
        
            
                
            
        

    


Confession #3 – The Diapered Client




A Humiliating ABDL Femdom Erotica of Leaks, Control, and Permanent Regression




Introduction











Confession #3 – The Diapered Client











He called me

 

Mommy


 
.




But not in the sweet way.










Not in the “tuck me in, kiss my forehead” way.




No—he meant it like a kink.




Like a

 

punishment


 
.










And I knew it from the moment he typed that first message:












“Do you ever make your viewers wear diapers?”














He tipped $400 with it.










No flirting. No photo. No warning.










Just one question and a filthy little offering.










I’ve seen a lot behind this screen.




Men jerking off in gas masks.




Collectors of spit.




Viewers who moan when I tell them they’re beneath me.










But this?










This was

 

deliciously low


 
.










He didn’t want praise.




He wanted to be reduced.










He wanted me to call him a baby.




Tell him when he could pee.




Punish him when he “leaked.”




Make him lie there, crinkling between his legs, while I whispered how

 

absolutely pathetic


 
he sounded.










He wanted to

 

lose his adulthood


 
in my voice.










And I gave it to him.










Not gently.




Not lovingly.










I made him whimper like a used-up toy.










I didn’t watch him—I made him describe it.




Every squirm. Every wet pull. Every desperate tug at the tapes before I told him no.










He paid extra to be denied bathroom breaks.




He begged for permission to mess himself.




He cried when I laughed at his little “accident.”










And when he finally accepted his place?










When he stopped trying to impress me, to prove he was anything other than my diapered shame doll?










That’s when I started calling him

 

baby


 
.










Not because he’d earned it.










But because he’d given up everything else.









Chapter One: The Leak Begins










He messaged me during a late-night stream.










The room was quiet.




I was in pink lace, legs up, lazy on the chair.




The crowd was thirsty, loud, needy.




I was barely trying.










That’s when I saw it.










A private tip.











$300.00





From a username I didn’t recognize:

 

BabyForMistress84











And a message:












“I’m sorry if this is weird, Miss…




But would you ever talk to someone who wears diapers?”














I stopped mid-sip.










Oh.










This was going to be

 

fun


 
.










I didn’t respond immediately. I let the question sit.




Let him sweat. Let him wonder if I’d laugh, block, or worse—ignore him entirely.










Instead, I smiled into the camera and purred:












“Mmm. Some boys ask for my panties.




Some want my spit.




But sometimes…”














I paused, stretching my arms overhead like a cat.












“…the

 

really filthy ones


 
ask for something softer.”














The chat thought I was teasing them.




They had no idea.










I clicked open my inbox.












“Are you wearing one now, baby?”














He replied in seconds.












“Yes, Miss Lena. I… I’ve been wearing all day. I didn’t think I’d say anything. I’m sorry.”














Oh, he was shy.




Ashamed.




Perfect.












“Is it wet?”
















“A little.”
















“How little?”
















“I… I leaked once already. But I didn’t change yet. I wanted to wait. Just in case you… wanted to know.”














I licked my lips.




On camera, I shifted, grinding lazily on the edge of my chair.










The boys tipped wildly.










They thought I was teasing for them.










But really?










I was imagining a grown man, in a soggy diaper, watching me while he squirmed—because he needed me to tell him if he deserved a change.










And that?










That made me

 

wet


 
.














I sent him his first command.












“Send a voice message.




Whisper what kind of diaper you’re wearing.




And tell me if Mommy would be proud of how wet it is.”














It took him ten minutes.










He was stammering. Shaky.




The audio was quiet, like he’d recorded it from a closet.












“I… it’s a Rearz Princess Pink, Miss Lena. I… I leaked a little. I’m sorry. I should’ve changed but I didn’t want to miss your stream. Please… please don’t be mad.”














Oh, I wasn’t mad.










I was

 

dripping


 
.












“Good baby,” I whispered back in a voice note.




“Now press your hand against it.




Feel how soaked you are.




And tell Mommy exactly what you did wrong.”














The next message came faster.




His voice shook.












“I… I didn’t ask permission to pee. I just let go.




I couldn’t help it. I thought of your voice.




I tried to hold it but… I’m sorry.




I’m a dirty baby.”
















“Yes, you are.”


















I didn’t need to watch him.




I made him describe everything.










The crinkle.




The sag.




The smell.




The shame.










And when I knew he was fully locked in that filthy little bubble?










