
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chalet Baby Intervention


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 Snowy Welcome

Jude Harlan killed the engine of his SUV, the tires crunching deep into fresh powder as the remote chalet came into view. Snow swirled lazily around the massive log structure, its windows glowing warm amber against the gathering dusk. After the endless grind of deadlines and client calls, this surprise wellness trip felt like salvation.

He stepped out, boots sinking ankle-deep. The cold bit his cheeks, but the promise of hot cocoa and three trusted colleagues waiting inside made him smile. Kara had been so insistent on the last-minute invitation. All of them had.

The heavy oak door swung open before he could knock. Kara Bennett stood there in a soft cream sweater that hugged her voluptuous curves, long wavy auburn hair cascading over one shoulder. Her emerald eyes sparkled with something warmer than professional courtesy.

"Jude, baby! You made it through the storm." She pulled him into a tight hug, her full breasts pressing soft and warm against his chest. The scent of vanilla and something sweetly maternal filled his nose. "We've been waiting for our favorite boy."

Lydia Moreau appeared behind her, dark curls bouncing, her smile equally bright. Selena Drake followed, petite but commanding in a matching cozy knit. All three women enveloped him in a group embrace that lingered just a fraction too long.

His face heated. Baby? They had never called him that at the office. Yet his cock twitched traitorously in his jeans.

"Come inside before you catch a chill, sweet boy." Kara's hand slipped into his, guiding him over the threshold. The door clicked shut with a heavy finality. Warmth from the massive stone fireplace washed over him immediately. Logs crackled and popped, filling the open living room with golden light and the rich smell of burning pine.

They settled him on a deep leather couch piled with cashmere throws. Selena pressed a steaming mug of hot cocoa into his hands. Marshmallows bobbed on top. "Extra sweet, just how you like it."

Jude took a sip. The chocolate coated his tongue, rich and comforting. He hadn't realized how tightly wound he'd been until the heat spread through his chest.

Kara sat beside him, her thigh brushing his. "You've been carrying so much stress, haven't you? Working those long hours like a big, responsible man." Her fingers traced lazy circles on his knee. "But not here. Here, you get to let go."

Lydia knelt in front of him and unlaced his boots with practiced care, sliding them off. Her touch was gentle, almost reverent. "Poor tired feet. We'll take care of everything tonight."

He shifted, suddenly aware of how his body responded to their attention. The firelight danced across Kara's generous cleavage where her sweater dipped low. He forced his gaze back to the mug.

This is just colleagues being nice, he told himself. Wellness trip. Massages. Hot tubs. Nothing weird.

Yet a secret thrill coiled low in his belly. The same forbidden thrill he chased alone in his apartment late at night.

Selena draped a thick blanket over his lap, tucking it snug around his hips. Her fingers lingered near his groin for a heartbeat too long. "There. All cozy for our special guest."

Kara leaned in, her breath warm against his ear. "We have the perfect room ready for you upstairs. Soft sheets. Everything you need to truly relax." Her hand squeezed his shoulder, maternal and possessive at once.

They showed him the chalet in a slow, winding tour. The kitchen smelled of fresh-baked cookies. The bathrooms were stocked with lavender oils and thick towels. Upstairs, his assigned bedroom made him pause.

The bed was enormous, covered in a pale blue comforter patterned with tiny clouds. A oversized onesie-style pajama set lay folded on the pillow - soft fleece with snap crotches. A pacifier sat innocently on the nightstand beside a large baby bottle.

Jude's heart stuttered. "Uh, this is... different."

Kara smiled, stepping close enough that her breasts brushed his arm. "Only the best for you, little one. Trust us. This weekend is all about regression. Deep, thorough relaxation." Her emerald eyes held his, unblinking. "You've earned it."

Lydia and Selena watched from the doorway, their expressions soft but expectant. The storm howled louder outside, wind rattling the windows. Snow piled higher against the glass.

Back downstairs they guided him to the fur rug in front of the roaring fire. Jude sank down, legs folding beneath him. Kara took the spot right beside him, pulling his head gently toward her shoulder.

"Drink your cocoa, baby." She stroked his hair with slow, hypnotic passes. Each touch sent sparks down his spine. His cock was half-hard now, hidden under the blanket but throbbing with confused need.

This can't be happening. These are my colleagues. Professional. Respectable.

Yet he didn't pull away. The fire crackled. The women's soft laughter wrapped around him like another blanket. Their scents mingled - vanilla, rose, warm skin.

Selena refilled his mug. Lydia massaged his shoulders from behind, thumbs digging into knots he hadn't known existed. Every touch felt deliberately soothing. Deliberately intimate.

Kara's hand drifted lower, resting on his thigh under the blanket. "Such a good boy for coming all this way for us." Her voice dropped to a husky murmur. "Mommy's going to make sure you never want to leave."

The word Mommy hit him like a spark to dry tinder. His breath caught. Heat flooded his face and his groin at the same time.

He should laugh it off. Set boundaries. But the storm outside had already sealed the roads. And deep down, in the secret place he never admitted existed, something hungry stirred.

Kara tucked the blanket tighter around his waist, her fingers brushing the growing bulge in his jeans. She didn't comment. She simply smiled, slow and knowing.

Lydia and Selena exchanged a glance full of quiet triumph.

The fire roared higher. Jude's heart hammered against his ribs. Part of him wanted to bolt. The bigger part - the hidden, aching part - wanted to sink deeper into their laps and never come up for air.

Kara leaned down, lips brushing his temple. "You've been such a big boy carrying all that work stress, Jude. Let Mommy and her friends take care of you completely now."

Her words settled over him like warm milk. The storm outside intensified, sealing them in. Jude closed his eyes, cocoa sweet on his tongue, three pairs of gentle hands on his body, and felt the first fragile crack in his adult armor.

Tomorrow would bring answers. Tonight, he let himself be held. Let himself be wanted in this soft, terrifying new way.

The women kept him there on the rug for hours, feeding him cookies by hand, stroking his hair, whispering sweet nothings that grew progressively more babyish. His resistance melted sip by sip, touch by touch.

And when Kara finally helped him to his feet and led him toward the stairs, Jude realized with a dizzy thrill that he was already half-hard and completely, dangerously hooked.


Chapter 2: The Intervention Revealed

Kara's hand stayed firm in Jude's as she led him up the wide wooden staircase, her cream sweater brushing softly against his arm with every step. The storm howled louder outside, wind rattling the windows like impatient fingers. His body still hummed from the hours by the fire, half-hard and aching under his jeans.

She guided him straight into the large bedroom with the cloud-patterned comforter. Lydia and Selena followed close behind, their soft footsteps matching the rapid beat of his heart. The pacifier and baby bottle still sat on the nightstand, innocent and accusing under the low lamplight.

"Sit down, sweet boy," Kara murmured, pressing him gently onto the edge of the massive bed. Her emerald eyes locked onto his as she settled beside him, thigh warm against his. "We need to talk about why you're really here."

Jude swallowed hard. "This feels... off. The pajamas, the bottle. I thought this was a wellness retreat."

Lydia knelt in front of him, her dark curls falling forward as she rested her hands on his knees. "It is, baby. The deepest kind of wellness." Selena moved to his other side, stroking his back in slow circles. The three of them closed in, soft and inescapable.

Kara cupped his cheek, thumb brushing his lower lip. "We found your search history, Jude. All those late-night tabs. Mommy Dom. Adult baby. Nursing. Diapers. We know exactly what you crave when no one's watching."

His stomach dropped. Heat flooded his face. "That's private. You had no right - "

"Shh." Kara pulled him firmly into her lap, his tall frame folding awkwardly against her voluptuous body. Her full breasts pressed soft and heavy against his chest through the cream sweater. "No more hiding, little one. This intervention is for you. We've planned everything."

He tried to push back, but her arms wrapped around him like steel wrapped in silk. Lydia and Selena held his hands, gentle but unyielding. His cock throbbed traitorously against Kara's thigh, betraying every word of protest.

