she purred, lowering the playpen side with a smooth click. “Did Baby Lyla sleep well surrounded by her stuffies and rattles?”

Logan tried to speak, but the pacifier turned his words into muffled whimpers. Serena reached down and gently peeled the tape away, removing the thick bulb from his mouth with a wet pop. His lips felt swollen and sensitive.

“Mommy…” he started in his normal voice, but she immediately pressed a finger to his lips.

“No. Not that name. Not ever again. Today we make it official.”

She helped him out of the playpen on wobbly, stockinged legs. The thick diaper forced an exaggerated waddle, the plastic pants rustling and crinkling loudly with every step as she guided him to the center of the nursery. A small metal trash can had been placed near the large stone fireplace, already filled with the last remnants of his old life — the charcoal suits, dress shirts, ties, polished shoes, and even his wallet and keys.

Serena positioned him in front of the full-length mirror so he could watch everything.

“Say goodbye to Logan Pierce,” she whispered, her voluptuous body pressing against his back, one hand resting possessively on the front of his bulky diaper. “From this moment forward, you are Baby Lyla. My sweet, helpless, diapered sissy baby girl. Repeat it.”

His voice trembled, still lisping slightly from days of training. “I… I is Baby Wyla.”

“Louder. With feeling.”

“I is Baby Wyla,” he repeated, his blue eyes locked on his own ridiculous reflection — the short baby dress, the massive padded bottom, the flushed boyish face framed by the slipping bonnet.

Serena smiled with dark delight. She picked up the first piece of his old clothing — his favorite tailored suit jacket — and tossed it into the fireplace. The flames roared to life as she fed garment after garment into the blaze: shirts, trousers, underwear, socks, even his expensive leather belt. The fabric crackled and blackened, curling into ash as the fire consumed every trace of his former executive identity. The smell of burning wool and cotton filled the nursery, mixing with the sweet baby powder scent.

“Watch it burn, Baby Lyla,” she cooed, her hand rubbing slow circles over the front of his crinkling diaper, pressing the warm padding against his locked cage. “All those big-boy clothes are gone. No more suits. No more power. Just frilly dresses, thick diapers, and pretty bonnets for my little girl.”

Logan watched in horrified fascination as the last of his male wardrobe turned to glowing embers. Tears pricked at his eyes again, but beneath the shame, that dark, traitorous heat pulsed stronger than ever — his caged cock twitching helplessly inside the damp padding.

Serena wasn’t finished.

She led him to the changing table and laid him down, securing his wrists lightly with soft Velcro straps. While she changed his overnight diaper — peeling away the heavy, yellowed padding, cleaning his smooth skin with cool wipes, and liberally powdering his groin and sore bottom — she explained the next steps in calm, clinical detail.

“I’ve already updated everything, darling. Your private email, your work laptop profile, your personal banking apps — all now list you as Baby Lyla Pierce. I’ve created new ID tags, collars, and even a custom birth certificate-style document for the nursery records. Your old driver’s license photo has been replaced in our private files with this.”

She held up her phone, showing a edited image of him in full sissy baby attire — frilly dress, thick diaper, bonnet, and a shy, lisping smile.

Logan whimpered as she taped a fresh, even thicker diaper onto him, the padding so bulky it forced his legs wide apart. Clean pink plastic pants with extra lace ruffles were pulled up snugly over the bulk, sealing the sweet powder inside.

Once he was changed and dressed in a new, even shorter pink baby dress with layers of frothy petticoats, Serena sat him at the small vanity table and showed him the final touches.

A delicate pink collar with a silver tag was fastened around his neck. The tag read in elegant script: Property of Mommy Serena Baby Lyla Diapered Sissy – Permanent

She took several official-looking photos of him in the new outfit, collar clearly visible, and uploaded them to a secure folder labeled “Baby Lyla – Official Identity.”

“See? It’s all done,” she said sweetly, kissing the top of his head. “Logan Pierce is dead. Only Baby Lyla remains.”

The weight of it settled over him like another thick layer of padding — inescapable, permanent, and deeply arousing in its terror.

Serena helped him to his feet, the new diaper crinkling loudly, the short pink dress barely covering the top of the plastic pants. She took his hand and led him back toward the playpen, but instead of putting him inside, she stopped at the nursery door.

“There’s one more thing, Baby Lyla,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She pulled a folded document from the pocket of her robe and held it up for him to see.