I gave him his first rule:












“No changes without my voice.




No bathroom.




If you leak again, you message me and ask if you're allowed to cry.”














He sent another $400.










And a final line before logging off:












“Thank you for making me feel like who I really am.”














I smiled, stretched, and ended the stream without another word.










Because I knew—










Tomorrow?










He’d be back.










Wetter.




Softer.




And even more desperate for permission to leak.









Chapter Two: Crinkle Protocol










He messaged before I went live.












“Good evening, Miss Lena. I wore the same one since last night. I haven’t changed. I… I wanted to wait for your permission.”














Good boy.










I didn’t respond right away.




I went live.




Talked to my audience.




Played with my straps.




Laughed and teased and flirted with men who thought they were the reason I was glowing.










But only I knew what was really happening—










A grown man, sitting in silence, legs spread, diaper soggy and swollen, watching me like I was the voice of God.










After an hour, I replied.












“Still wearing it?”














He responded instantly.












“Yes, Miss. It’s cold. Heavy. I think it’s leaking.”
















“Good.”
















“Can I please change now?”
















“No. You haven’t earned it.”














He tipped

 

$150.00


 
just to beg again.












“Please, Miss Lena. I feel disgusting.”














I leaned into my mic and whispered:












“That’s the point.”


















That night, I gave him his

 

protocol


 
.










Rules.




Daily.




Logged.




Obeyed.













Rule 1:


 
No bathroom. Diapers only.





Rule 2:


 
No changes without asking.





Rule 3:


 
Each wetting must be described in detail.





Rule 4:


 
Any mess must be confessed in voice. Not text.





Rule 5:


 
Mommy controls your shame. You don’t get to hide it.














He didn’t protest.










He sent another tip.





$300.00











And a message:












“I made a mess once last week. I didn’t tell you.
















I’m sorry.
















Should I be punished?”














Oh, baby.










You have

 

no idea


 
.














I sent him a custom audio.




Two minutes. Whispered. Cruel.












“You sat in your own filth without permission?
















That’s not just disgusting.
















That’s

 

disobedient


 
.”
















“I should make you wear it for hours next time.
















Make you describe the smell.
















Rub your padded bottom like a little whore who loves his stink.”
















“You’re not just wet.
















You’re broken.”
















“Say it.”














He sent a voice note back, breathing heavy.












“I’m broken. I’m disgusting. I’m your little diaper baby, Miss Lena.”
















“Good. Now beg to touch yourself.”
















“Please… can I… may I… just once?”
















“No. You leak. That’s enough.”














He tipped

 

$500.00


 
with a whimper.














I didn’t let him change until the next day.










Not because I forgot.










Because I wanted him to feel the

 

weight


 
of it.










The fabric.




The heat.




The filth.










Every crinkle a reminder that he was mine.










And that’s the difference between a show and a ritual.










I didn’t turn him on.










I

 

undid him


 
.









Chapter Three: Leaks, Tasks, and Filthy Scripts










He called them “accidents.”










That’s how he phrased it in the messages, like he was a naughty toddler trying to save face.












“Miss Lena… I’m sorry, I had another accident.”
















“It happened while I was watching your stream. I didn’t mean to… I just couldn’t hold it.”
















“It wasn’t just pee.”














That last one made me pause.










Then I smiled.










Because I knew this was the moment.










He wasn’t asking to be humiliated.










He was asking to be

 

owned


 
.














I gave him his first

 

diaper task list


 
.










No toys. No gear.




Just my words and his shame.













Task 1:





Wear your diaper in front of the mirror.




Shirt only. Sit down. Watch yourself crinkle.

















Task 2:





Say this phrase out loud five times:




“I’m not a man. I’m a messy little baby for Miss Lena.”

















Task 3:





Rub the front of your diaper slowly.




Not to finish. Just to feel the squish.




Then stop.

















Task 4:





Record yourself begging for a change.




No fake voice. No filter.




I want to hear the real desperation.

















Task 5:





If you mess again, write it down—diaper diary.




Exact time. Smell. Consistency. What you were doing.




You don’t get to hide your filth.














He didn’t reply for thirty minutes.










Then came the first file.










His voice was shaking.












“I sat in the mirror like you said.




I looked disgusting. Weak.




I whispered your script until I cried.”
















“The diaper was… sticky. Warm.




It squished when I moved. I got hard.