This can't be real. They're my colleagues. This is insane. Yet the secret thrill burned hotter than shame, the fantasy he'd jerked off to for years suddenly breathing warm against his ear.

"We brought supplies," Selena whispered, kissing his temple. "Everything our good boy needs to regress completely."

Kara rocked him slowly, one hand sliding down to palm the bulge in his jeans. "Feel how hard you are already, baby? Your body knows what it wants even if your big-boy brain is scared." She squeezed firmly, stroking the outline of his cock through the denim with practiced pressure.

Jude gasped. His hips jerked involuntarily. "Kara - Mommy - wait, I didn't say - "

"You don't have to say it." She unzipped his jeans with deliberate slowness, freeing his aching cock into the cool air. It sprang up thick and flushed, precum already beading at the tip. Kara wrapped her warm hand around the shaft and stroked root to tip in one long, possessive pull.

Lydia leaned in, watching with hungry eyes. "Such a pretty cock for a little boy. Look how it leaks for us."

Kara pumped him steadily, thumb swirling over the sensitive head on every upstroke. The wet sounds of her hand filled the quiet room. Jude's breath hitched, pleasure spiking sharp and humiliating.

Fight this. Say no. Leave. But the storm had them trapped, and her hand felt too good, too right. Shame twisted with addictive need in his gut.

She stopped just as his balls tightened, denying him release. "Not yet, sweet boy. Good boys earn their cummies." Kara guided his head down to her chest, unbuttoning the top of her cream sweater with her free hand. A full, heavy breast spilled free, nipple already stiff and dark.

"Open, baby." She pressed his mouth to her nipple. Warm milk beaded against his lips the moment he latched. Sweet, creamy liquid flooded his tongue as he suckled on instinct.

Kara moaned softly, her hand returning to his cock in lazy strokes. "That's it. Nurse from Mommy while we tell you the rules." Her milk flowed richer with each pull, her breathing growing ragged. Lydia and Selena watched, hands roaming his body, pinching his nipples lightly through his shirt.

The taste of her - warm, sweet, maternal - melted something deep inside him. He suckled harder, cheeks hollowing, cock throbbing desperately in her fist.

I'm actually nursing from my colleague. This is fucked up. This is everything I've wanted.

Kara's fingers tightened in his hair. "Tomorrow we start the real work. Diapers. Full-time care. No more big-boy decisions for you." She edged him again, bringing him right to the brink before slowing to torturous squeezes. Milk trickled from the corner of his mouth as he whimpered around her nipple.

Selena slipped a hand lower, cupping his balls while Kara stroked. "You're going to be our perfect chalet baby. Wetting, nursing, getting fucked whenever we want."

Jude moaned, the words pushing him closer to the edge. His resistance crumbled sip by sip, stroke by stroke. Kara finally pulled her breast away, a thin string of milk connecting his lips to her wet nipple.

"Bedtime now, little one." She tucked his leaking cock back into his jeans without letting him cum, zipping him up firmly. The denial burned. "We'll continue this in the morning over breakfast. When we show you exactly how deep this intervention goes."

They stripped him down to his boxers together, their hands gentle but efficient. The cloud comforter swallowed him as they tucked him in. Kara placed the pacifier between his lips before he could protest.

"Suck on that instead of arguing, baby." She kissed his forehead, emerald eyes glowing with satisfaction. "Mommy's watching over you all night."

Lydia dimmed the lights. Selena pulled the blankets higher. Jude lay there, cock aching, mouth filled with silicone, mind spinning with shock and forbidden hunger.

The storm raged outside. Inside, three women had just cracked open his deepest secret and poured themselves inside. He should feel terror. Instead, as sleep pulled him under with the taste of Kara's milk still on his tongue, all he felt was the dangerous, growing need to let them break him completely.


Chapter 3: First Taste of Mommy's Milk

Jude lay in the oversized bed, the cloud-patterned comforter heavy around his body, his cock still aching and half-hard inside his boxers. The pacifier remained lodged between his lips, silicone bulb pressing against his tongue with every unconscious suckle. Soft morning light filtered through the frosted windows, the storm still raging outside, sealing them in.

The bedroom door clicked open. Kara entered first, still wearing the same cream sweater from last night, now paired with loose lounge pants. Her long auburn hair was tousled, emerald eyes bright with purpose. Lydia and Selena followed close behind, carrying a tray.

"Morning, baby boy." Kara's voice wrapped around him like warm honey. She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the covers down to his waist in one smooth motion. "Time to wake up properly for Mommy."

Jude tried to sit up, but her hand pressed firmly on his chest, keeping him flat. The pacifier was gently removed from his mouth with a wet pop. His heart hammered. The taste of her milk from last night still lingered faintly on his tongue.

"You had a good sleep, sweet boy. Now it's time for your first proper feeding." Kara unbuttoned the top of her cream sweater, freeing one heavy breast. The nipple was already stiff, a bead of milk glistening at the tip. She cupped the back of his head and guided him forward without asking.

His lips brushed warm skin. Then the nipple pushed into his mouth. Jude latched on instinct, sucking hard. Rich, sweet milk flooded his tongue in thick streams. He moaned around her flesh, eyes fluttering shut.

"That's it. Nurse from Mommy like the hungry little boy you are." Kara's fingers threaded through his tousled dark hair, holding him close. Her breathing quickened as he suckled deeper, cheeks hollowing with each pull. Milk dribbled down his chin.

Lydia climbed onto the bed beside them, stroking his thigh. Selena took his other side, her hand slipping under the waistband of his boxers to wrap warm fingers around his hardening cock. "Look at him go. Such a greedy baby for Mommy's tit."

Jude's mind spun. This is really happening. I'm nursing from Kara like a fucking infant while my colleagues stroke my dick. Shame burned hot in his chest, but his cock throbbed harder in Selena's grip, leaking steadily.

Kara rocked him gently in her lap, breast pressed firmly to his face. "Drink deep, little one. This is what you need. No more pretending to be a big stressed executive." Her free hand reached down and tugged his boxers lower, exposing his full erection. It slapped against his stomach, flushed and veined.

Selena stroked him root to tip in slow, slick pulls. Precum coated her palm. Lydia leaned in and licked a trail up his neck, whispering, "We're going to keep you like this all day. Nursing, cumming, and learning to let go."

The milk flowed richer, sweeter. Kara moaned low, her nipple tightening between his lips as an orgasm rippled through her. Her thighs clenched. "Good boy... Mommy's cumming just from your pretty mouth."

Jude whimpered, sucking harder. His hips bucked into Selena's fist. They edged him mercilessly, bringing him to the brink then slowing until only desperate twitches remained.

Kara finally pulled her breast away with a wet pop, a string of milk and saliva connecting them. She switched him to the other nipple without pause. Fresh warm milk gushed across his tongue as he latched again.

While he nursed, Lydia and Selena stripped his boxers completely off. His tall, lean body lay exposed on the bed, pale skin flushed pink. Kara's hand joined the others on his cock, three sets of feminine fingers teasing his shaft, balls, and leaking tip in perfect coordination.

"You’re so hard for us, baby." Kara's voice was husky with arousal. "Time for Mommy to feel that cock inside her while you keep nursing."

She shifted, straddling his hips without releasing his mouth from her breast. Her lounge pants were shoved down just enough. Jude felt the slick heat of her pussy lips kiss the head of his cock. Then she sank down in one slow, deliberate glide.

Tight. Wet. Scorching. Her walls clenched around every inch as she took him to the hilt. Jude groaned loudly around her nipple, milk spilling from the corners of his mouth.

Kara rode him with maternal control, hips rolling in deep, grinding circles. "Fuck, your cock feels perfect inside Mommy. Made for this." She braced her hands on his chest and bounced harder, breasts jiggling with every thrust. Milk sprayed lightly from her free nipple onto his face.

Selena held his head steady against Kara's tit. Lydia reached between them to rub Kara's clit while she fucked him. The wet sounds of her pussy sliding up and down his shaft filled the room - obscene, rhythmic, filthy.

Jude's mind fractured. I'm inside my boss while nursing her milk. This is wrong. This is everything. The addictive pull deepened. He sucked frantically, hips thrusting up to meet her, chasing the release they kept denying.