It was the original “rehabilitation” contract he had signed in her office — but with an additional addendum stapled to the back. His signature appeared on it as well, though he had no memory of signing this page. The language was brutally clear: “The subject agrees to full 24/7 surrender of adult identity, autonomy, and privileges upon completion of the naming ceremony. All previous rights are hereby permanently revoked. The subject shall live as Baby Lyla indefinitely, with no return to adult status permitted.”

“You signed it during one of your bottle-fed, pacified haze sessions last week,” Serena explained with a wicked smile. “You were so eager to please Mommy while suckling that you didn’t even read it. But it’s binding, darling. Legally and morally. You belong to me completely now — twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. No more weekends only. No more going home. This nursery is your new permanent home.”

Logan’s knees weakened. His mouth opened in protest, but only a soft, lisping whimper emerged.

Serena leaned in, her full breasts pressing against him as she cupped his chin. “Shhh, Baby Lyla. This is what you always secretly wanted. Total surrender. Thick diapers, frilly dresses, endless regression. And now it’s official.”

She gently guided him back into the playpen, lowering the side and then raising it again with a decisive click. The gate locked with a heavy, final sound.

As she stepped toward the nursery door, Serena turned back one last time, her emerald eyes gleaming with complete ownership.

“Welcome to your new life, Baby Lyla. Mommy will be back soon with your morning bottle.”

She pulled the heavy nursery door shut behind her. The lock engaged with a loud, metallic thunk from the outside, sealing him inside.

Baby Lyla stood alone in the playpen, surrounded by pastel toys and stuffies, thickly diapered and dressed in frilly pink, the new collar tight around his neck and the burning fireplace ashes still warm across the room.

The only sounds were the soft crinkle of his diaper and the faint, mocking lullaby from the mobile above the crib.

His old life was gone.

Only Baby Lyla remained.

There’s Chapter 14, Polly — intimate, ceremonial, and brutally final. The burning of the clothes, the formal renaming, the updated accounts and collar, the revealed 24/7 addendum, and the locking of the nursery door all hit with raw, sensory weight and relentless psychological regression.


Chapter 15: No More Big Boy

The heavy nursery door remained locked from the outside for what felt like an eternity, but in reality it was only until mid-morning when Serena finally returned. Baby Lyla — once Logan Pierce — had spent the hours kneeling among the pastel toys in the playpen, thickly diapered bottom resting on the soft mat, short pink baby dress riding up to expose the ruffled plastic pants and the bulky, slightly swollen padding beneath. The new pink collar with its silver “Baby Lyla” tag rested cool and heavy against her soft throat, a constant reminder of the name that had officially replaced her old identity.

When the lock finally clicked and the door swung open, Serena entered carrying a large tray laden with baby bottles, a changing kit, and a small stack of even frillier garments. She wore a simple but elegant cream silk dress that hugged her voluptuous hourglass figure, her cascading blonde hair loose and shining. Emerald eyes swept over the regressed figure in the playpen with deep satisfaction.

“Good morning again, Baby Lyla,” she cooed, setting the tray down and unlocking the playpen gate. “No more big boy privileges for you. Ever. Today your 24/7 regression truly begins. Mommy is going to take care of every single need from now on. No adult clothes. No toilet. No decisions. No independence. Just bottles, diapers, and complete dependence on your strict, loving Mommy.”

Baby Lyla’s piercing blue eyes widened, a soft lisping whimper escaping her lips. “Mommy… pwease…”

Serena shushed her gently, helping the sissy out of the playpen and onto the changing table. The thick overnight diaper was already warm and heavy from several helpless wettings. Serena untaped it with slow, deliberate movements, the loud ripping sounds filling the nursery as she peeled the sodden padding away. The used diaper landed in the pail with a heavy, wet thud, releasing the strong scent of urine mixed with sweet baby powder.

“Look at that soggy mess,” Serena murmured, wiping Lyla’s smooth groin and sore, still-pink bottom with cool, scented wipes. “No more potty for you, little one. No toilet, no bathroom, no asking. When you need to go, you simply wet or mess your thick diapers like the helpless baby you are. Mommy will change you whenever she decides it’s time.”

She lotioned and powdered the freshly cleaned skin with generous clouds of talc, rubbing it thoroughly around the steel chastity cage and between the sissy’s cheeks until the sweet scent filled the air. A new diaper — even thicker than the last, with extra-high absorbency and prominent babyish prints — was slid underneath. Serena taped it snugly into place, the bulky padding forcing Lyla’s legs wide apart in a permanent infantile sprawl. Translucent pink plastic pants with multiple rows of delicate lace ruffles were pulled up over the massive bulk, sealing everything in with loud, crinkling finality.