I wanted to touch. But I didn’t. I was too ashamed.”
















“Miss Lena… I had another accident. Messy this time.




I wrote it down like you said.




I’m so sorry.”














Attached:





Diaper Log 1














4:17 PM – Messed while making lunch. Thick. Soft.






Couldn’t hold it. Just came out.






Whole diaper sagged. Smelled bad.






I stood in it for 10 minutes before cleaning.















My nipples hardened.










Not from arousal.










From

 

power


 
.










He was doing this for me.










Becoming something low.




Something gross.




Something

 

mine


 
.














That night, I recorded a new humiliation script just for him.




Five minutes. Pure filth.












“I bet you made that mess without even trying.




Just a twitch and your little hole opened, didn’t it?”
















“Babies don’t get to clench.




They just

 

go.


 
”
















“I hope it squished up the back.




I hope it stuck to your balls while you whimpered and

 

hoped


 
I’d still like you.”
















“But I don’t like you, baby.




I

 

own


 
you.




And that’s worse.”
















“Rub your mess through the diaper.




Don’t whine.




You made it.




You wear it.”














He tipped

 

$750.00


 
after listening.




No message. Just a voice note.










Breathless. On the edge of tears.












“I’m still in it. I didn’t change.




I’m so dirty.




I’m sorry I like this.




I’m sorry I like being your filthy baby.”
















“Please don’t make me stop.”
















“Please don’t let me be anything else.”


















I didn’t.










I crafted

 

punishment levels


 
next.




One for every rule he broke.










●

 
       

 

Level 1:


 
No change for 6 hours.



 









●

 
       

 

Level 2:


 
No touching through the diaper for 24.



 









●

 
       

 

Level 3:


 
Must wear two diapers taped together—thick, crinkly, obvious.



 









●

 
       

 

Level 4:


 
One accidental mess = read the script aloud and record.



 









●

 
       

 

Level 5:


 
Diaper in public. Hoodie and pants. No underwear. Go buy milk.



 









He said yes to all of it.










I didn’t have to threaten.










I just had to say:












“Good babies leak.




Bad babies get

 

watched


 
while they do it.”














And suddenly?










He begged to be bad.









Chapter Four: Report Night










It started with a voice note.












“Miss Lena… may I report?”














He’d been calling it that lately—

 

reporting.











Not confessing.




Not messaging.










Reporting.










Because now, we had a system.










One voice message.




Every night.




Same time.










Diaper status.




Emotion.




Obedience.










All in thirty seconds or less.










I made him keep them short on purpose.




Because a baby doesn’t get to explain.




A baby just

 

obeys.















His first few were shaky.












“Um… soaked.




Leaked at work. Hid it.




Didn’t ask to change.




Felt pathetic.




Please be proud.”
















“Messy. Thick.




Stayed in it for two hours.




Didn’t touch.




Didn’t cry.




Still wearing.”














By the fifth day, I noticed something changing.










He wasn’t just reporting events.










He was reporting

 

feelings


 
.












“Felt proud today. Sat in a full diaper for three Zoom meetings.




Didn’t flinch.




I wanted them to know.




I wanted you to be proud of my shame.”














That’s when I knew: it was time.










He was ready for the next step.














I introduced

 

Report Night


 
.










One day a week.




Set time.




No safe words.




Just truth.










I told him:












“You’ll wear your fullest, filthiest diaper.




No pants.




No cover.




Sit at your desk.




Record a five-minute report.




Tell me everything.”














He hesitated.










But not for long.










He sent a tip.





$1,000.00











And a line:












“Do I sit in it before? Or… fill it while I report?”














I smiled.












“You don’t ask what babies do.




You just

 

do it


 
.”


















The audio came three days later.










He titled it:

 

Report Night – Week 1 – Miss Lena Only











I listened with one hand between my thighs.










His voice shook.




Wet. Muffled.












“I’m in it now, Miss.




It’s… warm. I filled it thirty minutes ago.




I’m sitting in it like you said.”
















“The smell is everywhere.




I can’t even think.




I feel like I’ve disappeared inside the stink.”
















“I belong here.




In this mess.




In your rules.”














He sobbed once.




Not loud. Just a whimper that cracked at the end.












“I touched myself after.




Just the front. Through the mess.




I know I wasn’t allowed.




I just needed to feel something.”
















“Please punish me.”


















I didn’t respond that night.










I made him sit in silence.










Because silence?