Kara's pace quickened. Her pussy fluttered and clenched around him. "Cum for Mommy, baby. Fill me up while you drink."

The command broke him. Pleasure slammed through Jude like a wave. His cock pulsed hard inside her, thick ropes of cum flooding her pussy in powerful spurts. Kara cried out, milking every drop with rhythmic squeezes of her inner walls.

She stayed seated on him long after, grinding lazily through the aftershocks while he continued nursing in dazed, exhausted pulls. Milk and cum mixed between their bodies. The scent of sex and lactation hung heavy in the air.

Lydia and Selena praised him softly, stroking his hair and thighs. "Such a good boy for Mommy. First real feeding and you filled her so well."

Kara finally lifted off his spent cock with a wet slide. A thick trickle of his cum leaked from her pussy down her thigh. She smiled down at him, satisfied and possessive.

"Clean Mommy up, little one." She shifted forward, straddling his face. Her cum-filled pussy pressed against his mouth. "Tongue out. Taste what you did."

Jude obeyed without thinking. His tongue delved into her folds, lapping up the salty-sweet mix of their combined fluids. Kara moaned above him, grinding softly on his face while Lydia and Selena took turns kissing his leaking cock and balls.

The psychological layer settled deeper: not just shame anymore, but a terrifying, blissful craving. He wanted this. Needed to be used. Needed to be their baby.

Hours blurred. They fed him from both breasts again, taking turns riding his face and cock in slow, deliberate sessions. Each orgasm left him more pliant, more regressed. His hazel eyes grew glassy, boyish features slack with milk-drunk pleasure.

By the time the women finally tucked him back under the covers for a nap, his cock was softening between his legs, skin sticky with cum and milk. A fresh pacifier was slipped between his lips.

Kara kissed his forehead, cream sweater still open and stained. "Rest now, my sweet chalet baby. This afternoon we introduce the diapers. And you’re going to love every second of it."

Jude suckled the pacifier, body humming with exhaustion and dark satisfaction. The storm continued outside, but inside, his resistance was already cracking wider than ever. He was sinking. And part of him never wanted to surface again.


Chapter 4: Diapered for the First Time

Jude lay under the cloud-patterned comforter, his naked body still sticky with dried cum and milk, cock soft and spent between his thighs. The fresh pacifier filled his mouth, his tongue working it in slow, unconscious sucks. Afternoon light filtered weakly through the storm-blurred windows of the bedroom.

Kara sat on the edge of the bed, her cream sweater still open and stained from their earlier session, heavy breasts partially exposed. She peeled the comforter down slowly, revealing his pale, lean frame. Lydia and Selena stood beside her, watching with soft, hungry smiles.

"Time to wake up, baby boy," Kara murmured, gently tugging the pacifier from his lips with a wet pop. "You've had your nap. Now Mommy needs to get you properly dressed for the rest of the day."

Jude blinked, hazy from milk and orgasms. His skin felt tacky where their fluids had dried. He tried to sit up, but Kara pressed him back down with one warm hand on his chest.

"Stay right there, little one." She reached for a large padded changing mat and spread it on the bed beside him. "It's time for your first diaper. No more big-boy underwear in this chalet."

His stomach flipped. Shame burned hot across his cheeks, but his cock twitched and began to thicken against his will. Not a diaper. Not like this. Not in front of all three of them.

Lydia and Selena lifted his legs together, sliding the thick, crinkly diaper underneath his bare ass. The plastic backing was cool and smooth against his skin. Kara wiped his sticky cock and balls with warm, scented cloths, her touch lingering and deliberate.

"Look at this messy little cock," Kara cooed, cleaning the dried cum from his shaft. It swelled rapidly under her attention, rising thick and flushed. "So excited for your first diapering. That's my good boy."

Powder puffed in a sweet talc cloud as she shook the bottle generously over his groin. The cooling dust settled on his skin, making his erection jerk. Kara smoothed it in with both hands, stroking from balls to tip in long, possessive glides.

Jude whimpered. The scent of baby powder filled his nose, cloying and humiliating. His hips bucked once before he caught himself.

Kara taped the diaper snugly around his waist with three loud plastic snaps. The thick padding cupped his hard cock, forcing it to point upward in a humiliating bulge. She pressed her palm firmly over the front and rubbed in slow circles.

"Feel that, baby? All locked away nice and safe in your diaper." She leaned down and kissed the crinkly front. "No more leaks. No more big-boy accidents."

The three women helped him sit up. The diaper crinkled loudly with every shift of his hips. Jude's face burned crimson as he felt the bulky padding spread his thighs apart.

Kara pulled him into her lap, her open sweater letting one milk-heavy breast brush his cheek. "Nurse while we talk about the rules, sweet boy."

He latched onto her nipple without hesitation. Warm milk flooded his mouth as Kara rocked him. Lydia slipped a hand inside the leg cuff of his diaper, fingers wrapping around his trapped cock. She stroked him slowly inside the padding while he suckled.

The combination was overwhelming - sweet milk on his tongue, tight diaper hugging his erection, feminine fingers teasing him relentlessly. Jude moaned around Kara's breast, sucking harder.

Selena reached between his legs from behind and pressed a single slick finger against his asshole. She pushed inside slowly, curling to stroke his prostate while Lydia pumped his cock inside the diaper.

Jude's eyes widened. Pleasure spiked sharp and new. They're fingering my ass while I'm nursing in a diaper. I'm actually wearing a fucking diaper.

Kara's breathing grew ragged as he nursed. "Good boy. Take Mommy's milk while your little hole gets played with." Milk flowed faster. She ground against his padded crotch, using the thick bulk to rub her own pussy.

Lydia freed his cock through the diaper's leg opening, stroking the bare shaft while the rest of him stayed diapered. Selena added a second finger, stretching him open.

Kara lifted him slightly, positioned his leaking cock at her slick entrance, and sank down onto him in one smooth glide. Her pussy swallowed every inch, hot and clenching. She rode him hard, breasts bouncing, milk spraying lightly from her nipples.

"Fuck Mommy while you wear your diaper, baby." Her walls fluttered around his cock with every bounce. The plastic crinkled obscenely between them. Jude thrust up into her, the bulky padding squishing with each movement.

Lydia kept rubbing his balls through the diaper. Selena fingered his ass faster, hitting his prostate on every stroke. Pleasure built from every direction at once.

Kara came first, pussy clamping down hard around his cock as she cried out. Her milk let down in heavy streams. Jude followed seconds later, pumping thick ropes of cum deep inside her while still latched to her breast.

They didn't stop. Selena took her turn next, straddling his face while he stayed seated in Kara's lap, diaper crinkling. He licked her pussy desperately as Lydia rode his still-hard cock. Kara held his head steady, cooing praise the entire time.

By the time they finished using him, Jude's diaper was damp with sweat and leaking cum. His mind felt softer, fuzzier. The psychological layer settled in deeper - not just craving, but a growing, terrifying acceptance that this bulky, crinkly thing between his legs felt right.

Kara taped the diaper back into place after a quick clean-up, adding extra powder. She snapped a onesie over it, the soft fabric stretching tight across the padded crotch.

"There we go. Our perfect chalet baby." She kissed his forehead, emerald eyes glowing with possessive love. "No taking this off without permission. Understand?"

Jude nodded slowly, the thick diaper forcing his legs apart as he shifted. The constant crinkle followed every tiny movement. His cock was already stirring again inside the padding.

The women carried him downstairs to the fur rug in front of the fire, laying him on his back. The storm continued to rage outside, but inside, Jude felt the last fragments of his adult resistance dissolving into warm, padded surrender.

He was diapered. Claimed. And the worst part - the most addictive part - was how badly he already needed them to use him again.


Chapter 5: Punished Like a Naughty Baby

The women had carried Jude downstairs and laid him on his back on the thick fur rug in front of the roaring fireplace. The heavy onesie stretched tight over his freshly diapered crotch, the thick padding forcing his legs apart in a permanent, humiliating spread. The storm howled outside, but the fire crackled warmly, casting flickering gold light across his pale skin.

Kara knelt beside him, cream sweater still open and stained with milk and dried cum from earlier. Her full breasts hung heavy and inviting. Lydia and Selena sat on either side, hands already stroking his thighs and the crinkly front of his diaper.

"You were such a good boy during your first diapering," Kara murmured, rubbing slow circles over the bulky padding. "But then you tried to hide how much you loved it. That little resistant look in your eyes when we taped you up. Naughty baby."

Jude squirmed. The constant crinkle of plastic followed every shift of his hips. His cock was already thickening again inside the warm, powdered confines. "I... I didn't - "

"Shh." Kara flipped him onto his stomach with surprising strength, pulling the onesie snaps open at the crotch. The thick diaper was exposed, white and puffy between his spread cheeks. "Naughty babies get punished. Over Mommy's knee. Right now."

She sat on the edge of the low couch and hauled him across her lap. His tall frame draped awkwardly, diapered ass raised high. The fire warmed one side of his face while shame burned the other.

Kara tugged the diaper down just enough to bare his firm cheeks. Cool air kissed his skin. Then her hand came down with a sharp crack.

Smack.

Jude jerked. Heat bloomed across his left cheek.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

The spanking built steadily, her palm firm and relentless. Each strike sent jolts through his body, his cock trapped and throbbing against her thigh through the lowered diaper.

"You're going to learn, little one," Kara said between swats, voice warm yet commanding. "Mommy knows what you need. Even when you fight it."

Tears pricked his eyes by the tenth spank. Not from pain - her hand was measured - but from the deep, rolling wave of humiliation. A grown man, thirty years old, draped over his colleague's lap getting spanked like a toddler.

Lydia held his wrists gently. Selena rubbed his back. "Let it out, baby. Cry for Mommy. It's okay to break a little."

Kara kept spanking, alternating cheeks until his ass glowed pink and hot. Jude's breath hitched into sobs. Something inside him cracked wider. The resistance he still clung to dissolved further with every stinging slap and every gentle coo.

"Good boy," Kara praised when his shoulders shook with real tears. "Such a good boy for taking your punishment."

She pulled his diaper back up snugly, taping it tight again. The fresh powder cloud and crinkle made his cock leak inside. Then she flipped him over, cradling him in her lap like an infant.

"Time to nurse and make it all better." She freed one heavy breast and guided his tear-streaked face to her nipple.

Jude latched desperately. Warm, sweet milk flooded his mouth as he suckled hard, sobs mixing with hungry gulps. Kara rocked him, humming softly while her free hand slipped inside his diaper to wrap around his aching cock.

"That's it. Suckle while Mommy edges her naughty baby." She stroked him slowly inside the padding, thumb circling the leaking head. Pleasure and shame twisted together until he couldn't tell them apart.

Lydia and Selena watched, fingers teasing his balls through the diaper. The fire crackled louder. Jude's tears slowed, replaced by desperate whimpers around Kara's nipple.

Kara pulled her breast away just long enough to stand and strip off her lounge pants. She sat back down and positioned him between her thighs, his face inches from her wet pussy.

"Clean Mommy while you stay diapered." She pulled his head forward.

Jude licked eagerly, tongue sliding through her slick folds, tasting her arousal. Kara moaned, grinding against his mouth while she kept one hand in his diaper, pumping his cock with firm strokes.

Selena straddled his hips from behind, pulling his diaper down just enough to free his cock. She sank onto him in one slick glide, her tight pussy swallowing every inch. "Fuck, he's so hard even after his spanking."

Jude groaned into Kara's pussy as Selena rode him hard. Her walls clenched and fluttered around his shaft with every bounce. The diaper crinkled wildly between them, plastic rubbing his skin raw with each thrust.

Kara came first on his tongue, flooding his mouth with her sweet release. She held his head tight, grinding through her orgasm while milk dripped from her nipples onto his hair.

Selena kept fucking him, faster now. "Come inside me, baby boy. Fill Mommy while you're still crying from your spanking."

The command pushed him over. Jude thrust up desperately, cock pulsing as he pumped thick ropes of cum deep into Selena's clenching pussy. She milked him dry, moaning loud and long.

They didn't stop. Lydia took her turn next, riding his face while Kara rode his cock. Then Selena again, this time with Jude on all fours, diaper pulled down only in back so she could fuck him while Kara nursed him from below.

Each position left him more broken, more soaked in their juices and his own tears. The new psychological layer sank in deep: punishment wasn't just pain. It was relief. Catharsis. The stinging shame somehow made the pleasure sharper, the surrender sweeter.

By the time they finished, Jude lay limp on the fur rug, freshly changed into a dry diaper, onesie snapped back into place. His ass burned pleasantly under the padding. Tears had dried on his cheeks, but his hazel eyes were glassy with exhausted bliss.

Kara tucked the pacifier between his lips and kissed his forehead. "That's my good baby. Punished and forgiven. Tomorrow we push you even deeper."

Jude suckled the pacifier, thick diaper crinkling softly with every breath. The fire warmed his face. In the quiet after the spanking and the fucking, he felt the terrifying truth settle into his bones.

He was starting to crave the punishment almost as much as the reward. And there was no going back now.


Chapter 6: Nursing Circle by the Fire

Jude lay limp on the thick fur rug in front of the roaring fireplace, freshly changed into a dry diaper and snapped snugly back into the soft onesie. The pacifier worked gently between his lips with slow, rhythmic sucks. His ass still glowed warm from the spanking, a constant reminder under the thick padding as the fire crackled and cast dancing shadows across the room.

Kara knelt beside him, cream sweater hanging open, heavy breasts exposed and marked with faint milk stains. Lydia and Selena settled on either side of the rug, their hands already tracing the crinkly front of his diaper.

"Time for the nursing circle, baby boy," Kara whispered, gently tugging the pacifier from his mouth. "All three of your Mommies are going to feed you tonight. Right here by the fire where you belong."

They arranged him in the center of the cushions, head pillowed on Kara's lap first. She guided his mouth to her right breast. The nipple slipped between his lips, warm and leaking. Rich, sweet milk flooded his tongue the instant he latched.

Jude moaned softly, suckling with deep pulls. Milk flowed steadily, filling his belly and clouding his mind. Kara stroked his hair, her breathing already quickening.

Lydia opened her top and leaned in, pressing her own full breast against his cheek. "My turn soon, little one. Keep nursing Mommy Kara while I wait."

The fire warmed his side. The combined scents of milk, baby powder, and feminine arousal thickened the air. Jude's cock hardened rapidly inside the diaper, pushing against the soft padding.

Kara rocked him gently. "That's it. Drink deep. Feel how much Mommy loves filling her baby." Her free hand slipped inside the leg cuff of his diaper and wrapped around his throbbing cock, stroking in time with his sucks.

After several long minutes, Kara eased her nipple from his mouth with a wet pop and passed him smoothly to Lydia. The new breast filled his mouth instantly. Different taste, slightly sweeter, equally addictive. He latched harder, gulping.

Lydia moaned, fingers tightening in his tousled hair. "Good boy. Suckle harder. Mommy's getting so wet for you."

Selena took her position on his other side, rubbing her bare breast against his arm while she waited. The three women rotated him in a slow, continuous circle. Breast to breast. Mouth never empty for long. Milk dribbled down his chin and soaked the front of his onesie.

Jude's mind softened further. Three breasts. Three Mommies feeding me like I’m theirs completely. The new psychological layer sank in - not just surrender, but belonging. A deep, primal sense that this circle was where he was meant to be.

His diaper grew damper with precum. The women noticed.

Kara pulled the onesie snaps open at the crotch and peeled the front of the diaper down. His cock sprang free, flushed and leaking. She straddled his hips while he continued nursing from Lydia.

"Keep sucking, baby. Mommy’s going to ride you now."

She sank down onto his cock in one slow, slick glide. Her pussy was scorching hot and dripping. Tight walls clenched around every inch as she took him to the hilt. Jude groaned loudly around Lydia’s nipple, milk spilling from the corners of his mouth.

Kara rode him with deep, rolling thrusts. Her heavy breasts bounced, milk spraying lightly. The diaper crinkled wildly beneath her with every bounce, plastic rubbing his skin. Wet sounds of her pussy sliding up and down his shaft mixed with the crackling fire.

Lydia held his head firmly to her breast. "Don’t stop nursing just because Mommy Kara is fucking you. Drink."

Selena reached between them and rubbed Kara’s clit while she rode. Kara came hard first, pussy spasming and milking his cock in rhythmic squeezes. She kept bouncing through her orgasm, drawing out every pulse.

Jude thrust up desperately, the thick diaper squishing under him. Pleasure built fast and overwhelming.

Selena took over next, pulling him free from Kara with a wet slide and mounting him in one smooth motion. Her pussy was tighter, gripping him like a fist. She rode harder, faster, grinding her clit against his base while he switched to Selena’s breast.

The rotation continued. Nursing and fucking blurred together. Kara rode his face while Lydia took his cock. Then Selena on his cock again while he nursed from Kara. They used him in every combination, passing him between them like their shared toy.

Cum leaked from their pussies onto his diaper and stomach. Milk coated his face and chest. The fur rug grew damp beneath them.

Jude lost count of how many times he came. Each orgasm left him weaker, more pliant. His hazel eyes grew glassy, thoughts dissolving into pure sensation - warm milk, tight pussy, crinkling diaper, soft praise.

"Good boy," Kara murmured as she took the final ride, bouncing slowly on his spent cock while he nursed weakly from her breast. "Our perfect nursing baby. You’re never going back to being big again."

The fire roared higher. Jude suckled slower, belly full of milk, body exhausted and sticky. The women finally eased him onto his back, taping a fresh diaper snugly over his cum-smeared cock and powdering him generously.

They snapped the onesie back into place and slipped the pacifier between his slack lips. All three curled around him on the rug, warm breasts and soft hands surrounding their regressed boy.

Jude drifted in a haze of milk and cum, the circle complete. He no longer wondered if he could escape. He only wondered how much deeper they would take him tomorrow.


Chapter 7: Edged to the Brink

Jude lay curled on the thick fur rug in front of the roaring fireplace, thick diaper crinkling softly with every tiny shift of his hips. The soft onesie remained snapped tightly over the bulky padding, trapping his spent but still-sensitive cock against the warm, powdered interior. The pacifier worked gently between his lips as Kara, Lydia, and Selena stayed curled around him, their warm bodies pressing close.

Kara’s cream sweater hung open, heavy breasts brushing his arm. She gently tugged the pacifier from his mouth with a wet pop. “Poor baby. All full of Mommy milk and cum. But we’re not done with you tonight.”

They kept him right there on the rug. No moving upstairs. No mercy.

Kara straddled his chest first, her bare pussy hovering inches above his face. “You’re going to edge for us, little one. Over and over. Until you’re nothing but a desperate, leaking mess in your diaper.”

She lowered herself onto his mouth. Jude licked eagerly, tongue sliding through her slick folds, tasting the mix of milk, cum, and her fresh arousal. Kara ground slowly, controlling the rhythm while Lydia and Selena worked his lower half.

They unsnapped the onesie crotch. The diaper tapes ripped open with loud plastic sounds. His cock sprang free, already hard and leaking. Selena wrapped her warm hand around the shaft and stroked in long, torturously slow pulls.

“Such a pretty cock,” she murmured. “But no cumming tonight, baby. Only edging.”

Kara rode his face harder, smearing her juices across his cheeks and nose. Jude moaned into her pussy, hips bucking up into Selena’s fist. The denial already burned low in his belly.

Lydia took over stroking him while Selena mounted his cock. She sank down in one slick glide, tight walls clenching around every throbbing inch. “Fuck, he’s twitching inside me already.”

Selena rode him with deliberate, shallow bounces, never letting him get too deep or too fast. Every time his balls tightened and his breath hitched, she lifted off completely, leaving his cock slapping wetly against his stomach.

“No, baby. Not yet.”

They rotated like that for what felt like hours. Kara on his face while Lydia edged him with her hand. Then Lydia riding his cock while Selena nursed him from one breast. Then Selena fucking him slow and deep while Kara fed him milk from the other.

Each time Jude got close - cock swelling, thighs trembling, desperate whimpers escaping around a nipple - they stopped. Cold air on his wet shaft. Cruel smiles. Soft cooing.

“Beg for it, sweet boy.”

Jude broke first. “Please… Mommy… I need to cum. Please let me cum.”

Kara smiled down at him, emerald eyes gleaming. She straddled his hips and took him inside her scorching pussy in one long, agonizing slide. Her walls rippled around him as she rocked with perfect control, grinding her clit against his base but never letting him thrust hard enough.

“You don’t need to cum, baby. You need to ache for Mommy.” She rode him faster, breasts bouncing, milk dripping onto his chest. Right as his orgasm crested she lifted off, leaving his cock pulsing uselessly in the air, a thick bead of precum rolling down the shaft.

They kept him like that. Edged. Denied. Used.

Lydia fucked him next on his back, then flipped him onto all fours. She rode him reverse cowgirl while Kara held his face between her breasts, letting him suckle desperately. Every few minutes they switched, always stopping just before release.

Jude’s mind fogged deeper. The new psychological layer pressed in hard - not just craving, but humiliating addiction to the denial itself. The longer they withheld his orgasm, the more he needed their control. The more he needed to be their helpless, edged little boy.

His cock was purple now, painfully hard, veins standing out. Every touch made him jerk and whimper. The diaper lay open beneath him, soaked with precum and powder.

Kara took the final edge. She sat on his cock facing him, slow-grinding in deep circles while Lydia and Selena each offered a breast. Jude nursed frantically from one, then the other, milk flooding his mouth as Kara’s pussy squeezed him mercilessly.

“Right there, baby. Feel Mommy’s tight cunt. So close, aren’t you?”

Jude nodded frantically, tears of frustration leaking from the corners of his eyes. His balls ached. His whole body trembled on the razor edge.

Kara lifted off at the last possible second. His cock slapped wetly against his stomach, twitching wildly, denied again.

“Good boy,” she praised, kissing his forehead. “Such a perfect edged baby for us.”

They finally taped him back into a fresh, thick diaper, the crinkling plastic sounding impossibly loud in the quiet room. The heavy padding pressed firmly against his throbbing, denied erection. They snapped the onesie closed and slipped the pacifier back between his quivering lips.

Jude lay there on the fur rug, body humming with unbearable need, mind soft and broken in the most delicious way. The fire crackled. Three Mommies curled around their desperate, leaking chalet baby.

Tomorrow they would push him even further. And he already knew he would beg for it.


Chapter 8: Claimed by the Lead Mommy

Jude lay on the thick fur rug in front of the roaring fireplace, thick diaper crinkling softly with every shallow breath. The soft onesie remained snapped tightly over the bulky padding, pressing firmly against his painfully denied cock. The pacifier worked between his lips in desperate little sucks as Kara, Lydia, and Selena stayed curled around him.

Kara rose first, cream sweater hanging open, heavy breasts swaying. She gently pulled the pacifier from his mouth. “It’s time, baby boy. Mommy is going to claim you properly tonight. The others can watch and help… but this cock belongs to me first.”

She unsnapped the onesie crotch with quick fingers and ripped open the diaper tapes. His cock sprang free, angry red, veins bulging, still leaking from hours of edging. Kara wrapped her hand around the base and squeezed possessively.

“Mine,” she whispered, emerald eyes locked on his. “Say it.”

“Yours, Mommy,” Jude breathed, voice cracking with need.

She straddled his hips and lowered herself slowly. The slick heat of her pussy kissed the head of his cock, then swallowed him inch by inch in one long, torturous slide. Tight. Scorching. Perfect. Jude groaned loud and broken as her walls clenched around him.

Kara planted her hands on his chest and began to ride. Deep, rolling thrusts that took him to the hilt every time. Her full breasts bounced heavily above him, milk already beading at the stiff nipples. “Feel that, little one? Mommy’s pussy owning every inch of her baby’s cock.”

Lydia and Selena held his wrists gently against the rug, keeping him spread and helpless. Kara rode harder, the wet slap of her pussy meeting his hips mixing with the constant crinkle of the open diaper beneath him. She leaned forward, guiding one leaking breast to his mouth.

“Nurse while I fuck you, baby.”

Jude latched hard. Warm, sweet milk flooded his tongue in heavy streams as Kara bounced faster. Her pussy fluttered and squeezed around his shaft with every suckle. Milk and pussy juice mixed on his skin. The fire crackled louder, heating their joined bodies.

Kara’s pace turned punishing. She ground her clit against his base on every downstroke, using him for her pleasure. “Good boy. Fill Mommy up when I say. Not before.”

Jude whimpered around her nipple, hips trying to thrust up but held down by her weight and the women’s hands. The denial from earlier made every slide feel electric. His balls drew tight, orgasm hovering dangerously close.

Kara felt it. She slowed to agonizing grinds, keeping him buried deep but denying the friction he needed. “Not yet. Mommy hasn’t cum on her baby’s cock.”

She rode him through three more edges, lifting off completely each time his cock started pulsing. Precum poured from him, coating her thighs and the inside of the open diaper. Jude sobbed with frustration, tears leaking from his hazel eyes.

“Please, Mommy… I can’t… I need to cum inside you.”

Kara smiled, slow and victorious. She slammed back down and rode him with raw, filthy intensity. Her pussy clenched like a fist around his cock. Milk sprayed from her breasts onto his face and chest as she came hard, crying out, walls rippling and milking him relentlessly.

“Now, baby. Cum for Mommy. Fill me.”

Jude shattered. His cock erupted deep inside her, thick ropes of cum pumping into her clenching pussy in powerful, endless spurts. Kara kept riding through every pulse, drawing out his orgasm until he was whimpering and twitching beneath her.

She didn’t stop. Even after he finished, she kept grinding on his oversensitive cock, forcing aftershocks through his body. Lydia and Selena took turns nursing from her free breast while she claimed him, their hands stroking his thighs and balls.

Kara finally lifted off with a wet, creamy slide. A thick flood of his cum poured from her pussy onto his stomach and the open diaper. She scooped some up with her fingers and pushed them into his mouth.

“Taste how much you gave Mommy.”

Jude sucked obediently, the salty-bitter mix coating his tongue. The new psychological layer settled deep in his chest - not just submission, but being owned. Branded. Kara’s primary little boy while the others shared.

They changed him slowly into a fresh diaper, powdering his spent cock generously before taping it snug. The onesie snapped back into place. Kara pulled him into her lap on the rug, cradling him against her bare breasts.

“You’re mine now, Jude. My special chalet baby. The others can play with you… but Mommy decides when and how you cum.”

Jude nursed weakly from her other breast, body limp and mind floating. The fire warmed his padded bottom. Cum still leaked from Kara’s pussy onto his onesie. He felt claimed. Marked. Completely hers.

And the terrifying truth was how perfectly right it felt.


Chapter 9: Passed Between the Mommies

Jude nursed weakly in Kara’s lap on the thick fur rug, fresh diaper crinkling softly under the snapped onesie as warm milk flowed across his tongue. Kara’s cream sweater hung open, her heavy breast pressed firmly to his mouth. The fire crackled steadily, warming his padded bottom while Lydia and Selena watched with hungry eyes.

Kara eased her nipple from his lips with a wet pop and kissed his forehead. “Mommy claimed you first, baby. Now it’s time to share. You’re going to be passed between all three of us tonight until you can’t remember your own name.”

She lifted him gently and passed him straight into Lydia’s waiting arms. Lydia’s top was already open. She guided his mouth to her breast while pulling him onto her lap facing her. Jude latched instinctively, sucking deep as Lydia freed his cock through the diaper leg cuff.

“Such a hungry boy,” Lydia murmured. She stroked his shaft until it hardened fully, then positioned him at her slick entrance and sank down in one smooth glide. Her pussy was tighter than Kara’s, gripping him like velvet heat. She rocked her hips in deep, grinding circles, keeping him buried to the hilt.

Jude moaned around her nipple, milk spilling down his chin. Lydia rode him steadily, hands on his shoulders, using the thick diaper as leverage to bounce harder. The plastic crinkled obscenely with every thrust.

Selena moved behind him, reaching around to rub his balls through the padding while Lydia fucked him. “Good boy. Take Mommy Lydia’s pussy while you nurse.”

They didn’t let him cum. As soon as his breathing changed and his cock swelled, Lydia lifted off with a wet slide, leaving his shaft glistening and twitching. She passed him smoothly to Selena.

Selena took him on all fours. She pulled his diaper down just enough in the back and guided his cock into her dripping pussy from behind. Her walls clenched tight as she pushed back onto him, ass rippling with every impact. “Fuck Mommy deep, baby. Give me that cock.”

Jude thrust desperately, the onesie bunched around his waist, diaper crinkling loudly. Selena reached back and spread her cheeks wider, taking him even deeper. Kara knelt in front of him, offering her breast again. He nursed frantically while Selena fucked herself on his cock with filthy, wet slaps.

Every few minutes they rotated him again. Lydia on her back with legs wrapped around him. Selena riding reverse cowgirl while Kara sat on his face. Kara taking him in her lap once more, then passing him back. His cock moved from pussy to pussy in an endless, slick circuit. Cum from the first round leaked down his thighs and soaked into the open diaper.

The new psychological layer sank in deep - total sharing. He wasn’t just Kara’s anymore. He belonged to all three, passed like their favorite toy, used until his mind melted.

Jude lost track of time. His cock throbbed raw and oversensitive. Each woman brought him to the edge, then handed him off before he could spill. Milk coated his face and chest. Their combined juices slicked his groin and the inside of his diaper.

Finally they let him cum.

Kara took him last, straddling him on the rug while the others held his wrists. She rode him hard and fast, pussy clenching greedily. “Cum for all your Mommies, baby. Fill Mommy Kara while they watch.”

Jude shattered with a broken cry. His cock pulsed violently, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into Kara’s spasming pussy. Lydia and Selena leaned in, sucking on Kara’s bouncing breasts as she milked him dry.

They kept him inside her long after, grinding slowly through the aftershocks. Then they rotated again - each woman taking a turn riding his spent, twitching cock until he was whimpering and babbling.

At last they taped him back into a fresh, extra-thick diaper, powdering his sensitive cock generously. The onesie snapped shut over the heavy bulge. They laid him on his back in the center of the rug, surrounded by warm bodies and soft breasts.

Jude stared at the ceiling, mind hazy, body used and claimed by every Mommy in turn. His cock twitched weakly inside the fresh padding. The fire crackled softly.

He was no longer just Kara’s special baby.

He was theirs. Completely. And the thought sent a dark, blissful shiver through his padded crotch.


Chapter 10: Diapered and Fucked

Jude lay on his back in the center of the rug, fresh thick diaper taped snugly around his waist, onesie snapped over the heavy padding. The women surrounded him, warm and possessive, the fire casting flickering light across their bodies. His cock already stirred again inside the soft, powdered confines, trapped and aching.

Kara smiled down at him, cream sweater still hanging open. “Time to fuck our baby properly, little one. Diaper stays on. We want to feel that crinkle with every thrust.”

They unsnapped the crotch of his onesie but left the diaper intact. Kara straddled him first, pulling the front of the thick padding down just enough to free his hardening cock. She rubbed the swollen head against her slick pussy lips, teasing, then sank down in one slow, deliberate glide.

Her tight heat engulfed him completely. Jude groaned as her walls clenched around his shaft. The open diaper crinkled loudly beneath her with every roll of her hips.

“Feel that, baby?” Kara rode him deep and steady, grinding her clit against his base. The plastic backing rustled and crunched with each bounce, the thick padding squishing between their bodies. “Mommy’s going to fuck you while you stay nice and diapered like the helpless boy you are.”

Lydia and Selena held his wrists above his head, keeping him pinned. Kara bounced harder, her heavy breasts swaying, milk dripping onto his chest. The wet slap of her pussy mixed with the constant, filthy crinkle of the diaper.

Jude’s mind spun. I’m being fucked in a diaper. A grown man reduced to this. The new layer hit him hard - total dependency. His pleasure now came wrapped in plastic and shame, and he craved it more with every thrust.

Kara leaned forward, guiding a leaking nipple into his mouth. “Nurse while Mommy rides you.” Warm milk flooded his tongue as she fucked him faster, pussy fluttering around his cock. She came with a low moan, walls milking him rhythmically, but she didn’t let him follow.

Instead she lifted off, his cock glistening with her cream, and passed him to Lydia.

Lydia turned him onto his side, spooning behind him. She pulled the back of his diaper down just enough to expose his cock and pushed it between her thighs from behind. Her pussy swallowed him in one slick thrust. She fucked him like that, slow and deep, one leg hooked over his hip while the front of the diaper still hugged his balls.

“Such a good padded boy,” she whispered, biting his ear. The crinkle grew louder with every push. Milk from Kara’s breast still dripped onto his face as she fed him from above.

Selena took him next on all fours. She kept the diaper mostly on, only tugging the front down far enough to free his cock. Then she backed onto him, impaling herself reverse cowgirl. Her ass rippled as she slammed back, the thick padding squelching and crinkling wildly between them.

“Fuck Mommy’s cunt, baby. Make that diaper loud for us.”

Jude thrust desperately, the bulky plastic forcing his legs apart. Every movement sent loud, humiliating crinkles through the room. Selena reached under and squeezed his balls through the padding while she rode him, bringing him right to the edge before pulling off again.

They rotated him endlessly. Kara riding him face-to-face while he nursed. Lydia grinding on him sideways with the diaper half-on. Selena bouncing hard while the others held his mouth to their breasts. Each time his orgasm built, they stopped, taped the diaper back up for a minute, powdered him again, then freed him for the next Mommy.

His cock throbbed painfully. The padding grew damp with endless precum. The women’s combined juices coated his shaft and soaked into the diaper edges.

Finally they let him cum.

Kara mounted him last, keeping the diaper fully on except for his cock poking through the leg cuff. She rode him with raw, possessive force, pussy clenching tight. “Cum in Mommy’s pussy while you wear your diaper, baby. Show us how much you need this.”

Jude cried out as the orgasm crashed through him. Thick ropes of cum pumped deep into Kara’s spasming cunt. She kept bouncing through every spurt, milking him completely while the diaper crinkled and squished beneath them.

The others took their final turns, riding his sensitive cock until he was whimpering and twitching. Then they changed him slowly on the rug - wiping him clean, powdering his spent cock generously, and taping him into an even thicker nighttime diaper.

The onesie snapped shut over the massive, swollen padding. They slipped the pacifier between his lips and curled around him on the fur rug.

Jude suckled weakly, body exhausted, mind floating in a haze of milk, cum, and constant crinkle. The heavy diaper pressed against his groin like a permanent reminder.

He was no longer ashamed of how much he needed it.

He was starting to love being their diapered fucktoy.


Chapter 11: Reduced to Babbling

Jude suckled weakly on the pacifier, the thick nighttime diaper heavy and swollen between his legs, onesie snapped tightly over the massive padding. He lay sprawled on the fur rug in front of the roaring fire, body limp and sticky from the long night of diapered fucking. Kara’s cream sweater hung open, her heavy breasts still marked with dried milk and cum as she stroked his hair.

Kara gently pulled the pacifier from his mouth. “No more big words tonight, baby boy. Only baby sounds. If you try to speak like an adult, Mommy will have to punish that naughty tongue.”

Jude opened his mouth to protest, but Lydia immediately pressed her breast to his lips. Warm milk flooded his tongue. He latched hard, a desperate moan escaping around her nipple.

“Good boy,” Selena cooed, unsnapping his onesie crotch. “Only gurgles and coos for your Mommies now.”

They kept the thick diaper on. Kara pulled the front down just enough to free his cock, already hardening again. She straddled him and sank down slowly, her slick pussy swallowing every inch in one wet glide. The heavy padding crinkled and squished loudly beneath her as she began to ride.

“Uh… ahh…” Jude tried to form words but they dissolved into helpless sounds as Kara’s tight walls clenched around his shaft.

Lydia held his head firmly to her breast. “That’s it. No talking. Just nurse and make pretty baby noises while Mommy Kara fucks you.”

Kara rode him deep and steady, grinding her clit against his base with every roll of her hips. The diaper rustled obscenely, plastic crinkling in a constant filthy symphony. Milk spilled from Lydia’s nipple as Jude suckled frantically, his mind growing fuzzier with every thrust.

“Goo… ahh… mmm…” The words wouldn’t come. Only soft, broken baby sounds.

Selena smiled and reached under to squeeze his balls through the thick padding. “Listen to our little boy babbling. So perfect.”

They rotated him slowly. Kara lifted off with a creamy slide, and Lydia took her place, mounting him reverse while he continued nursing from Selena. Lydia bounced hard, the thick diaper squelching and crinkling wildly between them. Jude’s hips jerked, desperate little thrusts that made the plastic louder.

Each time he tried to speak - to beg, to moan a name - one of them pressed a breast to his mouth or a finger to his lips.

“No big words, baby. Only babbles.”

The psychological layer settled deep and permanent. Every coherent thought dissolved into warm milk, tight pussy, and overwhelming maternal control. His adult mind was slipping away, replaced by pure, needy little space.

Kara took him again on his back, riding him face-to-face while the others held his wrists. She fucked him harder this time, pussy clenching greedily around his cock. “Cum for Mommy while you babble, sweet boy. Let us hear how little you are.”

Jude’s eyes rolled back. “Ahh… goo… gaah…” Thick ropes of cum erupted deep inside Kara’s spasming cunt as he came with nothing but baby noises spilling from his lips. Kara kept riding through every pulse, milking him dry.

They didn’t stop. Selena mounted him next, then Lydia again, each woman using his cock while keeping him nursing and babbling. His sounds grew softer, more infantile - helpless gurgles, wet coos, desperate whimpers. No real words survived.

Hours blurred in a haze of milk, cum, and constant crinkling. They edged him twice more, bringing him right to the brink before pulling off and taping the diaper shut again, only to free him for the next Mommy. His cock stayed sensitive and leaking inside the padding between turns.

Finally Kara straddled his face, grinding her cum-filled pussy on his tongue while Selena rode his cock to a final shattering orgasm. Jude could only gurgle and coo into her folds, tongue working desperately as another load pumped into Selena’s clenching heat.

When they were done, the women cleaned him gently on the rug. They powdered his spent, twitching cock generously, then taped him into an even thicker diaper. The onesie snapped shut over the enormous, swollen bulk.

Kara slipped the pacifier back between his slack lips. “There we go. Our perfect babbling baby. No more big-boy words for you.”

Jude suckled the pacifier, staring up at them with glassy hazel eyes. Soft, incoherent babbles bubbled around the silicone as they curled around him on the rug.

“Goo… gaah…”

The fire crackled softly. His mind floated in warm, padded bliss. Adult speech had left him completely. Only baby sounds remained - and it felt right.


Chapter 12: Helpless Wetting

Jude suckled the pacifier with soft, rhythmic pulls, the enormous thick nighttime diaper swollen and heavy between his spread thighs. The onesie remained snapped tightly over the massive padding, pressing it firmly against his spent cock. He lay on his back on the fur rug before the roaring fire, glassy hazel eyes staring up at the three women as incoherent babbles bubbled around the silicone.

Kara leaned over him, cream sweater hanging open, heavy breasts swaying. She gently tugged the pacifier from his mouth. “No big words, baby. Only babbles. And now it’s time to let go completely.”

Jude tried to form a protest. “Goo… ahh…” Only soft baby noises came out. His bladder felt full, heavy, urgent. The thick diaper crinkled as he squirmed.

Lydia stroked the front of his padded crotch. “That’s right, little one. No potty for you anymore. Babies wet their diapers.”

Selena slipped a hand inside the leg cuff, fingers teasing his cock until it hardened inside the warm padding. Kara freed one breast and guided his mouth to her nipple. Warm milk flooded his tongue the moment he latched.

They kept him nursing while they played with him. Kara rocked him gently in her lap. Lydia and Selena took turns stroking his cock through the diaper and rubbing his balls. The pressure in his bladder grew unbearable.

“Gaaah… mmm…” Jude whimpered around the nipple, hips twitching. The need to pee intensified with every suckle.

Kara smiled down at him, emerald eyes soft and commanding. “Let it happen, baby. Wet your diaper for Mommy. Show us what a helpless little boy you are.”

The dam broke.

Warmth flooded the front of his diaper in a sudden, uncontrollable rush. Hot urine spread rapidly through the thick padding, soaking it from crotch to bottom. The absorbent material swelled even heavier, sagging between his legs with a distinct squelch. Jude’s face burned crimson even as he kept nursing frantically.

“Good boy,” Kara praised, voice thick with arousal. “Such a good baby wetting for us.”

The women cooed and stroked him while he finished emptying. The warm, wet sag pressed heavily against his cock and balls. The scent of baby powder mixed with the unmistakable smell of his accident.

Selena rubbed the soaked front firmly. “Feel how heavy it is now? That’s what diapers are for, sweet boy.”

They didn’t change him right away. Instead Kara pulled the onesie crotch open and tugged the front of the soaked diaper down just enough to free his cock. It sprang up hard and dripping. She straddled him and sank down in one slick motion, her tight pussy swallowing every inch.

“Fuck Mommy while you sit in your wet diaper, baby.”

Kara rode him slow and deep, the heavy, piss-soaked padding squelching and crinkling loudly beneath her with every thrust. The wet warmth spread against Jude’s skin, humiliating and intensely arousing. He babbled helplessly around her other breast as she fucked him.

Lydia and Selena took their turns next. Lydia mounted him reverse, grinding hard on his cock while the soaked diaper sagged between them. Selena rode him face-to-face, kissing him messily while milk dribbled down his chin.

Each woman used him thoroughly in his wet diaper. The filthy squelching sounds filled the room alongside the crackling fire. Jude could only gurgle and coo, lost in the overwhelming sensations - warm milk, tight pussy, and the constant heavy wetness pressing against him.

The new psychological layer locked in deep: total loss of control. Not just regression, but blissful helplessness. He no longer fought the wetting. He needed it. Needed them to see how completely broken he was.

Kara finally let him cum while she rode him, soaked diaper squishing obscenely. “Cum in Mommy, baby. Fill me while you sit in your pissy diaper.”

Jude shattered with a long, broken wail of baby sounds. Thick ropes of cum pumped deep into Kara’s clenching pussy as waves of pleasure crashed through him. The women praised him endlessly, stroking his hair and rubbing the sagging, cum-and-piss-soaked padding.

Only then did they change him.

They laid him on the rug and slowly peeled the ruined diaper open. The heavy, yellowed padding clung wetly to his skin. They wiped him clean with warm cloths, powdered him generously, and taped him into a fresh, even thicker diaper.

The onesie snapped shut over the massive new bulk. Kara slipped the pacifier back between his lips and pulled him into her lap.

“There we go. Our perfect, helpless, wetting baby boy.”

Jude suckled contentedly, the fresh diaper crinkling softly. His mind floated in warm, padded surrender. No more resistance. No more adult thoughts.

Only the deep, blissful knowledge that he would wet again for them whenever they wanted. And he would love every second of it.


Chapter 13: Permanent Surrender

Jude suckled contentedly on the pacifier, the fresh extra-thick diaper swollen and heavy between his spread thighs. The soft onesie stretched tight over the massive padding, crinkling with every tiny shift. He sat cradled in Kara’s lap on the fur rug before the roaring fireplace, morning light filtering weakly through the snow-covered windows as the storm finally began to ease.

Kara rocked him gently, her cream sweater still hanging open, heavy breasts brushing his cheek. “Good morning, my perfect chalet baby. Today is the day you make it forever.”

Jude babbled softly around the pacifier. “Goo… gaah…” No real words came. Only soft, helpless baby sounds. His mind floated in warm, padded bliss.

Lydia and Selena knelt beside them, hands stroking the thick front of his diaper. Kara eased the pacifier from his mouth and guided his lips to her nipple. Warm, sweet milk flooded his tongue the instant he latched.

“Drink deep while we get everything ready, little one.”

They kept him nursing as Lydia brought over his laptop from the side table. Selena opened it and logged into his work email. Kara held him securely in her lap, one arm around his waist, the other supporting his head against her breast.

“Time to say goodbye to your big-boy job, baby.” Kara’s voice was soft but firm. “Mommy’s going to help you type.”

Jude’s hazel eyes widened for a brief second, a final flicker of his old life. Then Kara’s nipple leaked richer milk into his mouth and the resistance melted away. He suckled harder.

Lydia positioned the laptop in front of him. Kara guided his trembling fingers to the keys while he continued nursing. Together they composed the resignation email.

Effective immediately, I resign from my position. Thank you for the opportunity. I will not be returning.

Kara helped him click send. The whoosh sound echoed softly in the quiet chalet. Jude moaned around her breast as the final tether to his old life vanished.

“Good boy,” all three women praised at once. “Such a good, brave baby.”

Selena rewarded him by unsnapping his onesie crotch and tugging the front of his thick diaper down. His cock sprang free, already hard and leaking. Kara lifted him slightly and sank down onto his shaft in one smooth, wet glide.

Her tight pussy engulfed him completely. Jude whimpered loudly around her nipple as she began to ride him slowly, deeply, right there in her lap. The heavy diaper crinkled and squished beneath them with every roll of her hips.

“Fuck Mommy while you accept your new life, baby.” Kara bounced harder, milk spraying lightly from her breasts as she fucked him. Her walls clenched greedily around his cock, milking him with every thrust.

Lydia and Selena took turns kissing him and sucking on Kara’s free breast while she claimed him. The fire crackled. Morning light grew brighter across the snow outside.

Kara rode him to the edge, then lifted off with a wet slide. Selena mounted him next, facing away, grinding hard while the open diaper pressed against her ass. She fucked him with filthy, rolling movements, the plastic rustling loudly.

Jude could only babble and gurgle, lost in overwhelming pleasure. Lydia took the final ride, bouncing fast and deep until she came with a cry, her pussy fluttering around his cock.

Kara guided him back inside her for the finish. “Cum for Mommy, sweet boy. Seal your surrender.”

Jude shattered. Thick ropes of cum pumped deep into Kara’s spasming cunt as he came with nothing but helpless baby wails. She kept riding through every pulse, drawing out his orgasm until he trembled in her arms.

Only then did they change him again. They laid him on the rug, peeled open the cum-soaked diaper, wiped him clean with warm cloths, powdered him generously, and taped him into the thickest diaper yet. The onesie snapped shut over the enormous, swollen bulk.

Kara brought out a handwritten contract. Simple. Permanent.

I, Jude Harlan, surrender completely. I am the full-time chalet baby of Kara, Lydia, and Selena. No return to adult life. Diapers. Nursing. Obedience. Forever.

They guided his hand while he signed with shaky fingers. All three women added their signatures below his.

The final psychological layer clicked into place - total, blissful ownership. No more fear. No more hidden shame. Only deep, peaceful certainty that this was exactly where he belonged.

Kara pulled him back into her lap and offered both breasts. Lydia and Selena pressed close, each offering a nipple. Jude nursed from all three in turn, milk flowing richly as they rocked him together on the rug.

The storm had passed outside. Inside, Jude Harlan no longer existed.

Only their perfect, helpless, permanently regressed chalet baby remained.

He suckled contentedly, thick diaper warm and heavy, mind empty of everything except milk, love, and the sweet knowledge that he would never leave.


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…
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Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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