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Chapter 1: The Reunion – One Last Cruelty

Jake Harlan stepped out of his leased black Audi in the parking lot of the Lakeside Grand Hotel and checked his reflection in the tinted window. Thirty-two years old, six-one, gym-built shoulders filling out a tailored charcoal suit, fresh haircut, Rolex glinting under the floodlights. He looked exactly like the guy who used to rule Jefferson High a decade ago, and he knew it.

The ten-year reunion banner hung over the entrance in gaudy gold letters. Music thumped faintly from inside—some nostalgic 2010s pop remix. Old classmates milled around the valet stand in clusters, laughing too loudly, comparing hairlines and wedding rings. Jake smirked. This was going to be fun.

He strode through the lobby like he still owned the hallways. Heads turned. A former cheerleader squealed his name and hugged him too tightly. A couple of his old football buddies slapped his back hard enough to sting. “Harlan! Still a legend, man!” They bought him a drink before he even reached the ballroom.

Inside, the room was a sea of fairy lights, balloon arches, and projected yearbook photos cycling on the walls. Jake grabbed a whiskey neat from the open bar and scanned the crowd with predatory ease. He spotted a few easy targets right away—guys who’d lost their hair, girls who’d gained weight—and filed them away for later jokes. This night was his stage again.

Then he saw her.

Emily Harper.

She stood near the edge of the dance floor in a sleeveless black dress that hugged her figure perfectly. Hair down in soft waves, subtle makeup, posture straight and confident. She was talking to two former band girls, laughing at something one of them said. Jake barely recognized her. The awkward, stuttering girl who used to flinch when anyone looked at her too long was gone. This version was… beautiful. Successful, if the discreet diamond earrings and designer clutch were any indication.

A slow, cruel grin spread across his face.

He cut through the crowd like a shark.

“Emmy Harper?” he called out loudly as he approached, drawing eyes from nearby tables. “Holy shit, no way.”

She turned. Her expression stayed polite, but something flickered in her green eyes—recognition, then a cool assessment.

“Jake,” she said evenly. “It’s been a long time.”

“Ten years, right? Damn.” He looked her up and down deliberately, making sure she noticed. “You clean up real nice. Almost didn’t recognize you without the braces and the—” he mimed a stutter with his hand, “—y’know.”

The two women she’d been talking to shifted uncomfortably. One muttered an excuse and drifted away. Emily didn’t flinch.

“Thank you,” she said, voice smooth. “You look exactly the same.”

Jake laughed, loud and sharp. “Yeah, well, some of us peaked early and stayed there.” He leaned in closer, lowering his voice just enough for the remaining friend to hear. “Remember that assembly senior year? When you had that little… accident on stage during the talent show audition?”

Emily’s smile didn’t waver, but her fingers tightened almost imperceptibly on her glass.

Jake kept going, savoring it. “Whole school talked about it for weeks. ‘Pee-shy Emmy.’ Man, kids were brutal.” He chuckled again, shaking his head like it was all fond memory. “Good thing you dropped out, huh? Probably saved you a lot more embarrassment.”

A small circle had formed around them now—old classmates pretending not to listen while hanging on every word. Someone snickered.

Emily tilted her head. “Actually, I transferred and finished at Westview. Top five percent. Then pre-med at Stanford. I’m a urologist now. Private practice.”

Jake blinked, thrown for half a second. Then he recovered with a wider grin.

“No shit. Doctor Emmy. Fixing old guys’ plumbing problems?” He made a crude gesture near his crotch. More laughs from the peanut gallery. “Bet that’s ironic, huh?”

Emily’s eyes never left his. “Congratulations on your sales job, Jake. Regional manager, right? I saw your LinkedIn.”

He puffed up. “Yeah, crushing quotas. Company car, expense account, the works.”

“Impressive,” she said. Then, with perfect timing: “Let me buy you a drink. For old times’ sake.”

Jake shrugged. Free whiskey? Why not. He followed her to the bar, still riding the high of the crowd’s attention. People clapped him on the shoulder as he passed. King of the reunion.

At the bar, Emily ordered two whiskeys—top shelf, neat. She handed him one.

“To old times,” she said, raising her glass.

Jake clinked his against hers. “To old times. And to little Emmy finally growing up.”

He threw the drink back in one swallow. Smooth, smoky, expensive. Emily sipped hers slowly.

They talked for a few minutes—or rather, Jake talked. He bragged about his condo downtown, his fantasy football league, the girl he was “kind of seeing” who modeled part-time. Emily nodded in all the right places, asked the occasional question that kept him going.

He didn’t notice her watching his glass, waiting until he finished it and immediately ordered another.

The second drink went down even easier. Warmth spread through his chest. The room felt brighter, louder. He was mid-sentence—something about closing a big deal last quarter—when the edges of his vision softened.

“You okay?” Emily asked, touching his elbow lightly.

“Yeah, yeah,” he laughed. “Just hittin’ me fast. Good stuff.”

“Want some air?” she offered. “There’s a quiet patio out back.”

Jake waved a hand. “Nah, I’m good. Gotta go work the room anyway. King’s gotta make his rounds.”

But when he turned to leave, the floor tilted slightly. He caught himself on the bar.

“Whoa. Okay, maybe a little air.”

Emily slipped an arm under his supportively. “Come on. I’ll walk you out.”

He let her guide him—didn’t want to look weak in front of everyone. The crowd parted as they moved toward the side exit. A few concerned looks, but mostly amused ones. Classic Jake, already drunk.

Outside, the night air was cool. Jake leaned against the brick wall, breathing deeply.

“Fuck. Head’s spinning.”

Emily stood close, steadying him. “You’ll be fine. Just need a minute.”

He closed his eyes. The world swayed.

When he opened them again, everything was wrong.

He was in the back of a moving vehicle—an SUV. Hands zip-tied behind his back. Mouth gagged with what felt like medical tape. Streetlights flashed across the tinted windows.

Emily was driving.

She glanced at him in the rearview mirror, calm as ever.

“Almost there, Jake.”

He thrashed, screamed into the gag. Nothing came out but muffled grunts.

She turned up the radio—soft classical music—and kept driving.

The last thing he heard before the sedative she’d slipped into his third drink (poured while he was turned away bragging to an old teammate) fully took hold was her voice, quiet and clear.

“You always did love an audience, Jake. But after tonight, you’ll never bully anyone again.”

His head lolled against the seat. Darkness swallowed him.


Chapter 2: The Secret Operation & Release

Jake’s consciousness returned in fragments: the hum of fluorescent lights, the sharp sting of antiseptic in his nose, the cold bite of metal restraints around his wrists and ankles. His mouth was dry, tongue stuck to the roof like cotton. He tried to move and realized he was flat on his back, legs elevated and spread in padded stirrups, naked from the waist down.

Panic hit like a fist.

He jerked against the restraints, heart slamming. “Hey! What the fuck—help! Somebody!”

The room was small, sterile, windowless. Surgical lamps overhead, trays of gleaming instruments on rolling carts, monitors beeping softly. A private operating suite. He recognized the layout from a golf buddy who’d had knee surgery—only this wasn’t a hospital.

The door opened with a hydraulic hiss.

Emily stepped in wearing full scrubs, hair tucked under a cap, surgical mask pulled down below her chin. Her green eyes were calm, almost serene.

“Welcome back, Jake.”

He thrashed harder. “Let me go, you crazy bitch! This is kidnapping—assault—I’ll have you arrested!”

She didn’t flinch. Instead she pulled on nitrile gloves with deliberate slowness, the snap of latex loud in the quiet room.

“You’re not wrong about the assault part,” she said conversationally. “But it’s already done.”

Jake froze. “What… what do you mean done?”

Emily wheeled a stainless-steel tray closer. On it lay a neatly folded adult diaper—thick, white with pale blue teddy bears, the kind sold in medical supply catalogs for “severe incontinence.” Next to it: a tube of rash cream, baby powder, wet wipes.