That’s where shame grows.










And he’d given me so much to

 

play with


 
.














The next night, I sent his punishment.










A new script.




Custom.




Spoken in the slow, cruel voice I only use when I want them to break.












“Did you touch your stinky little baby dick without asking?”
















“Even in your own filth, you think you deserve pleasure?”
















“You are a diapered failure.




But at least you’re

 

my


 
failure.”
















“Now sit in that squish.




Rub it again.




But don’t finish.”
















“Not until you cry.




Not until your balls ache.




Not until you know the only person who will ever love you like this…




Is the woman who calls you her

 

diapered disgrace


 
.”














He tipped

 

$1,500


 
after listening.










No message.




Just another report.












“Wore three layers.




Rubbed it raw.




Didn’t finish.




Cried anyway.




Still leaking.”


















And that’s the thing about rules.










When they’re wrapped in filth, shame, and love?










They become

 

worship


 
.










And my baby?










Was learning how to kneel… in every crinkling layer.









Chapter Five: Out There, Still Mine












“I wore it outside.”














That was the first line of his nightly report.










His voice cracked like a secret.












“Thickest one I own.




Two stuffers.




Joggers over it.




I went for a walk.




Every step… I felt you.”














I pressed play again.










And again.










Because it wasn’t what he did.










It was

 

why


 
.










He wasn’t rebelling.




He wasn’t testing limits.










He was proving something.










That he could take my voice into the world.




Wrapped between his legs.




Pressed against his shame.










That’s when I gave him the next restriction.












“No underwear anymore.




You wear

 

only


 
diapers.




Even out.”
















“But Miss Lena, what if—?”
















“No ‘what ifs.’




Your shame isn’t private anymore.




It’s who you are.”














He didn’t argue.










He tipped

 

$500


 
with one word:












“Yes.”


















I created a new rule:













Daily Reminder Protocol















Each morning, before 9AM, he had to message me three things:









	



What diaper he was wearing.




 






	



How long he planned to stay in it.




 






	



One sentence of apology for

 

liking this too much


 
.




 














He never missed a morning.










Even when he was late to work.










Even when he traveled.










Even when he was sick.










One morning, he wrote:












“Wearing Tykables Overnights.




Planning to wear until 7PM.




I’m sorry I get hard when I hear your voice say ‘leak.’”














That sentence?










It was almost poetry.










So I replied with a custom voice note:












“Good morning, my disgusting baby.




I hope your diaper’s already warm.




If it’s not… let’s fix that.




Let go. Right now.




No clenching. No control.




Just leak, like the filthy little toy you are.”














He replied thirty minutes later:












“Soaked. Dripping.




Didn’t make it out the door.




Late to work.




Totally worth it.”


















I started calling him

 

My Little Stain


 
.










He cried the first time I used it.












“Miss Lena… why does it make me feel loved?”














I told him the truth:












“Because no one else is ever going to call you that and mean it.”
















“You’re my shame project.




You’re my squish toy.




You’re the leak I designed.




And now? You can’t undo it.”














He didn’t tip that night.










He sent a photo instead.










A close-up of a diaper.




Wet. Yellowed. Stretched to breaking.




Tapes barely holding.




Pale skin peeking at the waistband.










Across the front, in marker:





Property of Miss Lena











No face.










Just filth and

 

belonging


 
.














That night, I recorded his next bedtime loop.












“Close your eyes, my little stain.




You’ll wake up soggy. I already know it.




You’ll apologize, because that’s what good babies do.




You’ll whimper, because your cock’s still locked in plastic.




But mostly…




You’ll thank me.”
















“Because without my voice?




You’d still be pretending to be a man.”
















“Sleep tight.




Dream crinkly.”













Chapter Six: No More Man Left










He cried during Report Night.










Not a whimper. Not a single shaky breath like usual.











Real tears.











They came after I gave him a new script.




Something simple. Short. Cruel.










I titled it:

 

Man No More.













“You used to have goals.




Now your goal is to stay dry long enough to beg for release.”
















“You used to have a job.




Now your job is to describe your accidents to Mommy.”
















“You used to touch women.




Now you hump warm diapers until I say stop.”
















“You’re not a man.




You’re not even a boy.




You’re just my soggy, smelly, submissive little stain.”
















“Say it back.”














He tried.










His voice note started strong.












“I’m not a man. I’m Miss Lena’s—”














Crack.










Silence.