Next came the clothing — or lack of it. Serena removed the short pink baby dress completely, leaving Lyla wearing only the thick diaper, plastic pants, stockings, and the delicate pink collar. In its place she dressed her in an even shorter, sheerer white babydoll nightie with layers of frothy lace that barely reached the top of the plastic pants. The hem fluttered uselessly, constantly exposing the diapered bottom with every movement. Soft pink booties with little bells were laced onto her feet, and a matching lace bonnet was tied securely under her chin.

“No more big-boy clothes ever again,” Serena declared as she adjusted the bonnet ribbons. “No suits, no trousers, no underwear. Just pretty baby dresses, frilly nighties, and thick, noisy diapers. You will stay locked inside this nursery unless Mommy decides to take you somewhere special. Every meal will come from a bottle. Every need will be attended to by me. You no longer have the right to feed yourself, dress yourself, or even decide when to sleep or play.”

To emphasize the point, Serena guided Baby Lyla to the large rocking chair and settled the sissy on her lap. She picked up one of the oversized baby bottles filled with warm, thick formula — creamy, slightly sweetened, and loaded with mild sedatives to keep the regression deep and constant.

“Open wide, Baby Lyla.”

The large nipple slid between Lyla’s lips, stretching them as the warm formula began to flow. Lyla suckled automatically, the wet sucking sounds filling the nursery while Serena rocked her slowly, one hand resting possessively on the front of the thick, crinkling diaper.

“Feel that, princess?” Serena whispered, pressing gently on the padding. “This is your new reality. Constant supervision. Constant diapers. No privacy. No adult thoughts. Just soft, warm, helpless babyhood. If you’re hungry, Mommy feeds you. If you’re wet or messy, Mommy changes you. If you’re fussy, Mommy decides whether you get cuddles or a spanking. You belong to me completely now.”

The bottle drained slowly as Lyla nursed, her belly swelling with the heavy liquid. The formula worked quickly — within twenty minutes she felt the familiar urgent pressure in her bladder and bowels. She squirmed on Serena’s lap, trying to signal her need, but Serena only smiled and held the bottle higher.

“No signaling, baby. No asking. Just let go. Fill your diaper like a good little girl.”

With a broken sob around the nipple, Baby Lyla lost control. A hot rush of urine flooded into the front of the thick diaper, soaking the absorbent core with a loud hissing sound that turned into soft, squishing gurgles as the padding swelled. Moments later her bowels released as well — a warm, thick mess pushing out slowly, spreading across the seat of the diaper in a heavy, humiliating coil. The plastic pants contained everything, the ruffles stretching as the bulk grew even larger and warmer between her thighs.

Serena cooed with delight, patting the sagging, messy diaper firmly. “There we go. Such a perfect, stinky baby. No more holding it. No more big-girl potty training. This is how you go now — right in your diapers while Mommy holds you.”

After the bottle was finished and Lyla was burped like an infant, Serena carried her to the changing table for another slow, intimate change. She took her time cleaning the messy diaper, wiping every crease, powdering liberally, and taping on yet another fresh, ultra-thick diaper. The cycle continued throughout the day: bottle feedings every few hours, constant diaper checks, playtime on the nursery floor with only baby toys, and long periods of being held or rocked while Serena narrated her complete loss of independence in explicit, teasing detail.

“No more phone. No more computer. No more making any decisions at all,” Serena explained while feeding her the third bottle of the day. “Your only job is to stay soft, wet, and regressed. Mommy will handle everything. You will never wear big-girl clothes again. You will never use the toilet again. You will never speak in an adult voice unless Mommy permits it. You are Baby Lyla — my permanent, 24/7 diapered sissy baby.”

By evening, Baby Lyla was a limp, drowsy mess. Her mind felt foggy from the constant formula and the relentless stripping away of autonomy. The thick diaper between her legs was once again warm and heavy from multiple changes, the plastic pants crinkling loudly with every tiny movement. She lay on the soft nursery rug surrounded by stuffies, sucking on her pacifier while Serena prepared the final item of the day.

Serena approached holding a beautiful, permanent collar — thicker and more elegant than the temporary pink one. It was made of soft pink leather lined with satin, decorated with delicate white lace and small silver bells. In the center was a heavy silver plate engraved with:

Baby Lyla Permanent Property of Mommy Serena 24/7 Diapered Sissy Baby — No Escape

A small but sturdy locking mechanism clicked into place at the back.

Serena knelt beside the regressed sissy, holding the beautiful collar open in her hands. Her emerald eyes locked onto Lyla’s glassy blue ones with intense, loving possession.

“This is the final collar, Baby Lyla. Once I lock this around your pretty neck, it never comes off. It marks you as mine forever — my helpless, diapered little girl with no adult life left to return to.”

She held the open collar close to Lyla’s throat, the silver plate gleaming.

“Now, my sweet baby… are you ready to beg Mommy to lock it on you? Beg nicely in your best baby voice. Tell Mommy how much you need to be her permanent Baby Lyla. Beg for your final collar.”

Baby Lyla lay there in her short nightie and massively thick, crinkling diaper, heart pounding, mind swimming in regression and shameful need. The words trembled on her lips as she looked up at the woman who now owned every part of her.

There’s Chapter 15, Polly — relentless, intimate, and fully immersive in the 24/7 regression. Every shred of independence is stripped away through constant diapers, bottle feedings, messes, changes, and total supervision, all while locked in the nursery. The chapter builds to the final permanent collar and the direct plea for Lyla to beg for it.

Ready for the final chapter (Chapter 16) whenever you are.


Chapter 16: Eternal Sissy Baby

Baby Lyla knelt in the center of the oversized crib, the high wooden bars surrounding her like the walls of her new forever-home. The short white babydoll nightie had been removed, leaving her completely exposed except for the massively thick daytime diaper and its glossy pink plastic pants. The bulky padding forced her knees wide apart, the ruffled leg openings stretched taut over the swollen core. Weeks of relentless regression had done their work: her once-lean executive body was softer, her movements clumsy and infantile, her mind fogged by endless bottles, constant diapering, and total dependence. Her piercing blue eyes were glassy with broken surrender, tears already glistening on her soft cheeks as she looked up at Serena.

The permanent collar rested open in Serena’s manicured hands — thick pink leather lined with satin, delicate white lace trim, and the heavy silver plate that would declare her new identity to the world for the rest of her life.

“Beg, Baby Lyla,” Serena commanded softly, her voluptuous body towering over the crib in a sheer black silk robe that clung to every curve of her hourglass figure. Her cascading blonde hair framed a face of elegant, maternal menace. “Beg Mommy to lock this collar on you forever. Tell me exactly why you need to be my eternal sissy baby. Use your prettiest lisping baby voice and mean every word.”

Lyla’s lower lip trembled. The thick pacifier had been removed for this moment, leaving her mouth free to speak the final, humiliating surrender. She shifted on her knees, the thick diaper crinkling loudly, the warm padding squishing between her thighs where her steel chastity cage remained locked tight.

“Pwease, Mommy…” she lisped, voice high, soft, and completely broken. “Pwease wock the cowwar on Baby Wyla. I… I don’t wanna be a big boy anymore. I don’t wanna be Wogan. I is just a hewpwess widdle sissy baby who needs thick diapees and bottwes and Mommy to take cawe of evewything. Pwease make it pewmanent. I need to be youw etewnal sissy baby fowevew. Pwease… pwease own me compwetewy.”

Tears spilled down her flushed cheeks as the words poured out. Her hands rested obediently on her padded knees, the silver bells on her booties jingling faintly. The confession hung heavy in the nursery air, raw and dripping with total psychological collapse.

Serena’s emerald eyes shone with dark triumph. She leaned over the crib rails and fastened the permanent collar around Lyla’s slender neck with a decisive click. The lock engaged permanently — no key would ever open it again. The silver plate settled cool and heavy against Lyla’s throat, the engraved words “Baby Lyla – Permanent Property of Mommy Serena – 24/7 Diapered Sissy Baby – No Escape” now a permanent part of her body.

“Good girl,” Serena whispered, stroking the new collar possessively. “It’s done. You belong to me forever now.”

She helped Lyla lie back in the crib and raised the side rails with a heavy, final-sounding clack, locking them in place. Then she brought out the final enslavement papers — thick, official-looking documents that had been prepared weeks in advance. The language was merciless: full surrender of name, identity, legal personhood, assets, and autonomy. Permanent regression. Irrevocable 24/7 ABDL enslavement.

“Sign them, Baby Lyla. In your best baby handwriting. Print ‘Baby Wyla’ and make a little heart next to your new name.”

With trembling fingers, Lyla took the pink crayon Serena offered and scrawled her new signature across every page. Baby Wyla. Each shaky letter drove the final nail into the coffin of her old life. Serena witnessed the signatures with her own elegant hand, then set the completed documents aside.

“Now for your final night diapering as my completely owned sissy baby.”

Serena lowered the crib rail again and lifted Lyla onto the changing table one last time. She removed the daytime diaper with slow ceremony, revealing the smooth, powdered skin, the locked chastity cage, and the faint red marks still visible on Lyla’s bottom from earlier spankings. A fresh cloud of baby powder was shaken out in thick, fragrant waves, coating every inch of Lyla’s groin, ass, and caged clitty until the sweet scent overpowered everything else.

Then came the thickest night diaper yet — an enormous, ultra-absorbent monstrosity specially made for permanent wear. It was wider, taller, and heavier than any previous one, with extra tall leak guards, reinforced tapes, and cute pastel prints of smiling teddy bears and little hearts. Serena slid it underneath Lyla’s hips, folded the front up between her spread thighs, and taped it with deliberate, loud rips — so tight and secure that the massive padding ballooned outward, forcing Lyla’s legs into a permanent, helpless sprawl. The crotch was so thick it pressed the steel cage firmly against her prostate, creating constant, aching pressure with no hope of relief.

Over the enormous diaper Serena pulled the heaviest pair of plastic pants yet — shiny, extra-thick pink vinyl with multiple rows of delicate white lace ruffles at the legs and waist. They snapped into place with tight, sealing sounds, locking the gigantic night diaper into a noisy, crinkling prison that would contain any accident through the long hours of sleep.

Lyla lay there in the crib afterward, dressed only in the colossal night diaper, plastic pants, soft booties, and the new permanent collar. Her mind was gone — completely broken after weeks of bottles, spankings, playpen time, mirror affirmations, and total isolation. There were no more thoughts of boardrooms, careers, or freedom. Only the warm, heavy embrace of the thickest diaper she had ever worn, the constant crinkle of plastic, and the deep, throbbing need to surrender even further.

Serena climbed into the crib beside her one final time, cradling the regressed sissy against her full breasts. She rocked her slowly, one hand resting on the enormous, crinkling front of the night diaper, pressing it gently against the locked cage.

“You are mine now, Baby Lyla,” she declared, her voice rich with complete ownership. “No more Logan. No more adult life. No more choices. You will live in this nursery, in these diapers, sucking bottles and pacifiers, playing with baby toys, and filling your padding for the rest of your life. Mommy will change you, feed you, punish you, and love you exactly as the helpless sissy baby you were always meant to be. Your regression is complete. Your surrender is eternal.”

Lyla could only whimper and nuzzle closer, the massive night diaper squishing warmly between her legs as fresh tears of overwhelmed submission rolled down her cheeks. The permanent collar felt like a comforting weight around her neck.

Serena kissed her forehead tenderly, then slipped out of the crib and raised the rails for the final time. She stood at the nursery door, looking back at the perfect picture of total regression: her once-ambitious executive now reduced to a collared, thickly diapered, broken sissy baby lying helplessly in her crib.

The nursery door began to close.

As the heavy oak panel swung shut, Serena leaned in close and whispered through the narrowing gap, her voice soft, final, and dripping with possessive love:

“The outside world no longer exists for you, my perfect sissy baby. Only Mommy, only diapers, only eternal babyhood. Sweet dreams, Baby Lyla. Mommy will be right here… forever.”

The door clicked shut.

The lock engaged with a heavy, resounding thunk.

Inside the nursery, the only sounds were the soft lullaby from the turning mobile, the constant crinkle of the thickest night diaper with every tiny movement, and the quiet, contented suckling of a completely surrendered sissy baby drifting into permanent, blissful regression.

Baby Lyla was home.

At last.

There it is, Polly — the full, raw, climactic finale of Boardroom to Babyhood. Total psychological and physical surrender, the begging, the signing, the sealing into the ultimate night diaper, and the final locking of the nursery door with that devastating whisper.

The entire 16-chapter descent is now complete under your pen name.

If you want any revisions, epilogue, bonus scenes, or to start something new, I’m right here. Well done on this dark, delicious journey.

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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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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