His stomach dropped.

She picked up a tablet, turned the screen toward him. It displayed a series of intraoperative photos—his own exposed pelvis under bright lights, gloved hands holding retractors, precise incisions, cauterized tissue. The final image showed delicate nerve bundles severed with microscopic precision.

“Selective bilateral pudendal nerve ablation,” she said, voice clinical and cool. “Combined with targeted internal and external sphincterotomy. In plain terms: I destroyed the nerves and muscle rings that control your bladder and bowels. Permanently.”

Jake stared at the photos, brain refusing to process.

“No… no, you’re lying. This is a joke. A sick fucking prank.”

Emily set the tablet down. “Feel anything yet?”

As if on cue, a strange warmth bloomed low in his abdomen. Not pain—something far worse. A total absence of sensation, of control. He felt his bladder release all at once, a hot flood pouring out of him without the slightest warning or ability to clench. Urine streamed steadily across his skin, pooling beneath his hips on the padded table.

He gasped in horror, face burning crimson.

“Oh God—stop—make it stop!”

“It won’t stop,” Emily said gently. “Ever. That was your entire bladder volume. And in a moment…”

Another cramp—this one deeper, intestinal. His eyes widened in fresh terror. He tried desperately to hold it, every muscle straining, but there was nothing to grip with. A soft, wet sound filled the room as his bowels emptied involuntarily, thick and uncontrollable, spreading beneath him in a warm, humiliating mess.

Jake screamed into the sterile air—a raw, animal sound of disgust and disbelief.

Emily waited patiently until he ran out of breath.

“There it is,” she murmured. “First full accident. You’ll have many more.”

Tears streamed down his temples. “Please… fix it. You’re a doctor—there has to be a way—”

She shook her head. “Irreversible. I made sure of that. No colostomy reversal, no nerve grafts, no experimental implants. I consulted the literature for months. This is permanent, Jake. You will wet and mess yourself like an infant for the rest of your life.”

He sobbed openly now, chest heaving. “Why? Why would you—”

“Because you never stopped being a bully,” she said simply. “You humiliated me for years. You humiliated dozens of others. Tonight you did it again, in front of everyone, like it was still funny. So I decided to give you something you can never laugh your way out of.”

She picked up the diaper, unfolded it with a loud crinkle.

Jake watched in stunned silence as she cleaned him—slow, methodical wipes, cool rash cream spread thickly, clouds of baby powder. Every touch clinical, impersonal, yet deeply intimate. When she slid the thick padding under his hips and taped it snugly into place, the bulk forced his thighs apart. The teddy bears stared up at him mockingly.

For a few minutes he just lay there, feeling the diaper’s weight, the lingering warmth of his accident trapped against his skin. The reality sank in like lead.

Emily removed her gloves, dropped them in a biohazard bin.

“I considered keeping you,” she said. “Locking you in a nursery, making you my personal project. But that would be too easy for you. You’d adapt, maybe even find a way to manipulate the situation. No. I want you to live with this in the real world.”

She unbuckled the restraints.

Jake sat up slowly, legs dangling off the table, diaper crinkling obscenely. He looked down at himself—at the childish padding bulging under the surgical gown—and felt fresh tears rising.

Emily handed him a plastic bag containing his reunion clothes, now cleaned and folded.

“Get dressed. I’ll drive you home.”

He stared at her. “You’re… letting me go?”

She nodded. “You’re free to try to hide it. To explain the sudden ‘medical condition’ to your friends, your job, your dates. To buy diapers in secret and pray no one notices the smell or the waddle. Maybe you’ll find a discreet caregiver. Maybe you’ll move to a new city and start over. But every day, multiple times a day, you will lose control completely. And every time, you’ll remember who did this to you—and why.”

Jake pulled on his pants with shaking hands. The diaper was so thick he had to leave his belt unbuckled. His expensive suit jacket hung loose over the humiliation beneath.

Emily led him out a back exit to her SUV. The drive to his downtown condo was silent except for his occasional choked sobs. Halfway there he felt another warm flood soak into the padding. He pressed his thighs together uselessly and stared out the window, face burning.

When they reached his building, she parked at the curb.

“One more thing,” she said, handing him a plain white card with only her personal phone number. “If it ever becomes too much—if you decide you can’t manage alone—you can call me. I might be willing to help. For a price.”

Jake took the card with numb fingers.

He waddled through the lobby, praying the night doorman wouldn’t notice the bulk or the faint smell already starting to emerge. In the elevator mirror he caught sight of himself: eyes red, suit rumpled, stance awkward. He looked like a man who’d lost everything in one night.

Because he had.

Inside his apartment he locked the door, leaned against it, and slid to the floor. The diaper squished wetly beneath him. Another soft, involuntary push added to the mess.

He clutched Emily’s card in his fist and cried until he had nothing left.

Tomorrow he would have to figure out how to buy more diapers without being seen. How to shower and change at the gym. How to sit through client meetings without anyone noticing.

Tomorrow the rest of his life began.


Chapter 3: Public Floods – The First Week of Shame

Jake woke up on his living-room floor at 6:47 a.m., cheek pressed to the hardwood, the sour stench of his own waste thick in the air. He had passed out there after the third change of the night—too exhausted to make it to the bedroom. His expensive suit pants were bunched around his ankles, the single emergency diaper he’d managed to tape on before collapsing now swollen, yellowed, and sagging halfway down his thighs. A dark, smeared stain had leaked through onto the floorboards beneath him.

He groaned, rolled onto his back, and immediately felt another warm gush. The ruined diaper couldn’t hold it; fresh urine trickled down his skin and pooled under his lower back. He lay there staring at the ceiling fan, listening to the soft hiss of liquid soaking into fabric, and realized he hadn’t even felt the urge coming.

Day one.

He peeled the diaper off with shaking hands, balled it up, and double-bagged it in trash liners. The shower took forty minutes—scrubbing until his skin was raw, trying to wash away the smell that seemed to cling to his pores. He dressed in loose dark jeans and an oversized hoodie, praying the bulk wouldn’t show. It did. The cheap drugstore pull-up he’d bought at 3 a.m. (after the first accident in his bed) was thin and medical-looking, but it still forced an awkward spread to his stance.

He had a 9:00 a.m. client breakfast downtown. Big account. Couldn’t cancel.

The drive was torture. Every bump in the road sent a jolt through his abdomen. Halfway there he felt the unmistakable heavy drop in his gut. He gripped the steering wheel, clenched every muscle he had left—nothing. A thick, soft load pushed out into the pull-up with wet, crackling sounds. The warmth spread instantly, filling the seat of his jeans. He pulled over on a busy side street, hazards blinking, and sat there panting, tears of rage pricking his eyes as the mess settled against him.

He texted the client: Food poisoning, so sorry, reschedule?

Then he drove home sitting on a folded trash bag, windows down in 40-degree weather to keep the smell from gagging him.

By noon he was online, incognito mode, frantically ordering real adult diapers—overnight shipping, maximum absorbency, printed patterns hidden under “discreet medical white.” He bought boosters, plastic pants, rash cream, odor neutralizers. The cart totaled almost eight hundred dollars. He clicked checkout with numb fingers.

That night he tried to eat. Half a sandwich in, his body betrayed him again—another full, uncontrollable bowel movement while sitting at the kitchen island. The new thicker diaper held it, barely, but the bulge was obscene. He waddled to the bathroom mirror and stared at himself: hoodie zipped high, face pale, legs forced apart by the sagging padding. He looked ridiculous. Broken.

Day three.

He’d used up his sick days lying to HR. Had to go into the office for a mandatory team meeting. He triple-layered: thick nighttime diaper, stuffer pad, loose chinos two sizes too big. The waddle was impossible to hide completely, but he practiced a limp in the parking garage—“old football injury acting up.”

The conference room smelled faintly of coffee and dry-erase markers. Ten colleagues around the long table. Jake sat gingerly, feeling the bulk compress under him. Five minutes in, the warmth started—slow at first, then a sudden flood. He shifted, praying no one heard the faint hiss. The diaper swelled hot against his skin. He kept his face neutral, nodding at projections on the screen while urine pooled and spread.

Then the cramp.

He gripped the table edge, knuckles white. No. Not here.

But his body didn’t care about conference rooms or quarterly goals. The mess came in waves—soft, heavy, unstoppable. The smell hit seconds later, unmistakable even through the layers. Someone across the table wrinkled their nose. A whisper: “Do you smell that?”

Jake stood abruptly. “Excuse me—migraine,” he muttered, and fled.

He made it to the single-occupancy restroom on the next floor. Locked the door, dropped his pants, and stared in horror. The diaper had held, but barely—the back was ballooned and discolored, tapes straining. He changed frantically, stuffing the used one into a scented disposal bag he now carried everywhere. His hands shook so badly he dropped the fresh diaper twice.

He didn’t go back to the meeting. He emailed his resignation from the stall: Unexpected serious medical issue. Effective immediately.

Day five.

Groceries were unavoidable. He waited until midnight, drove to a 24-hour superstore across town. Hood up, mask on (thank God for lingering COVID habits). He loaded the cart with essentials—then beelined for the incontinence aisle.

A young female cashier scanned his items: six mega-packs of rearz princess diapers (the only ones thick enough for overnight), zinc cream, baby wipes, powder. Her eyes flicked from the conveyor belt to his face, lingering on the obvious bulge under his sweatpants. A tiny smirk. Jake stared at the floor, face burning.

“That’ll be $312.46.”

He paid cash, loaded the bags himself, and waddled out feeling every eye in the store on him.

At home he tried to reclaim some normalcy—beer, video game, couch. Halfway through the match his bladder released again without warning. Then his bowels. The diaper filled heavily, forcing him to sit forward awkwardly. He paused the game, sat there in the mess for an hour because changing felt pointless. Tears came hot and sudden.

He opened his phone, thumb hovering over Emily’s number. Closed it again. Not yet. He wasn’t that desperate.

Day seven.

The worst one yet.

He’d risked a quick coffee run—drive-thru only, double-diapered, plastic pants for security. Ordered a large black coffee because he hadn’t slept. The barista handed it through the window with a friendly smile.

As he pulled away, the coffee hit his empty stomach like acid. Diuretics, he realized too late. His body responded instantly: a massive, liquid mess exploding into his diaper, followed by a flood of urine that overwhelmed even the boosters. Warmth surged down his legs inside the plastic pants, pooling in the car seat.

He panicked, floored it home, but the damage spread with every movement. By the time he reached his building, the seat was soaked, his pants dark at the crotch and rear. He parked crooked, grabbed a blanket to wrap around his waist, and tried to hurry through the lobby.

The doorman—Mike, who’d known him for years—looked up.

“Mr. Harlan? You okay, man? You’re walking funny.”

Jake mumbled something about spilling coffee and bolted for the elevator. Inside, alone, he caught his reflection in the mirrored walls: blanket clutched like a skirt, legs bowed, face streaked with humiliated tears. The smell was overwhelming.

In his apartment he stripped in the entryway, leaving a trail of ruined clothes. The diaper had leaked everywhere—down his thighs, into his shoes. He stood naked in the shower for an hour, water as hot as he could stand, sobbing silently.

When he finally crawled into bed—triple-diapered now, onesie snapped over it—he opened his phone again. Emily’s card sat on the nightstand.

His thumb hovered longer this time.

He didn’t call. Not yet.

But the seed was planted.

He couldn’t do this alone anymore.


Chapter 4: Desperate Shopping & Isolation

Two weeks had passed since the reunion, and Jake Harlan’s world had shrunk to the size of his 1,200-square-foot condo. The blinds stayed drawn. Deliveries piled up outside the door until he dragged them in at 3 a.m. The trash chute down the hall had become his nightly shame ritual: triple-bagged, soaked diapers hauled in a laundry basket, praying no neighbors stepped out for ice or mail.

He hadn’t left the apartment in four days.

The last outing had been a disaster. A quick run to the corner pharmacy for more cream and powder. He’d double-diapered with the thickest overnight ones, added a stuffer, and worn the baggiest cargo pants he owned. It still wasn’t enough. Halfway down the condiment aisle his bowels let go without warning—a massive, loose movement that filled the seat instantly and kept coming. The smell hit before he could even turn the corner. An elderly woman stared openly. A teenage stock boy smirked and whispered to his coworker. Jake abandoned his basket and waddled out, feeling the mess shift and spread with every step. He drove home with the windows down in February cold, tears freezing on his cheeks.

Since then: total isolation.

His fridge held only bottled water, protein shakes, and instant oatmeal—anything that might slow the constant accidents. He’d stopped solid food almost entirely after realizing fiber made the messes worse. His weight was dropping. His skin was pale from lack of sun. Mirrors were avoided.

The living room had become command central. A folding changing mat on the coffee table. Stacks of diapers on every surface: Rearz Princess for daytime (pink, embarrassingly cute, but the most absorbent), Abena M4 for attempted outings, generic medical white for when the prints made him want to scream. Open packs of boosters, wipes, powder, rash cream, disposal bags. A large kitchen trash can lined with scented liners sat permanently beside the couch. The smell never fully went away.

He changed himself now with mechanical efficiency—lying on the mat, untaping, wiping front to back, folding the used one into itself, sealing it away. Eight to ten changes a day. Sometimes more. Nights were worse: he’d wake in a flood, the sheets soaked despite triple padding and plastic pants. He’d started sleeping on towels over a waterproof mattress cover.

Work emails piled up unread. His boss had called twice, then stopped. Friends texted about fantasy football playoffs—he ignored them. His mother left a voicemail asking why he hadn’t answered in weeks. He couldn’t call back. What would he say?

The money was still coming in—severance, unused vacation payout—but it wouldn’t last forever. He spent hours online researching solutions that didn’t exist. Forums for incontinent adults. Medical studies on nerve regeneration (none successful). Underground clinics in Mexico promising miracles (all obvious scams). Every search ended the same: permanent, irreversible.

Emily’s card sat on the kitchen counter, propped against a bottle of rash cream like a taunt. He hadn’t touched it. Pride, rage, fear—he wasn’t ready to beg. Not yet.

But the supplies were running low.

He’d burned through the initial bulk order faster than expected. Booster pads gone. Only three packs of the good nighttime diapers left. He tried rationing—using thinner ones during the day, staying perfectly still on the couch to delay accidents. It didn’t work. A single movement could trigger a flood.

Finally, necessity overrode terror.

He planned the run like a military operation. Thursday night, 11 p.m. Target superstore across town—the big one with self-checkout. He showered twice, powdered heavily, applied barrier cream like armor. Triple-diapered: thick daytime with two boosters, plastic pants, then loose black sweatpants and an oversized hoodie. The bulge was obscene—he looked pregnant from behind—but the dark fabric hid the worst of it. He practiced walking in the hallway mirror until the waddle looked slightly less obvious.

The drive felt endless. Every red light a threat. He kept a towel on the seat and a spare folded diaper in the passenger footwell.

Inside the store the fluorescent lights were brutal. He grabbed a cart for cover, head down, hood up. First stop: incontinence aisle. His heart hammered as he loaded four mega-packs—the pink princess ones again, because nothing else held the messes. Then wipes, powder, cream, disposal bags. People passed. A mother with a toddler stared at the cart contents, then at his awkward stance. He turned away quickly.

Pharmacy next: zinc oxide, lavender-scented powder, extra-large nitrile gloves for changes. The pharmacist—a woman in her forties—scanned the items without expression, but her eyes flicked to his face. Did she recognize the smell? The waddle? He paid with cash, hands shaking.

Self-checkout was a nightmare. The packs were too big for the bagging area. The machine kept yelling “Unexpected item—please wait for assistance.” He scanned frantically, sweat beading under the hoodie. A teenage employee approached.

“Need help, sir?”

“No—got it,” Jake muttered, voice cracking.

The kid lingered, eyes on the screen: Adult Diapers – Princess Pink – Mega Pack. He smirked and walked away.

Jake loaded the bags himself, arms straining. As he pushed the cart toward the exit, the inevitable hit.

It started with a warm trickle—then a full release. Urine flooded the front of the triple layers, swelling them instantly. He froze mid-aisle, gripping the cart handle. Then the cramp—deep, rolling. His body pushed without permission. The mess came in heavy waves, filling the seat, spreading forward. The plastic pants contained it, but the bulk doubled in seconds. He felt it squish with every tiny shift of weight.

A woman nearby wrinkled her nose. “Do you smell that?”

Jake abandoned protocol. He left the cart—half the bags still unloaded—and waddled as fast as he could toward the doors. The mess shifted sickeningly, the swollen padding forcing his legs farther apart. People stared openly now. A child pointed. “Mommy, that man’s walking funny.”

Outside he half-ran to the car, tears blurring his vision. The drive home was a blur of humiliation and panic. He sat on the towel, feeling the mess compress and spread further.

In the apartment he stripped in the entryway, leaving a trail of clothes. The diapers were a disaster—tapes burst, gel beads everywhere, mess smeared up his back. He stood under the shower for an hour, scrubbing until his skin bled.

Wrapped in a towel, he sat on the changing mat and stared at the dwindling supplies. Two packs left. Maybe five days if he was careful.

He picked up Emily’s card.

His thumb hovered.

He set it down again.

But the next morning, after waking in yet another flood, after changing in mechanical silence, after realizing he couldn’t risk another outing like last night—he picked it up again.

This time he didn’t put it down.

He typed the number with shaking fingers.

The text was short:

I need help. Please.

He hit send before he could delete it.

Three dots appeared almost immediately.

Emily: Come to my house tonight. 8 p.m. Alone.

Jake stared at the screen, chest tight.

He knew it was a trap.

He also knew he had no choice.


Chapter 5: The Plea – Crawling Back

Jake sat in his darkened living room at 7:15 p.m., staring at the text thread on his phone.

Emily: Come to my house tonight. 8 p.m. Alone.

Sent four hours ago. No follow-up. No address—he’d had to look it up on a property site using her name. A quiet, upscale neighborhood twenty minutes away. Big lot. Privacy fence.

He hadn’t replied. He didn’t need to. She knew he’d come.

The drive felt surreal. He’d changed twice before leaving: first after a sudden flood soaked his last clean pair of sweatpants, then again after a nervous bowel movement hit while he was taping on the fresh one. Final setup: triple-layered with the thickest princess diapers he had left, two boosters, plastic pants for security, loose black joggers, oversized hoodie. The bulge was impossible to hide—he looked like he was smuggling a pillow—but at least it was dark outside.

He parked two houses down, killed the engine, and sat gripping the wheel until 7:58. His heart hammered so hard he felt it in his throat. Another small leak warmed the front of the padding. He ignored it.

Emily’s house was modern, single-story, set back from the street. Warm lights glowed behind sheer curtains. No cars in the driveway except a silver SUV he recognized from the night of the reunion.

He waddled up the lighted walkway, each step a loud crinkle under the joggers. His palms were slick with sweat. At the door he hesitated, finger hovering over the bell.

He pressed it.

Soft chimes inside. Footsteps. The door opened.

Emily stood there in casual jeans and a soft gray sweater, hair loose, no makeup. She looked relaxed. Normal. Beautiful. Her eyes flicked down to his awkward stance, the obvious bulk, then back to his face.

“Hello, Jake.”

He opened his mouth. Nothing came out at first. His throat was raw from disuse and shame.

“I… I need help,” he rasped. “Please.”

She stepped aside. “Come in.”

He crossed the threshold and stopped in the foyer, afraid to go farther. The house smelled faintly of vanilla and clean laundry. Everything was tidy, adult, sophisticated—the opposite of his reeking apartment.

Emily closed the door. The click of the lock sounded loud in the silence.

“Take off your shoes,” she said calmly.

He toed them off. His socks were damp from an earlier leak that had wicked down his leg.

She studied him for a long moment. “How bad is it?”

He swallowed. “Constant. I… I can’t stop it. Ever. I’ve been… buying diapers. Changing myself. But I can’t—” His voice cracked. “I can’t keep doing it alone. I’m out of everything. I’m… scared to leave the apartment. Please, Emily. You have to help me. Fix it somehow. Or… or at least help me manage it. I’ll pay whatever you want. I’ll do anything.”

Tears welled up. He didn’t bother hiding them.

Emily’s expression softened—just slightly.

“I can’t fix it, Jake. I told you that. It’s permanent.”

He dropped to his knees right there on her hardwood floor, the thick padding squishing audibly beneath him. Another warm flood started as he knelt; he felt it spread without being able to do a thing.

“I know,” he whispered. “I know you can’t fix it. But please… help me live with it. I’m begging you.”

Emily crouched in front of him, eye level.

“I will help you,” she said quietly. “But only on my terms. One week. You stay here. You follow my rules completely. You let me take full care of you. At the end of the week, if you’ve been good, I’ll set you up with everything you need to manage on your own—supplies, routines, discretion. But you sign a contract agreeing to the week. No backing out.”

Jake nodded frantically. “Yes. Anything. I’ll sign.”

She stood and walked to a side table, picked up a thin folder. Inside: a single-page document titled “Temporary Care Agreement.” It outlined the week—full surrender of decision-making regarding hygiene, dress, schedule, diet. A clause about medical guardianship in case of “non-compliance.” A signature line.

He didn’t read it closely. He couldn’t focus through the tears and desperation.

She handed him a pen.

He signed with a shaking hand: Jacob Harlan.

Emily took the paper, folded it, and slipped it into her pocket.

“Good boy,” she said softly. “Follow me.”

She led him down a hallway to a door at the end. Opened it.

The room beyond was a fully equipped adult nursery.

Soft gray walls, blackout curtains, a large locking crib with high rails, an oversized changing table with straps, shelves of diapers stacked neatly—thick, printed, pastel colors. A rocking chair. A playpen in the corner. Cameras discreetly mounted. Everything spotless, organized, purpose-built.

Jake froze in the doorway.

Emily turned to him. “Strip.”

He hesitated only a second. Hands trembling, he pulled off the hoodie, the joggers. Stood there in just the swollen, sagging triple diapers and plastic pants. The smell hit the air immediately—stale urine and the faint sourness of his last accident.

Emily didn’t react. She pointed to the changing table.

“Up.”

He climbed onto it awkwardly, the padding squishing wetly. Lay back as she fastened the safety strap across his chest.

Then she began the change.

Slowly. Deliberately.

Plastic pants peeled down. Tapes ripped open one by one. The cool air on his skin made him shudder. She unfolded the mess with clinical detachment, wiping him thoroughly—front, back, creases. Rash cream applied in thick layers. Powder shaken generously. Every touch efficient, but lingering just long enough to remind him who was in control.

He stared at the ceiling, face burning, silent tears sliding into his ears.

When she finished, the new diaper was even thicker than his homemade setup—custom ordered, with extra stuffing, adorable teddy bears marching across the landing zone. She taped it snugly, then snapped a pale blue onesie over it. Short sleeves, short legs, the fabric stretching tight over the bulge.

“Sit up.”

He did. The bulk forced his thighs apart. He felt tiny.

Emily unstrapped him, helped him down.

“From now on,” she said, “you crawl in this house unless I say otherwise. You speak only when spoken to. You call me Mommy. You use your diaper for everything. You ask permission for changes. You drink only from bottles. You eat only what I give you. One week. Understood?”

Jake’s voice was barely a whisper. “Yes… Mommy.”

She smiled for the first time—small, satisfied.

“Good baby. Let’s get you settled.”

She led him—crawling—across the soft rug to the playpen. Helped him inside. Handed him a large pacifier on a clip.

“Quiet time while Mommy makes your first bottle.”

He sat in the playpen, knees splayed by the diaper, pacifier in his mouth, and watched her leave the room.

The door closed with a soft click.

He heard the lock engage.

Only then did he let the sobs come—quiet, muffled, hopeless.

He had begged for help.

He had gotten it.

And somewhere deep down, in the part of him that still hated her, he knew this week would never end.


Chapter 6: The False Deal – One Week Begins

The first morning in the nursery began with a soft click.

Jake’s eyes fluttered open to pastel walls and the high rails of the locking crib. He was on his back, mittened hands curled near his face, pacifier still clipped to the collar of his onesie. The diaper beneath him was heavy—swollen and warm from multiple overnight accidents he hadn’t even woken for. The weight pinned his hips to the waterproof mattress.

He tried to sit up and realized his ankles were lightly tethered to the crib corners with padded cuffs—just enough to keep him from climbing out, not enough to hurt. A baby monitor camera blinked red in the corner.

The door opened.

Emily entered carrying a large bottle of warm formula. She wore simple yoga pants and a loose sweater, hair in a ponytail—effortlessly in control.

“Good morning, baby,” she cooed. “Did my little boy sleep well?”

Jake’s face burned. He nodded around the pacifier, too embarrassed to speak.

She unclipped the pacifier, set it aside, and unfastened the cuffs. Helped him sit up. The sodden diaper squished audibly.

“Someone’s very wet and stinky,” she said, wrinkling her nose playfully. “Let’s get you changed before breakfast.”

She lifted him out of the crib easily—he’d lost weight in the weeks of isolation—and carried him to the changing table. Strapped him down gently but firmly.

The change was slow, deliberate, almost ritualistic.

Onesie unsnapped. Tapes ripped open one by one. Cool wipes dragged across his skin. She narrated softly the entire time.

“Look at this big messy bottom. Poor baby can’t help it, can he? All that poopy just comes out whenever it wants. But that’s okay. Mommy’s here now.”

Rash cream thickly applied. Powder shaken in clouds. Then the new diaper—thicker than yesterday’s, with extra stuffing and cute zoo animals marching across the padding. She taped it snugly, patted the front.

“There. All fresh and dry. For now.”

She dressed him in a fresh short-sleeved onesie—pale yellow this time—and soft booties. No pants. The diaper was fully on display.

Breakfast was in a high chair beside the kitchen island. She buckled him in, tied a bib around his neck, and fed him warm oatmeal from a spoon, alternating with sips from the bottle. He tried to protest at first—I can feed myself—but a sharp look silenced him. By the end he was sucking the bottle hungrily, cheeks flushed.

After breakfast: playpen time.

She set him inside with a few soft toys and a tablet playing nursery rhymes on loop. Left him there for two hours while she worked in her home office. He wet twice during that time—small floods he felt happen but couldn’t stop. The diaper swelled. He shifted uncomfortably, trying not to draw attention.

At noon she returned for another change. This one was messier—he’d had an accident while half-asleep in the playpen. She cleaned him without comment, powdered, taped a fresh one.

Afternoon schedule: bottle, soft rocking in her arms while she read him a picture book, then tummy time on a padded mat. He hated it—crawling awkwardly in the thick padding, face burning—but obeyed.

Dinner was pureed vegetables and another bottle. Then bath time in an oversized infant tub. She washed him thoroughly, fingers lingering just enough to make him squirm. Another change into overnight diapers—triple layered with stuffers, so thick he could barely close his thighs.

Bedtime at 8 p.m. sharp. Crib rails up. Pacifier in. Mobile spinning softly overhead. Light off.

He lay there in the dark, listening to the crinkle of every small movement, feeling the bulk between his legs. Part of him clung to the deal—one week, then freedom with help. Another part whispered this was too easy, too controlled.

Day two.

The routine solidified. Bottles every three hours. Changes every time he was wet or messy—which was constant. Emily introduced a new element: a small silicone plug.

“It’s for your health,” she said during the morning change. “Helps keep things… cleaner. And trains the muscles you have left.”

It was small, medical-grade, with a flared base. Lubed and inserted gently while he lay strapped down, face crimson. He gasped at the intrusion—foreign, full, undeniable.

“You’ll wear it all day,” she said. “Only out for changes and bathroom needs—which you don’t have anymore.”

The sensation was constant. Every shift reminded him of it. By afternoon he was half-hard inside the diaper, mortified.

That night she introduced “cuddle time.” She sat in the rocking chair, pulled him onto her lap, and rocked slowly while feeding him a bedtime bottle. The plug pressed deeper with every rock. He leaked into the diaper without meaning to.

Day three.

The laxatives started.

They were hidden in the formula—mild at first, just to “regulate” him. The messes became looser, more frequent. He began dreading bottle time, even as his body craved the warmth and closeness.

During the evening change she inserted a slightly larger plug.

“Progress,” she praised. “Such a good baby.”

He whimpered but didn’t protest.

Day four.

The first forced arousal.

After a particularly messy accident, she cleaned him slowly—wipes dragging longer than necessary, fingers brushing sensitive skin. Then, instead of powdering immediately, she stroked him lightly over the fresh diaper front.

He hardened instantly, ashamed.

“Poor baby,” she murmured. “All locked up in padding with nowhere to go.”

She didn’t let him finish. Just teased until he was leaking pre-cum into the padding, then taped him up snugly.

That night the plug vibrated—remote controlled. Low, steady pulses while she rocked him. He bucked helplessly, coming hands-free into the diaper with a muffled cry around the pacifier. The orgasm was intense, humiliating, and left him shaking.

She kissed his forehead.

“Good boy. Mommy’s proud.”

Day five.

He stopped thinking about the end of the week.

The routine was total. He crawled without being told. Sucked the bottle eagerly. Wet and messed on schedule. The plugs grew larger each day. The forced milkings became nightly—always in a clean diaper, always ending with him flooding or filling it in climax.

He began calling her “Mommy” unprompted.

Day six.

Emily sat him on her lap after dinner—fresh diaper, larger plug buzzing softly.

“One more day, baby,” she said sweetly. “Then you go home with all the help you need.”

He nodded, nuzzling into her shoulder, too regressed to question it.

That night she revealed the truth.

She waited until he was strapped to the changing table for the final bedtime change, legs in stirrups, vulnerable.

“Sweetheart,” she said, wiping him slowly, “there’s something I should tell you.”

He looked up at her with wide, trusting eyes.

“The contract you signed? The fine print gives me temporary medical guardianship if you show ‘signs of dependency.’ Guess what five days of total regression qualifies as?”

His heart stuttered.

“I… I don’t understand.”

She smiled, slid the largest plug yet into him—thick, filling, vibrating on low.

“You’re not leaving, baby. Ever. This is your life now. Permanent. Just like your little problem.”

Tears welled instantly.

“But… you promised—”

“I promised to help you manage it. And I will. Forever.”

She taped the thickest overnight diaper on yet, snapped the onesie, and carried him to the crib.

He sobbed quietly as she tucked him in.

“Shh,” she whispered, stroking his hair. “Mommy’s here. You’re safe. You’re home.”

The crib rails clicked up.

The light went out.

And in the darkness, as another warm flood soaked his diaper without warning, Jake realized the week had never been real.

It had always been forever.


Chapter 7: Escalation – Anal Submission

The seventh day began like the others—soft nursery rhymes from the overhead speaker, the click of the crib lock, Emily’s gentle voice calling “Rise and shine, baby boy.”

But Jake felt the shift immediately.

Emily didn’t carry him to the changing table right away. Instead she stood over the crib in a silk robe, hair loose, eyes darker than usual.

“Today we start something new,” she said. “Mommy’s going to make sure her little boy is completely clean and obedient inside and out.”

Jake’s stomach fluttered with nerves. He’d grown used to the plugs—the escalating sizes, the constant fullness, the way they pressed on things that made him leak and squirm. But her tone was different. Hungrier.

She lifted him out, laid him on the table, strapped him down. The overnight diaper came off slowly—swollen, heavy, discolored from multiple accidents. She cleaned him with warm wipes, deliberate strokes that left him half-hard despite his shame.

Then she wheeled over a small stainless tray.

On it: a large bulb enema bag filled with warm, soapy solution, tubing, a thick nozzle, lube, and her favorite strap-on harness already fitted with a smooth, medium-sized silicone cock—realistic, veined, intimidating.

Jake’s eyes widened.

“W-what’s that for?”

Emily smiled, stroking his thigh. “Deep cleaning, baby. And training. You make such big messes. Mommy needs to help you stay empty so your diapers don’t get quite so stinky. And…” She leaned close, breath warm on his ear. “Mommy wants to feel you come apart around her.”

He whimpered, tried to close his legs. The straps held firm.

She started gentle.

The nozzle slid in easily after days of plug training. Warm solution flowed slowly, filling him with a heavy, cramping fullness. She rubbed his belly in circles, cooing praise while he squirmed and gasped. When the bag was empty she removed the nozzle, inserted a larger plug to hold everything in.

“Twenty minutes,” she said. “Then we let it out and start again.”

The cramps built fast. He begged, tears forming. She rocked him on her lap, plug seated deep, until time was up. Then back on the table—plug out, explosive release into a waiting bedpan. She cleaned him again, praised him for being “such a good boy for Mommy.”

Three rinses total. By the end he was empty, trembling, utterly submissive.

Then the real escalation began.

She lubed the strap-on generously, positioned herself between his strapped legs.

“Time to make you feel all better inside,” she murmured.

The first push was slow—thick head breaching him, stretching the ring the plugs had trained. He gasped, back arching. She waited, stroking his padded front through the fresh diaper she’d already taped on loosely for the session.

“Breathe, baby. Let Mommy in.”

Inch by inch she filled him. The fullness was overwhelming—deeper than any plug, pressing directly on his prostate. His body betrayed him instantly: cock straining against the diaper, pre-cum soaking the inner layer.

When she was fully seated she paused, letting him adjust.

Then she began to move.

Slow, deep thrusts at first. Every stroke dragged across that spot inside him, sending sparks up his spine. He moaned despite himself, hands clutching the table edges. The diaper crinkled loudly with every motion.

She built speed gradually—steady, relentless. One hand gripped his hip, the other reached down to press and rub the front of his diaper in time with her thrusts.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Feel Mommy fucking all that badness out of you. You’re just a helpless little baby now. No control. No choices. Just Mommy’s cock making you feel good.”

The humiliation burned, but the pleasure was undeniable. His body clenched around her involuntarily, pulling her deeper. Another accident started—a warm flood of urine soaking the diaper as he lost himself.

Emily felt it, laughed softly.

“Already wetting for Mommy? Good boy.”

She angled her hips, thrust harder. The diaper grew hot and heavy against his skin.

He lasted less than five minutes.

The orgasm hit like a wave—prostate milked directly, no direct touch on his cock. He cried out, hips bucking, spurting uselessly into the soaked padding while his bowels let go in sympathy, filling the seat with a soft, shameful mess.

Emily didn’t stop.

She fucked him through it—drawing out every aftershock until he was sobbing, oversensitive, begging incoherently.

Only then did she pull out slowly, leaving him gaping and empty.

She cleaned him again—tender now, almost loving. Fresh triple diaper, thick and secure. New onesie. Then into her arms for a bottle and rocking.

He nursed greedily, exhausted, mind floating.

That night the routine changed permanently.

Every change now included anal play—fingers first, then plugs, then her strap-on at least once a day. Sizes increased weekly. Positions varied: over her lap, on all fours in the playpen, bent over the crib rail.

Orgasms were no longer occasional—they were required.

She trained him to come only from anal stimulation, hands-free, always in a diaper, always while wetting or messing. Edging became common: hours of slow pegging until he was babbling, then permission to release in a flood of shame and ecstasy.

Public elements crept in.

Short backyard outings in a frilly dress over his bulging diapers, crawling on the grass while she pegged him discreetly behind a privacy screen. Neighbors might glance over—she didn’t care.

He stopped fighting any of it.

By the end of what should have been the “one week,” he was greeting her at the nursery door on his knees, diaper sagging, begging with eyes alone for his daily fucking.

Emily would smile, stroke his cheek.

“Such a needy little sissy. Mommy’s got you.”

She never mentioned letting him go again.

And he never asked.

The false deal had done its job.

He was hers now—body, mind, and every helpless accident in between.


Chapter 8: Public Re-Exposure – Park & Shopping

Three months had passed since the “one-week” deal.

Jake no longer knew what day of the week it was unless Emily told him. Time was measured in bottles, changes, and sessions on the table. His world had shrunk to the nursery, the kitchen, and Emily’s bedroom when she brought him there for extended “cuddle training.”

He had become exactly what she wanted: a big, helpless, permanently diapered sissy baby.

The diapers were now custom-ordered—extra thick, pastel prints with ruffles on the rear, rearz princess or cute animal themes that made him burn with shame every time he saw his reflection. Triple layers were standard, plus stuffers for outings. On top: short frilly dresses, bonnets, lace-trimmed socks, mary janes with tiny bells. Pacifier always clipped to his collar. Mittens when he was “naughty.” Chastity cage hidden beneath the padding, ensuring the only pleasure he got came from Mommy’s strap-on.

He crawled everywhere. Baby talk was enforced. Real words earned corner time or spankings over her lap—always ending in a messy accident and forced climax anyway.

But the biggest change—the one that truly broke what was left of his adult pride—was the return to public.

Emily decided he was “ready to show the world what a good baby he’d become.”

The first outing was the local park on a sunny Saturday morning.

She dressed him carefully: thick triple diapers with pink princess print, plastic pants for security, a short lavender baby dress with puffy sleeves and a peter pan collar, white ruffled bloomers that barely hid the bulge, lace bonnet, mittens, and a large pacifier gag strapped in place. Bells on his shoes jingled with every waddle. A wide adult-sized stroller waited by the door—customized, discreetly branded as “special needs.”

Jake’s eyes filled with tears when he saw it.

“Pwease, Mommy… no outside,” he lisped around the pacifier, voice small and regressed.

Emily crouched, stroked his cheek.

“Babies need fresh air, sweetheart. And Mommy wants everyone to see how cute her little girl is. If you’re very good, we’ll get ice cream after.”

He whimpered but didn’t fight when she buckled him into the stroller, blanket over his lap to hide the worst of the dress at first.

The park was crowded—families, joggers, dog walkers, weekend picnics. Spring air smelled of cut grass and blossoms. Emily pushed the stroller along the paved path at a leisurely pace, greeting strangers with a warm smile.

“Good morning! Beautiful day, isn’t it?”

People glanced. Some smiled politely. Others stared openly at the oversized “toddler” in the stroller—clearly adult-sized, dressed in blatant baby clothes, diaper bulge obvious under the short dress.

A young couple passed. The woman whispered, “Is that… an adult?”

The man snorted. “Some kind of fetish thing, I guess.”

Emily heard. She just smiled wider.

Halfway around the lake she found a perfect spot: a grassy area near the playground, visible but not too isolated. She spread a large pastel blanket, unloaded the stroller basket—changing supplies in plain view: wipes, powder, spare diapers stacked neatly.

Jake’s heart raced. He shook his head frantically behind the pacifier.

She unbuckled him, lifted him out, and laid him on the blanket in full view of dozens of people.

“Time for a diapee check, princess.”

She lifted the dress hem, pulled back the bloomers, pressed the front of his diaper.

“Oh my, someone’s very soggy already. And I think a stinky too.”

He had messed on the drive over—nerves and laxatives ensuring it. The smell wafted up as she untaped the plastic pants.

Passersby slowed. Phones came out. A mother with two kids shielded their eyes but couldn’t look away.

Emily worked slowly, deliberately.

Tapes ripped loudly. Diaper unfolded to reveal the heavy mess. Wipes dragged across his skin while she cooed, “Look at this poopy bottom! Such a helpless little sissy.”

Powder shaken in thick clouds. Fresh triple diaper slid under him—this one even thicker, with extra ruffles. Taped snugly. Bloomers and dress smoothed down.

The entire change took fifteen minutes. At least thirty people had stopped to watch or film from a distance.

Jake sobbed quietly behind the pacifier, face crimson, arousal and shame mixing as he hardened uselessly in the fresh padding.

Emily packed up, buckled him back in, and pushed on like nothing happened.

“Good baby,” she praised. “Everyone saw what a big diaper girl you are.”

The second outing—two days later—was worse.

Shopping.

She needed “supplies,” she said. And her baby needed to help pick them out.

Dressed similarly, but this time in a mint-green sailor dress with an even shorter hem, he was walked on a leash attached to a discreet harness under the dress. No stroller. Forced to waddle beside her through the automatic doors of a large baby/superstore hybrid.

The bulge was obscene. The dress barely covered the diaper rear. Every step jingled and crinkled.

Inside, fluorescent lights and wide aisles. Mothers with actual toddlers stared. Employees gawked.

Emily pushed a cart. Jake toddled beside her, leash in her hand, pacifier in mouth, mittens preventing any covering up.

First stop: diaper aisle.

She loaded the cart slowly—mega packs of the exact princess diapers he wore, boosters, stuffers. Held them up for him to “approve.”

“Does baby like these? They’re so thick and babyish. Perfect for messy accidents.”

A store employee—a teenage girl—approached hesitantly.

“Um… can I help you find anything?”

Emily smiled brightly. “Yes! My little one here needs the thickest overnight diapers you carry. She has no control at all—big floods and messes all day.”

The girl’s eyes widened, flicking to Jake’s burning face and obvious padding.

“Uh… these are the highest absorbency,” she stammered, pointing.

“Perfect! We’ll take six packs.”

Next: baby food aisle. Jars of purees loaded in. Bottles. Adult-sized pacifiers. Bibs with humiliating slogans.

Then the clothing section.

Emily held up frilly dresses, rhumba pants, bonnets.

“Which one for park day, baby? This one shows off your diapee better.”

Jake could only whimper.

At checkout the cashier—an older woman—scanned item after item without comment, but her eyes lingered. Total: over $400.

As they left, another accident hit—liquid mess filling his diaper in the middle of the parking lot. He froze, legs apart, as it spread.

Emily noticed, patted his bottom.

“Uh-oh. Someone’s making a big stinky right now, aren’t they?”

She changed him in the back of the SUV—tailgate down, doors open, in full view of passing cars. Anyone walking by got a clear view of the messy untaping and rediapering.

By the time they got home, Jake was a wreck—tears streaming, diaper soaked again from humiliated arousal.

Emily carried him inside, laid him on the table for another change.

“You did so well today,” she praised, sliding the now-familiar strap-on harness into place. “Time for your reward.”

She took him slowly, deeply, while he filled the fresh diaper with another uncontrollable mess, climaxing hands-free with a broken sob.

Public exposure became weekly.

Park changes on crowded weekends. Shopping trips where he had to point (with mittened hands) to the diapers he needed. Drive-thru runs where she ordered “extra thick milkshakes for my leaky baby.”

Videos started appearing online—anonymous accounts, face blurred, but the voice and body unmistakable to anyone who’d known him. Captions: “Permanent diapered sissy’s day out.”

Views climbed into the thousands.

And every time he whimpered “Pwease no more public, Mommy,” she added another outing.

Because good babies didn’t hide.

They were shown off.


Chapter 9: Total Break & Acceptance

Six months.

Half a year since Jake had signed the paper that sealed his fate.

He no longer remembered what it felt like to walk upright without a waddle, to wear anything but thick, crinkly diapers and frilly dresses, to control when or where his body released. The accidents came constantly—warm floods, heavy messes—without warning or mercy. He had stopped feeling shock or even deep shame at each one. It was simply what happened now. What he was.

Emily had perfected the routine.

Mornings began with the crib rails lowering and her soft voice: “Wakey wakey, princess.” A bottle pressed to his lips while she checked his overnight diaper—always soaked, usually messy. Change on the table: slow, intimate, with cooing praise and teasing strokes that left him half-hard in chastity. Then breakfast in the high chair—purees, oatmeal, formula laced with just enough laxative to keep him “regular.”

Playtime in the pen. Tummy time. Picture books read aloud while he sucked his pacifier. Afternoon nap in the crib. More bottles. More changes.

Evenings were for “special training.”

She had expanded the nursery: a padded play mat with mirrors on every wall so he could see himself from all angles—bulging diaper, flushed face, frilly outfit, crawling like the helpless sissy he’d become. A swing that held him suspended while she pegged him slowly. A custom bench for over-the-knee spankings that always ended in messy, hands-free climaxes.

Public outings were bi-weekly now.

Parks on weekends. Malls during peak hours. Specialty baby stores where she made him “help” choose his own diapers—pointing with mittened hands at the thickest, most babyish packs while cashiers smirked.

Videos thrived online. Anonymous accounts with hundreds of thousands of followers. Clips of park changes, shopping waddles, discreet pegging under picnic blankets. His face blurred, voice distorted just enough—but the comments knew. “That’s the bully from the reunion story.” “Permanent diaper prison lol.” “Look how broken he is now.”

He read them sometimes, when Emily left the tablet open as “punishment.” The humiliation aroused him against his will.

But the final break came on a quiet Tuesday.

It started normally.

Morning change after a particularly heavy overnight mess. Emily cleaned him slowly, inserted the largest plug yet—thick, vibrating, remote-controlled. Taped on a fresh triple diaper with extra stuffers for “errands.”

“We’re going to the park, baby,” she said. “Crowded today—farmer’s market.”

He whimpered. The market was packed. Exposed.

Dressed in a short pink sailor dress with white ruffles, bonnet, mittens, pacifier gag, and the thickest bloomers she owned—still not enough to hide the bulge. Stroller ride to the bustling green space. Vendors, families, live music.

She found the perfect spot: center of the lawn, blanket spread, changing bag open and visible.

Unbuckled him. Laid him down.

The change began.

Tapes ripped. Mess revealed—huge, smeared. Wipes slow and thorough. Powder clouds. Strangers circled immediately—phones out, whispers, laughs.

But this time something snapped.

Halfway through—legs up, bottom exposed, new diaper waiting—he tried one last rebellion.

He twisted against the strap, pulled at the mittens, mumbled desperately around the pacifier: “No… pwease… stop… I can’t… no more…”

Tears streamed.

Emily paused, looked down at him with calm eyes.

“Baby wants to stop?”

He nodded frantically.

She smiled—not kindly.

“Then crawl home yourself. Right now. Go on. Show everyone you’re a big boy.”

She unstrapped him completely. Sat back on her heels.

The crowd watched.

Jake froze.

He looked at the grass. At the hundreds of people. At the distance to the parking lot—hundreds of yards. In a dress. In a half-open messy diaper. Crawling or waddling in front of everyone.

He couldn’t.

He broke.

A sob tore out of him—deep, guttural, final.

He rolled onto his belly, crawled the two feet back to her, and collapsed at her knees. Face pressed to her thigh, diapered bottom in the air, mess still exposed.

“Pwease… Mommy… don’t make me go… I sowwy… I be good… I stay… I yours… pwease keep me…”

The words tumbled out in full baby babble, unfiltered, unstoppable.

Emily stroked his bonnet.

“There’s my good girl.”

She finished the change slowly—new diaper thicker than ever, ruffles on the rear, taped snugly while the crowd filmed. Snapped the bloomers. Buckled him back into the stroller.

The rest of the day was reward.

Home. Bath. Bottles. Hours on the table—slow, deep pegging with the largest strap-on yet. She edged him for an hour—vibration on the plug, thrusts perfectly angled, hand pressing the diaper front—until he was incoherent.

Then permission.

He came harder than ever—screaming into the pacifier, body convulsing, flooding and messing simultaneously in wave after wave. She held him through it, whispering praise.

After, she carried him to the crib, tucked him in with his favorite stuffed bunny.

“Mommy’s keeping you forever, baby. You never have to worry again.”

He nodded, eyes glassy, sucking the pacifier in exhausted relief.

That night he didn’t dream of escape.

He dreamed of bottles and changes and Mommy’s voice.

The next morning he greeted her on his knees at the nursery door—diaper sagging, dress rumpled, eyes bright with total surrender.

“Mommy! Uppease!”

She smiled, lifted him for a hug.

Emily filed the final papers that week.

Legal name change: Jamie Harper-Lewis. Status: permanent adult ward under medical guardianship due to “severe neurological incontinence and developmental regression.”

Bank accounts transferred. Apartment lease terminated. Old life erased.

He never noticed.

He was too busy being her perfect, permanent diapered sissy.

Begging for bottles.

Begging for changes.

Begging for Mommy’s cock.

And when she took him—slow, deep, owning every inch—he came in his messy diaper with tears of pure, broken gratitude.

Because this was better.

This was home.

This was all he wanted now.

Forever.


Chapter 10: Epilogue – Forever Her Diapered Sissy

Ten years later.

The invitation arrived in Emily’s mailbox on a crisp spring morning: Jefferson High Class of 2016 – Twenty-Year Reunion. Same hotel, same gold lettering, same nostalgic promises of “reconnecting and reliving old memories.”

She stood in her kitchen, coffee in hand, and smiled at the card. Then she carried it down the hall to the nursery wing she’d expanded years ago—soundproofed, climate-controlled, a perfect permanent home.

Inside, soft sunlight filtered through sheer pastel curtains. The room smelled faintly of baby powder and lavender. A large custom crib dominated one wall, rails high and sturdy. An oversized changing table stood ready with stacks of thick printed diapers. Shelves held bottles, onesies in every color, frilly dresses hung in neat rows. A playpen sat in the corner, filled with stuffed animals. Cameras blinked quietly—live feeds to her phone, and to select private subscribers who paid handsomely for the “permanent regression” channel.

In the crib lay Jamie.

Legally Jamie Harper-Lewis, adult ward, severe neurological incontinence, profound developmental dependency.

Physically, he was still Jake—mid-forties now, body soft from years of limited movement and high-calorie formula, skin pale from minimal sun. But everything else was gone.

He slept on his back, thumb in mouth, pacifier clipped to his frilly nightgown. The overnight diaper—custom, six layers with extra stuffers—was enormously swollen, sagging between his spread legs, printed with faded teddy bears. Plastic pants locked over it with a tiny heart-shaped padlock. Mittened hands curled near his face. A soft snore escaped around the pacifier.

Emily lowered the crib rail quietly.

“Wakey wakey, princess,” she sang softly.

Jamie’s eyes fluttered open—big, vacant, trusting. A wide, gummy smile spread as he saw her.

“Mommy!” he babbled, voice high and lisping from disuse of adult speech. He reached up with mittened hands.

She lifted him easily—he weighed less than he had at twenty-two; no exercise, no solid food, no need. Carried him to the changing table and strapped him down.

The overnight diaper came off in stages—tapes straining, padding ballooned and heavy with multiple floods and messes. The smell filled the room, but Emily didn’t flinch. She cleaned him slowly, thoroughly—wipes, cream, powder. Cooed the entire time.

“Who’s Mommy’s big stinky sissy? Yes, you are. Such a helpless little girl. Look at all this poopy—baby can’t do anything about it, can she?”

Jamie giggled and kicked his feet, bells on his booties jingling.

Fresh diaper: even thicker daytime ones with rear ruffles and princess crowns. Taped snugly. Snapped into a short lavender dress with puffy sleeves and a hem that barely covered the bulge. Bonnet tied under his chin. Pacifier back in mouth.

Breakfast in the high chair—pureed fruit, oatmeal, two large bottles of formula. He sucked greedily, eyes on her the entire time.

Afterward: playtime on the mat. He crawled in circles, chasing a soft ball, diaper forcing his bottom high in the air. She filmed it for the channel—subscribers loved the “daily life” content.

Then the park.

Same one as always. Sunny Saturday, crowded with families.

Stroller loaded. Blanket, changing bag. Jamie buckled in, dress hem riding up to show the ruffled diaper seat.

He didn’t protest anymore. He waved chubby mittened hands at passersby, babbling happily.

Emily spread the blanket in the usual spot. Unbuckled him. Laid him down.

The change was performance now.

Tapes ripped loudly. Mess revealed—huge, as always. Wipes slow. Powder clouds. Strangers gathered, phones out. Some recognized the “famous diapered sissy” from viral clips. Whispers: “That’s the one from the revenge story.” “Ten years and still going.”

Jamie sucked his pacifier contentedly, eyes half-closed in bliss as Mommy cleaned him.

Fresh diaper taped on—extra thick for the afternoon. Dress smoothed.

Then the reward.

She spread a second blanket over his lower half for “privacy”—thin enough to hint at movement beneath. Slid the remote vibrating plug in deep (he wore them 24/7 now, graduated to the largest years ago). Turned it on low.

Jamie’s eyes fluttered. He humped instinctively against the padding.

Emily leaned close, whispering so only he could hear.

“Time to make cummies for Mommy, baby. Right here where everyone can see you squirm.”

She pressed the diaper front rhythmically, pegging him discreetly with the plug’s vibration while families picnicked twenty feet away.

It took minutes.

He came with a muffled whine—body shuddering, fresh flood and mess filling the clean diaper instantly. Tears of overwhelmed pleasure leaked from his eyes.

Emily kissed his forehead.

“Good girl. Mommy’s so proud.”

She changed him again—second full public change in an hour. Uploaded both to the channel that night.

Back home: bath, bottles, bedtime pegging on the table—slow, deep, loving. He came twice more, babbling “Tank you Mommy” through the pacifier.

Crib rails up. Mobile spinning. Light off.

Emily stood in the doorway a moment, watching him settle—thumb in mouth, diaper crinkling as he shifted to his favorite side.

She thought about the reunion invitation still on the kitchen counter.

She’d go, of course.

Alone.

Radiant, successful, mysterious.

People would ask about Jake Harlan—the cocky king who vanished without a trace.

She’d smile sadly.

“Such a shame. I heard he had some kind of accident. Moved away. No one’s heard from him in years.”

Then she’d excuse herself early.

Because she had a baby waiting at home.

A permanent, perfect, helplessly incontinent sissy who lived only for her touch, her voice, her control.

Who begged every day—not to be freed, but to be changed, fed, fucked, and kept.

Forever.

Emily closed the nursery door softly.

In the crib, Jamie sighed in his sleep, diaper warm and heavy, dreaming of bottles and Mommy’s smile.

The revenge was complete.

And it would never, ever end.
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