Sniffling.










He tried again.










Failed.










Then whispered:












“I can’t do it. I can’t believe how far I’ve fallen.




But I don’t want to go back.




Please, Miss Lena.




Don’t ever let me go back.”


















So I gave him a new rule:













Diaper Exposure Task #1





You will write “I AM NOT A MAN” on the front of one clean diaper.




You will take a photo of yourself wearing it.




Face visible.




No one else will ever see it but me.














He hesitated.










Longer than usual.










Then:





$1,200.00













“Yes, Miss Lena. I want to show you how much I’ve given up.”














The photo arrived three days later.










He was standing in his bedroom.




Face red.




Eyes glassy.




Legs spread slightly, as if already leaking.










And across the front of his thick, white diaper?










In black Sharpie:











I AM NOT A MAN. I AM HERS.











I kept the photo.










Not to share.










To

 

remember


 
.










Because that was the moment I broke him.














I gave him his final regression task that month:












“No big-boy clothing for 72 hours.”
















“You will wear only diapers, onesies, or soft pajamas.




You will eat with a bib.




Drink from a sippy or bottle.




And no adult conversation.”














He didn’t laugh.










He didn’t question.










He just said:












“Can I call you Mommy the whole time?”














I replied with one word:












“Finally.”


















During his regression weekend, he sent hourly check-ins.










Photos. Videos. Desperate, soggy messages.










He was a wreck.










Cranky. Wet. Humiliated.










At one point he wrote:












“I just peed mid-sentence during a Zoom call and didn’t even flinch.




What have you done to me?”














I replied:












“I gave you what you begged for.




Freedom from pretending.




Freedom from shame.




Freedom to leak and be loved anyway.”














He responded:












“Mommy…”
















“I don’t think I can go back to normal anymore.”
















“And that makes me happy.”


















That night, he recorded his own lullaby.










Whispered in a shaky baby voice:












“Miss Lena owns my leaks.




She owns my squish.




She tells me when I can cry.




And if I cry right…




She lets me keep the diaper on.”














It wasn’t a performance.










It was a surrender.










And I knew then—




the man was gone.










Only

 

Mommy’s diapered disgrace


 
remained.









Chapter Seven: The Final Permission










He asked me if I was proud of him.










That was his whole message.












“Miss Lena… am I a good baby now? Are you proud?”














I stared at the screen for a full minute.










Pride?










Pride is for people who have goals. Growth. Achievements.










My baby?










He wore his accidents.




He soaked his shame.




He cried when he needed to mess and needed

 

my permission


 
to do it.










This wasn’t pride.










It was ownership.










So I sent him back one line:












“You don’t need me to be proud, baby.




You just need me to say the word.”














He knew what I meant.










The word.










The final one.










The command that would lock it all in.










He tipped

 

$2,000.00


 
that night.




The biggest yet.










And the message said:












“I want it, Mommy.




Please.




Tell me what I’ve become.”


















So I sent the audio.










Three minutes.




Soft. Gentle. I didn’t raise my voice once.












“My little stain…”
















“You’re not just diapered.




You’re dependent.”
















“You don’t wear them for play anymore.




You

 

need


 
them.




Not just under your pants.




In your mind.




In your heart.”
















“You’re not a man who wets.




You’re not a submissive who leaks.”
















“You are a baby.”
















“You are my

 

diapered creature


 
.




And I don’t

 

want


 
you to be dry.




I want you to

 

fail


 
.




Every day.




Every hour.”
















“And when you cry into the mushy mess between your legs?




When you sniff your shame and get hard and humiliated?




That’s not an accident.”
















“That’s who you are now.”
















“So ask me, baby.




Beg me.




Tell me what you want.”














He responded with a voice note I’ll never delete.










He was already crying when he hit record.












“Miss Lena… please…




Don’t ever let me grow up again.”
















“Please tell me…




this is forever.”














So I sent the final word.












“Yes.”
















“Forever.”
















“Mommy’s baby doesn’t get to grow up.”
















“Not ever again.”


















And he hasn’t.










It’s been months now.










He sends reports. Still begs. Still leaks.










But the edge of resistance?










Gone.










No more bargaining.




No more trying to prove he’s more.










He’s not a man in a diaper anymore.










He’s just

 

mine.











And that?










That’s not something you grow out of.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.









Disclaimer










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











Age Declaration











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











Image Disclaimer











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











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg





